
        
            
                
            
        

    
  Praise for Robert Ludlum


  


  
    ‘Robert Ludlum is an ingenious storyteller with a wonderful and convincing imagination. His place as a bestselling novelist is assured’
  


  
    Mario Puzo, author ofThe Godfather
  


  


  
    ‘Robert Ludlum has the storytelling gift’
  


  
    TLS
  


  


  
    ‘Don’t ever begin a Ludlum novel if you have to go to work the next day’
  


  
    Chicago Sun-Times
  


  


  
    ‘Ludlum stuffs more surprises into his novels than any other six pack of thriller writers combined’
  


  
    New York Times
  


  


  
    ‘Ludlum is light years beyond his literary competition in piling plot twist upon plot twist, until the mesmerized reader is held captive’
  


  
    Chicago Tribune
  


  


  
    ‘Robert Ludlum is an acknowledged superstar of the political thriller’
  


  
    Amazon.co.uk
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    Robert Ludlum is one of the world’s bestselling authors and there are more than 290 million copies of his books in print. He is best known for the Jason Bourne series, which has been made into a series of critically acclaimed movies, withThe Bourne Ultimatumwinning three Academy Awards. Visit Robert Ludlum’s website atwww.orionbooks.co.uk/Ludlum.
  


  
    Eric Van Lustbader was born in Greenwich Village. He is the author of more than twenty bestselling novels, and his work has been translated into more than twenty languages.
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      For Glynis

      A very special light we all adore.

      With love and deep respect.
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  DIPLOMATS SAID TO BE LINKED WITH FUGITIVE TERRORIST KNOWN AS CARLOS


  



  PARIS, July 10—France expelled three high-ranking Cuban diplomats today in connection with the worldwide search for a man called Carlos, who is believed to be an important link in an international terrorist network.


  The suspect, whose real name is thought to be Ilich Ramirez Sanchez, is being sought in the killing of two French counterintelligence agents and a Lebanese informer at a Latin Quarter apartment on June 27.


  The three killings have led the police here and in Britain to what they feel is the trail of a major network of international terrorist agents. In the search for Carlos after the killings, French and British policemen discovered large arms caches that linked Carlos to major terrorism in West Germany and led them to suspect a connection between many terrorist acts throughout Europe.


  



  REPORTED SEEN IN LONDON



  



  Since then Carlos has been reported seen in London and in Beirut, Lebanon.…


  



  ASSOCIATED PRESS MONDAY, 7 JULY 1975 SYNDICATED DISPATCH



  



  A DRAGNET FOR ASSASSIN


  



  London (AP)—Guns and girls, grenades and good suits, a fat billfold, airline tickets to romantic places and nice apartments in a half dozen world capitals. This is the portrait emerging of a jet age assassin being sought in an international manhunt.


  The hunt began when the man answered his doorbell in Paris and shot dead two French intelligence agents and a Lebanese informer. It has put four women into custody in two capitals, accused of offenses in his wake. The assassin himself has vanished—perhaps in Lebanon, the French police believe.


  In the past few days in London, those acquainted with him have described him to reporters as good looking, courteous, well educated, wealthy and fashionably dressed.


  But his associates are men and women who have been called the most dangerous in the world. He is said to be linked with the Japanese Red Army, the Organization for the Armed Arab Struggle, the West German Baader-Meinhof gang, the Quebec Liberation Front, the Turkish Popular Liberation Front, separatists in France and Spain, and the Provisional wing of the Irish Republican Army.


  When the assassin traveled—to Paris, to the Hague, to West Berlin—bombs went off, guns cracked and there were kidnappings.


  A breakthrough occurred in Paris when a Lebanese terrorist broke under questioning and led two intelligence men to the assassin’s door in Paris on June 27. He shot all three to death and escaped. Police found his guns and notebooks containing “death lists” of prominent people.


  Yesterday the London Observer said police were hunting for the son of a Venezuelan Communist lawyer for questioning in the triple slaying. Scotland Yard said, “We are not denying the report,” but added there was no charge against him and he was wanted only for questioning.


  The Observer identified the hunted man as Ilich Ramirez Sanchez, of Caracas. It said his name was on one of the four passports found by French police when they raided the Paris apartment where the slayings took place.


  The newspaper said Ilich was named after Vladimir Ilych Lenin, founder of the Soviet state, and was educated in Moscow and speaks fluent Russian.


  In Caracas, a spokesman for the Venezuelan Communist Party said Ilich is the son of a 70-year-old Marxist lawyer living 450 miles west of Caracas, but “neither father nor son belong to our party.”


  



  He told reporters he did not know where Ilich was now.


  
    



    BOOK I


    


  


  CHAPTER ONE


  



  The trawler plunged into the angry swells of the dark, furious sea like an awkward animal trying desperately to break out of an impenetrable swamp. The waves rose to goliathan heights, crashing into the hull with the power of raw tonnage; the white sprays caught in the night sky cascaded downward over the deck under the force of the night wind. Everywhere there were the sounds of inanimate pain, wood straining against wood, ropes twisting, stretched to the breaking point. The animal was dying.


  Two abrupt explosions pierced the sounds of the sea and the wind and the vessel’s pain. They came from the dimly lit cabin that rose and fell with its host body. A man lunged out of the door grasping the railing with one hand, holding his stomach with the other.


  A second man followed, the pursuit cautious, his intent violent. He stood bracing himself in the cabin door; he raised a gun and fired again. And again.


  The man at the railing whipped both his hands up to his head, arching backward under the impact of the fourth bullet. The trawler’s bow dipped suddenly into the valley of two giant waves, lifting the wounded man off his feet; he twisted to his left, unable to take his hands away from his head. The boat surged upward, bow and midships more out of the water than in it, sweeping the figure in the doorway back into the cabin; a fifth gunshot fired wildly. The wounded man screamed, his hands now lashing out at anything he could grasp, his eyes blinded by blood and the unceasing spray of the sea. There was nothing he could grab, so he grabbed at nothing; his legs buckled as his body lurched forward. The boat rolled violently leeward and the man whose skull was ripped open plunged over the side into the madness of the darkness below.


  



  He felt rushing cold water envelop him, swallowing him, sucking him under, and twisting him in circles, then propelling him up to the surface—only to gasp a single breath of air. A gasp and he was under again.


  And there was heat, a strange moist heat at his temple that seared through the freezing water that kept swallowing him, a fire where no fire should burn. There was ice, too; an icelike throbbing in his stomach and his legs and his chest, oddly warmed by the cold sea around him. He felt these things, acknowledging his own panic as he felt them. He could see his own body turning and twisting, arms and feet working frantically against the pressures of the whirlpool. He could feel, think, see, perceive panic and struggle—yet strangely there was peace. It was the calm of the observer, the uninvolved observer, separated from the events, knowing of them but not essentially involved.


  Then another form of panic spread through him, surging through the heat and the ice and the uninvolved recognition. He could not submit to peace! Not yet! It would happen any second now; he was not sure what it was, but it would happen. He had to be there!


  He kicked furiously, clawing at the heavy walls of water above, his chest burning. He broke surface, thrashing to stay on top of the black swells. Climb up! Climb up!


  A monstrous rolling wave accommodated; he was on the crest, surrounded by pockets of foam and darkness. Nothing. Turn! Turn!


  It happened. The explosion was massive; he could hear it through the clashing waters and the wind, the sight and the sound somehow his doorway to peace. The sky lit up like a fiery diadem and within that crown of fire, objects of all shapes and sizes were blown through the light into the outer shadows.


  He had won. Whatever it was, he had won.


  Suddenly he was plummeting downward again, into an abyss again. He could feel the rushing waters crash over his shoulders, cooling the white-hot heat at his temple, warming the ice-cold incisions in his stomach and his legs and.…


  His chest. His chest was in agony! He had been struck—the blow crushing, the impact sudden and intolerable. It happened again! Let me alone. Give me peace.


  And again!


  And he clawed again, and kicked again…until he felt it. A thick, oily object that moved only with the movements of the sea. He could not tell what it was, but it was there and he could feel it, hold it.


  Hold it! It will ride you to peace. To the silence of darkness…and peace.


  



  The rays of the early sun broke through the mists of the eastern sky, lending glitter to the calm waters of the Mediterranean. The skipper of the small fishing boat, his eyes bloodshot, his hands marked with rope burns, sat on the stern gunnel smoking a Gauloise, grateful for the sight of the smooth sea. He glanced over at the open wheelhouse; his younger brother was easing the throttle forward to make better time, the single other crewman checking a net several feet away. They were laughing at something and that was good; there had been nothing to laugh about last night. Where had the storm come from? The weather reports from Marseilles had indicated nothing; if they had he would have stayed in the shelter of the coastline. He wanted to reach the fishing grounds eighty kilometers south of La Seyne-sur-Mer by daybreak, but not at the expense of costly repairs, and what repairs were not costly these days?


  Or at the expense of his life, and there were moments last night when that was a distinct consideration.


  “Tu es fatigué, hein, mon frère?” his brother shouted, grinning at him. “Va te coucher maintenant. Laisse-moi faire.”


  “D’accord,” the brother answered, throwing his cigarette over the side and sliding down to the deck on top of a net. “A little sleep won’t hurt.”


  It was good to have a brother at the wheel. A member of the family should always be the pilot on a family boat; the eyes were sharper. Even a brother who spoke with the smooth tongue of a literate man as opposed to his own coarse words. Crazy! One year at the university and his brother wished to start a compagnie. With a single boat that had seen better days many years ago. Crazy. What good did his books do last night? When his compagnie was about to capsize.


  He closed his eyes, letting his hands soak in the rolling water on the deck. The salt of the sea would be good for the rope burns. Burns received while lashing equipment that did not care to stay put in the storm.


  “Look! Over there!”


  It was his brother, apparently sleep was to be denied by sharp family eyes.


  “What is it?” he yelled.


  “Port bow! There’s a man in the water! He’s holding on to something! A piece of debris, a plank of some sort.”


  



  The skipper took the wheel, angling the boat to the right of the figure in the water, cutting the engines to reduce the wake. The man looked as though the slightest motion would send him sliding off the fragment of wood he clung to; his hands were white, gripped around the edge like claws, but the rest of his body was limp—as limp as a man fully drowned, passed from this world.


  “Loop the ropes!” yelled the skipper to his brother and the crewman. “Submerge them around his legs. Easy now! Move them up to his waist. Pull gently.”


  “His hands won’t let go of the plank!”


  “Reach down! Pry them up! It may be the death lock.”


  “No. He’s alive…but barely, I think. His lips move, but there’s no sound. His eyes also, though I doubt he sees us.”


  “The hands are free!”


  “Lift him up. Grab his shoulders and pull him over. Easy, now!”


  “Mother of God, look at his head!” yelled the crewman. “It’s split open.”


  “He must have crashed it against the plank in the storm,” said the brother.


  “No,” disagreed the skipper, staring at the wound. “It’s a clean slice, razorlike. Caused by a bullet; he was shot.”


  “You can’t be sure of that.”


  “In more than one place,” added the skipper, his eyes roving over the body. “We’ll head for Ile de Port Noir; it’s the nearest island. There’s a doctor on the waterfront.”


  “The Englishman?”


  “He practices.”


  “When he can,” said the skipper’s brother. “When the wine lets him. He has more success with his patients’ animals than with his patients.”


  “It won’t matter. This will be a corpse by the time we get there. If by chance he lives, I’ll bill him for the extra petrol and whatever catch we miss. Get the kit; we’ll bind his head for all the good it will do.”


  “Look!” cried the crewman. “Look at his eyes.”


  “What about them?” asked the brother.


  “A moment ago they were gray—as gray as steel cables. Now they’re blue!”


  “The sun’s brighter,” said the skipper, shrugging. “Or it’s playing tricks with your own eyes. No matter, there’s no color in the grave.”


  



  Intermittent whistles of fishing boats clashed with the incessant screeching of the gulls; together they formed the universal sounds of the waterfront. It was late afternoon, the sun a fireball in the west, the air still and too damp, too hot. Above the piers and facing the harbor was a cobblestone street and several blemished white houses, separated by overgrown grass shooting up from dried earth and sand. What remained of the verandas were patched latticework and crumbling stucco supported by hastily implanted pilings. The residences had seen better days a number of decades ago when the residents mistakenly believed Ile de Port Noir might become another Mediterranean playground. It never did.


  All the houses had paths to the street, but the last house in the row had a path obviously more trampled than the others. It belonged to an Englishman who had come to Port Noir eight years before under circumstances no one understood or cared to; he was a doctor and the waterfront had need of a doctor. Hooks, needles and knives were at once means of livelihood as well as instruments of incapacitation. If one saw le docteur on a good day, the sutures were not too bad. On the other hand, if the stench of wine or whiskey was too pronounced, one took one’s chances.


  Tant pis! He was better than no one.


  But not today; no one used the path today. It was Sunday and it was common knowledge that on any Saturday night the doctor was roaring drunk in the village, ending the evening with whatever whore was available. Of course, it was also granted that during the past few Saturdays the doctor’s routine had altered; he had not been seen in the village. But nothing ever changed that much; bottles of scotch were sent to the doctor on a regular basis. He was simply staying in his house; he had been doing so since the fishing boat from La Ciotat had brought in the unknown man who was more corpse than man.


  



  Dr. Geoffrey Washburn awoke with a start, his chin settled into his collarbone causing the odor of his mouth to invade his nostrils; it was not pleasant. He blinked, orienting himself, and glanced at the open bedroom door. Had his nap been interrupted by another incoherent monologue from his patient? No; there was no sound. Even the gulls outside were mercifully quiet; it was Ile de Port Noir’s holy day, no boats coming in to taunt the birds with their catches.


  Washburn looked at the empty glass and the half-empty bottle of whiskey on the table beside his chair. It was an improvement. On a normal Sunday both would be empty by now, the pain of the previous night having been spiraled out by the scotch. He smiled to himself, once again blessing an older sister in Coventry who made the scotch possible with her monthly stipend. She was a good girl, Bess was, and God knew she could afford a hell of a lot more than she sent him, but he was grateful she did what she did. And one day she would stop, the money would stop, and then the oblivions would be achieved with the cheapest wine until there was no pain at all. Ever.


  He had come to accept that eventuality…until three weeks and five days ago when the half-dead stranger had been dragged from the sea and brought to his door by fishermen who did not care to identify themselves. Their errand was one of mercy, not involvement. God would understand; the man had been shot.


  What the fishermen had not known was that far more than bullets had invaded the man’s body. And mind.


  The doctor pushed his gaunt frame out of the chair and walked unsteadily to the window overlooking the harbor. He lowered the blind, closing his eyes to block out the sun, then squinted between the slats to observe the activity in the street below, specifically the reason for the clatter. It was a horse-drawn cart, a fisherman’s family out for a Sunday drive. Where the hell else could one see such a sight? And then he remembered the carriages and the finely groomed geldings that threaded through London’s Regent Park with tourists during the summer months; he laughed out loud at the comparison. But his laughter was short-lived, replaced by something unthinkable three weeks ago. He had given up all hope of seeing England again. It was possible that might be changed now. The stranger could change it.


  Unless his prognosis was wrong, it would happen any day, any hour or minute. The wounds to the legs, stomach, and chest were deep and severe, quite possibly fatal were it not for the fact the bullets had remained where they had lodged, self-cauterized and continuously cleansed by the sea. Extracting them was nowhere near as dangerous as it might have been, the tissue primed, softened, sterilized, ready for an immediate knife. The cranial wound was the real problem; not only was the penetration subcutaneous, but it appeared to have bruised the thalamus and hippocampus fibrous regions. Had the bullet entered millimeters away on either side the vital functions would have ceased; they had not been impeded, and Washburn had made a decision. He went dry for thirty-six hours, eating as much starch and drinking as much water as was humanly possible. Then he performed the most delicate piece of work he had attempted since his dismissal from Macleans Hospital in London. Millimeter by agonizing millimeter he had brush-washed the fibrous areas, then stretched and sutured the skin over the cranial wound, knowing that the slightest error with brush, needle, or clamp would cause the patient’s death.


  He had not wanted this unknown patient to die for any number of reasons. But especially one.


  When it was over and the vital signs had remained constant, Dr. Geoffrey Washburn went back to his chemical and psychological appendage. His bottle. He had gotten drunk and he had remained drunk, but he had not gone over the edge. He knew exactly where he was and what he was doing at all times. Definitely an improvement.


  Any day now, any hour perhaps, the stranger would focus his eyes and intelligible words would emerge from his lips.


  Even any moment.


  



  The words came first. They floated in the air as the early morning breeze off the sea cooled the room.


  “Who’s there? Who’s in this room?”


  Washburn sat up in the cot, moved his legs quietly over the side, and rose slowly to his feet. It was important to make no jarring note, no sudden noise or physical movement that might frighten the patient into a psychological regression. The next few minutes would be as delicate as the surgical procedures he had performed; the doctor in him was prepared for the moment.


  “A friend,” he said softly.


  “Friend?”


  “You speak English. I thought you would. American or Canadian is what I suspected. Your dental work didn’t come from the UK or Paris. How do you feel?”


  “I’m not sure.”


  “It will take awhile. Do you need to relieve your bowels?”


  “What?”


  “Take a crapper, old man. That’s what the pan’s for beside you. The white one on your left. When we make it in time, of course.”


  “I’m sorry.”


  “Don’t be. Perfectly normal function. I’m a doctor, your doctor. My name is Geoffrey Washburn. What’s yours?”


  “What?”


  “I asked you what your name was.”


  The stranger moved his head and stared at the white wall streaked with shafts of morning light. Then he turned back, his blue eyes leveled at the doctor. “I don’t know.”


  “Oh, my God.”


  “I’ve told you over and over again. It will take time. The more you fight it, the more you crucify yourself, the worse it will be.”


  “You’re drunk.”


  “Generally. It’s not pertinent. But I can give you clues, if you’ll listen.”


  “I’ve listened.”


  “No, you don’t; you turn away. You lie in your cocoon and pull the cover over your mind. Hear me again.”


  “I’m listening.”


  “In your coma—your prolonged coma—you spoke in three different languages. English, French and some goddamned twangy thing I presume is Oriental. That means you’re multilingual; you’re at home in various parts of the world. Think geographically. What’s most comfortable for you?”


  “Obviously English.”


  “We’ve agreed to that. So what’s most uncomfortable?”


  “I don’t know.”


  “Your eyes are round, not sloped. I’d say obviously the Oriental.”


  “Obviously.”


  “Then why do you speak it? Now, think in terms of association. I’ve written down words; listen to them. I’ll say them phonetically. Ma—kwa. Tam—kwan. Kee—sah. Say the first thing that comes to mind.”


  “Nothing.”


  “Good show.”


  “What the hell do you want?”


  “Something. Anything.”


  “You’re drunk.”


  “We’ve agreed to that. Consistently. I also saved your bloody life. Drunk or not, I am a doctor. I was once a very good one.”


  “What happened?”


  “The patient questions the doctor?”


  “Why not?”


  Washburn paused, looking out the window at the waterfront. “I was drunk,” he said. “They said I killed two patients on the operating table because I was drunk. I could have gotten away with one. Not two. They see a pattern very quickly, God bless them. Don’t ever give a man like me a knife and cloak it in respectability.”


  “Was it necessary?”


  “Was what necessary?”


  “The bottle.”


  “Yes, damn you,” said Washburn softly, turning from the window. “It was and it is. And the patient is not permitted to make judgments where the physician is concerned.”


  “Sorry.”


  “You also have an annoying habit of apologizing. It’s an overworked protestation and not at all natural. I don’t for a minute believe you’re an apologetic person.”


  “Then you know something I don’t know.”


  “About you, yes. A great deal. And very little of it makes sense.”


  The man sat forward in the chair. His open shirt fell away from his taut frame, exposing the bandages on his chest and stomach. He folded his hands in front of him, the veins in his slender, muscular arms pronounced. “Other than the things we’ve talked about?”


  “Yes.”


  “Things I said while in coma?”


  “No, not really. We’ve discussed most of that gibberish. The languages, your knowledge of geography—cities I’ve never or barely heard of—your obsession for avoiding the use of names, names you want to say but won’t; your propensity for confrontation—attack, recoil, hide, run—all rather violent, I might add. I frequently strapped your arms down, to protect the wounds. But we’ve covered all that. There are other things.”


  “What do you mean? What are they? Why haven’t you told me?”


  “Because they’re physical. The outer shell, as it were. I wasn’t sure you were ready to hear. I’m not sure now.”


  The man leaned back in the chair, dark eyebrows below the dark brown hair joined in irritation. “Now it’s the physician’s judgment that isn’t called for. I’m ready. What are you talking about?”


  “Shall we begin with that rather acceptable looking head of yours? The face, in particular.”


  “What about it?”


  “It’s not the one you were born with.”


  “What do you mean?”


  “Under a thick glass, surgery always leaves its mark. You’ve been altered, old man.”


  “Altered?”


  “You have a pronounced chin; I daresay there was a cleft in it.


  



  It’s been removed. Your upper left cheekbone—your cheekbones are also pronounced, conceivably Slavic generations ago—has minute traces of a surgical scar. I would venture to say a mole was eliminated. Your nose is an English nose, at one time slightly more prominent than it is now. It was thinned ever so subtly. Your very sharp features have been softened, the character submerged. Do you understand what I’m saying?”


  “No.”


  “You’re a reasonably attractive man but your face is more distinguished by the category it falls into than by the face itself.”


  “Category?”


  “Yes. You’re the prototype of the white Anglo-Saxon people see every day on the better cricket fields, or the tennis court. Or the bar at Mirabel’s. Those faces become almost indistinguishable from one another, don’t they? The features properly in place, the teeth straight, the ears flat against the head—nothing out of balance, everything in position and just a little bit soft.”


  “Soft?”


  “Well, ‘spoiled’ is perhaps a better word. Definitely self-assured, even arrogant, used to having your own way.”


  “I’m still not sure what you’re trying to say.”


  “Try this then. Change the color of your hair, you change the face. Yes, there are traces of discoloration, brittleness, dye. Wear glasses and a mustache, you’re a different man. I’d guess you were in your middle to late thirties, but you could be ten years older, or five younger.” Washburn paused, watching the man’s reactions, as if wondering whether or not to proceed. “And speaking of glasses, do you remember those exercises, the tests we ran a week ago?”


  “Of course.”


  “Your eyesight’s perfectly normal; you have no need of glasses.”


  “I didn’t think I did.”


  “Then why is there evidence of prolonged use of contact lenses about your retinas and lids?”


  “I don’t know. It doesn’t make sense.”


  “May I suggest a possible explanation?”


  “I’d like to hear it.”


  “You may not.” The doctor returned to the window and peered absently outside. “Certain types of contact lenses are designed to change the color of the eyes. And certain types of eyes lend themselves more readily than others to the device. Usually those that have a gray or bluish hue; yours are a cross. Hazel-gray in one light, blue in another. Nature favored you in this regard; no altering was either possible or required.”


  “Required for what?”


  “For changing your appearance. Very professionally, I’d say. Visas, passport, driver’s licenses—switched at will. Hair: brown, blond, auburn. Eyes—can’t tamper with the eyes—green, gray, blue? The possibilities are far-ranging, wouldn’t you say? All within that recognizable category in which the faces are blurred with repetition.”


  The man got out of the chair with difficulty, pushing himself up with his arms, holding his breath as he rose. “It’s also possible that you’re reaching. You could be way out of line.”


  “The traces are there, the markings. That’s evidence.”


  “Interpreted by you, with a heavy dose of cynicism thrown in. Suppose I had an accident and was patched up? That would explain the surgery.”


  “Not the kind you had. Dyed hair and the removal of clefts and moles aren’t part of a restoration process.”


  “You don’t know that!” said the unknown man angrily. “There are different kinds of accidents, different procedures. You weren’t there; you can’t be certain.”


  “Good! Get furious with me. You don’t do it half often enough. And while you’re mad, think. What were you? What are you?”


  “A salesman…an executive with an international company, specializing in the Far East. That could be it. Or a teacher…of languages. In a university somewhere. That’s possible, too.”


  “Fine. Choose one. Now!”


  “I…I can’t.” The man’s eyes were on the edge of helplessness.


  “Because you don’t believe either one.”


  The man shook his head. “No. Do you?”


  “No,” said Washburn. “For a specific reason. Those occupations are relatively sedentary and you have the body of a man who’s been subjected to physical stress. Oh, I don’t mean a trained athlete or anything like that; you’re no jock, as they say. But your muscle tone’s firm, your arms and hands used to strain and quite strong. Under other circumstances, I might judge you to be a laborer, accustomed to carrying heavy objects, or a fisherman, conditioned by hauling in nets all day long. But your range of knowledge, I daresay your intellect, rules out such things.”


  “Why do I get the idea that you’re leading up to something? Something else.”


  “Because we’ve worked together, closely and under pressure, for several weeks now. You spot a pattern.”


  “I’m right then?”


  “Yes. I had to see how you’d accept what I’ve just told you. The previous surgery, the hair, the contact lenses.”


  “Did I pass?”


  “With infuriating equilibrium. It’s time now; there’s no point in putting it off any longer. Frankly, I haven’t the patience. Come with me.” Washburn preceded the man through the living room to the door in the rear wall that led to the dispensary. Inside, he went to the corner and picked up an antiquated projector, the shell of its thick round lens rusted and cracked. “I had this brought in with the supplies from Marseilles,” he said, placing it on the small desk and inserting the plug into the wall socket. “It’s hardly the best equipment, but it serves the purpose. Pull the blinds, will you?”


  The man with no name or memory went to the window and lowered the blind; the room was dark. Washburn snapped on the projector’s light; a bright square appeared on the white wall. He then inserted a small piece of celluloid behind the lens.


  The square was abruptly filled with magnified letters.

  



  Die Gemeinschaft Bank 11 Bahnhofstrasse. Zürich.

  



  ZERO—SEVEN—SEVENTEEN—TWELVE—ZERO—FOURTEEN—TWENTY-SIX—ZERO


  



  “What is it?” asked the nameless man.


  “Look at it. Study it. Think.”


  “It’s a bank account of some kind.”


  “Exactly. The printed letterhead and address is the bank, the handwritten numbers take the place of a name, but insofar as they are written out, they constitute the signature of the account holder. Standard procedure.”


  “Where did you get it?”


  “From you. This is a very small negative, my guess would be half the size of a thirty-five millimeter film. It was implanted—surgically implanted—beneath the skin above your right hip. The numbers are in your handwriting; it’s your signature. With it you can open a vault in Zurich.”


  CHAPTER TWO


  



  They chose the name Jean-Pierre. It neither startled nor offended anyone, a name as common to Port Noir as any other.


  And books came from Marseilles, six of them in varying sizes and thicknesses, four in English, two in French. They were medical texts, volumes that dealt with injuries to the head and mind. There were cross sections of the brain, hundreds of unfamiliar words to absorb and try to understand. Lobus occipitalis and temporalis, the cortex and the connecting fibers of the corpus callosum; the limbic system—specifically the hippocampus and mammillary bodies that together with the fornix were indispensable to memory and recall. Damaged, there was amnesia.


  There were psychological studies of emotional stress that produced stagnate hysteria and mental aphasia, conditions which also resulted in partial or total loss of memory. Amnesia.


  Amnesia.


  “There are no rules,” said the dark-haired man, rubbing his eyes in the inadequate light of the table lamp. “It’s a geometric puzzle; it can happen in any combination of ways. Physically or psychologically—or a little of both. It can be permanent or temporary, all or part. No rules!”


  “Agreed,” said Washburn, sipping his whiskey in a chair across the room. “But I think we’re getting closer to what happened. What I think happened.”


  “Which was?” asked the man apprehensively.


  “You just said it: ‘a little of both.’ Although the word ‘little’ should be changed to ‘massive.’ Massive shocks.”


  “Massive shocks to what?”


  “The physical and the psychological. They were related, interwoven—two strands of experience, or stimulae, that became knotted.”


  “How much sauce have you had?”


  “Less than you think; it’s irrelevant.” The doctor picked up a clipboard filled with pages. “This is your history—your new history—begun the day you were brought here. Let me summarize. The physical wounds tell us that the situation in which you found yourself was packed with psychological stress, the subsequent hysteria brought on by at least nine hours in the water, which served to solidify the psychological damage. The darkness, the violent movement, the lungs barely getting air; these were the instruments of hysteria. Everything that preceded it—the hysteria—had to be erased so you could cope, survive. Are you with me?”


  “I think so. The head was protecting itself.”


  “Not the head, the mind. Make the distinction; it’s important. We’ll get back to the head, but we’ll give it a label. The brain.”


  “All right. Mind, not head … which is really the brain.”


  “Good.” Washburn flipped his thumb through the pages on the clipboard. “These are filled with several hundred observations. There are the normal medicinal inserts—dosage, time, reaction, that sort of thing—but in the main they deal with you, the man himself. The words you use, the words you react to; the phrases you employ—when I can write them down—both rationally and when you talk in your sleep and when you were in coma. Even the way you walk, the way you talk or tense your body when startled or seeing something that interests you. You appear to be a mass of contradictions; there’s a subsurface violence almost always in control, but very much alive. There’s also a pensiveness that seems painful for you, yet you rarely give vent to the anger that pain must provoke.”


  “You’re provoking it now,” interrupted the man. “We’ve gone over the words and the phrases time and time again—”


  “And we’ll continue to do so,” broke in Washburn, “as long as there’s progress.”


  “I wasn’t aware any progress had been made.”


  “Not in terms of an identity or an occupation. But we are finding out what’s most comfortable for you, what you deal with best. It’s a little frightening.”


  “In what way?”


  “Let me give you an example.” The doctor put the clipboard down and got out of the chair. He walked to a primitive cupboard against the wall, opened a drawer, and took out a large automatic handgun. The man with no memory tensed in his chair; Washburn was aware of the reaction. “I’ve never used this, not sure I’d know how to, but I do live on the waterfront.” He smiled, then suddenly, without warning, threw it to the man. The weapon was caught in midair, the catch clean, swift, and confident. “Break it down; I believe that’s the phrase.”


  “What?”


  “Break it down. Now.”


  The man looked at the gun. And then, in silence, his hands and fingers moved expertly over the weapon. In less than thirty seconds it was completely dismantled. He looked up at the doctor.


  “See what I mean?” said Washburn. “Among your skills is an extraordinary knowledge of firearms.”


  “Army?” asked the man, his voice intense, once more apprehensive.


  “Extremely unlikely,” replied the doctor. “When you first came out of coma, I mentioned your dental work. I assure you it’s not military. And, of course, the surgery, I’d say, would totally rule out any military association.”


  “Then what?”


  “Let’s not dwell on it now; let’s go back to what happened. We were dealing with the mind, remember? The psychological stress, the hysteria. Not the physical brain, but the mental pressures. Am I being clear?”


  “Go on.”


  “As the shock recedes, so do the pressures, until there’s no fundamental need to protect the psyche. As this process takes place, your skills and talents will come back to you. You’ll remember certain behavior patterns; you may live them out quite naturally, your surface reactions instinctive. But there’s a gap and everything in those pages tell me it’s irreversible.” Washburn stopped and went back to his chair and his glass. He sat down and drank, closing his eyes in weariness.


  “Go on,” whispered the man.


  



  The doctor opened his eyes, leveling them at his patient. “We return to the head, which we’ve labeled the brain. The physical brain with its millions upon millions of cells and interacting components. You’ve read the books; the fornix and the limbic system, the hippocampus fibers and the thalamus; the callosum and especially the lobotomic surgical techniques. The slightest alteration can cause dramatic changes. That’s what happened to you. The damage was physical. It’s as though blocks were rearranged, the physical structure no longer what it was.” Again Washburn stopped.


  “And,” pressed the man.


  “The recessed psychological pressures will allow—are allowing—your skills and talents to come back to you. But I don’t think you’ll ever be able to relate them to anything in your past.”


  “Why? Why not?”


  “Because the physical conduits that permit and transmit those memories have been altered. Physically rearranged to the point where they no longer function as they once did. For all intents and purposes, they’ve been destroyed.”


  The man sat motionless. “The answer’s in Zurich,” he said.


  “Not yet. You’re not ready; you’re not strong enough.”


  “I will be.”


  “Yes, you will.”


  



  The weeks passed; the verbal exercises continued as the pages grew and the man’s strength returned. It was midmorning of the nineteenth week, the day bright, the Mediterranean calm and glistening. As was the man’s habit he had run for the past hour along the waterfront and up into the hills; he had stretched the distance to something over twelve miles daily, the pace increasing daily, the rests less frequent. He sat in the chair by the bedroom window, breathing heavily, sweat drenching his undershirt. He had come in through the back door, entering the bedroom from the dark hallway that passed the living room. It was simply easier; the living room served as Washburn’s waiting area and there were still a few patients with cuts and gashes to be repaired. They were sitting in chairs looking frightened, wondering what le docteur’s condition would be that morning. Actually, it wasn’t bad. Geoffrey Washburn still drank like a mad Cossack, but these days he stayed on his horse. It was as if a reserve of hope had been found in the recesses of his own destructive fatalism. And the man with no memory understood; that hope was tied to a bank in Zurich’s Bahnhofstrasse. Why did the street come so easily to mind?


  The bedroom door opened and the doctor burst in, grinning, his white coat stained with his patient’s blood.


  “I did it!” he said, more triumph in his words than clarification. “I should open my own hiring hall and live on commissions. It’d be steadier.”


  “What are you talking about?”


  “As we agreed, it’s what you need. You’ve got to function on the outside, and as of two minutes ago Monsieur Jean-Pierre No-Name is gainfully employed! At least for a week.”


  “How did you do that? I thought there weren’t any openings.”


  “What was about to be opened was Claude Lamouche’s infected leg. I explained that my supply of local anesthetic was very, very limited. We negotiated; you were the bartered coin.”


  “A week?”


  “If you’re any good, he may keep you on.” Washburn paused. “Although that’s not terribly important, is it?”


  “I’m not sure any of this is. A month ago, maybe, but not now. I told you. I’m ready to leave. I’d think you’d want me to. I have an appointment in Zurich.”


  “And I’d prefer you function the very best you can at that appointment. My interests are extremely selfish, no remissions permitted.”


  “I’m ready.”


  “On the surface, yes. But take my word for it, it’s vital that you spend prolonged periods of time on the water, some of it at night. Not under controlled conditions, not as a passenger, but subjected to reasonably harsh conditions—the harsher the better, in fact.”


  “Another test?”


  “Every single one I can devise in this primitive Menningers of Port Noir. If I could conjure up a storm and a minor shipwreck for you, I would. On the other hand, Lamouche is something of a storm himself; he’s a difficult man. The swelling in his leg will go down and he’ll resent you. So will others; you’ll have to replace someone.”


  “Thanks a lot.”


  “Don’t mention it. We’re combining two stresses. At least one or two nights on the water, if Lamouche keeps to schedule—that’s the hostile environment which contributed to your hysteria—and exposure to resentment and suspicion from men around you—symbolic of the initial stress situation.”


  “Thanks again. Suppose they decide to throw me overboard? That’d be your ultimate test, I suppose, but I don’t know how much good it would do if I drowned.”


  “Oh, there’ll be nothing like that,” said Washburn, scoffing.


  “I’m glad you’re so confident. I wish I were.”


  “You can be. You have the protection of my presence. I may not be Christiaan Barnard or Michael DeBakey, but I’m all these people have. They need me; they won’t risk losing me.”


  “But you want to leave. I’m your passport out.”


  “In ways unfathomable, my dear patient. Come on, now. Lamouche wants you down at the dock so you can familiarize yourself with his equipment. You’ll be starting out at four o’clock tomorrow morning. Consider how beneficial a week at sea will be. Think of it as a cruise.”


  There had never been a cruise like it. The skipper of the filthy, oil-soaked fishing boat was a foul-mouthed rendering of an insignificant Captain Bligh; the crew a quartet of misfits who were undoubtedly the only men in Port Noir willing to put up with Claude Lamouche. The regular fifth member was a brother of the chief netman, a fact impressed on the man called Jean-Pierre within minutes after leaving the harbor at four o’clock in the morning.


  “You take food from my brother’s table!” whispered the netman angrily between rapid puffs on an immobile cigarette. “From the stomachs of his children!”


  “It’s only for a week,” protested Jean-Pierre. It would have been easier—far easier—to offer to reimburse the unemployed brother from Washburn’s monthly stipend, but the doctor and his patient had agreed to refrain from such compromises.


  “I hope you’re good with the nets!”


  He was not.


  



  There were moments during the next seventy-two hours when the man called Jean-Pierre thought the alternative of financial appeasement was warranted. The harassment never stopped, even at night—especially at night. It was as though eyes were trained on him as he lay on the infested deck mattress, waiting for him to reach the brink of sleep.


  “You! Take the watch! The mate is sick. You fill in.”


  “Get up! Philippe is writing his memoirs! He can’t be disturbed.”


  “On your feet! You tore a net this afternoon. We won’t pay for your stupidity. We’ve all agreed. Fix it now!”


  The nets.


  If two men were required for one flank, his two arms took the place of four. If he worked beside one man, there were abrupt hauls and releases that left him with the full weight, a sudden blow from an adjacent shoulder sending him crashing into the gunnel and nearly over the side.


  And Lamouche. A limping maniac who measured each kilometer of water by the fish he had lost. His voice was a grating, static-prone bullhorn. He addressed no one without an obscenity preceding his name, a habit the patient found increasingly maddening. But Lamouche did not touch Washburn’s patient; he was merely sending the doctor a message: Don’t ever do this to me again. Not where my boat and my fish are concerned.


  Lamouche’s schedule called for a return to Port Noir at sundown on the third day, the fish to be unloaded, the crew given until four the next morning to sleep, fornicate, get drunk, or, with luck, all three. As they came within sight of land, it happened.


  The nets were being doused and folded at midships by the netman and his first assistant. The unwelcomed crewman they cursed as “Jean-Pierre Sangsue” (“the Leech”) scrubbed down the deck with a long-handled brush. The two remaining crew heaved buckets of sea water in front of the brush, more often than not drenching the Leech with truer aim than the deck.


  A bucketful was thrown too high, momentarily blinding Washburn’s patient, causing him to lose his balance. The heavy brush with its metal-like bristles flew out of his hands, its head upended, the sharp bristles making contact with the kneeling netman’s thigh.


  “Merde alors!”


  “Désolé,” said the offender casually, shaking the water from his eyes.


  “The hell you say!” shouted the netman.


  “I said I was sorry,” replied the man called Jean-Pierre. “Tell your friends to wet the deck, not me.”


  “My friends don’t make me the object of their stupidity!”


  “They were the cause of mine just now.”


  The netman grabbed the handle of the brush, got to his feet, and held it out like a bayonet. “You want to play, Leech?”


  “Come on, give it to me.”


  “With pleasure, Leech. Here!” The netman shoved the brush forward, downward, the bristles scraping the patient’s chest and stomach, penetrating the cloth of his shirt.


  Whether it was the contact with the scars that covered his previous wounds, or the frustration and anger resulting from three days of harassment, the man would never know. He only knew he had to respond. And his response was as alarming to him as anything he could imagine.


  He gripped the handle with his right hand, jamming it back into the netman’s stomach, pulling it forward at the instant of impact; simultaneously, he shot his left foot high off the deck, ramming it into the man’s throat.


  “Tao!” The guttural whisper came from his lips involuntarily; he did not know what it meant.


  Before he could understand, he had pivoted, his right foot now surging forward like a battering ram, crashing into the netman’s left kidney.


  “Che-sah!” he whispered.


  The netman recoiled, then lunged toward him in pain and fury, his hands outstretched like claws. “Pig!”


  The patient crouched, shooting his right hand up to grip the netman’s left forearm, yanking it downward, then rising, pushing his victim’s arm up, twisting it at its highest arc clockwise, yanking again, finally releasing it while jamming his heel into the small of the netman’s back. The Frenchman sprawled forward over the nets, his head smashing into the wall of the gunnel.


  “Mee-sah!” Again he did not know the meaning of his silent cry.


  



  A crewman grabbed his neck from the rear. The patient crashed his left fist into the pelvic area behind him, then bent forward, gripping the elbow to the right of his throat. He lurched to his left; his assailant was lifted off the ground, his legs spiraling in the air as he was thrown across the deck, his face and neck impaled between the wheels of a winch.


  The two remaining men were on him, fists and knees pummeling him, as the captain of the fishing boat repeatedly screamed his warnings.


  “Le docteur! Rappelons le docteur! Va doucement!”


  The words were as misplaced as the captain’s appraisal of what he saw. The patient gripped the wrist of one man, bending it downward, twisting it counterclockwise in one violent movement; the man roared in agony. The wrist was broken.


  Washburn’s patient viced the fingers of his hands together, swinging his arms upward like a sledgehammer, catching the crewman with the broken wrist at the midpoint of his throat. The man somersaulted off his feet and collapsed on the deck.


  “Kwa-sah!” The whisper echoed in the patient’s ears.


  The fourth man backed away, staring at the maniac who simply looked at him.


  It was over. Three of Lamouche’s crew were unconscious, severely punished for what they had done. It was doubtful that any would be capable of coming down to the docks at four o’clock in the morning.


  Lamouche’s words were uttered in equal parts astonishment and contempt. “Where you come from I don’t know, but you will get off this boat.”


  The man with no memory understood the unintentional irony of the captain’s words. I don’t know where I came from, either.


  “You can’t stay here now,” said Geoffrey Washburn, coming into the darkened bedroom. “I honestly believed I could prevent any serious assault on you. But I can’t protect you when you’ve done the damage.”


  “It was provoked.”


  “To the extent it was inflicted? A broken wrist and lacerations requiring sutures on a man’s throat and face, and another’s skull. A severe concussion, and an undetermined injury to a kidney? To say nothing of a blow to the groin that’s caused a swelling of the testicles? I believe the word is overkill.”


  “It would have been just plain ‘kill,’ and I would have been the dead man, if it’d happened any other way.” The patient paused, but spoke again before the doctor could interrupt. “I think we should talk. Several things happened; other words came to me. We should talk.”


  “We should, but we can’t. There isn’t time. You’ve got to leave now. I’ve made arrangements.”


  “Now?”


  “Yes. I told them you went into the village, probably to get drunk. The families will go looking for you. Every able-bodied brother, cousin, and in-law. They’ll have knives, hooks, perhaps a gun or two. When they can’t find you, they’ll come back here. They won’t stop until they do find you.”


  “Because of a fight I didn’t start?”


  “Because you’ve injured three men who will lose at least a month’s wages between them. And something else that’s infinitely more important.”


  “What’s that?”


  “The insult. An off-islander proved himself more than a match for not one, but three respected fishermen of Port Noir.”


  “Respected?”


  “In the physical sense. Lamouche’s crew is considered the roughest on the waterfront.”


  “That’s ridiculous.”


  “Not to them. It’s their honor.… Now hurry—get your things together. There’s a boat in from Marseilles; the captain’s agreed to stow you, and drop you a half-mile offshore north of La Ciotat.”


  The man with no memory held his breath. “Then it’s time,” he said quietly.


  “It’s time,” replied Washburn. “I think I know what’s going through your mind. A sense of helplessness, of drifting without a rudder to put you on a course. I’ve been your rudder, and I won’t be with you; there’s nothing I can do about that. But believe me when I tell you, you are not helpless. You will find your way.”


  “To Zurich,” added the patient.


  “To Zurich,” agreed the doctor. “Here. I’ve wrapped some things together for you in this oilcloth. Strap it around your waist.”


  “What is it?”


  “All the money I have, some two thousand francs. It’s not much, but it will help you get started. And my passport, for whatever good it will do. We’re about the same age and it’s eight years old; people change. Don’t let anyone study it. It’s merely an official paper.”


  “What will you do?”


  “I won’t ever need it if I don’t hear from you.”


  “You’re a decent man.”


  “I think you are, too.… As I’ve known you. But then I didn’t know you before. So I can’t vouch for that man. I wish I could, but there’s no way I can.”


  The man leaned against the railing, watching the lights of Ile de Port Noir recede in the distance. The fishing boat was heading into darkness, as he had plunged into darkness nearly five months ago.


  As he was plunging into another darkness now.


  CHAPTER THREE


  



  There were no lights on the coast of France; only the wash of the dying moon outlined the rocky shore. They were two hundred yards from land, the fishing boat bobbing gently in the crosscurrents of the inlet. The captain pointed over the side.


  “There’s a small stretch of beach between those two clusters of rock. It’s not much, but you’ll reach it if you swim to the right. We can drift in another thirty, forty feet, no more than that. Only a minute or two.”


  “You’re doing more than I expected. I thank you for that.”


  “No need to. I pay my debts.”


  “And I’m one?”


  “Very much so. The doctor in Port Noir sewed up three of my crew after that madness five months ago. You weren’t the only one brought in, you know.”


  “The storm? You know me?”


  “You were chalk white on the table, but I don’t know you and I don’t want to know you. I had no money then, no catch; the doctor said I could pay when my circumstances were better. You’re my payment.”


  “I need papers,” said the man, sensing a source of help. “I need a passport altered.”


  “Why speak to me?” asked the captain. “I said I would put a package over the side north of La Ciotat. That’s all I said.”


  “You wouldn’t have said that if you weren’t capable of other things.”


  “I will not take you into Marseilles. I will not risk the patrol boats. The Sûreté has squadrons all over the harbor; the narcotics teams are maniacs. You pay them or you pay twenty years in a cell.”


  “Which means I can get papers in Marseilles. And you can help me.”


  “I did not say that.”


  “Yes, you did. I need a service and that service can be found in a place where you won’t take me—still the service is there. You said it.”


  “Said what?”


  “That you’ll talk to me in Marseilles—if I can get there without you. Just tell me where.”


  The skipper of the fishing boat studied the patient’s face; the decision was not made lightly, but it was made. “There’s a café on rue Sarrasin, south of Old Harbor—Le Bouc de Mer. I’ll be there tonight between nine and eleven. You’ll need money, some of it in advance.”


  “How much?”


  “That’s between you and the man you speak with.”


  “I’ve got to have an idea.”


  “It’s cheaper if you have a document to work with; otherwise one has to be stolen.”


  “I told you. I’ve got one.”


  The captain shrugged. “Fifteen hundred, two thousand francs. Are we wasting time?”


  The patient thought of the oilcloth packet strapped to his waist. Bankruptcy lay in Marseilles, but so did an altered passport, a passport to Zurich. “I’ll handle it,” he said, not knowing why he sounded so confident. “Tonight, then.”


  The captain peered at the dimly lit shoreline. “This is as far as we can drift. You’re on your own now. Remember, if we don’t meet in Marseilles, you’ve never seen me and I’ve never seen you. None of my crew has seen you, either.”


  “I’ll be there. Le Bouc de Mer, rue Sarrasin, south of Old Harbor.”


  “In God’s hands,” said the skipper, signaling a crewman at the wheel; the engines rumbled beneath the boat. “By the way, the clientele at Le Bouc are not used to the Parisian dialect. I’d rough it up if I were you.”


  “Thanks for the advice,” said the patient as he swung his legs over the gunnel and lowered himself into the water. He held his knapsack above the surface, legs scissoring to stay afloat. “See you tonight,” he added in a louder voice, looking up at the black hull of the fishing boat.


  There was no one there; the captain had left the railing. The only sounds were the slapping of the waves against the wood and the muffled acceleration of the engines.


  You’re on your own now.


  



  He shivered and spun in the cold water, angling his body toward the shore, remembering to sidestroke to his right, to head for a cluster of rocks on the right. If the captain knew what he was talking about, the current would take him into the unseen beach.


  It did; he could feel the undertow pulling his bare feet into the sand, making the last thirty yards the most difficult to cross. But the canvas knapsack was relatively dry, still held above the breaking waves.


  Minutes later he was sitting on a dune of wild grass, the tall reeds bending with the offshore breezes, the first rays of morning intruding on the night sky. The sun would be up in an hour; he would have to move with it.


  He opened the knapsack and took out a pair of boots and heavy socks along with rolled-up trousers and a coarse denim shirt. Somewhere in his past he had learned to pack with an economy of space; the knapsack contained far more than an observer might think. Where had he learned that? Why? The questions never stopped.


  He got up and took off the British walking shorts he had accepted from Washburn. He stretched them across the reeds of grass to dry; he could discard nothing. He removed his undershirt and did the same.


  Standing there naked on the dune, he felt an odd sense of exhilaration mingled with a hollow pain in the middle of his stomach. The pain was fear, he knew that. He understood the exhilaration, too.


  He had passed his first test. He had trusted an instinct—perhaps a compulsion—and had known what to say and how to respond. An hour ago he was without an immediate destination, knowing only that Zurich was his objective, but knowing, too, that there were borders to cross, official eyes to satisfy. The eight-year-old passport was so obviously not his own that even the dullest immigration clerk would spot the fact. And even if he managed to cross into Switzerland with it, he had to get out; with each move the odds of his being detained were multiplied. He could not permit that. Not now; not until he knew more. The answers were in Zurich, he had to travel freely, and he had honed in on a captain of a fishing boat to make that possible.


  You are not helpless. You will find your way.


  



  Before the day was over he would make a connection to have Washburn’s passport altered by a professional, transformed into a license to travel. It was the first concrete step, but before it was taken there was the consideration of money. The two thousand francs the doctor had given him were inadequate; they might not even be enough for the passport itself. What good was a license to travel without the means to do so? Money. He had to get money. He had to think about that.


  He shook out the clothes he had taken from the knapsack, put them on, and shoved his feet into the boots. Then he lay down on the sand, staring at the sky, which progressively grew brighter. The day was being born, and so was he.


  He walked the narrow stone streets of La Ciotat, going into the shops as much to converse with the clerks as anything else. It was an odd sensation to be part of the human traffic, not an unknown derelict, dragged from the sea. He remembered the captain’s advice and gutturalized his French, allowing him to be accepted as an unremarkable stranger passing through town.


  Money.


  There was a section of La Ciotat that apparently catered to a wealthy clientele. The shops were cleaner and the merchandise more expensive, the fish fresher and the meat several cuts above that in the main shopping area. Even the vegetables glistened; many exotic, imported from North Africa and the Mid East. The area held a touch of Paris or Nice set down on the fringes of a routinely middle-class coastal community. A small café, its entrance at the end of a flagstone path, stood separated from the shops on either side by a manicured lawn.


  Money.


  He walked into a butcher shop, aware that the owner’s appraisal of him was not positive, nor the glance friendly. The man was waiting on a middle-aged couple, who from their speech and manner were domestics at an outlying estate. They were precise, curt, and demanding.


  “The veal last week was barely passable,” said the woman. “Do better this time, or I’ll be forced to order from Marseilles.”


  “And the other evening,” added the man, “the marquis mentioned to me that the chops of lamb were much too thin. I repeat, a full inch and a quarter.”


  The owner sighed and shrugged, uttering obsequious phrases of apology and assurance. The woman turned to her escort, her voice no less commanding than it was to the butcher.


  “Wait for the packages and put them in the car. I’ll be at the grocer’s; meet me there.”


  “Of course, my dear.”


  The woman left, a pigeon in search of further seeds of conflict. The moment she was out the door her husband turned to the shopowner, his demeanor entirely different. Gone was the arrogance; a grin appeared.


  “Just your average day, eh, Marcel?” he said, taking a pack of cigarettes from his pocket.


  “Seen better, seen worse. Were the chops really too thin?”


  “My God, no. When was he last able to tell? But she feels better if I complain, you know that.”


  “Where is the Marquis of the Dungheap now?”


  “Drunk next door, waiting for the whore from Toulon. I’ll come down later this afternoon, pick him up, and sneak him past the marquise into the stables. He won’t be able to drive his car by then. He uses Jean-Pierre’s room above the kitchen, you know.”


  “I’ve heard.”


  At the mention of the name Jean-Pierre, Washburn’s patient turned from the display case of poultry. It was an automatic reflex, but the movement only served to remind the butcher of his presence.


  “What is it? What do you want?”


  It was time to degutturalize his French. “You were recommended by friends in Nice,” said the patient, his accent more befitting the Quai d’Orsay than Le Bouc de Mer.


  “Oh?” The shopowner made an immediate reappraisal. Among his clientele, especially the younger ones, there were those who preferred to dress in opposition to their status. The common Basque shirt was even fashionable these days. “You’re new here, sir?”


  “My boat’s in for repairs; we won’t be able to reach Marseilles this afternoon.”


  “May I be of service?”


  The patient laughed. “You may be to the chef; I wouldn’t dare presume. He’ll be around later and I do have some influence.”


  The butcher and his friend laughed. “I would think so, sir,” said the shopowner.


  “I’ll need a dozen ducklings and, say, eighteen chateaubriands.”


  “Of course.”


  “Good. I’ll send our master of the galley directly to you.” The patient turned to the middle-aged man. “By the way, I couldn’t help overhearing … no, please don’t be concerned. The marquis wouldn’t be that jackass d’Ambois, would he? I think someone told me he lived around here.”


  “Oh no, sir,” replied the servant. “I don’t know the Marquis d’Ambois. I was referring to the Marquis de Chamford. A fine gentleman, sir, but he has problems. A difficult marriage, sir. Very difficult; it’s no secret.”


  “Chamford? Yes, I think we’ve met. Rather short fellow, isn’t he?”


  “No, sir. Quite tall, actually. About your size, I’d say.”


  “Really?”


  



  The patient learned the various entrances and inside staircases of the two-story café quickly—a produce delivery man from Roquevaire unsure of his new route. There were two sets of steps that led to the second floor, one from the kitchen, the other just beyond the front entrance in the small foyer, this was the staircase used by patrons going to the upstairs washrooms. There was also a window through which an interested party outside could see anyone who used this particular staircase, and the patient was sure that if he waited long enough he would see two people doing so. They would undoubtedly go up separately, neither heading for a washroom but, instead, to a bedroom above the kitchen. The patient wondered which of the expensive automobiles parked on the quiet street belonged to the Marquis de Chamford. Whichever, the middle-aged manservant in the butcher shop did not have to be concerned; his employer would not be driving it.


  Money.


  The woman arrived shortly before one o’clock. She was a windswept blonde, her large breasts stretching the blue silk of her blouse, her long legs tanned, striding gracefully above spiked heels, thighs and fluid hips outlined beneath the tight-fitting white skirt. Chamford might have problems but he also had taste.


  Twenty minutes later he could see the white skirt through the window; the girl was heading upstairs. Less than sixty seconds later another figure filled the window-frame; dark trousers and a blazer beneath a white face cautiously lurched up the staircase. The patient counted off the minutes; he hoped the Marquis de Chamford owned a watch.


  Carrying his canvas knapsack as unobtrusively as possible by the straps, the patient walked down the flagstone path to the entrance of the restaurant. Inside, he turned left in the foyer, excusing himself past an elderly man trudging up the staircase, reached the second floor and turned left again down a long corridor that led toward the rear of the building, above the kitchen. He passed the washrooms and came to a closed door at the end of the narrow hallway where he stood motionless, his back pressed into the wall. He turned his head and waited for the elderly man to reach the washroom door and push it open while unzipping his trousers.


  The patient—instinctively, without thinking, really—raised the soft knapsack and placed it against the center of the door panel. He held it securely in place with his outstretched arms, stepped back, and in one swift movement, crashed his left shoulder into the canvas, dropping his right hand as the door sprang open, gripping the edge before the door could smash into a wall. No one below in the restaurant could have heard the muted forced entry.


  “Nom de Dieu!” she shrieked. “Qui est-ce!…”


  “Silence!”


  The Marquis de Chamford spun off the naked body of the blond woman, sprawling over the edge of the bed onto the floor. He was a sight from a comic opera, still wearing his starched shirt, the tie knotted in place, and on his feet black silk, knee-length socks; but that was all he wore. The woman grabbed the covers, doing her best to lessen the indelicacy of the moment.


  The patient issued his commands swiftly. “Don’t raise your voices. No one will be hurt if you do exactly as I say.”


  “My wife hired you!” cried Chamford, his words slurred, his eyes barely in focus. “I’ll pay you more!”


  “That’s a beginning,” answered Dr. Washburn’s patient. “Take off your shirt and tie. Also the socks.” He saw the glistening gold band around the marquis’ wrist. “And the watch.”


  Several minutes later the transformation was complete. The marquis’ clothes were not a perfect fit, but no one could deny the quality of the cloth or the original tailoring. Too, the watch was a Girard Perregaux, and Chamford’s billfold contained over thirteen thousand francs. The car keys were also impressive; they were set in monogrammed heads of sterling silver.


  “For the love of God, give me your clothes!” said the marquis, the implausibility of his predicament penetrating the haze of alcohol.


  “I’m sorry, but I can’t do that,” replied the intruder, gathering up both his own clothes and those of the blond woman.


  “You can’t take mine!” she yelled.


  “I told you to keep your voice down.”


  “All right, all right,” she continued, “but you can’t …”


  “Yes, I can.” The patient looked around the room; there was a telephone on a desk by a window. He crossed to it and yanked the cord out of the socket. “Now no one will disturb you,” he added, picking up the knapsack.


  “You won’t go free, you know!” snapped Chamford. “You won’t get away with this! The police will find you!”


  “The police?” asked the intruder. “Do you really think you should call the police? A formal report will have to be made, the circumstances described. I’m not so sure that’s such a good idea. I think you’d be better off waiting for that fellow to pick you up later this afternoon. I heard him say he was going to get you past the marquise into the stables. All things considered, I honestly believe that’s what you should do. I’m sure you can come up with a better story than what really happened here. I won’t contradict you.”


  The unknown thief left the room, closing the damaged door behind him.


  You are not helpless. You will find your way.


  So far he had and it was a little frightening. What had Washburn said? That his skills and talents would come back … but I don’t think you’ll ever be able to relate them to anything in your past. The past. What kind of past was it that produced the skills he had displayed during the past twenty-four hours? Where had he learned to maim and cripple with lunging feet, and fingers entwined into hammers? How did he know precisely where to deliver the blows? Who had taught him to play upon the criminal mind, provoking and evoking a reluctant commitment? How did he zero in so quickly on mere implications, convinced beyond doubt that his instincts were right? Where had he learned to discern instant extortion in a casual conversation overheard in a butcher shop? More to the point, perhaps, was the simple decision to carry out the crime. My God, how could he?


  The more you fight it, the more you crucify yourself, the worse it will be.


  He concentrated on the road and on the mahogany dashboard of the Marquis de Chamford’s Jaguar. The array of instruments was not familiar; his past did not include extensive experience with such cars. He supposed that told him something.


  In less than an hour he crossed a bridge over a wide canal and knew he had reached Marseilles. Small square houses of stone, angling like blocks up from the water, narrow streets and walls everywhere—the outskirts of the old harbor. He knew it all, and yet he did not know it. High in the distance, silhouetted on one of the surrounding hills, were the outlines of a cathedral, a statue of the Virgin seen clearly atop its steeple. Notre-Dame-de-la-Garde. The name came to him; he had seen it before—and yet he had not seen it.


  Oh, Christ! Stop it!


  Within minutes he was in the pulsing center of the city, driving along the crowded Canebière, with its proliferation of expensive shops, the rays of the afternoon sun bouncing off expanses of tinted glass on either side, and on either side enormous sidewalk cafés. He turned left, toward the harbor, passing warehouses and small factories and fenced-off lots that contained automobiles prepared for transport north to the showrooms of Saint-Etienne, Lyons and Paris. And to points south across the Mediterranean.


  Instinct. Follow instinct. For nothing could be disregarded. Every resource had an immediate use; there was value in a rock if it could be thrown, or a vehicle if someone wanted it. He chose a lot where the cars were both new and used, but all expensive; he parked at the curb and got out. Beyond the fence was a small cavern of a garage, mechanics in overalls laconically wandering about carrying tools. He walked casually around inside until he spotted a man in a thin, pin-striped suit whom instinct told him to approach.


  It took less than ten minutes, explanations kept to a minimum, a Jaguar’s disappearance to North Africa guaranteed with the filing of engine numbers.


  The silver monogrammed keys were exchanged for six thousand francs, roughly one-fifth the value of Chamford’s automobile. Then Dr. Washburn’s patient found a taxi, and asked to be taken to a pawnbroker—but not an establishment that asked too many questions. The message was clear, this was Marseilles. And a half hour later the gold Girard Perregaux was no longer on his wrist, having been replaced by a Seiko chronograph and eight hundred francs. Everything had a value in relationship to its practicality; the chronograph was shockproof.


  The next stop was a medium-sized department store in the southeast section of La Canebière. Clothes were chosen off the racks and shelves, paid for and worn out of the fitting rooms, an ill-fitting dark blazer and trousers left behind.


  From a display on the floor, he selected a soft leather suitcase, additional garments placed inside with the knapsack. The patient glanced at his new watch; it was nearly five o’clock, time to find a comfortable hotel. He had not really slept for several days; he needed to rest before his appointment in the rue Sarrasin, at a café called Le Bouc de Mer, where arrangements could be made for a more important appointment in Zurich.


  He lay back on the bed and stared at the ceiling, the wash of the streetlamps below causing irregular patterns of light to dance across the smooth white surface. Night had come rapidly to Marseilles, and with its arrival a certain sense of freedom came to the patient. It was as if the darkness were a gigantic blanket, blocking out the harsh glare of daylight that revealed too much too quickly. He was learning something else about himself: he was more comfortable in the night. Like a half-starved cat, he would forage better in the darkness. Yet there was a contradiction, and he recognized that, too. During the months in Ile de Port Noir, he had craved the sunlight, hungered for it, waited for it each dawn, wishing only for the darkness to go away.


  Things were happening to him; he was changing.


  Things had happened. Events that gave a certain lie to the concept of foraging more successfully at night. Twelve hours ago he was on a fishing boat in the Mediterranean, an objective in mind and two thousand francs strapped to his waist. Two thousand francs, something less than five hundred American dollars according to the daily rate of exchange posted in the hotel lobby. Now he was outfitted with several sets of acceptable clothing and lying on a bed in a reasonably expensive hotel with something over twenty-three thousand francs in a Louis Vuitton billfold belonging to the Marquis de Chamford. Twenty-three-thousand francs … nearly six thousand American dollars.


  Where had he come from that he was able to do the things he did?


  Stop it!


  The rue Sarrasin was so ancient that in another city it might have been designated as a landmark thoroughfare, a wide brick alley connecting streets built centuries later. But this was Marseilles; ancient coexisted with old, both uncomfortable with the new. The rue Sarrasin was no more than two hundred feet long, frozen in time between the stone walls of waterfront buildings, devoid of streetlights, trapping the mists that rolled off the harbor. It was a backstreet conducive to brief meetings between men who did not care for their conferences to be observed.


  The only light and sound came from Le Bouc de Mer. The café was situated roughly in the center of the wide alley, its premises once a nineteenth-century office building. A number of cubicles had been taken down to allow for a large barroom and tables; an equal number were left standing for less public appointments. These were the waterfront’s answer to those private rooms found at restaurants along La Canebière, and, as befitting their status, there were curtains, but no doors.


  The patient made his way between the crowded tables, cutting his way through the layers of smoke, excusing himself past lurching fishermen and drunken soldiers and red-faced whores looking for beds to rest in as well as new francs. He peered into a succession of cubicles, a crewman looking for his companions—until he found the captain of the fishing boat. There was another man at the table. Thin, pale faced, narrow eyes peering up like a curious ferret’s.


  “Sit down,” said the dour skipper. “I thought you’d be here before this.”


  “You said between nine and eleven. It’s quarter to eleven.”


  “You stretch the time, you can pay for the whiskey.”


  “Be glad to. Order something decent if they’ve got it.”


  The thin, pale-faced man smiled. Things were going to be all right.


  They were. The passport in question was, naturally, one of the most difficult in the world to tamper with, but with great care, equipment, and artistry, it could be done.


  “How much?”


  “These skills—and equipment—do not come cheap. Twenty-five hundred francs.”


  “When can I have it?”


  “The care, the artistry, they take time. Three or four days. And that’s putting the artist under great pressure; he’ll scream at me.”


  “There’s an additional one thousand francs if I can have it tomorrow.”


  “By ten in the morning,” said the pale-faced man quickly. “I’ll take the abuse.”


  “And the thousand,” interrupted the scowling captain. “What did you bring out of Port Noir? Diamonds?”


  “Talent,” answered the patient, meaning it but not understanding it.


  “I’ll need a photograph,” said the connection.


  “I stopped at an arcade and had this made,” replied the patient, taking a small square photograph out of his shirt pocket. “With all that expensive equipment I’m sure you can sharpen it up.”


  “Nice clothes,” said the captain, passing the print to the pale-faced man.


  “Well tailored,” agreed the patient.


  The location of the morning rendezvous was agreed upon, the drinks paid for, and the captain slipped five hundred francs under the table. The conference was over; the buyer left the cubicle and started across the crowded, raucous, smoke-layered barroom toward the door.


  It happened so rapidly, so suddenly, so completely unexpectedly, there was no time to think. Only react.


  The collision was abrupt, casual, but the eyes that stared at him were not casual; they seemed to burst out of their sockets, widening in disbelief, on the edge of hysteria.


  “No! Oh my God, no! It cannot—” The man spun in the crowd; the patient lurched forward, clamping his hand down on the man’s shoulder.


  “Wait a minute!”


  The man spun again, thrusting the V of his outstretched thumb and fingers up into the patient’s wrist, forcing the hand away. “You! You’re dead! You could not have lived!”


  “I lived. What do you know?”


  The face was now contorted, a mass of twisted fury, the eyes squinting, the mouth open, sucking air, baring yellow teeth that took on the appearance of animals’ teeth. Suddenly the man pulled out a knife, the snap of its recessed blade heard through the surrounding din. The arm shot forward, the blade an extension of the hand that gripped it, both surging in toward the patient’s stomach. “I know I’ll finish it!” whispered the man.


  The patient swung his right forearm down, a pendulum sweeping aside all objects in front of it. He pivoted, lashing his left foot up, his heel plunging into his attacker’s pelvic bone.


  “Che-sah.” The echo in his ears was deafening.


  The man lurched backward into a trio of drinkers as the knife fell to the floor. The weapon was seen; shouts followed, men converged, fists and hands separating the combatants.


  “Get out of here!”


  “Take your argument somewhere else!”


  “We don’t want the police in here, you drunken bastards!”


  The angry coarse dialects of Marseilles rose over the cacophonous sounds of Le Bouc de Mer. The patient was hemmed in; he watched as his would-be killer threaded his way through the crowd, holding his groin, forcing a path to the entrance. The heavy door swung open; the man raced into the darkness of rue Sarrasin.


  Someone who thought he was dead—wanted him dead—knew he was alive.


  CHAPTER FOUR


  



  The economy class section of Air France’s Caravelle to Zurich was filled to capacity, the narrow seats made more uncomfortable by the turbulence that buffeted the plane. A baby was screaming in its mother’s arms; other children whimpered, swallowing cries of fear as parents smiled with tentative reassurances they did not feel. Most of the remaining passengers were silent, a few drinking their whiskey more rapidly than obviously was normal. Fewer still were forcing laughter from tight throats, false bravados that emphasized their insecurity rather than disguising it. A terrible flight was many things to many people, but none escape the essential thoughts of terror. When man encased himself in a metal tube thirty thousand feet above the ground, he was vulnerable. With one elongated, screaming dive he could be plummeting downward into the earth. And there were fundamental questions that accompanied the essential terror. What thoughts would go through one’s mind at such a time? How would one react?


  The patient tried to find out; it was important to him. He sat next to the window, his eyes on the aircraft’s wing, watching the broad expanse of metal bend and vibrate under the brutalizing impact of the winds. The currents were clashing against one another, pounding the manmade tube into a kind of submission, warning the microscopic pretenders that they were no match for the vast infirmities of nature. One ounce of pressure beyond the flex tolerance and the wing would crack, the lift-sustaining limb torn from its tubular body, shredded into the winds; one burst of rivets and there would be an explosion, the screaming plunge to follow.


  What would he do? What would he think? Other than the uncontrollable fear of dying and oblivion, would there be anything else? That’s what he had to concentrate on; that was the projection Washburn kept emphasizing in Port Noir. The doctor’s words came back to him.


  Whenever you observe a stress situation—and you have the time—do your damndest to project yourself into it. Associate as freely as you can; let words and images fill your mind. In them you may find clues.


  The patient continued to stare out the window, consciously trying to raise his unconscious, fixing his eyes on the natural violence beyond the glass, distilling the movement, silently doing his “damndest” to let his reactions give rise to words and images.


  They came—slowly. There was the darkness again, and the sound of rushing wind, ear-shattering, continuous, growing in volume until he thought his head would burst. His head.… The winds were lashing the left side of his head and face, burning his skin, forcing him to raise his left shoulder for protection.… Left shoulder. Left arm. His arm was raised, the gloved fingers of his left hand gripping a straight edge of metal, his right holding a … a strap; he was holding on to a strap, waiting for something. A signal … a flashing light or a tap on the shoulder, or both. A signal. It came. He plunged. Into the darkness, into the void, his body tumbling, twisting, swept away into the night sky. He had … parachuted!


  “Etes-vous malade?”


  His insane reverie was broken; the nervous passenger next to him had touched his left arm—which was raised, the fingers of his hand spread, as if resisting, rigid in their locked position. Across his chest his right forearm was pressed into the cloth of his jacket, his right hand gripping the lapel, bunching the fabric. And on his forehead were rivulets of sweat; it had happened. The something-else had come briefly—insanely—into focus.


  “Pardon,” he said, lowering his arms. “Un mauvais rêve,” he added meaninglessly.


  There was a break in the weather; the Caravelle stabilized. The smiles on the harried stewardesses’ faces became genuine again; full service was resumed as embarrassed passengers glanced at one another.


  The patient observed his surroundings but reached no conclusions. He was consumed by the images and the sounds that had been so clearly defined in his mind’s eye and ear. He had hurled himself from a plane … at night … signals and metal and straps intrinsic to his leap. He had parachuted. Where? Why?


  Stop crucifying yourself!


  If for no other reason than to take his thoughts away from the madness, he reached into his breast pocket, pulled out the altered passport, and opened it. As might be expected, the name Washburn had been retained; it was common enough and its owner had explained that there were no flags out for it. The Geoffrey R., however, had been changed to George P., the eliminations and spaceline blockage expertly accomplished. The photographic insertion was expert, too; it no longer resembled a cheap print from a machine in an amusement arcade.


  The identification numbers, of course, were entirely different, guaranteed not to cause an alarm in an immigration computer. At least, up until the moment the bearer submitted the passport for its first inspection; from that time on it was the buyer’s responsibility. One paid as much for this guarantee as he did for the artistry and the equipment, for it required connections within Interpol and the immigration clearing houses. Customs officials, computer specialists, and clerks throughout the European border networks were paid on a regular basis for this vital information; they rarely made mistakes. If and when they did, the loss of an eye or an arm was not out of the question—such were the brokers of false papers.


  George P. Washburn. He was not comfortable with the name; the owner of the unaltered original had instructed him too well in the basics of projection and association. George P. was a sidestep from Geoffrey R., a man who had been eaten away by a compulsion that had its roots in escape—escape from identity. That was the last thing the patient wanted; he wanted more than his life to know who he was.


  Or did he?


  No matter. The answer was in Zurich. In Zurich there was …


  “Mesdames et messieurs. Nous commençons notre descente pour l’aéroport de Zurich.”


  He knew the name of the hotel: Carillon du Lac. He had given it to the taxi driver without thinking. Had he read it somewhere? Had the name been one of those listed in the Welcome-to-Zurich folders placed in the elasticized pockets in front of his seat in the plane?


  No. He knew the lobby; the heavy, dark, polished wood was familiar … somehow. And the huge plateglass windows that looked out over Lake Zurich. He had been here before; he had stood where he was standing now—in front of the marble-topped counter—a long time ago.


  It was all confirmed by the words spoken by the clerk behind the desk. They had the impact of an explosion.


  “It’s good to see you again, sir. It’s been quite a while since your last visit.”


  Has it? How long? Why don’t you call me by my name? For God’s sake. I don’t know you! I don’t know me! Help me! Please, help me!


  “I guess it has,” he said. “Do me a favor, will you? I sprained my hand; it’s difficult to write. Could you fill in the registration and I’ll do my damndest to sign it?” The patient held his breath. Suppose the polite man behind the counter asked him to repeat his name, or the spelling of his name?


  “Of course.” The clerk turned the card around and wrote. “Would you care to see the hotel doctor?”


  “Later, perhaps. Not now.” The clerk continued writing, then lifted up the card, reversing it for the guest’s signature.


  Mr. J. Bourne. New York, N.Y. U.S.A.


  He stared at it, transfixed, mesmerized by the letters. He had a name—part of a name. And a country as well as a city of residence.


  J. Bourne. John? James? Joseph? What did the J stand for?


  “Is something wrong, Herr Bourne?” asked the clerk.


  “Wrong? No, not at all.” He picked up the pen, remembering to feign discomfort. Would he be expected to write out a first name? No; he would sign exactly as the clerk had printed.


  Mr. J. Bourne.


  He wrote the name as naturally as he could, letting his mind fall free, allowing whatever thoughts or images that might be triggered come through. None did; he was merely signing an unfamiliar name. He felt nothing.


  “You had me worried, mein Herr,” said the clerk. “I thought perhaps I’d made a mistake. It’s been a busy week, a busier day. But then, I was quite certain.”


  And if he had? Made a mistake? Mr. J. Bourne of New York City, U.S.A., did not care to think about the possibility. “It never occurred to me to question your memory … Herr Stossel,” replied the patient, glancing up at the On-Duty sign on the left wall of the counter; the man behind the desk was the Carillon du Lac’s assistant manager.


  “You’re most kind.” The assistant manager leaned forward. “I assume you’ll require the usual conditions of your stay with us?”


  “Some may have changed,” said J. Bourne. “How did you understand them before?”


  “Whoever telephones or inquires at the desk is to be told you’re out of the hotel, whereupon you’re to be informed immediately. The only exception is your firm in New York. The Treadstone Seventy-One Corporation, if I remember correctly.”


  Another name! One he could trace with an overseas call. Fragmentary shapes were falling into place. The exhilaration began to return.


  “That’ll do. I won’t forget your efficiency.”


  “This is Zurich,” replied the polite man, shrugging. “You’ve always been exceedingly generous, Herr Bourne. Page—hierher, bitte!”


  As the patient followed the page into the elevator, several things were clearer. He had a name and he understood why that name came so quickly to the Carillon du Lac’s assistant manager. He had a country and a city and a firm that employed him—had employed him, at any rate. And whenever he came to Zurich, certain precautions were implemented to protect him from unexpected, or unwanted, visitors. That was what he could not understand. One either protected oneself thoroughly or one did not bother to protect oneself at all. Where was any real advantage in a screening process that was so loose, so vulnerable to penetration? It struck him as second-rate, without value, as if a small child were playing hide-and-seek. Where am I? Try and find me. I’ll say something out loud and give you a hint.


  It was not professional, and if he had learned anything about himself during the past forty-eight hours it was that he was a professional. Of what he had no idea, but the status was not debatable.


  The voice of the New York operator faded sporadically over the line. Her conclusion, however, was irritatingly clear. And final.


  “There’s no listing for any such company, sir. I’ve checked the latest directories as well as the private telephones and there’s no Treadstone Corporation—and nothing even resembling Treadstone with numbers following the name.”


  “Perhaps they were dropped to shorten …”


  “There’s no firm or company with that name, sir. I repeat, if you have a first or second name, or the type of business the firm’s engaged in, I might be of further help.”


  “I don’t. Only the name, Treadstone Seventy-One, New York City.”


  “It’s an odd name, sir. I’m sure if there were a listing it would be a simple matter to find it. I’m sorry.”


  “Thanks very much for your trouble,” said J. Bourne, replacing the phone. It was pointless to go on; the name was a code of some sort, words relayed by a caller that gained him access to a hotel guest not so readily accessible. And the words could be used by anyone regardless of where he had placed the call; therefore the location of New York might well be meaningless. According to an operator five thousand miles away it was.


  



  The patient walked to the bureau where he had placed the Louis Vuitton billfold and the Seiko chronograph. He put the billfold in his pocket and the watch on his wrist; he looked in the mirror and spoke quietly.


  “You are J. Bourne, citizen of the United States, resident of New York City, and it’s entirely possible that the numbers ‘zero-seven—seventeen-twelve—zero-fourteen—twenty-six-zero’ are the most important things in your life.”


  The sun was bright, filtering through the trees along the elegant Bahnhofstrasse, bouncing off the windows of the shops, and creating blocks of shadows where the great banks intruded on its rays. It was a street where solidity and money, security and arrogance, determination and a touch of frivolity all coexisted; and Dr. Washburn’s patient had walked along its pavements before.


  He strolled into the Burkli Platz, the square that overlooked the Zurichsee, with its numerous quays along the waterfront, bordered by gardens that in the heat of summer became circles of bursting flowers. He could picture them in his mind’s eye; images were coming to him. But no thoughts, no memories.


  He doubled back into the Bahnhofstrasse, instinctively knowing that the Gemeinschaft Bank was a nearby building of off-white stone; it had been on the opposite side of the street on which he had just walked; he had passed it deliberately. He approached the heavy glass doors and pushed the center plate forward. The right-hand door swung open easily and he was standing on a floor of brown marble; he had stood on it before, but the image was not as strong as others. He had the uncomfortable feeling that the Gemeinschaft was to be avoided.


  It was not to be avoided now.


  “Bonjour, monsieur. Vous désirez …?” The man asking the question was dressed in a cutaway, the red boutonnière his symbol of authority. The use of French was explained by the client’s clothes; even the subordinate gnomes of Zurich were observant.


  “I have personal and confidential business to discuss,” replied J. Bourne in English, once again mildly startled by the words he spoke so naturally. The reason for the English was twofold: he wanted to watch the gnome’s expression at his error, and he wanted no possible misinterpretation of anything said during the next hour.


  “Pardon, sir,” said the man, his eyebrows arched slightly, studying the client’s topcoat. “The elevator to your left, second floor. The receptionist will assist you.”


  The receptionist referred to was a middle-aged man with close-cropped hair and tortoise-shell glasses; his expression was set, his eyes rigidly curious. “Do you currently have personal and confidential business with us, sir?” he asked, repeating the new arrival’s words.


  “I do.”


  “Your signature, please,” said the official, holding out a sheet of Gemeinschaft stationery with two blank lines centered in the middle of the page.


  The client understood; no name was required. The handwritten numbers take the place of a name … they constitute the signature of the account holder. Standard procedure. Washburn.


  The patient wrote out the numbers, relaxing his hand so the writing would be free. He handed the stationery back to the receptionist, who studied it, rose from the chair, and gestured to a row of narrow doors with frosted glass panels. “If you’ll wait in the fourth room, sir, someone will be with you shortly.”


  “The fourth room?”


  “The fourth door from the left. It will lock automatically.”


  “Is that necessary?”


  The receptionist glanced at him, startled. “It is in line with your own request, sir,” he said politely, an undertone of surprise beneath his courtesy. “This is a three-zero account. It’s customary at the Gemeinschaft for holders of such accounts to telephone in advance so that a private entrance can be made available.”


  “I know that,” lied Washburn’s patient with a casualness he did not feel. “It’s just that I’m in a hurry.”


  “I’ll convey that to Verifications, sir.”


  “Verifications?” Mr. J. Bourne of New York City, U.S.A., could not help himself; the word had the sound of an alarm.


  “Signature Verifications, sir.” The man adjusted his glasses; the movement covered his taking a step nearer his desk, his lower hand inches from a console. “I suggest you wait in Room Four, sir.” The suggestion was not a request; it was an order, the command in the praetorian’s eyes.


  “Why not? Just tell them to hurry, will you?” The patient crossed to the fourth door, opened it and walked inside. The door closed automatically; he could hear the click of the lock. J. Bourne looked at the frosted panel; it was no simple pane of glass, for there was a network of thin wires webbed beneath the surface. Undoubtedly if cracked, an alarm would be triggered; he was in a cell, waiting to be summoned.


  The rest of the small room was paneled and furnished tastefully, two leather armchairs next to one another, across from a miniature couch flanked by antique tables. At the opposite end was a second door, startling in its contrast; it was made of gray steel. Up-to-date magazines and newspapers in three languages were on the tables. The patient sat down and picked up the Paris edition of the Herald-Tribune. He read the printed words but absorbed nothing. The summons would come any moment now; his mind was consumed by thoughts of maneuver. Maneuver without memory, only by instinct.


  Finally, the steel door opened, revealing a tall, slender man with aquiline features and meticulously groomed gray hair. His face was patrician, eager to serve an equal who needed his expertise. He extended his hand, his English refined, mellifluous under his Swiss intonation.


  “So very pleased to meet you. Forgive the delay; it was rather humorous, in fact.”


  “In what way?”


  “I’m afraid you rather startled Herr Koenig. It’s not often a three-zero account arrives without prior notice. He’s quite set in his ways, you know; the unusual ruins his day. On the other hand, it generally makes mine more pleasant. I’m Walther Apfel. Please, come in.”


  The bank officer released the patient’s hand and gestured toward the steel door. The room beyond was a V-shaped extension of the cell. Dark paneling, heavy comfortable furniture and a wide desk that stood in front of a wider window overlooking the Bahnhofstrasse.


  “I’m sorry I upset him,” said J. Bourne. “It’s just that I have very little time.”


  “Yes, he relayed that.” Apfel walked around the desk, nodding at the leather armchair in front. “Do sit down. One or two formalities and we can discuss the business at hand.” Both men sat; the instant they did so the bank officer picked up a white clipboard and leaned across his desk, handing it to the Gemeinschaft client. Secured in place was another sheet of stationery, but instead of two blank lines there were ten, starting below the letterhead and extending to within an inch of the bottom border. “Your signature, please. A minimum of five will be sufficient.”


  “I don’t understand. I just did this.”


  “And very successfully. Verification confirmed it.”


  “Then why again?”


  “A signature can be practiced to the point where a single rendition is acceptable. However, successive repetitions will result in flaws if it’s not authentic. A graphological scanner will pick them up instantly; but then I’m sure that’s no concern of yours.” Apfel smiled as he placed a pen at the edge of the desk. “Nor of mine, frankly, but Koenig insists.”


  “He’s a cautious man,” said the patient, taking the pen and starting to write. He had begun the fourth set when the banker stopped him.


  “That will do; the rest really is a waste of time.” Apfel held out his hand for the clipboard. “Verifications said you weren’t even a borderline case. Upon receipt of this, the account will be delivered.” He inserted the sheet of paper into the slot of a metal case on the right side of his desk and pressed a button; a shaft of bright light flared and then went out. “This transmits the signatures directly to the scanner,” continued the banker. “Which, of course, is programmed. Again, frankly, it’s all a bit foolish. No one forewarned of our precautions would consent to the additional signatures if he were an imposter.”


  “Why not? As long as he’d gone this far, why not chance it?”


  “There is only one entrance to this office, conversely one exit. I’m sure you heard the lock snap shut in the waiting room.”


  “And saw the wire mesh in the glass,” added the patient.


  “Then you understand. A certified imposter would be trapped.”


  “Suppose he had a gun?”


  “You don’t.”


  “No one searched me.”


  “The elevator did. From four different angles. If you had been armed, the machinery would have stopped between the first and second floors.”


  “You’re all cautious.”


  “We try to be of service.” The telephone rang. Apfel answered. “Yes?… Come in.” The banker glanced at his client. “Your account file’s here.”


  “That was quick.”


  “Herr Koenig signed for it several minutes ago; he was merely waiting for the scanner release.” Apfel opened a drawer and took out a ring of keys. “I’m sure he’s disappointed. He was quite certain something was amiss.”


  The steel door opened and the receptionist entered carrying a black metal container, which he placed on the desk next to a tray that held a bottle of Perrier and two glasses.


  “Are you enjoying your stay in Zurich?” asked the banker, obviously to fill in the silence.


  “Very much so. My room overlooks the lake. It’s a nice view, very peaceful, quiet.”


  “Splendid,” said Apfel, pouring a glass of Perrier for his client. Herr Koenig left; the door was closed and the banker returned to business.


  “Your account, sir,” he said, selecting a key from the ring. “May I unlock the case or would you prefer doing so yourself?”


  “Go ahead. Open it.”


  The banker looked up. “I said unlock, not open. That’s not my privilege, nor would I care for the responsibility.”


  “Why not?”


  “In the event your identity is listed, it’s not my position to be aware of it.”


  “Suppose I wanted business transacted? Money transferred, sent to someone else?”


  “It could be accomplished with your numerical signature on a withdrawal form.”


  “Or sent to another bank—outside of Switzerland? For me.”


  “Then a name would be required. Under those circumstances an identity would be both my responsibility and my privilege.”


  “Open it.”


  The bank officer did so. Dr. Washburn’s patient held his breath, a sharp pain forming in the pit of his stomach. Apfel took out a sheaf of statements held together by an outsized paperclip. His banker’s eyes strayed to the righthand column of the top pages, his banker’s expression unchanged, but not totally. His lower lip stretched ever so slightly, creasing the corner of his mouth; he leaned forward and handed the pages to their owner.


  Beneath the Gemeinschaft letterhead the typewritten words were in English, the obvious language of the client:

  



  Account: Zero—Seven—Seventeen—Twelve—Zero—Fourteen—Twenty-six—Zero

  Name: Restricted to Legal Instructions and Owner

  Access: Sealed Under Separate Cover

  Current Funds on Deposit: 7,500,000 Francs


  



  The patient exhaled slowly, staring at the figure. Whatever he thought he was prepared for, nothing prepared him for this. It was as frightening as anything he had experienced during the past five months. Roughly calculated the amount was over five million American dollars.


  $5,000,000!


  How? Why?


  Controlling the start of a tremble in his hand, he leafed through the statements of entry. They were numerous, the sums extraordinary, none less than 300,000 francs, the deposits spaced every five to eight weeks apart, going back twenty-three months. He reached the bottom statement, the first. It was a transfer from a bank in Singapore and the largest single entry. Two million, seven hundred thousand Malaysian dollars converted into 5,175,000 Swiss francs.


  Beneath the statement he could feel the outline of a separate envelope, far shorter than the page itself. He lifted up the paper; the envelope was rimmed with a black border, typewritten words on the front.


  
    
      	Identity:

      	

      	Owner Access
    


    
      	Legal Restrictions:

      	

      	

      Access—Registered Officer,

      Treadstone Seventy-One Corporation,

      Bearer Will Produce Written

      Instructions From Owner.

      Subject To Verifications.
    

  


  “I’d like to check this,” said the client.


  “It’s your property,” replied Apfel. “I can assure you it has remained intact.”


  The patient removed the envelope and turned it over. A Gemeinschaft seal was pressed over the borders of the flap; none of the raised letters had been disturbed. He tore the flap open, took out the card, and read:


  
    
      	Owner:

      	

      	Jason Charles Bourne
    


    
      	Address:

      	

      	Unlisted
    


    
      	Citizenship:

      	

      	U.S.A.
    

  


  Jason Charles Bourne.


  Jason.


  The J was for Jason! His name was Jason Bourne. The Bourne had meant nothing, the J. Bourne still meaningless, but in the combination Jason and Bourne, obscure tumblers locked into place. He could accept it; he did accept it. He was Jason Charles Bourne, American. Yet he could feel his chest pounding; the vibration in his ears was deafening, the pain in his stomach more acute. What was it? Why did he have the feeling that he was plunging into the darkness again, into the black waters again?


  “Is something wrong?” asked Walther Apfel.


  Is something wrong, Herr Bourne?


  “No. Everything’s fine. My name’s Bourne. Jason Bourne.”


  Was he shouting? Whispering? He could not tell.


  “My privilege to know you, Mr. Bourne. Your identity will remain confidential. You have the word of an officer of the Bank Gemeinschaft.”


  “Thank you. Now, I’m afraid I’ve got to transfer a great deal of this money and I’ll need your help.”


  “Again, my privilege. Whatever assistance or advice I can render, I shall be happy to do so.”


  Bourne reached for the glass of Perrier.


  The steel door of Apfel’s office closed behind him; within seconds he would walk out of the tasteful anteroom cell, into the reception room and over to the elevators. Within minutes he would be on the Bahnhofstrasse with a name, a great deal of money, and little else but fear and confusion.


  He had done it. Dr. Geoffrey Washburn had been paid far in excess of the value of the life he had saved. A teletype transfer in the amount of 1,500,000 Swiss francs had been sent to a bank in Marseilles, deposited to a coded account that would find its way to Ile de Port Noir’s only doctor, without Washburn’s name ever being used or revealed. All Washburn had to do was to get to Marseilles, recite the codes, and the money was his. Bourne smiled to himself, picturing the expression on Washburn’s face when the account was turned over to him. The eccentric, alcoholic doctor would have been overjoyed with ten or fifteen thousand pounds; he had more than a million dollars. It would either ensure his recovery or his destruction; that was his choice, his problem.


  A second transfer of 4,500,000 francs was sent to a bank in Paris on the rue Madeleine, deposited in the name of Jason C. Bourne. The transfer was expedited by the Gemeinschaft’s twice-weekly pouch to Paris, signature cards in triplicate sent with the documents. Herr Koenig had assured both his superior and the client that the papers would reach Paris in three days.


  The final transaction was minor by comparison. One hundred thousand francs in large bills were brought to Apfel’s office, the withdrawal slip signed in the account holder’s numerical signature.


  Remaining on deposit in the Gemeinschaft Bank were 1,400,000 Swiss francs, a not inconsequential sum by any standard.


  How? Why? From where?


  The entire business had taken an hour and twenty minutes, only one discordant note intruding on the smooth proceedings. In character, it had been delivered by Koenig, his expression a mixture of solemnity and minor triumph. He had rung Apfel, was admitted, and had brought a small, black-bordered envelope to his superior.


  “Une fiche,” he had said in French.


  The banker had opened the envelope, removed a card, studied the contents, and had returned both to Koenig. “Procedures will be followed,” he had said.


  Koenig had left.


  “Did that concern me?” Bourne had asked.


  “Only in terms of releasing such large amounts. Merely house policy.” The banker had smiled reassuringly.


  The lock clicked. Bourne opened the frosted glass door and walked out into Herr Koenig’s personal fiefdom. Two other men had arrived, seated at opposite ends of the reception room. Since they were not in separate cells behind opaque glass windows, Bourne presumed that neither had a three-zero account. He wondered if they had signed names or written out a series of numbers, but he stopped wondering the instant he reached the elevator and pressed the button.


  Out of the corner of his eye he perceived movement; Koenig had shifted his head, nodding at both men. They rose as the elevator door opened. Bourne turned; the man on the right had taken a small radio out of his overcoat pocket; he spoke into it—briefly, quickly.


  The man on the left had his right hand concealed beneath the cloth of his raincoat. When he pulled it out he was holding a gun, a black .38 caliber automatic pistol with a perforated cylinder attached to the barrel. A silencer.


  Both men converged on Bourne as he backed into the deserted elevator.


  The madness began.


  CHAPTER FIVE


  



  The elevator doors started to close; the man with the handheld radio was already inside, the shoulders of his armed companion angling between the moving panels, the weapon aimed at Bourne’s head.


  Jason leaned to his right—a sudden gesture of fear—then abruptly, without warning, swept his left foot off the floor, pivoting, his heel plunging into the armed man’s hand, sending the gun upward, reeling the man backward out of the enclosure. Two muted gunshots preceded the closing of the doors, the bullets embedding themselves in the thick wood of the ceiling. Bourne completed his pivot, his shoulder crashing into the second man’s stomach, his right hand surging into the chest, his left pinning the hand with the radio. He hurled the man into the wall. The radio flew across the elevator; as it fell, words came out of its speaker.


  “Henri? Ça va? Qu’est-ce qui se passe?”


  The image of another Frenchman came to Jason’s mind. A man on the edge of hysteria, disbelief in his eyes; a would-be killer who had raced out of Le Bouc de Mer into the shadows of the rue Sarrasin less than twenty-four hours ago. That man had wasted no time sending his message to Zurich; the one they thought was dead was alive. Very much alive. Kill him!


  Bourne grabbed the Frenchman in front of him now, his left arm around the man’s throat, his right hand tearing at the man’s left ear. “How many?” he asked in French. “How many are there down there? Where are they?”


  “Find out,pig!”


  The elevator was halfway to the first floor lobby.


  Jason angled the man’s face down, ripping the ear half out of its roots, smashing the man’s head into the wall. The Frenchman screamed, sinking to the floor. Bourne rammed his knee into the man’s chest; he could feel the holster. He yanked the overcoat open, reached in, and pulled out a short-barreled revolver. For an instant it occurred to him that someone had deactivated the scanning machinery in the elevator. Koenig. He would remember; there’d be no amnesia where Herr Koenig was concerned. He jammed the gun into the Frenchman’s open mouth.


  “Tell me or I’ll blow the back of your skull off!” The man expunged a throated wail; the weapon was withdrawn, the barrel now pressed into his cheek.


  “Two. One by the elevators, one outside on the pavement, by the car.”


  “What kind of car?”


  “Peugeot.”


  “Color?” The elevator was slowing down, coming to a stop.


  “Brown.”


  “The man in the lobby. What’s he wearing?’


  “I don’t know…”


  Jason cracked the gun across the man’s temple. “You’d better remember!”


  “A black coat!”


  The elevator stopped; Bourne pulled the Frenchman to his feet; the doors opened. To the left, a man in a dark raincoat, and wearing an odd-looking pair of gold-rimmed spectacles, stepped forward. The eyes beyond the lenses recognized the circumstances; blood was trickling down across the Frenchman’s cheek. He raised his unseen hand, concealed by the wide pocket of his raincoat, another silenced automatic leveled at the target from Marseilles.


  Jason propelled the Frenchman in front of him through the doors. Three rapid spits were heard; the Frenchman shouted, his arms raised in a final, guttural protest. He arched his back and fell to the marble floor. A woman to the right of the man with the gold-rimmed spectacles screamed, joined by several men who called to no one and everyone for Hilfe! for the Polizei!


  Bourne knew he could not use the revolver he had taken from the Frenchman. It had no silencer; the sound of a gunshot would mark him. He shoved it into his topcoat pocket, sidestepped the screaming woman and grabbed the uniformed shoulders of the elevator starter, whipping the bewildered man around, throwing him into the figure of the killer in the dark raincoat.


  The panic in the lobby mounted as Jason ran toward the glass doors of the entrance. The boutonnièred greeter who had mistaken his language an hour and a half ago was shouting into a wall telephone, a uniformed guard at his side, weapon drawn, barricading the exit, eyes riveted on the chaos, riveted suddenly on him. Getting out was instantly a problem. Bourne avoided the guard’s eyes, directing his words to the guard’s associate on the telephone.


  “The man wearing gold-rimmed glasses!” he shouted. “He’s the one! I saw him!”


  “What? Who are you?’


  “I’m a friend of Walther Apfel! Listen to me! The man wearing gold-rimmed glasses, in a black raincoat. Over there!”


  Bureaucratic mentality had not changed in several millenniums. At the mention of a superior officer’s name, one followed orders.


  “Herr Apfel!” The Gemeinschaft greeter turned to the guard. “You heard him! The man wearing glasses. Gold-rimmed glasses!”


  “Yes, sir!” The guard raced forward.


  Jason edged past the greeter to the glass doors. He shoved the door on the right open, glancing behind him, knowing he had to run again but not knowing if a man outside on the pavement, waiting by a brown Peugeot, would recognize him and fire a bullet into his head.


  The guard had run past a man in a black raincoat, a man walking more slowly than the panicked figures around him, a man wearing no glasses at all. He accelerated his pace toward the entrance, toward Bourne.


  Out on the sidewalk, the growing chaos was Jason’s protection. Word had gone out of the bank; wailing sirens grew louder as police cars raced up the Bahnhofstrasse. He walked several yards to the right, flanked by pedestrians, then suddenly ran, wedging his way into a curious crowd taking refuge in a storefront, his attention on the automobiles at the curb. He saw the Peugeot, saw the man standing beside it, his hand ominously in his overcoat pocket. In less than fifteen seconds, the driver of the Peugeot was joined by the man in the black raincoat, now replacing his gold-rimmed glasses, adjusting his eyes to his restored vision. The two men conferred rapidly, their eyes scanning the Bahnhofstrasse.


  Bourne understood their confusion. He had walked with an absence of panic out of the Gemeinschaft’s glass doors into the crowd. He had been prepared to run, but he had not run, for fear of being stopped until he was reasonably clear of the entrance. No one else had been permitted to do so—and the driver of the Peugeot had not made the connection. He had not recognized the target identified and marked for execution in Marseilles.


  The first police car reached the scene as the man in the gold-rimmed spectacles removed his raincoat, shoving it through the open window of the Peugeot. He nodded to the driver, who climbed in behind the wheel and started the engine. The killer took off his delicate glasses and did the most unexpected thing Jason could imagine. He walked rapidly back toward the glass doors of the bank, joining the police who were racing inside.


  Bourne watched as the Peugeot swung away from the curb and sped off down the Bahnhofstrasse. The crowd in the storefront began to disperse, many edging their way toward the glass doors, craning their necks around one another, rising on the balls of their feet, peering inside. A police officer came out, waving the curious back, demanding that a path be cleared to the curb. As he shouted, an ambulance careened around the northwest corner, its horn joining the sharp, piercing notes from its roof, warning all to get out of its way; the driver nosed his outsized vehicle to a stop in the space created by the departed Peugeot. Jason could watch no longer. He had to get to the Carillon du Lac, gather his things, and get out of Zurich, out of Switzerland. To Paris.


  Why Paris? Why had he insisted that the funds be transferred to Paris? It had not occurred to him before he sat in Walther Apfel’s office, stunned by the extraordinary figures presented him. They had been beyond anything in his imagination—so much so that he could only react numbly, instinctively. And instinct had evoked the city of Paris. As though it were somehow vital. Why?


  Again, no time…He saw the ambulance crew carry a stretcher through the doors of the bank. On it was a body, the head covered, signifying death. The significance was not lost on Bourne; save for skills he could not relate to anything he understood, he was the dead man on that stretcher.


  He saw an empty taxi at the corner and ran toward it. He had to get out of Zurich; a message had been sent from Marseilles, yet the dead man was alive. Jason Bourne was alive. Kill him. Kill Jason Bourne!


  God in heaven, why?


  He was hoping to see the Carillon du Lac’s assistant manager behind the front desk, but he was not there. Then he realized that a short note to the man—what was his name—Stossel? Yes, Stossel—would be sufficient. An explanation for his sudden departure was not required and five hundred francs would easily take care of the few hours he had accepted from the Carillon du Lac—and the favor he would ask of Herr Stossel.


  In his room, he threw his shaving equipment into his unpacked suitcase, checked the pistol he had taken from the Frenchman, leaving it in his topcoat pocket, and sat down at the desk; he wrote out the note for Herr Stossel, Ass’t. Mgr. In it he included a sentence that came easily—almost too easily.


  …I may be in contact with you shortly relative to messages I expect will have been sent to me. I trust it will be convenient for you to keep an eye out for them, and accept them on my behalf.


  If any communication came from the elusive Treadstone Seventy-One, he wanted to know about it. This was Zurich; he would.


  He put a five hundred franc note between the folded stationery and sealed the envelope. Then he picked up his suitcase, walked out of the room, and went down the hallway to the bank of elevators. There were four; he touched a button and looked behind him, remembering the Gemeinschaft. There was no one there; a bell pinged and the red light above the third elevator flashed on. He had caught a descending machine. Fine. He had to get to the airport just as fast as he could; he had to get out of Zurich, out of Switzerland. A message had been delivered.


  The elevator doors opened. Two men stood on either side of an auburn-haired woman; they interrupted their conversation, nodded at the newcomer—noting the suitcase and moving to the side—then resumed talking as the doors closed. They were in their mid-thirties and spoke French softly, rapidly, the woman glancing alternately at both men, alternately smiling and looking pensive. Decisions of no great import were being made. Laughter intermingled with semi-serious interrogation.


  “You’ll be going home then after the summations tomorrow?” asked the man on the left.


  “I’m not sure. I’m waiting for word from Ottawa,” the woman replied. “I have relations in Lyon; it would be good to see them.”


  “It’s impossible,” said the man on the right, “for the steering committee to find ten people willing to summarize this Godforsaken conference in a single day. We’ll all be here another week.”


  “Brussels will not approve,” said the first man, grinning. “The hotel’s too expensive.”


  “Then by all means move to another,” said the second with a leer at the woman. “We’ve been waiting for you to do just that, haven’t we?”


  “You’re a lunatic,” said the woman. “You’re both lunatics, and that’s my summation.”


  “You’re not, Marie,” interjected the first. “A lunatic, I mean. Your presentation yesterday was brilliant.”


  “It was nothing of the sort,” she said. “It was routine and quite dull.”


  “No, no!” disagreed the second. “It was superb; it had to be. I didn’t understand a word. But then I have other talents.”


  “Lunatic…”


  The elevator was braking; the first man spoke again. “Let’s sit in the back row of the hall. We’re late anyway and Bertinelli is speaking—to little effect, I suggest. His theories of enforced cyclical fluctuations went out with the finances of the Borgias.”


  “Before then,” said the auburn-haired woman, laughing. “Caesar’s taxes.” She paused, then added, “If not the Punic wars.”


  “The back row then,” said the second man, offering his arm to the woman. “We can sleep. He uses a slide projector; it’ll be dark.”


  “No, you two go ahead, I’ll join you in a few minutes. I really must send off some cables and I don’t trust the telephone operators to get them right.”


  The doors opened and the threesome walked out of the elevator. The two men started diagonally across the lobby together, the woman toward the front desk. Bourne fell in step behind her, absently reading a sign on a triangular stand several feet away.
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  TODAY’S SCHEDULE:


  1:00 P.M.: THE HON. JAMES FRAZIER,

  M.P. UNITED KINGDOM.

  SUITE 12


  6:00 P.M.: DR. EUGENIO BERTINELLI,

  UNIV. OF MILAN, ITALY.

  SUITE 7


  9:00 P.M.: CHAIRMAN’S FAREWELL DINNER.

  HOSPITALITY SUITE


  “Room 507. The operator said there was a cablegram for me.”


  English. The auburn-haired woman now beside him at the counter spoke English. But then she had said she was “waiting for word from Ottawa.” A Canadian.


  The desk clerk checked the slots and returned with the cable. “Dr. St. Jacques?” he asked, holding out the envelope.


  “Yes. Thanks very much.”


  The woman turned away, opening the cable, as the clerk moved in front of Bourne. “Yes, sir?”


  “I’d like to leave this note for Herr Stossel.” He placed the Carillon du Lac envelope on the counter.


  “Herr Stossel will not return until six o’clock in the morning, sir. In the afternoons, he leaves at four. Might I be of service?”


  “No, thanks. Just make sure he gets it, please.” Then Jason remembered: this was Zurich. “It’s nothing urgent,” he added, “but I need an answer. I’ll check with him in the morning.”


  “Of course, sir.”


  Bourne picked up his suitcase and started across the lobby toward the hotel’s entrance, a row of wide glass doors that led to a circular drive fronting the lake. He could see several taxis waiting in line under the floodlights of the canopy; the sun had gone down; it was night in Zurich. Still, there were flights to all points of Europe until well past midnight.…


  He stopped walking, his breath suspended, a form of paralysis sweeping over him. His eyes did not believe what else he saw beyond the glass doors. A brown Peugeot pulled up in the circular drive in front of the first taxi. Its door opened and a man stepped out—a killer in a black raincoat, wearing thin, gold-rimmed spectacles. Then from the other door another figure emerged, but it was not the driver who had been at the curb on the Bahnhofstrasse, waiting for a target he did not recognize. Instead, it was another killer, in another raincoat, its wide pockets recessed for powerful weapons. It was the man who had sat in the reception room on the second floor of the Gemeinschaft Bank, the same man who had pulled a .38 caliber pistol from a holster beneath his coat. A pistol with a perforated cylinder on its barrel that silenced two bullets meant for the skull of the quarry he had followed into an elevator.


  How? How could they have found him?…Then he remembered and felt sick. It had been so innocuous, so casual!


  Are you enjoying your stay in Zurich? Walther Apfel had asked while they were waiting for a minion to leave and be alone again.


  Very much. My room overlooks the lake. It’s a nice view, very peaceful, quiet.


  Koenig! Koenig had heard him say his room looked over the lake. How many hotels had rooms overlooking the lake? Especially hotels a man with a three-zero account might frequent. Two? Three?…From unremembered memory names came to him: Carillon du Lac, Baur au Lac, Eden au Lac. Were there others? No further names came. How easy it must have been to narrow them down! How easy it had been for him to say the words. How stupid!


  No time. Too late. He could see through the row of glass doors; so, too, could the killers. The second man had spotted him. Words were exchanged over the hood of the Peugeot, gold-rimmed spectacles adjusted, hands placed in outsized pockets, unseen weapons gripped. The two men converged on the entrance, separating at the last moment, one on either end of the row of clear glass panels. The flanks were covered, the trap set; he could not race outside.


  Did they think they could walk into a crowded hotel lobby and simply kill a man?


  Of course they could. The crowds and the noise were their cover. Two, three, four muted gunshots fired at close range would be as effective as an ambush in a crowded square in daylight, escape easily found in the resulting chaos.


  He could not let them get near him! He backed away, thoughts racing through his mind, outrage paramount. How dared they? What made them think he would not run for protection, scream for the police? And then the answer was clear, as numbing as the question itself. The killers knew with certainty that which he could only surmise: he could not seek that kind of protection—he could not seek the police. For Jason Bourne, all the authorities had to be avoided.… Why? Were they seeking him?


  Jesus Christ, why?


  The two opposing doors were opened by outstretched hands, other hands hidden, around steel. Bourne turned; there were elevators, doorways, corridors—a roof and cellars; there had to be a dozen ways out of the hotel.


  Or were there? Did the killers now threading their way through the crowds know something else he could only surmise? Did the Carillon du Lac have only two or three exits? Easily covered by men outside, easily used as traps themselves to cut down the lone figure of a running man.


  A lone man; a lone man was an obvious target. But suppose he were not alone? Suppose someone was with him? Two people were not one, but for one alone an extra person was camouflage—especially in crowds, especially at night, and it was night. Determined killers avoided taking the wrong life, not from compassion but for practicality; in any ensuing panic the real target might escape.


  He felt the weight of the gun in his pocket, but there was not much comfort in knowing it was there. As at the bank, to use it—to even display it—was to mark him. Still, it was there. He started back toward the center of the lobby, then turned to his right where there was a greater concentration of people. It was the pre-evening hour during an international conference, a thousand tentative plans being made, rank and courtesan separated by glances of approval and rebuke, odd groupings everywhere.


  There was a marble counter against the wall, a clerk behind it checking pages of yellow paper with a pencil held like a paintbrush. Cablegrams. In front of the counter were two people, an obese elderly man and a woman in a dark red dress, the rich color of the silk complementing her long, titian hair.… Auburn hair. It was the woman in the elevator who had joked about Caesar’s taxes and the Punic wars, the doctor who had stood beside him at the hotel desk, asking for the cable she knew was there.


  Bourne looked behind him. The killers were using the crowds well, excusing themselves politely but firmly through, one on the right, one on the left, closing in like two prongs of a pincer attack. As long as they kept him in sight, they could force him to keep running blindly, without direction, not knowing which path he took might lead to a dead end where he could run no longer. And then the muted spits would come, pockets blackened by powder burns.…


  Kept him in sight?


  The back row then.… We can sleep. He uses a slide projector; it’ll be dark.


  Jason turned again and looked at the auburn-haired woman. She had completed her cable and was thanking the clerk, removing a pair of tinted, horn-rimmed glasses from her face, placing them into her purse. She was not more than eight feet away.


  Bertinelli is speaking, to little effect, I suggest.


  There was no time for anything but instinctive decisions. Bourne shifted his suitcase to his left hand, walked rapidly over to the woman at the marble counter, and touched her elbow, gently, with as little alarm as possible.


  “Doctor …?”


  “I beg your pardon?”


  “You are Doctor …?” He released her, a bewildered man.


  “St. Jacques,” she completed, using the French pronunciation of Saint. “You’re the one in the elevator.”


  “I didn’t realize it was you,” he said. “I was told you’d know where this Bertinelli is speaking.”


  “It’s right on the board. Suite Seven.”


  “I’m afraid I don’t know where it is. Would you mind showing me? I’m late and I’ve got to take notes on his talk.”


  “On Bertinelli? Why? Are you with a Marxist newspaper?”


  “A neutral pool,” said Jason, wondering where the phrases came from. “I’m covering for a number of people. They don’t think he’s worth it.”


  “Perhaps not, but he should be heard. There are a few brutal truths in what he says.”


  “I lost, so I’ve got to find him. Maybe you can point him out.”


  “I’m afraid not. I’ll show you the room, but I’ve a phone call to make.” She snapped her purse shut.


  “Please. Hurry!”


  “What?” She looked at him, not kindly.


  “Sorry, but I am in a hurry.” He glanced to his right; the two men were no more than twenty feet away.


  “You’re also rude,” said the St. Jacques woman coldly.


  “Please.” He restrained his desire to propel her forward, away from the moving trap that was closing in.


  “It’s this way.” She started across the floor toward a wide corridor carved out of the left rear wall. The crowds were thinner, prominence less apparent in the back regions of the lobby. They reached what looked like a velvet-covered tunnel of deep red, doors on opposite sides, lighted signs above them identifying Conference Room One, Conference Room Two. At the end of the hallway were double doors, the gold letters to the right proclaiming them to be the entrance to Suite Seven.


  “There you are,” said Marie St. Jacques. “Be careful when you go in; it’s probably dark. Bertinelli lectures with slides.”


  “Like a movie,” commented Bourne, looking behind him at the crowds at the far end of the corridor. He was there; the man with gold-rimmed spectacles was excusing himself past an animated trio in the lobby. He was walking into the hallway, his companion right behind him.


  “…a considerable difference. He sits below the stage and pontificates.” The St. Jacques woman had said something and was now leaving him.


  “What did you say? A stage?”


  “Well, a raised platform. For exhibits usually.”


  “They have to be brought in,” he said.


  “What does?”


  “Exhibits. Is there an exit in there? Another door?”


  “I have no idea, and I really must make my call. Enjoy the professore.” She turned away.


  He dropped the suitcase and took her arm. At the touch, she glared at him. “Take your hand off me, please.”


  “I don’t want to frighten you, but I have no choice.” He spoke quietly, his eyes over her shoulder, the killers had slowed their pace, the trap sure, about to close. “You have to come with me.”


  “Don’t be ridiculous!”


  He viced the grip around her arm, moving her in front of him. Then he pulled the gun out of his pocket, making sure her body concealed it from the men thirty feet away. “I don’t want to use this. I don’t want to hurt you, but I’ll do both if I have to.”


  “My God…”


  “Be quiet. Just do as I say and you’ll be fine. I have to get out of this hotel and you’re going to help me. Once I’m out, I’ll let you go. But not until then. Come on. We’re going in there.”


  “You can’t…”


  “Yes, I can.” He pushed the barrel of the gun into her stomach, into the dark silk that creased under the force of his thrust. She was terrified into silence, into submission. “Let’s go.”


  He stepped to her left, his hand still gripping her arm, the pistol held across his chest inches from her own. Her eyes were riveted on it, her lips parted, her breath erratic. Bourne opened the door, propelling her through it in front of him. He could hear a single word shouted from the corridor.


  “Schnell!”


  They were in darkness, but it was brief; a shaft of white light shot across the room, over the rows of chairs, illuminating the heads of the audience. The projection on the faraway screen on the stage was that of a graph, the grids marked numerically, a heavy black line starting at the left, extending in a jagged pattern through the lines to the right. A heavily accented voice was speaking, amplified by a loudspeaker.


  “You will note that during the years of seventy and seventy-one, when specific restraints in production were self-imposed—I repeat, self-imposed—by these leaders of industry, the resulting economic recession was far less severe than in—slide twelve, please—the so-called paternalistic regulation of the marketplace by government interventionists. The next slide, please.”


  The room went dark again. There was a problem with the projector; no second shaft of light replaced the first.


  “Slide twelve, please!”


  Jason pushed the woman forward, in front of the figures standing by the back wall, behind the last row of chairs. He tried to judge the size of the lecture hall, looking for a red light that could mean escape. He saw it! A faint reddish glow in the distance. On the stage, behind the screen. There were no other exits, no other doors but the entrance to Suite Seven. He had to reach it; he had to get them to that exit. On that stage.


  “Marie—par ici!” The whisper came from their left, from a seat in the back row.


  “Non, chérie. Reste avec moi.” The second whisper was delivered by the shadowed figure of a man standing directly in front of Marie St. Jacques. He had stepped away from the wall, intercepting her. “On nous a séparé. I’l n’y a plus de chaises.”


  Bourne pressed the gun firmly into the woman’s rib cage, its message unmistakable. She whispered without breathing, Jason grateful that her face could not be seen clearly. “Please, let us by,” she said in French. “Please.”


  “What’s this? Is he your cablegram, my dear?”


  “An old friend,” whispered Bourne.


  A shout rose over the increasingly louder hum from the audience. “May I please have slide twelve! Per favore!”


  “We have to see someone at the end of the row,” continued Jason, looking behind him. The right-hand door of the entrance opened; in the middle of a shadowed face, a pair of gold-rimmed glasses reflected the dim light of the corridor. Bourne edged the girl past her bewildered friend, forcing him back into the wall, whispering an apology.


  “Sorry, but we’re in a hurry!”


  “You’re damn rude, too!”


  “Yes, I know.”


  “Slide twelve! Ma che infamia!”


  The beam of light shot out from the projector; it vibrated under the nervous hand of the operator. Another graph appeared on the screen as Jason and the woman reached the far wall, the start of the narrow aisle that led down the length of the hall to the stage. He pushed her into the corner, pressing his body against hers, his face against her face.


  “I’ll scream,” she whispered.


  “I’ll shoot,” he said. He peered around the figures leaning against the wall; the killers were both inside, both squinting, shifting their heads like alarmed rodents, trying to spot their target among the rows of faces.


  The voice of the lecturer rose like the ringing of a cracked bell, his diatribe brief but strident. “Ecco! For the skeptics I address here this evening—and that is most of you—here is statistical proof! Identical in substance to a hundred other analyses I have prepared. Leave the marketplace to those who live there. Minor excesses can always be found. They are a small price to pay for the general good.”


  There was a scattering of applause, the approval of a definite minority. Bertinelli resumed a normal tone and droned on, his long pointer stabbing at the screen, emphasizing the obvious—his obvious. Jason leaned back again; the gold spectacles glistened in the harsh glare of the projector’s side light, the killer who wore them touching his companion’s arm, nodding to his left, ordering his subordinate to continue the search on the left side of the room; he would take the right. He began, the gold rims growing brighter as he sidestepped his way in front of those standing, studying each face. He would reach the corner, reach them, in a matter of seconds. Stopping the killer with a gunshot was all that was left; and if someone along the row of those standing moved, or if the woman he had pressed against the wall went into panic and shoved him…or if he missed the killer for any number of reasons, he was trapped. And even if he hit the man, there was another killer across the room, certainly a marksman.


  “Slide thirteen, if you please.”


  That was it. Now!


  The shaft of light went out. In the blackout, Bourne pulled the woman from the wall, spun her in her place, his face against hers. “If you make a sound, I’ll kill you!”


  “I believe you,” she whispered, terrified. “You’re a maniac.”


  “Let’s go!” He pushed her down the narrow aisle that led to the stage fifty feet away. The projector’s light went on again; he grabbed the girl’s neck, forcing her down into a kneeling position as he, too, knelt down behind her. They were concealed from the killers by the rows of bodies sitting in the chairs. He pressed her flesh with his fingers; it was his signal to keep moving, crawling…slowly, keeping down, but moving. She understood; she started forward on her knees, trembling.


  “The conclusions of this phase are irrefutable,” cried the lecturer. “The profit motive is inseparable from productivity incentive, but the adversary roles can never be equal. As Socrates understood, the inequality of values is constant. Gold simply is not brass or iron; who among you can deny it? Slide fourteen, if you please!”


  The darkness again. Now.


  He yanked the woman up, pushing her forward, toward the stage. They were within three feet of the edge.


  “Cosa succede? What is the matter, please? Slide fourteen!”


  It had happened! The projector was jammed again; the darkness was extended again. And there on the stage in front of them, above them, was the red glow of the exit sign. Jason gripped the girl’s arm viciously. “Get up on that stage and run to the exit! I’m right behind you; you stop or cry out, I’ll shoot.”


  “For God’s sake, let me go!”


  “Not yet.” He meant it; there was another exit somewhere, men waiting outside for the target from Marseilles. “Go on! Now.”


  The St. Jacques woman got to her feet and ran to the stage. Bourne lifted her off the floor, over the edge, leaping up as he did so, pulling her to her feet again.


  The blinding light of the projector shot out, flooding the screen, washing the stage. Cries of surprise and derision came from the audience at the sight of two figures, the shouts of the indignant Bertinelli heard over the din.


  “E insoffribile! Ci sono comunisti qui!”


  And there were other sounds—three—lethal, sharp, sudden. Cracks of a muted weapon—weapons; wood splintered on the molding of the proscenium arch. Jason hammered the girl down and lunged toward the shadows of the narrow wing space, pulling her behind him.


  “Da ist er! Da oben!”


  “Schnell! Der projektor!”


  A scream came from the center aisle of the hall as the light of the projector swung to the right, spilling into the wings—but not completely. Its beam was intercepted by receding upright flats that masked the offstage area; light, shadow, light, shadow. And at the end of the flats, at the rear of the stage, was the exit. A high, wide metal door with a crashbar against it.


  Glass shattered; the red light exploded, a marksman’s bullet blew out the sign above the door. It did not matter; he could see the gleaming brass of the crashbar clearly.


  The lecture hall had broken out in pandemonium. Bourne grabbed the woman by the cloth of her blouse, yanking her beyond the flats toward the door. For an instant she resisted; he slapped her across the face and dragged her beside him until the crashbar was above their heads.


  Bullets spat into the wall to their right; the killers were racing down the aisles for accurate sightlines. They would reach them in seconds, and in seconds other bullets, or a single bullet, would find its mark. There were enough shells left, he knew that. He had no idea how or why he knew, but he knew. By sound he could visualize the weapons, extract the clips, count the shells.


  He smashed his forearm into the crashbar of the exit door. It flew open and he lunged through the opening, dragging the kicking St. Jacques woman with him.


  “Stop it!” she screamed. “I won’t go any farther! You’re insane! Those were gunshots!”


  Jason slammed the large metal door shut with his foot. “Get up!”


  “No!”


  He lashed the back of his hand across her face. “Sorry, but you’re coming with me. Get up! Once we’re outside, you have my word. I’ll let you go.” But where was he going now? They were in another tunnel, but there was no carpet, no polished doors with lighted signs above them. They were in some sort of deserted loading area; the floor was concrete, and there were two pipe-framed freight dollies next to him against the wall. He had been right: exhibits used on the stage of Suite Seven had to be trucked in, the exit door high enough and wide enough to accommodate large displays.


  The door! He had to block the door! Marie St. Jacques was on her feet; he held her as he grabbed the first dolly, pulling it by its frame in front of the exit door, slamming it with his shoulder and knee until it was lodged against the metal. He looked down; beneath the thick wooden base were footlocks on the wheels. He jammed his heel down on the front lever lock, and then the back one.


  The girl spun, trying to break his grip as he stretched his leg to the end of the dolly; he slid his hand down her arm, gripped her wrist, and twisted it inward. She screamed, tears in her eyes, her lips trembling. He pulled her alongside him, forcing her to the left, breaking into a run, assuming the direction was toward the rear of the Carillon du Lac, hoping he’d find the exit. For there and only there he might need the woman; a brief few seconds when a couple emerged, not a lone man running.


  There was a series of loud crashes; the killers were trying to force the stage door open, but the locked freight dolly was too heavy a barrier.


  He yanked the girl along the cement floor; she tried to pull away, kicking again, twisting her body again from one side to the other; she was over the edge of hysteria. He had no choice; he gripped her elbow, his thumb on the inner flesh, and pressed as hard as he could. She gasped, the pain sudden and excruciating; she sobbed, expelling breath, allowing him to propel her forward.


  They reached a cement staircase, the four steps edged in steel, leading to a pair of metal doors below. It was the loading dock; beyond the doors was the Carillon du Lac’s rear parking area. He was almost there. It was only a question of appearances now.


  “Listen to me,” he said to the rigid, frightened woman. “Do you want me to let you go?”


  “Oh God, yes! Please!”


  “Then you do exactly as I say. We’re going to walk down these steps and out that door like two perfectly normal people at the end of a normal day’s work. You’re going to link your arm in mine and we’re going to walk slowly, talking quietly, to the cars at the far end of the parking lot. And we’re both going to laugh—not loudly, just casually—as if we were remembering funny things that happened during the day. Have you got that?”


  “Nothing funny at all has happened to me during the past fifteen minutes,” she answered in a barely audible monotone.


  “Pretend that it has. I may be trapped; if I am I don’t care. Do you understand?”


  “I think my wrist is broken.”


  “It’s not.”


  “My left arm, my shoulder. I can’t move them; they’re throbbing.”


  “A nerve ending was depressed; it’ll pass in a matter of minutes. You’ll be fine.”


  “You’re an animal.”


  “I want to live,” he said. “Come on. Remember, when I open the door, look at me and smile, tilt your head back, laugh a little.”


  “It will be the most difficult thing I’ve ever done.”


  “It’s easier than dying.”


  She put her injured hand under his arm and they walked down the short flight of steps to the platform door. He opened it and they went outside, his hand in his topcoat pocket gripping the Frenchman’s pistol, his eyes scanning the loading dock. There was a single bulb encased in wire mesh above the door, its spill defining the concrete steps to the left that led to the pavement below; he led his hostage toward them.


  She performed as he had ordered, the effect macabre. As they walked down the steps, her face was turned to his, her terrified features caught in the light. Her generous lips were parted, stretched over her white teeth in a false, tense smile; her wide eyes were two dark orbs, reflecting primordial fear, her tear-stained skin taut and pale, marred by the reddish splotches where he had hit her. He was looking at a face of chiseled stone, a mask framed by dark red hair that cascaded over her shoulders, swept back by the night breezes—moving, the only living thing about the mask.


  Choked laughter came from her throat, the veins in her long neck pronounced. She was not far from collapsing, but he could not think about that. He had to concentrate on the space around them, at whatever movement—however slight—he might discern in the shadows of the large parking lot. It was obvious that these back, unlit regions were used by the Carillon du Lac’s employees; it was nearly 6:30, the night shift well immersed in its duties. Everything was still, a smooth black field broken up by rows of silent automobiles, ranks of huge insects, the dull glass of the headlamps, a hundred eyes staring at nothing.


  A scratch. Metal had scraped against metal. It came from the right, from one of the cars in a nearby row. Which row? Which car? He tilted his head back as if responding to a joke made by his companion, letting his eyes roam across the windows of the cars nearest to them. Nothing.


  Something? It was there but it was so small, barely seen…so bewildering. A tiny circle of green, an infinitestimal glow of green light. It moved…as they moved.


  Green. Small…light? Suddenly, from somewhere in a forgotten past the image of crosshairs burst across his eyes. His eyes were looking at two thin intersecting lines! Crosshairs! A scope…an infrared scope of a rifle.


  How did the killers know? Any number of answers. A hand-held radio had been used at the Gemeinschaft; one could be in use now. He wore a topcoat; his hostage wore a thin silk dress and the night was cool. No woman would go out like that.


  He swung to his left, crouching, lunging into Marie St. Jacques, his shoulder crashing into her stomach, sending her reeling back toward the steps. The muffled cracks came in staccato repetition; stone and asphalt exploded all around them. He dove to his right, rolling over and over again the instant he made contact with the pavement, yanking the pistol from his topcoat pocket. Then he sprang again, now straight forward, his left hand steadying his right wrist, the gun centered, aimed at the window with the rifle. He fired three shots.


  A scream came from the dark open space of the stationary car; it was drawn out into a cry, then a gasp, and then nothing. Bourne lay motionless, waiting, listening, watching, prepared to fire again. Silence. He started to get up…but he could not. Something had happened. He could barely move. Then the pain spread through his chest, the pounding so violent he bent over, supporting himself with both hands, shaking his head, trying to focus his eyes, trying to reject the agony. His left shoulder, his lower chest—below the ribs…his left thigh—above the knee, below the hip; the locations of his previous wounds, where dozens of stitches had been removed over a month ago. He had damaged the weakened areas, stretching tendons and muscles not yet fully restored. Oh, Christ! He had to get up; he had to reach the would-be killer’s car, pull the killer from it, and get away.


  He whipped his head up, grimacing with the pain, and looked over at Marie St. Jacques. She was getting slowly to her feet, first on one knee, then on one foot, supporting herself on the outside wall of the hotel. In a moment she would be standing, then running. Away.


  He could not let her go! She would race screaming into the Carillon du Lac; men would come, some to take him…some to kill him. He had to stop her!


  He let his body fall forward and started rolling to his left, spinning like a wildly out-of-control manikin, until he was within four feet of the wall, four feet from her. He raised his gun, aiming at her head.


  “Help me up,” he said, hearing the strain in his voice.


  “What?”


  “You heard me! Help me up.”


  “You said I could go! You gave me your word!”


  “I have to take it back.”


  “No, please.”


  “This gun is aimed directly at your face, Doctor. You come here and help me get up or I’ll blow it off.”


  He pulled the dead man from the car and ordered her to get behind the wheel. Then he opened the rear door and crawled into the back seat out of sight.


  “Drive,” he said. “Drive where I tell you.”


  CHAPTER SIX


  



  Whenever you’re in a stress situation yourself—and there’s time, of course—do exactly as you would do when you project yourself into one you’re observing. Let your mind fall free, let whatever thoughts and images that surface come cleanly. Try not to exercise any mental discipline. Be a sponge; concentrate on everything and nothing. Specifics may come to you, certain repressed conduits electrically prodded into functioning.


  Bourne thought of Washburn’s words as he adjusted his body into the corner of the seat, trying to restore some control. He massaged his chest, gently rubbing the bruised muscles around his previous wound; the pain was still there, but not as acute as it had been minutes ago.


  “You can’t just tell me to drive!” cried the St. Jacques woman. “I don’t know where I’m going!”


  “Neither do I,” said Jason. He had told her to stay on the lake shore drive; it was dark and he had to have time to think. If only to be a sponge.


  “People will be looking for me,” she exclaimed.


  “They’re looking for me, too.”


  “You’ve taken me against my will. You struck me. Repeatedly.” She spoke more softly now, imposing a control on herself. “That’s kidnapping, assault…those are serious crimes. You’re out of the hotel; that’s what you said you wanted. Let me go and I won’t say anything. I promise you!”


  “You mean you’ll give me your word?”


  “Yes!”


  “I gave you mine and took it back. So could you.”


  “You’re different. I won’t. No one’s trying to kill me! Oh God! Please!”


  “Keep driving.”


  One thing was clear to him. The killers had seen him drop his suitcase and leave it behind in his race for escape. That suitcase told them the obvious: he was getting out of Zurich, undoubtedly out of Switzerland. The airport and the train station would be watched. And the car he had taken from the man he had killed—who had tried to kill him—would be the object of a search.


  He could not go to the airport or to the train station; he had to get rid of the car and find another. Yet he was not without resources. He was carrying 100,000 Swiss francs, and more than 16,000 French francs, the Swiss currency in his passport case, the French in the billfold he had stolen from the Marquis de Chamford. It was more than enough to buy him secretly to Paris.


  Why Paris? It was as though the city were a magnet, pulling him to her without explanation.


  You are not helpless. You will find your way.… Follow your instincts, reasonably, of course.


  To Paris.


  “Have you been to Zurich before?” he asked his hostage.


  “Never.”


  “You wouldn’t lie to me, would you?”


  “I’ve no reason to! Please. Let me stop. Let me go!”


  “How long have you been here?”


  “A week. The conference was for a week.”


  “Then you’ve had time to get around, do some sightseeing.”


  “I barely left the hotel. There wasn’t time.”


  “The schedule I saw on the board didn’t seem very crowded. Only two lectures for the entire day.”


  “They were guest speakers; there were never more than two a day. The majority of our work was done in conference…small conferences. Ten to fifteen people from different countries, different interests.”


  “You’re from Canada?”


  “I work for the Canadian government Treasury Board, Department of National Revenue.”


  “The ‘doctor’s’ not medical then.”


  “Economics. McGill University. Pembroke College, Oxford.”


  “I’m impressed.”


  Suddenly, with controlled stridency, she added, “My superiors expect me to be in contact with them. Tonight. If they don’t hear from me, they’ll be alarmed. They’ll make inquiries; they’ll call the Zurich police.”


  “I see,” he said. “That’s something to think about, isn’t it?” It occurred to Bourne that throughout the shock and the violence of the last half hour, the St. Jacques woman had not let her purse out of her hand. He leaned forward, wincing as he did so, the pain in his chest suddenly acute again. “Give me your purse.”


  “What?” She moved her hand quickly from the wheel, grabbing the purse in a futile attempt to keep it from him.


  He thrust his right hand over the seat, his fingers grasping the leather. “Just drive, Doctor,” he said as he lifted the purse off the seat and leaned back again.


  “You have no right…” She stopped, the foolishness of her remark apparent.


  “I know that,” he replied, opening the purse, turning on the sedan’s reading lamp, moving the handbag into its spill. As befitted the owner, the purse was well organized. Passport, wallet, a change purse, keys, and assorted notes and messages in the rear pockets. He looked for a specific message; it was in a yellow envelope given her by the clerk at the Carillon du Lac’s front desk. He found it, lifted the flap, and took out the folded paper. It was a cablegram from Ottawa.


  
    DAILY REPORTS FIRST RATE. LEAVE GRANTED. WILL MEET YOU AT AIRPORT WEDNESDAY 26. CALL OR CABLE FLIGHT. IN LYON DO NOT MISS BELLE MEUNIERE. CUISINE SUPERB. LOVE PETER

  


  Jason put the cable back in the purse. He saw a small book of matches, the cover a glossy white, scroll writing on the front. He picked it out and read the name. Kronenhalle. A restaurant…A restaurant. Something bothered him; he did not know what it was, but it was there. Something about a restaurant. He kept the matches, closed the purse, and leaned forward, dropping it on the front seat. “That’s all I wanted to see,” he said, settling back into the corner, staring at the matches. “I seem to remember your saying something about ‘word from Ottawa.’ You got it; the twenty-sixth is over a week away.”


  “Please…”


  The supplication was a cry for help; he heard it for what it was but could not respond. For the next hour or so he needed this woman, needed her as a lame man needed a crutch, or more aptly, as one who could not function behind a wheel needed a driver. But not in this car.


  “Turn around,” he ordered. “Head back to the Carillon.”


  “To the…hotel?”


  “Yes,” he said, his eyes on the matches, turning them over and over in his hand under the light of the reading lamp. “We need another car.”


  “We? No, you can’t! I won’t go any—” Again she stopped before the statement was made, before the thought was completed. Another thought had obviously struck her; she was abruptly silent as she swung the wheel until the sedan was facing the opposite direction on the dark lakeshore road. She pressed the accelerator down with such force that the car bolted; the tires spun under the sudden burst of speed. She depressed the pedal instantly, gripping the wheel, trying to control herself.


  Bourne looked up from the matches at the back of her head, at the long dark red hair that shone in the light. He took the gun from his pocket and once more leaned forward directly behind her. He raised the weapon, moving his hand over her shoulder, turning the barrel and pressing it against her cheek.


  “Understand me clearly. You’re going to do exactly as I tell you. You’re going to be right at my side and this gun will be in my pocket. It will be aimed at your stomach, just as it’s aimed at your head right now. As you’ve seen, I’m running for my life, and I won’t hesitate to pull the trigger. I want you to understand.”


  “I understand.” Her reply was a whisper. She breathed through her parted lips, her terror complete. Jason removed the barrel of the gun from her cheek; he was satisfied.


  Satisfied and revolted.


  Let your mind fall free.… The matches. What was it about the matches? But it was not the matches, it was the restaurant—not the Kronenhalle, but a restaurant. Heavy beams, candlelight, black…triangles on the outside. White stone and black triangles. Three?…Three black triangles.


  Someone was there…at a restaurant with three triangles in front. The image was so clear, so vivid…so disturbing. What was it? Did such a place even exist?


  Specifics may come to you…certain repressed conduits…prodded into functioning.


  Was it happening now? Oh, Christ, I can’t stand it!


  He could see the lights of the Carillon du Lac several hundred yards down the road. He had not fully thought out his moves, but was operating on two assumptions. The first was that the killers had not remained on the premises. On the other hand, Bourne was not about to walk into a trap of his own making. He knew two of the killers; he would not recognize others if they had been left behind.


  The main parking area was beyond the circular drive, on the left side of the hotel. “Slow down,” Jason ordered. “Turn into the first drive on the left.”


  “It’s an exit,” protested the woman, her voice strained. “We’re going the wrong way.”


  “No one’s coming out. Go on! Drive into the parking lot, past the lights.”


  The scene at the hotel’s canopied entrance explained why no one paid attention to them. There were four police cars lined up in the circular drive, their roof lights revolving, conveying the aura of emergency. He could see uniformed police, tuxedoed hotel clerks at their sides, among the crowds of excited hotel guests; they were asking questions as well as answering them, checking off names of those leaving in automobiles.


  Marie St. Jacques drove across the parking area beyond the floodlights and into an open space on the right. She turned off the engine and sat motionless, staring straight ahead.


  “Be very careful,” said Bourne, rolling down his window. “And move slowly. Open your door and get out, then stand by mine and help me. Remember, the window’s open and the gun’s in my hand. You’re only two or three feet in front of me; there’s no way I could miss if I fired.”


  She did as she was told, a terrified automaton. Jason supported himself on the frame of the window and pulled himself to the pavement. He shifted his weight from one foot to another; mobility was returning. He could walk. Not well, and with a limp, but he could walk.


  “What are you going to do?” asked the St. Jacques woman, as if she were afraid to hear his answer.


  “Wait. Sooner or later someone will drive a car back here and park it. No matter what happened in there, it’s still dinnertime. Reservations were made, parties arranged, a lot of it business; those people won’t change their plans.”


  “And when a car does come, how will you take it?” She paused, then answered her own question. “Oh, my God, you’re going to kill whoever’s driving it.”


  He gripped her arm, her frightened chalk-white face inches away. He had to control her by fear, but not to the point where she might slip into hysterics. “If I have to I will, but I don’t think it’ll be necessary. Parking attendants bring the cars back here. Keys are usually left on the dashboard or under the seats. It’s just easier.”


  Headlight beams shot out from the fork in the circular drive; a small coupé entered the lot, accelerating once into it, the mark of an attendant driver. The car came directly toward them, alarming Bourne until he saw the empty space nearby. But they were in the path of the headlights; they had been seen.


  Reservations for the dining room.… A restaurant. Jason made his decision; he would use the moment.


  The attendant got out of the coupé and placed the keys under the seat. As he walked to the rear of the car, he nodded at them, not without curiosity. Bourne spoke in French.


  “Hey, young fellow! Maybe you can help us.”


  “Sir?” The attendant approached them haltingly, cautiously, the events in the hotel obviously on his mind.


  “I’m not feeling so well, too much of your excellent Swiss wine.”


  “It will happen, sir.” The young man smiled, relieved.


  “My wife thought it would be a good idea to get some air before we left for town.”


  “A good idea, sir.”


  “Is everything still crazy inside? I didn’t think the police officer would let us out until he saw that I might be sick all over his uniform.”


  “Crazy, sir. They’re everywhere.… We’ve been told not to discuss it.”


  “Of course. But we’ve got a problem. An associate flew in this afternoon and we agreed to meet at a restaurant, only I’ve forgotten the name. I’ve been there but I just can’t remember where it is or what it’s called. I do remember that on the front there were three odd shapes…a design of some sort, I think. Triangles. I believe.”


  “That’s the Drei Alpenhäuser, sir. The…Three Chalets. It’s in a sidestreet off the Falkenstrasse.”


  “Yes, of course, that’s it! And to get there from here we…” Bourne trailed off the words, a man with too much wine trying to concentrate.


  “Just turn left out of the exit, sir. Stay on the Uto Quai for about one hundred meters, until you reach a large pier, then turn right. It will take you into the Falkenstrasse. Once you pass Seefeld, you can’t miss the street or the restaurant. There’s a sign on the corner.”


  “Thank you. Will you be here a few hours from now, when we return?”


  “I’m on duty until two this morning, sir.”


  “Good. I’ll look for you and express my gratitude more concretely.”


  “Thank you, sir. May I get your car for you?”


  “You’ve done enough, thanks. A little more walking is required.” The attendant saluted and started for the front of the hotel. Jason led Marie St. Jacques toward the coupé, limping beside her. “Hurry up. The keys are under the seat.”


  “If they stop us, what will you do? That attendant will see the car go out; he’ll know you’ve stolen it.”


  “I doubt it. Not if we leave right away, the minute he’s back in that crowd.”


  “Suppose he does?”


  “Then I hope you’re a fast driver,” said Bourne pushing her toward the door. “Get in.” The attendant had turned the corner and suddenly hurried his pace. Jason took out the gun and limped rapidly around the hood of the coupé, supporting himself on it while pointing the pistol at the windshield. He opened the passenger door and climbed in beside her. “Goddamn it—I said get the keys!”


  “All right…I can’t think.”


  “Try harder!”


  “Oh, God…” She reached below the seat, stabbing her hand around the carpet until she found the small leather case.


  “Start the motor, but wait until I tell you to back out.” He watched for headlight beams to shine into the area from the circular drive; it would be a reason for the attendant to have suddenly broken into a near run; a car to be parked. They did not come; the reason could be something else. Two unknown people in the parking lot. “Go ahead. Quickly. I want to get out of here.” She threw the gear into reverse; seconds later they approached the exit into the lakeshore drive. “Slow down,” he commanded. A taxi was swinging into the curve in front of them.


  Bourne held his breath and looked through the opposite window at the Carillon du Lac’s entrance; the scene under the canopy explained the attendant’s sudden decision to hurry. An argument had broken out between the police and a group of hotel guests. A line had formed, names checked off for those leaving the hotel, the resulting delays angering the innocent.


  “Let’s go,” said Jason, wincing again, the pain shooting through his chest. “We’re clear.”


  It was a numbing sensation, eerie and uncanny. The three triangles were as he had pictured them: thick dark wood raised in bas-relief on white stone. Three equal triangles, abstract renditions of chalet roofs in a valley of snow so deep the lower stories were obscured. Above the three points was the restaurant’s name in Germanic letters: DREI ALPENHAUSER. Below the baseline of the center triangles was the entrance, double doors that together formed a cathedral arch, the hardware massive rings of iron common to an Alpine château.


  The surrounding buildings on both sides of the narrow brick street were restored structures of a Zurich and a Europe long past. It was not a street for automobiles; instead one pictured elaborate coaches drawn by horses, drivers sitting high in mufflers and top hats, and gas lamps everywhere. It was a street filled with the sights and sounds of forgotten memories, thought the man who had no memory to forget.


  Yet he had had one, vivid and disturbing. Three dark triangles, heavy beams and candlelight. He had been right; it was a memory of Zurich. But in another life.


  “We’re here,” said the woman.


  “I know.”


  “Tell me what to do!” she cried. “We’re going past it.”


  “Go to the next corner and turn left. Go around the block, then drive back through here.”


  “Why?”


  “I wish I knew.”


  “What?”


  “Because I said so.” Someone was there…at that restaurant. Why didn’t other images come? Another image. A face.


  They drove down the street past the restaurant twice more. Two separate couples and a foursome went inside; a single man came out, heading for the Falkenstrasse. To judge from the cars parked on the curb, there was a medium-sized crowd at the Drei Alpenhäuser. It would grow in number as the next two hours passed, most of Zurich preferring its evening meal nearer ten-thirty than eight. There was no point in delaying any longer; nothing further came to Bourne. He could only sit and watch and hope something would come. Something. For something had; a book of matches had evoked an image of reality. Within that reality there was a truth he had to discover.


  “Pull over to your right, in front of the last car. We’ll walk back.”


  Silently, without comment or protest, the St. Jacques woman did as she was told. Jason looked at her; her reaction was too docile, inconsistent with her previous behavior. He understood. A lesson had to be taught. Regardless of what might happen inside the Drei Alpenhäuser, he needed her for a final contribution. She had to drive him out of Zurich.


  The car came to a stop, tires scraping the curb. She turned off the motor and began to remove the keys, her movement slow, too slow. He reached over and held her wrist; she stared at him in the shadows without breathing. He slid his fingers over her hand until he felt the key case.


  “I’ll take those,” he said.


  “Naturally,” she replied, her left hand unnaturally at her side, poised by the panel of the door.


  “Now get out and stand by the hood,” he continued. “Don’t do anything foolish.”


  “Why should I? You’d kill me.”


  “Good.” He reached for the handle of the door, exaggerating the difficulty. The back of his head was to her; he snapped the handle down.


  The rustle of fabric was sudden, the rush of air more sudden still; her door crashed open, the woman half out into the street. But Bourne was ready; a lesson had to be taught. He spun around, his left arm an uncoiling spring, his hand a claw, gripping the silk of her dress between her shoulder blades. He pulled her back into the seat, and, grabbing her by the hair, yanked her head toward him until her neck was stretched, her face against his.


  “I won’t do it again!” she cried, tears welling at her eyes. “I swear to you I won’t!”


  He reached across and pulled the door shut, then looked at her closely, trying to understand something in himself. Thirty minutes ago in another car he had experienced a degree of nausea when he had pressed the barrel of the gun into her cheek, threatening to take her life if she disobeyed him. There was no such revulsion now; with one overt action she had crossed over into another territory. She had become an enemy, a threat; he could kill her if he had to, kill her without emotion because it was the practical thing to do.


  “Say something!” she whispered. Her body went into a brief spasm, her breasts pressing against the dark silk of her dress, rising and falling with the agitated movement. She gripped her own wrist in an attempt to control herself; she partially succeeded. She spoke again, the whisper replaced by a monotone. “I said I wouldn’t do it again and I won’t.”


  “You’ll try,” he replied quietly. “There’ll come a moment when you think you can make it, and you’ll try. Believe me when I tell you you can’t, but if you try again I will have to kill you. I don’t want to do that, there’s no reason for it, no reason at all. Unless you become a threat to me, and in running away before I let you go you do just that. I can’t allow it.”


  He had spoken the truth as he understood the truth. The simplicity of the decision was as astonishing to him as the decision itself. Killing was a practical matter, nothing else.


  “You say you’ll let me go,” she said. “When?”


  “When I’m safe,” he answered. “When it doesn’t make any difference what you say or do.”


  “When will that be?”


  “An hour or so from now. When we’re out of Zurich and I’m on my way to someplace else. You won’t know where or how.”


  “Why should I believe you?”


  “I don’t care whether you do or not.” He released her. “Pull yourself together. Dry your eyes and comb your hair. We’re going inside.”


  “What’s in there?”


  “I wish I knew,” he said, glancing through the rear window at the door of the Drei Alpenhäuser.


  “You said that before.”


  He looked at her, at the wide brown eyes that were searching his. Searching in fear, in bewilderment. “I know. Hurry up.”


  There were thick beams running across the high Alpine ceiling, tables and chairs of heavy wood, deep booths and candlelight everywhere. An accordion player moved through the crowd, muted strains of Bavarian music coming from his instrument.


  He had seen the large room before, the beams and the candlelight printed somewhere in his mind, the sounds recorded also. He had come here in another life. They stood in the shallow foyer in front of the maître d’s station; the tuxedoed man greeted them.


  “Haben Sie einen Tisch schon reserviert, mein Herr?”


  “If you mean reservations, I’m afraid not. But you were highly recommended. I hope you can fit us in. A booth, if possible.”


  “Certainly, sir. It’s the early sitting; we’re not yet crowded. This way, please.”


  They were taken to a booth in the nearest corner, a flickering candle in the center of the table. Bourne’s limp and the fact that he held on to the woman, dictated the closest available location. Jason nodded to Marie St. Jacques; she sat down and he slid into the booth opposite her.


  “Move against the wall,” he said, after the maître d’ had left. “Remember, the gun’s in my pocket and all I have to do is raise my foot and you’re trapped.”


  “I said I wouldn’t try.”


  “I hope you don’t. Order a drink; there’s no time to eat.”


  “I couldn’t eat.” She gripped her wrist again, her hands visibly trembling. “Why isn’t there time? What are you waiting for?”


  “I don’t know.”


  “Why do you keep saying that? ‘I don’t know.’ ‘I wish I knew.’ Why did you come here?”


  “Because I’ve been here before.”


  “That’s no answer!”


  “There’s no reason for me to give you one.”


  A waiter approached. The St. Jacques woman asked for wine; Bourne ordered scotch, needing the stronger drink. He looked around the restaurant, trying to concentrate on everything and nothing. A sponge. But there was only nothing. No images filled his mind; no thoughts intruded on his absence of thought. Nothing.


  And then he saw the face across the room. It was a large face set in a large head, above an obese body pressed against the wall of an end booth, next to a closed door. The fat man stayed in the shadows of his observation point as if they were his protection, the unlit section of the floor his sanctuary. His eyes were riveted on Jason, equal parts fear and disbelief in his stare. Bourne did not know the face, but the face knew him. The man brought his fingers to his lips and wiped the corners of his mouth, then shifted his eyes, taking in each diner at every table. Only then did he begin what was obviously a painful journey around the room toward their booth.


  “A man’s coming over here,” Jason said over the flame of the candle. “A fat man, and he’s afraid. Don’t say anything. No matter what he says, keep your mouth shut. And don’t look at him; raise your hand, rest your head on your elbow casually. Look at the wall, not him.”


  The woman frowned, bringing her right hand to her face; her fingers trembled. Her lips formed a question, but no words came. Jason answered the unspoken.


  “For your own good,” he said. “There’s no point in his being able to identify you.”


  The fat man edged around the corner of the booth. Bourne blew out the candle, throwing the table into relative darkness. The man stared him down and spoke in a low, strained voice.


  “Du lieber Gott! Why did you come here? What have I done that you should do this to me?”


  “I enjoy the food, you know that.”


  “Have you no feelings? I have a family, a wife and children. I did only as I was told. I gave you the envelope; I did not look inside, I know nothing!”


  “But you were paid, weren’t you?” asked Jason instinctively.


  “Yes, but I said nothing. We never met, I never described you. I spoke to no one!”


  “Then why are you afraid? I’m just an ordinary patron about to order dinner.”


  “I beg you. Leave.”


  “Now I’m angry. You’d better tell me why.”


  The fat man brought his hand to his face, his fingers again wiping the moisture that had formed around his mouth. He angled his head, glancing at the door, then turned back to Bourne. “Others may have spoken, others may know who you are. I’ve had my share of trouble with the police, they would come directly to me.”


  The St. Jacques woman lost control; she looked at Jason, the words escaping. “The police.… They were the police.”


  Bourne glared at her, then turned back to the nervous fat man. “Are you saying the police would harm your wife and children?”


  “Not in themselves—as you well know. But their interest would lead others to me. To my family. How many are there that look for you, mein Herr? And what are they that do? You need no answer from me; they stop at nothing—the death of a wife or a child is nothing. Please. On my life. I’ve said nothing. Leave.”


  “You’re exaggerating.” Jason brought the drink to his lips, a prelude to dismissal.


  “In the name of Christ, don’t do this!” The man leaned over, gripping the edge of the table. “You wish proof of my silence, I give it to you. Word was spread throughout the Verbrecherwelt. Anyone with any information whatsoever should call a number set up by the Zurich police. Everything would be kept in the strictest confidence; they would not lie in the Verbrecherwelt about that. Rewards were ample, the police in several countries sending funds through Interpol. Past misunderstandings might be seen in new judicial lights.” The conspirator stood up, wiping his mouth again, his large bulk hovering above the wood. “A man like myself could profit from a kinder relationship with the police. Yet I did nothing. In spite of the guarantee of confidentiality, I did nothing at all!”


  “Did anyone else? Tell me the truth; I’ll know if you’re lying.”


  “I know only Chernak. He’s the only one I’ve ever spoken with who admits having even seen you. But you know that; the envelope was passed through him to me. He’d never say anything.”


  “Where’s Chernak now?”


  “Where he always is. In his flat on the Löwenstrasse.”


  “I’ve never been there. What’s the number?”


  “You’ve never been?…” The fat man paused, his lips pressed together, alarm in his eyes. “Are you testing me?”


  “Answer the question.”


  “Number 37. You know it as well as I do.”


  “Then I’m testing you. Who gave the envelope to Chernak?”


  The man stood motionless, his dubious integrity challenged. “I have no way of knowing. Nor would I ever inquire.”


  “You weren’t even curious?”


  “Of course not. A goat does not willingly enter the wolf’s cave.”


  “Goats are surefooted; they’ve got an accurate sense of smell.”


  “And they are cautious, mein Herr. Because the wolf is faster, infinitely more aggressive. There would be only one chase. The goat’s last.”


  “What was in the envelope?”


  “I told you, I did not open it.”


  “But you know what was in it.”


  “Money, I presume.”


  “You presume?”


  “Very well. Money. A great deal of money. If there was any discrepancy, it had nothing to do with me. Now please, I beg you. Get out of here!”


  “One last question.”


  “Anything. Just leave!”


  “What was the money for?”


  The obese man stared down at Bourne, his breathing audible, sweat glistening on his chin. “You put me on the rack, mein Herr, but I will not turn away from you. Call it the courage of an insignificant goat who has survived. Every day I read the newspapers. In three languages. Six months ago a man was killed. His death was reported on the front page of each of those papers.”


  CHAPTER SEVEN


  



  They circled the block, emerging on the Falkenstrasse, then turned right on the Limmat Quai toward the cathedral of Grossmünster. The Löwenstrasse was across the river, on the west side of the city. The quickest way to reach it was to cross the Münster Bridge to the Bahnhofstrasse, then to the Nüschelerstrasse; the streets intersected, according to a couple who had been about to enter the Drei Alpenhäuser.


  Marie St. Jacques was silent, holding onto the wheel as she had gripped the straps of her handbag during the madness at the Carillon, somehow her connection with sanity. Bourne glanced at her and understood.


  …a man was killed, his death reported on the front pages of each of those papers.


  Jason Bourne had been paid to kill, and the police in several countries had sent funds through Interpol to convert reluctant informers, to broaden the base of his capture. Which meant that other men had been killed.…


  How many are there that look for you, mein Herr? And what are they that do?…They stop at nothing—the death of a wife or a child is nothing!


  Not the police. Others.


  The twin bell towers of the Grossmünster church rose in the night sky, floodlights creating eerie shadows. Jason stared at the ancient structure; as so much else he knew it but did not know it. He had seen it before, yet he was seeing it now for the first time.


  I know only Chernak.… The envelope was passed through him to me.… Löwenstrasse. Number 37. You know it as well as I do.


  Did he? Would he?


  They drove over the bridge into the traffic of the newer city. The streets were crowded, automobiles and pedestrians vying for supremacy at every intersection, the red and green signals erratic and interminable. Bourne tried to concentrate on nothing…and everything. The outlines of the truth were being presented to him, shape by enigmatic shape, each more startling than the last. He was not at all sure he was capable—mentally capable—of absorbing a great deal more.


  “Halt! Die Dame da! Die Scheinwerfer sind aus und Sie haben links signaliziert. Das ist eine Einbahnstrasse!”


  Jason looked up, a hollow pain knotting his stomach. A patrol car was beside them, a policeman shouting through his open window. Everything was suddenly clear…clear and infuriating. The St. Jacques woman had seen the police car in the sideview mirror; she had extinguished the headlights and slipped her hand down to the directional signal, flipping it for a left turn. A left turn into a one-way street whose arrows at the intersection clearly defined the traffic heading right. And turning left by bolting in front of the police car would result in several violations: the absence of headlights, perhaps even a premeditated collision; they would be stopped, the woman free to scream.


  Bourne snapped the headlights on, then leaned across the girl, one hand disengaging the directional signal, the other gripping her arm where he had gripped it before.


  “I’ll kill you, Doctor,” he said quietly, then shouted through the window at the police officer. “Sorry! We’re a little confused! Tourists! We want the next block!”


  The policeman was barely two feet away from Marie St. Jacques, his eyes on her face, evidently puzzled by her lack of reaction.


  The light changed. “Ease forward. Don’t do anything stupid,” said Jason. He waved at the police officer through the glass. “Sorry again!” he yelled. The policeman shrugged, turning to his partner to resume a previous conversation.


  “I was confused,” said the girl, her soft voice trembling. “There’s so much traffic.… Oh, God, you’ve broken my arm!…You bastard.”


  Bourne released her, disturbed by her anger; he preferred fear. “You don’t expect me to believe you, do you?”


  “My arm?”


  “Your confusion.”


  “You said we were going to turn left soon; that’s all I was thinking about.”


  “Next time look at the traffic.” He moved away from her but did not take his eyes off her face.


  “You are an animal,” she whispered, briefly closing her eyes, opening them in fear; it had come back.


  They reached the Löwenstrasse, a wide avenue where low buildings of brick and heavy wood stood sandwiched between modern examples of smooth concrete and glass. The character of nineteenth-century flats competed against the utilitarianism of contemporary neuterness; they did not lose. Jason watched the numbers; they were descending from the middle eighties, with each block the old houses more in evidence than the high-rise apartments, until the street had returned in time to that other era. There was a row of neat four-story flats, roofs and windows framed in wood, stone steps and railings leading up to recessed doorways washed in the light of carriage lamps. Bourne recognized the unremembered; the fact that he did so was not startling, but something else was. The row of houses evoked another image, a very strong image of another row of flats, similar in outlines, but oddly different. Weathered, older, nowhere near as neat or scrubbed…cracked windows, broken steps, incomplete railings—jagged ends of rusted iron. Further away, in another part of…Zurich, yes they were in Zurich. In a small district rarely if ever visited by those who did not live there, a part of the city that was left behind, but not gracefully.


  “Steppdeckstrasse,” he said to himself, concentrating on the image in his mind. He could see a doorway, the paint a faded red, as dark as the red silk dress worn by the woman beside him. “A boardinghouse…in the Steppdeckstrasse.”


  “What?” Marie St. Jacques was startled. The words he uttered alarmed her; she had obviously related them to herself and was terrified.


  “Nothing.” He took his eyes off the dress and looked out the window. “There’s Number 37,” he said, pointing to the fifth house in the row. “Stop the car.”


  He got out first, ordering her to slide across the seat and follow. He tested his legs and took the keys from her.


  “You can walk,” she said. “If you can walk, you can drive.”


  “I probably can.”


  “Then let me go! I’ve done everything you’ve wanted.”


  “And then some,” he added.


  “I won’t say anything, can’t you understand that? You’re the last person on earth I ever want to see again…or have anything to do with. I don’t want to be a witness, or get involved with the police, or statements, or anything! I don’t want to be a part of what you’re a part of! I’m frightened to death…that’s your protection, don’t you see? Let me go, please.”


  “I can’t.”


  “You don’t believe me.”


  “That’s not relevant. I need you.”


  “For what?”


  “For something very stupid. I don’t have a driver’s license. You can’t rent a car without a driver’s license and I’ve got to rent a car.”


  “You’ve got this car.”


  “It’s good for maybe another hour. Someone’s going to walk out of the Carillon du Lac and want it. The description will be radioed to every police car in Zurich.”


  She looked at him, dead fear in the glaze of her eyes. “I don’t want to go up there with you. I heard what that man said in the restaurant. If I hear any more you’ll kill me.”


  “What you heard makes no more sense to me than it does to you. Perhaps less. Come on.” He took her by the arm, and put his free hand on the railing so he could climb the steps with a minimum of pain.


  She stared at him, bewilderment and fear converged in her look.


  The name M. Chernak was under the second mail slot, a bell beneath the letters. He did not ring it, but pressed the adjacent four buttons. Within seconds a cacophony of voices sprang out of the small, dotted speakers, asking in Schweizerdeutsch who was there. But someone did not answer; he merely pressed a buzzer which released the lock. Jason opened the door, pushing Marie St. Jacques in front of him.


  He moved her against the wall and waited. From above came the sounds of doors opening, footsteps walking toward the staircase.


  “Wer ist da?”


  “Johann?”


  “Wo bist du denn?”


  Silence. Followed by words of irritation. Footsteps were heard again; doors closed.


  M. Chernak was on the second floor, Flat 2C. Bourne took the girl’s arm, limped with her to the staircase, and started the climb. She was right, of course. It would be far better if he were alone, but there was nothing he could do about that; he did need her.


  He had studied road maps during the weeks in Port Noir. Lucerne was no more than an hour away, Bern two and a half or three. He could head for either one, dropping her off in some deserted spot along the way, and then disappear. It was simply a matter of timing; he had the resources to buy a hundred connections. He needed only a conduit out of Zurich and she was it.


  But before he left Zurich he had to know; he had to talk to a man named…


  M. Chernak. The name was to the right of the doorbell. He sidestepped away from the door, pulling the woman with him.


  “Do you speak German?” Jason asked.


  “No.”


  “Don’t lie.”


  “I’m not.”


  Bourne thought, glancing up and down the short hallway. Then: “Ring the bell. If the door opens just stand there. If someone answers from inside, say you have a message—an urgent message—from a friend at the Drei Alpenhäuser.”


  “Suppose he—or she—says to slide it under the door?”


  Jason looked at her. “Very good.”


  “I just don’t want any more violence. I don’t want to know anything or see anything. I just want to—”


  “I know,” he interrupted. “Go back to Caesar’s taxes and the Punic wars. If he—or she—says something like that, explain in a couple of words that the message is verbal and can only be delivered to the man who was described to you.”


  “If he asks for that description?” said Marie St. Jacques icily, analysis momentarily pre-empting fear.


  “You’ve got a good mind, Doctor,” he said.


  “I’m precise. I’m frightened; I told you that. What do I do?”


  “Say to hell with them, someone else can deliver it. Then start to walk away.”


  She moved to the door and rang the bell. There was an odd sound from within. A scratching, growing louder, constant. Then it stopped and a deep voice was heard through the wood.


  “Ja?”


  “I’m afraid I don’t speak German.”


  “Englisch. What is it? Who are you?”


  “I have an urgent message from a friend at the Drei Alpenhäuser.”


  “Shove it under the door.”


  “I can’t do that. It isn’t written down. I have to deliver it personally to the man who was described to me.”


  “Well, that shouldn’t be difficult,” said the voice. The lock clicked and the door opened.


  Bourne stepped away from the wall, into the doorframe.


  “You’re insane!” cried a man with two stumps for legs, propped up in a wheelchair. “Get out! Get away from here!”


  “I’m tired of hearing that,” said Jason, pulling the girl inside and closing the door.


  It took no pressure to convince Marie St. Jacques to remain in a small, windowless bedroom while they talked; she did so willingly. The legless Chernak was close to panic, his ravaged face chalk white, his unkempt gray hair matted about his neck and forehead.


  “What do you want from me?” he asked. “You swore the last transaction was our final one! I can do no more, I cannot take the risk. Messengers have been here. No matter how cautious, how many times removed from your sources, they have been here! If one leaves an address in the wrong surroundings, I’m a dead man!”


  “You’ve done pretty well for the risks you’ve taken,” said Bourne, standing in front of the wheelchair, his mind racing, wondering if there was a word or a phrase that could trigger a flow of information. Then he remembered the envelope. If there was any discrepancy, it had nothing to do with me. A fat man at the Drei Alpenhäuser.


  “Minor compared to the magnitude of those risks.” Chernak shook his head; his upper chest heaved; the stumps that fell over the chair moved obscenely back and forth. “I was content before you came into my life, mein Herr, for I was minor. An old soldier who made his way to Zurich—blown up, a cripple, worthless except for certain facts stored away that former comrades paid meagerly to keep suppressed. It was a decent life, not much, but enough. Then you found me.…”


  “I’m touched,” broke in Jason. “Let’s talk about the envelope—the envelope you passed to our mutual friend at Drei Alpenhäuser. Who gave it to you?”


  “A messenger. Who else?”


  “Where did it come from?”


  “How would I know? It arrived in a box, just like the others. I unpacked it and sent it on. It was you who wished it so. You said you could not come here any longer.”


  “But you opened it.” A statement.


  “Never!”


  “Suppose I told you there was money missing.”


  “Then it was not paid; it was not in the envelope!” The legless man’s voice rose. “However, I don’t believe you. If that were so, you would not have accepted the assignment. But you did accept that assignment. So why are you here now?”


  Because I have to know. Because I’m going out of my mind. I see things and I hear things I do not understand. I’m a skilled, resourceful…vegetable! Help me!


  Bourne moved away from the chair; he walked aimlessly toward a bookcase where there were several upright photographs recessed against the wall. They explained the man behind him. Groups of German soldiers, some with shepherd dogs, posing outside of barracks and by fences…and in front of a high-wire gate with part of a name showing. DACH—


  Dachau.


  The man behind him. He was moving! Jason turned; the legless Chernak had his hand in the canvas bag strapped to his chair; his eyes were on fire, his ravaged face contorted. The hand came out swiftly, in it a short-barreled revolver, and before Bourne could reach his own, Chernak fired. The shots came rapidly, the icelike pain filling his left shoulder, then head—oh God! He dove to his right, spinning on the rug, shoving a heavy floor lamp toward the cripple, spinning again until he was at the far side of the wheelchair. He crouched and lunged, crashing his right shoulder into Chernak’s back, sending the legless man out of the chair as he reached into his pocket for the gun.


  “They’ll pay for your corpse!” screamed the deformed man, writhing on the floor, trying to steady his slumped body long enough to level his weapon. “You won’t put me in a coffin! I’ll see you there! Carlos will pay! By Christ, he’ll pay!”


  Jason sprang to the left and fired. Chernak’s head snapped back, his throat erupting in blood. He was dead.


  A cry came from the door of the bedroom. It grew in depth, low and hollow, an elongated wail, fear and revulsion weaved into the chord. A woman’s cry…of course it was a woman! His hostage, his conduit out of Zurich! Oh, Jesus, he could not focus his eyes! His temple was in agony!


  He found his vision, refusing to acknowledge the pain. He saw a bathroom, the door open, towels and a sink and a…mirrored cabinet. He ran in, pulled the mirror back with such force that it jumped its hinges, crashing to the floor, shattered. Shelves. Rolls of gauze and tape and…they were all he could grab. He had to get out…gunshots; gunshots were alarms. He had to get out, take his hostage, and get away! The bedroom, the bedroom. Where was it?


  The cry, the wail…follow the cry! He reached the door and kicked it open. The woman…his hostage—what the hell was her name?—was pressed against the wall, tears streaming down her face, her lips parted. He rushed in and grabbed her by the wrist, dragging her out.


  “My God, you killed him!” she cried. “An old man with no—”


  “Shut up!” He pushed her toward the door, opened it, and shoved her into the hallway. He could see blurred figures in open spaces, by railings, inside rooms. They began running, disappearing; he heard doors slam, people shout. He took the woman’s arm with his left hand; the grip caused shooting pains in his shoulder. He propelled her to the staircase and forced her to descend with him, using her for support, his right hand holding the gun.


  They reached the lobby and the heavy door. “Open it!” he ordered; she did. They passed the row of mailboxes to the outside entrance. He released her briefly, opening the door himself, peering out into the street, listening for sirens. There were none. “Come on!” he said, pulling her out to the stone steps and down to the pavement. He reached into his pocket, wincing, and took out the car keys. “Get in!”


  Inside the car he unraveled the gauze, bunching it against the side of his head, blotting the trickle of blood. From deep inside his consciousness, there was a strange feeling of relief. The wound was a graze; the fact that it had been his head had sent him into panic, but the bullet had not entered his skull. It had not entered; there would be no return to the agonies of Port Noir.


  “Goddamn it, start the car! Get out of here!”


  “Where? You didn’t say where.” The woman was not screaming; instead she was calm. Unreasonably calm. Looking at him…was she looking at him?


  He was feeling dizzy again, losing focus again. “Steppdeckstrasse.…” He heard the word as he spoke it, not sure the voice was his. But he could picture the doorway. Faded dark red paint, cracked glass…rusted iron. “Steppdeckstrasse,” he repeated.


  What was wrong? Why wasn’t the motor going? Why didn’t the car move forward? Didn’t she hear him?


  His eyes were closed; he opened them. The gun. It was on his lap; he had set it down to press the bandage…she was hitting it, hitting it! The weapon crashed to the floor; he reached down and she pushed him, sending his head against the window. Her door opened and she leaped out into the street and began running. She was running away! His hostage, his conduit was racing up the Löwenstrasse!


  He could not stay in the car; he dared not try to drive it. It was a steel trap, marking him. He put the gun in his pocket with the roll of tape and grabbed the gauze, clutching it in his left hand, ready to press it against his temple at the first recurrence of blood. He got out and limped as fast as he could down the pavement.


  Somewhere there was a corner, somewhere a taxi. Steppdeckstrasse.


  Marie St. Jacques kept running in the middle of the wide, deserted avenue, in and out of the spills of the streetlamps, waving her arms at the automobiles in the Löwenstrasse. They sped by her. She turned in the wash of headlights behind her, holding up her hands, pleading for attention; the cars accelerated and passed her by. This was Zurich, and the Löwenstrasse at night was too wide, too dark, too near the deserted park and the river Sihl.


  The men in one automobile, however, were aware of her. Its headlights were off, the driver inside having seen the woman in the distance. He spoke to his companion in Schweizerdeutsch.


  “It could be her. This Chernak lives only a block or so down the street.”


  “Stop and let her come closer. She’s supposed to be wearing a silk…it’s her!”


  “Let’s make certain before we radio the others.”


  Both men got out of the car, the passenger moving discreetly around the trunk to join the driver. They wore conservative business suits, their faces pleasant, but serious, businesslike. The panicked woman approached; they walked rapidly into the middle of the street. The driver called out.


  “Was ist passiert, Fräulein?”


  “Help me!” she screamed. “I…I don’t speak German. Nicht sprechen. Call the police! The…Polizei!”


  The driver’s companion spoke with authority, calming her with his voice. “We are with the police,” he said in English. “Zurich Sicherheitpolizei. We weren’t sure, miss. You are the woman from the Carillon du Lac?”


  “Yes!” she cried. “He wouldn’t let me go! He kept hitting me, threatening me with his gun! It was horrible!”


  “Where is he now?”


  “He’s hurt. He was shot. I ran from the car…he was in the car when I ran!” She pointed down the Löwenstrasse. “Over there. Two blocks, I think—in the middle of the block. A coupé, a gray coupé! He has a gun.”


  “So do we, miss,” said the driver. “Come along, get in the back of the car. You’ll be perfectly safe; we’ll be very careful. Quickly, now.”


  They approached the gray coupé, coasting, headlights extinguished. There was no one inside. There were, however, people talking excitedly on the pavement and up the stone steps of Number 37. The driver’s associate turned and spoke to the frightened woman pressed into the corner of the rear seat.


  “This is the residence of a man named Chernak. Did he mention him? Did he say anything about going in to see him?”


  “He did go; he made me come with him! He killed him! He killed that crippled old man!”


  “Der Sender—schnell,” said the associate to the driver, as he grabbed a microphone from the dashboard. “Wir sind zwei Strassen von da.” The car bolted forward; the woman gripped the front seat.


  “What are you doing? A man was killed back there!”


  “And we must find the killer,” said the driver. “As you say, he was wounded; he may still be in the area. This is an unmarked vehicle and we could spot him. We’ll wait, of course, to make sure the inspection team arrives, but our duties are quite separate.” The car slowed down, sliding into the curb several hundred yards from Number 37 Löwenstrasse.


  The associate had spoken into the microphone while the driver had explained their official position. There was static from the dashboard speaker, then the words “Wir kommen binnen zwanzig Minuten. Wartet.”


  “Our superior will be here shortly,” the associate said. “We’re to wait for him. He wishes to speak with you.”


  Marie St. Jacques leaned back in the seat, closing her eyes, expelling her breath. “Oh, God—I wish I had a drink!”


  The driver laughed, nodded to his companion. The associate took out a pint bottle from the glove compartment and held it up, smiling at the woman. “We’re not very chic, miss. We have no glasses or cups, but we do have brandy. For medical emergencies, of course. I think this is one now. Please, our compliments.”


  She smiled back and accepted the bottle. “You’re two very nice people, and you’ll never know how grateful I am. If you ever come to Canada, I’ll cook you the best French meal in the province of Ontario.”


  “Thank you, miss,” said the driver.


  Bourne studied the bandage on his shoulder, squinting at the dull reflection in the dirty, streaked mirror, adjusting his eyes to the dim light of the filthy room. He had been right about the Steppdeckstrasse, the image of the faded red doorway accurate, down to the cracked windowpanes and rusted iron railings. No questions had been asked when he rented the room, in spite of the fact that he was obviously hurt. However, a statement had been made by the building manager when Bourne paid him.


  “For something more substantial a doctor can be found who keeps his mouth shut.”


  “I’ll let you know.”


  The wound was not that severe; the tape would hold it until he found a doctor somewhat more reliable than one who practiced surreptitiously in the Steppdeckstrasse.


  If a stress situation results in injury, be aware of the fact that the damage may be as much psychological as physical. You may have a very real revulsion to pain and bodily harm. Don’t take risks, but if there’s time, give yourself a chance to adjust. Don’t panic.…


  He had panicked; areas of his body had frozen. Although the penetration in his shoulder and the graze at his temple were real and painful, neither was serious enough to immobilize him. He could not move as fast as he might wish or with the strength he knew he had, but he could move deliberately. Messages were sent and received, brain to muscle and limb; he could function.


  He would function better after a rest. He had no conduit now; he had to be up long before daybreak and find another way out of Zurich. The building manager on the first floor liked money; he would wake up the slovenly landlord in an hour or so.


  He lowered himself onto the sagging bed and lay back on the pillow, staring at the naked lightbulb in the ceiling, trying not to hear the words so he could rest. They came anyway, filling his ears like the pounding of kettledrums.


  A man was killed.…


  But you did accept that assignment.…


  He turned to the wall, shutting his eyes, blocking out the words. Then other words came and he sat up, sweat breaking out on his forehead.


  They’ll pay for your corpse!…Carlos will pay! By Christ, he’ll pay!


  Carlos.


  A large sedan pulled up in front of the coupé and parked at the curb. Behind them, at 37 Löwenstrasse, the patrol cars had arrived fifteen minutes ago, the ambulance less than five. Crowds from surrounding flats lined the pavement near the staircase, but the excitement was muted now. A death had occurred, a man killed at night in this quiet section of the Löwenstrasse. Anxiety was uppermost; what had happened at Number 37 could happen at 32 or 40 or 53. The world was going mad, and Zurich was going with it.


  “Our superior has arrived, miss. May we take you to him, please?” The associate got out of the car and opened the door for Marie St. Jacques.


  “Certainly.” She stepped out on the pavement and felt the man’s hand on her arm; it was so much gentler than the hard grip of the animal who had held the barrel of a gun to her cheek. She shuddered at the memory. They approached the rear of the sedan and she climbed inside. She sat back in the seat and looked at the man beside her. She gasped, suddenly paralyzed, unable to breathe, the man beside her evoking a memory of terror.


  The light from the streetlamps was reflected off the thin gold rims of his spectacles.


  “You!…You were at the hotel! You were one of them!”


  The man nodded wearily; his fatigue apparent. “That’s right. We’re a special branch of the Zurich police. And before we speak further, I must make it clear to you that at no time during the events of the Carillon du Lac were you in any danger of being harmed by us. We’re trained marksmen; no shots were fired that could have struck you. A number were withheld because you were too close to the man in our sights.”


  Her shock eased, the man’s quiet authority reassuring. “Thank you for that.”


  “It’s a minor talent,” said the official. “Now, as I understand, you last saw him in the front seat of the car back there.”


  “Yes. He was wounded.”


  “How seriously?”


  “Enough to be incoherent. He held some kind of bandage to his head, and there was blood on his shoulder—on the cloth of his coat, I mean. Who is he?”


  “Names are meaningless; he goes by many. But as you’ve seen, he’s a killer. A brutal killer, and he must be found before he kills again. We’ve been hunting him for several years. Many police from many countries. We have the opportunity now none of them has had. We know he’s in Zurich, and he’s wounded. He would not stay in this area, but how far can he go? Did he mention how he expected to get out of the city?”


  “He was going to rent a car. In my name, I gather. He doesn’t have a driver’s license.”


  “He was lying. He travels with all manner of false papers. You were an expendable hostage. Now, from the beginning, tell me everything he said to you. Where you went, whom he met, whatever comes to mind.”


  “There’s a restaurant, Drei Alpenhäuser, and a large fat man who was frightened to death.…” Marie St. Jacques recounted everything she could remember. From time to time the police official interrupted, questioning her about a phrase, or reaction, or a sudden decision on the part of the killer. Intermittently he removed his gold spectacles, wiping them absently, gripping the frames as if the pressure controlled his irritation. The interrogation lasted nearly twenty-five minutes; then the official made his decision. He spoke to his driver.


  “Drei Alpenhäuser. Schnell!” He turned to Marie St. Jacques. “We’ll confront that man with his own words. His incoherence was quite intentional. He knows far more than he said at the table.”


  “Incoherence.…” She said the word softly, remembering her own use of it. “Steppdeck—Steppdeckstrasse. Cracked windows, rooms.”


  “What?”


  “‘A boardinghouse in the Steppdeckstrasse.’ That’s what he said. Everything was happening so fast, but he said it. And just before I jumped out of the car, he said it again. Steppdeckstrasse.”


  The driver spoke. “Ich kenne diese Strasse. Früher gab es Textilfabriken da.”


  “I don’t understand,” said Marie St. Jacques.


  “It’s a rundown section that has not kept up with the times,” replied the official. “The old fabric mills used to be there. A haven for the less fortunate…and others. Los!” he ordered.


  They drove off.


  CHAPTER EIGHT


  



  A crack. Outside the room. Snaplike, echoing off into a sharp coda, the sound penetrating, diminishing in the distance. Bourne opened his eyes.


  The staircase. The staircase in the filthy hallway outside his room. Someone had been walking up the steps and had stopped, aware of the noise his weight had caused on the warped, cracked wood. A normal boarder at the Steppdeckstrasse rooming house would have no such concerns.


  Silence.


  Crack. Now closer. A risk was taken, timing paramount, speed the cover. Jason spun off the bed, grabbing the gun that was by his head, and lunged to the wall by the door. He crouched, hearing the footsteps—one man—the runner, no longer concerned with sound, only with reaching his destination. Bourne had no doubt what it was; he was right.


  The door crashed open; he smashed it back, then threw his full weight into the wood, pinning the intruder against the doorframe, pummeling the man’s stomach, chest, and arm into the recessed edge of the wall. He pulled the door back and lashed the toe of his right foot into the throat below him, reaching down with his left hand, grabbing blond hair and yanking the figure inside. The man’s hand went limp; the gun in it fell to the floor, a long-barreled revolver with a silencer attached.


  Jason closed the door and listened for sounds on the staircase. There were none. He looked down at the unconscious man. Thief? Killer? What was he?


  Police? Had the manager of the boardinghouse decided to overlook the code of the Steppdeckstrasse in search of a reward? Bourne rolled the intruder over and took out a billfold. Second nature made him remove the money, knowing it was ludicrous to do so; he had a small fortune on him. He looked at the various credit cards and the driver’s license; he smiled, but then his smile disappeared. There was nothing funny; the names on the cards were different ones, the name on the license matching none. The unconscious man was no police officer.


  He was a professional, come to kill a wounded man in the Steppdeckstrasse. Someone had hired him. Who? Who could possibly know he was there?


  The woman? Had he mentioned the Steppdeckstrasse when he had seen the row of neat houses, looking for Number 37? No, it was not she; he may have said something, but she would not have understood. And if she had, there’d be no professional killer in his room; instead, the rundown boardinghouse would be surrounded by police.


  The image of a large fat man perspiring above a table came to Bourne. That same man had wiped the sweat from his protruding lips and had spoken of the courage of an insignificant goat—who had survived. Was this an example of his survival technique? Had he known about the Steppdeckstrasse? Was he aware of the habits of the patron whose sight terrified him? Had he been to the filthy rooming house? Delivered an envelope there?


  Jason pressed his hand to his forehead and shut his eyes. Why can’t I remember? When will the mists clear? Will they ever clear?


  Don’t crucify yourself.…


  Bourne opened his eyes, fixing them on the blond man. For the briefest of moments he nearly burst out laughing; he had been presented with his exit visa from Zurich, and instead of recognizing it, he was wasting time tormenting himself. He put the billfold in his pocket, wedging it behind the Marquis de Chamford’s, picked up the gun and shoved it into his belt, then dragged the unconscious figure over to the bed.


  A minute later the man was strapped to the sagging mattress, gagged by a torn sheet wrapped around his face. He would remain where he was for hours, and in hours Jason would be out of Zurich, compliments of a perspiring fat man.


  He had slept in his clothes. There was nothing to gather up or carry except his topcoat. He put it on, and tested his leg, somewhat after the fact, he reflected. In the heat of the past few minutes he had been unaware of the pain; it was there, as the limp was there, but neither immobilized him. The shoulder was not in as good shape. A slow paralysis was spreading; he had to get to a doctor. His head…he did not want to think about his head.


  He walked out into the dimly lit hallway, pulled the door closed, and stood motionless, listening. There was a burst of laughter from above; he pressed his back against the wall, gun poised. The laughter trailed off; it was a drunk’s laughter—incoherent, pointless.


  He limped to the staircase, held on to the railing, and started down. He was on the third floor of the four-story building, having insisted on the highest room when the phrase high ground had come to him instinctively. Why had it come to him? What did it mean in terms of renting a filthy room for a single night? Sanctuary?


  Stop it!


  He reached the second floor landing, creaks in the wooden staircase accompanying each step. If the manager came out of his flat below to satisfy his curiosity, it would be the last thing he satisfied for several hours.


  A noise. A scratch. Soft fabric moving briefly across an abrasive surface. Cloth against wood. Someone was concealed in the short stretch of hallway between the end of one staircase and the beginning of another. Without breaking the rhythm of his walk, he peered into the shadows; there were three recessed doorways in the right wall, identical to the floor above. In one of them…


  He took a step closer. Not the first; it was empty. And it would not be the last, the bordering wall forming a cul-de-sac, no room to move. It had to be the second, yes, the second doorway. From it a man could rush forward, to his left or right, or throwing a shoulder into an unsuspecting victim, send his target over the railing, plunging down the staircase.


  Bourne angled to his right, shifting the gun to his left hand and reaching into his belt for the weapon with a silencer. Two feet from the recessed door, he heaved the automatic in his left hand into the shadows as he pivoted against the wall.


  “Was ist?…” An arm appeared; Jason fired once, blowing the hand apart. “Ahh!” The figure lurched out in shock, incapable of aiming his weapon. Bourne fired again, hitting the man in the thigh; he collapsed on the floor, writhing, cringing. Jason took a step forward and knelt, his knee pressing into the man’s chest, his gun at the man’s head. He spoke in a whisper.


  “Is there anyone else down there?”


  “Nein!” said the man, wincing in pain. “Zwei…two of us only. We were paid.”


  “By whom?”


  “You know.”


  “A man named Carlos?”


  “I will not answer that. Kill me first.”


  “How did you know I was here?”


  “Chernak.”


  “He’s dead.”


  “Now. Not yesterday. Word reached Zurich: you were alive. We checked everyone…everywhere. Chernak knew.”


  Bourne gambled. “You’re lying!” He pushed the gun into the man’s throat. “I never told Chernak about the Steppdeckstrasse.”


  The man winced again, his neck arched. “Perhaps you did not have to. The Nazi pig had informers everywhere. Why should the Steppdeckstrasse be any different? He could describe you. Who else could?”


  “A man at the Drei Alpenhäuser.”


  “We never heard of any such man.”


  “Who’s ‘we’?”


  The man swallowed, his lips stretched in pain. “Businessmen…only businessmen.”


  “And your service is killing.”


  “You’re a strange one to talk. But, nein. You were to be taken, not killed.”


  “Where?”


  “We would be told by radio. Car frequency.”


  “Terrific,” said Jason flatly. “You’re not only second-rate, you’re accommodating. Where’s your car?”


  “Outside.”


  “Give me the keys.” The radio would identify it.


  The man tried to resist; he pushed Bourne’s knee away and started to roll into the wall. “Nein!”


  “You haven’t got a choice.” Jason brought the handle of the pistol down on the man’s skull. The Swiss collapsed.


  Bourne found the keys—there were three in a leather case—took the man’s gun and put it into his pocket. It was a smaller weapon than the one he held in his hand and had no silencer, lending a degree of credence to the claim that he was to be taken, not killed. The blond man upstairs had been acting as the point, and therefore needed the protection of a silenced gunshot should wounding be required. But an unmuffled report could lead to complications; the Swiss on the second floor was a backup, his weapon to be used as a visible threat.


  Then why was he on the second floor? Why hadn’t he followed his colleague? On the staircase? Something was odd, but there was no accounting for tactics, nor the time to consider them. There was a car outside on the street and he had the keys for it.


  Nothing could be disregarded. The third gun.


  He got up painfully and found the revolver he had taken from the Frenchman in the elevator at the Gemeinschaft Bank. He pulled up his left trouser leg and inserted the gun under the elasticized fabric of his sock. It was secure.


  He paused to get his breath and his balance, then crossed to the staircase, aware that the pain in his left shoulder was suddenly more acute, the paralysis spreading more rapidly. Messages from brain to limb were less clear. He hoped to God he could drive.


  He reached the fifth step and abruptly stopped, listening as he had listened barely a minute ago for sounds of concealment. There was nothing; the wounded man may have been tactically deficient, but he had told the truth. Jason hurried down the staircase. He would drive out of Zurich—somehow—and find a doctor—somewhere.


  He spotted the car easily. It was different from the other shabby automobiles on the street. An outsized, well-kept sedan, and he could see the bulge of an antenna base riveted into the trunk. He walked to the driver’s side and ran his hand around the panel and left front fender; there was no alarm device.


  He unlocked the door, then opened it, holding his breath in case he was wrong about the alarm; he was not. He climbed in behind the wheel, adjusting his position until he was as comfortable as he could be, grateful that the car had an automatic shift. The large weapon in his belt inhibited him. He placed it on the seat beside him, then reached for the ignition, assuming the key that had unlocked the door was the proper one.


  It was not. He tried the one next to it, but it, too, would not fit. For the trunk, he assumed. It was the third key.


  Or was it? He kept stabbing at the opening. The key would not enter; he tried the second again; it was blocked. Then the first. None of the keys would fit into the ignition! Or were the messages from brain to limb to fingers too garbled, his coordination too inadequate! Goddamn it! Try again!


  A powerful light came from his left, burning his eyes, blinding him. He grabbed for the gun, but a second beam shot out from the right; the door was yanked open and a heavy flashlight crashed down on his hand, another hand taking the weapon from the seat.


  “Get out!” The order came from his left, the barrel of a gun pressed into his neck.


  He climbed out, a thousand coruscating circles of white in his eyes. As vision slowly came back to him, the first thing he saw was the outline of two circles. Gold circles; the spectacles of the killer who had hunted him throughout the night. The man spoke.


  “They say in the laws of physics that every action has an equal and opposite reaction. The behavior of certain men under certain conditions is similarly predictable. For a man like you one sets up a gauntlet, each combatant told what to say if he falls. If he does not fall, you are taken. If he does, you are misled, lulled into a false sense of progress.”


  “It’s a high degree of risk,” said Jason. “For those in the gauntlet.”


  “They’re paid well. And there’s something else—no guarantee, of course, but it’s there. The enigmatic Bourne does not kill indiscriminately. Not out of compassion, naturally, but for a far more practical reason. Men remember when they’ve been spared; he infiltrates the armies of others. Refined guerrilla tactics applied to a sophisticated battleground. I commend you.”


  “You’re a horse’s ass.” It was all Jason could think to say. “But both your men are alive, if that’s what you want to know.”


  Another figure came into view, led from the shadows of the building by a short, stocky man. It was the woman; it was Marie St. Jacques.


  “That’s him,” she said softly, her look unwavering.


  “Oh, my God.…” Bourne shook his head in disbelief. “How was it done, Doctor?” he asked her, raising his voice. “Was someone watching my room at the Carillon? Was the elevator timed, the others shut down? You’re very convincing. And I thought you were going to crash into a police car.”


  “As it turned out,” she replied, “it wasn’t necessary. These are the police.”


  Jason looked at the killer in front of him; the man was adjusting his gold spectacles. “I commend you,” he said.


  “A minor talent,” answered the killer. “The conditions were right. You provided them.”


  “What happens now? The man inside said I was to be taken, not killed.”


  “You forget. He was told what to say.” The Swiss paused. “So this is what you look like. Many of us have wondered during the past two or three years. How much speculation there’s been! How many contradictions! He’s tall, you know; no, he’s of medium height. He’s blond; no, he has dark black hair. Very light blue eyes, of course; no, quite clearly they are brown. His features are sharp; no, they’re really quite ordinary, can’t pick him out in a crowd. But nothing was ordinary. It was all extraordinary.”


  Your features have been softened, the character submerged. Change your hair, you change your face.… Certain types of contact lenses are designed to alter the color of the eyes.… Wear glasses, you’re a different man. Visas, passports…switched at will.


  The design was there. Everything fit. Not all the answers, but more of the truth than he wanted to hear.


  “I’d like to get this over with,” said Marie St. Jacques, stepping forward. “I’ll sign whatever I have to sign—at your office, I imagine. But then I really must get back to the hotel. I don’t have to tell you what I’ve been through tonight.”


  The Swiss glanced at her through his gold-rimmed glasses. The stocky man who had led her out of the shadows took her arm. She stared at both men, then down at the hand that held her.


  Then at Bourne. Her breathing stopped, a terrible realization becoming clear. Her eyes grew wide.


  “Let her go,” said Jason. “She’s on her way back to Canada. You’ll never see her again.”


  “Be practical, Bourne. She’s seen us. We two are professionals; there are rules.” The man flicked his gun up under Jason’s chin, the barrel pressed once more into Bourne’s throat. He ran his left hand about his victim’s clothes, felt the weapon in Jason’s pocket and took it out. “I thought as much,” he said, and turned to the stocky man. “Take her in the other car. The Limmat.”


  Bourne froze. Marie St. Jacques was to be killed, her body thrown into the Limmat River.


  “Wait a minute!” Jason stepped forward; the gun was jammed into his neck, forcing him back into the hood of the car. “You’re being stupid! She works for the Canadian government. They’ll be all over Zurich.”


  “Why should that concern you? You won’t be here.”


  “Because it’s a waste!” cried Bourne. “We’re professionals, remember?”


  “You bore me.” The killer turned to the stocky man. “Geh! Schnell. Guisan Quai!”


  “Scream your goddamn head off!” shouted Jason. “Start yelling! Don’t stop!”


  She tried, the scream cut short by a paralyzing blow to her throat. She fell to the pavement as her would-be executioner dragged her toward a small nondescript black sedan.


  “That was stupid,” said the killer, peering through his gold-rimmed spectacles into Bourne’s face. “You only hasten the inevitable. On the other hand, it will be simpler now. I can free a man to tend to our wounded. Everything’s so military, isn’t it? It really is a battlefield.” He turned to the man with the flashlight. “Signal Johann to go inside. We’ll come back for them.”


  The flashlight was switched on and off twice. A fourth man, who had opened the door of the small sedan for the condemned woman, nodded. Marie St. Jacques was thrown into the rear seat, the door slammed shut. The man named Johann started for the concrete steps, nodding now at the executioner.


  Jason felt sick as the engine of the small sedan was gunned and the car bolted away from the curb into the Steppdeckstrasse, the twisted chrome bumper disappearing into the shadows of the street. Inside that car was a woman he had never seen in his life…before three hours ago. And he had killed her. “You don’t lack for soldiers,” he said.


  “If there were a hundred men I could trust, I’d pay them willingly. As they say, your reputation precedes you.”


  “Suppose I paid you. You were at the bank; you know I’ve got funds.”


  “Probably millions, but I wouldn’t touch a franc note.”


  “Why? Are you afraid?”


  “Most assuredly. Wealth is relative to the amount of time one has to enjoy it. I wouldn’t have five minutes.” The killer turned to his subordinate. “Put him inside. Strip him. I want photographs taken of him naked—before and after he leaves us. You’ll find a great deal of money on him; I want him holding it. I’ll drive.” He looked again at Bourne. “Carlos will get the first print. And I have no doubt that I’ll be able to sell the others quite profitably on the open market. Magazines pay outrageous prices.”


  “Why should ‘Carlos’ believe you? Why should anyone believe you? You said it: no one knows what I look like.”


  “I’ll be covered,” said the Swiss. “Sufficient unto the day. Two Zurich bankers will step forward identifying you as one Jason Bourne. The same Jason Bourne who met the excessively rigid standards set by Swiss law for the release of a numbered account. It will be enough.” He spoke to the gunman. “Hurry! I have cables to send. Debts to collect.”


  A powerful arm shot over Bourne’s shoulder, vicing his throat in a hammerlock. The barrel of a gun was jolted into his spine, pain spreading throughout his chest as he was dragged inside the sedan. The man holding him was a professional; even without his wounds it would have been impossible to break the grip. The gunman’s expertise, however, did not satisfy the bespectacled leader of the hunt. He climbed behind the wheel and issued another command.


  “Break his fingers,” he said.


  The armlock briefly choked off Jason’s air as the barrel of the gun crashed down repeatedly on his hand—hands. Instinctively, Bourne had swung his left hand over his right, protecting it. As the blood burst from the back of his left, he twisted his fingers, letting it flow between them until both hands were covered. He choked his screams; the grip lessened; he shouted.


  “My hands! They’re broken!”


  “Gut.”


  But they were not broken; the left was damaged to the point where it was useless; not the right. He moved his fingers in the shadows; his hand was intact.


  The car sped down the Steppdeckstrasse and swung into a sidestreet, heading south. Jason collapsed back in the seat, gasping. The gunman tore at his clothes, ripping his shirt, yanking at his belt. In seconds his upper body would be naked; passport, papers, cards, money no longer his, all the items intrinsic to his escape from Zurich taken from him. It was now or it was not to be. He screamed.


  “My leg! My goddamned leg!” He lurched forward, his right hand working furiously in the dark, fumbling under the cloth of his trouser leg. He felt it. The handle of the automatic.


  “Nein!” roared the professional in the front. “Watch him!” He knew; it was instinctive knowledge.


  It was also too late. Bourne held the gun in the darkness of the floor; the powerful soldier pushed him back. He fell with the blow, the revolver, now at his waist, pointed directly at his attacker’s chest.


  He fired twice; the man arched backward. Jason fired again, his aim sure, the heart punctured; the man fell over into the recessed jump seat.


  “Put it down!” yelled Bourne, swinging the revolver over the rounded edge of the front seat, pressing the barrel into the base of the driver’s skull. “Drop it!”


  His breathing erratic, the killer let the gun fall. “We will talk,” he said, gripping the wheel. “We are professionals. We will talk.” The large automobile lurched forward, gathering speed, the driver increasing pressure on the accelerator.


  “Slow down!”


  “What is your answer?” The car went faster. Ahead were the headlights of traffic; they were leaving the Steppdeckstrasse district, entering the busier city streets. “You want to get out of Zurich, I can get you out. Without me, you can’t. All I have to do is spin the wheel, crash into the pavement. I have nothing whatsoever to lose, Herr Bourne. There are police everywhere up ahead. I don’t think you want the police.”


  “We’ll talk,” lied Jason. Everything was timing, split-second timing. There were now two killers in a speeding enclosure that was in itself a trap. Neither killer was to be trusted; both knew it. One had to make use of that extra half-second the other would not take. Professionals. “Put on the brakes,” said Bourne.


  “Drop your gun on the seat next to mine.”


  Jason released the weapon. It fell on top of the killer’s, the ring of heavy metal proof of contact. “Done.”


  The killer took his foot off the accelerator, transferring it to the brake. He applied the pressure slowly, then in short stabs so that the large automobile pitched back and forth. The jabs on the pedal would become more pronounced; Bourne understood this. It was part of the driver’s strategy, balance a factor of life and death.


  The arrow on the speedometer swung left: 30 kilometers, 18 kilometers, 9 kilometers. They had nearly stopped; it was the moment for the extra half-second of effort—balance a factor, life in balance.


  Jason grabbed the man by the neck, clawing at his throat, yanking him up off the seat. Then he raised his bloody left hand and thrust it forward, smearing the area of the killer’s eyes. He released the throat, surging his right hand down toward the guns on the seat. Bourne gripped a handle, shoving the killer’s hand away; the man screamed, his vision blurred, the gun out of reach. Jason lunged across the man’s chest, pushing him down against the door, elbowing the killer’s throat with his left arm, grabbing the wheel with his bloody palm. He looked up through the windshield and turned the wheel to the right, heading the car toward a pyramid of trash on the pavement.


  The automobile plowed into the mound of debris—a huge, somnambulant insect crawling into garbage, its appearance belying the violence taking place inside its shell.


  The man beneath him lunged up, rolling on the seat. Bourne held the automatic in his hand, his fingers jabbing for the open space of the trigger. He found it. He bent his wrist and fired.


  His would-be executioner went limp, a dark red hole in his forehead.


  In the street, men came running toward what must have looked like a dangerously careless accident. Jason shoved the dead body across the seat and climbed over behind the wheel. He pushed the gearshift into reverse; the sedan backed awkwardly out of the debris, over the curl, and into the street. He rolled down his window, calling out to the would-be rescuers as they approached.


  “Sorry! Everything’s fine! Just a little too much to drink!”


  The small band of concerned citizens broke up quickly, a few making gestures of admonition, others running back to their escorts and companions. Bourne breathed deeply, trying to control the involuntary trembling that seized his entire body. He pulled the gear into drive; the car started forward. He tried to picture the streets of Zurich from a memory that would not serve him.


  He knew vaguely where he was—where he had been—and more important, he knew more clearly where the Guisan Quai was in relationship to the Limmat.


  Geh! Schnell. Guisan Quai!


  Marie St. Jacques was to be killed on the Guisan Quai, her body thrown into the river. There was only one stretch where the Guisan and the Limmat met: it was at the mouth of Lake Zurich, at the base of the western shore. Somewhere in an empty parking lot or a deserted garden overlooking the water, a short, stocky man was about to carry out an execution ordered by a dead man. Perhaps by now the gun had been fired, or a knife plunged into its mark; there was no way to know, but Jason knew he had to find out. Whoever and whatever he was, he could not walk away blindly.


  The professional in him, however, demanded that he swerve into the dark wide alley ahead. There were two dead men in the car; they were a risk and a burden he could not tolerate. The precious seconds it would take to remove them could avoid the danger of a traffic policeman looking through the windows and seeing death.


  Thirty-two seconds was his guess; it had taken less than a minute to pull his would-be executioners from the car. He looked at them as he limped around the hood to the door. They were curled up obscenely next to one another against a filthy brick wall. In darkness.


  He climbed behind the wheel and backed out of the alley.


  Geh! Schnell. Guisan Quai!


  CHAPTER NINE


  



  He reached an intersection, the traffic light red. Lights. On the left, several blocks east, he could see lights arching gently into the night sky. A bridge! The Limmat! The signal turned green; he swung the sedan to the left.


  He was back on the Bahnhofstrasse; the start of the Guisan Quai was only minutes away. The wide avenue curved around the water’s edge, riverbank and lakefront merging. Moments later, on his left was the silhouetted outline of a park, in summer a stroller’s haven, now dark, devoid of tourists and Zurichers. He passed an entrance for vehicles; there was a heavy chain across the white pavement, suspended between two stone posts. He came to a second, another chain prohibiting access. But it was not the same; something was different, something odd. He stopped the car and looked closer, reaching across the seat for the flashlight he had taken from his would-be executioner. He snapped it on and shot the beam over the heavy chain. What was it? What was different?


  It was not the chain. It was beneath the chain. On the white pavement kept spotless by maintenance crews. There were tire marks, at odds with the surrounding cleanliness. They would not be noticed during the summer months; they were now. It was as if the filth of the Steppdeckstrasse had traveled too well.


  Bourne switched off the flashlight and dropped it on the seat. The pain in his battered left hand suddenly fused with the agony in his shoulder and his arm; he had to push all pain out of his mind; he had to curtail the bleeding as best he could. His shirt had been ripped; he reached inside and ripped it further, pulling out a strip of cloth which he proceeded to wrap around his left hand, knotting it with teeth and fingers. He was as ready as he would ever be.


  He picked up the gun—his would-be executioner’s gun—and checked the clip: full. He waited until two cars had passed him, then extinguished the headlights and made a U-turn, parking next to the chain. He got out, instinctively testing his leg on the pavement, then favoring it as he limped to the nearest post and lifted the hook off the iron circle protruding from the stone. He lowered the chain, making as little noise as possible, and returned to the car.


  He pulled at the gearshift, gently pressed the accelerator, then released it. He was now coasting into the wide expanse of an unlit parking area, made darker by the abrupt end of the white entrance road and the start of a field of black asphalt. Beyond, two-hundred-odd yards in the distance, was the straight dark line of the seawall, a wall that contained no sea but, instead, the currents of the Limmat as they poured into the waters of Lake Zurich. Farther away were the lights of the boats, bobbing in stately splendor. Beyond these were the stationary lights of the Old City, the blurred floodlights of darkened piers. Jason’s eyes took everything in, for the distance was his backdrop; he was looking for shapes in front of it.


  To the right. The right. A dark outline darker than the wall, an intrusion of black on lesser black—obscure, faint, barely discernible, but there. A hundred yards away…now ninety, eighty-five; he cut off the engine and brought the car to a stop. He sat motionless by the open window, staring into the darkness, trying to see more clearly. He heard the wind coming off the water; it covered any sound the car had made.


  Sound. A cry. Low, throated…delivered in fear. A harsh slap followed, then another, and another. A scream was formed, then swallowed, broken, echoing off into silence.


  Bourne got out of the car silently, the gun in his right hand, the flashlight awkward in the bloody fingers of his left. He walked toward the obscure black shape, each step, each limp a study in silence.


  What he saw first was what he had seen last when the small sedan had disappeared in the shadows of the Steppdeckstrasse. The shining metal of the twisted chrome bumper; it glistened now in the night light.


  Four slaps in rapid succession, flesh against flesh, blows maniacally administered, received with muted screams of terror. Cries terminated, gasps permitted, thrashing movement part of it all. Inside the car!


  Jason crouched as best he could, sidestepping around the trunk toward the right rear window. He rose slowly, then suddenly, using sound as a weapon of shock, shouted as he switched on the powerful flashlight.


  “You move, you’re dead!”


  What he saw inside filled him with revulsion and fury. Marie St. Jacques’ clothes were torn away, shredded into strips. Hands were poised like claws on her half-naked body, kneading her breasts, separating her legs. The executioner’s organ protruded from the cloth of his trousers; he was inflicting the final indignity before he carried out the sentence of death.


  “Get out, you son of a bitch!”


  There was a massive shattering of glass; the man raping Marie St. Jacques saw the obvious. Bourne could not fire the gun for fear of killing the woman; he had spun off her, crashing the heel of his shoe into the window of the small car. Glass flew out, sharp fragments blanketing Jason’s face. He closed his eyes, limping backward to avoid the spray.


  The door swung open; a blinding spit of light accompanied the explosion. Hot, searing pain spread through Bourne’s right side. The fabric of his coat was blown away, blood matting what remained of his shirt. He squeezed the trigger, only vaguely able to see the figure rolling on the ground; he fired again, the bullet detonating the surface of the asphalt. The executioner had rolled and lurched out of sight…into the darker blackness, unseen.


  Jason knew he could not stay where he was; to do so was his own execution. He raced, dragging his leg, to the cover of the open door.


  “Stay inside!” he yelled to Marie St. Jacques; the woman had started to move in panic. “Goddamn it! Stay in there!”


  A gunshot; the bullet imbedded in the metal of the door. A running figure was silhouetted above the wall. Bourne fired twice, grateful for an expulsion of breath in the distance. He had wounded the man; he had not killed him. But the executioner would function less well than he had sixty seconds ago.


  Lights. Dim lights…squared, frames. What was it? What were they? He looked to the left and saw what he could not possibly have seen before. A small brick structure, some kind of dwelling by the seawall. Lights had been turned on inside. A watchman’s station; someone inside had heard the gunshots.


  “Was ist los? Wer ist da?” The shouts came from the figure of a man—a bent-over, old man—standing in a lighted doorway. Then the beam of a flashlight pierced the blacker darkness. Bourne followed it with his eyes, hoping it would shine on the executioner.


  It did. He was crouched by the wall. Jason stood up and fired; at the sound of his gun, the beam swung over to him. He was the target; two shots came from the darkness, a bullet ricocheting off a metal strip in the window. Steel punctured his neck; blood erupted.


  Racing footsteps. The executioner was running toward the source of the light.


  “Nein!”


  He had reached it; the figure in the doorway was lashed by an arm that was both his leash and his cage. The beam went out; in the light of the windows Jason could see the killer pulling the watchman away, using the old man as a shield, dragging him back into darkness.


  Bourne watched until he could see no more, his gun raised helplessly over the hood. As he was helpless, his body draining.


  There was a final shot, followed by a guttural cry and, once again, racing footsteps. The executioner had carried out a sentence of death, not with the condemned woman, but with an old man. He was running; he had made his escape.


  Bourne could run no longer; the pain had finally immobilized him, his vision too blurred, his sense of survival exhausted. He lowered himself to the pavement. There was nothing; he simply did not care.


  Whatever he was, let it be. Let it be.


  The St. Jacques woman crawled out of the car, holding her clothes, every move made in shock. She stared at Jason, disbelief, horror and confusion coming together in her eyes.


  “Go on,” he whispered, hoping she could hear him. “There’s a car back there, the keys are in it. Get out of here. He may bring others, I don’t know.”


  “You came for me,” she said, her voice echoing through a tunnel of bewilderment.


  “Get out! Get in that car and go like hell, Doctor. If anyone tries to stop you, run him down. Reach the police…real ones, with uniforms, you damn fool.” His throat was so hot, his stomach so cold. Fire and ice; he’d felt them before. Together. Where was it?


  “You saved my life,” she continued in that hollow tone, the words floating in the air. “You came for me. You came back for me, and saved…my…life.”


  “Don’t make it what it wasn’t.” You are incidental Doctor. You are a reflex, an instinct born of forgotten memories, conduits electrically prodded by stress. You see, I know the words…I don’t care anymore. I hurt—oh my God, I hurt.


  “You were free. You could have kept going but you didn’t. You came back for me.”


  He heard her through mists of pain. He saw her, and what he saw was unreasonable—as unreasonable as the pain. She was kneeling beside him, touching his face, touching his head. Stop it! Do not touch my head! Leave me.


  “Why did you do that?” It was her voice, not his.


  She was asking him a question. Didn’t she understand? He could not answer her.


  What was she doing? She had torn a piece of cloth and was wrapping it around his neck…and now another, this larger, part of her dress. She had loosened his belt and was pushing the soft smooth cloth down into the boiling hot skin on his right hip.


  “It wasn’t you.” He found words and used them quickly. He wanted the peace of darkness—as he had wanted it before but could not remember when. He could find it if she left him. “That man…he’d seen me. He could identify me. It was him. I wanted him. Now get out!”


  “So could half a dozen others,” she replied, another note in her voice. “I don’t believe you.”


  “Believe me!”


  She was standing above him now. Then she was not there. She was gone. She had left him. The peace would come quickly now; he would be swallowed up in the dark crashing waters and the pain would be washed away. He leaned back against the car and let himself drift with the currents of his mind.


  A noise intruded. A motor, rolling and disruptive. He did not care for it; it interfered with the freedom of his own particular sea. Then a hand was on his arm. Then another, gently pulling him up.


  “Come on,” said the voice, “help me.”


  “Let go of me!” The command was shouted; he had shouted it. But the command was not obeyed. He was appalled; commands should be obeyed. Yet not always; something told him that. The wind was there again, but not a wind in Zurich. In some other place, high in the night sky. And a signal came, a light flashed on, and he leaped up, whipped by furious new currents.


  “All right. You’re all right,” said the maddening voice that would not pay attention to his commands. “Lift your foot up. Lift it!…That’s right. You did it. Now, inside the car. Ease yourself back…slowly. That’s right.”


  He was falling…falling in the pitch black sky. And then the falling stopped, everything stopped, and there was stillness; he could hear his own breathing. And footsteps, he could hear footsteps…and the sound of a door closing, followed by the rolling, disruptive noise beneath him, in front of him, somewhere.


  Motion, swaying in circles. Balance was gone and he was falling again, only to be stopped again, another body against his body, a hand holding him, lowering him. His face felt cool; and then he felt nothing. He was drifting again, currents gentler now, darkness complete.


  There were voices above him, in the distance, but not so far away. Shapes came slowly into focus, lit by the spill of table lamps. He was in a fairly large room, and on a bed, a narrow bed, blankets covering him. Across the room were two people, a man in an overcoat and a woman…dressed in a dark red skirt beneath a white blouse. Dark red, as the hair was.…


  The St. Jacques woman? It was she, standing by a door talking to a man holding a leather bag in his left hand. They were speaking French.


  “Rest, mainly,” the man was saying. “If you’re not accessible to me, anyone can remove the sutures. They can be taken out in a week, I’d guess.”


  “Thank you, Doctor.”


  “Thank you. You’ve been most generous. I’ll go now. Perhaps I’ll hear from you, perhaps not.”


  The doctor opened the door and let himself out. When he was gone the woman reached down and slid the bolt in place. She turned and saw Bourne looking at her. She walked slowly, cautiously, toward the bed.


  “Can you hear me?” she asked.


  He nodded.


  “You’re hurt,” she said, “quite badly; but if you stay quiet, it won’t be necessary for you to get to a hospital. That was a doctor…obviously. I paid him out of the money I found on you; quite a bit more than might seem usual, but I was told he could be trusted. It was your idea, incidentally. While we were driving, you kept saying you had to find a doctor, one you could pay to keep quiet. You were right. It wasn’t difficult.”


  “Where are we?” He could hear his voice; it was weak, but he could hear it.


  “A village called Lenzburg, about twenty miles outside of Zurich. The doctor’s from Wohlen; it’s a nearby town. He’ll see you in a week, if you’re here.”


  “How?…” He tried to raise himself but the strength wasn’t there. She touched his shoulder; it was an order to lie back down.


  “I’ll tell you what happened, and perhaps that will answer your questions. At least I hope so, because if it doesn’t, I’m not sure I can.” She stood motionless, looking down at him, her tone controlled. “An animal was raping me—after which he had orders to kill me. There was no way I was going to live. In the Steppdeckstrasse, you tried to stop them, and when you couldn’t, you told me to scream, to keep screaming. It was all you could do, and by shouting to me, you risked being killed at that moment yourself. Later, you somehow got free—I don’t know how, but I know you were hurt very badly doing so—and you came back to find me.”


  “Him,” interrupted Jason, “I wanted him.”


  “You told me that, and I’ll say what I said before. I don’t believe you. Not because you’re a poor liar, but because it doesn’t conform with the facts. I work with statistics, Mr. Washburn, or Mr. Bourne, or whatever your name is. I respect observable data and I can spot inaccuracies; I’m trained to do that. Two men went in that building to find you, and I heard you say they were both alive. They could identify you. And there’s the owner of the Drei Alpenhäuser, he could too. Those are the facts, and you know them as well as I do. No, you came back to find me. You came back and saved my life.”


  “Go on,” he said, his voice gaining strength. “What happened?”


  “I made a decision. It was the most difficult decision I’ve ever made in my life. I think a person can only make a decision like that if he’s nearly lost his life by an act of violence, his life saved by someone else. I decided to help you. Only for a while—for just a few hours, perhaps—but I would help you get away.”


  “Why didn’t you go to the police?”


  “I almost did, and I’m not sure I can tell you why I didn’t. Maybe it was the rape, I don’t know. I’m being honest with you. I’ve always been told it’s the most horrible experience a woman can go through. I believe it now. And I heard the anger—the disgust—in your own voice when you shouted at him. I’ll never forget that moment as long as I live, as much as I may want to.”


  “The police?” he repeated.


  “That man at the Drei Alpenhäuser said the police were looking for you. That a telephone number had been set up in Zurich.” She paused. “I couldn’t give you to the police. Not then. Not after what you did.”


  “Knowing what I am?” he asked.


  “I know only what I’ve heard, and what I’ve heard doesn’t correspond with the injured man who came back for me and offered his life for mine.”


  “That’s not very bright.”


  “That’s the one thing I am, Mr. Bourne—I assume it’s Bourne, it’s what he called you. Very bright.”


  “I hit you. I threatened to kill you.”


  “If I’d been you, and men were trying to kill me, I probably would have done the same—if I were capable.”


  “So you drove out of Zurich?”


  “Not at first, not for a half hour or so. I had to calm down, reach my decision. I’m methodical.”


  “I’m beginning to see that.”


  “I was a wreck, a mess; I needed clothes, hairbrush, makeup. I couldn’t walk anywhere. I found a telephone booth down by the river, and there was no one around, so I got out of the car and called a colleague at the hotel—”


  “The Frenchman? The Belgian?” interrupted Jason.


  “No. They’d been at the Bertinelli lecture, and if they had recognized me up on the stage with you, I assumed they’d given my name to the police. Instead, I called a woman who’s a member of our delegation; she loathes Bertinelli and was in her room. We’ve worked together for several years and we’re friends. I told her that if she heard anything about me to disregard it, I was perfectly all right. As a matter of fact, if anyone asked about me, she was to say I was with a friend for the evening—for the night, if pressed. That I’d left the Bertinelli lecture early.”


  “Methodical,” said Bourne.


  “Yes.” Marie allowed herself a tentative smile. “I asked her to go to my room—we’re only two doors away from each other and the night maid knows we’re friends. If no one was there she was to put some clothes and makeup in my suitcase and come back to her room. I’d call her in five minutes.”


  “She just accepted what you said?”


  “I told you, we’re friends. She knew I was all right, excited perhaps, but all right. And that I wanted her to do as I asked.” Marie paused again. “She probably thought I was telling her the truth.”


  “Go ahead.”


  “I called her back and she had my things.”


  “Which means the two other delegates didn’t give your name to the police. Your room would have been watched, sealed off.”


  “I don’t know whether they did or not. But if they did, my friend was probably questioned quite a while ago. She’d simply say what I told her to say.”


  “She was at the Carillon, you were down at the river. How did you get your things?”


  “It was quite simple. A little tacky, but simple. She spoke to the night maid, telling her I was avoiding one man at the hotel, seeing another outside. I needed my overnight case and could she suggest a way to get it to me. To an automobile…down at the river. An off-duty waiter brought it to me.”


  “Wasn’t he surprised at the way you looked?”


  “He didn’t have much of a chance to see anything. I opened the trunk, stayed in the car and told him to put it in the back. I left a ten-franc note on the spare tire.”


  “You’re not methodical, you’re remarkable.”


  “Methodical will do.”


  “How did you find the doctor?”


  “Right here. The concierge, or whatever he’s called in Switzerland. Remember, I’d wrapped you up as best I could, reduced the bleeding as much as possible. Like most people, I have a working knowledge of first aid; that meant I had to remove some of your clothing. I found the money and then I understood what you meant by finding a doctor you could pay. You have thousands and thousands of dollars on you; I know the rates of exchange.”


  “That’s only the beginning.”


  “What?”


  “Never mind.” He tried to rise again; it was too difficult. “Aren’t you afraid of me? Afraid of what you’ve done?”


  “Of course I am. But I know what you did for me.”


  “You’re more trusting than I’d be under the circumstances.”


  “Then perhaps you’re not that aware of the circumstances. You’re still very weak and I have the gun. Besides, you don’t have any clothes.”


  “None?”


  “Not even a pair of shorts. I’ve thrown everything away. You’d look a little foolish running down the street in a plastic money belt.”


  Bourne laughed through his pain, remembering La Ciotat and the Marquis de Chamford. “Methodical,” he said.


  “Very.”


  “What happens now?”


  “I’ve written out the name of the doctor and paid a week’s rent for the room. The concierge will bring you meals starting at noon today. I’ll stay here until midmorning. It’s nearly six o’clock; it should be light soon. Then I’ll return to the hotel for the rest of my things and my airline tickets, and do my best to avoid any mention of you.”


  “Suppose you can’t? Suppose you were identified?”


  “I’ll deny it. It was dark. The whole place was in panic.”


  “Now you’re not being methodical. At least, not as methodical as the Zurich police would be. I’ve got a better way. Call your friend and tell her to pack the rest of your clothes and settle your bill. Take as much money as you want from me and grab the first plane to Canada. It’s easier to deny long-distance.”


  She looked at him in silence, then nodded. “That’s very tempting.”


  “It’s very logical.”


  She continued to stare at him a moment longer, the tension inside her building, conveyed by her eyes. She turned away and walked to the window, looking out at the earliest rays of the morning sun. He watched her, feeling the intensity, knowing its roots, seeing her face in the pale orange glow of dawn. There was nothing he could do; she had done what she felt she had to do because she had been released from terror. From a kind of terrible degradation no man could really understand. From death. And in doing what she did, she had broken all the rules. She whipped her head toward him, her eyes glaring.


  “Who are you?”


  “You heard what they said.”


  “I know what I saw! What I feel!”


  “Don’t try to justify what you did. You simply did it, that’s all. Let it be.”


  Let it be. Oh, God, you could have let me be. And there would have been peace. But now you have given part of my life back to me, and I’ve got to struggle again, face it again.


  Suddenly she was standing at the foot of the bed, the gun in her hand. She pointed it at him and her voice trembled. “Should I undo it then? Should I call the police and tell them to come and take you?”


  “A few hours ago I would have said go ahead. I can’t bring myself to say it now.”


  “Then who are you?”


  “They say my name is Bourne. Jason Charles Bourne.”


  “What does that mean? ‘They say’?”


  He stared at the gun, at the dark circle of its barrel. There was nothing left but the truth—as he knew the truth.


  “What does it mean?” he repeated. “You know almost as much as I do, Doctor.”


  “What?”


  “You might as well hear it. Maybe it’ll make you feel better. Or worse, I don’t know. But you may as well, because I don’t know what else to tell you.”


  She lowered the gun. “Tell me what?”


  “My life began five months ago on a small island in the Mediterranean called Ile de Port Noir.…”


  The sun had risen to the midpoint of the surrounding trees, its rays filtered by windblown branches, streaming through the windows and mottling the walls with irregular shapes of light. Bourne lay back on the pillow, exhausted. He had finished; there was nothing more to say.


  Marie sat across the room in a leather armchair, her legs curled up under her, cigarettes and the gun on a table to her left. She had barely moved, her gaze fixed on his face; even when she smoked, her eyes never wavered, never left his. She was a technical analyst, evaluating data, filtering facts as the trees filtered the sunlight.


  “You kept saying it,” she said softly, spacing out her next words. “‘I don’t know.’…‘I wish I knew.’ You’d stare at something, and I was frightened. I’d ask you, what was it? What were you going to do? And you’d say it again, ‘I wish I knew.’ My God, what you’ve been through.… What you’re going through.”


  “After what I’ve done to you, you can even think about what’s happened to me?”


  “They’re two separate lines of occurrence,” she said absently, frowning in thought.


  “Separate—”


  “Related in origin, developed independently; that’s economics nonsense.… And then on the Löwenstrasse, just before we went up to Chernak’s flat, I begged you not to make me go with you. I was convinced that if I heard any more you’d kill me. That’s when you said the strangest thing of all. You said, ‘What you heard makes no more sense to me than it does to you. Perhaps less.…’ I thought you were insane.”


  “What I’ve got is a form of insanity. A sane person remembers. I don’t.”


  “Why didn’t you tell me Chernak tried to kill you?”


  “There wasn’t time and I didn’t think it mattered.”


  “It didn’t at that moment—to you. It did to me.”


  “Why?”


  “Because I was holding on to an outside hope that you wouldn’t fire your gun at someone who hadn’t tried to kill you first.”


  “But he did. I was wounded.”


  “I didn’t know the sequence; you didn’t tell me.”


  “I don’t understand.”


  Marie lit a cigarette. “It’s hard to explain, but during all the time you kept me hostage, even when you hit me, and dragged me and pressed the gun into my stomach and held it against my head—God knows, I was terrified—but I thought I saw something in your eyes. Call it reluctance. It’s the best I can come up with.”


  “It’ll do. What’s your point?”


  “I’m not sure. Perhaps it goes back to something else you said in the booth at the Drei Alpenhäuser. That fat man was coming over and you told me to stay against the wall, cover my face with my hand. ‘For your own good,’ you said. ‘There’s no point in his being able to identify you.’”


  “There wasn’t.”


  “‘For your own good.’ That’s not the reasoning of a pathological killer. I think I held on to that—for my own sanity, maybe—that and the look in your eyes.”


  “I still don’t get the point.”


  “The man with the gold-rimmed glasses who convinced me he was the police said you were a brutal killer who had to be stopped before he killed again. Had it not been for Chernak I wouldn’t have believed him. On either point. The police don’t behave like that; they don’t use guns in dark, crowded places. And you were a man running for your life—are running for your life—but you’re not a killer.”


  Bourne held up his hand. “Forgive me, but that strikes me as a judgment based on false gratitude. You say you have a respect for facts—then look at them. I repeat: you heard what they said—regardless of what you think you saw and feel—you heard the words. Boiled down, envelopes were filled with money and delivered to me to fulfill certain obligations. I’d say those obligations were pretty clear, and I accepted them. I had a numbered account at the Gemeinschaft Bank totaling about five million dollars. Where did I get it? Where does a man like me—with the obvious skills I have—get that kind of money?” Jason stared at the ceiling. The pain was returning, the sense of futility also. “Those are the facts, Dr. St. Jacques. It’s time you left.”


  Marie rose from the chair and crushed out her cigarette. Then she picked up the gun and walked toward the bed. “You’re very anxious to condemn yourself, aren’t you?”


  “I respect facts.”


  “Then if what you say is true, I have an obligation, too, don’t I? As a law-abiding member of the social order I must call the Zurich police and tell them where you are.” She raised the gun.


  Bourne looked at her. “I thought—”


  “Why not?” she broke in. “You’re a condemned man who wants to get it over with, aren’t you? You lie there talking with such finality—with, if you’ll forgive me, not a little self-pity, expecting to appeal to my…what was it? False gratitude? Well, I think you’d better understand something. I’m not a fool; if I thought for a minute you’re what they say you are, I wouldn’t be here and neither would you. Facts that cannot be documented aren’t facts at all. You don’t have facts, you have conclusions, your own conclusions based on statements made by men you know are garbage.”


  “And an unexplained bank account with five million dollars in it. Don’t forget that.”


  “How could I? I’m supposed to be a financial whiz. That account may not be explained in ways that you’d like, but there’s a proviso attached that lends a considerable degree of legitimacy to it. It can be inspected—probably invaded—by any certified director of a corporation called something-or-other Seventy-One. That’s hardly an affiliation for a hired killer.”


  “The corporation may be named; it isn’t listed.”


  “In a telephone book? You are naive. But let’s get back to you. Right now. Shall I really call the police?”


  “You know my answer. I can’t stop you, but I don’t want you to.”


  Marie lowered the gun. “And I won’t. For the same reason you don’t want me to. I don’t believe what they say you are any more than you do.”


  “Then what do you believe?”


  “I told you, I’m not sure. All I really know is that seven hours ago I was underneath an animal, his mouth all over me, his hands clawing me…and I knew I was going to die. And then a man came back for me—a man who could have kept running—but who came back for me and offered to die in my place. I guess I believe in him.”


  “Suppose you’re wrong?”


  “Then I’ll have made a terrible mistake.”


  “Thank you. Where’s the money?”


  “On the bureau. In your passport case and billfold. Also the name of the doctor and the receipt for the room.”


  “May I have the passport, please? That’s the Swiss currency.”


  “I know.” Marie brought them to him. “I gave the concierge three hundred francs for the room and two hundred for the name of the doctor. The doctor’s services came to four hundred and fifty, to which I added another hundred and fifty for his cooperation. Altogether I paid out eleven hundred francs.”


  “You don’t have to give me an accounting,” he said.


  “You should know. What are you going to do?”


  “Give you money so you can get back to Canada.”


  “I mean afterwards.”


  “See how I feel later on. Probably pay the concierge to buy me some clothes. Ask him a few questions. I’ll be all right.” He took out a number of large bills and held them out for her.


  “That’s over fifty thousand francs.”


  “I’ve put you through a great deal.”


  Marie St. Jacques looked at the money, then down at the gun in her left hand. “I don’t want your money,” she said, placing the weapon on the bedside table.


  “What do you mean?”


  She turned and walked back to the armchair, turning again to look at him as she sat down. “I think I want to help you.”


  “Now wait a minute—”


  “Please,” she interrupted. “Please don’t ask me any questions. Don’t say anything for a while.”
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  Neither of them knew when it happened, or, in truth, whether it had happened. Or, if it had, to what lengths either would go to preserve it, or deepen it. There was no essential drama, no conflicts to overcome or barriers to surmount. All that was required was communication, by words and looks, and, perhaps as vital as either of these, the frequent accompaniment of quiet laughter.


  Their living arrangements in the room at the village inn were as clinical as they might have been in the hospital ward it replaced. During the daylight hours Marie took care of various practical matters such as clothes, meals, maps, and newspapers. On her own she had driven the stolen car ten miles south to the town of Reinach where she had abandoned it, taking a taxi back to Lenzburg. When she was out Bourne concentrated on rest and mobility. From somewhere in his forgotten past he understood that recovery depended upon both and he applied rigid discipline to both; he had been there before…before Port Noir.


  When they were together they talked, at first awkwardly, the thrusts and parries of strangers thrown together and surviving the shock waves of cataclysm. They tried to insert normalcy where none could exist, but it was easier when they both accepted the essential abnormality: there was nothing to say not related to what had happened. And if there was, it would begin to appear only during those moments when the probing of what-had-happened was temporarily exhausted, the silences springboards to relief, to other words and thoughts.


  It was during such moments that Jason learned the salient facts about the woman who had saved his life. He protested that she knew as much about him as he did, but he knew nothing about her. Where had she sprung from? Why was an attractive woman with dark red hair and skin obviously nurtured on a farm somewhere pretending to be a doctor of economics?


  “Because she was sick of the farm,” Marie replied.


  “No kidding? A farm, really?”


  “Well, a small ranch would be more like it. Small in comparison to the king-sized ones in Alberta. In my father’s time, when a Canuck went west to buy land, there were unwritten restrictions. Don’t compete in size with your betters. He often said that if he’d used the name St. James rather than St. Jacques, he’d be a far wealthier man today.”


  “He was a rancher?”


  Marie had laughed. “No, he was an accountant who became a rancher by way of a Vickers bomber in the war. He was a pilot in the Royal Canadian Air Force. I guess once he saw all that sky, an accounting office seemed a little dull.”


  “That takes a lot of nerve.”


  “More than you know. He sold cattle he didn’t own on land he didn’t have before he bought the ranch. French to the core, people said.”


  “I think I’d like him.”


  “You would.”


  She had lived in Calgary with her parents and two brothers until she was eighteen, when she went to McGill University in Montreal and the beginnings of a life she had never contemplated. An indifferent student who preferred racing over the fields on the back of a horse to the structured boredom of a convent school in Alberta discovered the excitement of using her mind.


  “It was really as simple as that,” she told him. “I’d looked at books as natural enemies, and suddenly, here I was in a place surrounded by people who were caught up in them, having a marvelous time. Everything was talk. Talk all day, talk all night—in classrooms and seminars, in crowded booths over pitchers of beer; I think it was the talk that turned me on. Does that make sense to you?”


  “I can’t remember, but I can understand,” Bourne said. “I have no memories of college or friends like that, but I’m pretty sure I was there.” He smiled. “Talking over pitchers of beer is a pretty strong impression.”


  She smiled back. “And I was pretty impressive in that department. A strapping girl from Calgary with two older brothers to compete with could drink more beer than half the university boys in Montreal.”


  “You must have been resented.”


  “No, just envied.”


  A new world had been presented to Marie St. Jacques; she never returned to her old one. Except for prescribed midterm holidays, prolonged trips to Calgary grew less and less frequent. Her circles in Montreal expanded, the summers taken up with jobs in and outside the university. She gravitated first to history, then reasoned that most of history was shaped by economic forces—power and significance had to be paid for—and so she tested the theories of economics. And was consumed.


  She remained at McGill for five years, receiving her masters degree and a Canadian government fellowship to Oxford.


  “That was a day, I can tell you. I thought my father would have apoplexy. He left his precious cattle to my brothers long enough to fly east to talk me out of it.”


  “Talk you out of it? Why? He was an accountant; you were going after a doctorate in economics.”


  “Don’t make that mistake,” Marie exclaimed. “Accountants and economists are natural enemies. One views trees, the other forests, and the visions are usually at odds, as they should be. Besides, my father’s not simply Canadian, he’s French-Canadian. I think he saw me as a traitor to Versailles. But he was mollified when I told him that a condition of the fellowship was a commitment to work for the government for a minimum of three years. He said I could ‘serve the cause better from within.’ Vive Québec libre—vive la France!”


  They both laughed.


  The three-year commitment to Ottawa was extended for all the logical reasons: whenever she thought of leaving, she was promoted a grade, given a large office and an expanded staff.


  “Power corrupts, of course”—she smiled—“and no one knows it better than a ranking bureaucrat whom banks and corporations pursue for a recommendation. But I think Napoleon said it better. ‘Give me enough medals and I’ll win you any war.’ So I stayed. I enjoy my work immensely. But then it’s work I’m good at and that helps.”


  Jason watched her as she talked. Beneath the controlled exterior there was an exuberant, childlike quality about her. She was an enthusiast, reining in her enthusiasm whenever she felt it becoming too pronounced. Of course she was good at what she did; he suspected she never did anything with less than her fullest application. “I’m sure you are—good, I mean—but it doesn’t leave much time for other things, does it?”


  “What other things?”


  “Oh, the usual. Husband, family, house with the picket fence.”


  “They may come one day; I don’t rule them out.”


  “But they haven’t.”


  “No. There were a couple of close calls, but no brass ring. Or diamond, either.”


  “Who’s Peter?”


  The smile faded. “I’d forgotten. You read the cable.”


  “I’m sorry.”


  “Don’t be. We’ve covered that.… Peter? I adore Peter. We lived together for nearly two years, but it didn’t work out.”


  “Apparently he doesn’t hold any grudges.”


  “He’d better not!” She laughed again. “He’s director of the section, hopes for a cabinet appointment soon. If he doesn’t behave himself, I’ll tell the Treasury Board what he doesn’t know and he’ll be back as an SX-Two.”


  “He said he was going to pick you up at the airport on the twenty-sixth. You’d better cable him.”


  “Yes, I know.”


  Her leaving was what they had not talked about; they had avoided the subject as though it were a distant eventuality. It was not related to what-had-happened; it was something that was going to be. Marie had said she wanted to help him; he had accepted, assuming she was driven by false gratitude into staying with him for a day or so—and he was grateful for that. But anything else was unthinkable.


  Which was why they did not talk about it. Words and looks had passed between them, quiet laughter evoked, comfort established. At odd moments there were tentative rushes of warmth and they both understood and backed away. Anything else was unthinkable.


  So they kept returning to the abnormality, to what-had-happened. To him more than to them, for he was the irrational reason for their being together…together in a room at a small village inn in Switzerland. Abnormality. It was not part of the reasonable, ordered world of Marie St. Jacques, and because it was not, her orderly, analytical mind was provoked. Unreasonable things were to be examined, unraveled, explained. She became relentless in her probing, as insistent as Geoffrey Washburn had been on the Ile de Port Noir, but without the doctor’s patience. For she did not have the time; she knew it and it drove her to the edges of stridency.


  “When you read the newspapers, what strikes you?”


  “The mess. Seems it’s universal.”


  “Be serious. What’s familiar to you?”


  “Most everything, but I can’t tell you why.”


  “Give me an example.”


  “This morning. There was a story about an American arms shipment to Greece and the subsequent debate in the United Nations; the Soviets protested. I understand the significance, the Mediterranean power struggle, the Mid East spillover.”


  “Give me another.”


  “There was an article about East German interference with the Bonn government’s liaison office in Warsaw. Eastern bloc, Western bloc; again I understood.”


  “You see the relationship, don’t you? You’re politically—geo-politically—receptive.”


  “Or I have a perfectly normal working knowledge of current events. I don’t think I was ever a diplomat. The money at the Gemeinschaft would rule out any kind of government employment.”


  “I agree. Still, you’re politically aware. What about maps? You asked me to buy you maps. What comes to mind when you look at them?”


  “In some cases names trigger images, just as they did in Zurich. Buildings, hotels, streets…sometimes faces. But never names. The faces don’t have any.”


  “Still you’ve traveled a great deal.”


  “I guess I have.”


  “You know you have.”


  “All right, I’ve traveled.”


  “How did you travel?”


  “What do you mean, how?”


  “Was it usually by plane, or by car—not taxis but driving yourself?”


  “Both, I think. Why?”


  “Planes would mean greater distances more frequently. Did people meet you? Are there faces at airports, hotels?”


  “Streets,” he replied involuntarily.


  “Streets? Why streets?”


  “I don’t know. Faces met me in the streets…and in quiet places. Dark places.”


  “Restaurants? Cafés?”


  “Yes. And rooms.”


  “Hotel rooms?”


  “Yes.”


  “Not offices? Business offices?”


  “Sometimes. Not usually.”


  “All right. People met you. Faces. Men? Women? Both?”


  “Men mostly. Some women, but mostly men.”


  “What did they talk about?”


  “I don’t know.”


  “Try to remember.”


  “I can’t. There aren’t any voices; there aren’t any words.”


  “Were there schedules? You met with people, that means you had appointments. They expected to meet with you and you expected to meet with them. Who scheduled those appointments? Someone had to.”


  “Cables. Telephone calls.”


  “From whom? From where?”


  “I don’t know. They would reach me.”


  “At hotels?”


  “Mostly, I imagine.”


  “You told me the assistant manager at the Carillon said you did receive messages.”


  “Then they came to hotels.”


  “Something-or-other Seventy-One?”


  “Treadstone.”


  “Treadstone. That’s your company, isn’t it?”


  “It doesn’t mean anything. I couldn’t find it.”


  “Concentrate!”


  “I am. It wasn’t listed. I called New York.”


  “You seem to think that’s so unusual. It’s not.”


  “Why not?”


  “It could be a separate in-house division, or a blind subsidiary—a corporation set up to make purchases for a parent company whose name would push up a negotiating price. It’s done every day.”


  “Whom are you trying to convince?”


  “You. It’s entirely possible that you’re a roving negotiator for American financial interests. Everything points to it: funds set up for immediate capital, confidentiality open for corporate approval, which was never exercised. These facts, plus your own antenna for political shifts, point to a trusted purchasing agent, and quite probably a large shareholder or part owner of the parent company.”


  “You talk awfully fast.”


  “I’ve said nothing that isn’t logical.”


  “There’s a hole or two.”


  “Where?”


  “That account didn’t show any withdrawals. Only deposits. I wasn’t buying, I was selling.”


  “You don’t know that; you can’t remember. Payments can be made with shortfall deposits.”


  “I don’t even know what that means.”


  “A treasurer aware of certain tax strategies would. What’s the other hole?”


  “Men don’t try to kill someone for buying something at a lower price. They may expose him; they don’t kill him.”


  “They do if a gargantuan error has been made. Or if that person has been mistaken for someone else. What I’m trying to tell you is that you can’t be what you’re not! No matter what anyone says.”


  “You’re that convinced.”


  “I’m that convinced. I’ve spent three days with you. We’ve talked, I’ve listened. A terrible error has been made. Or it’s some kind of conspiracy.”


  “Involving what? Against what?”


  “That’s what you have to find out.”


  “Thanks.”


  “Tell me something. What comes to mind when you think of money?”


  Stop it! Don’t do this! Can’t you understand? You’re wrong. When I think of money I think of killing.


  “I don’t know,” he said. “I’m tired. I want to sleep. Send your cable in the morning. Tell Peter you’re flying back.”


  It was well past midnight, the beginning of the fourth day, and still sleep would not come. Bourne stared at the ceiling, at the dark wood that reflected the light of the table lamp across the room. The light remained on during the nights; Marie simply left it on, no explanation sought, none offered.


  In the morning she would be gone and his own plans had to crystallize. He would stay at the inn for a few more days, call the doctor in Wohlen and arrange to have the stitches removed. After that, Paris. The money was in Paris, and so was something else; he knew it, he felt it. A final answer; it was in Paris.


  You are not helpless. You will find your way.


  What would he find? A man named Carlos? Who was Carlos and what was he to Jason Bourne?


  He heard the rustle of cloth from the couch against the wall. He glanced over, startled to see that Marie was not asleep. Instead, she was looking at him, staring at him really.


  “You’re wrong, you know,” she said.


  “About what?”


  “What you’re thinking.”


  “You don’t know what I’m thinking.”


  “Yes, I do. I’ve seen that look in your eyes, seeing things you’re not sure are there, afraid that they may be.”


  “They have been,” he replied. “Explain the Steppdeckstrasse. Explain a fat man at the Drei Alpenhäuser.”


  “I can’t, but neither can you.”


  “They were there. I saw them and they were there.”


  “Find out why. You can’t be what you’re not, Jason. Find out.”


  “Paris,” he said.


  “Yes, Paris.” Marie got up from the couch. She was in a soft yellow nightgown, nearly white, pearl buttons at the neck; it flowed as she walked toward the bed in her bare feet. She stood beside him, looking down, then raised both her hands and began unbuttoning the top of the gown. She let it fall away, as she sat on the bed, her breasts above him. She leaned toward him, reaching for his face, cupping it, holding him gently, her eyes as so often during the past few days unwavering, fixed on his. “Thank you for my life,” she whispered.


  “Thank you for mine,” he answered, feeling the longing he knew she felt, wondering if an ache accompanied hers, as it did his. He had no memory of a woman and, perhaps because he had none she was everything he could imagine; everything and much, much more. She repelled the darkness for him. She stopped the pain.


  He had been afraid to tell her. And she was telling him now it was all right, if only for a while, for an hour or so. For the remainder of that night, she was giving him a memory because she too longed for release from the coiled springs of violence. Tension was suspended, comfort theirs for an hour or so. It was all he asked for, but God in heaven, how he needed her!


  He reached for her breast and pulled her lips to his lips, her moisture arousing him, sweeping away the doubts.


  She lifted the covers and came to him.


  She lay in his arms, her head on his chest, careful to avoid the wound in his shoulder. She slid back gently, raising herself on her elbows. He looked at her; their eyes locked, and both smiled. She lifted her left hand, pressing her index finger over his lips, and spoke softly.


  “I have something to say and I don’t want you to interrupt. I’m not sending the cable to Peter. Not yet.”


  “Now, just a minute.” He took her hand from his face.


  “Please, don’t interrupt me. I said ‘not yet.’ That doesn’t mean I won’t send it, but not for a while. I’m staying with you. I’m going to Paris with you.”


  He forced the words. “Suppose I don’t want you to.”


  She leaned forward, brushing her lips against his cheek. “That won’t wash. The computer just rejected it.”


  “I wouldn’t be so certain, if I were you.”


  “But you’re not me. I’m me, and I know the way you held me, and tried to say so many things you couldn’t say. Things I think we both wanted to say to each other for the past several days. I can’t explain what’s happened. Oh, I suppose it’s there in some obscure psychological theory somewhere, two reasonably intelligent people thrown into hell together and crawling out…together. And maybe that’s all it is. But it’s there right now and I can’t run away from it. I can’t run away from you. Because you need me, and you gave me my life.”


  “What makes you think I need you?”


  “I can do things for you that you can’t do for yourself. It’s all I’ve thought about for the past two hours.” She raised herself further, naked beside him. “You’re somehow involved with a great deal of money, but I don’t think you know a debit from an asset. You may have before, but you don’t now. I do. And there’s something else. I have a ranking position with the Canadian government. I have clearance and access to all manner of inquiries. And protection. International finance is rotten and Canada has been raped. We’ve mounted our own protection and I’m part of it. It’s why I was in Zurich. To observe and report alliances, not to discuss abstract theories.”


  “And the fact that you have this clearance, this access, can help me?”


  “I think it can. And embassy protection, that may be the most important. But I give you my word that at the first sign of violence, I’ll send the cable and get out. My own fears aside, I won’t be a burden to you under those conditions.”


  “At the first sign,” repeated Bourne, studying her. “And I determine when and where that is?”


  “If you like. My experience is limited. I won’t argue.”


  He continued to hold her eyes, the moment long, magnified by silence. Finally he asked, “Why are you doing this? You just said it. We’re two reasonably intelligent people who crawled out of some kind of hell. That may be all we are. Is it worth it?”


  She sat motionless. “I also said something else; maybe you’ve forgotten. Four nights ago a man who could have kept running came back for me and offered to die in my place. I believe in that man. More than he does, I think. That’s really what I have to offer.”


  “I accept,” he said, reaching for her. “I shouldn’t, but I do. I need that belief very badly.”


  “You may interrupt now,” she whispered, lowering the sheet, her body coming to his. “Make love to me, I have needs too.”


  Three more days and nights went by, filled by the warmth of their comfort, the excitement of discovery. They lived with the intensity of two people aware that change would come. And when it came, it would come quickly; so there were things to talk about which could not be avoided any longer.


  Cigarette smoke spiraled above the table joining the steam from the hot, bitter coffee. The concierge, an ebullient Swiss whose eyes took in more than his lips would reveal, had left several minutes before, having delivered the petit déjeuner and the Zurich newspapers, in both English and French. Jason and Marie sat across from each other; both had scanned the news.


  “Anything in yours?” asked Bourne.


  “That old man, the watchman at the Guisan Quai, was buried the day before yesterday. The police still have nothing concrete. ‘Investigation in progress,’ it says.”


  “It’s a little more extensive here,” said Jason, shifting his paper awkwardly in his bandaged left hand.


  “How is it?” asked Marie, looking at the hand.


  “Better. I’ve got more play in the fingers now.”


  “I know.”


  “You’ve got a dirty mind.” He folded the paper. “Here it is. They repeat the things they said the other day. The shells and blood scrapings are being analyzed.” Bourne looked up. “But they’ve added something. Remnants of clothing; it wasn’t mentioned before.”


  “Is that a problem?”


  “Not for me. My clothes were bought off a rack in Marseilles. What about your dress? Was it a special design or fabric?”


  “You embarrass me; it wasn’t. All my clothes are made by a woman in Ottawa.”


  “It couldn’t be traced, then?”


  “I don’t see how. The silk came from a bolt an FS-Three in our section brought back from Hong Kong.”


  “Did you buy anything at the shops in the hotel? Something you might have had on you. A kerchief, a pin, anything like that?”


  “No. I’m not much of a shopper that way.”


  “Good. And your friend wasn’t asked any questions when she checked out?”


  “Not by the desk, I told you that. Only by the two men you saw me with in the elevator.”


  “From the French and Belgian delegations.”


  “Yes. Everything was fine.”


  “Let’s go over it again.”


  “There’s nothing to go over. Paul—the one from Brussels—didn’t see anything. He was knocked off his chair to the floor and stayed there. Claude—he tried to stop us, remember?—at first thought it was me on the stage, in the light, but before he could get to the police he was hurt in the crowd and taken to the infirmary—”


  “And by the time he might have said something,” interrupted Jason, recalling her words, “he wasn’t sure.”


  “Yes. But I have an idea he knew my main purpose for being at the conference; my presentation didn’t fool him. If he did, it would reinforce his decision to stay out of it.”


  Bourne picked up his coffee. “Let me have that again,” he said. “You were looking for…alliances?”


  “Well, hints of them, really. No one’s going to come out and say there are financial interests in his country working with interests in that country so they can buy their way into Canadian raw materials or any other market. But you see who meets for drinks, who has dinner together. Or sometimes it’s as dumb as a delegate from, say, Rome—whom you know is being paid by Agnelli—coming up and asking you how serious Ottawa is about the declaration laws.”


  “I’m still not sure I understand.”


  “You should. Your own country’s very touchy about the subject. Who owns what? How many American banks are controlled by OPEC money? How much industry is owned by European and Japanese consortiums? How many hundreds of thousands of acres have been acquired by capital that’s fled England and Italy and France? We all worry.”


  “We do?”


  Marie laughed. “Of course. Nothing makes a man more nationalistic than to think his country’s owned by foreigners. He can adjust in time to losing a war—that only means the enemy was stronger—but to lose his economy means the enemy was smarter. The period of occupation lasts longer, and so do the scars.”


  “You’ve given these things a lot of thought, haven’t you?”


  For a brief moment the look in Marie’s eyes lost its edge of humor; she answered him seriously. “Yes, I have. I think they’re important.”


  “Did you learn anything in Zurich?”


  “Nothing startling,” she said. “Money’s flying all over; syndicates are trying to find internal investments where bureaucratic machineries look the other way.”


  “That cablegram from Peter said your daily reports were first rate. What did he mean?”


  “I found a number of odd economic bedfellows who I think may be using Canadian figureheads to buy up Canadian properties. I’m not being elusive; it’s just that they wouldn’t mean anything to you.”


  “I’m not trying to pry,” countered Jason, “but I think you put me in one of those beds. Not with respect to Canada, but in general.”


  “I don’t rule you out; the structure’s there. You could be part of a financial combine that’s looking for all manner of illegal purchases. It’s one thing I can put a quiet trace on, but I want to do it over a telephone. Not words written out in a cable.”


  “Now I am prying. What do you mean and how?”


  “If there’s a Treadstone Seventy-One behind a multinational corporate door somewhere, there are ways to find which company, which door. I want to call Peter from one of those public telephone stations in Paris. I’ll tell him that I ran across the name Treadstone Seventy-One in Zurich and it’s been bothering me. I’ll ask him to make a CS—a covert search—and say that I’ll call him back.”


  “And if he finds it?”


  “If it’s there, he’ll find it.”


  “Then I get in touch with whoever’s listed as the ‘certified directors’ and surface.”


  “Very cautiously,” added Marie. “Through intermediaries. Myself, if you like.”


  “Why?”


  “Because of what they’ve done. Or not done, really.”


  “Which is?”


  “They haven’t tried to reach you in nearly six months.”


  “You don’t know that—I don’t know that.”


  “The bank knows it. Millions of dollars left untouched, unaccounted for, and no one has bothered to find out why. That’s what I can’t understand. It’s as though you were being abandoned. It’s where the mistake could have been made.”


  Bourne leaned back in the chair, looking at his bandaged left hand, remembering the sight of the weapon smashing repeatedly downward in the shadows of a racing car in the Steppdeckstrasse. He raised his eyes and looked at Marie. “What you’re saying is that if I was abandoned, it’s because that mistake is thought to be the truth by the directors at Treadstone.”


  “Possibly. They might think you’ve involved them in illegal transactions—with criminal elements—that could cost them millions more. Conceivably risking expropriation of entire companies by angry governments. Or that you joined forces with an international crime syndicate, probably not knowing it. Anything. It would account for their not going near the bank. They’d want no guilt by association.”


  “So, in a sense, no matter what your friend Peter learns, I’m still back at square one.”


  “We’re back, but it’s not square one, more like four-and-a-half to five on a scale of ten.”


  “Even if it were nine, nothing’s really changed. Men want to kill me and I don’t know why. Others could stop them but they won’t. That man at the Drei Alpenhäuser said Interpol has its nets out for me, and if I walk into one I don’t have any answers. I’m guilty as charged because I don’t know what I’m guilty of. Having no memory isn’t much of a defense, and it’s possible that I have no defense, period.”


  “I refuse to believe that, and so must you.”


  “Thanks.”


  “I mean it, Jason. Stop it.”


  Stop it. How many times do I say that to myself? You are my love, the only woman I have ever known, and you believe in me. Why can’t I believe in myself?


  Bourne got up, as always testing his legs. Mobility was coming back to him, the wounds less severe than his imagination had permitted him to believe. He had made an appointment that night with the doctor in Wohlen to remove the stitches. Tomorrow, change would come.


  “Paris,” said Jason. “The answer’s in Paris. I know it as surely as I saw the outline of those triangles in Zurich. I just don’t know where to begin. It’s crazy. I’m a man waiting for an image, for a word or a phrase—or a book of matches—to tell me something. To send me somewhere else.”


  “Why not wait until I hear from Peter? I can call him tomorrow; we can be in Paris tomorrow.”


  “Because it wouldn’t make any difference, don’t you see? No matter what he came up with, the one thing I need to know wouldn’t be there. For the same reason Treadstone hasn’t gone near the bank. Me. I have to know why men want to kill me, why someone named Carlos will pay…what was it…a fortune for my corpse.”


  It was as far as he got, interrupted by the crash at the table. Marie had dropped her cup and was staring at him, her face white, as if the blood had drained from her head. “What did you just say?” she asked.


  “What? I said I have to know…”


  “The name. You just said the name Carlos.”


  “That’s right.”


  “In all the hours we’ve talked, the days we’ve been together, you never mentioned him.”


  Bourne looked at her, trying to remember. It was true; he had told her everything that had come to him, yet somehow he had omitted Carlos…almost purposely, as if blocking it out.


  “I guess I didn’t,” he said. “You seem to know. Who’s Carlos?”


  “Are you trying to be funny? If you are, the joke’s not very good.”


  “I’m not trying to be funny. I don’t think there’s anything to be funny about. Who’s Carlos?”


  “My God—you don’t know!” she exclaimed, studying his eyes. “It’s part of what was taken from you.”


  “Who is Carlos?”


  “An assassin. He’s called the assassin of Europe. A man hunted for twenty years, believed to have killed between fifty and sixty political and military figures. No one knows what he looks like…but it’s said he operates out of Paris.”


  Bourne felt a wave of cold going through him.


  The taxi to Wohlen was an English Ford belonging to the concierge’s son-in-law. Jason and Marie sat in the back seat, the dark countryside passing swiftly outside the windows. The stitches had been removed, replaced by soft bandages held by wide strips of tape.


  “Get back to Canada,” said Jason softly, breaking the silence between them.


  “I will, I told you that. I’ve a few more days left. I want to see Paris.”


  “I don’t want you in Paris. I’ll call you in Ottawa. You can make the Treadstone search yourself and give me the information over the phone.”


  “I thought you said it wouldn’t make any difference. You had to know the why; the who was meaningless until you understood.”


  “I’ll find a way. I just need one man; I’ll find him.”


  “But you don’t know where to begin. You’re a man waiting for an image, for a phrase, or a book of matches. They may not be there.”


  “Something will be there.”


  “Something is, but you don’t see it. I do. It’s why you need me. I know the words, the methods. You don’t.”


  Bourne looked at her in the rushing shadows. “I think you’d better be clearer.”


  “The banks, Jason. Treadstone’s connections are in the banks. But not in the way that you might think.”


  The stooped old man in the threadbare overcoat, black beret in hand, walked down the far left aisle of the country church in the village of Arpajon, ten miles south of Paris. The bells of the evening Angelus echoed throughout the upper regions of stone and wood; the man held his place at the fifth row and waited for the ringing to stop. It was his signal; he accepted it, knowing that during the pealing of the bells another, younger man—as ruthless as any man alive—had circled the small church and studied everyone inside and outside. Had that man seen anything he did not expect to see, anyone he considered a threat to his person, there would be no questions asked, simply an execution. That was the way of Carlos, and only those who understood that their lives could be snuffed out because they themselves had been followed accepted money to act as the assassin’s messenger. They were all like himself, old men from the old days, whose lives were running out, months remaining limited by age, or disease, or both.


  Carlos permitted no risks whatsoever, the single consolation being that if one died in his service—or by his hand—money would find its way to old women, or the children of old women, or their children. It had to be said: there was a certain dignity to be found in working for Carlos. And there was no lack of generosity. This was what his small army of infirm old men understood; he gave a purpose to the ends of their lives.


  The messenger clutched his beret and continued down the aisle to the row of confessional booths against the left wall. He walked to the fifth booth, parted the curtain, and stepped inside, adjusting his eyes to the light of a single candle that glowed from the other side of the translucent drape separating priest from sinner. He sat down on the small wooden bench and looked at the silhouette in the holy enclosure. It was as it always was, the hooded figure of a man in a monk’s habit. The messenger tried not to imagine what that man looked like; it was not his place to speculate on such things.


  “Angelus Domini,” he said.


  “Angelus Domini, child of God,” whispered the hooded silhouette. “Are your days comfortable?”


  “They draw to an end,” replied the old man, making the proper response, “but they are made comfortable.”


  “Good. It’s important to have a sense of security at your age,” said Carlos. “But to business. Did you get the particulars from Zurich?”


  “The owl is dead; so are two others, possibly a third. Another’s hand was severely wounded; he cannot work. Cain disappeared. They think the woman is with him.”


  “An odd turn of events,” said Carlos.


  “There’s more. The one ordered to kill her has not been heard from. He was to take her to the Guisan Quai; no one knows what happened.”


  “Except that a watchman was killed in her place. It’s possible she was never a hostage at all, but instead, bait for a trap. A trap that snapped back on Cain. I want to think about that. In the meantime, here are my instructions. Are you ready?”


  The old man reached into his pocket and took out the stub of a pencil and a scrap of paper. “Very well.”


  “Telephone Zurich. I want a man in Paris by tomorrow who has seen Cain, who can recognize him. Also, Zurich is to reach Koenig at the Gemeinschaft and tell him to send his tape to New York. He’s to use the post office box in Village Station.”


  “Please,” interrupted the aged messenger. “These old hands do not write as they once did.”


  “Forgive me,” whispered Carlos. “I’m preoccupied and inconsiderate. I’m sorry.”


  “Not at all, not at all. Go ahead.”


  “Finally, I want our team to take rooms within a block of the bank on the rue Madeleine. This time the bank will be Cain’s undoing. The pretender will be taken at the source of his misplaced pride. A bargain price, as despicable as he is…unless he’s something else.”


  CHAPTER ELEVEN


  



  Bourne watched from a distance as Marie passed through customs and immigration in Bern’s airport, looking for signs of interest or recognition from anyone in the crowd that stood around Air France’s departure area. It was four o’clock in the afternoon, the busiest hour for flights to Paris, a time when privileged businessmen hurried back to the City of Light after dull company chores at the banks in Bern. Marie glanced over her shoulder as she walked through the gate; he nodded, waited until she had disappeared, then turned and started for the Swissair lounge. George P. Washburn had a reservation on the 4:30 plane to Orly.


  They would meet later at the café Marie remembered from visits during her Oxford days. It was called Au Coin de Cluny, on the boulevard Saint-Michel, several blocks from the Sorbonne. If by any chance it was no longer there, Jason would find her around nine o’clock on the steps of the Cluny Museum.


  Bourne would be late, nearby but late. The Sorbonne had one of the most extensive libraries in all Europe and somewhere in that library were back issues of newspapers. University libraries were not subject to the working hours of government employees; students used them during the evenings. So would he as soon as he reached Paris. There was something he had to learn.


  Every day I read the newspapers. In three languages. Six months ago a man was killed, his death reported on the front page of each of those newspapers. So said a fat man in Zurich.


  He left his suitcase at the library checkroom and walked to the second floor, turning left toward the arch that led to the huge reading room. The Salle de Lecture was at this annex, the newspapers on spindles placed in racks, the issues going back precisely one year from the day’s date.


  He walked along the racks, counting back six months, lifting off the first ten weeks’ worth of papers before that date a half a year ago. He carried them to the nearest vacant table and without sitting down flipped through from front page to front page, issue to issue.


  Great men had died in their beds, while others had made pronouncements; the dollar had fallen, gold risen; strikes had crippled, and governments had vacillated between action and paralysis. But no man had been killed who warranted headlines; there was no such incident—no such assassination.


  Jason returned to the racks and went back further. Two weeks, twelve weeks, twenty weeks. Nearly eight months. Nothing.


  Then it struck him; he had gone back in time, not forward from that date six months ago. An error could be made in either direction; a few days or a week, even two. He returned the spindles to the racks and pulled out the papers from four and five months ago.


  Airplanes had crashed and revolutions had erupted bloodily; holy men had spoken only to be rebuked by other holy men; poverty and disease had been found where everyone knew they could be found, but no man of consequence had been killed.


  He started on the last spindle, the mists of doubt and guilt clearing with each turn of a page. Had a sweating fat man in Zurich lied? Was it all a lie? All lies? Was he somehow living a nightmare that could vanish with…

  



  AMBASSADEUR LELAND ASSASSINÉ

  À MARSEILLE!


  The thick block letters of the headline exploded off the page, hurting his eyes. It was not imagined pain, not invented pain, but a sharp ache that penetrated his sockets and seared through his head. His breathing stopped, his eyes rigid on the name LELAND. He knew it; he could picture the face, actually picture it. Thick brows beneath a wide forehead, a blunt nose centered between high cheekbones and above curiously thin lips topped by a perfectly groomed gray mustache. He knew the face, he knew the man. And the man had been killed by a single shot from a high-powered rifle fired from a waterfront window. Ambassador Howard Leland had walked down a Marseilles pier at five o’clock in the afternoon. His head had been blown off.


  Bourne did not have to read the second paragraph to know that Howard Leland had been Admiral H. R. Leland, United States Navy, until an interim appointment as director of Naval Intelligence preceded his ambassadorship to the Quai d’Orsay in Paris. Nor did he have to reach the body of the article where motives for the assassination were speculated upon to know them; he knew them. Leland’s primary function in Paris was to dissuade the French government from authorizing massive arms sales—in particular fleets of Mirage jets—to Africa and the Middle East. To an astonishing degree he had succeeded, angering interested parties at all points in the Mediterranean. It was presumed that he had been killed for his interference; a punishment which served as a warning to others. Buyers and sellers of death were not to be hindered.


  And the seller of death who had killed him would have been paid a great deal of money, far from the scene, all traces buried.


  Zurich. A messenger to a legless man; another to a fat man in a crowded restaurant off the Falkenstrasse.


  Zurich.


  Marseilles.


  Jason closed his eyes, the pain now intolerable. He had been picked up at sea five months ago, his port of origin assumed to have been Marseilles. And if Marseilles, the waterfront had been his escape route, a boat hired to take him into the vast expanse of the Mediterranean. Everything fitted too well, each piece of the puzzle sculpted into the next. How could he know the things he knew if he were not that seller of death from a window on the Marseilles waterfront?


  He opened his eyes, pain inhibiting thought, but not all thought, one decision as clear as anything in his limited memory. There would be no rendezvous in Paris with Marie St. Jacques.


  Perhaps one day he would write her a letter, saying the things he could not say now. If he was alive and could write a letter; he could not write one now. There could be no written words of thanks or love, no explanations at all; she would wait for him and he would not come to her. He had to put distance between them; she could not be involved with a seller of death. She had been wrong, his worst fears accurate.


  Oh, God! He could picture Howard Leland’s face, and there was no photograph on the page in front of him! The front page with the terrible headline that triggered so much, confirmed so many things. The date. Thursday, August 26. Marseilles. It was a day he would remember as long as he could remember for the rest of his convoluted life.


  Thursday, August 26…


  Something was wrong. What was it? What was it? Thursday?…Thursday meant nothing to him. The twenty-sixth of August?…The twenty-sixth? It could not be the twenty-sixth! The twenty-sixth was wrong! He had heard it over and over again. Washburn’s diary—his patient’s journal. How often had Washburn gone back over every fact, every phrase, every day and point of progress? Too many times to count. Too many times not to remember!


  You were brought to my door on the morning of Tuesday, August twenty-fourth, at precisely eight-twenty o’clock. Your condition was…


  Tuesday, August 24.


  August 24.


  He was not in Marseilles on the twenty-sixth! He could not have fired a rifle from a window on the waterfront. He was not the seller of death in Marseilles; he had not killed Howard Leland!


  Six months ago a man was killed…But it was not six months; it was close to six months but not six months. And he had not killed that man; he was half dead in an alcoholic’s house on Ile de Port Noir.


  The mists were clearing, the pain receding. A sense of elation filled him; he had found one concrete lie! If there was one there could be others!


  Bourne looked at his watch; it was quarter past nine. Marie had left the café; she was waiting for him on the steps of the Cluny Museum. He replaced the spindles in their racks, then started toward the large cathedral door of the reading room, a man in a hurry.


  He walked down the boulevard Saint-Michel, his pace accelerating with each stride. He had the distinct feeling that he knew what it was to have been given a reprieve from hanging and he wanted to share that rare experience. For a time he was out of the violent darkness, beyond the crashing waters; he had found a moment of sunlight—like the moments and the sunlight that had filled a room in a village inn—and he had to reach the one who had given them to him. Reach her and hold her and tell her there was hope.


  He saw her on the steps, her arms folded against the icy wind that swept off the boulevard. At first she did not see him, her eyes searching the tree-lined street. She was restless, anxious, an impatient woman afraid she would not see what she wanted to see, frightened that it would not be there.


  Ten minutes ago he would not have been.


  She saw him. Her face became radiant, the smile emerged and it was filled with life. She rushed to him as he raced up the steps toward her. They came together and for a moment neither said anything, warm and alone on the Saint-Michel.


  “I waited and waited,” she breathed finally. “I was so afraid, so worried. Did anything happen? Are you all right?”


  “I’m fine. Better than I’ve been in a long time.”


  “What?”


  He held her by the shoulders. “‘Six months ago a man was killed.…’ Remember?”


  The joy left her eyes. “Yes, I remember.”


  “I didn’t kill him,” said Bourne. “I couldn’t have.”


  They found a small hotel off the crowded boulevard Montparnasse. The lobby and the rooms were threadbare, but there was a pretense to forgotten elegance that gave it an air of timelessness. It was a quiet resting place set down in the middle of a carnival, hanging on to its identity by accepting the times without joining them.


  Jason closed the door, nodding to the white-haired bell captain whose indifference had turned to indulgence upon the receipt of a twenty-franc note.


  “He thinks you’re a provincial deacon flushed with a night’s anticipation,” said Marie. “I hope you noticed I went right to the bed.”


  “His name is Hervé, and he’ll be very solicitous of our needs. He has no intention of sharing the wealth.” He crossed to her and took her in his arms. “Thanks for my life,” he said.


  “Any time, my friend.” She reached up and held his face in her hands. “But don’t keep me waiting like that again. I nearly went crazy; all I could think of was that someone had recognized you…that something terrible had happened.”


  “You forget, no one knows what I look like.”


  “Don’t count on that; it’s not true. There were four men in the Steppdeckstrasse, including that bastard in the Guisan Quai. They’re alive, Jason. They saw you.”


  “Not really. They saw a dark-haired man with bandages on his neck and head, who walked with a limp. Only two were near me: the man on the second floor and that pig in the Guisan. The first won’t be leaving Zurich for a while; he can’t walk and he hasn’t much of a hand left. The second had the beam of the flashlight in his eyes; it wasn’t in mine.”


  She released him, frowning, her alert mind questioning. “You can’t be sure. They were there; they did see you.”


  Change your hair.… you change your face. Geoffrey Washburn, Ile de Port Noir.


  “I repeat, they saw a dark-haired man in shadows. How good are you with a weak solution of peroxide?”


  “I’ve never used it.”


  “Then I’ll find a shop in the morning. The Montparnasse is the place for it. Blonds have more fun, isn’t that what they say?”


  She studied his face. “I’m trying to imagine what you’ll look like.”


  “Different. Not much, but enough.”


  “You may be right. I hope to God you are.” She kissed his cheek, her prelude to discussion. “Now, tell me what happened. Where did you go? What did you learn about that…incident six months ago?”


  “It wasn’t six months ago, and because it wasn’t, I couldn’t have killed him.” He told her everything, save for the few brief moments when he thought he would never see her again. He did not have to; she said it for him.


  “If that date hadn’t been so clear in your mind, you wouldn’t have come to me, would you?”


  He shook his head. “Probably not.”


  “I knew it. I felt it. For a minute, while I was walking from the café to the museum steps, I could hardly breathe. It was as though I were suffocating. Can you believe that?”


  “I don’t want to.”


  “Neither do I, but it happened.”


  They were sitting, she on the bed, he in the single armchair close by. He reached for her hand. “I’m still not sure I should be here.… I knew that man, I saw his face, I was in Marseilles forty-eight hours before he was killed!”


  “But you didn’t kill him.”


  “Then why was I there? Why do people think I did? Christ, it’s insane!” He sprang up from the chair, pain back in his eyes. “But then I forgot. I’m not sane, am I? Because I’ve forgotten.… Years, a lifetime.”


  Marie spoke matter-of-factly, no compassion in her voice. “The answers will come to you. From one source or another, finally from yourself.”


  “That may not be possible. Washburn said it was like blocks rearranged, different tunnels…different windows.” Jason walked to the window, bracing himself on the sill, looking down on the lights of Montparnasse. “The views aren’t the same; they never will be. Somewhere out there are people I know, who know me. A couple of thousand miles away are other people I care about and don’t care about.… Or, oh God, maybe a wife and children—I don’t know. I keep spinning around in the wind, turning over and over and I can’t get down to the ground. Every time I try I get thrown back up again.”


  “Into the sky?” asked Marie.


  “Yes.”


  “You’ve jumped from a plane,” she said, making a statement.


  Bourne turned. “I never told you that.”


  “You talked about it in your sleep the other night. You were sweating; your face was flushed and hot and I had to wipe it with a towel.”


  “Why didn’t you say anything?”


  “I did, in a way. I asked you if you were a pilot, or if flying bothered you. Especially at night.”


  “I didn’t know what you were talking about. Why didn’t you press me?”


  “I was afraid to. You were very close to hysterics, and I’m not trained in things like that. I can help you try to remember, but I can’t deal with your unconscious. I don’t think anyone should but a doctor.”


  “A doctor? I was with a doctor for damn near six months.”


  “From what you’ve said about him, I think another opinion is called for.”


  “I don’t!” he replied, confused by his own anger.


  “Why not?” Marie got up from the bed. “You need help, my darling. A psychiatrist might—”


  “No!” He shouted in spite of himself, furious with himself. “I won’t do that. I can’t.”


  “Please, tell me why?” she asked calmly, standing in front of him.


  “I…I…can’t do it.”


  “Just tell me why, that’s all.”


  Bourne stared at her, then turned and looked out the window again, his hands on the sill again. “Because I’m afraid. Someone lied, and I was grateful for that more than I can tell you. But suppose there aren’t any more lies, suppose the rest is true. What do I do then?”


  “Are you saying you don’t want to find out?”


  “Not that way.” He stood up and leaned against the window frame, his eyes still on the lights below. “Try to understand me,” he said. “I have to know certain things…enough to make a decision…but maybe not everything. A part of me has to be able to walk away, disappear. I have to be able to say to myself, what was isn’t any longer, and there’s a possibility that it never was because I have no memory of it. What a person can’t remember didn’t exist…for him.” He turned back to her. “What I’m trying to tell you is that maybe it’s better this way.”


  “You want evidence, but not proof, is that what you’re saying?”


  “I want arrows pointing in one direction or the other, telling me whether to run or not to run.”


  “Telling you. What about us?”


  “That’ll come with the arrows, won’t it? You know that.”


  “Then let’s find them,” she replied.


  “Be careful. You may not be able to live with what’s out there. I mean that.”


  “I can live with you. And I mean that.” She reached up and touched his face. “Come on. It’s barely five o’clock in Ontario, and I can still reach Peter at the office. He can start the Treadstone search…and give us the name of someone here at the embassy who can help us if we need him.”


  “You’re going to tell Peter you’re in Paris?”


  “He’ll know it anyway from the operator, but the call won’t be traceable to this hotel. And don’t worry, I’ll keep everything ‘in-house,’ even casual. I came to Paris for a few days because my relatives in Lyon are simply too dull. He’ll accept that.”


  “Would he know someone at the embassy here?”


  “Peter makes it a point to know someone everywhere. It’s one of his more useful but less attractive traits.”


  “Sounds like he will.” Bourne got their coats. “After your call we’ll have dinner. I think we could both use a drink.”


  “Let’s go past the bank on rue Madeleine. I want to see something.”


  “What can you see at night?”


  “A telephone booth. I hope there’s one nearby.”


  There was. Diagonally across the street from the entrance.


  The tall blond man wearing tortoise-shell glasses checked his watch under the afternoon sun on the rue Madeleine. The pavements were crowded, the traffic in the street unreasonable, as most traffic was in Paris. He entered the telephone booth and untangled the telephone, which had been hanging free of its cradle, the line knotted. It was a courteous sign to the next would-be user that the phone was out of commission; it reduced the chance that the booth would be occupied. It had worked.


  He glanced at his watch again; the time span had begun. Marie inside the bank. She would call within the next few minutes. He took several coins from his pocket, put them on the ledge and leaned against the glass panel, his eyes on the bank across the street. A cloud diminished the sunlight and he could see his reflection in the glass. He approved of what he saw, recalling the startled reaction of a hairdresser in Montparnasse who had sequestered him in a curtained booth while performing the blond transformation. The cloud passed, the sunlight returned, and the telephone rang.


  “It’s you?” asked Marie St. Jacques.


  “It’s me,” said Bourne.


  “Make sure you get the name and the location of the office. And rough up your French. Mispronounce a few words so he knows you’re American. Tell him you’re not used to the telephones in Paris. Then do everything in sequence. I’ll call you back in exactly five minutes.”


  “Clock’s on.”


  “What?”


  “Nothing. I mean, let’s go.”


  “All right…The clock is on. Good luck.”


  “Thanks.” Jason depressed the lever, released it, and dialed the number he had memorized.


  “La Banque de Valois. Bonjour.”


  “I need assistance,” said Bourne, continuing with the approximate words Marie had told him to use. “I recently transferred sizable funds from Switzerland on a pouch-courier basis. I’d like to know if they’ve cleared.”


  “That would be our Foreign Services Department, sir. I’ll connect you.”


  A click, then another female voice. “Foreign Services.”


  Jason repeated his request.


  “May I have your name, please?”


  “I’d prefer speaking with an officer of the bank before giving it.”


  There was a pause on the line. “Very well, sir. I’ll switch you to the office of Vice-President d’Amacourt.”


  Monsieur d’Amacourt’s secretary was less accommodating, the bank officer’s screening process activated, as Marie had predicted. So Bourne once more used Marie’s words. “I’m referring to a transfer from Zurich, from the Gemeinschaft Bank on the Bahnhofstrasse, and I’m talking in the area of seven figures. Monsieur d’Amacourt, if you please. I have very little time.”


  It was not a secretary’s place to be the cause of further delay. A perplexed first vice-president got on the line.


  “May I help you?”


  “Are you d’Amacourt?” asked Jason.


  “I am Antoine d’Amacourt, yes. And who, may I ask, is calling?”


  “Good! I should have been given your name in Zurich. I’ll make certain next time certainly,” said Bourne, the redundancy intended, his accent American.


  “I beg your pardon? Would you be more comfortable speaking English, monsieur?”


  “Yes,” replied Jason, doing so. “I’m having enough trouble with this damn phone.” He looked at his watch; he had less than two minutes. “My name’s Bourne, Jason Bourne, and eight days ago I transferred four and a half million francs from the Gemeinschaft Bank in Zurich. They assured me the transaction would be confidential.”


  “All transactions are confidential, sir.”


  “Fine. Good. What I want to know is, has everything cleared?”


  “I should explain,” continued the bank officer, “that confidentiality excludes blanket confirmations of such transactions to unknown parties over the telephone.”


  Marie had been right, the logic of her trap clearer to Jason.


  “I would hope so, but as I told your secretary I’m in a hurry. I’m leaving Paris in a couple of hours and I have to put everything in order.”


  “Then I suggest you come to the bank.”


  “I know that,” said Bourne, satisfied that the conversation was going precisely the way Marie foresaw it. “I just wanted everything ready when I got there. Where’s your office?”


  “On the main floor, monsieur. At the rear, beyond the gate, center door. A receptionist is there.”


  “And I’ll be dealing only with you, right?”


  “If you wish, although any officer—”


  “Look, mister,” exclaimed the ugly American, “we’re talking about over four million francs!”


  “Only with me, Monsieur Bourne.”


  “Fine. Good.” Jason put his fingers on the cradle bar. He had fifteen seconds to go. “Look, it’s 2:35 now—” He pressed down twice on the lever, interrupting the line but not disconnecting it. “Hello? Hello?”


  “I am here, monsieur.”


  “Damn phones! Listen, I’ll—” He pressed down again, now three times in rapid succession. “Hello? Hello?”


  “Monsieur, please—if you’ll give me your telephone number.”


  “Operator? Operator!?”


  “Monsieur Bourne, please—”


  “I can’t hear you!” Four seconds, three seconds, two seconds. “Wait a minute. I’ll call you back.” He held the lever down, breaking the connection. Three more seconds elapsed and the phone rang; he picked it up. “His name’s d’Amacourt, office on the main floor, rear, center door.”


  “I’ve got it,” said Marie, hanging up.


  Bourne dialed the bank again, inserted coins again. “Je parlais avec Monsieur d’Amacourt quand on m’a coupé…”


  “Je regrette, monsieur.”


  “Monsieur Bourne?”


  “D’Amacourt?”


  “Yes—I’m so terribly sorry you’re having such trouble. You were saying? About the time?”


  “Oh, yeah. It’s a little after 2:30. I’ll get there by 3:00.”


  “I look forward to meeting you, monsieur.”


  Jason reknotted the phone, letting it hang free, then left the booth and walked quickly through crowds to the shade of a storefront canopy. He turned and waited, his eyes on the bank across the way, remembering another bank in Zurich and the sound of sirens on the Bahnhofstrasse. The next twenty minutes would tell if Marie was right or not. If she was, there would be no sirens on the rue Madeleine.


  The slender woman in the wide-brimmed hat that partially covered the side of her face hung up the public phone on the wall to the right of the bank’s entrance. She opened her purse, removed a compact and ostensibly checked her makeup, angling the small mirror first to the left, then to the right. Satisfied, she replaced the compact, closed her purse, and walked past the tellers’ cages toward the rear of the main floor. She stopped at a counter in the center, picked up a chained ballpoint pen, and began writing aimless numbers on a form that had been left on the marble surface. Less than ten feet away was a small, brass-framed gate, flanked by a low wooden railing that extended the width of the lobby. Beyond the gate and the railing were the desks of the lesser executives and behind them the desks of the major secretaries—five in all—in front of five doors in the rear wall. Marie read the name printed in gold script on the center door.

  



  M.A.R.D’Amacourt

  Vice-Président

  Comptes à L’Étranger et Devises


  It would happen any moment now—if it was going to happen, if she was right. And if she was, she had to know what Monsieur A. R. d’Amacourt looked like; he would be the man Jason could reach. Reach him and talk to him, but not in the bank.


  It happened. There was a flurry of controlled activity. The secretary at the desk in front of d’Amacourt’s office rushed inside with her notepad, emerged thirty seconds later, and picked up the phone. She dialed three digits—an inside call—and spoke, reading from her pad.


  Two minutes passed; the door of d’Amacourt’s office opened and the vice-president stood in the frame, an anxious executive concerned over an unwarranted delay. He was a middle-aged man with a face older than his age, but striving to look younger. His thinning dark hair was singed and brushed to obscure the bald spots; his eyes were encased in small rolls of flesh, attesting to long hours with good wine. Those same eyes were cold, darting eyes, evidence of a demanding man wary of his surroundings. He barked a question to his secretary; she twisted in her chair, doing her best to maintain her composure.


  D’Amacourt went back inside his office without closing the door, the cage of an angry cat left open. Another minute passed; the secretary kept glancing to her right, looking at something—for something. When she saw it, she exhaled, closing her eyes in relief.


  From the far left wall, a green light suddenly appeared above two panels of dark wood; an elevator was in use. Seconds later the door opened and an elderly elegant man walked out carrying a small black case not much larger than his hand. Marie stared at it, experiencing both satisfaction and fear; she had guessed right. The black case had been removed from a confidential file inside a guarded room and signed out by a man beyond reproach or temptation—the elderly figure making his way past the ranks of desks toward d’Amacourt’s office.


  The secretary rose from her chair, greeted the senior executive and escorted him into d’Amacourt’s office. She came out immediately, closing the door behind her.


  Marie looked at her watch, her eyes on the sweep-second hand. She wanted one more fragment of evidence, and it would be hers shortly if she could get beyond the gate, with a clear view of the secretary’s desk. If it was going to happen, it would happen in moments, the duration brief.


  She walked to the gate, opening her purse and smiling vacuously at the receptionist, who was speaking into her phone. She mouthed the name d’Amacourt with her lips to the bewildered receptionist, reached down and opened the gate. She moved quickly inside, a determined if not very bright client of the Valois Bank.


  “Pardon, madame—” The receptionist held her hand over the telephone, rushing her words in French, “Can I help you?”


  Again Marie pronounced the name with her lips—now a courteous client late for an appointment and not wishing to be a further burden to a busy employee. “Monsieur d’Amacourt. I’m afraid I’m late. I’ll just go see his secretary.” She continued up the aisle toward the secretary’s desk.


  “Please, madame,” called out the receptionist. “I must announce—”


  The hum of electric typewriters and subdued conversations drowned out her words. Marie approached the stern-faced secretary, who looked up, as bewildered as the receptionist.


  “Yes? May I help you?”


  “Monsieur d’Amacourt, please.”


  “I’m afraid he’s in conference, madame. Do you have an appointment?”


  “Oh, yes, of course,” said Marie, opening her purse again.


  The secretary looked at the typed schedule on her desk. “I’m afraid I don’t have anyone listed for this time period.”


  “Oh, my word!” exclaimed the confused client of the Valois Bank. “I just noticed. It’s for tomorrow, not today! I’m so sorry!”


  She turned and walked rapidly back to the gate. She had seen what she wanted to see, the last fragment of evidence. A single button was lighted on d’Amacourt’s telephone; he had bypassed his secretary and was making an outside call. The account belonging to Jason Bourne had specific, confidential instructions attached to it which were not to be revealed to the account holder.


  Bourne looked at his watch in the shade of the canopy; it was 2:49. Marie would be back by the telephone at the front of the bank, a pair of eyes inside. The next few minutes would give them the answer; perhaps she already knew it.


  He edged his way to the left side of the store window, keeping the bank’s entrance in view. A clerk inside smiled at him, reminding him that all attention should be avoided. He pulled out a pack of cigarettes, lit one, and looked at his watch again. Eight minutes to three.


  And then he saw them. Him. Three well-dressed men walking rapidly up rue Madeleine, talking to each other, their eyes, however, directed straight ahead. They passed the slower pedestrians in front of them, excusing themselves with a courtesy that was not entirely Parisian. Jason concentrated on the man in the middle. It was him. A man named Johann.


  Signal Johann to go inside. We’ll come back for them. A tall, gaunt man wearing gold-rimmed spectacles had said the words in the Steppdeckstrasse. Johann. They had sent him here from Zurich; he had seen Jason Bourne. And that told him something: there were no photographs.


  The three men reached the entrance. Johann and the man on his right went inside; the third man stayed by the door. Bourne started back to the telephone booth; he would wait four minutes and place his last call to Antoine d’Amacourt.


  He dropped his cigarette outside the booth, crushed it under his foot and opened the door.


  “Monsieur—” A voice came from behind.


  Jason spun around, holding his breath. A nondescript man with a stubble of a beard pointed at the booth.


  “Le téléphone—il ne marche pas. Regardez la corde.”


  “Merci bien. Je vais essayer quand même.”


  The man shrugged and left. Bourne stepped inside; the four minutes were up. He took the coins from his pocket—enough for two calls—and dialed the first.


  “La Banque de Valois. Bonjour.”


  Ten seconds later d’Amacourt was on the phone, his voice strained. “It is you, Monsieur Bourne? I thought you to say you were on your way to my office.”


  “A change of plans, I’m afraid. I’ll have to call you tomorrow.” Suddenly, through the glass panel of the booth, Jason saw a car swing into a space across the street in front of the bank. The third man who was standing by the entrance nodded to the driver.


  “—I can do?” D’Amacourt had asked a question.


  “I beg your pardon?”


  “I asked if there was anything I can do. I have your account; everything is in readiness for you here.”


  I’m sure it is, Bourne thought; the ploy was worth a try. “Look, I have to get over to London this afternoon. I’m taking one of the shuttle flights, but I’ll be back tomorrow. Keep everything with you, all right?”


  “To London, monsieur?”


  “I’ll call you tomorrow. I have to find a cab to Orly.” He hung up and watched the entrance of the bank. In less than half a minute, Johann and his companion came running out; they spoke to the third man, then all three climbed into the waiting automobile.


  The killers’ escape car was still in the hunt, on its way now to Orly Airport. Jason memorized the number on the license plate, then dialed his second call. If the pay phone in the bank was not in use, Marie would pick it up before the ring had barely started. She did.


  “Yes?”


  “See anything?”


  “A great deal. D’Amacourt’s your man.”


  CHAPTER TWELVE


  



  They moved about the store, going from counter to counter. Marie, however, remained near the wide front window, keeping a perpetual eye on the entrance of the bank across rue Madeleine.


  “I picked out two scarves for you,” said Bourne.


  “You shouldn’t have. The prices are far too high.”


  “It’s almost four o’clock. If he hasn’t come out by now, he won’t until the end of office hours.”


  “Probably not. If he were going to meet someone, he would have done so by now. But we had to know.”


  “Take my word for it, his friends are at Orly, running from shuttle to shuttle. There’s no way they can tell whether I’m on one or not, because they don’t know what name I’m using.”


  “They’ll depend on the man from Zurich to recognize you.”


  “He’s looking for a dark-haired man with a limp, not me. Come on, let’s go into the bank. You can point out d’Amacourt.”


  “We can’t do that,” said Marie, shaking her head. “The cameras on the ceilings have wide-angle lenses. If they ran the tapes they could spot you.”


  “A blond-haired man with glasses?”


  “Or me. I was there; the receptionist or his secretary could identify me.”


  “You’re saying it’s a regular cabal in there. I doubt it.”


  “They could think up any number of reasons to run the tapes.” Marie stopped; she clutched Jason’s arm, her eyes on the bank beyond the window. “There he is! The one in the overcoat with the black velvet collar—d’Amacourt.”


  “Pulling at his sleeves?”


  “Yes.”


  “I’ve got him. I’ll see you back at the hotel.”


  “Be careful. Be very careful.”


  “Pay for the scarves; they’re at the counter in the back.”


  Jason left the store, wincing in the sunlight beyond the canopy, looking for a break in the traffic so he could cross the street; there was none. D’Amacourt had turned right and was strolling casually; he was not a man in a rush to meet anyone. Instead, there was the air of a slightly squashed peacock about him.


  Bourne reached the corner and crossed with the light, falling behind the banker. D’Amacourt stopped at a newsstand to buy an evening paper. Jason held his place in front of a sporting goods shop, then followed as the banker continued down the block.


  Ahead was a café, windows dark, entrance heavy wood, thick hardware on the door. It took no imagination to picture the inside; it was a drinking place for men, and for women brought with men other men would not discuss. It was as good a spot as any for a quiet discussion with Antoine d’Amacourt. Jason walked faster, falling in stride beside the banker. He spoke in the awkward, Anglicized French he had used on the phone.


  “Bonjour, monsieur. Je…pense que vous…êtes Monsieur d’Amacourt. I’d say I was right, wouldn’t you?”


  The banker stopped. His cold eyes were frightened, remembering. The peacock shriveled further into his tailored overcoat. “Bourne?” he whispered.


  “Your friends must be very confused by now. I expect they’re racing all over Orly Airport, wondering, perhaps, if you gave them the wrong information. Perhaps on purpose.”


  “What?” The frightened eyes bulged.


  “Let’s go inside here,” said Jason, taking d’Amacourt’s arm, his grip firm. “I think we should have a talk.”


  “I know absolutely nothing! I merely followed the demands of the account. I am not involved!”


  “Sorry. When I first talked to you, you said you wouldn’t confirm the sort of bank account I was talking about on the phone; you wouldn’t discuss business with someone you didn’t know. But twenty minutes later you said you had everything ready for me. That’s confirmation, isn’t it? Let’s go inside.”


  The café was in some ways a miniature version of Zurich’s Drei Alpenhäuser. The booths were deep, the partitions between them high, and the light dim. From there, however, the appearances veered; the café on rue Madeleine was totally French, carafes of wine replacing steins of beer. Bourne asked for a booth in the corner; the waiter accommodated.


  “Have a drink,” said Jason. “You’re going to need it.”


  “You presume,” replied the banker coldly. “I’ll have a whiskey.”


  The drinks came quickly, the brief interim taken up with d’Amacourt nervously extracting a pack of cigarettes from under his form-fitting overcoat. Bourne struck a match, holding it close to the banker’s face. Very close.


  “Merci.” D’Amacourt inhaled, removed his cigarette, and swallowed half the small glass of whiskey. “I’m not the man you should talk with,” he said.


  “Who is?”


  “An owner of the bank, perhaps. I don’t know, but certainly not me.”


  “Explain that.”


  “Arrangements were made. A privately held bank has more flexibility than a publicly owned institution with stockholders.”


  “How?”


  “There’s greater latitude, shall we say, with regard to the demands of certain clients and sister banks. Less scrutiny than might be applied to a company listed on the Bourse. The Gemeinschaft in Zurich is also a private institution.”


  “The demands were made by the Gemeinschaft?”


  “Requests…demands…yes.”


  “Who owns the Valois?”


  “Who? Many—a consortium. Ten or twelve men and their families.”


  “Then I have to talk to you, don’t I? I mean, it’d be a little foolish my running all over Paris tracking them down.”


  “I’m only an executive. An employee.” D’Amacourt swallowed the rest of his drink, crushed out his cigarette and reached for another. And the matches.


  “What are the arrangements?”


  “I could lose my position, monsieur!”


  “You could lose your life,” said Jason, disturbed that the words came so easily to him.


  “I’m not as privileged as you think.”


  “Nor as ignorant as you’d like me to believe,” said Bourne, his eyes wandering over the banker across the table. “Your type’s everywhere, d’Amacourt. It’s in your clothes, the way you wear your hair, even your walk; you strut too much. A man like you doesn’t get to be the vice-president of the Valois Bank without asking questions; you cover yourself. You don’t make a smelly move unless you can save your own ass. Now, tell me what those arrangements were. You’re not important to me, am I being clear?”


  D’Amacourt struck a match and held it beneath his cigarette while staring at Jason. “You don’t have to threaten me, monsieur. You’re a very rich man. Why not pay me?” The banker smiled nervously. “You’re quite right, incidentally. I did ask a question or two. Paris is not Zurich. A man of my station must have words if not answers.”


  Bourne leaned back, revolving his glass, the clicking of the ice cubes obviously annoying d’Amacourt. “Name a reasonable price,” he said finally, “and we’ll discuss it.”


  “I’m a reasonable man. Let the decision be based on value, and let it be yours. Bankers the world over are compensated by grateful clients they have advised. I would like to think of you as a client.”


  “I’m sure you would.” Bourne smiled, shaking his head at the man’s sheer nerve. “So we slide from bribe to gratuity. Compensation for personal advice and service.”


  D’Amacourt shrugged. “I accept the definition and, if ever asked, would repeat your words.”


  “The arrangements?”


  “Accompanying the transfer of our funds from Zurich was une fiche confidentielle—”


  “Une fiche?” broke in Jason, recalling the moment in Apfel’s office at the Gemeinschaft when Koenig came in saying the words. “I heard it once before. What is it?”


  “A dated term, actually. It comes from the middle nineteenth century when it was a common practice for the great banking houses—primarily the Rothschilds—to keep track of the international flow of money.”


  “Thank you. Now what is it specifically?”


  “Separate sealed instructions to be opened and followed when the account in question is called up.”


  “‘Called up’?”


  “Funds removed or deposited.”


  “Suppose I’d just gone to a teller, presented a bank book, and asked for money?”


  “A double asterisk would have appeared on the transaction computer. You would have been sent to me.”


  “I was sent to you anyway. The operator gave me your office.”


  “Irrelevant chance. There are two other officers in the Foreign Services Department. Had you been connected to either one, the fiche would have dictated that you still be sent to me. I am the senior executive.”


  “I see.” But Bourne was not sure that he did see. There was a gap in the sequence; a space needed filling. “Wait a minute. You didn’t know anything about a fiche when you had the account brought to your office.”


  “Why did I ask for it?” interrupted d’Amacourt, anticipating the question. “Be reasonable, monsieur. Put yourself in my place. A man calls and identifies himself, then says he is ‘talking about over four million francs.’ Four million. Would you not be anxious to be of service? Bend a rule here and there?”


  Looking at the seedily elegant banker, Jason realized it was the most unstartling thing he had said. “The instructions. What were they?”


  “To begin with a telephone number—unlisted, of course. It was to be called, all information relayed.”


  “Do you remember the number?”


  “I make it a point to commit such things to memory.”


  “I’ll bet you do. What is it?”


  “I must protect myself, monsieur. How else could you have gotten it? I pose the question…how do you say it?…rhetorically.”


  “Which means you have the answer. How did I get it? If it ever comes up.”


  “In Zurich. You paid a very high price for someone to break not only the strictest regulation on the Bahnhofstrasse, but also the laws of Switzerland.”


  “I’ve got just the man,” said Bourne, the face of Koenig coming into focus. “He’s already committed the crime.”


  “At the Gemeinschaft? Are you joking?”


  “Not one bit. His name is Koenig; his desk is on the second floor.”


  “I’ll remember that.”


  “I’m sure you will. The number?” D’Amacourt gave it to him. Jason wrote it on a paper napkin. “How do I know this is accurate?”


  “You have a reasonable guarantee. I have not been paid.”


  “Good enough.”


  “And as long as value is intrinsic to our discussion, I should tell you that it is the second telephone number; the first was canceled.”


  “Explain that.”


  D’Amacourt leaned forward. “A photostat of the original fiche arrived with accounts-courier. It was sealed in a black case, accepted and signed for by the senior keeper-of-records. The card inside was validated by a partner of the Gemeinschaft, countersigned by the usual Swiss notary; the instructions were simple, quite clear. In all matters pertaining to the account of Jason C. Bourne, a transatlantic call to the United States was to be placed immediately, the details relayed.… Here the card was altered, the number in New York deleted, one in Paris inserted and initialed.”


  “New York?” interrupted Bourne. “How do you know it was New York?”


  “The telephone area code was parenthetically included, spaced in front of the number itself; it remained intact. It was 212. As first vice-president, Foreign Services, I place such calls daily.”


  “The alteration was pretty sloppy.”


  “Possibly. It could have been made in haste, or not thoroughly understood. On the other hand, there was no way to delete the body of the instructions without renotarization. A minor risk considering the number of telephones in New York. At any rate, the substitution gave me the latitude to ask a question or two. Change is a banker’s anathema.” D’Amacourt sipped what remained of his drink.


  “Care for another?” asked Jason.


  “No, thank you. It would prolong our discussion.”


  “You’re the one who stopped.”


  “I’m thinking, monsieur. Perhaps you should have in mind a vague figure before I proceed.”


  Bourne studied the man. “It could be five,” he said.


  “Five what?”


  “Five figures.”


  “I shall proceed. I spoke to a woman—”


  “A woman? How did you begin?”


  “Truthfully. I was the vice-president of the Valois, and was following instructions from the Gemeinschaft in Zurich. What else was there to say?”


  “Go on.”


  “I said I had been in communication with a man claiming to be Jason Bourne. She asked me how recently, to which I replied a few minutes. She was then most anxious to know the substance of our conversation. It was at this point that I voiced my own concerns. The fiche specifically stated that a call should be made to New York, not Paris. Naturally, she said it was not my concern, and that the change was authorized by signature, and did I care for Zurich to be informed that an officer of the Valois refused to follow the Gemeinschaft instructions?”


  “Hold it,” interrupted Jason. “Who was she?”


  “I have no idea.”


  “You mean you were talking all this time and she didn’t tell you? You didn’t ask?”


  “That is the nature of the fiche. If a name is proffered, well and good. If it is not, one does not inquire.”


  “You didn’t hesitate to ask about the telephone number.”


  “Merely a device; I wanted information. You transferred four and a half million francs, a sizable amount, and were therefore a powerful client with, perhaps, more powerful strings attached to him.… One balks, then agrees, then balks again only to agree again; that is the way one learns things. Especially if the party one is talking with displays anxiety. I can assure you, she did.”


  “What did you learn?”


  “That you should be considered a dangerous man.”


  “In what way?”


  “The definition was left open. But the fact that the term was used was enough for me to ask why the Sûreté was not involved. Her reply was extremely interesting. ‘He is beyond the Sûreté, beyond Interpol,’ she said.”


  “What did that tell you?”


  “That it was a highly complicated matter for any number of possibilities, all best left private. Since our talk began, however, it now tells me something else.”


  “What’s that?”


  “That you really should pay me well, for I must be extremely cautious. Those who look for you are also, perhaps, beyond the Sûreté, beyond Interpol.”


  “We’ll get to that. You told this woman I was on my way to your office?”


  “Within the quarter hour. She asked me to remain on the telephone for a few moments, that she would be right back. Obviously she made another call. She returned with her final instructions. You were to be detained in my office until a man came to my secretary inquiring about a matter from Zurich. And when you left you were to be identified by a nod or a gesture; there could be no error. The man came, of course, and, of course, you never arrived, so he waited by the tellers’ cages with an associate. When you phoned and said you were on your way to London, I left my office to find the man. My secretary pointed him out and I told him. The rest you know.”


  “Didn’t it strike you as odd that I had to be identified?”


  “Not so odd as intemperate. A fiche is one thing—telephone calls, faceless communications—but to be involved directly, in the open, as it were, is something else again. I said as much to the woman.”


  “What did she say to you?”


  D’Amacourt cleared his throat. “She made it clear that the party she represented—whose stature was, indeed, confirmed by the fiche itself—would remember my cooperation. You see, I withhold nothing.… Apparently they don’t know what you look like.”


  “A man was at the bank who saw me in Zurich.”


  “Then his associates do not trust his eyesight. Or, perhaps, what he thinks he saw.”


  “Why do you say that?”


  “Merely an observation, monsieur, the woman was insistent. You must understand, I strenuously objected to any overt participation; that is not the nature of the fiche. She said there was no photograph of you. An obvious lie, of course.”


  “Is it?”


  “Naturally. All passports have photographs. Where is the immigration officer who cannot be bought or duped? Ten seconds in a passport-control room, a photograph of a photograph; arrangements can be made. No, they committed a serious oversight.”


  “I guess they did.”


  “And you,” continued d’Amacourt, “just told me something else. Yes, you really must pay me very well.”


  “What did I just tell you?”


  “That your passport does not identify you as Jason Bourne. Who are you, monsieur?”


  Jason did not at first answer; he revolved his glass again. “Someone who may pay you a lot of money,” he said.


  “Entirely sufficient. You are simply a client named Bourne. And I must be cautious.”


  “I want that telephone number in New York. Can you get it for me? There’d be a sizable bonus.”


  “I wish I could. I see no way.”


  “It might be raised from the fiche card. Under a low-power scope.”


  “When I said it was deleted, monsieur, I did not mean it was crossed out. It was deleted—it was cut out.”


  “Then someone has it in Zurich.”


  “Or it has been destroyed.”


  “Last question,” said Jason, anxious now to leave. “It concerns you, incidentally. It’s the only way you’ll get paid.”


  “The question will be tolerated, of course. What is it?”


  “If I showed up at the Valois without calling you, without telling you I was coming, would you be expected to make another telephone call?”


  “Yes. One does not disregard the fiche; it emanates from powerful boardrooms. Dismissal would follow.”


  “Then how do we get our money?”


  D’Amacourt pursed his lips. “There is a way. Withdrawal in absentia. Forms filled out, instructions by letter, identification confirmed and authenticated by an established firm of attorneys. I would be powerless to interfere.”


  “You’d still be expected to make the call, though.”


  “It’s a matter of timing. Should an attorney with whom the Valois has had numerous dealings call me requesting that I prepare, say, a number of cashiers checks drawn upon a foreign transfer he has ascertained to have been cleared, I would do so. He would state that he was sending over the completed forms, the checks, of course, made out to ‘Bearer,’ not an uncommon practice in these days of excessive taxes. A messenger would arrive with the letter during the most hectic hours of activity, and my secretary—an esteemed, trusted employee of many years—would simply bring in the forms for my countersignature and the letter for my initialing.”


  “No doubt,” interrupted Bourne, “along with a number of other papers you were to sign.”


  “Exactly. I would then place my call, probably watching the messenger leave with his briefcase as I did so.”


  “You wouldn’t, by any remote chance, have in mind the name of a law firm in Paris, would you? Or a specific attorney?”


  “As a matter of fact, one just occurred to me.”


  “How much will he cost?”


  “Ten thousand francs.”


  “That’s expensive.”


  “Not at all. He was a judge on the bench, an honored man.”


  “What about you? Let’s refine it.”


  “As I said, I’m reasonable, and the decision should be yours. Since you mentioned five figures, let us be consistent with your words. Five figures, commencing with five. Fifty thousand francs.”


  “That’s outrageous!”


  “So is whatever you’ve done, Monsieur Bourne.”


  “Une fiche confidentielle,” said Marie, sitting in the chair by the window, the late afternoon sun bouncing off the ornate buildings of the boulevard Montparnasse outside. “So that’s the device they’ve used.”


  “I can impress you—I know where it comes from.” Jason poured a drink from the bottle on the bureau and carried it to the bed; he sat down, facing her. “Do you want to hear?”


  “I don’t have to,” she answered, gazing out the window, preoccupied. “I know exactly where it comes from and what it means. It’s a shock, that’s all.”


  “Why? I thought you expected something like this.”


  “The results, yes, not the machinery. A fiche is an archaic stab at legitimacy, almost totally restricted to private banks on the Continent. American, Canadian, and UK laws forbid its use.”


  Bourne recalled d’Amacourt’s words; he repeated them. “‘It emanates from powerful boardrooms’—that’s what he said.”


  “He was right.” Marie looked over at him. “Don’t you see? I knew that a flag was attached to your account. I assumed that someone had been bribed to forward information. That’s not unusual; bankers aren’t in the front ranks for canonization. But this is different. That account in Zurich was established—at the very beginning—with the fiche as part of its activity. Conceivably with your own knowledge.”


  “Treadstone Seventy-One,” said Jason.


  “Yes. The owners of the bank had to work in concert with Treadstone. And considering the latitude of your access, it’s possible you were aware that they did.”


  “But someone was bribed. Koenig. He substituted one telephone number for another.”


  “He was well paid, I can assure you. He could face ten years in a Swiss prison.”


  “Ten? That’s pretty stiff.”


  “So are the Swiss laws. He had to be paid a small fortune.”


  “Carlos,” said Bourne. “Carlos…Why? What am I to him? I keep asking myself. I say the name over and over and over again! I don’t get anything, nothing at all. Just a…a…I don’t know. Nothing.”


  “But there’s something, isn’t there?” Marie sat forward. “What is it, Jason? What are you thinking of?”


  “I’m not thinking…I don’t know.”


  “Then you’re feeling. Something. What is it?”


  “I don’t know. Fear, maybe…Anger, nerves. I don’t know.”


  “Concentrate!”


  “Goddamn it, do you think I’m not? Do you think I haven’t? Have you any idea what it’s like?” Bourne stiffened, annoyed at his own outburst. “Sorry.”


  “Don’t be. Ever. These are the hints, the clues you have to look for—we have to look for. Your doctor friend in Port Noir was right; things come to you, provoked by other things. As you yourself said, a book of matches, a face, or the front of a restaurant. We’ve seen it happen. Now, it’s a name, a name you avoided for nearly a week while you told me everything that had happened to you during the past five months, down to the smallest detail. Yet you never mentioned Carlos. You should have, but you didn’t. It does mean something to you, can’t you see that? It’s stirring things inside of you; they want to come out.”


  “I know.” Jason drank.


  “Darling, there’s a famous bookstore on the boulevard Saint-Germain that’s run by a magazine freak. A whole floor is crammed with back issues of old magazines, thousands of them. He even catalogues subjects, indexes them like a librarian. I’d like to find out if Carlos is in that index. Will you do it?”


  Bourne was aware of the sharp pain in his chest. It had nothing to do with his wounds; it was fear. She saw it and somehow understood; he felt it and could not understand. “There are back issues of newspapers at the Sorbonne,” he said, glancing up at her. “One of them put me on cloud nine for a while. Until I thought about it.”


  “A lie was exposed. That was the important thing.”


  “But we’re not looking for a lie now, are we?”


  “No, we’re looking for the truth. Don’t be afraid of it, darling. I’m not.”


  Jason got up. “Okay. Saint-Germain’s on the schedule. In the meantime, call that fellow at the embassy.” Bourne reached into his pocket and took out the paper napkin with the telephone number on it; he had added the numbers of the license plate on the car that had raced away from the bank on rue Madeleine. “Here’s the number d’Amacourt gave me, also the license of that car. See what he can do.”


  “All right.” Marie took the napkin and went to the telephone. A small, spiral-hinged notebook was beside it; she flipped through the pages. “Here it is. His name is Dennis Corbelier. Peter said he’d call him by noon today, Paris time. And I could rely on him; he was as knowledgeable as any attaché in the embassy.”


  “Peter knows him, doesn’t he? He’s not just a name from a list.”


  “They were classmates at the University of Toronto. I can call him from here, can’t I?”


  “Sure. But don’t say where you are.”


  Marie picked up the phone. “I’ll tell him the same thing I told Peter. That I’m moving from one hotel to another but don’t know which yet.” She got an outside line, then dialed the number of the Canadian Embassy on the avenue Montaigne. Fifteen seconds later she was talking with Dennis Corbelier, attaché.


  Marie got to the point of her call almost immediately. “I assume Peter told you I might need some help.”


  “More than that,” replied Corbelier, “he explained that you were in Zurich. Can’t say I understood everything he said, but I got the general idea. Seems there’s a lot of maneuvering in the world of high finance these days.”


  “More than usual. The trouble is no one wants to say who’s maneuvering whom. That’s my problem.”


  “How can I help?”


  “I have a license and a telephone number, both here in Paris. The telephone’s unlisted; it could be awkward if I called.”


  “Give them to me.” She did. “A mari usque ad mare,” Corbelier said, reciting the national motto of their country. “We have several friends in splendid places. We trade off favors frequently, usually in the narcotics area, but we’re all flexible. Why not have lunch with me tomorrow? I’ll bring what I can.”


  “I’d like that, but tomorrow’s no good. I’m spending the day with an old friend. Perhaps another time.”


  “Peter said I’d be an idiot not to insist. He says you’re a terrific lady.”


  “He’s a dear, and so are you. I’ll call you tomorrow afternoon.”


  “Fine. I’ll go to work on these.”


  “Talk to you tomorrow, and thanks again.” Marie hung up and looked at her watch. “I’m to call Peter in three hours. Don’t let me forget.”


  “You really think he’ll have something so soon?”


  “He does; he started last night by calling Washington. It’s what Corbelier just said; we all trade off. This piece of information here for that one there, a name from our side for one of yours.”


  “Sounds vaguely like betrayal.”


  “The opposite. We’re dealing in money, not missiles. Money that’s illegally moving around, outflanking laws that are good for all our interests. Unless you want the sheiks of Araby owning Grumman Aircraft. Then we’re talking about missiles…after they’ve left the launching pads.”


  “Strike my objection.”


  “We’ve got to see d’Amacourt’s man first thing in the morning. Figure out what you want to withdraw.”


  “All of it.”


  “All?”


  “That’s right. If you were the directors of Treadstone, what would you do if you learned that six million francs were missing from a corporate account?”


  “I see.”


  “D’Amacourt suggested a series of cashiers checks made out to the bearer.”


  “He said that? Checks?”


  “Yes. Something wrong?”


  “There certainly is. The numbers of those checks could be punched on a fraud tape and sent to banks everywhere. You have to go to a bank to redeem them; payments would be stopped.”


  “He’s a winner, isn’t he? He collects from both sides. What do we do?”


  “Accept half of what he told you—the bearer part. But not checks. Bonds. Bearer bonds of various denominations. They’re far more easily brokered.”


  “You’ve just earned dinner,” said Jason, reaching down and touching her face.


  “I tries to earn my keep, sir,” she replied, holding his hand against her cheek. “First dinner, then Peter…and then a bookstore on Saint-Germain.”


  “A bookstore on Saint-Germain,” repeated Bourne, the pain coming to his chest again. What was it? Why was he so afraid?


  They left the restaurant on the boulevard Raspail and walked to the telephone complex on rue Vaugirard. There were glass booths against the walls and a huge circular counter in the center of the floor where clerks filled out slips, assigning booths to those placing calls.


  “The traffic is very light, madame,” said the clerk to Marie. “Your call should go through in a matter of minutes. Number twelve, please.”


  “Thank you. Booth twelve?”


  “Yes, madame. Directly over there.”


  As they walked across the crowded floor to the booth, Jason held her arm. “I know why people use these places,” he said. “They’re a hundred and ten times quicker than a hotel phone.”


  “That’s only one of the reasons.”


  They had barely reached the booth and lighted cigarettes when they heard the two short bursts of the bell inside. Marie opened the door and went in, her spiral-hinged notebook and a pencil in her hand. She picked up the receiver.


  Sixty seconds later Bourne watched in astonishment as she stared at the wall, the blood draining from her face, her skin chalk white. She began shouting and dropped her purse, the contents scattering over the floor of the small booth; the notebook was caught on the ledge, the pencil broken in the grip of her hand. He rushed inside; she was close to collapse.


  “This is Marie St. Jacques in Paris, Lisa. Peter’s expecting my call.”


  “Marie? Oh, my God…” The secretary’s voice trailed off, replaced by other voices in the background. Excited voices, muted by a cupped hand over the phone. Then there was a rustle of movement, the phone being given to or taken by another.


  “Marie, this is Alan,” said the first assistant director of the section. “We’re all in Peter’s office.”


  “What’s the matter, Alan? I don’t have much time; may I speak to him, please?”


  There was a moment of silence. “I wish I could make this easier for you, but I don’t know how. Peter’s dead, Marie.”


  “He’s…what?”


  “The police called a few minutes ago; they’re on their way over.”


  “The police? What happened? Oh God, he’s dead? What happened?”


  “We’re trying to piece it together. We’re studying his phone log, but we’re not supposed to touch anything on his desk.”


  “His desk …?”


  “Notes or memos, or anything like that.”


  “Alan! Tell me what happened!”


  “That’s just it—we don’t know. He didn’t tell any of us what he was doing. All we know is that he got two phone calls this morning from the States—one from Washington, the other from New York. Around noon he told Lisa he was going to the airport to meet someone flying up. He didn’t say who. The police found him an hour ago in one of those tunnels used for freight. It was terrible; he was shot. In the throat…Marie? Marie?”


  The old man with the hollow eyes and the stubble of a white beard limped into the dark confessional booth, blinking his eyes repeatedly, trying to focus on the hooded figure beyond the opaque curtain. Sight was not easy for this eighty-year-old messenger. But his mind was clear; that was all that mattered.


  “Angelus Domini,” he said.


  “Angelus Domini, child of God,” whispered the hooded silhouette. “Are your days comfortable?”


  “They draw to an end, but they are made comfortable.”


  “Good…Zurich?”


  “They found the man from the Guisan Quai. He was wounded; they traced him through a doctor known to the Verbrecherwelt. Under severe interrogation he admitted assaulting the woman. Cain came back for her; it was Cain who shot him.”


  “So it was an arrangement, the woman and Cain.”


  “The man from the Guisan Quai does not think so. He was one of the two who picked her up on the Löwenstrasse.”


  “He’s also a fool. He killed the watchman?”


  “He admits it and defends it. He had no choice in making his escape.”


  “He may not have to defend it; it could be the most intelligent thing he did. Does he have his gun?”


  “Your people have it.”


  “Good. There is a prefect on the Zurich police. That gun must be given to him. Cain is elusive, the woman far less so. She has associates in Ottawa; they’ll stay in touch. We trap her, we trace him. Is your pencil ready?”


  “Yes, Carlos.”


  CHAPTER THIRTEEN


  



  Bourne held her in the close confines of the glass booth, gently lowering her to the seat that protruded from the narrow wall. She was shaking, breathing in swallows and gasps, her eyes glazed, coming into focus as she looked at him.


  “They killed him. They killed him! My God, what did I do? Peter!”


  “You didn’t do it! If anyone did it, I did. Not you. Get that through your head.”


  “Jason, I’m frightened. He was half a world away…and they killed him!”


  “Treadstone?”


  “Who else? There were two phone calls, Washington…New York. He went to the airport to meet someone and he was killed.”


  “How?”


  “Oh, Jesus Christ…” Tears came to Marie’s eyes. “He was shot. In the throat,” she whispered.


  Bourne suddenly felt a dull ache; he could not localize it, but it was there, cutting off air. “Carlos,” he said, not knowing why he said it.


  “What?” Marie stared up at him. “What did you say?”


  “Carlos,” he repeated softly. “A bullet in the throat. Carlos.”


  “What are you trying to say?”


  “I don’t know.” He took her arm. “Let’s get out of here. Are you all right? Can you walk?”


  She nodded, closing her eyes briefly, breathing deeply. “Yes.”


  “We’ll stop for a drink; we both need it. Then we’ll find it.”


  “Find what?”


  “A bookstore on Saint-Germain.”


  There were three back issues of magazines under the “Carlos” index. A three-year-old copy of the international edition of Potomac Quarterly and two Paris issues of Le Globe. They did not read the articles inside the store; instead they bought all three and took a taxi back to the hotel in Montparnasse. There they began reading, Marie on the bed, Jason in the chair by the window. Several minutes passed, and Marie bolted up.


  “It’s here,” she said, fear in both her face and voice.


  “Read it.”


  “‘A particularly brutal form of punishment is said to be inflicted by Carlos and/or his small band of soldiers. It is death by a gunshot in the throat, often leaving the victim to die in excruciating pain. It is reserved for those who break the code of silence or loyalty demanded by the assassin, or others who have refused to divulge information.…’” Marie stopped, incapable of reading further. She lay back and closed her eyes. “He wouldn’t tell them and he was killed for it. Oh, my God…”


  “He couldn’t tell them what he didn’t know,” said Bourne.


  “But you knew!” Marie sat up again, her eyes open. “You knew about a gunshot in the throat! You said it!”


  “I said it. I knew it. That’s all I can tell you.”


  “How?”


  “I wish I could answer that. I can’t.”


  “May I have a drink?”


  “Certainly.” Jason got up and went to the bureau. He poured two short glasses of whiskey and looked over at her. “Do you want me to call for some ice? Hervé’s on; it’ll be quick.”


  “No. It won’t be quick enough.” She slammed the magazine down on the bed and turned to him—on him, perhaps. “I’m going crazy!”


  “Join the party of two.”


  “I want to believe you; I do believe you. But I…I…”


  “You can’t be sure,” completed Bourne. “Any more than I can.” He brought her the glass. “What do you want me to say? What can I say? Am I one of Carlos’ soldiers? Did I break the code of silence or loyalty? Is that why I knew the method of execution?”


  “Stop it!”


  “I say that a lot to myself. ‘Stop it.’ Don’t think; try to remember, but somewhere along the line put the brakes on. Don’t go too far, too deep. One lie can be exposed, only to raise ten other questions intrinsic to that lie. Maybe it’s like waking up after a long drunk, not sure whom you fought with or slept with, or…goddamn it…killed.”


  “No…” Marie drew out the word. “You are you. Don’t take that away from me.”


  “I don’t want to. I don’t want to take it away from myself.” Jason went back to the chair and sat down, his face turned to the window. “You found…a method of execution. I found something else. I knew it, just as I knew about Howard Leland. I didn’t even have to read it.”


  “Read what?”


  Bourne reached down and picked up the three-year-old issue of Potomac Quarterly. The magazine was folded open to a page on which there was a sketch of a bearded man, the lines rough, inconclusive, as if drawn from an obscure description. He held it out for her.


  “Read it,” he said. “It starts with the upper left, under the heading ‘Myth or Monster.’ Then I want to play a game.”


  “A game?”


  “Yes. I’ve read only the first two paragraphs; you’ll have to take my word for that.”


  “All right.” Marie watched him, bewildered. She lowered the magazine into the light and read.


  
    MYTH OR MONSTER


    For over a decade, the name “Carlos” has been whispered in the back streets of such diverse cities as Paris, Teheran, Beirut, London, Cairo, and Amsterdam. He is said to be the supreme terrorist in the sense that his commitment is to murder and assassination in themselves, with no apparent political ideology. Yet there is concrete evidence that he has undertaken profitable executions for such extremist radical groups as the PLO and Baader-Meinhof, both as teacher and profiteer. Indeed, it is through his infrequent gravitation to, and the internal conflicts within, such terrorist organizations that a clearer picture of “Carlos” is beginning to emerge. Informers are coming out of the bloodied spleens and they talk.


    Whereas tales of his exploits give rise to images of a world filled with violence and conspiracy, high explosives and higher intrigues, fast cars and faster women, the facts would seem to indicate at least as much Adam Smith as Ian Fleming. “Carlos” is reduced to human proportions and in the compression a truly frightening man comes into focus. The sadoromantic myth turns into a brilliant, blood-soaked monster who brokers assassination with the expertise of a market analyst, fully aware of wages, costs, distribution, and the divisions of underworld labor. It is a complicated business and “Carlos” is the master of its dollar value.


    The portrait starts with a reputed name, as odd in its way as the owner’s profession. Ilich Ramirez Sanchez. He is said to be a Venezuelan, the son of a fanatically devoted but not very prominent Marxist attorney (the Ilich is the father’s salute to Vladimir Ilyich Lenin, and partially explains “Carlos’” forays into extremist terrorism) who sent the young boy to Russia for the major part of his education, which included espionage training at the Soviet compound in Novgorod. It is here that portrait fades briefly, rumor and speculation now the artists. According to these, one or another committee of the Kremlin that regularly monitors foreign students for future infiltration purposes saw what they had in Ilich Sanchez and wanted no part of him. He was a paranoid, who saw all solutions in terms of a well-placed bullet or bomb; the recommendation was to send the youth back to Caracas and disassociate any and all Soviet ties with the family. Thus rejected by Moscow, and deeply antithetical to western society, Sanchez went about building his own world, one in which he was the supreme leader. What better way to become the apolitical assassin whose services could be contracted for by the widest range of political and philosophical clients?


    The portrait becomes clearer again. Fluent in numerous languages including his native Spanish as well as Russian, French, and English, Sanchez used his Soviet training as a springboard for refining his techniques. Months of concentrated study followed his expulsion from Moscow, some say under the tutelage of the Cubans, Che Guevera in particular. He mastered the science and handling of all manner of weaponry and explosives; there was no gun he could not break down and reassemble blindfolded, no explosive he could not analyze by smell and touch and know how to detonate in a dozen different ways. He was ready; he chose Paris as his base of operations and the word went out. A man was for hire who would kill where others dared not.


    Once again the portrait dims as much for lack of birth records as anything else. Just how old is “Carlos”? How many targets can be attributed to him and how many are myth—self-proclaimed or otherwise? Correspondents based in Caracas have been unable to unearth any birth certificates anywhere in the country for an Ilich Ramirez Sanchez. On the other hand, there are thousands upon thousands of Sanchezes in Venezuela, hundreds with Ramirez attached; but none with an Ilich in front. Was it added later, or is the omission simply further proof of “Carlos’” thoroughness? The consensus is that the assassin is between thirty-five and forty years of age. No one really knows.


    A GRASSY KNOLL IN DALLAS?


    But one fact not disputed is that the profits from his first several kills enabled the assassin to set up an organization that might be envied by an operations analyst of General Motors. It is capitalism at its most efficient, loyalty and service extracted by equal parts fear and reward. The consequences of disloyalty are swift in coming—death—but so, too, are the benefits of service—generous bonuses and huge expense allowances. The organization seems to have hand-picked executives everywhere; and this well-founded rumor leads to the obvious question. Where did the profits initially come from? Who were the original kills?


    The one most often speculated upon took place thirteen years ago in Dallas. No matter how many times the murder of John F. Kennedy is debated, no one has ever satisfactorily explained a burst of smoke from a grassy knoll three hundred yards away from the motorcade. The smoke was caught on camera; two open police radios on motorcycles recorded noise(s). Yet neither shell casings nor footprints were found. In fact, the only information about the so-called grassy knoll at that moment was considered so irrelevant that it was buried in the FBI-Dallas investigation and never included in the Warren Commission Report. It was provided by a bystander, K. M. Wright of North Dallas, who when questioned made the following statement:


    “Hell, the only son of bitch near there was old Burlap Billy, and he was a couple of hundred yards away.”


    The “Billy” referred to was an aged Dallas tramp seen frequently panhandling in the tourist areas; the “Burlap” defined his penchant for wrapping his shoes in coarse cloth to play upon the sympathies of his marks. According to our correspondents, Wright’s statement was never made public.


    Yet six weeks ago a captured Lebanese terrorist broke under questioning in Tel Aviv. Pleading to be spared execution he claimed to possess extraordinary information about the assassin “Carlos.” Israeli intelligence forwarded the report to Washington; our capitol correspondents obtained excerpts.


    Statement: “Carlos was in Dallas in November 1963. He pretended to be Cuban and programmed Oswald. He was the back-up. It was his operation.”


    Question: “What proof do you have?”


    Statement: “I heard him say it. He was on a small embankment of grass beyond a ledge. His rifle had a wire shell-trap attached.”


    Question: “It was never reported; why wasn’t he seen?”


    Statement: “He may have been, but no one would have known it. He was dressed as an old man, with a shabby overcoat, and his shoes were wrapped in canvas to avoid footprints.”


    A terrorist’s information is certainly not proof, but neither should it always be disregarded. Especially when it concerns a master assassin, known to be a scholar of deception, who has made an admission that so astonishingly corroborates an unknown unpublished statement about a moment of national crisis never investigated. That, indeed, must be taken seriously. As so many others associated—even remotely—with the tragic events in Dallas, “Burlap Billy” was found dead several days later from an overdose of drugs. He was known to be an old man drunk consistently on cheap wine; he was never known to use narcotics. He could not afford them.


    Was “Carlos” the man on the grassy knoll? What an extraordinary beginning for an extraordinary career! If Dallas really was his “operation” how many millions of dollars must have been funneled to him? Certainly more than enough to establish a network of informers and soldiers that is a corporate world unto itself.


    The myth has too much substance; Carlos may well be a monster of flesh and too much blood.

  


  Marie put down the magazine. “What’s the game?”


  “Are you finished?” Jason turned from the window.


  “Yes.”


  “I gather a lot of statements were made. Theory, supposition, equations.”


  “Equations?”


  “If something happened here, and there was an effect over there, a relationship existed.”


  “You mean connections,” said Marie.


  “All right, connections. It’s all there, isn’t it?”


  “To a degree, you could say that. It’s hardly a legal brief; there’s a lot of speculation, rumor, and secondhand information.”


  “There are facts, however.”


  “Data.”


  “Good. Data. That’s fine.”


  “What’s the game?” Marie repeated.


  “It’s got a simple title. It’s called ‘Trap.’”


  “Trap whom?”


  “Me.” Bourne sat forward. “I want you to ask me questions. Anything that’s in there. A phrase, the name of a city, a rumor, a fragment of…data. Anything. Let’s hear what my responses are. My blind responses.”


  “Darling, that’s no proof of—”


  “Do it!” ordered Jason.


  “All right.” Marie raised the issue of Potomac Quarterly. “Beirut,” she said.


  “Embassy,” he answered. “CIA station head posing as an attaché. Gunned down in the street. Three hundred thousand dollars.”


  Marie looked at him. “I remember—” she began.


  “I don’t!” interrupted Jason. “Go on.”


  She returned his gaze, then went back to the magazine. “Baader-Meinhof.”


  “Stuttgart. Regensburg. Munich. Two kills and a kidnapping, Baader accreditation. Fees from—” Bourne stopped, then whispered in astonishment, “U.S. sources. Detroit…Wilmington, Delaware.”


  “Jason, what are—”


  “Go on. Please.”


  “The name, Sanchez.”


  “The name is Ilich Ramirez Sanchez,” he replied. “He is…Carlos.”


  “Why the Ilich?”


  Bourne paused, his eyes wandering. “I don’t know.”


  “It’s Russian, not Spanish. Was his mother Russian?”


  “No…yes. His mother. It had to be his mother…I think. I’m not sure.”


  “Novgorod.”


  “Espionage compound. Communications, ciphers, frequency traffic. Sanchez is a graduate.”


  “Jason, you read that here!”


  “I did not read it! Please. Keep going.”


  Marie’s eyes swept back to the top of the article. “Teheran.”


  “Eight kills. Divided accreditation—Khomeini and PLO. Fee, two million. Source: Southwest Soviet sector.”


  “Paris,” said Marie quickly.


  “All contracts will be processed through Paris.”


  “What contracts?”


  “The contracts…Kills.”


  “Whose kills? Whose contracts?”


  “Sanchez…Carlos.”


  “Carlos? Then they’re Carlos’ contracts, his kills. They have nothing to do with you.”


  “Carlos’ contracts,” said Bourne, as if in a daze. “Nothing to do with…me,” he repeated, barely above a whisper.


  “You just said it, Jason. None of this has anything to do with you!”


  “No! That’s not true!” Bourne shouted, lunging up from the chair, holding his place, staring down at her. “Our contracts,” he added quietly.


  “You don’t know what you’re saying!”


  “I’m responding! Blindly! It’s why I had to come to Paris!” He spun around and walked to the window, gripping the frame. “That’s what the game is all about,” he continued. “We’re not looking for a lie, we’re looking for the truth, remember? Maybe we’ve found it; maybe the game revealed it.”


  “This is no valid test! It’s a painful exercise in incidental recollection. If a magazine like Potomac Quarterly printed this, it would have been picked up by half the newspapers in the world. You could have read it anywhere.”


  “The fact is I retained it.”


  “Not entirely. You didn’t know where the Ilich came from, that Carlos’ father was a Communist attorney in Venezuela. They’re salient points, I’d think. You didn’t mention a thing about the Cubans. If you had, it would have led to the most shocking speculation written here. You didn’t say a word about it.”


  “What are you talking about?”


  “Dallas,” she said. “November 1963.”


  “Kennedy,” replied Bourne.


  “That’s it? Kennedy?”


  “It happened then.” Jason stood motionless.


  “It did, but that’s not what I’m looking for.”


  “I know,” said Bourne, his voice once again flat, as if speaking in a vacuum. “A grassy knoll…Burlap Billy.”


  “You read this!”


  “No.”


  “Then you heard it before, read it before.”


  “That’s possible, but it’s not relevant, is it?”


  “Stop it, Jason!”


  “Those words again. I wish I could.”


  “What are you trying to tell me? You’re Carlos?”


  “God, no. Carlos wants to kill me, and I don’t speak Russian, I know that.”


  “Then what?”


  “What I said at the beginning. The game. The game is called Trap-the-Soldier.”


  “A soldier?”


  “Yes. One who defected from Carlos. It’s the only explanation, the only reason I know what I know. In all things.”


  “Why do you say defect?”


  “Because he does want to kill me. He has to; he thinks I know as much about him as anyone alive.”


  Marie had been crouching on the bed; she swung her legs over the side, her hands at her sides. “That’s a result of defecting. What about the cause? If it’s true, then you did it, became…became—” She stopped.


  “All things considered, it’s a little late to look for a moral position,” said Bourne, seeing the pain of acknowledgment on the face of the woman he loved. “I could think of several reasons, clichés. How about a falling out among thieves…killers.”


  “Meaningless!” cried Marie. “There’s not a shred of evidence.”


  “There’s buckets of it and you know it. I could have sold out to a higher bidder or stolen huge sums of money from the fees. Either would explain the account in Zurich.” He stopped briefly, looking at the wall above the bed, feeling, not seeing. “Either would explain Howard Leland, Marseilles, Beirut, Stuttgart…Munich. Everything. All the unremembered facts that want to come out. And one especially. Why I avoided his name, why I never mentioned him. I’m frightened. I’m afraid of him.”


  The moment passed in silence; more was spoken of than fear. Marie nodded. “I’m sure you believe that,” she said, “and in a way I wish it were true. But I don’t think it is. You want to believe it because it supports what you just said. It gives you an answer…an identity. It may not be the identity you want, but God knows it’s better than wandering blindly through that awful labyrinth you face every day. Anything would be, I guess.” She paused. “And I wish it were true because then we wouldn’t be here.”


  “What?”


  “That’s the inconsistency, darling. The number or symbol that doesn’t fit in your equation. If you were what you say you were, and afraid of Carlos—and heaven knows you should be—Paris would be the last place on earth you’d feel compelled to go to. We’d be somewhere else; you said it yourself. You’d run away; you’d take the money from Zurich and disappear. But you’re not doing that; instead, you’re walking right back into Carlos’ den. That’s not a man who’s either afraid or guilty.”


  “There isn’t anything else. I came to Paris to find out; it’s as simple as that.”


  “Then run away. We’ll have the money in the morning; there’s nothing stopping you—us. That’s simple, too.” Marie watched him closely.


  Jason looked at her, then turned away. He walked to the bureau and poured himself a drink. “There’s still Treadstone to consider,” he said defensively.


  “Why any more than Carlos? There’s your real equation. Carlos and Treadstone. A man I once loved very much was killed by Treadstone. All the more reason for us to run, to survive.”


  “I’d think you’d want the people who killed him exposed,” said Bourne. “Make them pay for it.”


  “I do. Very much. But others can find them. I have priorities, and revenge isn’t at the top of the list. We are. You and I. Or is that only my judgment? My feelings.”


  “You know better than that.” He held the glass tighter in his hand and looked over at her. “I love you,” he whispered.


  “Then let’s run!” she said, raising her voice almost mechanically, taking a step toward him. “Let’s forget it all, really forget, and run as fast as we can, as far away as we can! Let’s do it!”


  “I…I,” Jason stammered, the mists interfering, infuriating him. “There are…things.”


  “What things? We love each other, we’ve found each other! We can go anywhere, be anyone. There’s nothing to stop us, is there?”


  “Only you and me,” he repeated softly, the mists now closing in, suffocating him. “I know. I know. But I’ve got to think. There’s so much to learn, so much that has to come out.”


  “Why is it so important?”


  “It…just is.”


  “Don’t you know?”


  “Yes…No, I’m not sure. Don’t ask me now.”


  “If not now, when? When can I ask you? When will it pass? Or will it ever?!”


  “Stop it!” he suddenly roared, slamming the glass down on the wooden tray. “I can’t run! I won’t! I’ve got to stay here! I’ve got to know!”


  Marie rushed to him, putting her hands first on his shoulders, then on his face, wiping away the perspiration. “Now you’ve said it. Can you hear yourself, darling? You can’t run because the closer you get, the more maddening it is for you. And if you did run, it would only get worse. You wouldn’t have a life, you’d live a nightmare. I know that.”


  He reached for her face, touching it, looking at her. “Do you?”


  “Of course. But you had to say it, not me.” She held him, her head against his chest. “I had to force you to. The funny thing is that I could run. I could get on a plane with you tonight and go wherever you wanted, disappear, and not look back, happier than I’ve ever been in my life. But you couldn’t do that. What is—or isn’t—here in Paris would eat away at you until you couldn’t stand it anymore. That’s the crazy irony, my darling. I could live with it but you couldn’t.”


  “You’d just disappear?” asked Jason. “What about your family, your job—all the people you know?”


  “I’m neither a child nor a fool,” she answered quickly. “I’d cover myself somehow, but I don’t think I’d take it very seriously. I’d request an extended leave for medical and personal reasons. Emotional stress, a breakdown; I could always go back, the department would understand.”


  “Peter?”


  “Yes.” She was silent for a moment. “We went from one relationship to another, the second more important to both of us, I think. He was like an imperfect brother you want to succeed in spite of his flaws, because underneath there was such decency.”


  “I’m sorry. I’m truly sorry.”


  She looked up at him. “You have the same decency. When you do the kind of work I do decency becomes very important. It’s not the meek who are inheriting the earth, Jason, it’s the corrupters. And I have an idea that the distance between corruption and killing is a very short step.”


  “Treadstone Seventy-One?”


  “Yes. We were both right. I do want them exposed, I want them to pay for what they’ve done. And you can’t run away.”


  He brushed his lips against her cheek and then her hair and held her. “I should throw you out,” he said. “I should tell you to get out of my life. I can’t do it, but I know damned well I should.”


  “It wouldn’t make any difference if you did. I wouldn’t go, my love.”


  The attorney’s suite of offices was on the boulevard de la Chapelle, the book-lined conference room more a stage setting than an office; everything was a prop, and in its place. Deals were made in that room, not contracts. As for the lawyer himself, a dignified white goatee and silver pince-nez above an aquiline nose could not conceal the essential graft in the man. He even insisted on conversing in poor English, for which, at a later date, he could claim to have been misunderstood.


  Marie did most of the talking, Bourne deferring, client to adviser. She made her points succinctly, altering the cashiers checks to bearer bonds, payable in dollars, in denominations ranging from a maximum of twenty thousand dollars to a minimum of five. She instructed the lawyer to tell the bank that all series were to be broken up numerically in threes, the international guarantors changed with every fifth lot of certificates. Her objective was not lost on the attorney; she so complicated the issuing of the bonds that tracing them would be beyond the facilities of most banks or brokers. Nor would such banks or brokers take on the added trouble or expense; payments were guaranteed.


  When the irritated, goateed lawyer had nearly concluded his telephone conversation with an equally disturbed Antoine d’Amacourt, Marie held up her hand.


  “Pardon me, but Monsieur Bourne insists that Monsieur d’Amacourt also include two hundred thousand francs in cash, one hundred thousand to be included with the bonds and one hundred to be held by Monsieur d’Amacourt. He suggests that the second hundred thousand be divided as follows. Seventy-five thousand for Monsieur d’Amacourt and twenty-five thousand for yourself. He realizes that he is greatly in debt to both of you for your advice and the additional trouble he has caused you. Needless to say, no specific record of breakdown is required.”


  Irritation and disturbance vanished with her words, replaced by an obsequiousness not seen since the court of Versailles. The arrangements were made in accordance with the unusual—but completely understandable—demands of Monsieur Bourne and his esteemed adviser.


  A leather attaché case was provided by Monsieur Bourne for the bonds and the money; it would be carried by an armed courier who would leave the bank at 2:30 in the afternoon and meet Monsieur Bourne at 3:00 on the Pont Neuf. The distinguished client would identify himself with a small piece of leather cut from the shell of the case and which, when fitted in place, would prove to be the missing fragment. Added to this would be the words: “Herr Koenig sends greeting from Zurich.”


  So much for the details. Except for one, which was made clear by Monsieur Bourne’s adviser.


  “We recognize that the demands of the fiche must be carried out to the letter, and fully expect Monsieur d’Amacourt to do so,” said Marie St. Jacques. “However, we also recognize that the timing can be advantageous to Monsieur Bourne, and would expect no less than that advantage. Were he not to have it, I’m afraid that I, as a certified—if for the present, anonymous—member of the International Banking Commission, would feel compelled to report certain aberrations of banking and legal procedures as I have witnessed them. I’m sure that won’t be necessary; we’re all very well paid, n’est-ce pas, monsieur?”


  “C’est vrai, madame! In banking and law…indeed, as in life itself…timing is everything. You have nothing to fear.”


  “I know,” said Marie.


  Bourne examined the grooves of the silencer, satisfied that he had removed the particles of dust and lint that had gathered with nonuse. He gave it a final, wrenching turn, depressed the magazine release and checked the clip. Six shells remained; he was ready. He shoved the weapon into his belt and buttoned his jacket.


  Marie had not seen him with the gun. She was sitting on the bed, her back to him, talking on the telephone with the Canadian Embassy attaché, Dennis Corbelier. Cigarette smoke curled up from an ashtray next to her notebook; she was writing down Corbelier’s information. When he had finished, she thanked him and hung up the phone. She remained motionless for two or three seconds, the pencil still in her hand.


  “He doesn’t know about Peter,” she said, turning to Jason. “That’s odd.”


  “Very,” agreed Bourne. “I thought he’d be one of the first to know. You said they looked over Peter’s telephone logs; he’d placed a call to Paris, to Corbelier. You’d think someone would have followed up on it.”


  “I hadn’t even considered that. I was thinking about the newspapers, the wire services. Peter was…was found eighteen hours ago, and regardless of how casual I may have sounded, he was an important man in the Canadian government. His death would be news in itself, his murder infinitely more so.… It wasn’t reported.”


  “Call Ottawa tonight. Find out why.”


  “I will.”


  “What did Corbelier tell you?”


  “Oh, yes.” Marie shifted her eyes to the notebook. “The license in rue Madeleine was meaningless, a car rented at De Gaulle Airport to a Jean-Pierre Larousse.”


  “John Smith,” interrupted Jason.


  “Exactly. He had better luck with the telephone number d’Amacourt gave you, but he can’t see what it could possibly have to do with anything. Neither can I, as a matter of fact.”


  “It’s that strange?”


  “I think so. It’s a private line belonging to a fashion house on Saint-Honoré. Les Classiques.”


  “A fashion house? You mean a studio?”


  “I’m sure it’s got one, but it’s essentially an elegant dress shop. Like the House of Dior, or Givenchy. Haute couture. In the trade, Corbelier said, it’s known as the House of René. That’s Bergeron.”


  “Who?”


  “René Bergeron, a designer. He’s been around for years, always on the fringes of a major success. I know about him because my little lady back home copies his designs.”


  “Did you get the address?”


  Marie nodded. “Why didn’t Corbelier know about Peter? Why doesn’t everybody?”


  “Maybe you’ll learn when you call. It’s probably as simple as time zones; too late for the morning editions here in Paris. I’ll pick up the afternoon paper.” Bourne went to the closet for his topcoat, conscious of the hidden weight in his belt. “I’m going back to the bank. I’ll follow the courier to the Pont Neuf.” He put on the coat, aware that Marie was not listening. “I meant to ask you, do these fellows wear uniforms?”


  “Who?”


  “Bank couriers.”


  “That would account for the newspapers, not the wire services.”


  “I beg your pardon?”


  “The difference in time. The papers might not have picked it up, but the wire services would have known. And embassies have teletypes; they would have known about it. It wasn’t reported, Jason.”


  “You’ll call tonight,” he said. “I’m going.”


  “You asked about the couriers. Do they wear uniforms?”


  “I was curious.”


  “Most of the time, yes. They also drive armored vans, but I was specific about that. If a van was used it was to be parked a block from the bridge, the courier to proceed on foot.”


  “I heard you, but I wasn’t sure what you meant. Why?”


  “A bonded courier’s bad enough, but he’s necessary; bank insurance requires him. A van is simply too obvious; it could be followed too easily. You won’t change your mind and let me go with you?”


  “No.”


  “Believe me, nothing will go wrong; those two thieves wouldn’t permit it.”


  “Then there’s no reason for you to be there.”


  “You’re maddening.”


  “I’m in a hurry.”


  “I know. And you move faster without me.” Marie got up and came to him. “I do understand.” She leaned into him, kissing him on the lips, suddenly aware of the weapon in his belt. She looked into his eyes. “You are worried, aren’t you?”


  “Just cautious.” He smiled, touching her chin. “It’s an awful lot of money. It may have to keep us for a long time.”


  “Hike the sound of that.”


  “The money?”


  “No. Us.” Marie frowned. “A safety deposit box.”


  “You keep talking in non sequiturs.”


  “You can’t leave negotiable certificates worth over a million dollars in a Paris hotel room. You’ve got to get a deposit box.”


  “We can do it tomorrow.” He released her, turning for the door. “While I’m out, look up Les Classiques in the phone book and call the regular number. Find out how late it’s open.” He left quickly.


  Bourne sat in the back seat of a stationary taxi, watching the front of the bank through the windshield. The driver was humming an unrecognizable tune, reading a newspaper, content with the fifty-franc note he had received in advance. The cab’s motor, however, was running; the passenger had insisted upon that.


  The armored van loomed in the right rear window, its radio antenna shooting up from the center of the roof like a tapered bowsprit. It parked in a space reserved for authorized vehicles directly in front of Jason’s taxi. Two small red lights appeared above the circle of bulletproof glass in the rear door. The alarm system had been activated.


  Bourne leaned forward, his eyes on the uniformed man who climbed out of the side door and threaded his way through the crowds on the pavement toward the entrance of the bank. He felt a sense of relief; the man was not one of the three well-dressed men who had come to the Valois yesterday.


  Fifteen minutes later the courier emerged from the bank, the leather attaché case in his left hand, his right covering an unlatched holster. The jagged rip on the side of the case could be seen clearly. Jason felt the fragment of leather in his shirt pocket; if nothing else it was the primitive combination that made a life beyond Paris, beyond Carlos, possible. If there was such a life and he could accept it without the terrible labyrinth from which he could find no escape.


  But it was more than that. In a manmade labyrinth one kept moving, running, careening off walls, the contact itself a form of progress, if only blind. His personal labyrinth had no walls, no defined corridors through which to race. Only space, and swirling mists in the darkness that he saw so clearly when he opened his eyes at night and felt the sweat pouring down his face. Why was it always space and darkness and high winds? Why was he always plummeting through the air at night? A parachute. Why? Then other words came to him; he had no idea where they were from, but they were there and he heard them.


  What’s left when your memory’s gone? And your identity, Mr. Smith?


  Stop it!


  The armored van swung into the traffic on rue Madeleine. Bourne tapped the driver on the shoulder. “Follow that truck, but keep at least two cars between us,” he said in French.


  The driver turned, alarmed. “I think you have the wrong taxi, monsieur. Take back your money.”


  “I’m with the armored-car company, you imbecile. It’s a special assignment.”


  “Regrets, monsieur. We will not lose it.” The driver plunged diagonally forward into the combat of traffic.


  The van took the quickest route to the Seine, going down sidestreets. Turning left on the Quai de la Rapée toward the Pont Neuf. Then, within what Jason judged to be three or four blocks of the bridge, it slowed down, hugging the curb as if the courier had decided he was too early for his appointment. But, if anything, Bourne thought, he was running late. It was six minutes to three, barely enough time for the man to park and walk the one prescribed block to the bridge. Then why had the van slowed down? Slowed down? No, it had stopped; it wasn’t moving! Why?


  The traffic?…Good God, of course—the traffic!


  “Stop here,” said Bourne to the driver. “Pull over to the curb. Quickly!”


  “What is it, monsieur?”


  “You’re a very fortunate man,” said Jason. “My company is willing to pay you an additional one hundred francs if you simply go to the front window of that van and say a few words to the driver.”


  “What, monsieur?”


  “Frankly, we’re testing him. He’s new. Do you want the hundred?”


  “I just go to the window and say a few words?”


  “That’s all. Five seconds at the most, then you can go back to your taxi and drive off.”


  “There’s no trouble? I don’t want trouble.”


  “My firm’s among the most respectable in France. You’ve seen our trucks everywhere.”


  “I don’t know…”


  “Forget it!” Bourne reached for the door handle.


  “What are the words?”


  Jason held out the hundred francs. “Just these: ‘Herr Koenig. Greetings from Zurich.’ Can you remember those?”


  “‘Koenig. Greetings from Zurich.’ What’s so difficult?”


  “You? Behind me?”


  “That’s right.” They walked rapidly toward the van, hugging the right side of their small alley in the traffic as cars and trucks passed them in starts and stops on their left. The van was Carlos’ trap, thought Bourne. The assassin had bought his way into the ranks of the armed couriers. A single name and a rendezvous revealed over a monitored radio frequency could bring an underpaid messenger a great deal of money. Bourne. Pont Neuf. So simple. This particular courier was less concerned with being prompt than in making sure the soldiers of Carlos reached the Pont Neuf in time. Paris traffic was notorious; anyone could be late. Jason stopped the taxi driver, holding in his hand four additional two-hundred franc notes; the man’s eyes were riveted on them.


  “Monsieur?”


  “My company’s going to be very generous. This man must be disciplined for gross infractions.”


  “What, monsieur?”


  “After you say ‘Herr Koenig. Greetings from Zurich,’ simply add, ‘The schedule’s changed. There’s a fare in my taxi who must see you.’ Have you got that?”


  The driver’s eyes returned to the franc notes. “What’s difficult?” He took the money.


  They edged their way along the side of the van, Jason’s back pressed against the wall of steel, his right hand concealed beneath his topcoat, gripping the gun in his belt. The driver approached the window and reached up, tapping the glass.


  “You inside! Herr Koenig! Greetings from Zurich!” he yelled.


  The window was rolled down, no more than an inch or two. “What is this?” a voice yelled back. “You’re supposed to be at the Pont Neuf, monsieur!”


  The driver was no idiot; he was also anxious to leave as rapidly as possible. “Not me, you jackass!” he shouted through the din of the surrounding, perilously close traffic. “I’m telling you what I was told to say! The schedule’s been changed. There’s a man back there who says he has to see you!”


  “Tell him to hurry,” said Jason, holding a final fifty-franc note in his hand, beyond sight of the window.


  The driver glanced at the money, then back up at the courier. “Be quick about it! If you don’t see him right away you’ll lose your job!”


  “Now, get out of here!” said Bourne. The driver turned and ran past Jason, grabbing the franc note as he raced back to his taxi.


  Bourne held his place, suddenly alarmed by what he heard through the cacaphony of pounding horns and gunning engines in the crowded street. There were voices from inside the van, not one man shouting into a radio, but two shouting at each other. The courier was not alone; there was another man with him.


  “Those were the words. You heard them.”


  “He was to come up to you. He was to show himself.”


  “Which he will do. And present the piece of leather, which must fit exactly! Do you expect him to do that in the middle of a street filled with traffic?”


  “I don’t like it!”


  “You paid me to help you and your people find someone. Not to lose my job. I’m going!”


  “It must be the Pont Neuf!”


  “Kiss my ass!”


  There was the sound of heavy footsteps on the metal floorboards. “I’m coming with you!”


  The panel door opened; Jason spun behind it, his hand still under his coat. Below him a child’s face was pressed against the glass of a car window, the eyes squinting, the young features contorted into an ugly mask, fright and insult the childish intent. The swelling sound of angry horns, blaring in counterpoint, filled the street; the traffic had come to a standstill.


  The courier stepped off the metal ledge, the attaché case in his left hand. Bourne was ready; the instant the courier was on the street, he slammed the panel back into the body of the second man, crashing the heavy steel into a descending kneecap and an outstretched hand. The man screamed, reeling backward inside the van. Jason shouted at the courier, the jagged scrap of leather in his free hand.


  “I’m Bourne! Here’s your fragment! And you keep that gun in its holster or you won’t just lose your job, you’ll lose your life, you son of a bitch!”


  “I meant no harm, monsieur! They wanted to find you! They have no interest in your delivery, you have my word on it!”


  The door crashed open; Jason slammed it again with his shoulder, then pulled it back to see the face of Carlos’ soldier, his hand on the weapon in his belt.


  What he saw was the barrel of a gun, the black orifice of its opening staring him in the eyes. He spun back, aware that the split-second delay in the gunshot that followed was caused by the burst of a shrill ringing that exploded out of the armored van. The alarm had been tripped, the sound deafening, riding over the dissonance in the street; the gunshot seemed muted by comparison, the eruption of asphalt below not heard.


  Once more Jason hammered the panel. He heard the impact of metal against metal; he had made contact with the gun of Carlos’ soldier. He pulled his own from his belt, dropped to his knees in the street, and pulled the door open.


  He saw the face from Zurich, the killer they had called Johann, the man they had brought to Paris to recognize him. Bourne fired twice; the man arched backward, blood spreading across his forehead.


  The courier! The attaché case!


  Jason saw the man; he had ducked below the tailgate for protection, his weapon in his hand, screaming for help. Bourne leaped to his feet and lunged for the extended gun, gripping the barrel, twisting it out of the courier’s hand. He grabbed the attaché case and shouted.


  “No harm, right? Give me that, you bastard!” He threw the man’s gun under the van, got up and plunged into the hysterical crowds on the pavement.


  He ran wildly, blindly, the bodies in front of him the movable walls of his labyrinth. But there was an essential difference between this gauntlet and one he lived in every day. There was no darkness; the afternoon sun was bright, as blinding as his race through the labyrinth.


  CHAPTER FOURTEEN


  



  “Everything is here,” said Marie. She had collated the certificates by denominations, the stacks and the franc notes on the desk. “I told you it would be.”


  “It almost wasn’t.”


  “What?”


  “The man they called Johann, the one from Zurich. He’s dead. I killed him.”


  “Jason, what happened?”


  He told her. “They counted on the Pont Neuf,” he said. “My guess is that the backup car got caught in traffic, broke into the courier’s radio frequency, and told them to delay. I’m sure of it.”


  “Oh God, they’re everywhere!”


  “But they don’t know where I am,” said Bourne, looking into the mirror above the bureau, studying his blond hair while putting on the tortoise-shell glasses. “And the last place they’d expect to find me at this moment—if they conceivably thought I knew about it—would be a fashion house on Saint-Honoré.”


  “Les Classiques?” asked Marie, astonished.


  “That’s right. Did you call it?”


  “Yes, but that’s insane!”


  “Why?” Jason turned from the mirror. “Think about it. Twenty minutes ago their trap fell apart; there’s got to be confusion, recriminations, accusations of incompetency, or worse. Right now, at this moment, they’re more concerned with each other than with me; nobody wants a bullet in his throat. It won’t last long; they’ll regroup quickly, Carlos will make sure of that. But during the next hour or so, while they’re trying to piece together what happened, the one place they won’t look for me is a relay-drop they haven’t the vaguest idea I’m aware of.”


  “Someone will recognize you!”


  “Who? They brought in a man from Zurich to do that and he’s dead. They’re not sure what I look like.”


  “The courier. They’ll take him; he saw you.”


  “For the next few hours he’ll be busy with the police.”


  “D’Amacourt. The lawyer!”


  “I suspect they’re halfway to Normandy or Marseilles or, if they’re lucky, out of the country.”


  “Suppose they’re stopped, caught?”


  “Suppose they are? Do you think Carlos would expose a drop where he gets messages? Not on your life. Or his.”


  “Jason, I’m frightened.”


  “So am I. But not of being recognized.” Bourne returned to the mirror. “I could give a long dissertation about facial classifications, and softened features, but I won’t.”


  “You’re talking about the evidences of surgery. Port Noir. You told me.”


  “Not all of it,” Bourne leaned against the bureau, staring at his face. “What color are my eyes?”


  “What?’


  “No, don’t look at me. Now, tell me, what color are my eyes? Yours are brown with speckles of green; what about mine?”


  “Blue…bluish. Or a kind of gray, really…” Marie stopped. “I’m not really sure. I suppose that’s dreadful of me.”


  “It’s perfectly natural. Basically they’re hazel, but not all the time. Even I’ve noticed it. When I wear a blue shirt or tie, they become bluer; a brown coat or jacket, they’re gray. When I’m naked, they’re strangely nondescript.”


  “That’s not so strange. I’m sure millions of people are the same.”


  “I’m sure they are. But how many of them wear contact lenses when their eyesight is normal?”


  “Contact—”


  “That’s what I said,” interrupted Jason. “Certain types of contact lenses are worn to change the color of the eyes. They’re most effective when the eyes are hazel. When Washburn first examined me there was evidence of prolonged usage. It’s one of the clues, isn’t it?”


  “It’s whatever you want to make of it,” said Marie. “If it’s true.”


  “Why wouldn’t it be?”


  “Because the doctor was more often drunk than sober. You’ve told me that. He piled conjecture on top of conjecture, heaven knows how warped by alcohol. He was never specific. He couldn’t be.”


  “He was about one thing. I’m a chameleon, designed to fit a flexible mold. I want to find out whose; maybe I can now. Thanks to you I’ve got an address. Someone there may know the truth. Just one man, that’s all I need. One person I can confront, break if I have to…”


  “I can’t stop you, but for God’s sake be careful. If they do recognize you, they’ll kill you.”


  “Not there they won’t; it’d be rotten for business. This is Paris.”


  “I don’t think that’s funny, Jason.”


  “Neither do I. I’m counting on it very seriously.”


  “What are you going to do? I mean, how?”


  “I’ll know better when I get there. See if anyone’s running around looking nervous or anxious or waiting for a phone call as if his life depended on it.”


  “Then what?”


  “I’ll do the same as I did with d’Amacourt. Wait outside and follow whoever it is. I’m this close; I won’t miss. And I’ll be careful.”


  “Will you call me?”


  “I’ll try.”


  “I may go crazy waiting. Not knowing.”


  “Don’t wait. Can you deposit the bonds somewhere?”


  “The banks are closed.”


  “Use a large hotel; hotels have vaults.”


  “You have to have a room.”


  “Take one. At the Meurice or the George Cinq. Leave the case at the desk but come back here.”


  Marie nodded. “It would give me something to do.”


  “Then call Ottawa. Find out what happened.”


  “I will.”


  Bourne crossed to the bedside table and picked up a number of five-thousand franc notes. “A bribe would be easier,” he said. “I don’t think it’ll happen, but it could.”


  “It could,” agreed Marie, and then in the same breath continued. “Did you hear yourself? You just rattled off the names of two hotels.”


  “I heard.” He turned and faced her. “I’ve been here before. Many times. I lived here, but not in those hotels. In out-of-the-way streets, I think. Not very easily found.”


  The moment passed in silence, the fear electric.


  “I love you, Jason.”


  “I love you, too,” said Bourne.


  “Come back to me. No matter what happens, come back to me.”


  The lighting was soft and dramatic, pinpoint spotlights shining down from the dark brown ceiling, bathing manikins and expensively dressed clients in pools of flattering yellows. The jewelry and accessories counters were lined with black velvet, silks of bright red and green tastefully flowing above the midnight sheen, glistening eruptions of gold and silver caught in the recessed frame lights. The aisles curved graciously in semicircles, giving an illusion of space that was not there, for Les Classiques, though hardly small, was not a large emporium. It was, however, a beautifully appointed store on one of the most costly strips of real estate in Paris. Fitting rooms with doors of tinted glass were at the rear, beneath a balcony where the offices of management were located. A carpeted staircase rose on the right beside an elevated switchboard in front of which sat an oddly out-of-place middle-aged man dressed in a conservative business suit, operating the console, speaking into a mouthpiece that was an extension of his single earphone.


  The clerks were mostly women, tall, slender, gaunt of face and body, living postmortems of former fashion models whose tastes and intelligence had carried them beyond their sisters in the trade, other practices no longer feasible. The few men in evidence were also slender; reedlike figures emphasized by form-fitting clothes, gestures rapid, stances balletically defiant.


  Light romantic music floated out of the dark ceiling, quiet crescendos abstractly punctuated by the beams of the miniature spotlights. Jason wandered through the aisles, studying manikins, touching the fabric, making his own appraisals. They covered his essential bewilderment. Where was the confusion, the anxiety he expected to find at the core of Carlos’ message center? He glanced up at the open office doors and the single corridor that bisected the small complex. Men and women walked casually about as they did on the main floor, every now and then stopping one another, exchanging pleasantries or scraps of relevantly irrelevant information. Gossip. Nowhere was there the slightest sense of urgency, no sign at all that a vital trap had exploded in their faces, an imported killer—the only man in Paris who worked for Carlos and could identify the target—shot in the head, dead in the back of an armored van on the Quai de la Rapée.


  It was incredible, if only because the whole atmosphere was the opposite of what he had anticipated. Not that he expected to find chaos, far from it; the soldiers of Carlos were too controlled for that. Still he had expected something. And here there were no strained faces, or darting eyes, no abrupt movements that signified alarm. Nothing whatsoever was unusual; the elegant world of haute couture continued to spin in its elegant orbit, unmindful of events that should have thrown its axis off balance.


  Still, there was a private telephone somewhere and someone who not only spoke for Carlos but was also empowered to set in motion three killers on the hunt. A woman…


  He saw her; it had to be her. Halfway down the carpeted staircase, a tall imperious woman with a face that age and cosmetics had rendered into a cold mask of itself. She was stopped by a reedlike male clerk who held out a salesbook for the woman’s approval; she looked at it, then glanced down at the floor, at a nervous, middle-aged man by a nearby jewelry counter. The glance was brief but pointed, the message clear. All right, mon ami, pick up your bauble but pay your bill soon. Otherwise you could be embarrassed next time. Or worse. I might call your wife. In milliseconds the rebuke was over; a smile as false as it was broad cracked the mask, and with a nod and a flourish the woman took a pencil from the clerk and initialed the sales slip. She continued down the staircase, the clerk following, leaning forward in further conversation. It was obvious he was flattering her; she turned on the bottom step, touching her crown of streaked dark hair and tapped his wrist in a gesture of thanks.


  There was little placidity in the woman’s eyes. They were as aware as any pair of eyes Bourne had ever seen, except perhaps behind gold-rimmed glasses in Zurich.


  Instinct. She was his objective; it remained how to reach her. The first moves of the pavane had to be subtle, neither too much nor too little, but warranting attention. She had to come to him.


  The next few minutes astonished Jason—which was to say he astonished himself. The term was “role-playing,” he understood that, but what shocked him was the ease with which he slid into a character far from himself—as he knew himself. Where minutes before he had made appraisals, he now made inspections, pulling garments from their individual racks, holding the fabrics up to the light. He peered closely at stitchings, examined buttons and buttonholes, brushing his fingers across collars, fluffing them up, then letting them fall. He was a judge of fine clothes, a schooled buyer who knew what he wanted and rapidly disregarded that which did not suit his tastes. The only items he did not examine were the price tags; obviously they held no interest for him.


  The fact that they did not prodded the interest of the imperious woman who kept glancing over in his direction. A sales clerk, her concave body floating upright on the carpet, approached him; he smiled courteously, but said he preferred to browse by himself. Less than thirty seconds later he was behind three manikins, each dressed in the most expensive designs to be found in Les Classiques. He raised his eyebrows, his mouth set in silent approval as he squinted between the plastic figures at the woman beyond the counter. She whispered to the clerk who had spoken to him; the former model shook her head, shrugging.


  Bourne stood arms akimbo, billowing his cheeks, his breath escaping slowly as his eyes shifted from one manikin to another; he was an uncertain man about to make up his mind. And a potential client in that situation, especially one who did not look at prices, needed assistance from the most knowledgeable person in the vicinity; he was irresistible. The regal woman touched her hair and gracefully negotiated the aisles toward him. The pavane had come to its first conclusion; the dancers bowed, preparing for the gavotte.


  “I see you’ve gravitated to our better items, monsieur,” said the woman in English, a presumption obviously based on the judgment of a practiced eye.


  “I trust I have,” replied Jason. “You’ve got an interesting collection here, but one does have to ferret, doesn’t one?”


  “The ever-present and inevitable scale of values, monsieur. However, all our designs are exclusive.”


  “Cela va sans dire, madame.”


  “Ah, vous parlez français?”


  “Un peu. Passably.”


  “You are American?”


  “I’m rarely there,” said Bourne. “You say these are made for you alone?”


  “Oh, yes. Our designer is under exclusive contract; I’m sure you’ve heard of him. René Bergeron.”


  Jason frowned. “Yes. I have. Very respected, but he’s never made a breakthrough, has he?”


  “He will, monsieur. It’s inevitable; his reputation grows each season. A number of years ago he worked for St. Laurent, then Givenchy. Some say he did far more than cut the patterns, if you know what I mean.”


  “It’s not hard to follow.”


  “And how those cats try to push him in the background! It’s disgraceful! Because he adores women; he flatters them and does not make them into little boys, vous comprenez?”


  “Je vous comprends parfaitement.”


  “He’ll emerge worldwide one day soon and they’ll not be able to touch the hems of his creations. Think of these as the works of an emerging master, monsieur.”


  “You’re very convincing. I’ll take these three. I assume they’re in the size twelve range.”


  “Fourteen, monsieur. They will be fitted, of course.”


  “I’m afraid not, but I’m sure there are decent tailors in Cap-Ferrat.”


  “Naturellement,” conceded the woman quickly.


  “Also…” Bourne hesitated, frowning again. “While I’m here, and to save time, select a few others for me along these lines. Different prints, different cuts, but related, if that makes sense.”


  “Very good sense, monsieur.”


  “Thanks, I appreciate it. I’ve had a long flight from the Bahamas and I’m exhausted.”


  “Would monsieur care to sit down then?”


  “Frankly, monsieur would care for a drink.”


  “It can be arranged, of course. As to the method of payment, monsieur …?


  “Je paierai cash, I think,” said Jason, aware that the exchange of merchandise for hard currency would appeal to the overseer of Les Classiques. “Checks and accounts are like spoors in the forest, aren’t they?”


  “You are as wise as you are discriminating.” The rigid smile cracked the mask again, the eyes in no way related. “About that drink, why not my office? It’s quite private; you can relax and I shall bring you selections for your approval.”


  “Splendid.”


  “As to the price range, monsieur?”


  “Les meilleurs, madame.”


  “Naturellement.” A thin white hand was extended. “I am Jacqueline Lavier, managing partner of Les Classiques.”


  “Thank you.” Bourne took the hand without offering a name. One might follow in less public surroundings, his expression said, but not at the moment. For the moment, money was his introduction. “Your office? Mine’s several thousand miles from here.”


  “This way, monsieur.” The rigid smile appeared once more, breaking the facial mask like a sheet of progressively cracked ice. Madame Lavier gestured toward the staircase. The world of haute couture continued, its orbit uninterrupted by failure and death on the Quai de la Rapée.


  That lack of interruption was as disturbing to Jason as it was bewildering. He was convinced the woman walking beside him was the carrier of lethal commands that had been aborted by gunfire an hour ago, the orders having been issued by a faceless man who demanded obedience or death. Yet there was not the slightest indication that a strand of her perfectly groomed hair had been disturbed by nervous fingers, no pallor on the chiseled mask that might be taken for fear. Yet there was no one higher at Les Classiques, no one else who would have a private number in a very private office. Part of an equation was missing…but another had been disturbingly confirmed.


  Himself. The chameleon. The charade had worked; he was in the enemy’s camp, convinced beyond doubt that he had not been recognized. The whole episode had a déjà vu quality about it. He had done such things before, experienced the feelings of similar accomplishment before. He was a man running through an unfamiliar jungle, yet somehow instinctively knowing his way, sure of where the traps were and how to avoid them. The chameleon was an expert.


  They reached the staircase and started up the steps. Below on the right, the conservatively dressed, middle-aged operator was speaking quietly into the extended mouthpiece, nodding his gray-haired head almost wearily, as if assuring the party on the line that their world was as serene as it should be.


  Bourne stopped on the seventh step, the pause involuntary. The back of the man’s head, the outline of the cheekbone, the sight of the thinning gray hair—the way it fell slightly over the ear; he had seen that man before! Somewhere. In the past, in the unremembered past, but remembered now in darkness…and with flashes of light. Explosions, mists; buffeting winds followed by silences filled with tension. What was it? Where was it? Why did the pain come to his eyes again? The gray-haired man began to turn in his swivel chair; Jason looked away before they made contact.


  “I see monsieur is taken by our rather unique switchboard,” said Madame Lavier. “It’s a distinction we feel sets Les Classiques apart from the other shops on Saint-Honoré.”


  “How so?” asked Bourne, as they proceeded up the steps, the pain in his eyes causing him to blink.


  “When a client calls Les Classiques, the telephone is not answered by a vacuous female, but instead by a cultured gentleman who has all our information at his fingertips.”


  “A nice touch.”


  “Other gentlemen think so,” she added. “Especially when making telephone purchases they would prefer to keep confidential. There are no spoors in our forest, monsieur.”


  They reached Jacqueline Lavier’s spacious office. It was the lair of an efficient executive, scores of papers in separate piles on the desk, an easel against the wall holding water-color sketches, some boldly initialed, others left untouched, obviously unacceptable. The walls were filled with framed photographs of the Beautiful People, their beauty too often marred by gaping mouths and smiles as false as the one on the mask of the inhabitant of the office. There was a bitch quality in the perfumed air; these were the quarters of an aging, pacing tigress, swift to attack any who threatened her possessions or the sating of her appetites. Yet she was disciplined; all things considered, an estimable liaison to Carlos.


  Who was that man on the switchboard? Where had he seen him?


  He was offered a drink from a selection of bottles; he chose brandy.


  “Do sit down, monsieur. I shall enlist the help of René himself, if I can find him.”


  “That’s very kind, but I’m sure whatever you choose will be satisfactory. I have an instinct about taste; yours is all through this office. I’m comfortable with it.”


  “You’re too generous.”


  “Only when it’s warranted,” said Jason, still standing. “Actually, I’d like to look around at the photographs. I see a number of acquaintances, if not friends. A lot of these faces pass through the Bahamian banks with considerable frequency.”


  “I’m sure they do,” agreed Lavier, in a tone that bespoke regard for such avenues of finance. “I shan’t be long, monsieur.”


  Nor would she, thought Bourne, as Les Classiques’ partner swept out of the office. Mme. Lavier was not about to allow a tired, wealthy mark too much time to think. She would return with the most expensive designs she could gather up as rapidly as possible. Therefore, if there was anything in the room that could shed light on Carlos’ intermediary—or on the assassin’s operation—it had to be found quickly. And, if it was there, it would be on or around the desk.


  Jason circled behind the imperial chair in front of the wall, feigning amused interest in the photographs, but concentrating on the desk. There were invoices, receipts, and overdue bills, along with dunning letters of reprimand awaiting Lavier’s signature. An address book lay open, four names on the page; he moved closer to see more clearly. Each was the name of a company, the individual contacts bracketed, his or her positions underlined. He wondered if he should memorize each company, each contact. He was about to do so when his eyes fell on the edge of an index card. It was only the edge; the rest was concealed under the telephone itself. And there was something else—dull, barely discernible. A strip of transparent tape, running along the edge of the card, holding it in place. The tape itself was relatively new, recently stuck over the heavy paper and the gleaming wood; it was clean, no smudges or coiled borders or signs of having been there very long.


  Instinct.


  Bourne picked up the telephone to move it aside. It rang, the bell vibrating through his hand, the shrill sound unnerving. He replaced it on the desk and stepped away as a man in shirtsleeves rushed through the open door from the corridor. He stopped, staring at Bourne, his eyes alarmed but noncommittal. The telephone rang a second time; the man walked rapidly to the desk and picked up the receiver.


  “Allô?” There was silence as the intruder listened, head down, concentration on the caller. He was a tanned, muscular man of indeterminate age, the sun-drenched skin disguising the years. His face was taut, his lips thin, his close-cropped hair thick, dark brown, and disciplined. The sinews of his bare arms moved under the flesh as he transferred the phone from one hand to the other, speaking harshly. “Pas ici. Sais pas. Téléphonez plus tard…” He hung up and looked at Jason. “Où est Jacqueline?”


  “A little slower, please,” said Bourne, lying in English. “My French is limited.”


  “Sorry,” replied the bronzed man. “I was looking for Madame Lavier.”


  “The owner?”


  “The title will suffice. Where is she?”


  “Depleting my funds.” Jason smiled, raising his glass to his lips.


  “Oh? And who are you, monsieur?”


  “Who are you?”


  The man studied Bourne. “René Bergeron.”


  “Oh, Lord!” exclaimed Jason. “She’s looking for you. You’re very good, Mr. Bergeron. She said I was to look upon your designs as the work of an emerging master.” Bourne smiled again. “You’re the reason I may have to wire the Bahamas for a great deal of money.”


  “You’re most kind, monsieur. And I apologize for barging in.”


  “Better that you answered that phone than me. Berlitz considers me a failure.”


  “Buyers, suppliers, all screaming idiots. To whom, monsieur, do I have the honor of speaking?”


  “Briggs,” said Jason, having no idea where the name came from, astonished that it came so quickly, so naturally. “Charles Briggs.”


  “A pleasure to know you.” Bergeron extended his hand; the grip was firm. “You say Jacqueline was looking for me?”


  “On my behalf, I’m afraid.”


  “I shall find her.” The designer left quickly.


  Bourne stepped to the desk, his eyes on the door, his hand on the telephone. He moved it to the side, exposing the index card. There were two telephone numbers, the first recognizable as a Zurich exchange, the second obviously Paris.


  Instinct. He had been right, a strip of transparent tape the only sign he had needed. He stared at the numbers, memorizing them, then moved the telephone back in place and stepped away.


  He had barely managed to clear the desk when Madame Lavier swept back into the room, a half dozen dresses over her arm. “I met René on the steps. He approves of my selections most enthusiastically. He also tells me your name is Briggs, monsieur.”


  “I would have told you myself,” said Bourne, smiling back, countering the pout in Lavier’s voice. “But I don’t think you asked.”


  “‘Spoors in the forest,’ monsieur. Here, I bring you a feast!” She separated the dresses, placing them carefully over several chairs. “I truly believe these are among the finest creations René has brought us.”


  “Brought you? He doesn’t work here then?”


  “A figure of speech; his studio’s at the end of the corridor, but it is a holy sacristy. Even I tremble when I enter.”


  “They’re magnificent,” continued Bourne, going from one to another. “But I don’t want to overwhelm her, just pacify her,” he added, pointing out three garments. “I’ll take these.”


  “A fine selection, Monsieur Briggs!”


  “Box them with the others, if you will.”


  “Of course. She is, indeed, a fortunate lady.”


  “A good companion, but a child. A spoiled child, I’m afraid. However, I’ve been away a lot and haven’t paid much attention to her, so I guess I should make peace. It’s one reason I sent her to Cap-Ferrat.” He smiled, taking out his Louis Vuitton billfold. “La facture, s’il vous plaît?”


  “I’ll have one of the girls expedite everything.” Madame Lavier pressed a button on the intercom next to the telephone. Jason watched closely, prepared to comment on the call Bergeron had answered in the event the woman’s eyes settled on a slightly out-of-place phone. “Faites venir Janine—avec les robes. La facture aussi.” She stood up. “Another brandy, Monsieur Briggs?”


  “Merci bien.” Bourne extended his glass; she took it and walked to the bar. Jason knew the time had not yet arrived for what he had in mind; it would come soon—as soon as he parted with money—but not now. He could, however, continue building a foundation with the managing partner of Les Classiques. “That fellow Bergeron,” he said. “You say he’s under exclusive contract to you?”


  Madame Lavier turned, the glass in her hand. “Oh, yes. We are a closely knit family here.”


  Bourne accepted the brandy, nodded his thanks, and sat down in an armchair in front of the desk. “That’s a constructive arrangement,” he said pointlessly.


  The tall, gaunt clerk he had first spoken with came into the office, a salesbook in her hand. Instructions were given rapidly, figures entered, the garments gathered and separated as the salesbook exchanged hands. Lavier held it out for Jason’s perusal. “Voici la facture, monsieur,” she said.


  Bourne shook his head, dismissing inspection. “Combien?” he asked.


  “Vingt-mille, soixante francs, monsieur,” answered the Les Classiques partner, watching his reaction with the expression of a very large, wary bird.


  There was none. Jason merely removed five five-thousand-franc notes and handed them to her. She nodded and gave them in turn to the slender salesclerk, who walked cadaverously out of the office with the dresses.


  “Everything will be packaged and brought up here with your change.” Lavier went to her desk and sat down. “You’re on your way to Ferrat, then. It should be lovely.”


  He had paid; the time had come. “A last night in Paris before I go back to kindergarten,” said Jason, raising his glass in a toast of self-mockery.


  “Yes, you mentioned that your friend is quite young.”


  “A child is what I said, and that’s what she is. She’s a good companion, but I think I prefer the company of more mature women.”


  “You must be very fond of her,” contested Lavier, touching her perfectly coiffed hair, the flattery accepted. “You buy her such lovely—and, frankly—very expensive things.”


  “A minor price considering what she might try to opt for.”


  “Really.”


  “She’s my wife, my third to be exact, and there are appearances to be kept up in the Bahamas. But all that’s neither here nor there; my life’s quite in order.”


  “I’m sure it is, monsieur.”


  “Speaking of the Bahamas, a thought occurred to me a few minutes ago. It’s why I asked you about Bergeron.”


  “What is that?’


  “You may think I’m impetuous; I assure you I’m not. But when something strikes me, I like to explore it. Since Bergeron’s yours exclusively, have you ever given any thought to opening a branch in the islands?”


  “The Bahamas?”


  “And points south. Into the Caribbean, perhaps.”


  “Monsieur, Saint-Honoré by itself is often more than we can handle. Untended farmland generally goes fallow, as they say.”


  “It wouldn’t have to be tended; not in the way that you think. A concession here, one there, the designs exclusive, local ownership on a percentage-franchise basis. Just a boutique or two, spreading, of course, cautiously.”


  “That takes considerable capital, Monsieur Briggs.”


  “Key prices, initially What you might call entrance fees. They’re high but not prohibitive. In the finer hotels and clubs it usually depends on how well you know the managements.”


  “And you know them?”


  “Extremely well. As I say, I’m just exploring, but I think the idea has merit. Your labels would have a certain distinction—Les Classiques, Paris, Grand Bahama…Caneel Bay, perhaps.” Bourne swallowed the rest of his brandy. “But you probably think I’m crazy. Consider it just talk.… Although I’ve made a dollar or two on risks that simply struck me on the spur of the moment.”


  “Risks?” Jacqueline Lavier touched her hair again.


  “I don’t give ideas away, madame. I generally back them.”


  “Yes, I understand. As you say, the idea does have merit.”


  “I think so. Of course, I’d like to see what kind of agreement you have with Bergeron.”


  “It could be produced, monsieur.”


  “Tell you what,” said Jason. “If you’re free, let’s talk about it over drinks and dinner. It’s my only night in Paris.”


  “And you prefer the company of more mature women,” concluded Jacqueline Lavier, the mask cracked into a smile again, the white ice breaking beneath eyes now more in concert.


  “C’est vrai, madame.”


  “It can be arranged,” she said, reaching for the phone.


  The phone. Carlos.


  He would break her, thought Bourne. Kill her if he had to. He would learn the truth.


  [image: ]


  Marie walked through the crowd toward the booth in the telephone complex on rue Vaugirard. She had taken a room at the Meurice, left the attaché case at the front desk, and had sat alone in the room for exactly twenty-two minutes. Until she could not stand it any longer. She had sat in a chair facing a blank wall, thinking about Jason, about the madness of the last eight days that had propelled her into an insanity beyond her understanding. Jason. Considerate, frightening, bewildered Jason Bourne. A man with so much violence in him, and yet oddly, so much compassion. And too terribly capable in dealing with a world ordinary men knew nothing about. Where had he sprung from, this love of hers? Who had taught him to find his way through the dark back streets of Paris, Marseilles, and Zurich…as far away as the Orient, perhaps? What was the Far East to him? How did he know the languages? What were the languages? Or language?


  Tao.


  Che-sah.


  Tam Quan.


  Another world, and she knew nothing of it. But she knew Jason Bourne, or the man called Jason Bourne, and she held on to the decency she knew was there. Oh, God, how she loved him so!


  Ilich Ramirez Sanchez. Carlos. What was he to Jason Bourne?


  Stop it! she had screamed at herself while in that room alone. And then she had done what she had seen Jason do so many times: she had lunged up from the chair, as if the physical movement would clear the mists away—or allow her to break through them.


  Canada. She had to reach Ottawa and find out why Peter’s death—his murder—was being handled so secretly, so obscenely. It did not make sense; she objected with all her heart. For Peter, too, was a decent man, and he had been killed by indecent men. She would be told why or she would expose that death—that murder—herself. She would scream out loud to the world that she knew, and say, “Do something!”


  And so she had left the Meurice, taken a cab to the rue Vaugirard, and placed the call to Ottawa. She waited now outside the booth, her anger mounting, an unlit cigarette creased between her fingers. When the bell rang, she could not take the time to crush it out.


  It rang. She opened the glass door of the booth and went inside.


  “Is this you, Alan?”


  “Yes,” was the curt reply.


  “Alan, what the hell is going on? Peter was murdered, and there hasn’t been a single word in any newspaper or on any broadcast! I don’t think the embassy even knows! It’s as though no one cared! What are you people doing?”


  “What we’re told to do. And so will you.”


  “What? That was Peter! He was your friend! Listen to me, Alan…”


  “No!” The interruption was harsh. “You listen. Get out of Paris. Now! Take the next direct flight back here. If you have any problems, the embassy will clear them—but you’re to talk only to the ambassador, is that understood?”


  “No!” screamed Marie St. Jacques. “I don’t understand! Peter was killed and nobody cares! All you’re saying is bureaucratic bullshit! Don’t get involved; for God’s sake, don’t ever get involved!”


  “Stay out of it, Marie!”


  “Stay out of what? That’s what you’re not telling me, isn’t it? Well, you’d better…”


  “I can’t!” Alan lowered his voice. “I don’t know. I’m only telling you what I was told to tell you.”


  “By whom?”


  “You can’t ask me that.”


  “I am asking!”


  “Listen to me, Marie. I haven’t been home for the past twenty-four hours. I’ve been waiting here for the last twelve for you to call. Try to understand me—I’m not suggesting you come back. Those are orders from your government.”


  “Orders? Without explanations?”


  “That’s the way it is. I’ll say this much. They want you out of there; they want him isolated.… That’s the way it is.”


  “Sorry, Alan—that’s not the way it is. Goodbye.” She slammed the receiver down, then instantly gripped her hands to stop the trembling. Oh, my God, she loved him so…and they were trying to kill him. Jason, my Jason. They all want you killed. Why?


  The conservatively dressed man at the switchboard snapped the red toggle that blocked the lines, reducing all incoming calls to a busy signal. He did so once or twice an hour, if only to clear his mind and expunge the empty insanities he had been required to mouth during the past minutes. The necessity to cut off all conversation usually occurred to him after a particularly tedious one; he had just had it. The wife of a Deputy trying to conceal the outrageous price of a single purchase by breaking it up into several, thus not to be so apparent to her husband. Enough! He needed a few minutes to breathe.


  The irony struck him. It was not that many years ago when others sat in front of switchboards for him. At his companies in Saigon and in the communications room of his vast plantation in the Mekong Delta. And here he was now in front of someone else’s switchboard in the perfumed surroundings of Saint-Honoré. The English poet said it best: There were more preposterous vicissitudes in life than a single philosophy could conjure.


  He heard laughter on the staircase and looked up. Jacqueline was leaving early, no doubt with one of her celebrated and fully bankrolled acquaintances. There was no question about it, Jacqueline had a talent for removing gold from a well-guarded mine, even diamonds from De Beers. He could not see the man with her, he was on the other side of Jacqueline, his head oddly turned away.


  Then for an instant he did see him; their eyes made contact; it was brief and explosive. The gray-haired switchboard operator suddenly could not breathe; he was suspended in a moment of disbelief, staring at a face, a head, he had not seen in years. And then almost always in darkness, for they had worked at night…died at night.


  Oh, my God—it was him! From the living—dying—nightmares thousands of miles away. It was him!


  The gray-haired man rose from the switchboard as if in a trance. He pulled the mouthpiece-earphone off and let it drop to the floor. It clattered as the board lit up with incoming calls that made no connections, answered only with discordant hums. He stepped off the platform and sidestepped his way quickly toward the aisle to get a better look at Jacqueline Lavier and the ghost that was her escort. The ghost who was a killer—above all men he had ever known, a killer. They said it might happen but he had never believed them; he believed them now. It was the man.


  He saw them both clearly. Saw him. They were walking down the center aisle toward the entrance. He had to stop them. Stop her! But to rush out and yell would mean death. A bullet in the head, instantaneous.


  They reached the doors; he pulled them open, ushering her out to the pavement. The gray-haired man raced out from his hiding place, across the intersecting aisle and down to the front window. Out in the street he had flagged a taxi. He was opening the door, motioning for Jacqueline to get inside. Oh, God! She was going!


  The middle-aged man turned and ran as fast as he could toward the staircase. He collided with two startled customers and a salesclerk, pushing all three violently out of his way. He raced up the steps, across the balcony and down the corridor, to the open studio door.


  “René! René!” he shouted, bursting inside.


  Bergeron looked up from his sketchboard, astonished. “What is it?”


  “That man with Jacqueline! Who is he? How long has he been here?”


  “Oh? Probably the American,” said the designer. “His name’s Briggs. A fatted calf; he’s done very well by our grosses today.”


  “Where did they go?”


  “I didn’t know they went anywhere.”


  “She left with him!”


  “Our Jacqueline retains her touch, no? And her good sense.”


  “Find them! Get her!”


  “Why?”


  “He knows! He’ll kill her!”


  “What?”


  “It’s him! I’d swear to it! That man is Cain!”


  CHAPTER FIFTEEN


  



  “The man is Cain,” said Colonel Jack Manning bluntly, as if he expected to be contradicted by at least three of the four civilians at the Pentagon conference table. Each was older than he, and each considered himself more experienced. None was prepared to acknowledge that the army had obtained information where his own organization had failed. There was a fourth civilian but his opinion did not count. He was a member of the Congressional Oversight Committee, and as such to be treated with deference, but not seriously. “If we don’t move now,” continued Manning, “even at the risk of exposing everything we’ve learned, he could slip through the nets again. As of eleven days ago, he was in Zurich. We’re convinced he’s still there. And, gentlemen, it is Cain.”


  “That’s quite a statement,” said the balding, birdlike academic from the National Security Council as he read the summary page concerning Zurich given to each delegate at the table. His name was Alfred Gillette, an expert in personnel screening and evaluation, and was considered by the Pentagon to be bright, vindictive, and with friends in high places.


  “I find it extraordinary,” added Peter Knowlton, an associate director of the Central Intelligence Agency, a man in his middle fifties who perpetuated the dress, the appearance, and the attitude of an Ivy Leaguer of thirty years ago. “Our sources have Cain in Brussels, not Zurich, at the same time—eleven days ago. Our sources are rarely in error.”


  “That’s quite a statement,” said the third civilian, the only one at that table Manning really respected. He was the oldest there, a man named David Abbott, a former Olympic swimmer whose intellect had matched his physical prowess. He was in his late sixties now, but his bearing was still erect, his mind as sharp as it had ever been, his age, however, betrayed by a face lined from the tensions of a lifetime he would never reveal. He knew what he was talking about, thought the colonel. Although he was currently a member of the omnipotent Forty Committee, he had been with the CIA since its origins in the OSS. The Silent Monk of Covert Operations had been the sobriquet given him by his colleagues in the intelligence community. “In my days at the Agency,” continued Abbott, chuckling, “the sources were often as not in conflict as in agreement.”


  “We have different methods of verification,” pressed the associate director. “No disrespect, Mr. Abbott, but our transmissions equipment is literally instantaneous.”


  “That’s equipment, not verification. But I won’t argue; it seems we have a disagreement. Brussels or Zurich.”


  “The case for Brussels is airtight,” insisted Knowlton firmly.


  “Let’s hear it,” said the balding Gillette, adjusting his glasses. “We can return to the Zurich summary; it’s right in front of us. Also, our sources have some input to offer, although it’s not in conflict with Brussels or Zurich. It happened some six months ago.”


  The silver-haired Abbott glanced over at Gillette. “Six months ago? I don’t recall NSC having delivered anything about Cain six months ago.”


  “It wasn’t totally confirmed,” replied Gillette. “We try not to burden the committee with unsubstantiated data.”


  “That’s also quite a statement,” said Abbott, not needing to clarify.


  “Congressman Walters,” interrupted the colonel, looking at the man from Oversight, “do you have any questions before we go on?”


  “Hell, yes,” drawled the congressional watchdog from the state of Tennessee, his intelligent eyes roaming the faces, “but since I’m new at this, you go ahead so I’ll know where to begin.”


  “Very well, sir,” said Manning, nodding at the CIA’s Knowlton. “What’s this about Brussels eleven days ago?”


  “A man was killed in the Place Fontainas—a covert dealer in diamonds between Moscow and the West. He operated through a branch of Russolmaz, the Soviet firm in Geneva that brokers all such purchases. We know it’s one way Cain converts his funds.”


  “What ties the killing to Cain?” asked the dubious Gillette.


  “Method, first. The weapon was a long needle, implanted in a crowded square at noontime with surgical precision. Cain’s used it before.”


  “That’s quite true,” agreed Abbott. “There was a Rumanian in London somewhat over a year ago; another only weeks before him. Both were narrowed to Cain.”


  “Narrowed but not confirmed,” objected Colonel Manning. “They were high-level political defectors; they could have been taken by the KGB.”


  “Or by Cain with far less risk to the Soviets,” argued the CIA man.


  “Or by Carlos,” added Gillette, his voice rising. “Neither Carlos nor Cain is concerned about ideology; they’re both for hire. Why is it every time there’s a killing of consequence, we ascribe it to Cain?”


  “Whenever we do,” replied Knowlton, his condescension obvious, “it’s because informed sources unknown to each other have reported the same information. Since the informants have no knowledge of each other, there could hardly be collusion.”


  “It’s all too pat,” said Gillette disagreeably.


  “Back to Brussels,” interrupted the colonel. “If it was Cain, why would he kill a broker from Russolmaz? He used him.”


  “A covert broker,” corrected the CIA director. “And for any number of reasons, according to our informants. The man was a thief, and why not? Most of his clients were too; they couldn’t very well file charges. He might have cheated Cain, and if he did, it’d be his last transaction. Or he could have been foolish enough to speculate on Cain’s identity; even a hint of that would call for the needle. Or perhaps Cain simply wanted to bury his current traces. Regardless, the circumstances plus the sources leave little doubt that it was Cain.”


  “There’ll be a lot more when I clarify Zurich,” said Manning. “May we proceed to the summary?”


  “A moment, please.” David Abbott spoke casually while lighting his pipe. “I believe our colleague from the Security Council mentioned the occurrence related to Cain that took place six months ago. Perhaps we should hear about it.”


  “Why?” asked Gillette, his eyes owl-like beyond the lenses of his rimless glasses. “The time factor removes it from having any bearing on Brussels or Zurich. I mentioned that, too.”


  “Yes, you did,” agreed the once-formidable Monk of Covert Services. “I thought, however, any background might be helpful. As you also said, we can return to the summary; it’s right in front of us. But if it’s not relevant, let’s get on with Zurich.”


  “Thank you, Mr. Abbott,” said the colonel. “You’ll note that eleven days ago, four men were killed in Zurich. One of them was a watchman in a parking area by the Limmat River; it can be presumed that he was not involved in Cain’s activities, but caught in them. Two others were found in an alley on the west bank of the city, on the surface unrelated murders, except for the fourth victim. He’s tied in with the dead men in the alley—all three part of the Zurich-Munich underworld—and is, without question, connected to Cain.”


  “That’s Chernak,” said Gillette, reading the summary. “At least I assume it’s Chernak. I recognize the name and associate it with the Cain file somewhere.”


  “You should,” replied Manning. “It first appeared in a G-Two report eighteen months ago and cropped up again a year later.”


  “Which would make it six months ago,” interjected Abbott, softly, looking at Gillette.


  “Yes, sir,” continued the colonel. “If there was ever an example of what’s called the scum-of-the-earth, it was Chernak. During the war he was a Czechoslovakian recruit at Dachau, a trilingual interrogator as brutal as any guard in the camp. He sent Poles, Slovaks and Jews to the showers after torture sessions in which he extracted—and manufactured—‘incriminating’ information Dachau’s commandants wanted to hear. He went to any length to curry favor with his superiors, and the most sadistic cliques were hard pressed to match his exploits. What they didn’t realize was that he was cataloguing theirs. After the war he escaped, got his legs blown off by an undetected land mine, and still managed to survive very nicely on his Dachau extortions. Cain found him and used him as a go-between for payments on his kills.”


  “Now just wait a minute!” objected Knowlton strenuously. “We’ve been over this Chernak business before. If you recall, it was the Agency that first uncovered him; we would have exposed him long ago if State hadn’t interceded on behalf of several powerful anti-Soviet officials in the Bonn government. You assume Cain’s used Chernak; you don’t know it for certain any more than we do.”


  “We do now,” said Manning. “Seven and a half months ago we received a tip about a man who ran a restaurant called the Drei Alpenhäuser; it was reported that he was an intermediary between Cain and Chernak. We kept him under surveillance for weeks, but nothing came of it; he was a minor figure in the Zurich underworld, that was all. We didn’t stay with him long enough.” The colonel paused, satisfied that all eyes were on him. “When we heard about Chernak’s murder, we gambled. Five nights ago two of our men hid in the Drei Alpenhäuser after the restaurant closed. They cornered the owner and accused him of dealing with Chernak, working for Cain; they put on a hell of a show. You can imagine their shock when the man broke, literally fell to his knees begging to be protected. He admitted that Cain was in Zurich the night Chernak was killed; that, in fact, he had seen Cain that night and Chernak had come up in the conversation. Very negatively.”


  The military man paused again, the silence filled by a slow soft whistle from David Abbott, his pipe held in front of his crag-lined face. “Now, that is a statement,” said the Monk quietly.


  “Why wasn’t the Agency informed of this tip you received seven months ago?” asked the CIA’s Knowlton abrasively.


  “It didn’t prove out.”


  “In your hands; it might have been different in ours.”


  “That’s possible. I admitted we didn’t stay with him long enough. Manpower’s limited; which of us can keep up a nonproductive surveillance indefinitely?”


  “We might have shared it if we’d known.”


  “And we could have saved you the time it took to build the Brussels file, if we’d been told about that.”


  “Where did the tip come from?” asked Gillette, interrupting impatiently, his eyes on Manning.


  “It was anonymous.”


  “You settled for that?” The birdlike expression on Gillette’s face conveyed his astonishment.


  “It’s one reason the initial surveillance was limited.”


  “Yes, of course, but you mean you never dug for it?”


  “Naturally we did,” replied the colonel testily.


  “Apparently without much enthusiasm,” continued Gillette angrily. “Didn’t it occur to you that someone over at Langley, or on the Council, might have helped, might have filled in a gap? I agree with Peter. We should have been informed.”


  “There’s a reason why you weren’t.” Manning breathed deeply; in less military surroundings it might have been construed as a sigh. “The informant made it clear that if we brought in any other branch, he wouldn’t make contact again. We felt we had to abide by that; we’ve done it before.”


  “What did you say?” Knowlton put down the page summary and stared at the Pentagon officer.


  “It’s nothing new, Peter. Each of us sets up his own sources, protects them.”


  “I’m aware of that. It’s why you weren’t told about Brussels. Both drones said to keep the army out.”


  Silence. Broken by the abrasive voice of the Security Council’s Alfred Gillette. “How often is ‘we’ve done it before,’ Colonel?”


  “What?” Manning looked at Gillette, but was aware that David Abbott was watching both of them closely.


  “I’d like to know how many times you’ve been told to keep your sources to yourself. I refer to Cain, of course.”


  “Quite a few, I guess.”


  “You guess?”


  “Most of the time.”


  “And you, Peter? What about the Agency?”


  “We’ve been severely limited in terms of in-depth dissemination.”


  “For God’s sake, what’s that mean?” The interruption came from the least expected member of the conference; the congressman from Oversight. “Don’t misunderstand me, I haven’t begun yet. I just want to follow the language.” He turned to the CIA man. “What the hell did you just say? In-depth what?”


  “Dissemination, Congressman Walters; it’s throughout Cain’s file. We risked losing informants if we brought them to the attention of other intelligence units. I assure you, it’s standard.”


  “It sounds like you were test-tubing a heifer.”


  “With about the same results,” added Gillette. “No crosspollinization to corrupt the strain. And, conversely, no crosschecking to look for patterns of inaccuracy.”


  “A nice turn of phrases,” said Abbott, his craggy face wrinkled in appreciation, “but I’m not sure I understand you.”


  “I’d say it’s pretty damned clear,” replied the man from NSC, looking at Colonel Manning and Peter Knowlton. “The country’s two most active intelligence branches have been fed information about Cain—for the past three years—and there’s been no cross-pooling for origins of fraud. We’ve simply received all information as bona fide data, stored and accepted as valid.”


  “Well, I’ve been around a long time—perhaps too long, I concede—but there’s nothing here I haven’t heard before,” said the Monk. “Sources are shrewd and defensive people; they guard their contacts jealously. None are in the business for charity, only for profit and survival.”


  “I’m afraid you’re overlooking my point.” Gillette removed his glasses. “I said before that I was alarmed so many recent assassinations have been attributed to Cain—attributed here to Cain—when it seems to me that the most accomplished assassin of our time—perhaps in history—has been relegated to a comparatively minor role. I think that’s wrong. I think Carlos is the man we should be concentrating on. What’s happened to Carlos?”


  “I question your judgment, Alfred,” said the Monk. “Carlos’ time has passed, Cain’s moved in. The old order changes; there’s a new and, I suspect, far more deadly shark in the waters.”


  “I can’t agree with that,” said the man from National Security, his owl-eyes boring into the elder statesman of the intelligence community. “Forgive me, David, but it strikes me as if Carlos himself were manipulating this committee. To take the attention away from himself, making us concentrate on a subject of much less importance. We’re spending all our energies going after a toothless sand shark while the hammerhead roams free.”


  “No one’s forgetting Carlos,” objected Manning. “He’s simply not as active as Cain’s been.”


  “Perhaps,” said Gillette icily, “that’s exactly what Carlos wants us to believe. And, by God, we believe it.”


  “Can you doubt it?” asked Abbott. “The record of Cain’s accomplishments is staggering.”


  “Can I doubt it?” repeated Gillette. “That’s the question, isn’t it? But can any of us be sure? That’s also a valid question. We now find out that both the Pentagon and the Central Intelligence Agency have been literally operating independently of each other, without even conferring as to the accuracy of their sources.”


  “A custom rarely breached in this town,” said Abbott, amused.


  Again the congressman from Oversight interrupted. “What are you trying to say, Mr. Gillette?”


  “I’d like more information about the activities of one Ilich Ramirez Sanchez. That’s—”


  “Carlos,” said the congressman. “I remember my reading. I see. Thank you. Go on, gentlemen.”


  Manning spoke quickly. “May we get back to Zurich, please. Our recommendation is to go after Cain now. We can spread the word in the Verbrecherwelt, pull in every informer we have, request the cooperation of the Zurich police. We can’t afford to lose another day. The man in Zurich is Cain.”


  “Then what was Brussels?” The CIA’s Knowlton asked the question as much of himself as anyone at the table. “The method was Cain’s, the informants unequivocal. What was the purpose?”


  “To feed you false information, obviously,” said Gillette. “And before we make any dramatic moves in Zurich, I suggest that each of you comb the Cain files and recheck every source given you. Have your European stations pull in every informant who so miraculously appeared to offer information. I have an idea you might find something you didn’t expect: the fine Latin hand of Ramirez Sanchez.”


  “Since you’re so insistent on clarification, Alfred,” interrupted Abbott, “why not tell us about the unconfirmed occurrence that took place six months ago. We seem to be in a quagmire here; it might be helpful.”


  For the first time during the conference, the abrasive delegate from the National Security Council seemed to hesitate. “We received word around the middle of August from a reliable source in Aix-en-Provence that Cain was on his way to Marseilles.”


  “August?” exclaimed the colonel. “Marseilles? That was Leland! Ambassador Leland was shot in Marseilles. In August!”


  “But Cain didn’t fire that rifle. It was a Carlos kill; that was confirmed. Bore-markings matched with previous assassinations, three descriptions of an unknown dark-haired man on the third and fourth floors of the waterfront warehouse, carrying a satchel. There was never any doubt that Leland was murdered by Carlos.”


  “For Christ’s sake,” roared the officer. “That’s after the fact, after the kill! No matter whose, there was a contract out on Leland—hadn’t that occurred to you? If we’d known about Cain, we might have been able to cover Leland. He was military property! Goddamn it, he might be alive today!”


  “Unlikely,” replied Gillette calmly. “Leland wasn’t the sort of man to live in a bunker. And given his life-style, a vague warning would have served no purpose. Besides, had our strategy held together, warning Leland would have been counterproductive.”


  “In what way?” asked the Monk harshly.


  “It’s your fuller explanation. Our source was to make contact with Cain during the hours of midnight and three in the morning in the rue Sarrasin on August 23. Leland wasn’t due until the twenty-fifth. As I say, had it held together we would have taken Cain. It didn’t; Cain never showed up.”


  “And your source insisted on cooperating solely with you,” said Abbott. “To the exclusion of all others.”


  “Yes,” nodded Gillette, trying but unable to conceal his embarrassment. “In our judgment, the risk to Leland had been eliminated—which in terms of Cain turned out to be the truth—and the odds for capture greater than they’d ever been. We’d finally found someone willing to come out and identify Cain. Would any of you have handled it any other way?”


  Silence. This time broken by the drawl of the astute congressman from Tennessee.


  “Jesus Christ Almighty…what a bunch of bullshitters.”


  Silence, terminated by the thoughtful voice of David Abbott.


  “May I commend you, sir, on being the first honest man sent over from the Hill. The fact that you are not overwhelmed by the rarefied atmosphere of these highly classified surroundings is not lost on any of us. It’s refreshing.”


  “I don’t think the congressman fully grasps the sensitivity of—”


  “Oh, shut up, Peter,” said the Monk. “I think the congressman wants to say something.”


  “Just for a bit,” said Walters. “I thought you were all over twenty-one; I mean, you look over twenty-one, and by then you’re supposed to know better. You’re supposed to be able to hold intelligent conversations, exchange information while respecting confidentiality, and look for common solutions. Instead, you sound like a bunch of kids jumping on a goddamn carousel, squabbling over who’s going to get the cheap brass ring. It’s a hell of a way to spend taxpayers’ money.”


  “You’re oversimplifying, Congressman,” broke in Gillette. “You’re talking about a Utopian fact-finding apparatus. There’s no such thing.”


  “I’m talking about reasonable men, sir. I’m a lawyer, and before I came up to this godforsaken circus, I dealt with ascending levels of confidentiality every day of my life. What’s so damn new about them?”


  “And what’s your point?” asked the Monk.


  “I want an explanation. For over eighteen months I’ve sat on the House Assassination Subcommittee. I’ve plowed through thousands of pages, filled with hundreds of names and twice as many theories. I don’t think there’s a suggested conspiracy or a suspected assassin I’m not aware of. I’ve lived with those names and those theories for damn near two years, until I didn’t think there was anything left to learn.”


  “I’d say your credentials were very impressive,” interrupted Abbott.


  “I thought they might be; it’s why I accepted the Oversight chair. I thought I could make a realistic contribution, but now I’m not so sure. I’m suddenly beginning to wonder what I do know.”


  “Why?” asked Manning apprehensively.


  “Because I’ve been sitting here listening to the four of you describe an operation that’s been going on for three years, involving networks of personnel and informants and major intelligence posts throughout Europe—all centered on an assassin whose ‘list of accomplishments’ is staggering. Am I substantively correct?”


  “Go on,” replied Abbott quietly, holding his pipe, his expression rapt. “What’s your question?”


  “Who is he? Who the hell is this Cain?”


  CHAPTER SIXTEEN


  



  The silence lasted precisely five seconds, during which time eyes roamed other eyes, several throats were cleared, and no one moved in his chair. It was as if a decision were being reached without discussion: evasion was to be avoided. Congressman Efrem Walters, out of the hills of Tennessee by way of the Yale Law Review, was not to be dismissed with facile circumlocution that dealt with the esoterica of clandestine manipulations. Bullshit was out.


  David Abbott put his pipe down on the table, the quiet clatter his overture. “The less public exposure a man like Cain receives the better it is for everyone.”


  “That’s no answer,” said Walters. “But I assume it’s the beginning of one.”


  “It is. He’s a professional assassin—that is, a trained expert in wide-ranging methods of taking life. That expertise is for sale, neither politics nor personal motivation any concern to him whatsoever. He’s in business solely to make a profit—and his profits escalate in direct ratio to his reputation.”


  The congressman nodded. “So by keeping as tight a lid as you can on that reputation you’re holding back free advertising.”


  “Exactly. There are a lot of maniacs in this world with too many real or imagined enemies who might easily gravitate to Cain if they knew of him. Unfortunately, more than we care to think about already have; to date thirty-eight killings can be directly attributed to Cain, and some twelve to fifteen are probables.”


  “That’s his list of ‘accomplishments’?”


  “Yes. And we’re losing the battle. With each new killing his reputation spreads.”


  “He was dormant for a while,” said Knowlton of the CIA. “For a number of months recently we thought he might have been taken himself. There were several probables in which the killers themselves were eliminated; we thought he might have been one of them.”


  “Such as?” asked Walters.


  “A banker in Madrid who tunneled bribes for the Europolitan Corporation for government purchases in Africa. He was shot from a speeding car on the Paseo de la Castellana. A chauffeur-bodyguard gunned down both driver and killer; for a time we believed the killer was Cain.”


  “I remember the incident. Who might have paid for it?”


  “Any number of companies,” answered Gillette, “who wanted to sell gold-plated cars and indoor plumbing to instant dictators.”


  “What else? Who else?”


  “Sheik Mustafa Kalig in Oman,” said Colonel Manning.


  “He was reported killed in an abortive coup.”


  “Not so,” continued the officer. “There was no attempted coup; G-Two informants confirmed that. Kalig was unpopular, but the other sheiks aren’t fools. The coup story was a cover for an assassination that could tempt other professional killers. Three troublesome nonentities from the Officer Corps were executed to lend credence to the lie. For a while, we thought one of them was Cain; the timing corresponds to Cain’s dormancy.”


  “Who would pay Cain for assassinating Kalig?”


  “We asked ourselves that over and over again,” said Manning. “The only possible answer came from a source who claimed to know, but there was no way to verify it. He said Cain did it to prove it could be done. By him. Oil sheiks travel with the tightest security in the world.”


  “There are several dozen other incidents,” added Knowlton. “Probables that fall into the same pattern where highly protected figures were killed, and sources came forward to implicate Cain.”


  “I see.” The congressman picked up the summary page for Zurich. “But from what I gather you don’t know who he is.”


  “No two descriptions have been alike,” interjected Abbott. “Cain’s apparently a virtuoso at disguise.”


  “Yet people have seen him, talked to him. Your sources, the informants, this man in Zurich; none of them may come out in the open and testify, but surely you’ve interrogated them. You’ve got to have come up with a composite, with something.”


  “We’ve come up with a great deal,” replied Abbott, “but a consistent description isn’t part of it. For openers, Cain never lets himself be seen in daylight. He holds meetings at night, in dark rooms or alleyways. If he’s ever met more than one person at a time—as Cain—we don’t know about it. We’ve been told he never stands, he’s always seated—in a dimly lit restaurant, or a corner chair, or parked car. Sometimes he wears heavy glasses, sometimes none at all; at one rendezvous he may have dark hair, on another white or red or covered by a hat.”


  “Language?”


  “We’re closer here,” said the CIA director, anxious to put the Company’s research on the table. “Fluent English and French, and several Oriental dialects.”


  “Dialects? What dialects? Doesn’t a language come first?”


  “Of course. It’s root-Vietnamese.”


  “Viet—” Walters leaned forward. “Why do I get the idea that I’m coming to something you’d rather not tell me?”


  “Because you’re probably quite astute at cross-examination, counselor.” Abbott struck a match and lit his pipe.


  “Passably alert,” agreed the congressman. “Now, what is it?”


  “Cain,” said Gillette, his eyes briefly, oddly, on David Abbott. “We know where he came from.”


  “Where?”


  “Out of Southeast Asia,” answered Manning, as if sustaining the pain of a knife wound. “As far as we can gather, he mastered the fringe dialects so to be understood in the hill country along the Cambodian and Laos border routes, as well as in rural North Vietnam. We accept the data; it fits.”


  “With what?”


  “Operation Medusa.” The colonel reached for a large, thick manila envelope on his left. He opened it and removed a single folder from among several inside; he placed it in front of him. “That’s the Cain file,” he said, nodding at the open envelope. “This is the Medusa material, the aspects of it that might in any way be relevant to Cain.”


  The Tennessean leaned back in his chair, the trace of a sardonic smile creasing his lips. “You know, gentlemen, you slay me with your pithy titles. Incidentally, that’s a beaut; it’s very sinister, very ominous. I think you fellows take a course in this kind of thing. Go on, Colonel. What’s this Medusa?”


  Manning glanced briefly at David Abbott, then spoke. “It was a clandestine outgrowth of the search-and-destroy concept, designed to function behind enemy lines during the Vietnam war. In the late sixties and early seventies, units of American, French, British, Australian and native volunteers were formed into teams to operate in territories occupied by the North Vietnamese. Their priorities were the disruption of enemy communications and supply lines, the pinpointing of prison camps and, not the least, the assassination of village leaders known to be cooperating with the Communists, as well as the enemy commanders whenever possible.”


  “It was a war-within-a-war,” broke in Knowlton. “Unfortunately, racial appearances and languages made participation infinitely more dangerous than, say, the German and Dutch undergrounds, or the French Resistance in World War Two. Therefore, Occidental recruitment was not always as selective as it might have been.”


  “There were dozens of these teams,” continued the colonel, “the personnel ranging from old-line navy chiefs who knew the coastlines to French plantation owners whose only hope for reparations lay in an American victory. There were British and Australian drifters who’d lived in Indochina for years, as well as highly motivated American army and civilian intelligence career officers. Also, inevitably, there was a sizable faction of hard-core criminals. In the main, smugglers—men who dealt in running guns, narcotics, gold and diamonds throughout the entire South China Sea area. They were walking encyclopedias when it came to night landings and jungle routes. Many we employed were runaways or fugitives from the States, a number well-educated, all resourceful. We needed their expertise.”


  “That’s quite a cross-section of volunteers,” interrupted the congressman. “Old-line navy and army; British and Australian drifters, French colonials, and platoons of thieves. How the hell did you get them to work together?”


  “To each according to his greeds,” said Gillette.


  “Promises,” amplified the colonel. “Guarantees of rank, promotions, pardons, outright bonuses of cash, and, in a number of cases, opportunities to steal funds from the operation itself. You see, they all had to be a little crazy; we understood that. We trained them secretly, using codes, methods of transport, entrapment and killing—even weapons Command Saigon knew nothing about. As Peter mentioned, the risks were incredible—capture resulting in torture and execution; the price was high and they paid it. Most people would have called them a collection of paranoiacs, but they were geniuses where disruption and assassination were concerned. Especially assassination.”


  “What was the price?”


  “Operation Medusa sustained over ninety percent casualties. But there’s a catch—among those who didn’t come back were a number who never meant to.”


  “From that faction of thieves and fugitives?”


  “Yes. Some stole considerable amounts of money from Medusa. We think Cain is one of those men.”


  “Why?”


  “His modus operandi. He’s used codes, traps, methods of killing and transport that were developed and specialized in the Medusa training.”


  “Then for Christ’s sake,” broke in Walters, “you’ve got a direct line to his identity. I don’t care where they’re buried—and I’m damn sure you don’t want them made public—but I assume records were kept.”


  “They were, and we’ve extracted them all from the clandestine archives, inclusive of this material here.” The officer tapped the file in front of him. “We’ve studied everything, put rosters under microscopes, fed facts into computers—everything we could think of. We’re no further along than when we began.”


  “That’s incredible,” said the congressman. “Or incredibly incompetent.”


  “Not really,” protested Manning. “Look at the man; look at what we’ve had to work with. After the war, Cain made his reputation throughout most of East Asia, from as far north as Tokyo down through the Philippines, Malaysia and Singapore, with side trips to Hong Kong, Cambodia, Laos and Calcutta. About two and a half years ago reports began filtering in to our Asian stations and embassies. There was an assassin for hire; his name was Cain. Highly professional, ruthless. These reports started growing with alarming frequency. It seemed that with every killing of note, Cain was involved. Sources would phone embassies in the middle of the night, or stop attachés in the streets, always with the same information. It was Cain, Cain was the one. A murder in Tokyo; a car blown up in Hong Kong; a narcotics caravan ambushed in the Triangle; a banker shot in Calcutta; an ambassador assassinated in Moulmein; a Russian technician or an American businessman killed in the streets of Shanghai itself. Cain was everywhere, his name whispered by dozens of trusted informants in every vital intelligence sector. Yet no one—not one single person in the entire east Pacific area—would come forward to give us an identification. Where were we to begin?”


  “But by this time hadn’t you established the fact that he’d been with Medusa?” asked the Tennessean.


  “Yes. Firmly.”


  “Then with the individual Medusa dossiers, damn it!”


  The colonel opened the folder he had removed from the Cain file. “These are the casualty lists. Among the white Occidentals who disappeared from Operation Medusa—and when I say disappeared, I mean vanished without a trace—are the following. Seventy-three Americans, forty-six French, thirty-nine and twenty-four Australians and British respectively, and an estimated fifty white male contacts recruited from neutrals in Hanoi and trained in the field—most of them we never knew. Over two hundred and thirty possibilities; how many are blind alleys? Who’s alive? Who’s dead? Even if we learned the name of every man who actually survived, who is he now? What is he? We’re not even sure of Cain’s nationality. We think he’s American, but there’s no proof.”


  “Cain’s one of the side issues contained in our constant pressure on Hanoi to trace MIAs,” explained Knowlton. “We keep recycling these names in with the division lists.”


  “And there’s a catch with that, too,” added the army officer. “Hanoi’s counterintelligence forces broke and executed scores of Medusa personnel. They were aware of the operation, and we never ruled out the possibility of infiltration. Hanoi knew the Medusans weren’t combat troops; they wore no uniforms. Accountability was never required.”


  Walters held out his hand. “May I?” he said, nodding at the stapled pages.


  “Certainly.” The officer gave them to the congressman. “You understand of course that those names still remain classified, as does the Medusa Operation itself.”


  “Who made that decision?”


  “It’s an unbroken executive order from successive presidents based on the recommendation of the Joint Chiefs of Staff. It was supported by the Senate Armed Services Committee.”


  “That’s considerable firepower, isn’t it?”


  “It was felt to be in the national interest,” said the CIA man.


  “In this case, I won’t argue,” agreed Walters. “The specter of such an operation wouldn’t do much for the glory of Old Glory. We don’t train assassins, much less field them.” He flipped through the pages. “And somewhere here just happens to be an assassin we trained and fielded and now can’t find.”


  “We believe that, yes,” said the colonel.


  “You say he made his reputation in Asia, but moved to Europe. When?”


  “About a year ago.”


  “Why? Any ideas?”


  “The obvious, I’d suggest,” said Peter Knowlton. “He overextended himself. Something went wrong and he felt threatened. He was a white killer among Orientals, at best a dangerous concept; it was time for him to move on. God knows his reputation was made; there’d be no lack of employment in Europe.”


  David Abbott cleared his throat. “I’d like to offer another possibility based on something Alfred said a few minutes ago.” The Monk paused and nodded deferentially at Gillette. “He said that we had been forced to concentrate on a ‘toothless sand shark while the hammerhead roamed free,’ I believe that was the phrase, although my sequence may be wrong.”


  “Yes,” said the man from NSC. “I was referring to Carlos, of course. It’s not Cain we should be after. It’s Carlos.”


  “Of course. Carlos. The most elusive killer in modern history, a man many of us truly believe has been responsible—in one way or another—for the most tragic assassinations of our time. You were quite right, Alfred, and, in a way, I was wrong. We cannot afford to forget Carlos.”


  “Thank you,” said Gillette. “I’m glad I made my point.”


  “You did. With me, at any rate. But you also made me think. Can you imagine the temptation for a man like Cain, operating in the steamy confines of an area rife with drifters and fugitives and regimes up to their necks in corruption? How he must have envied Carlos; how he must have been jealous of the faster, brighter, more luxurious world of Europe. How often did he say to himself, ‘I’m better than Carlos.’ No matter how cold these fellows are, their egos are immense. I suggest he went to Europe to find that better world…and to dethrone Carlos. The pretender, sir, wants to take the title. He wants to be champion.”


  Gillette stared at the Monk. “It’s an interesting theory.”


  “And if I follow you,” interjected the congressman from Oversight, “by tracking Cain we may come up with Carlos.”


  “Exactly.”


  “I’m not sure I follow,” said the CIA director, annoyed. “Why?”


  “Two stallions in a paddock,” answered Walters. “They tangle.”


  “A champion does not give up the title willingly.” Abbott reached for his pipe. “He fights viciously to retain it. As the congressman says, we continue to track Cain, but we must also watch for other spoors in the forest. And when and if we find Cain, perhaps we should hold back. Wait for Carlos to come after him.”


  “Then take both,” added the military officer.


  “Very enlightening,” said Gillette.


  The meeting was over, the members in various stages of leaving. David Abbott stood with the Pentagon colonel, who was gathering together the pages of the Medusa folder; he had picked up the casualty sheets, prepared to insert them.


  “May I take a look?” asked Abbott. “We don’t have a copy over at Forty.”


  “Those were our instructions,” replied the officer, handing the stapled pages to the older man. “I thought they came from you. Only three copies. Here, at the Agency, and over at the Council.”


  “They did come from me.” The silent Monk smiled benignly. “Too damn many civilians in my part of town.”


  The colonel turned away to answer a question posed by the congressman from Tennessee. David Abbott did not listen; instead his eyes sped rapidly down the columns of names; he was alarmed. A number had been crossed out, accounted for. Accountability was the one thing they could not allow. Ever. Where was it? He was the only man in that room who knew the name, and he could feel the pounding in his chest as he reached the last page. The name was there.


  Bourne, Jason C.—Last known station: Tam Quan. What in God’s name had happened?


  René Bergeron slammed down the telephone on his desk; his voice only slightly more controlled than his gesture. “We’ve tried every café, every restaurant and bistro she’s ever frequented!”


  “There’s not a hotel in Paris that has him registered,” said the gray-haired switchboard operator, seated at a second telephone by a drafting board. “It’s been more than two hours now; she could be dead. If she’s not, she might well wish she were.”


  “She can only tell him so much,” mused Bergeron. “Less than we could; she knows nothing of the old men.”


  “She knows enough; she’s called Parc Monceau.”


  “She’s relayed messages; she’s not certain to whom.”


  “She knows why.”


  “So does Cain, I can assure you. And he would make a grotesque error with Parc Monceau.” The designer leaned forward, his powerful forearms tensing as he locked his hands together, his eyes on the gray-haired man. “Tell me, again, everything you remember. Why are you so sure he’s Bourne?”


  “I don’t know that. I said he was Cain. If you’ve described his methods accurately, he’s the man.”


  “Bourne is Cain. We found him through the Medusa records. It’s why you were hired.”


  “Then he’s Bourne, but it’s not the name he used. Of course, there were a number of men in Medusa who would not permit their real names to be used. For them, false identities were guaranteed; they had criminal records. He would be one of those men.”


  “Why him? Others disappeared. You disappeared.”


  “I could say because he was here in Saint-Honoré and that should be enough. But there’s more, much more. I watched him function. I was assigned to a mission he commanded; it was not an experience to be forgotten, nor was he. That man could be—would be—your Cain.”


  “Tell me.”


  “We parachuted at night into a sector called Tam Quan, our objective to bring out an American named Webb who was being held by the Viet Cong. We didn’t know it, but the odds against survival were monumental. Even the flight from Saigon was horrendous; gale-force winds at a thousand feet, the aircraft vibrating as if it would fall apart. Still, he ordered us to jump.”


  “And you did?”


  “His gun was pointed at our heads. At each of us as we approached the hatchway. We might survive the elements, not a bullet in our skulls.”


  “How many were there of you?”


  “Ten.”


  “You could have taken him.”


  “You didn’t know him.”


  “Go on,” said Bergeron, concentrating; immobile at the desk.


  “Eight of us regrouped on the ground; two, we assumed, had not survived the jump. It was amazing that I did. I was the oldest and hardly a bull, but I knew the area; it was why I was sent.” The gray-haired man paused, shaking his head at the memory. “Less than an hour later we realized it was a trap. We were running like lizards through the jungle. And during the nights he went out alone through the mortar explosions and the grenades. To kill. Always coming back before dawn to force us closer and closer to the base camp. I thought at the time, sheer suicide.”


  “Why did you do it? He had to give you a reason; you were Medusans, not soldiers.”


  “He said it was the only way to get out alive, and there was logic to that. We were far behind the lines; we needed the supplies we could find at the base camp—if we could take it. He said we had to take it; we had no choice. If any argued, he’d put a bullet in his head—we knew it. On the third night we took the camp and found the man named Webb more dead than alive, but breathing. We also found the two missing members of our team, very much alive and stunned at what had happened. A white man and a Vietnamese; they’d been paid by the Cong to trap us—trap him, I suspect.”


  “Cain?”


  “Yes. The Vietnamese saw us first and escaped. Cain shot the white man in the head. I understand he just walked up to him and blew his head off.”


  “He got you back? Through the lines?”


  “Four of us, yes, and the man named Webb. Five men were killed. It was during that terrible journey back that I thought I understood why the rumors might be true—that he was the highest-paid recruit in Medusa.”


  “In what sense?”


  “He was the coldest man I ever saw, the most dangerous, and utterly unpredictable. I thought at the time it was a strange war for him; he was a Savonarola, but without religious principle, only his own odd morality which was centered about himself. All men were his enemies—the leaders in particular—and he cared not one whit for either side.” The middle-aged man paused again, his eyes on the drafting board, his mind obviously thousands of miles away and back in time. “Remember, Medusa was filled with diverse and desperate men. Many were paranoid in their hatred of Communists. Kill a Communist and Christ smiled—odd examples of Christian teaching. Others—such as myself—had fortunes stolen from us by the Viet Minh; the only path to restitution was if the Americans won the war. France had abandoned us at Dienbienphu. But there were dozens who saw that fortunes could be made from Medusa. Pouches often contained fifty to seventy-five thousand American dollars. A courier siphoning off half during ten, fifteen runs, could retire in Singapore or Kuala Lumpur or set up his own narcotics network in the Triangle. Beyond the exorbitant pay—and frequently the pardoning of past crimes—the opportunities were unlimited. It was in this group that I placed that very strange man. He was a modern-day pirate in the purest sense.”


  Bergeron unlocked his hands. “Wait a minute. You used the phrase, ‘a mission he commanded.’ There were military men in Medusa; are you sure he wasn’t an American officer?”


  “American, to be sure, but certainly not army.”


  “Why?”


  “He hated all aspects of the military. His scorn for Command Saigon was in every decision he made; he considered the army fools and incompetents. At one point orders were radioed to us in Tam Quan. He broke off the transmission and told a regimental general to have sex with himself—he would not obey. An army officer would hardly do that.”


  “Unless he was about to abandon his profession,” said the designer. “As Paris abandoned you, and you did the best you could, stealing from Medusa, setting up your own hardly patriotic activities—wherever you could.”


  “My country betrayed me before I betrayed her, René.”


  “Back to Cain. You say Bourne was not the name he used. What was it?”


  “I don’t recall. As I said, for many, surnames were not relevant. He was simply ‘Delta’ to me.”


  “Mekong?”


  “No, the alphabet, I think.”


  “‘Alpha, Bravo, Charlie…Delta,’” said Bergeron pensively in English. “But in many operations the code word ‘Charlie’ was replaced by ‘Cain’ because ‘Charlie’ had become synonymous with the Cong. ‘Charlie’ became ‘Cain.’”


  “Quite true. So Bourne dropped back a letter and assumed ‘Cain.’ He could have chosen ‘Echo’ or ‘Foxtrot’ or ‘Zulu.’ Twenty-odd others. What’s the difference? What’s your point?”


  “He chose Cain deliberately. It was symbolic. He wanted it clear from the beginning.”


  “Wanted what clear?”


  “That Cain would replace Carlos. Think. ‘Carlos’ is Spanish for Charles—Charlie. The code word ‘Cain’ was substituted for ‘Charlie’—Carlos. It was his intention from the start. Cain would replace Carlos. And he wanted Carlos to know it.”


  “Does Carlos?”


  “Of course. Word goes out in Amsterdam and Berlin, Geneva and Lisbon, London and right here in Paris. Cain is available; contracts can be made, his price lower than Carlos’ fee. He erodes! He constantly erodes Carlos’ stature.”


  “Two matadors in the same ring. There can only be one.”


  “It will be Carlos. We’ve trapped the puffed-up sparrow. He’s somewhere within two hours of Saint-Honoré.”


  “But where?”


  “No matter. We’ll find him. After all, he found us. He’ll come back; his ego will demand it. And then the eagle will sweep down and catch the sparrow. Carlos will kill him.”


  The old man adjusted his single crutch under his left arm, parted the black drape and stepped into the confessional booth. He was not well; the pallor of death was on his face, and he was glad the figure in the priest’s habit beyond the transparent curtain could not see him clearly. The assassin might not give him further work if he looked too worn to carry it out; he needed work now. There were only weeks remaining and he had responsibilities. He spoke.


  “Angelus Domini.”


  “Angelus Domini, child of God,” came the whisper. “Are your days comfortable?”


  “They draw to an end, but they are made comfortable.”


  “Yes. I think this will be your last job for me. It is of such importance, however, that your fee will be five times the usual. I hope it will be of help to you.”


  “Thank you, Carlos. You know, then.”


  “I know. This is what you must do for it, and the information must leave this world with you. There can be no room for error.”


  “I have always been accurate. I will go to my death being accurate now.”


  “Die in peace, old friend. It’s easier.… You will go to the Vietnamese Embassy and ask for an attaché named Phan Loc. When you are alone, say the following words to him: ‘Late March 1968 Medusa, the Tam Quan sector. Cain was there. Another also.’ Have you got that?”


  “‘Late March 1968 Medusa, the Tam Quan sector. Cain was there. Another also.’”


  “He’ll tell you when to return. It will be in a matter of hours.”


  CHAPTER SEVENTEEN


  



  “I think it’s time we talked about a fiche confidentielle out of Zurich.”


  “My God!”


  “I’m not the man you’re looking for.”


  Bourne gripped the woman’s hand, holding her in place, preventing her from running into the aisles of the crowded, elegant restaurant in Argenteuil, a few miles outside of Paris. The pavane was over, the gavotte finished. They were alone; the velvet booth a cage.


  “Who are you?” The Lavier woman grimaced, trying to pull her hand away, the veins in the cosmeticized neck pronounced.


  “A rich American who lives in the Bahamas. Don’t you believe that?”


  “I should have known,” she said, “no charges, no check—only cash. You didn’t even look at the bill.”


  “Or the prices before that. It’s what brought you over to me.”


  “I was a fool. The rich always look at prices, if only for the pleasure of dismissing them.” Lavier spoke while glancing around, looking for a space in the aisles, a waiter she might summon. Escape.


  “Don’t,” said Jason, watching her eyes. “It’d be foolish. We’d both be better off if we talked.”


  The woman stared at him, the bridge of hostile silence accentuated by the hum of the large, dimly lit, candelabraed room and the intermittent eruptions of quiet laughter from the nearby tables. “I ask you again,” she said. “Who are you?”


  “My name isn’t important. Settle for the one I gave you.”


  “Briggs? It’s false.”


  “So’s Larousse, and that’s on the lease of a rented car that picked up three killers at the Valois Bank. They missed there. They also missed this afternoon at the Pont Neuf. He got away.”


  “Oh, God!” she cried, trying to break away.


  “I said don’t!” Bourne held her firmly, pulling her back.


  “If I scream, monsieur?” The powdered mask was cracked with lines of venom now, the bright red lipstick defining the snarl of an aging, cornered rodent.


  “I’ll scream louder,” replied Jason. ‘We’d both be thrown out, and once outside I don’t think you’ll be unmanageable. Why not talk? We might learn something from each other. After all, we’re employees, not employers.”


  “I have nothing to say to you.”


  “Then I’ll start. Maybe you’ll change your mind.” He lessened his grip cautiously. The tension remained on her white, powdered face, but it, too, was lessened as the pressure of his fingers was reduced. She was ready to listen. “You paid a price in Zurich. We paid, too. Obviously more than you did. We’re after the same man; we know why we want him.” He released her. “Why do you?”


  She did not speak for nearly half a minute, instead studying him in silence, her eyes angry yet frightened. Bourne knew he had phrased the question accurately; for Jacqueline Lavier not to talk to him would be a dangerous mistake. It could cost her her life if subsequent questions were raised.


  “Who is ‘we’?” she asked.


  “A company that wants its money. A great deal of money. He has it.”


  “He did not earn it, then?”


  Jason knew he had to be careful; he was expected to know far more than he did. “Let’s say there’s a dispute.”


  “How could there be? Either he did or he did not, there’s hardly a middle ground.”


  “It’s my turn,” said Bourne. “You answered a question with a question and I didn’t avoid you. Now, let’s go back. Why do you want him? Why is the private telephone of one of the better shops in Saint-Honoré put on a fiche in Zurich?”


  “It was an accommodation, monsieur.”


  “For whom?”


  “Are you mad?”


  “All right, I’ll pass on that for now. We think we know anyway.”


  “Impossible!”


  “Maybe, maybe not. So it was an accommodation…to kill a man?”


  “I have nothing to say.”


  “Yet a minute ago when I mentioned the car, you tried to run. That’s saying something.”


  “A perfectly natural reaction.” Jacqueline Lavier touched the stem of her wineglass. “I arranged for the rental. I don’t mind telling you that because there’s no evidence that I did so. Beyond that I know nothing of what happened.” Suddenly she gripped the glass, her mask of a face a mixture of controlled fury and fear. “Who are you people?”


  “I told you. A company that wants its money back.”


  “You’re interfering! Get out of Paris! Leave this alone!”


  “Why should we? We’re the injured party; we want the balance sheet corrected. We’re entitled to that.”


  “You’re entitled to nothing!” spat Mme. Lavier. “The error was yours and you’ll pay for it!”


  “Error?” He had to be very careful. It was here—right below the hard surface—the eyes of the truth could be seen beneath the ice. “Come off it. Theft isn’t an error committed by the victim.”


  “The error was in your choice, monsieur. You chose the wrong man.”


  “He stole millions from Zurich,” said Jason. “But you know that. He took millions, and if you think you’re going to take them from him—which is the same as taking them from us—you’re very much mistaken.”


  “We want no money!”


  “I’m glad to know it. Who’s ‘we’?”


  “I thought you said you knew.”


  “I said we had an idea. Enough to expose a man named Koenig in Zurich; d’Amacourt here in Paris. If we decide to do that, it could prove to be a major embarrassment, couldn’t it?”


  “Money? Embarrassment? These are not issues. You are consumed with stupidity, all of you! I’ll say it again. Get out of Paris. Leave this alone. It is not your concern any longer.”


  “We don’t think it’s yours. Frankly, we don’t think you’re competent.”


  “Competent?” repeated Lavier, as if she did not believe what she had heard.


  “That’s right.”


  “Have you any idea what you’re saying? Whom you’re talking about?”


  “It doesn’t matter. Unless you back off, my recommendation is that we come out loud and clear. Mock up charges—not traceable to us, of course. Expose Zurich, the Valois. Call in the Sûreté, Interpol…anyone and anything to create a manhunt—a massive manhunt.”


  “You are mad. And a fool.”


  “Not at all. We have friends in very important positions; we’ll get the information first. We’ll be waiting at the right place at the right time. We’ll take him.”


  “You won’t take him. He’ll disappear again! Can’t you see that? He’s in Paris and a network of people he cannot know are looking for him. He may have escaped once, twice; but not a third time! He’s trapped now. We’ve trapped him!”


  “We don’t want you to trap him. That’s not in our interests.” It was almost the moment, thought Bourne. Almost, but not quite; her fear had to match her anger. She had to be detonated into revealing the truth. “Here’s our ultimatum, and we’re holding you responsible for conveying it—otherwise you’ll join Koenig and d’Amacourt. Call off your hunt tonight. If you don’t we’ll move first thing in the morning; we’ll start shouting. Les Classiques’ll be the most popular store in Saint-Honoré, but I don’t think it’ll be the right people.”


  The powdered face cracked. “You wouldn’t dare! How dare you? Who are you to say this?!”


  He paused, then struck. “A group of people who don’t care much for your Carlos.”


  The Lavier woman froze, her eyes wide, stretching the taut skin into scar tissue. “You do know,” she whispered. “And you think you can oppose him? You think you’re a match for Carlos?”


  “In a word, yes.”


  “You’re insane. You don’t give ultimatums to Carlos.”


  “I just did.”


  “Then you’re dead. You raise your voice to anyone and you won’t last the day. He has men everywhere; they’ll cut you down in the street.”


  “They might if they knew whom to cut down,” said Jason. “You forget. No one does. But they know who you are. And Koenig, and d’Amacourt. The minute we expose you, you’d be eliminated. Carlos couldn’t afford you any longer. But no one knows me.”


  “You forget, monsieur. I do.”


  “The least of my worries. Find me…after the damage is done and before the decision is made regarding your own future. It won’t be long.”


  “This is madness. You come out of nowhere and talk like a madman. You cannot do this!”


  “Are you suggesting a compromise?”


  “It’s conceivable,” said Jacqueline Lavier. “Anything is possible.”


  “Are you in a position to negotiate it?”


  “I’m in a position to convey it…far better than I can an ultimatum. Others will relay it to the one who decides.”


  “What you’re saying is what I said a few minutes ago: we can talk.”


  “We can talk, monsieur,” agreed Mme. Lavier, her eyes fighting for her life.


  “Then let’s start with the obvious.”


  “Which is?”


  Now. The truth.


  “What’s Bourne to Carlos? Why does he want him?”


  “What’s Bourne—” The woman stopped, venom and fear replaced by an expression of absolute shock. “You can ask that?”


  “I’ll ask it again,” said Jason, hearing the pounding echoes in his chest. “What’s Bourne to Carlos?”


  “He’s Cain! You know it as well as we do. He was your error, your choice! You chose the wrong man!”


  Cain. He heard the name and the echoes erupted into cracks of deafening thunder. And with each crack, pain jolted him, bolts searing one after another through his head, his mind and body recoiling under the onslaught of the name. Cain. Cain. The mists were there again. The darkness, the wind, the explosions.


  Alpha, Bravo, Cain, Delta, Echo, Foxtrot.… Cain, Delta. Delta, Cain. Delta…Cain.


  Cain is for Charlie.


  Delta is for Cain!


  “What is it? What’s wrong with you?”


  “Nothing.” Bourne had slipped his right hand over his left wrist, gripping it, his fingers pressed into his flesh with such pressure he thought his skin might break. He had to do something; he had to stop the trembling, lessen the noise, repulse the pain. He had to clear his mind. The eyes of the truth were staring at him; he could not look away. He was there, he was home, and the cold made him shiver. “Go on,” he said, imposing a control on his voice that resulted in a whisper; he could not help himself.


  “Are you ill? You’re very pale and you’re—”


  “I’m fine,” he interrupted curtly. “I said, go on.”


  “What’s there to tell you?”


  “Say it all. I want to hear it from you.”


  “Why? There’s nothing you don’t know. You chose Cain. You dismissed Carlos; you think you can dismiss him now. You were wrong then and you are wrong now.”


  I will kill you. I will grab your throat and choke the breath out of you. Tell me! For Christ’s sake, tell me! At the end, there is only my beginning! I must know it.


  “That doesn’t matter,” he said. “If you are looking for a compromise—if only to save your life—tell me why we should listen. Why is Carlos so adamant…so paranoid…about Bourne? Explain it to me as if I hadn’t heard it before. If you don’t, those names that shouldn’t be mentioned will be spread all over Paris, and you’ll be dead by the afternoon.”


  Lavier was rigid, her alabaster mask set. “Carlos will follow Cain to the ends of the earth and kill him.”


  “We know that. We want to know why.”


  “He has to. Look to yourself. To people like you.”


  “That’s meaningless. You don’t know who we are.”


  “I don’t have to. I know what you’ve done.”


  “Spell it out!”


  “I did. You picked Cain over Carlos—that was your error. You chose the wrong man. You paid the wrong assassin.”


  “The wrong…assassin.”


  “You were not the first, but you will be the last. The arrogant pretender will be killed here in Paris, whether there is a compromise or not.”


  “We picked the wrong assassin…” The words floated in the elegant, perfumed air of the restaurant. The deafening thunder receded, angry still but far away in the storm clouds; the mists were clearing, circles of vapor swirling around him. He began to see, and what he saw was the outlines of a monster. Not a myth, but a monster. Another monster. There were two.


  “Can you doubt it?” asked the woman. “Don’t interfere with Carlos. Let him take Cain; let him have his revenge.” She paused, both hands slightly off the table; Mother Rat. “I promise nothing, but I will speak for you, for the loss your people have sustained. It’s possible…only possible, you understand…that your contract might be honored by the one you should have chosen in the first place.”


  “The one we should have chosen.… Because we chose the wrong one.”


  “You see that, do you not, monsieur? Carlos should be told that you see it. Perhaps…only perhaps…he might have sympathy for your losses if he were convinced you saw your error.”


  “That’s your compromise?” said Bourne flatly, struggling to find a line of thought.


  “Anything is possible. No good can come from your threats, I can tell you that. For any of us, and I’m frank enough to include myself. There would be only pointless killing; and Cain would stand back laughing. You would lose not once, but twice.”


  “If that’s true…” Jason swallowed, nearly choking as dry air filled the vacuum in his dry throat, “then I’ll have to explain to my people why we…chose…the…wrong man.” Stop it! Finish the statement Control yourself. “Tell me everything you know about Cain.”


  “To what purpose?” Lavier put her fingers on the table, her bright red nail polish ten points of a weapon.


  “If we chose the wrong man, then we had the wrong information.”


  “You heard he was the equal of Carlos, no? That his fees were more reasonable, his apparatus more contained, and because fewer intermediaries were involved there was no possibility of a contract being traced. Is this not so?”


  “Maybe.”


  “Of course it’s so. It’s what everyone’s been told and it’s all a lie. Carlos’ strength is in his far-reaching sources of information—infallible information. In his elaborate system of reaching the right person at precisely the right moment prior to a kill.”


  “Sounds like too many people. There were too many people in Zurich, too many here in Paris.”


  “All blind, monsieur. Every one.”


  “Blind?”


  “To put it plainly, I’ve been part of the operation for a number of years, meeting in one way or another dozens who have played their minor roles—none is major. I have yet to meet a single person who has ever spoken to Carlos, much less has any idea who he is.”


  “That’s Carlos. I want to know about Cain. What you know about Cain.” Stay controlled. You cannot turn away. Look at her. Look at her!


  “Where shall I begin?”


  “With whatever comes to mind first. Where did he come from?” Do not look away!


  “Southeast Asia, of course.”


  “Of course…” Oh, God.


  “From the American Medusa, we know that…”


  Medusa! The winds, the darkness, the flashes of light, the pain.… The pain ripped through his skull now; he was not where he was, but where he had been. A world away in distance and time. The pain. Oh, Jesus. The pain…


  Tao!


  Che-sah!


  Tam Quan!


  Alpha, Bravo, Cain…Delta.


  Delta…Cain!


  Cain is for Charlie.


  Delta is for Cain.


  “What is it?” The woman looked frightened; she was studying his face, her eyes roving, boring into his. “You’re perspiring. Your hands are shaking. Are you having an attack?”


  “It passes quickly.” Jason pried his hand away from his wrist and reached for a napkin to wipe his forehead.


  “It comes with the pressures, no?”


  “With the pressures, yes. Go on. There isn’t much time; people have to be reached, decisions made. Your life is probably one of them. Back to Cain. You say he came from the American…Medusa.”


  “Les mercenaires du diable,” said Lavier. “It was the nickname given Medusa by the Indochina colonials—what was left of them. Quite appropriate, don’t you think?”


  “It doesn’t make any difference what I think. Or what I know. I want to hear what you think, what you know about Cain.”


  “Your attack makes you rude.”


  “My impatience makes me impatient. You say we chose the wrong man; if we did we had the wrong information. Les mercenaires du diable. Are you implying that Cain is French?”


  “Not at all, you test me poorly. I mentioned that only to indicate how deeply we penetrated Medusa.”


  “‘We’ being the people who work for Carlos.”


  “You could say that.”


  “I will say that. If Cain’s not French, what is he?”


  “Undoubtedly American.”


  Oh, God! “Why?”


  “Everything he does has the ring of American audacity. He pushes and shoves with little or no finesse, taking credit where none is his, claiming kills when he had nothing to do with them. He had studied Carlos’ methods and connections like no other man alive. We’re told he recites them with total recall to potential clients, more often than not putting himself in Carlos’ place, convincing fools that it was he, not Carlos, who accepted and fulfilled the contracts.” Lavier paused. “I’ve struck a chord, no? He did the same with you—your people—yes?”


  “Perhaps.” Jason reached for his own wrist again, as the statements came back to him. Statements made in response to clues in a dreadful game.


  Stuttgart. Regensburg. Munich. Two kills and a kidnapping, Baader accreditation. Fees from U.S. sources.…


  Teheran? Eight kills. Divided accreditation—Khomeini and PLO. Fee, two million. Southwest Soviet sector.


  Paris…All contracts will be processed through Paris.


  Whose contracts?


  Sanchez…Carlos.


  “…always such a transparent device.”


  The Lavier woman had spoken; he had not heard her. “What did you say?”


  “You were remembering, yes? He used the same device with you—your people. It’s how he gets his assignments.”


  “Assignments?” Bourne tensed the muscles in his stomach until the pain brought him back to the table in the candelabraed dining room in Argenteuil. “He gets assignments, then,” he said pointlessly.


  “And carries them out with considerable expertise; no one denies him that. His record of kills is impressive. In many ways, he is second to Carlos—not his equal, but far above the ranks of les guérilleros. He’s a man of immense skill, extremely inventive, a trained lethal weapon out of Medusa. But it is his arrogance, his lies at the expense of Carlos that will bring him down.”


  “And that makes him American? Or is it your bias? I have an idea you like American money, but that’s about all they export that you do like.” Immense skill; extremely inventive; a trained lethal weapon.… Port Noir, La Ciotat, Marseilles, Zurich, Paris.


  “It is beyond prejudice, monsieur. The identification is positive.”


  “How did you get it?”


  Lavier touched the stem of her wineglass, her red-tipped index finger curling around it. “A discontented man was bought in Washington.”


  “Washington?”


  “The Americans also look for Cain—with an intensity approaching Carlos’, I suspect. Medusa has never been made public, and Cain might prove to be an extraordinary embarrassment. This discontented man was in a position to give us a great deal of information, including the Medusa records. It was a simple matter to match the names with those in Zurich. Simple for Carlos, not for anyone else.”


  Too simple, thought Jason, not knowing why the thought struck him. “I see,” he said.


  “And you? How did you find him? Not Cain, of course, but Bourne.”


  Through the mists of anxiety, Jason recalled another statement. Not his, but one spoken by Marie. “Far simpler,” he said. “We paid the money to him by means of a shortfall deposit into one account, the surplus diverted blindly into another. The numbers could be traced; it’s a tax device.”


  “Cain permitted it?”


  “He didn’t know it. The numbers were paid for…as you paid for different numbers—telephone numbers—on a fiche.”


  “I commend you.”


  “It’s not required, but everything you know about Cain is. All you’ve done so far is explain an identification. Now, go on. Everything you know about this man Bourne, everything you’ve been told.” Be careful Take the tension from your voice. You are merely…evaluating data. Marie, you said that. Dear, dear Marie. Thank God you’re not here.


  “What we know about him is incomplete. He’s managed to remove most of the vital records, a lesson he undoubtedly learned from Carlos. But not all; we’ve pieced together a sketch. Before he was recruited into Medusa, he supposedly was a French-speaking businessman living in Singapore, representing a collective of American importers from New York to California. The truth is he had been dismissed by the collective, which then tried to have him extradited back to the States for prosecution; he had stolen hundreds of thousands from it. He was known in Singapore as a reclusive figure, very powerful in contraband operations, and extraordinarily ruthless.”


  “Before that,” interrupted Jason, feeling again the perspiration breaking out on his hairline. “Before Singapore. Where did he come from?” Be careful! The images! He could see the streets of Singapore. Prince Edward Road, Kim Chuan, Boon Tat Street, Maxwell, Cuscaden.


  “Those are the records no one can find. There are only rumors, and they are meaningless. For example, it was said that he was a defrocked Jesuit, gone mad; another speculation was that he had been a young, aggressive investment banker caught embezzling funds in concert with several Singapore banks. There’s nothing concrete, nothing that can be traced. Before Singapore, nothing.”


  You’re wrong, there was a great deal. But none of that is part of it.… There is a void, and it must be filled, and you can’t help me. Perhaps no one can; perhaps no one should.


  “So far, you haven’t told me anything startling,” said Bourne, “nothing relative to the information I’m interested in.”


  “Then I don’t know what you want! You ask me questions, press for details, and when I offer you answers you reject them as immaterial. What do you want?”


  “What do you know about Cain’s…work? Since you’re looking for a compromise, give me a reason for it. If our information differs, it would be over what he’s done, wouldn’t it? When did he first come to your attention? Carlos’ attention? Quickly!”


  “Two years ago,” said Mme. Lavier, disconcerted by Jason’s impatience, annoyed, frightened. “Word came out of Asia of a white man offering a service astonishingly similar to the one provided by Carlos. He was swiftly becoming an industry. An ambassador was assassinated in Moulmein; two days later a highly regarded Japanese politician was killed in Tokyo prior to a debate in the Diet. A week after that a newspaper editor was blown out of his car in Hong Kong, and in less than forty-eight hours a banker was shot on a street in Calcutta. Behind each one, Cain. Always Cain.” The woman stopped, appraising Bourne’s reaction. He gave none. “Don’t you see? He was everywhere. He raced from one kill to another, accepting contracts with such rapidity that he had to be indiscriminate. He was a man in an enormous hurry, building his reputation so quickly that he shocked even the most jaded professionals. And no one doubted that he was a professional, least of all Carlos. Instructions were sent: find out about this man, learn all you can. You see, Carlos understood what none of us did, and in less than twelve months he was proven correct. Reports came from informers in Manila, Osaka, Hong Kong and Tokyo. Cain was moving to Europe, they said; he would make Paris itself his base of operations. The challenge was clear, the gauntlet thrown. Cain was out to destroy Carlos. He would become the new Carlos, his services the services required by those who sought them. As you sought them, monsieur.”


  “Moulmein, Tokyo, Calcutta…” Jason heard the names coming from his lips, whispered from his throat. Again they were floating, suspended in the perfumed air, shadows of a past forgotten. “Manila, Hong Kong…” He stopped, trying to clear the mists, peering at the outlines of strange shapes that kept racing across his mind’s eye.


  “These places and many others,” continued Lavier. “That was Cain’s error, his error still. Carlos may be many things to many people, but among those who have benefited from his trust and generosity, there is loyalty. His informers and hirelings are not so readily for sale, although Cain has tried time and again. It is said that Carlos is swift to make harsh judgments, but, as they also say, better a Satan one knows than a successor one doesn’t. What Cain did not realize—does not realize now—is that Carlos’ network is a vast one. When Cain moved to Europe, he did not know that his activities were uncovered in Berlin, Lisbon, Amsterdam…as far away as Oman.”


  “Oman,” said Bourne involuntarily. “Sheik Mustafa Kalig,” he whispered, as if to himself.


  “Never proven!” interjected the Lavier woman defiantly. “A deliberate smokescreen of confusion, the contract itself fiction. He took credit for an internal murder; no one could penetrate that security. A lie!”


  “A lie,” repeated Jason.


  “So many lies,” added Mme. Lavier contemptuously. “He’s no fool, however, he lies quietly, dropping a hint here and there, knowing that they will be exaggerated in the telling into substance. He provokes Carlos at every turn, promoting himself at the expense of the man he would replace. But he’s no match for Carlos; he takes contracts he cannot fulfill. You are only one example; we hear there have been several others. It’s said that’s why he stayed away for months, avoiding people like yourselves.”


  “Avoiding people…” Jason reached for his wrist; the trembling had begun again, the sound of distant thunder vibrating in far regions of his skull. “You’re…sure of that?”


  “Very much so. He wasn’t dead; he was in hiding. Cain botched more than one assignment; it was inevitable. He accepted too many in too short a time. Yet whenever he did, he followed an abortive kill with a spectacular, unsolicited one, to uphold his stature. He would select a prominent figure and blow him away, the assassination a shock to everyone, and unmistakably Cain’s. The ambassador traveling in Moulmein was an example; no one had called for his death. There were two others that we know of—a Russian commissar in Shanghai and more recently a banker in Madrid.…”


  The words came from the bright red lips working feverishly in the lower part of the powdered mask facing him. He heard them; he had heard them before. He had lived them before. They were no longer shadows, but remembrances of that forgotten past. Images and reality were fused. She began no sentence he could not finish, nor could she mention a name or a city or an incident with which he was not instinctively familiar.


  She was talking about…him.


  Alpha, Bravo, Cain, Delta…


  Cain is for Charlie, and Delta is for Cain.


  Jason Bourne was the assassin called Cain.


  There was a final question, his brief reprieve from darkness two nights ago at the Sorbonne. Marseilles. August 23.


  “What happened in Marseilles?” he asked.


  “Marseilles?” the Lavier woman recoiled. “How could you? What lies were you told? What other lies?”


  “Just tell me what happened.”


  “You refer to Leland, of course. The ubiquitous ambassador whose death was called for—paid for, the contract accepted by Carlos.”


  “What if I told you that there are those who think Cain was responsible?”


  “It’s what he wanted everyone to think! It was the ultimate insult to Carlos—to steal the kill from him. Payment was irrelevant to Cain; he only wanted to show the world—our world—that he could get there first and do the job for which Carlos had been paid. But he didn’t, you know. He had nothing to do with the Leland kill.”


  “He was there.”


  “He was trapped. At least, he never showed up. Some said he’d been killed, but since there was no corpse, Carlos didn’t believe it.”


  “How was Cain supposedly killed?”


  Madame Lavier retreated, shaking her head in short, rapid movements. “Two men on the waterfront tried to take credit, tried to get paid for it. One was never seen again; it can be presumed Cain killed him, if it was Cain. They were dock garbage.”


  “What was the trap?”


  “The alleged trap, monsieur. They claimed to have gotten word that Cain was to meet someone in the rue Sarrasin a night or so before the assassination. They say they left appropriately obscure messages in the street and lured the man they were convinced was Cain down to the piers, to a fishing boat. Neither trawler nor skipper were seen again, so they may have been right—but as I say, there was no proof. Not even an adequate description of Cain to match against the man led away from the Sarrasin. At any rate, that’s where it ends.”


  You’re wrong. That’s where it began. For me.


  “I see,” said Bourne, trying again to infuse naturalness into his voice. “Our information’s different naturally. We made a choice on what we thought we knew.”


  “The wrong choice, monsieur. What I’ve told you is the truth.”


  “Yes, I know.”


  “Do we have our compromise, then?”


  “Why not?”


  “Bien.” Relieved, the woman lifted the wineglass to her lips. “You’ll see, it will be better for everyone.”


  “It…doesn’t really matter now.” He could barely be heard, and he knew it. What did he say? What had he just said? Why did he say it?…The mists were closing in again, the thunder getting louder; the pain had returned to his temples. “I mean…I mean, as you say, it’s better for everyone.” He could feel—see—Lavier’s eyes on him, studying him. “It’s a reasonable solution.”


  “Of course it is. You are not feeling well?”


  “I said it was nothing; it’ll pass.”


  “I’m relieved. Now, would you excuse me for a moment?”


  “No.” Jason grabbed her arm.


  “Je vous en prie, monsieur. The powder room, that is all. If you care to, stand outside the door.”


  “We’ll leave. You can stop on the way.” Bourne signaled the waiter for a check.


  “As you wish,” she said, watching him.


  He stood in the darkened corridor between the spills of light that came from recessed lamps in the ceiling. Across the way was the ladies’ room, denoted by small, uncapitalized letters of gold that read FEMMES. Beautiful people—stunning women, handsome men—kept passing by; the orbit was similar to that of Les Classiques. Jacqueline Lavier was at home.


  She had also been in the ladies’ room for nearly ten minutes, a fact that would have disturbed Jason had he been able to concentrate on the time. He could not; he was on fire. Noise and pain consumed him, every nerve ending raw, exposed, the fibers swelling, terrified of puncture. He stared straight ahead, a history of dead men behind him. The past was in the eyes of truth; they had sought him out and he had seen them. Cain…Cain…Cain.


  He shook his head and looked up at the black ceiling. He had to function; he could not allow himself to keep falling, plunging into the abyss filled with darkness and high wind. There were decisions to make.… No, they were made; it was a question now of implementing them.


  Marie. Marie? Oh, God, my love, we’ve been so wrong!


  He breathed deeply and glanced at his watch—the chronometer he had traded for a thin gold piece of jewelry belonging to a marquis in the south of France. He is a man of immense skill, extremely inventive.… There was no joy in that appraisal. He looked across at the ladies’ room.


  Where was Jacqueline Lavier? Why didn’t she come out? What could she hope to accomplish remaining inside? He had had the presence of mind to ask the maître d’ if there was a telephone there; the man had replied negatively, pointing to a booth by the entrance. The Lavier woman had been at his side; she heard the answer, understanding the inquiry.


  There was a blinding flash of light. He lurched backward, recoiling into the wall, his hands in front of his eyes. The pain! Oh, Christ! His eyes were on fire!


  And then he heard the words, spoken through the polite laughter of well-dressed men and women walking casually about the corridor.


  “In memory of your dinner at Roget’s, monsieur,” said an animated hostess, holding a press camera by its vertical flashbar. “The photograph will be ready in a few minutes. Compliments of Roget.”


  Bourne remained rigid, knowing that he could not smash the camera, the fear of another realization sweeping over him. “Why me?” he asked.


  “Your fiancée requested it, monsieur,” replied the girl, nodding her head toward the ladies’ room. “We talked inside. You are most fortunate; she is a lovely lady. She asked me to give you this.” The hostess held out a folded note; Jason took it as she pranced away toward the restaurant entrance.


  
    Your illness disturbs me, as I’m sure it does you, my new friend. You may be what you say you are, and then again you may not. I shall have the answer in a half hour or so. A telephone call was made by a sympathetic diner, and that photograph is on its way to Paris. You cannot stop it any more than you can stop those driving now to Argenteuil. If we, indeed, have our compromise, neither will disturb you—as your illness disturbs me—and we shall talk again when my associates arrive.


    It is said that Cain is a chameleon, appearing in various guises, and most convincing. It is also said that he is prone to violence and to fits of temper. These are an illness, no?

  


  He ran down the dark street in Argenteuil after the receding roof light of the taxi; it turned the corner and disappeared. He stopped, breathing heavily, looking in all directions for another; there were none. The doorman at Roget’s had told him a cab would take ten to fifteen minutes to arrive; why had not monsieur requested one earlier? The trap was set and he had walked into it.


  Up ahead! A light, another taxi! He broke into a run. He had to stop it; he had to get back to Paris. To Marie.


  He was back in a labyrinth, racing blindly, knowing, finally, there was no escape. But the race would be made alone; that decision was irrevocable. There would be no discussion, no debate, no screaming back and forth—arguments based in love and uncertainty. For the certainty had been made clear. He knew who he was…what he had been; he was guilty as charged—as suspected.


  An hour or two saying nothing. Just watching, talking quietly about anything but the truth. Loving. And then he would leave; she would never know when and he could never tell her why. He owed her that; it would hurt deeply for a while, but the ultimate pain would be far less than that caused by the stigma of Cain.


  Cain!


  Marie. Marie! What have I done?


  “Taxi! Taxi!”


  CHAPTER EIGHTEEN


  



  Get out of Paris! Now! Whatever you’re doing, stop it and get out!…Those are orders from your government. They want you out of there. They want him isolated.


  Marie crushed out her cigarette in the ashtray on the bedside table, her eyes falling on the three-year-old issue of Potomac Quarterly, her thoughts briefly on the terrible game Jason had forced her to play.


  “I won’t listen!” she said to herself out loud, startled at the sound of her own voice in the empty room. She walked to the window, the same window he had faced, looking out, frightened, trying to make her understand.


  I have to know certain things…enough to make a decision…but maybe not everything. A part of me has to be able…to run, disappear. I have to be able to say to myself, what was isn’t any longer, and there’s a possibility that it never was because I have no memory of it. What a person can’t remember didn’t exist…for him.


  “My darling, my darling. Don’t let them do this to you!” Her spoken words did not startle now, for it was as though he were there in the room, listening, heeding his own words, willing to run, disappear…with her. But at the core of her understanding she knew he could not do that; he could not settle for a half-truth, or three-quarters of a lie.


  They want him isolated.


  Who were they? The answer was in Canada and Canada was cut off, another trap.


  Jason was right about Paris; she felt it, too. Whatever it was, was here. If they could find one person to lift the shroud and let him see for himself he was being manipulated, then other questions might be manageable, the answers no longer pushing him toward self-destruction. If he could be convinced that whatever unremembered crimes he had committed, he was a pawn for a much greater single crime, he might be able to walk away, disappear with her. Everything was relative. What the man she loved had to be able to say to himself was not that the past no longer existed, but that it had, and he could live with it, and put it to rest. That was the rationalization he needed, the conviction that whatever he had been was far less than his enemies wanted the world to believe, for they would not use him otherwise. He was the scapegoat, his death to take the place of another’s. If he could only see that; if she could only convince him. And if she did not, she would lose him. They would take him; they would kill him.


  They.


  “Who are you?” she screamed at the window, at the lights of Paris outside. “Where are you?”


  She could feel a cold wind against her face as surely as if the panes of glass had melted, the night air rushing inside. It was followed by a tightening in her throat, and for a moment she could not swallow…could not breathe. The moment passed and she breathed again. She was afraid; it had happened to her before, on their first night in Paris, when she had left the café to find him on the steps of the Cluny. She had been walking rapidly down the Saint-Michel when it happened: the cold wind, the swelling of the throat…at that moment she had not been able to breathe. Later she thought she knew why; at that moment also, several blocks away inside the Sorbonne, Jason had raced to a judgment that in minutes he would reverse—but he had reached it then. He had made up his mind he would not come to her.


  “Stop it!” she cried. “It’s crazy,” she added, shaking her head, looking at her watch. He had been gone over five hours; where was he? Where was he?


  Bourne got out of the taxi in front of the seedily elegant hotel in Montparnasse. The next hour would be the most difficult of his briefly remembered life—a life that was a void before Port Noir, a nightmare since. The nightmare would continue, but he would live with it alone; he loved her too much to ask her to live it with him. He would find a way to disappear, taking with him the evidence that tied her to Cain. It was as simple as that; he would leave for a nonexistent rendezvous and not return. And sometime during the next hour he would write her a note:


  
    It’s over. I’ve found my arrows. Go back to Canada and say nothing for both our sakes. I know where to reach you.

  


  The last was unfair—he would never reach her—but the small, feathered hope had to be there, if only to get her on a plane to Ottawa. In time—with time—their weeks together would fade into a darkly kept secret, a cache of brief riches to be uncovered and touched at odd quiet moments. And then no more, for life was lived for active memories; the dormant ones lost meaning. No one knew that better than he did.


  He passed through the lobby, nodding at the concierge, who sat on his stool behind the marble counter, reading a newspaper. The man barely looked up, noting only that the intruder belonged.


  The elevator rumbled and groaned its way up to the fifth floor. Jason breathed deeply and reached for the gate; above all he would avoid dramatics—no alarms raised by words or by looks. The chameleon had to merge with his quiet part of the forest, one in which no spoors could be found. He knew what to say; he had thought about it carefully as he had the note he would write.


  “Most of the night walking around,” he said, holding her, stroking her dark red hair, cradling her head against his shoulder…and aching, “chasing down cadaverous clerks, listening to animated nonsense, and drinking coffee disguised as sour mud. Les Classiques was a waste of time; it’s a zoo. The monkeys and the peacocks put on a hell of a show, but I don’t think anyone really knows anything. There’s one outside possibility, but he could simply be a sharp Frenchman in search of an American mark.”


  “He?” asked Marie, her trembling diminished.


  “A man who operated the switchboard,” said Bourne, repelling images of blinding explosions and darkness and high winds as he pictured the face he did not know but knew so well. That man now was only a device; he pushed the images away. “I agreed to meet him around midnight at the Bastringue on rue Hautefeuille.”


  “What did he say?”


  “Very little, but enough to interest me. I saw him watching me while I was asking questions. The place was fairly crowded, so I could move around pretty freely, talk to the clerks.”


  “Questions? What questions did you ask?”


  “Anything I could think of. Mainly about the manager, or whatever she’s called. Considering what happened this afternoon, if she were a direct relay to Carlos, she should have been close to hysterics. I saw her. She wasn’t; she behaved as if nothing had happened except a good day in the shop.”


  “But she was a relay, as you call it. D’Amacourt explained that. The fiche.”


  “Indirect. She gets a phone call and is told what to say before making another call herself.” Actually, Jason thought, the invented assessment was based on reality. Jacqueline Lavier was, indeed, an indirect relay.


  “You couldn’t just walk around asking questions without seeming suspicious,” protested Marie.


  “You can,” answered Bourne, “if you’re an American writer doing an article on the stores in Saint-Honoré for a national magazine.”


  “That’s very good, Jason.”


  “It worked. No one wants to be left out.”


  “What did you learn?”


  “Like most of those kinds of places, Les Classiques has its own clientele, all wealthy, most known to each other and with the usual marital intrigues and adulteries that go with the scene. Carlos knew what he was doing; it’s a regular answering service over there, but not the kind listed in a phone book.”


  “People told you that?” asked Marie, holding his arms, watching his eyes.


  “Not in so many words,” he said, aware of the shadows of her disbelief. “The accent was always on this Bergeron’s talent, but one thing leads to another. You can get the picture. Everyone seems to gravitate to that manager. From what I’ve gathered, she’s a font of social information, although she probably couldn’t tell me anything except that she did someone a favor—an accommodation—and that someone will turn out to be someone else who did another favor for another someone. The source could be untraceable, but it’s all I’ve got.”


  “Why the meeting tonight at Bastringue?”


  “He came over to me when I was leaving and said a very strange thing.” Jason did not have to invent this part of the lie. He had read the words on a note in an elegant restaurant in Argenteuil less than an hour ago. “He said, ‘You may be what you say are, and then again you may not.’ That’s when he suggested a drink later on, away from Saint-Honoré.” Bourne saw her doubts receding. He had done it; she accepted the tapestry of lies. And why not? He was a man of immense skill, extremely inventive. The appraisal was not loathsome to him; he was Cain.


  “He may be the one, Jason. You said you only needed one; he could be it!”


  “We’ll see.” Bourne looked at his watch. The countdown to his departure had begun; he could not look back. “We’ve got almost two hours. Where did you leave the attaché case?”


  “At the Meurice. I’m registered there.”


  “Let’s pick it up and get some dinner. You haven’t eaten, have you?”


  “No…” Marie’s expression was quizzical. “Why not leave the case where it is? It’s perfectly safe; we wouldn’t have to worry about it.”


  “We would if we had to get out of here in a hurry,” he said almost brusquely, going to the bureau. Everything was a question of degree now, traces of friction gradually slipping into speech, into looks, into touch. Nothing alarming, nothing based on false heroics; she would see through such tactics. Only enough so that later she would understand the truth when she read his words. “It’s over. I’ve found my arrows.…”


  “What’s the matter, darling?”


  “Nothing.” The chameleon smiled. “I’m just tired and probably a little discouraged.”


  “Good heavens, why? A man wants to meet you confidentially late at night, a man who operates a switchboard. He could lead you somewhere. And you’re convinced you’ve narrowed Carlos’ contact down to this woman; she’s bound to be able to tell you something—whether she wants to or not. In a macabre way, I’d think you’d be elated.”


  “I’m not sure I can explain it,” said Jason, now looking at her reflection in the mirror. “You’d have to understand what I found there.”


  “What you found?” A question.


  “What I found.” A statement. “It’s a different world,” continued Bourne, reaching for the bottle of scotch and a glass, “different people. It’s soft and beautiful and frivolous, with lots of tiny spotlights and dark velvet. Nothing’s taken seriously except gossip and indulgence. Any one of those giddy people—including that woman—could be a relay for Carlos and never know it, never even suspect it. A man like Carlos would use such people; anyone like him would, including me.… That’s what I found. It’s discouraging.”


  “And unreasonable. Whatever you believe, those people make very conscious decisions. That indulgence you talk of demands it; they think. And you know what I think? I think you are tired, and hungry, and need a drink or two. I wish you could put off tonight; you’ve been through enough for one day.”


  “I can’t do that,” he said sharply.


  “All right, you can’t,” she answered defensively.


  “Sorry, I’m edgy.”


  “Yes. I know.” She started for the bathroom. “I’ll freshen up and we can go. Pour yourself a stiff one, darling. Your teeth are showing.”


  “Marie?”


  “Yes?”


  “Try to understand. What I found there upset me. I thought it would be different. Easier.”


  “While you were looking, I was waiting, Jason. Not knowing. That wasn’t easy either.”


  “I thought you were going to call Canada. Didn’t you?”


  She held her place for a moment. “No,” she said. “It was too late.”


  The bathroom door closed; Bourne walked to the desk across the room. He opened the drawer, took out stationery, picked up the ballpoint pen and wrote the words:


  
    It’s over. I’ve found my arrows. Go back to Canada and say nothing for both our sakes. I know where to reach you.

  


  He folded the stationery, inserted it into an envelope, holding the flap open as he reached for his billfold. He took out both the French and the Swiss bills, slipping them behind the folded note, and sealed the envelope. He wrote on the front: MARIE.


  He wanted so desperately to add: My love, my dearest love.


  He did not. He could not.


  The bathroom door opened. He put the envelope in his jacket pocket. “That was quick,” he said.


  “Was it? I didn’t think so. What are you doing?”


  “I wanted a pen,” he answered, picking up the ballpoint. “If that fellow has anything to tell me I want to be able to write it down.”


  Marie was by the bureau; she glanced at the dry, empty glass. “You didn’t have your drink.”


  “I didn’t use the glass.”


  “I see. Shall we go?”


  They waited in the corridor for the rumbling elevator, the silence between them awkward, in a real sense unbearable. He reached for her hand. At the touch she gripped his, staring at him, her eyes telling him that her control was being tested and she did not know why. Quiet signals had been sent and received, not loud enough or abrasive enough to be alarms, but they were there and she had heard them. It was part of the countdown, rigid, irreversible, prelude to his departure.


  Oh God, I love you so. You are next to me and we are touching and I am dying. But you cannot die with me. You must not. I am Cain.


  “We’ll be fine,” he said.


  The metal cage vibrated noisily into its recessed perch. Jason pulled the brass grille open, then suddenly swore under his breath.


  “Oh, Christ, I forgot!”


  “What?”


  “My wallet. I left it in the bureau drawer this afternoon in case there was any trouble in Saint-Honoré. Wait for me in the lobby.” He gently swung her through the gate, pressing the button with his free hand. “I’ll be right down.” He closed the grille; the brass latticework cutting off the sight of her startled eyes. He turned away and walked rapidly back toward the room.


  Inside, he took the envelope out of his pocket and placed it against the base of the lamp on the bedside table. He stared down at it, the ache unendurable.


  “Goodbye, my love,” he whispered.


  [image: ]


  Bourne waited in the drizzle outside the Hotel Meurice on the rue de Rivoli, watching Marie through the glass doors of the entrance. She was at the front desk, having signed for the attaché case, which had been handed to her over the counter. She was now obviously asking a mildly astonished clerk for her bill, about to pay for a room that had been occupied less than six hours. Two minutes passed before the bill was presented. Reluctantly; it was no way for a guest at the Meurice to behave. Indeed, all Paris shunned such inhibited visitors.


  Marie walked out on the pavement, joining him in the shadows and the mistlike drizzle to the left of the canopy. She gave him the attaché case, a forced smile on her lips, a slight breathless quality in her voice.


  “That man didn’t approve of me. I’m sure he’s convinced I used the room for a series of quick tricks.”


  “What did you tell him?” asked Bourne.


  “That my plans had changed, that’s all.”


  “Good, the less said the better. Your name’s on the registration card. Think up a reason why you were there.”


  “Think up?…I should think up a reason?” She studied his eyes, the smile gone.


  “I mean we’ll think up a reason. Naturally.”


  “Naturally.”


  “Let’s go.” They started walking toward the corner, the traffic noisy in the street, the drizzle in the air fuller, the mist denser, the promise of heavy rain imminent. He took her arm—not to guide her, not even out of courtesy—only to touch her, to hold a part of her. There was so little time.


  I am Cain. I am death.


  “Can we slow down?” asked Marie sharply.


  “What?” Jason realized he had been practically running; for a few seconds he had been back in the labyrinth, racing through it, careening, feeling, and not feeling. He looked up ahead and found an answer. At the corner an empty cab had stopped by a garish newsstand, the driver shouting through an open window to the dealer. “I want to catch that taxi,” said Bourne, without breaking stride. “It’s going to rain like hell.”


  They reached the corner, both breathless as the empty cab pulled away, swinging left into rue de Rivoli. Jason looked up into the night sky, feeling the wet pounding on his face, unnerved. The rain had arrived. He looked at Marie in the gaudy lights of the newsstand; she was wincing in the sudden downpour. No. She was not wincing, she was staring at something…staring in disbelief, in shock. In horror. Without warning she screamed, her face contorted, the fingers of her right hand pressed against her mouth. Bourne grabbed her, pulling her head into the damp cloth of his topcoat; she would not stop screaming.


  He turned, trying to find the cause of her hysterics. Then he saw it, and in that unbelievable split half-second he knew the countdown was aborted. He had committed the final crime; he could not leave her. Not now, not yet.


  On the first ledge of the newsstand was an early-morning tabloid, black headlines electrifying under the circles of light:

  



  SLAYER IN PARIS

  WOMAN SOUGHT IN ZURICH KILLINGS

  SUSPECT IN RUMORED THEFT OF MILLIONS


  Under the screaming words was a photograph of Marie St. Jacques.


  “Stop it!” whispered Jason, using his body to cover her face from the curious newsdealer, reaching into his pocket for coins. He threw the money on the counter, grabbed two papers, and propelled her down the dark, rainsoaked street.


  They were both in the labyrinth now.


  Bourne opened the door and led Marie inside. She stood motionless, looking at him, her face pale and frightened, her breathing erratic, an audible mixture of fear and anger.


  “I’ll get you a drink,” said Jason, going to the bureau. As he poured, his eyes strayed to the mirror and he had an overpowering urge to smash the glass, so despicable was his own image to him. What the hell had he done? Oh God!


  I am Cain. I am death.


  He heard her gasp and spun around, too late to stop her, too far away to lunge and tear the awful thing from her hand. Oh, Christ, he had forgotten! She had found the envelope on the bedside table, and was reading his note. Her single scream was a searing, terrible cry of pain.


  “Jasonnnn!…”


  “Please! No!” He raced from the bureau and grabbed her. “It doesn’t matter! It doesn’t count anymore!” He shouted helplessly, seeing the tears swelling in her eyes, streaking down her face. “Listen to me! That was before, not now.”


  “You were leaving! My God, you were leaving me!” Her eyes went blank, two blind circles of panic. “I knew it! I felt it!”


  “I made you feel it!” he said, forcing her to look at him. “But it’s over now. I won’t leave you. Listen to me. I won’t leave you!”


  She screamed again. “I couldn’t breathe!…It was so cold!”


  He pulled her to him, enveloping her. “We have to begin again. Try to understand. It’s different now—and I can’t change what was—but I won’t leave you. Not like this.”


  She pushed her hands against his chest, her tear-stained face angled back, begging, “Why, Jason? Why?”


  “Later. Not now. Don’t say anything for a while. Just hold me; let me hold you.”


  The minutes passed, hysteria ran its course and the outlines of reality came back into focus. Bourne led her to the chair; she caught the sleeve of her dress on the frayed lace. They both smiled, as he knelt beside her, holding her hand in silence.


  “How about that drink?” he said finally.


  “I think so,” she replied, briefly tightening her grip on his hand as he got up from the floor. “You poured it quite a while ago.”


  “It won’t go flat.” He went to the bureau and returned with two glasses half filled with whiskey. She took hers. “Feeling better?” he asked.


  “Calmer. Still confused…frightened, of course. Maybe angry, too, I’m not sure. I’m too afraid to think about that.” She drank, closing her eyes, her head pressed back against the chair. “Why did you do it, Jason?”


  “Because I thought I had to. That’s the simple answer.”


  “And no answer at all. I deserve more than that.”


  “Yes, you do, and I’ll give it to you. I have to now because you have to hear it; you have to understand. You have to protect yourself.”


  “Protect—”


  He held up his hand, interrupting her. “It’ll come later. All of it, if you like. But the first thing we have to do is know what happened—not to me, but to you. That’s where we have to begin. Can you do it?”


  “The newspaper?”


  “Yes.”


  “God knows, I’m interested,” she said, smiling weakly.


  “Here.” Jason went to the bed where he had dropped the two papers. “We’ll both read it.”


  “No games?”


  “No games.”


  They read the long article in silence, an article that told of death and intrigue in Zurich. Every now and then Marie gasped, shocked at what she was reading; at other times she shook her head in disbelief. Bourne said nothing. He saw the hand of Ilich Ramirez Sanchez. Carlos will follow Cain to the ends of the earth. Carlos will kill him. Marie St. Jacques was expendable, a baited decoy that would die in the trap that caught Cain.


  I am Cain. I am death.


  The article was, in fact, two articles—an odd mixture of fact and conjecture, speculations taking over where evidence came to an end. The first part indicated a Canadian government employee, a female economist, Marie St. Jacques. She was placed at the scene of three murders, her fingerprints confirmed by the Canadian government. In addition, police found a hotel key from the Carillon du Lac, apparently lost during the violence on the Guisan Quai. It was the key to Marie St. Jacques’ room, given to her by the hotel clerk, who remembered her well—remembered what appeared to him to be a guest in a highly disturbed state of anxiety. The final piece of evidence was a handgun discovered not far from the Steppdeckstrasse, in an alley close by the scene of two other killings. Ballistics held it to be the murder weapon, and again there were fingerprints, again confirmed by the Canadian government. They belonged to the woman, Marie St. Jacques.


  It was at this point that the article veered from fact. It spoke of rumors along the Bahnhofstrasse that a multimillion-dollar theft had taken place by means of a computer manipulation dealing with a numbered, confidential account belonging to an American corporation called Treadstone Seventy-One. The bank was also named; it was of course the Gemeinschaft. But everything else was clouded, obscure, more speculation than fact.


  According to “unnamed sources,” an American male holding the proper codes transferred millions to a bank in Paris, assigning the new account to specific individuals who were to assume rights of possession. The assignees were waiting in Paris, and upon clearance, withdrew the millions and disappeared. The success of the operation was traced to the American’s obtaining the accurate codes to the Gemeinschaft account, a feat made possible by penetrating the bank’s numerical sequence related to year, month and day of entry, standard procedure for confidential holdings. Such an analysis could only be made through the use of sophisticated computer techniques and a thorough knowledge of Swiss banking practices. When questioned, an officer of the bank, Herr Walther Apfel, acknowledged that there was an ongoing investigation into matters pertaining to the American company, but pursuant to Swiss law, “the bank would have no further comment—to anyone.”


  Here the connection to Marie St. Jacques was clarified. She was described as a government economist extensively schooled in international banking procedures, as well as a skilled computer programmer. She was suspected of being an accomplice, her expertise necessary to the massive theft. And there was a male suspect; she was reported to have been seen in his company at the Carillon du Lac.


  Marie finished the article first and let the paper drop to the floor. At the sound, Bourne looked over from the edge of the bed. She was staring at the wall, a strange pensive serenity having come over her. It was the last reaction he expected. He finished reading quickly, feeling depressed and hopeless—for a moment, speechless. Then he found his voice and spoke.


  “Lies,” he said, “and they were made because of me, because of who and what I am. Smoke you out, they find me. I’m sorry, sorrier than I can ever tell you.”


  Marie shifted her eyes from the wall and looked at him. “It goes deeper than lies, Jason,” she said. “There’s too much truth for lies alone.”


  “Truth? The only truth is that you were in Zurich. You never touched a gun, you were never in an alley near the Steppdeckstrasse, you didn’t lose a hotel key and you never went near the Gemeinschaft.”


  “Agreed, but that’s not the truth I’m talking about.”


  “Then what is?”


  “The Gemeinschaft, Treadstone Seventy-One, Apfel. Those are true and the fact that any were mentioned—especially Apfel’s acknowledgment—is incredible. Swiss bankers are cautious men. They don’t ridicule the laws, not this way; the jail sentences are too severe. The statutes pertaining to banking confidentiality are among the most sacrosanct in Switzerland. Apfel could go to prison for years for saying what he did, for even alluding to such an account, much less confirming it by name. Unless he was ordered to say what he did by an authority powerful enough to contravene the laws.” She stopped, her eyes straying to the wall again. “Why? Why was the Gemeinschaft or Treadstone or Apfel ever made part of the story?”


  “I told you. They want me and they know we’re together. Carlos knows we’re together. Find you, he finds me.”


  “No, Jason, it goes beyond Carlos. You really don’t understand the laws in Switzerland. Not even a Carlos could cause them to be flaunted this way.” She looked at him, but her eyes did not see him; she was peering through her own mists. “This isn’t one story, it’s two. Both are constructed out of lies, the first connected to the second by tenuous speculation—public speculation—on a banking crisis that would never be made public, unless and until a thorough and private investigation proved the facts. And that second story—the patently false statement that millions were stolen from the Gemeinschaft—was tacked onto the equally false story that I’m wanted for killing three men in Zurich. It was added. Deliberately.”


  “Explain that, please.”


  “It’s there, Jason. Believe me when I tell you that; it’s right in front of us.”


  “What is?”


  “Someone’s trying to send us a message.”


  CHAPTER NINETEEN


  



  The army sedan sped south on Manhattan’s East River Drive, headlights illuminating the swirling remnants of a late-winter snowfall. The major in the back seat dozed, his long body angled into the corner, his legs stretched out diagonally across the floor. In his lap was a briefcase, a thin nylon cord attached to the handle by a metal clamp, the cord itself strung through his right sleeve and down his inner tunic to his belt. The security device had been removed only twice in the past nine hours. Once during the major’s departure from Zurich, and again with his arrival at Kennedy Airport. In both places, however, U.S. government personnel had been watching the customs clerks—more precisely, watching the briefcase. They were not told why, they were simply ordered to observe the inspections, and at the slightest deviation from normal procedures—which meant any undue interest in the briefcase—they were to intercede. With weapons, if necessary.


  There was a sudden, quiet ringing; the major snapped his eyes open and brought his left hand up in front of his face. The sound was a wrist alarm; he pressed the button on his watch and squinted at the second radium dial of his two-zoned instrument. The first was on Zurich time, the second, New York; the alarm had been set twenty-four hours ago, when the officer had received his cabled orders. The transmission would come within the next three minutes. That is, thought the major, it would come if Iron Ass was as precise as he expected his subordinates to be. The officer stretched, awkwardly balancing the briefcase, and leaned forward, speaking to the driver.


  “Sergeant, turn on your scrambler to 1430 megahertz, will you please?”


  “Yes, sir.” The sergeant flipped two switches on the radio panel beneath the dashboard, then twisted the dial to the 1430 frequency. “There it is, Major.”


  “Thanks. Will the microphone reach back here?”


  “I don’t know. Never tried it, sir.” The driver pulled the small plastic microphone from its cradle and stretched the spiral cord over the seat. “Guess it does,” he concluded.


  Static erupted from the speaker, the scrambling transmitter electronically scanning and jamming the frequency. The message would follow in seconds. It did.


  “Treadstone? Treadstone, confirm, please.”


  “Treadstone receiving,” said Major Gordon Webb. “You’re clear. Go ahead.”


  “What’s your position?”


  “About a mile south of the Triborough, East River Drive,” said the major.


  “Your timing is acceptable,” came the voice from the speaker.


  “Glad to hear it. It makes my day…sir.”


  There was a brief pause, the major’s comment not appreciated. “Proceed to 139 East Seventy-first. Confirm by repeat.”


  “One-three-niner East Seventy-first.”


  “Keep your vehicle out of the area. Approach on foot.”


  “Understood.”


  “Out.”


  “Out.” Webb snapped the transmission button in place and handed the microphone back to the driver. “Forget that address, Sergeant. Your name’s on a very short file now.”


  “Gotcha, Major. Nothing but static on that thing anyway. But since I don’t know where it is and these wheels aren’t supposed to go there, where do you want to be dropped off?”


  Webb smiled. “No more than two blocks away. I’d go to sleep in the gutter if I had to walk any further than that.”


  “How about Lex and Seventy-second?”


  “Is that two blocks?”


  “No more than three.”


  “If it’s three blocks you’re a private.”


  “Then I couldn’t pick you up later, Major. Privates aren’t cleared for this duty.”


  “Whatever you say, Captain.” Webb closed his eyes. After two years, he was about to see Treadstone Seventy-One for himself. He knew he should feel a sense of anticipation; he did not. He felt only a sense of weariness, of futility. What had happened?


  The incessant hum of the tires on the pavement below was hypnotic, but the rhythm was broken by sharp intrusions where concrete and wheels were not compatible. The sounds evoked memories of long ago, of screeching jungle noises woven into a single tone. And then the night—that night—when blinding lights and staccato explosions were all around him, and below him, telling him he was about to die. But he did not die; a miracle wrought by a man had given his life back to him…and the years went on, that night, those days never to be forgotten. What the hell had happened?


  “Here we are, Major.”


  Webb opened his eyes, his hand wiping the sweat that had formed on his forehead. He looked at his watch, gripped his briefcase and reached for the handle of the door.


  “I’ll be here between 2300 and 2330 hours, Sergeant. If you can’t park, just cruise around and I’ll find you.”


  “Yes, sir.” The driver turned in his seat. “Could the major tell me if we’re going to be driving any distance later?”


  “Why? Have you got another fare?”


  “Come on, sir. I’m assigned to you until you say otherwise, you know that. But these heavy-plated trucks use gas like the old-time Shermans. If we’re going far I’d better fill it.”


  “Sorry.” The major paused. “Okay. You’ll have to find out where it is, anyway, because I don’t know. We’re going to a private airfield in Madison, New Jersey. I have to be there no later than one hundred hours.”


  “I’ve got a vague idea,” said the driver. “At 2330, you’re cutting it pretty close, sir.”


  “OK—2300, then. And thanks.” Webb got out of the car, closed the door and waited until the brown sedan entered the flow of traffic on Seventy-second Street. He stepped off the curb and headed south to Seventy-first.


  Four minutes later he stood in front of a well-kept brownstone, its muted, rich design in concert with those around it in the tree-lined street. It was a quiet street, a monied street—old money. It was the last place in Manhattan a person would suspect of housing one of the most sensitive intelligence operations in the country. And as of twenty minutes ago, Major Gordon Webb was one of only eight or ten people in the country who knew of its existence.


  Treadstone Seventy-One.


  He climbed the steps, aware that the pressure of his weight on the iron grids embedded in the stone beneath him triggered electronic devices that in turn activated cameras, producing his image on screens inside. Beyond this, he knew little, except that Treadstone Seventy-One never closed; it was operated and monitored twenty-four hours a day by a select few, identities unknown.


  He reached the top step and rang the bell, an ordinary bell, but not for an ordinary door, the major could see that. The heavy wood was riveted to a steel plate behind it, the decorative iron designs in actuality the rivets, the large brass knob disguising a hotplate that caused a series of steel bolts to shoot across into steel receptacles at the touch of a human hand when the alarms were turned on. Webb glanced up at the windows. Each pane of glass, he knew, was an inch thick, capable of withstanding the impact of .30 caliber shells. Treadstone Seventy-One was a fortress.


  The door opened and the major involuntarily smiled at the figure standing there, so totally out of place did she seem. She was a petite, elegant-looking, gray-haired woman with soft aristocratic features and a bearing that bespoke monied gentility. Her voice confirmed the appraisal; it was mid-Atlantic, refined in the better finishing schools, and at innumerable polo matches.


  “How good of you to drop by, Major. Jeremy wrote us that you might. Do come in. It’s such a pleasure to see you again.”


  “It’s good to see you again, too,” replied Webb, stepping into the tasteful foyer, finishing his statement when the door was closed, “but I’m not sure where it was we met before.”


  The woman laughed. “Oh, we’ve had dinner ever so many times.”


  “With Jeremy?”


  “Of course.”


  “Who’s Jeremy?”


  “A devoted nephew who’s also your devoted friend. Such a nice young man; it’s a pity he doesn’t exist.” She took his elbow as they walked down a long hallway. “It’s all for the benefit of neighbors who might be strolling by. Come along now, they’re waiting.”


  They passed an archway that led to a large living room; the major looked inside. There was a grand piano by the front windows, harp beside it; and everywhere—on the piano and on polished tables glistening under the spill of subdued lamps—were silver-framed photographs, mementos of a past filled with wealth and grace. Sailboats, men and women on the decks of ocean liners, several military portraits. And, yes, two candid shots of someone mounted for a polo match. It was a room that belonged in a brownstone on this street.


  They reached the end of the hallway; there was a large mahogany door, bas-relief and iron ornamentation part of its design, part of its security. If there was an infrared camera, Webb could not detect the whereabouts of the lens. The gray-haired woman pressed an unseen bell; the major could hear a slight hum.


  “Your friend is here, gentlemen. Stop playing poker and go to work. Snap to, Jesuit.”


  “Jesuit?” asked Webb, bewildered.


  “An old joke,” replied the woman. “It goes back to when you were probably playing marbles and snarling at little girls.”


  The door opened and the aged but still erect figure of David Abbott was revealed. “Glad to see you, Major,” said the former Silent Monk of Covert Services, extending his hand.


  “Good to be here, sir.” Webb shook hands. Another elderly, imposing-looking man came up beside Abbott.


  “A friend of Jeremy’s, no doubt,” said the man, his deep voice edged with humor. “Dreadfully sorry time preludes proper introductions, young fellow. Come along, Margaret. There’s a lovely fire upstairs.” He turned to Abbott. “You’ll let me know when you’re leaving, David?”


  “Usual time for me, I expect,” replied the Monk. “I’ll show these two how to ring you.”


  It was then that Webb realized there was a third man in the room; he was standing in the shadows at the far end, and the major recognized him instantly. He was Elliot Stevens, senior aide to the president of the United States—some said his alter ego. He was in his early forties, slender, wore glasses and had the bearing of unpretentious authority about him.


  “…it’ll be fine.” The imposing older man who had not found time to introduce himself had been speaking; Webb had not heard him, his attention on the White House aide. “I’ll be waiting.”


  “Till next time,” continued Abbott, shifting his eyes kindly to the gray-haired woman. “Thanks, Sister Meg. Keep your habit pressed. And down.”


  “You’re still wicked, Jesuit.”


  The couple left, closing the door behind them. Webb stood for a moment, shaking his head and smiling. The man and woman of 139 East Seventy-first belonged to the room down the hall, just as that room belonged in the brownstone, all a part of the quiet, monied, tree-lined street. “You’ve known them a long time, haven’t you?”


  “A lifetime, you might say,” replied Abbott. “He was a yachtsman we put to good use in the Adriatic runs for Donovan’s operations in Yugoslavia. Mikhailovitch once said he sailed on sheer nerve, bending the worst weather to his will. And don’t let Sister Meg’s graciousness fool you. She was one of Intrepid’s girls, a piranha with very sharp teeth.”


  “They’re quite a story.”


  “It’ll never be told,” said Abbott, closing the subject. “I want you to meet Elliot Stevens. I don’t think I have to tell you who he is. Webb, Stevens. Stevens, Webb.”


  “That sounds like a law firm,” said Stevens amiably, walking across the room, hand extended. “Nice to know you, Webb. Have a good trip?”


  “I would have preferred military transport. I hate those damned commercial airlines. I thought a customs agent at Kennedy was going to slice the lining of my suitcase.”


  “You look too respectable in that uniform,” laughed the Monk. “You’re obviously a smuggler.”


  “I’m still not sure I understand the uniform,” said the major, carrying his briefcase to a long hatch table against the wall, and unclipping the nylon cord from his belt.


  “I shouldn’t have to tell you,” answered Abbott, “that the tightest security is often found in being quite obvious on the surface. An army intelligence officer prowling around undercover in Zurich at this particular time could raise alarms.”


  “Then I don’t understand, either,” said the White House aide, coming up beside Webb at the table, watching the major’s manipulations with the nylon cord and the lock. “Wouldn’t an obvious presence raise even more shrill alarms? I thought the assumption of undercover was that discovery was less probable.”


  “Webb’s trip to Zurich was a routine consulate check, predated on the G-Two schedules. No one fools anybody about those trips; they’re what they are and nothing else. Ascertaining new sources, paying off informants. The Soviets do it all the time; they don’t even bother to hide it. Neither do we, frankly.”


  “But that wasn’t the purpose of this trip,” said Stevens, beginning to understand. “So the obvious conceals the unobvious.”


  “That’s it.”


  “Can I help?” The presidential aide seemed fascinated by the briefcase.


  “Thanks,” said Webb. “Just pull the cord through.”


  Stevens did so. “I always thought it was chains around the wrist,” he said.


  “Too many hands cut off,” explained the major, smiling at the White House man’s reaction. “There’s a steel wire running through the nylon.” He freed the briefcase and opened it on the table, looking around at the elegance of the furnished library-den. At the rear of the room was a pair of French doors that apparently led to an outside garden, an outline of a high stone wall seen dimly through the panes of thick glass. “So this is Treadstone Seventy-One. It isn’t the way I pictured it.”


  “Pull the curtains again, will you please, Elliot?” Abbott said. The presidential aide walked to the French doors and did so. Abbott crossed to a bookcase, opened the cabinet beneath it, and reached inside. There was a quiet whir; the entire bookcase came out of the wall and slowly revolved to the left. On the other side was an electronic radio console, one of the most sophisticated Gordon Webb had seen. “Is this more what you had in mind?” asked the Monk.


  “Jesus…” The major whistled as he studied the dials, calibrations, cable patches and scanning devices built into the panel. The Pentagon war rooms had far more elaborate equipment, but this was the miniaturized equal of most well-structured intelligence stations.


  “I’d whistle, too,” said Stevens, standing in front of the dense curtain. “But Mr. Abbott already gave me my personal sideshow. That’s only the beginning. Four more buttons and this place looks like a SAC base in Omaha.”


  “Those same buttons also transform this room back into a graceful East Side library.” The old man reached inside the cabinet; in seconds the enormous console was replaced by bookshelves. He then walked to the adjacent bookcase, opened the cabinet beneath and once again put his hand inside. The whirring began; the bookcase slid out, and shortly in its place were three tall filing cabinets. The Monk took out a key and pulled out a file drawer. “I’m not showing off, Gordon. When we’re finished, I want you to look through these. I’ll show you the switch that’ll send them back. If you have any problems, our host will take care of everything.”


  “What am I to look for?”


  “We’ll get to it; right now I want to hear about Zurich. What have you learned?”


  “Excuse me, Mr. Abbott,” interrupted Stevens. “If I’m slow, it’s because all this is new to me. But I was thinking about something you said a minute ago about Major Webb’s trip.”


  “What is it?”


  “You said the trip was predated on the G-Two schedules.”


  “That’s right.”


  “Why? The major’s obvious presence was to confuse Zurich, not Washington. Or was it?”


  The Monk smiled. “I can see why the president keeps you around. We’ve never doubted that Carlos has bought his way into a circle or two—or ten—in Washington. He finds the discontented men and offers them what they do not have. A Carlos could not exist without such people. You must remember, he doesn’t merely sell death, he sells a nation’s secrets. All too frequently to the Soviets, if only to prove to them how rash they were to expel him.”


  “The president would want to know that,” said the aide. “It would explain several things.”


  “It’s why you’re here, isn’t it?” said Abbott.


  “I guess it is.”


  “And it’s a good place to begin for Zurich,” said Webb, taking his briefcase to an armchair in front of the filing cabinets. He sat down, spreading the folds inside the case at his feet, and took out several sheets of paper. “You may not doubt Carlos is in Washington, but I can confirm it.”


  “Where? Treadstone?”


  “There’s no clear proof of that, but it can’t be ruled out. He found the fiche. He altered it.”


  “Good God, how?”


  “The how I can only guess; the who I know.”


  “Who?”


  “A man named Koenig. Until three days ago he was in charge of primary verifications at the Gemeinschaft Bank.”


  “Three days ago? Where is he now?”


  “Dead. A freak automobile accident on a road he traveled every day of his life. Here’s the police report; I had it translated.” Abbott took the papers, and sat down in a nearby chair. Elliot Stevens remained standing; Webb continued. “There’s something very interesting there. It doesn’t tell us anything we don’t know, but there’s a lead I’d like to follow up.”


  “What is it?” asked the Monk, reading. “This describes the accident. The curve, speed of vehicle, apparent swerving to avoid a collision.”


  “It’s at the end. It mentions the killing at the Gemeinschaft, the bolt that got us off our asses.”


  “It does?” Abbott turned the page.


  “Look at it. Last couple of sentences. See what I mean?”


  “Not exactly,” replied Abbott, frowning. “This merely states that Koenig was employed by the Gemeinschaft where a recent homicide took place…and he had been a witness to the initial gunfire. That’s all.”


  “I don’t think it is ‘all,’” said Webb. “I think there was more. Someone started to raise a question, but it was left hanging. I’d like to find out who has his red pencil on the Zurich police reports. He could be Carlos’ man; we know he’s got one there.”


  The Monk leaned back in the chair, his frown unrelieved. “Assuming you’re right, why wasn’t the entire reference deleted?”


  “Too obvious. The killing did take place; Koenig was a witness; the investigating officer who wrote up the report might legitimately ask why.”


  “But if he had speculated on a connection wouldn’t he be just as disturbed that the speculation was deleted?”


  “Not necessarily. We’re talking about a bank in Switzerland. Certain areas are officially inviolable unless there’s proof.”


  “Not always. I understood you were very successful with the newspapers.”


  “Unofficially. I appealed to prurient journalistic sensationalism, and—although it damn near killed him—got Walther Apfel to corroborate halfway.”


  “Interruption,” said Elliot Stevens. “I think this is where the Oval Office has to come in. I assume by the newspapers you’re referring to the Canadian woman.”


  “Not really. That story was already out; we couldn’t stop it. Carlos is wired into the Zurich police; they issued that report. We simply enlarged on it and tied her to an equally false story about millions having been stolen from the Gemeinschaft.” Webb paused and looked at Abbott. “That’s something we have to talk about; it may not be false after all.”


  “I can’t believe that,” said the Monk.


  “I don’t want to believe it,” replied the major. “Ever.”


  “Would you mind backing up?” asked the White House aide, sitting down opposite the army officer. “I have to get this very clear.”


  “Let me explain,” broke in Abbott, seeing the bewilderment on Webb’s face. “Elliot’s here on orders from the president. It’s the killing at the Ottawa airport.”


  “It’s an unholy mess,” said Stevens bluntly. “The prime minister damn near told the president to take our stations out of Nova Scotia. He’s one angry Canadian.”


  “How did it come down?” asked Webb.


  “Very badly. All they know is that a ranking economist at National Revenue’s Treasury Board made discreet inquiries about an unlisted American corporation and got himself killed for it. To make matters worse, Canadian Intelligence was told to stay out of it; it was a highly sensitive U.S. operation.”


  “Who the hell did that?”


  “I believe I’ve heard the name Iron Ass bandied about here and there,” said the Monk.


  “General Crawford? Stupid son of a bitch—stupid iron-assed son of a bitch!”


  “Can you imagine?” interjected Stevens. “Their man gets killed and we have the gall to tell them to stay out.”


  “He was right, of course,” corrected Abbott. “It had to be done swiftly, no room for misunderstanding. A clamp had to be put on instantly, the shock sufficiently outrageous to stop everything. It gave me time to reach MacKenzie Hawkins—Mac and I worked together in Burma; he’s retired but they listen to him. They’re cooperating now and that’s the important thing, isn’t it?”


  “There are other considerations, Mr. Abbott,” protested Stevens.


  “They’re on different levels, Elliot. We working stiffs aren’t on them; we don’t have to spend time over diplomatic posturing. I’ll grant you those postures are necessary, but they don’t concern us.”


  “They do concern the president, sir. They’re part of his every working-stiff day. And that’s why I have to go back with a very clear picture.” Stevens paused, turning to Webb. “Now, please, let me have it again. Exactly what did you do and why? What part did we play regarding this Canadian woman?”


  “Initially not a goddamn thing; that was Carlos’ move. Someone very high up in the Zurich police is on Carlos’ payroll. It was the Zurich police who mocked up the so-called evidence linking her to the three killings. And it’s ludicrous; she’s no killer.”


  “All right, all right,” said the aide. “That was Carlos. Why did he do it?”


  “To flush out Bourne. The St. Jacques woman and Bourne are together.”


  “Bourne being this assassin who calls himself Cain, correct?”


  “Yes,” said Webb. “Carlos has sworn to kill him. Cain’s moved in on Carlos all over Europe and the Middle East, but there’s no photograph of Cain, no one really knows what he looks like. So by circulating a picture of the woman—and let me tell you, it’s in every damn newspaper over there—someone may spot her. If she’s found, the chances are that Cain—Bourne—will be found too. Carlos will kill them both.”


  “All right. Again, that’s Carlos. Now what did you do?”


  “Just what I said. Reached the Gemeinschaft and convinced the bank into confirming the fact that the woman might—just might—be tied with a massive theft. It wasn’t easy, but it was their man Koenig who’d been bribed, not one of our people. That’s an internal matter; they wanted a lid on it. Then I called the papers and referred them to Walther Apfel. Mysterious woman, murder, millions stolen; the editors leaped at it.”


  “For Christ’s sake, why?” shouted Stevens. “You used a citizen of another country for a U.S. intelligence strategy! A staff employee of a closely allied government. Are you out of your minds? You only exacerbated the situation, you sacrificed her!”


  “You’re wrong,” said Webb. “We’re trying to save her life. We’ve turned Carlos’ weapon against him.”


  “How?”


  The Monk raised his hand. “Before we answer we have to go back to another question,” he said. “Because the answer to that may give you an indication of how restricted the information must remain. A moment ago I asked the major how Carlos’ man could have found Bourne—found the fiche that identified Bourne as Cain. I think I know, but I want him to tell you.”


  Webb leaned forward. “The Medusa records,” he said, quietly, reluctantly.


  “Medusa …?” Stevens’ expression conveyed the fact that the Medusa had been the subject of early White House confidential briefings. “They’re buried,” he said.


  “Correction,” intruded Abbott. “There’s an original and two copies, and they’re in vaults at the Pentagon, the CIA and the National Security Council. Access to them is limited to a select group, each one among the highest-ranking members of his unit. Bourne came out of Medusa; a crosschecking of those names with the bank records would produce his name. Someone gave them to Carlos.”


  Stevens stared at the Monk. “Are you saying that Carlos is…wired into…men like that? It’s an extraordinary charge.”


  “It’s the only explanation,” said Webb.


  “By why would Bourne ever use his own name?”


  “It was necessary,” replied Abbott. “It was a vital part of the portrait. It had to be authentic; everything had to be authentic. Everything.”


  “Authentic?”


  “Maybe you’ll understand now,” continued the major. “By tying the St. Jacques woman into millions supposedly stolen from the Gemeinschaft Bank, we’re telling Bourne to surface. He knows it’s false.”


  “Bourne to surface?”


  “The man called Jason Bourne,” said Abbott, getting to his feet and walking slowly toward the drawn curtains, “is an American intelligence officer. There is no Cain, not the one Carlos believes. He’s a lure, a trap for Carlos; that’s who he is. Or was.”


  The silence was brief, broken by the White House man. “I think you’d better explain. The president has to know.”


  “I suppose so,” mused Abbott, parting the curtains, looking absently outside. “It’s an insoluble dilemma, really. Presidents change, different men with different temperaments and appetites sit in the Oval Office. However, a long-range intelligence strategy doesn’t change, not one like this. Yet an offhand remark over a glass of whiskey in a postpresidential conversation, or an egotistical phrase in a memoir, can blow that same strategy right to hell. There isn’t a day that we don’t worry about those men who have survived the White House.”


  “Please,” interrupted Stevens. “I ask you to remember that I’m here on the orders of this president. Whether you approve or disapprove doesn’t matter. He has the right by law to know; and in his name I insist on that right.”


  “Very well,” said Abbott, still looking outside. “Three years ago we borrowed a page from the British. We created a man who never was. If you recall, prior to the Normandy invasion British Intelligence floated a corpse into the coast of Portugal, knowing that whatever documents were concealed on it would find their way to the German Embassy in Lisbon. A life was created for that dead body; a name, a naval officer’s rank; schools, training, travel orders, driver’s license, membership cards in exclusive London clubs and a half-dozen personal letters. Scattered throughout were hints, vaguely worded allusions, and a few very direct chronological and geographical references. They all pointed to the invasion taking place a hundred miles away from the beaches at Normandy, and six weeks off the target date in June. After panicked checks were made by German agents all over England—and, incidentally, controlled and monitored by MI Five—the High Command in Berlin bought the story and shifted a large part of their defenses. As many as were lost, thousands upon thousands of lives were saved by that man who never was.” Abbott let the curtain fall into place and walked wearily back to his chair.


  “I’ve heard the story,” said the White House aide. “And?”


  “Ours was a variation,” said the Monk, sitting down wearily. “Create a living man, a quickly established legend, seemingly everywhere at once, racing all over Southeast Asia, outdoing Carlos at every turn, especially in the area of sheer numbers. Whenever there was a killing, or an unexplained death, or a prominent figure involved in a fatal accident, there was Cain. Reliable sources—paid informants known for accuracy—were fed his name; embassies, listening posts, entire intelligence networks were repeatedly funneled reports that concentrated on Cain’s rapidly expanding activities. His ‘kills’ were mounting every month, sometimes it seemed weekly. He was everywhere…and he was. In all ways.”


  “You mean this Bourne was?”


  “Yes. He spent months learning everything there was to learn about Carlos, studying every file we had, every known and suspected assassination with which Carlos was involved. He pored over Carlos’ tactics, his methods of operation, everything. Much of that material has never seen the light of day, and probably never will. It’s explosive—governments and international combines would be at each others’ throats. There was literally nothing Bourne did not know—that could be known—about Carlos. And then he’d show himself, always with a different appearance, speaking any of several languages, talking about things to selected circles of hardened criminals that only a professional killer would talk about. Then he’d be gone, leaving behind bewildered and often frightened men and women. They had seen Cain; he existed, and he was ruthless. That was the image Bourne conveyed.”


  “He’s been underground like this for three years?” asked Stevens.


  “Yes. He moved to Europe, the most accomplished white assassin in Asia, graduate of the infamous Medusa, challenging Carlos in his own yard. And in the process he saved four men marked by Carlos, took credit for others Carlos had killed, mocked him at every opportunity…always trying to force him out in the open. He spent nearly three years living the most dangerous sort of lie a man can live, the kind of existence few men ever know. Most would have broken under it; and that possibility can never be ruled out.”


  “What kind of man is he?”


  “A professional,” answered Gordon Webb. “Someone who had the training and the capability, who understood that Carlos had to be found, stopped.”


  “But three years …?”


  “If that seems incredible,” said Abbott, “you should know that he submitted to surgery. It was like a final break with the past, with the man he was in order to become a man he wasn’t. I don’t think there’s any way a nation can repay a man like Bourne for what he’s done. Perhaps the only way is to give him the chance to succeed—and by God I intend to do that.” The Monk stopped for precisely two seconds, then added, “If it is Bourne.”


  It was as if Elliot Stevens had been struck by an unseen hammer. “What did you say?” he asked.


  “I’m afraid I’ve held this to the end. I wanted you to understand the whole picture before I described the gap. It may not be a gap—we just don’t know. Too many things have happened that make no sense to us, but we don’t know. It’s the reason why there can be absolutely no interference from other levels, no diplomatic sugar pills that might expose the strategy. We could condemn a man to death, a man who’s given more than any of us. If he succeeds, he can go back to his own life, but only anonymously, only without his identity ever being revealed.”


  “I’m afraid you’ll have to explain that,” said the astonished presidential aide.


  “Loyalty, Elliot. It’s not restricted to what’s commonly referred to as the ‘good guys.’ Carlos has built up an army of men and women who are devoted to him. They may not know him but they revere him. However, if he can take Carlos—or trap Carlos so we can take him—then vanish, he’s home free.”


  “But you say he may not be Bourne!”


  “I said we don’t know. It was Bourne at the bank, the signatures were authentic. But is it Bourne now? The next few days will tell us.”


  “If he surfaces,” added Webb.


  “It’s delicate,” continued the old man. “There are so many variables. If it isn’t Bourne—or if he’s turned—it could explain the call to Ottawa, the killing at the airport. From what we can gather, the woman’s expertise was used to withdraw the money in Paris. All Carlos had to do was make a few inquiries at the Canadian Treasury Board. The rest would be child’s play for him. Kill her contact, panic her, cut her off, and use her to contain Bourne.”


  “Were you able to get word to her?” asked the major.


  “I tried and failed. I had Mac Hawkins call a man who also worked closely with the St. Jacques woman, a man named Alan somebody-or-other. He instructed her to return to Canada immediately. She hung up on him.”


  “Goddamn it!” exploded Webb.


  “Precisely. If we could have gotten her back, we might have learned so much. She’s the key. Why is she with him? Why he with her? Nothing makes sense.”


  “Less so to me!” said Stevens, his bewilderment turning into anger. “If you want the president’s cooperation—and I promise nothing—you’d better be clearer.”


  Abbott turned to him. “Some six months ago Bourne disappeared,” he said. “Something happened; we’re not sure what, but we can piece together a probability. He got word into Zurich that he was on his way to Marseilles. Later—too late—we understood. He’d learned that Carlos had accepted a contract on Howard Leland, and Bourne tried to stop it Then nothing; he vanished. Had he been killed? Had he broken under the strain? Had he…given up?”


  “I can’t accept that,” interrupted Webb angrily. “I won’t accept it!”


  “I know you won’t,” said the Monk. “It’s why I want you to go through that file. You know his codes; they’re all in there. See if you can spot any deviations in Zurich.”


  “Please!” broke in Stevens. “What do you think? You must have found something concrete, something on which to base a judgment. I need that, Mr. Abbott. The president needs it.”


  “I wish to heaven I had,” replied the Monk. “What have we found? Everything and nothing. Almost three years of the most carefully constructed deception in our records. Every false act documented, every move defined and justified; each man and woman—informants, contacts, sources—given faces, voices, stories to tell. And every month, every week just a little bit closer to Carlos. Then nothing. Silence. Six months of a vacuum.”


  “Not now,” countered the president’s aide. “That silence was broken. By whom?”


  “That’s the basic question, isn’t it?” said the old man, his voice tired. “Months of silence, then suddenly an explosion of unauthorized, incomprehensible activity. The account penetrated, the fiche altered, millions transferred—by all appearances, stolen. Above all, men killed and traps set for other men. But for whom, by whom?” The Monk shook his head wearily. “Who is the man out there?”


  CHAPTER TWENTY


  



  The limousine was parked between two streetlamps, diagonally across from the heavy ornamental doors of the brownstone. In the front seat sat a uniformed chauffeur; such a driver at the wheel of such a vehicle not an uncommon sight on the tree-lined street. What was unusual, however, was the fact that two other men remained in the shadows of the deep back seat, neither making any move to get out. Instead, they watched the entrance of the brownstone, confident that they could not be picked up by the infrared beam of a scanning camera.


  One man adjusted his glasses, the eyes beyond his thick lenses owl-like, flatly suspicious of most of what they surveyed. Alfred Gillette, director of Personnel Screening and Evaluation for the National Security Council, spoke. “How gratifying to be there when arrogance collapses. How much more so to be the instrument.”


  “You really dislike him, don’t you?” said Gillette’s companion, a heavy-shouldered man in a black raincoat whose accent was derived from a Slavic language somewhere in Europe.


  “I loathe him. He stands for everything I hate in Washington. The right schools, houses in Georgetown, farms in Virginia, quiet meetings at their clubs. They’ve got their tight little world and you don’t break in—they run it all. The bastards. The superior, self-inflated gentry of Washington. They use other men’s intellects, other men’s work, wrapping it all into decisions bearing their imprimaturs. And if you’re on the outside, you become part of that amorphous entity, a ‘damn fine staff.’”


  “You exaggerate,” said the European, his eyes on the brownstone. “You haven’t done badly down there. We never would have contacted you otherwise.”


  Gillette scowled. “If I haven’t done badly, it’s because I’ve become indispensable to too many like David Abbott. I have in my head a thousand facts they couldn’t possibly recall. It’s simply easier for them to place me where the questions are, where problems need solutions. Director of Personnel Screening and Evaluation! They created that title, that post, for me. Do you know why?”


  “No, Alfred,” replied the European, looking at his watch, “I don’t know why.”


  “Because they don’t have the patience to spend hours poring over thousands of résumés and dossiers. They’d rather be dining at Sans Souci, or preening in front of Senate committees, reading from pages prepared by others—by those unseen, unnamed ‘damn fine staffs.’”


  “You’re a bitter man,” said the European.


  “More than you’ll know. A lifetime doing the work those bastards should have done for themselves. And for what? A title and an occasional lunch where my brains are picked between the shrimp and the entrée! By men like the supremely arrogant David Abbott; they’re nothing without people like me.”


  “Don’t underestimate the Monk. Carlos doesn’t.”


  “How could he? He doesn’t know what to evaluate. Everything Abbott does is shrouded in secrecy; no one knows how many mistakes he’s made. And if any come to light, men like me are blamed for them.”


  The European shifted his gaze from the window to Gillette. “You’re very emotional, Alfred,” he said coldly. “You must be careful about that.”


  The bureaucrat smiled. “It never gets in the way: I believe my contributions to Carlos bear that out. Let’s say I’m preparing myself for a confrontation I wouldn’t avoid for anything in the world.”


  “An honest statement,” said the heavy-shouldered man.


  “What about you? You found me.”


  “I knew what to look for.” The European returned to the window.


  “I mean you. The work you do. For Carlos.”


  “I have no such complicated reasoning. I come out of a country where educated men are promoted at the whim of morons who recite Marxist litany by rote. Carlos, too, knew what to look for.”


  Gillette laughed, his flat eyes close to shining. “We’re not so different after all. Change the bloodlines of our Eastern establishment for Marx and there’s a distinct parallel.”


  “Perhaps,” agreed the European, looking again at his watch. “It shouldn’t be long now. Abbott always catches the midnight shuttle, his every hour accounted for in Washington.”


  “You’re sure he’ll come out alone?”


  “He always does, and he certainly wouldn’t be seen with Elliot Stevens. Webb and Stevens will also leave separately; twenty-minute intervals is standard for those called in.”


  “How did you find Treadstone?”


  “It wasn’t so difficult. You contributed, Alfred; you were part of a damn fine staff.” The man laughed, his eyes on the brownstone. “Cain was out of Medusa, you told us that, and if Carlos’ suspicions are accurate, that meant the Monk, we knew that; it tied him to Bourne. Carlos instructed us to keep Abbott under twenty-four-hour surveillance; something had gone wrong. When the gunshots in Zurich were heard in Washington, Abbott got careless. We followed him here. It was merely a question of persistence.”


  “That led you to Canada? To the man in Ottawa?”


  “The man in Ottawa revealed himself by looking for Treadstone. When we learned who the girl was, we had the Treasury Board watched, her section watched. A call came from Paris; it was she, telling him to start a search. We don’t know why, but we suspect Bourne may be trying to blow Treadstone apart. If he’s turned, it’s one way to get out and keep the money. It doesn’t matter. Suddenly, this section head no one outside the Canadian government had ever heard of was transformed into a problem of the highest priority. Intelligence communiqués were burning the wires. It meant Carlos was right; you were right, Alfred. There is no Cain. He’s an invention, a trap.”


  “From the beginning,” insisted Gillette. “I told you that. Three years of false reports, sources unverified. It was all there.”


  “From the beginning,” mused the European. “Undoubtedly the Monk’s finest creation…until something happened and the creation turned. Everything’s turning; it’s all coming apart at the seams.”


  “Stevens’ being here confirms that. The president insists on knowing.”


  “He has to. There’s a nagging suspicion in Ottawa that a section head at the Treasury Board was killed by American Intelligence.” The European turned from the window and looked at the bureaucrat. “Remember, Alfred, we simply want to know what happened. I’ve given you the facts as we’ve learned them; they’re irrefutable and Abbott cannot deny them. But they must be presented as having been obtained independently by your own sources. You’re appalled. You demand an accounting; the entire intelligence community has been duped.”


  “It has!” exclaimed Gillette. “Duped and used. No one in Washington knows about Bourne, about Treadstone. They’ve excluded everyone; it is appalling. I don’t have to pretend. Arrogant bastards!”


  “Alfred,” cautioned the European, holding up his hand in the shadows, “do remember whom you’re working for. The threat cannot be based on emotion, but in cold professional outrage. He’ll suspect you instantly; you must dispel those suspicions just as swiftly. You are the accuser, not he.”


  “I’ll remember.”


  “Good.” Headlight beams bounced through the glass. “Abbott’s taxi is here. I’ll take care of the driver.” The European reached to his right and flipped a switch beneath the armrest. “I’ll be in my car across the street, listening.” He spoke to the chauffeur. “Abbott will be coming out any moment now. You know what to do.”


  The chauffeur nodded. Both men got out of the limousine simultaneously. The driver walked around the hood as if to escort a wealthy employer to the south side of the street. Gillette watched through the rear window; the two men stayed together for several seconds, then separated, the European heading for the approaching cab, his hand held up, a bill between his fingers. The taxi would be sent away; the caller’s plans had changed. The chauffeur had raced to the north side of the street and was now concealed in the shadows of a staircase two doors away from Treadstone Seventy-One.


  Thirty seconds later Gillette’s eyes were drawn to the door of the brownstone. Light spilled through as an impatient David Abbott came outside, looking up and down the street, glancing at his watch, obviously annoyed. The taxi was late and he had a plane to catch; precise schedules had to be followed. Abbott walked down the steps, turning left on the pavement, looking for the cab, expecting it. In seconds he would pass the chauffeur. He did, both men well out of camera range.


  The interception was quick, the discussion rapid. In moments, a bewildered David Abbott climbed inside the limousine and the chauffeur walked away into the shadows.


  “You!” said the Monk, anger and disgust in his voice. “Of all people, you.”


  “I don’t think you’re in any position to be disdainful…much less arrogant.”


  “What you’ve done! How dare you? Zurich. The Medusa records. It was you!”


  “The Medusa records, yes. Zurich, yes. But it’s not a question of what I’ve done; it’s what you’ve done. We sent our own men to Zurich, telling them what to look for. We found it. His name is Bourne, isn’t it? He’s the man you call Cain. The man you invented.”


  Abbott kept himself in check. “How did you find this house?”


  “Persistence. I had you followed.”


  “You had me followed? What the hell did you think you were doing?”


  “Trying to set a record straight. A record you’ve warped and lied about, keeping the truth from the rest of us. What did you think you were doing?”


  “Oh, my God, you damn fool!” Abbott inhaled deeply. “Why did you do it? Why didn’t you come to me yourself?”


  “Because you’d have done nothing. You’ve manipulated the entire intelligence community. Millions of dollars, untold thousands of man hours, embassies and stations fed lies and distortions about a killer that never existed. Oh, I recall your words—what a challenge to Carlos! What an irresistible trap is what it was! Only we were your pawns too, and as a responsible member of the Security Council, I resent it deeply. You’re all alike. Who elected you God so you could break the rules—no, not just the rules, the laws—and make us look like fools?”


  “There was no other way,” said the old man wearily, his face a drawn mass of crevices in the dim light. “How many know? Tell me the truth.”


  “I’ve contained it. I gave you that.”


  “It may not be enough. Oh, Christ!”


  “It may not last, period,” said the bureaucrat emphatically. “I want to know what happened.”


  “What happened?”


  “To this grand strategy of yours. It seems to be…falling apart at the seams.”


  “Why do you say that?”


  “It’s perfectly obvious. You’ve lost Bourne; you can’t find him. Your Cain has disappeared with a fortune banked for him in Zurich.”


  Abbott was silent for a moment. “Wait a minute. What put you on to it?”


  “You,” said Gillette quickly, the prudent man rising to the baited question. “I must say I admired your control when that ass from the Pentagon spoke so knowingly of Operation Medusa…sitting directly across from the man who created it.”


  “History.” The old man’s voice was strong now. “That wouldn’t have told you anything.”


  “Let’s say it was rather unusual for you not to say anything. I mean, who at that table knew more about Medusa than you? But you didn’t say a word, and that started me thinking. So I objected strenuously to the attention being paid this assassin, Cain. You couldn’t resist, David. You had to offer a very plausible reason to continue the search for Cain. You threw Carlos into the hunt.”


  “It was the truth,” interrupted Abbott.


  “Certainly it was; you knew when to use it and I knew when to spot it. Ingenious. A snake pulled out of Medusa’s head, groomed for a mythical title. The contender jumps into the champion’s ring to draw the champion out of his corner.”


  “It was sound, sound from the beginning.”


  “Why not? As I say, it was ingenious, even down to every move made by his own people against Cain. Who better to relay those moves to Cain but the one man on the Forty Committee who’s given reports on every covert operations conference. You used us all!”


  The Monk nodded. “Very well. To a point you’re right, there’ve been degrees of abuse—in my opinion, totally justified—but it’s not what you think. There are checks and balances; there always are, I wouldn’t have it any other way. Treadstone is comprised of a small group of men among the most trustworthy in the government. They range from Army G-Two to the Senate, from the CIA to Naval Intelligence, and now, frankly, the White House. Should there be any true abuse, there’s not one of them that would hesitate to put a stop to the operation. None has ever seen fit to do so, and I beg you not to do so either.”


  “Would I be made part of Treadstone?”


  “You are part of it now.”


  “I see. What happened? Where is Bourne?”


  “I wish to God we knew. We’re not even sure it is Bourne.”


  “You’re not even sure of what?”


  “I see. What happened? Where is Bourne?”


  “I wish to God we knew. We’re not even sure it is Bourne.”


  “You’re not even sure of what?”


  The European reached for the switch on the dashboard and snapped it off. “That’s it,” he said. “That’s what we had to know.” He turned to the chauffeur beside him. “Quickly, now. Get beside the staircase. Remember, if one of them comes out, you have precisely three seconds before the door is closed. Work fast.”


  The uniformed man got out first; he walked up the pavement toward Treadstone Seventy-One. From one of the adjacent brownstones, a middle-aged couple were saying loud goodbyes to their hosts. The chauffeur slowed down, reached into his pocket for a cigarette and stopped to light it. He was now a bored driver, whiling away the hours of a tedious vigil. The European watched, then unbuttoned his raincoat and withdrew a long, thin revolver, its barrel enlarged by a silencer. He switched off the safety, shoved the weapon back into his holster, got out of the car and walked across the street toward the limousine. The mirrors had been angled properly; by staying in the blind spot there was no way either man inside could see him approach. The European paused briefly for the rear trunk, then swiftly, hand extended, lunged for the right front door, opened it and spun inside, leveling his weapon over the seat.


  Alfred Gillette gasped, his left hand surging for the door handle; the European snapped the four-way lock. David Abbott remained immobile, staring at the invader.


  “Good evening, Monk,” said the European. “Another, whom I’m told often assumes a religious habit, sends you his congratulations. Not only for Cain, but for your household personnel at Treadstone. The Yachtsman, for instance. Once a superior agent.”


  Gillette found his voice; it was a mixture of a scream and a whisper. “What is this? Who are you?” he cried, feigning ignorance.


  “Oh come now, old friend. That’s not necessary,” said the man with the gun. “I can see by the expression on Mr. Abbott’s face that he realizes his initial doubts about you were accurate. One should always trust one’s first instincts, shouldn’t one, Monk? You were right, of course. We found another discontented man; your system reproduces them with alarming rapidity. He, indeed, gave us the Medusa files, and they did, indeed, lead us to Bourne.”


  “What are you doing?!” screamed Gillette. “What are you saying!”


  “You’re a bore, Alfred. But you were always part of a damn fine staff. It’s too bad you didn’t know which staff to stay with; your kind never do.”


  “You!…” Gillette rose bodily off the seat, his face contorted.


  The European fired his weapon, the cough from the barrel echoing briefly in the soft interior of the limousine. The bureaucrat slumped over, his body crumbling to the floor against the door, owl-eyes wide in death.


  “I don’t think you mourn him,” said the European.


  “I don’t,” said the Monk.


  “It is Bourne out there, you know. Cain turned; he broke. The long period of silence is over. The snake from Medusa’s head decided to strike out on his own. Or perhaps he was bought. That’s possible too, isn’t it? Carlos buys many men, the one at your feet now, for example.”


  “You’ll learn nothing from me. Don’t try.”


  “There’s nothing to learn. We know it all. Delta, Charlie…Cain. But the names aren’t important any longer; they never were, really All that remains is the final isolation—removing of the man-monk who makes the decisions. You. Bourne is trapped. He’s finished.”


  “There are others who make decisions. He’ll reach them.”


  “If he does, they’ll kill him on sight. There’s nothing more despicable than a man who’s turned, but in order for a man to turn, there has to be irrefutable proof that he was yours to begin with. Carlos has the proof; he was yours, his origins as sensitive as anything in the Medusa files.”


  The old man frowned; he was frightened, not for his life, but for something infinitely more indispensable. “You’re out of your mind,” he said. “There is no proof.”


  “That was the flaw, your flaw. Carlos is thorough; his tentacles reach into all manner of hidden recesses. You needed a man from Medusa, someone who had lived and disappeared. You chose a man named Bourne because the circumstances of his disappearance had been obliterated, eliminated from every existing record—or so you believed. But you didn’t consider Hanoi’s own field personnel who had infiltrated Medusa; those records exist. On March 25, 1968, Jason Bourne was executed by an American Intelligence officer in the jungles of Tam Quan.”


  The Monk lunged forward; there was nothing left but a final gesture, a final defiance. The European fired.


  The door of the brownstone opened. From the shadows beneath the staircase the chauffeur smiled. The White House aide was being escorted out by the old man who lived at Treadstone, the one they called the Yachtsman; the killer knew that meant the primary alarms were off. The three-second span was eliminated.


  “So good of you to drop by,” said the Yachtsman, shaking hands.


  “Thank you very much, sir.”


  Those were the last words either man spoke. The chauffeur aimed above the walled brick railing, pulling the trigger twice, the muffled reports indistinguishable from the myriad of distant sounds of the city. The Yachtsman fell back inside; the White House aide clutched his upper chest, reeling into the door frame. The chauffeur spun around the brick railing and raced up the steps, catching Stevens’ body as it plummeted down. With bull-like strength, the killer lifted the White House man off his feet, hurling him back through the door into the foyer beyond the Yachtsman. Then he turned to the interior border of the heavy, steel-plated door. He knew what to look for; he found it. Along the upper molding, disappearing into the wall, was a thick cable, stained the color of the doorframe. He closed the door part way, raised his gun and fired into the cable. The spit was followed by an eruption of static and sparks; the security cameras were blown out, screens everywhere now dark.


  He opened the door to signal; it was not necessary. The European was walking rapidly across the quiet street. Within seconds he had climbed the steps and was inside, glancing around the foyer and the hallway—the door at the end of the hallway. Together both men lifted a rug from the foyer floor, the European closing the door on its edge, welding cloth and steel together so that a two-inch space remained, the security bolts still in place. No backup alarms could be raised.


  They stood erect in silence; both knew that if the discovery was going to be made, it would be made quickly. It came with the sound of an upstairs door opening, followed by footsteps and words that floated down the staircase in a cultured female voice.


  “Darling! I just noticed, the damn camera’s on the fritz. Would you check it, please?” There was a pause; then the woman spoke again. “On second thought why not tell David?” Again the pause, again with precise timing. “Don’t bother the Jesuit, darling. Tell David!”


  Two footsteps. Silence. A rustle of cloth. The European studied the stairwell. A light went out. David. Jesuit…Monk!


  “Get her!” he roared at the chauffeur, spinning around, his weapon leveled at the door at the end of the hallway.


  The uniformed man raced up the staircase; there was a gunshot; it came from a powerful weapon—unmuffled, unsilenced. The European looked up; the chauffeur was holding his shoulder, his coat drenched with blood, his pistol held out, spitting repeatedly up the well of the stairs.


  The door at the end of the hallway was yanked open, the major standing there in shock, a file folder in his hand. The European fired twice; Gordon Webb arched backward, his throat torn open, the papers in the folder flying out behind him. The man in the raincoat raced up the steps to the chauffeur; above, over the railing, was the gray-haired woman, dead, blood spilling out of her head and neck. “Are you all right? Can you move?” asked the European.


  The chauffeur nodded. “The bitch blew half my shoulder off, but I can manage.”


  “You have to!” commanded his superior, ripping off his raincoat. “Put on my coat. I want the Monk in here! Quickly!”


  “Jesus!…”


  “Carlos wants the Monk in here!”


  Awkwardly the wounded man put on the black raincoat and made his way down the staircase around the bodies of the Yachtsman and the White House aide. Carefully, in pain, he let himself out the door and down the front steps.


  The European watched him, holding the door, making sure the man was sufficiently mobile for the task. He was; he was a bull whose every appetite was satisfied by Carlos. The chauffeur would carry David Abbott’s corpse back into the brownstone, no doubt supporting it as though helping an aging drunk for the benefit of anyone in the street; and then he would somehow contain his bleeding long enough to drive Alfred Gillette’s body across the river, burying him in a swamp. Carlos’ men were capable of such things; they were all bulls. Discontented bulls who had found their own causes in a single man.


  The European turned and started down the hallway; there was work to do. The final isolation of the man called Jason Bourne.


  It was more than could be hoped for, the exposed files a gift beyond belief. Included were folders containing every code and method of communication ever used by the mythical Cain. Now not so mythical, thought the European as he gathered the papers together. The scene was set, the four corpses in position in the peaceful, elegant library. David Abbott was arched in a chair, his dead eyes in shock, Elliot Stevens at his feet; the Yachtsman was slumped over the hatch table, an overturned bottle of whiskey in his hand, while Gordon Webb sprawled on the floor, clutching his briefcase. Whatever violence had taken place, the setting indicated that it had been unexpected; conversations interrupted by abrupt gunfire.


  The European walked around in suede gloves, appraising his artistry, and it was artistry. He had dismissed the chauffeur, wiped every door handle, every knob, every gleaming surface of wood. It was time for the final touch. He walked to a table where there were brandy glasses on a silver tray, picked one up and held it to the light; as he expected, it was spotless. He put it down and took out a small, flat, plastic case from his pocket. He opened it and removed a strip of transparent tape, holding it, too, up to the light. There they were, as clear as portraits—for they were portraits, as undeniable as any photograph.


  They had been taken off a glass of Perrier, removed from an office at the Gemeinschaft Bank in Zurich. They were the fingerprints of Jason Bourne’s right hand.


  The European picked up the brandy glass and, with the patience of the artist he was, pressed the tape around the lower surface, then gently peeled it off. Again he held the glass up; the prints were seen in dull perfection against the light of the table lamp.


  He carried the glass over to a corner of the parquet floor and dropped it. He knelt down, studied the fragments, removed several, and brushed the rest under the curtain.


  They were enough.


  CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE


  



  “Later,” said Bourne, throwing their suitcases on the bed. “We’ve got to get out of here.”


  Marie sat in the armchair. She had reread the newspaper article again, selecting phrases, repeating them. Her concentration was absolute; she was consumed, more and more confident of her analysis.


  “I’m right, Jason. Someone is sending us a message.”


  “We’ll talk about it later; we’ve stayed here too long as it is. That newspaper’ll be all over this hotel in an hour, and the morning papers may be worse. It’s no time for modesty; you stand out in a hotel lobby, and you’ve been seen in this one by too many people. Get your things.”


  Marie stood up, but made no other move. Instead, she held her place and forced him to look at her. “We’ll talk about several things later,” she said firmly. “You were leaving me, Jason, and I want to know why.”


  “I told you I’d tell you,” he answered without evasion, “because you have to know and I mean that. But right now I want to get out of here. Get your things, goddamn it!”


  She blinked, his sudden anger having its effect. “Yes, of course,” she whispered.


  They took the elevator down to the lobby. As the worn marble floor came into view, Bourne had the feeling they were in a cage, exposed and vulnerable; if the machine stopped, they would be taken. Then he understood why the feeling was so strong. Below on the left was the front desk, the concierge sitting behind it, a pile of newspapers on the counter to his right. They were copies of the same tabloid Jason had put in the attaché case Marie was now carrying. The concierge had taken one; he was reading it avidly; poking a toothpick between his teeth, oblivious to everything but the latest scandal.


  “Walk straight through,” said Jason. “Don’t stop, just go right to the door. I’ll meet you outside.”


  “Oh, my God,” she whispered, seeing the concierge.


  “I’ll pay him as quickly as I can.”


  The sound of Marie’s heels on the marble floor was a distraction Bourne did not want. The concierge looked up as Jason moved in front of him, blocking his view.


  “It’s been very pleasant,” he said in French, “but I’m in a great hurry. I have to drive to Lyon tonight. Just round out the figure to the nearest five hundred francs. I haven’t had time to leave gratuities.”


  The financial distraction accomplished its purpose. The concierge reached his totals quickly; he presented the bill. Jason paid it and bent down for the suitcases, glancing up at the sound of surprise that exploded from the concierge’s gaping mouth. The man was staring at the pile of newspapers on his right, his eyes on the photograph of Marie St. Jacques. He looked over at the glass doors of the entrance; Marie stood on the pavement. He shifted his astonished gaze to Bourne; the connection was made, the man inhibited by sudden fear.


  Jason walked rapidly toward the glass doors, angling his shoulder to push them open, glancing back at the front desk. The concierge was reaching for a telephone.


  “Let’s go!” he cried to Marie. “Look for a cab!”


  They found one on rue Lecourbe, five blocks from the hotel. Bourne feigned the role of an inexperienced American tourist, employing the inadequate French that had served him so well at the Valois Bank. He explained to the driver that he and his petite amie wanted to get out of central Paris for a day or so, someplace where they could be alone. Perhaps the driver could suggest several places and they would choose one.


  The driver could and did. “There’s a small inn outside Issy-les-Moulineaux, called La Maison Carrée,” he said. “Another in Ivry sur Seine, you might like. It’s very private, monsieur. Or perhaps the Auberge du Coin in Montrouge; it’s very discreet.”


  “Let’s take the first,” said Jason. “It’s the first that came to your mind. How long will it take?”


  “No more than fifteen, twenty minutes, monsieur.”


  “Good.” Bourne turned to Marie and spoke softly. “Change your hair.”


  “What?”


  “Change your hair. Pull it up or push it back, I don’t care, but change it. Move out of sight of his mirror. Hurry up!”


  Several moments later Marie’s long auburn hair was pulled severely back, away from her face and neck, fastened with the aid of a mirror and hairpins from her purse into a tight chignon. Jason looked at her in the dim light.


  “Wipe off your lipstick. All of it.”


  She took out a tissue and did so. “All right?”


  “Yes. Have you got an eyebrow pencil?”


  “Of course.”


  “Thicken your eyebrows; just a little bit. Extend them about a quarter of an inch; curve the ends down just a touch.”


  Again she followed his instructions. “Now?” she asked.


  “That’s better,” he replied, studying her. The changes were minor but the effect major. She had been subtly transformed from a softly elegant, striking woman into a harsher image. At the least, she was not on first sight the woman in the newspaper photograph and that was all that mattered.


  “When we reach Moulineaux,” he whispered, “get out quickly and stand up. Don’t let the driver see you.”


  “It’s a little late for that, isn’t it?”


  “Just do as I say.”


  Listen to me. I am a chameleon called Cain and I can teach you many things I do not care to teach you, but at the moment I must. I can change my color to accommodate any backdrop in the forest, I can shift with the wind by smelling it. I can find my way through the natural and the manmade jungles. Alpha, Bravo, Charlie, Delta.… Delta is for Charlie and Charlie is for Cain. I am Cain. I am death. And I must tell you who I am and lose you.


  “My darling, what is it?”


  “What?”


  “You’re looking at me; you’re not breathing. Are you all right?”


  “Sorry,” he said, glancing away, breathing again. “I’m figuring out our moves. I’ll know better what to do when we get there.”


  They arrived at the inn. There was a parking lot bordered by a post-and-rail fence on the right; several late diners came out of the lattice-framed entrance in front. Bourne leaned forward in the seat.


  “Let us off inside the parking area, if you don’t mind,” he ordered, offering no explanation for the odd request.


  “Certainly, monsieur,” said the driver, nodding his head, then shrugging, his movements conveying the fact that his passengers were, indeed, a cautious couple. The rain had subsided, returning to a mistlike drizzle. The taxi drove off. Bourne and Marie remained in the shadows of the foliage at the side of the inn until it disappeared. Jason put the suitcases down on the wet ground. “Wait here,” he said.


  “Where are you going?”


  “To phone for a taxi.”


  The second taxi took them into the Montrouge district. This driver was singularly unimpressed by the stern-faced couple who were obviously from the provinces, and probably seeking cheaper lodgings. When and if he picked up a newspaper and saw a photograph of a French-Canadiènne involved with murder and theft in Zurich, the woman in his back seat now would not come to mind.


  The Auberge du Coin did not live up to its name. It was not a quaint village inn situated in a secluded nook of the countryside. Instead, it was a large, flat, two-story structure a quarter of a mile off the highway. If anything, it was reminiscent of motels the world over that blighted the outskirts of cities; commerciality guaranteeing the anonymity of their guests. It was not hard to imagine various appointments by the scores that were best left to erroneous registrations.


  So they registered erroneously and were given a plastic room where every accessory worth over twenty francs was bolted into the floor or attached with headless screws to lacquered formica. There was, however, one positive feature to the place; an ice machine down the hall. They knew it worked because they could hear it. With the door closed.


  “All right, now. Who would be sending us a message?” asked Bourne, standing, revolving the glass of whiskey in his hand.


  “If I knew, I’d get in touch with them,” she said, sitting at the small desk, chair turned, legs crossed, watching him closely. “It could be connected with why you were running away.”


  “If it was, it was a trap.”


  “It was no trap. A man like Walther Apfel didn’t do what he did to accommodate a trap.”


  “I wouldn’t be so sure of that.” Bourne walked to the single plastic armchair and sat down. “Koenig did; he marked me right there in the waiting room.”


  “He was a bribed foot-soldier, not an officer of the bank. He acted alone. Apfel couldn’t.”


  Jason looked up. “What do you mean?”


  “Apfel’s statement had to be cleared by his superiors. It was made in the name of the bank.”


  “If you’re so sure, let’s call Zurich.”


  “They don’t want that. Either they haven’t the answer or they can’t give it. Apfel’s last words were that they would have no further comment. To anyone. That, too, was part of the message. We’re to contact someone else.”


  Bourne drank; he needed the alcohol, for the moment was coming when he would begin the story of a killer named Cain. “Then we’re back to whom?” he said. “Back to the trap.”


  “You think you know who it is, don’t you?” Marie reached for her cigarettes on the desk. “It’s why you were running, isn’t it?”


  “The answer to both questions is yes.” The moment had come. The message was sent by Carlos. I am Cain and you must leave me. I must lose you. But first there is Zurich and you have to understand. “That article was planted to find me.”


  “I won’t argue with that,” she broke in, surprising him with the interruption. “I’ve had time to think; they know the evidence is false—so patently false it’s ridiculous. The Zurich police fully expect me to get in touch with the Canadian Embassy now—” Marie stopped, the unlit cigarette in her hand. “My God, Jason, that’s what they want us to do!”


  “Who wants us to do?”


  “Whoever’s sending us the message. They know I have no choice but to call the embassy, get the protection of the Canadian government. I didn’t think of it because I’ve already spoken to the embassy, to what’s his name—Dennis Corbelier—and he had absolutely nothing to tell me. He only did what I asked him to do; there was nothing else. But that was yesterday, not today, not tonight.” Marie started for the telephone on the bedside table.


  Bourne rose quickly from the chair and intercepted her, holding her arm. “Don’t” he said firmly.


  “Why not?”


  “Because you’re wrong.”


  “I’m right, Jason! Let me prove it to you.”


  Bourne moved in front of her. “I think you’d better listen to what I have to say.”


  “No!” she cried, startling him. “I don’t want to hear it. Not now!”


  “An hour ago in Paris it was the only thing you wanted to hear. Hear it!”


  “No! An hour ago I was dying. You’d made up your mind to run. Without me. And I know now it will happen over and over again until it stops for you. You hear words, you see images, and fragments of things come back to you that you can’t understand, but because they’re there you condemn yourself. You always will condemn yourself until someone proves to you that whatever you were…there are others using you, who will sacrifice you. But there’s also someone else out there who wants to help you, help us. That’s the message! I know I’m right. I want to prove it to you. Let me!”


  Bourne held her arms in silence, looking at her face, her lovely face filled with pain and useless hope, her eyes pleading. The terrible ache was everywhere within him. Perhaps it was better this way; she would see for herself, and her fear would make her listen, make her understand. There was nothing for them any longer. I am Cain…“All right, you can make the call, but it’s got to be done my way.” He released her and went to the telephone; he dialed the Auberge du Coin’s front desk. “This is room 341. I’ve just heard from friends in Paris; they’re coming out to join us in a while. Do you have a room down the hall for them? Fine. Their name is Briggs, an American couple. I’ll come down and pay in advance and you can let me have the key. Splendid. Thank you.”


  “What are you doing?”


  “Proving something to you,” he said. “Get me a dress,” he continued. “The longest one you’ve got.”


  “What?”


  “If you want to make your call, you’ll do as I tell you.”


  “You’re crazy.”


  “I’ve admitted that,” he said, taking trousers and a shirt from his suitcase. “The dress, please.”


  Fifteen minutes later, Mr. and Mrs. Briggs’ room, six doors away and across the hall from room 341, was in readiness. The clothes had been properly placed, selected lights left on, others not functioning because the bulbs had been removed.


  Jason returned to their room; Marie was standing by the telephone. “We’re set.”


  “What have you done?”


  “What I wanted to do; what I had to do. You can make the call now.”


  “It’s very late. Suppose he isn’t there?”


  “I think he will be. If not, they’ll give you his home phone. His name was in the telephone logs in Ottawa; it had to be.”


  “I suppose it was.”


  “Then he will have been reached. Have you gone over what I told you to say?”


  “Yes, but it doesn’t matter; it’s not relevant. I know I’m not wrong.”


  “We’ll see. Just say the words I told you. I’ll be right beside you listening. Go ahead.”


  She picked up the phone and dialed. Seven seconds after she reached the embassy switchboard, Dennis Corbelier was on the line. It was quarter past one in the morning.


  “Christ almighty, where are you?”


  “You were expecting me to call, then?”


  “I was hoping to hell you would! This place is in an uproar. I’ve been waiting here since five o’clock this afternoon.”


  “So was Alan. In Ottawa.”


  “Alan who? What are you talking about? Where the hell are you?”


  “First I want to know what you have to tell me.”


  “Tell you?”


  “You have a message for me, Dennis. What is it?”


  “What is what? What message?”


  Marie’s face went pale. “I didn’t kill anyone in Zurich. I wouldn’t…”


  “Then for God’s sake,” interrupted the attaché, “get in here! We’ll give you all the protection we can. No one can touch you here!”


  “Dennis, listen to me! You’ve been waiting there for my call, haven’t you?”


  “Yes, of course.”


  “Someone told you to wait, isn’t that true?”


  A pause. When Corbelier spoke, his voice was subdued. “Yes, he did. They did.”


  “What did they tell you?”


  “That you need our help. Very badly.”


  Marie resumed breathing. “And they want to help us?”


  “By us,” replied Corbelier, “you’re saying he’s with you, then?”


  Bourne’s face was next to hers, his head angled to hear Corbelier’s words. He nodded.


  “Yes,” she answered. “We’re together, but he’s out for a few minutes. It’s all lies; they told you that, didn’t they?”


  “All they said was that you had to be found, protected. They do want to help you: they want to send a car for you. One of ours. Diplomatic.”


  “Who are they?”


  “I don’t know them by name; I don’t have to. I know their rank.”


  “Rank?”


  “Specialists, FS-Five. You don’t get much higher than that.”


  “You trust them?”


  “My God, yes! They reached me through Ottawa. Their orders came from Ottawa.”


  “They’re at the embassy now?’


  “No, they’re outposted.” Corbelier paused, obviously exasperated. “Jesus Christ, Marie—where are you?”


  Bourne nodded again, she spoke.


  “We’re at the Auberge du Coin in Montrouge. Under the name of Briggs.”


  “I’ll get that car to you right away.”


  “No, Dennis!” protested Marie, watching Jason, his eyes telling her to follow his instructions. “Send one in the morning. First thing in the morning—four hours from now, if you like.”


  “I can’t do that! For your own sake.”


  “You have to; you don’t understand. He was trapped into doing something and he’s frightened; he wants to run. If he knew I called you, he’d be running now. Give me time. I can convince him to turn himself in. Just a few more hours. He’s confused, but underneath he knows I’m right.” Marie said the words, looking at Bourne.


  “What kind of a son of a bitch is he?”


  “A terrified one,” she answered. “One who’s being manipulated. I need the time. Give it to me.”


  “Marie …?” Corbelier stopped. “All right, first thing in the morning. Say…six o’clock. And, Marie, they want to help you. They can help you.”


  “I know. Good night.”


  “Good night.”


  Marie hung up.


  “Now, we’ll wait,” Bourne said.


  “I don’t know what you’re proving. Of course he’ll call the FS-Fives, and of course they’ll show up here. What do you expect? He as much as admitted what he was going to do, what he thinks he has to do.”


  “And these diplomatic FS-Fives are the ones sending us the message?”


  “My guess is they’ll take us to who is. Or if those sending it are too far away, they’ll put us in touch with them. I’ve never been surer of anything in my professional life.”


  Bourne looked at her. “I hope you’re right, because it’s your whole life that concerns me. If the evidence against you in Zurich isn’t part of any message, if it was put there by experts to find me—if the Zurich police believe it—then I’m that terrified man you spoke about to Corbelier. No one wants you to be right more than I do. But I don’t think you are.”


  At three minutes past two, the lights in the motel corridor flickered and went out, leaving the long hallway in relative darkness, the spill from the stairwell the only source of illumination. Bourne stood by the door of their room, pistol in hand, the lights turned off, watching the corridor through a crack between the door’s edge and the frame. Marie was behind him, peering over his shoulder; neither spoke.


  The footsteps were muffled, but there. Distinct, deliberate, two sets of shoes cautiously climbing the staircase. In seconds, the figures of two men could be seen emerging out of the dim light. Marie gasped involuntarily; Jason reached over his shoulder, his hand gripping her mouth harshly. He understood; she had recognized one of the two men, a man she had seen only once before. In Zurich’s Steppdeckstrasse, minutes before another had ordered her execution. It was the blond man they had sent up to Bourne’s room, the expendable scout brought now to Paris to spot the target he had missed. In his left hand was a small pencil light, in his right a long-barreled gun, swollen by a silencer.


  His companion was shorter, more compact, his walk not unlike an animal’s tread, shoulders and waist moving fluidly with his legs. The lapels of his topcoat were pulled up, his head covered by a narrow-brimmed hat, shading his unseen face. Bourne stared at this man; there was something familiar about him, about the figure, the walk, the way he carried his head. What was it? What was it? He knew him.


  But there was not time to think about it; the two men were approaching the door of the room reserved in the name of Mr. and Mrs. Briggs. The blond man held his pencil light on the numbers, then swept the beam down toward the knob and the lock.


  What followed was mesmerizing in its efficiency. The stocky man held a ring of keys in his right hand, placing it under the beam of light, his fingers selecting a specific key. In his left hand he gripped a weapon, its shape in the spill revealing an outsized silencer for a heavy-calibered automatic, not unlike the powerful Sternlicht Luger favored by the Gestapo in World War Two. It could cut through webbed steel and concrete, its sound no more than a rheumatic cough, ideal for taking enemies of the state at night in quiet neighborhoods, nearby residents unaware of any disturbance, only of disappearance in the morning.


  The shorter man inserted the key, turned it silently, then lowered the barrel of the gun to the lock. Three rapid coughs accompanied three flashes of light; the wood surrounding any bolts shattered. The door fell free; the two killers rushed inside.


  There were two beats of silence, then an eruption of muffled gunfire, spits and white flashes from the darkness. The door was slammed shut; it would not stay closed, falling back as louder sounds of thrashing and collision came from within the room. Finally a light was found; it was snapped on briefly, then shot out in fury, a lamp sent crashing to the floor, glass shattering. A cry of frenzy exploded from the throat of an infuriated man.


  The two killers rushed out, weapons leveled, prepared for a trap, bewildered that there was none. They reached the staircase and raced down as a door to the right of the invaded room opened. A blinking guest peered out, then shrugged and went back inside. Silence returned to the darkened hallway.


  Bourne held his place, his arm around Marie St. Jacques. She was trembling, her head pressed into his chest, sobbing quietly, hysterically, in disbelief. He let the minutes pass, until the trembling subsided and deep breaths replaced the sobs. He could not wait any longer; she had to see for herself. See completely, the impression indelible; she had to finally understand. I am Cain. I am death.


  “Come on,” he whispered.


  He led her out into the hallway, guiding her firmly toward the room that was now his ultimate proof. He pushed the broken door open and they walked inside.


  She stood motionless, both repelled and hypnotized by the sight. In an open doorway on the right was the dim silhouette of a figure, the light behind it so muted only the outline could be seen, and only then when the eyes adjusted to the strange admixture of darkness and glow. It was the figure of a woman in a long gown, the fabric moving gently in the breeze of an open window.


  Window. Straight ahead was a second figure, barely visible but there, its shape an obscure blot indistinctly outlined by the wash of light from the distant highway. Again, it seemed to move, brief, spastic flutterings of cloth—of arms.


  “Oh, God,” said Marie, frozen. “Turn on the lights, Jason.”


  “None of them work,” he replied. “Only two table lamps; they found one.” He walked across the room cautiously and reached the lamp he was looking for; it was on the floor against the wall. He knelt down and turned it on; Marie shuddered.


  Strung across the bathroom door, held in place by threads torn from a curtain, was her long dress, rippling from an unseen source of wind. It was riddled with bullet holes.


  Against the far window, Bourne’s shirt and trousers had been tacked to the frame, the panes by both sleeves smashed, the breeze rushing in, causing the fabric to move up and down. The white cloth of the shirt was punctured in a half-dozen places, a diagonal line of bullets across the chest.


  “There’s your message,” said Jason. “Now you know what it is. And now I think you’d better listen to what I have to say.”


  Marie did not answer him. Instead, she walked slowly to the dress, studying it as if not believing what she saw. Without warning, she suddenly spun around, her eyes glittering, the tears arrested. “No! It’s wrong! Something’s terribly wrong! Call the embassy.”


  “What?”


  “Do as I say. Now!”


  “Stop it, Marie. You’ve got to understand.”


  “No, goddamn you! You’ve got to understand! It wouldn’t happen this way. It couldn’t.”


  “It did.”


  “Call the embassy! Use that phone over there and call it now! Ask for Corbelier. Quickly, for God’s sake! If I mean anything to you, do as I ask!”


  Bourne could not deny her. Her intensity was killing both herself and him. “What do I tell him?” he asked, going to the telephone.


  “Get him first! That’s what I’m afraid of…oh, God, I’m frightened!”


  “What’s the number?”


  She gave it to him; he dialed, holding on interminably for the switchboard to answer. When it finally did, the operator was in panic, her words rising and falling, at moments incomprehensible. In the background he could hear shouts, sharp commands voiced rapidly in English and in French. Within seconds he learned why.


  Dennis Corbelier, Canadian attaché, had walked down the steps of the embassy on the avenue Montaigne at 1:40 in the morning and had been shot in the throat. He was dead.


  “There’s the other part of the message, Jason,” whispered Marie, drained, staring at him. “And now I’ll listen to anything you have to say. Because there is someone out there trying to reach you, trying to help you. A message was sent, but not to us, not to me. Only to you, and only you were to understand it.”


  CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO


  



  One by one the four men arrived at the crowded Hilton Hotel on Sixteenth Street in Washington, D.C. Each went to a separate elevator, taking it two or three floors above or below his destination, walking the remaining flights to the correct level. There was no time to meet outside the limits of the District of Columbia; the crisis was unparalleled. These were the men of Treadstone Seventy-One—those that remained alive. The rest were dead, slaughtered in a massacre on a quiet, tree-lined street in New York.


  Two of the faces were familiar to the public, one more than the other. The first belonged to the aging senator from Colorado, the second was Brigadier General I. A. Crawford—Irwin Arthur, freely translated as Iron Ass—acknowledged spokesman for Army Intelligence and defender of the G-Two data banks. The other two men were virtually unknown except within the corridors of their own operations. One was a middle-aged naval officer, attached to Information Control, 5th Naval District. The fourth and last man was a forty-six-year-old veteran of the Central Intelligence Agency, a slender, coiled spring of anger who walked with a cane. His foot had been blown off by a grenade in Southeast Asia; he had been a deep-cover agent with the Medusa operation at the time. His name was Alexander Conklin.


  There was no conference table in the room; it was an ordinary double occupancy with the standard twin beds, a couch, two armchairs, and a coffee table. It was an unlikely spot to hold a meeting of such consequence; there were no spinning computers to light up dark screens with green letters, no electronic communications equipment that would reach consoles in London or Paris or Istanbul. It was a plain hotel room, devoid of everything but four minds that held the secrets of Treadstone Seventy-One.


  The senator sat on one end of the couch, the naval officer at the other. Conklin lowered himself into an armchair, stretching his immobile limb out in front of him, the cane between his legs, while Brigadier General Crawford remained standing, his face flushed, the muscles of his jaw pulsing in anger.


  “I’ve reached the president,” said the senator, rubbing his forehead, the lack of sleep apparent in his bearing. “I had to; we’re meeting tonight. Tell me everything you can, each of you. You begin, General. What in the name of God happened?”


  “Major Webb was to meet his car at 2300 hours on the corner of Lexington and Seventy-second Street. The time was firm, but he didn’t show up. By 2330 the driver became alarmed because of the distance to the airfield in New Jersey. The sergeant remembered the address—mainly because he’d been told to forget it—drove around and went to the door. The security bolts had been jammed and the door just swung open; all the alarms had been shorted out. There was blood on the foyer floor, the dead woman on the staircase. He walked down the hallway into the operations room and found the bodies.”


  “That man deserves a very quiet promotion,” said the naval officer.


  “Why do you say that?” asked the senator.


  Crawford replied. “He had the presence of mind to call the Pentagon and insist on speaking with covert transmissions, domestic. He specified the scrambler frequency, the time and the place of reception, and said he had to speak with the sender. He didn’t say a word to anyone until he got me on the phone.”


  “Put him in the War College, Irwin,” said Conklin grimly, holding his cane. “He’s brighter than most of the clowns you’ve got over there.”


  “That’s not only unnecessary, Conklin,” admonished the senator, “but patently offensive. Go on, please, General.”


  Crawford exchanged looks with the CIA man. “I reached Colonel Paul McClaren in New York, ordered him over there, and told him to do absolutely nothing until I arrived. I then phoned Conklin and George here, and we flew up together.”


  “I called a Bureau print team in Manhattan,” added Conklin. “One we’ve used before and can trust. I didn’t tell them what we were looking for, but I told them to sweep the place and give what they found only to me.” The CIA man stopped, lifting his cane in the direction of the naval officer. “Then George fed them thirty-seven names, all men whose prints we knew were in the FBI files. They came up with the one set we didn’t expect, didn’t want…didn’t believe.”


  “Delta’s,” said the senator.


  “Yes,” concurred the naval officer. “The names I submitted were those of anyone—no matter how remote—who might have learned the address of Treadstone, including, incidentally, all of us. The room had been wiped clean; every surface; every knob, every glass—except one. It was a broken brandy glass, only a few fragments in the corner under a curtain, but it was enough. The prints were there: third and index fingers, right hand.”


  “You’re absolutely positive?” asked the senator slowly.


  “The prints can’t lie, sir,” said the officer. “They were there, moist brandy still on the fragments. Outside of this room, Delta’s the only one who knows about Seventy-first Street.”


  “Can we be sure of that? The others may have said something.”


  “No possibility,” interrupted the brigadier general. “Abbott would never have revealed it, and Elliot Stevens wasn’t given the address until fifteen minutes before he got there, when he called from a phone booth. Beyond that, assuming the worst, he would hardly ask for his own execution.”


  “What about Major Webb?” pressed the senator.


  “The major,” replied Crawford, “was radioed the address solely by me after he landed at Kennedy Airport. As you know, it was a G-Two frequency and scrambled. I remind you, he also lost his life.”


  “Yes, of course.” The aging senator shook his head. “It’s unbelievable. Why?”


  “I should like to bring up a painful subject,” said Brigadier General Crawford. “At the outset I was not enthusiastic about the candidate. I understood David’s reasoning and agreed he was qualified, but if you recall, he wasn’t my choice.”


  “I wasn’t aware we had that many choices,” said the senator. “We had a man—a qualified man, as you agreed—who was willing to go in deep cover for an indeterminate length of time, risking his life every day, severing all ties with his past. How many such men exist?”


  “We might have found a more balanced one,” countered the brigadier. “I pointed that out at the time.”


  “You pointed out,” corrected Conklin, “your own definition of a balanced man, which I, at the time, pointed out was a crock.”


  “We were both in Medusa, Conklin,” said Crawford angrily yet reasonably. “You don’t have exclusive insights. Delta’s conduct in the field was continuously and overtly hostile to command. I was in a position to observe that pattern somewhat more clearly than you.”


  “Most of the time he had every right to be. If you’d spent more time in the field and less in Saigon you would have understood that. I understood it.”


  “It may surprise you,” said the brigadier, holding his hand up in a gesture of truce, “but I’m not defending the gross stupidities often rampant in Saigon—no one could. I’m trying to describe a pattern of behavior that could lead to the night before last on Seventy-first Street.”


  The CIA man’s eyes remained on Crawford; his hostility vanished as he nodded his head. “I know you are. Sorry That’s the crux of it, isn’t it? It’s not easy for me; I worked with Delta in half a dozen sectors, was stationed with him in Phnom Penh before Medusa was even a gleam in the Monk’s eye. He was never the same after Phnom Penh; it’s why he went into Medusa, why he was willing to become Cain.”


  The senator leaned forward on the couch. “I’ve heard it, but tell me again. The president has to know everything.”


  “His wife and two children were killed on a pier in the Mekong River, bombed and strafed by a stray aircraft—nobody knew which side’s—the identity never uncovered. He hated that war, hated everybody in it. He snapped.” Conklin paused, looking at the brigadier. “And I think you’re right, General. He snapped again. It was in him.”


  “What was?” asked the senator sharply.


  “The explosion, I guess,” said Conklin. “The dam burst. He’d gone beyond his limits and the hate took over. It’s not hard; you have to be very careful. He killed those men, that woman, like a madman on a deliberate rampage. None of them expected it except perhaps the woman who was upstairs, and she probably heard the shouts. He’s not Delta anymore. We created a myth called Cain, only it’s not a myth any longer. It’s really him.”


  “After so many months…” The senator leaned back, his voice trailing off. “Why did he come back? From where?”


  “From Zurich,” answered Crawford. “Webb was in Zurich, and I think he’s the only one who could have brought him back. The ‘why’ we may never know unless he expected to catch all of us there.”


  “He doesn’t know who we are,” protested the senator. “His only contacts were the Yachtsman, his wife, and David Abbott.”


  “And Webb, of course,” added the general.


  “Of course,” agreed the senator. “But not at Treadstone, not even him.”


  “It wouldn’t matter,” said Conklin, tapping the rug once with his cane. “He knows there’s a board; Webb might have told him we’d all be there, reasonably expecting that we would. We’ve got a lot of questions—six months’ worth, and now several million dollars. Delta would consider it the perfect solution. He could take us and disappear. No traces.”


  “Why are you so certain?”


  “Because, one, he was there,” replied the intelligence man, raising his voice. “We have his prints on a glass of brandy that wasn’t even finished. And, two, it’s a classic trap with a couple of hundred variations.”


  “Would you explain that?”


  “You remain silent,” broke in the general, watching Conklin, “until your enemy can’t stand it any longer and exposes himself.”


  “And we’ve become the enemy? His enemy?”


  “There’s no question about it now,” said the naval officer. “For whatever reasons, Delta’s turned. It’s happened before—thank heaven not very often. We know what to do.”


  The senator once more leaned forward on the couch. “What will you do?”


  “His photograph has never been circulated,” explained Crawford. “We’ll circulate it now. To every station and listening post, every source and informant we have. He has to go somewhere, and he’ll start with a place he knows, if only to buy another identity. He’ll spend money; he’ll be found. When he is, the orders will be clear.”


  “You’ll bring him in at once?”


  “We’ll kill him,” said Conklin simply. “You don’t bring in a man like Delta, and you don’t take the risk that another government will. Not with what he knows.”


  “I can’t tell the president that. There are laws.”


  “Not for Delta,” said the agent. “He’s beyond the laws. He’s beyond salvage.”


  “Beyond—”


  “That’s right, Senator,” interrupted the general. “Beyond salvage. I think you know the meaning of the phrase. You’ll have to make the decision whether or not to define it for the president. It might be better to—”


  “You’ve got to explore everything,” said the senator, cutting off the officer. “I spoke to Abbott last week. He told me a strategy was in progress to reach Delta. Zurich, the bank, the naming of Treadstone; it’s all part of it, isn’t it?”


  “It is, and it’s over,” said Crawford. “If the evidence on Seventy-first Street isn’t enough for you, that should be. Delta was given a clear signal to come in. He didn’t. What more do you want?”


  “I want to be absolutely certain.”


  “I want him dead.” Conklin’s words, though spoken softly, had the effect of a sudden, cold wind. “He not only broke all the rules we each set down for ourselves—no matter what—but he sunk into the pits. He reeks; he is Cain. We’ve used the name Delta so much—not even Bourne, but Delta—that I think we’ve forgotten. Gordon Webb was his brother. Find him. Kill him.”


  
    



    BOOK III


    


  


  CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE


  



  It was ten minutes to three in the morning when Bourne approached the Auberge du Coin’s front desk, Marie continuing directly to the entrance. To Jason’s relief, there were no newspapers on the counter, but the late night clerk behind it was in the same mold as his predecessor in the center of Paris. He was a balding, heavy-set man with half-closed eyes, leaning back in a chair, his arms folded in front of him, the weary depression of his interminable night hanging over him. But this night, thought Bourne, would be one he’d remember for a long time to come—beyond the damage to an upstairs room, which would not be discovered until morning. A relief night clerk in Montrouge had to have transportation.


  “I’ve just called Rouen,” said Jason, his hands on the counter, an angry man, furious with uncontrollable events in his personal world. “I have to leave at once and need to rent a car.”


  “Why not?” snorted the man, getting out of the chair. “What would you prefer, monsieur? A golden chariot or a magic carpet?”


  “I beg your pardon?”


  “We rent rooms, not automobiles.”


  “I must be in Rouen before morning.”


  “Impossible. Unless you find a taxi crazy enough at this hour to take you.”


  “I don’t think you understand. I could sustain considerable losses and embarrassment if I’m not at my office by eight o’clock. I’m willing to pay generously.”


  “You have a problem, monsieur.”


  “Surely there’s someone here who would be willing to lend me his car for, say…a thousand, fifteen hundred francs.”


  “A thousand…fifteen hundred, monsieur?” The clerk’s half-closed eyes widened until his skin was taut. “In cash, monsieur?”


  “Naturally. My companion would return it tomorrow evening.”


  “There’s no rush, monsieur.”


  “I beg your pardon? Of course, there’s really no reason why I couldn’t hire a taxi. Confidentiality can be paid for.”


  “I wouldn’t know where to reach one,” interrupted the clerk in persuasive frenzy. “On the other hand, my Renault is not so new, perhaps, and perhaps, not the fastest machine on the road, but it is a serviceable car, even a worthy car.”


  The chameleon had changed his colors again, had been accepted again for someone he was not. But he knew now who he was and he understood.


  Daybreak. But there was no warm room at a village inn, no wallpaper mottled by the early light streaking through a window, filtered by the weaving leaves outside. Rather, the first rays of the sun spread up from the east, crowning the French countryside, defining the fields and hills of Saint-Germain-en-Laye. They sat in the small car parked off the shoulder of a deserted back road, cigarette smoke curling out through the partially open windows.


  He had begun that first narrative in Switzerland with the words My life began six months ago on a small island in the Mediterranean called Ile de Port Noir…


  He had begun this with a quiet declaration: I’m known as Cain.


  He had told it all, leaving out nothing he could remember, including the terrible images that had exploded in his mind when he had heard the words spoken by Jacqueline Lavier in the candlelabraed restaurant in Argenteuil. Names, incidents, cities…assassinations.


  “Everything fit. There wasn’t anything I didn’t know, nothing that wasn’t somewhere in the back of my head, trying to get out. It was the truth.”


  “It was the truth,” repeated Marie.


  He looked closely at her. “We were wrong, don’t you see?”


  “Perhaps. But also right. You were right, and I was right.”


  “About what?”


  “You. I have to say it again, calmly and logically. You offered your life for mine before you knew me; that’s not the decision of a man you’ve described. If that man existed, he doesn’t any longer.” Marie’s eyes pleaded, while her voice remained controlled. “You said it, Jason. ‘What a man can’t remember doesn’t exist. For him.’ Maybe that’s what you’re faced with. Can you walk away from it?”


  Bourne nodded; the dreadful moment had come. “Yes,” he said. “But alone. Not with you.”


  Marie inhaled on her cigarette, watching him, her hand trembling. “I see. That’s your decision, then?”


  “It has to be.”


  “You will heroically disappear so I won’t be tainted.”


  “I have to.”


  “Thank you very much, and who the hell do you think you are?”


  “What?”


  “Who the hell do you think you are?”


  “I’m a man they call Cain. I’m wanted by governments—by the police—from Asia to Europe. Men in Washington want to kill me because of what they think I know about this Medusa; an assassin named Carlos wants me shot in the throat because of what I’ve done to him. Think about it for a moment. How long do you think I can keep running before someone in one of those armies out there finds me, traps me, kills me? Is that the way you want your life to end?”


  “Good God, no!” shouted Marie, something obviously very much on her analytical mind. “I intend to rot in a Swiss prison for fifty years or be hanged for things I never did in Zurich!”


  “There’s a way to take care of Zurich. I’ve thought about it; I can do it.”


  “How?” She stabbed out her cigarette in the ashtray.


  “For God’s sake, what difference does it make? A confession. Turning myself in, I don’t know yet, but I can do it! I can put your life back together. I have to put it back!”


  “Not that way.”


  “Why not?”


  Marie reached for his face, her voice now soft once more, the sudden stridency gone. “Because I’ve just proved my point again. Even the condemned man—so sure of his own guilt—should see it. The man called Cain would never do what you just offered to do. For anyone.”


  “I am Cain!”


  “Even if I were forced to agree that you were, you’re not now.”


  “The ultimate rehabilitation? A self-induced lobotomy? Total loss of recall? That happens to be the truth, but it won’t stop anyone who’s looking for me. It won’t stop him—them—from pulling a trigger.”


  “That happens to be the worst, and I’m not ready to concede it.”


  “Then you’re not looking at the facts.”


  “I’m looking at two facts you seem to have disregarded. I can’t. I’ll live with them for the rest of my life because I’m responsible. Two men were killed in the same brutal way because they stood between you and a message someone was trying to send you. Through me.”


  “You saw Corbelier’s message. How many bullet holes were there? Ten, fifteen?”


  “Then he was used! You heard him on the phone and so did I. He wasn’t lying; he was trying to help us. If not you, certainly me.”


  “It’s…possible.”


  “Anything’s possible. I have no answers, Jason, only discrepancies, things that can’t be explained—that should be explained. You haven’t once, ever, displayed a need or a drive for what you say you might have been. And without those things a man like that couldn’t be. Or you couldn’t be him.”


  “I’m him.”


  “Listen to me. You’re very dear to me, my darling, and that could blind me, I know it. But I also know something about myself. I’m no wide-eyed flower child; I’ve seen a share of this world, and I look very hard and very closely at those who attract me. Perhaps to confirm what I like to think are my values—and they are values. Mine, nobody else’s.” She stopped for a moment and moved away from him. “I’ve watched a man being tortured—by himself and by others—and he won’t cry out. You may have silent screams, but you won’t let them be anyone else’s burden but your own. Instead, you probe and dig and try to understand. And that, my friend, is not the mind of a cold-blooded killer, any more than what you’ve done and want to do for me. I don’t know what you were before, or what crimes you’re guilty of, but they’re not what you believe—what others want you to believe. Which brings me back to those values I spoke of. I know myself. I couldn’t love the man you say you are. I love the man I know you are. You just confirmed it again. No killer would make the offer you just made. And that offer, sir, is respectfully rejected.”


  “You’re a goddamn fool!” exploded Jason. “I can help you; you can’t help me! Leave me something for Christ’s sake!”


  “I won’t! Not that way…” Suddenly Marie broke off. Her lips parted. “I think I just did,” she said, whispering.


  “Did what?” asked Bourne angrily.


  “Give us both something.” She turned back to him. “I just said it; it’s been there a long time. ‘What others want you to believe …’”


  “What the hell are you talking about?”


  “Your crimes…what others want you to believe are your crimes.”


  “They’re there. They’re mine.”


  “Wait a minute. Suppose they were there but they weren’t yours? Suppose the evidence was planted—as expertly as it was planted against me in Zurich—but it belongs to someone else. Jason—you don’t know when you lost your memory.”


  “Port Noir.”


  “That’s when you began to build one, not when you lost it. Before Port Noir; it could explain so much. It could explain you, the contradiction between you and the man people think you are.”


  “You’re wrong. Nothing could explain the memories—the images—that come back to me.”


  “Maybe you just remember what you’ve been told,” said Marie. “Over and over and over again. Until there was nothing else. Photographs, recordings, visual and aural stimulae.”


  “You’re describing a walking, functioning vegetable who’s been brainwashed. That’s not me.”


  She looked at him, speaking gently. “I’m describing an intelligent, very ill man whose background conformed with what other men were looking for. Do you know how easily such a man might be found? They’re in hospitals everywhere, in private sanitoriums, in military wards.” She paused, then continued quickly. “That newspaper article told another truth. I’m reasonably proficient with computers; anyone doing what I do would be. If I were looking for a curve-example that incorporated isolated factors, I’d know how to do it. Conversely, someone looking for a man hospitalized for amnesia, whose background incorporated specific skills, languages, racial characteristics, the medical data banks could provide candidates. God knows, not many in your case; perhaps only a few, perhaps only one. But one man was all they were looking for, all they needed.”


  Bourne glanced at the countryside, trying to pry open the steel doors of his mind, trying to find a semblance of the hope she felt. “What you’re saying is that I’m a reproduced illusion,” he said, making the statement flatly.


  “That’s the end effect, but it’s not what I’m saying. I’m saying it’s possible you’ve been manipulated. Used. It would explain so much.” She touched his hand. “You tell me there are times when things want to burst out of you—blow your head apart.”


  “Words—places, names—they trigger things.”


  “Jason, isn’t it possible they trigger the false things? The things you’ve been told over and over again, but you can’t relive. You can’t see them clearly, because they’re not you.”


  “I doubt it. I’ve seen what I can do. I’ve done them before.”


  “You could have done them for other reasons!…Goddamn you, I’m fighting for my life! For both our lives!…All right! You can think, you can feel. Think now, feel now! Look at me and tell me you’ve looked inside yourself, inside your thoughts and feelings, and you know without a doubt you’re an assassin called Cain! If you can do that—really do that—then bring me to Zurich, take the blame for everything, and get out of my life! But if you can’t, stay with me and let me help you. And love me, for God’s sake. Love me, Jason.”


  Bourne took her hand, holding it firmly, as one might an angry, trembling child’s. “It’s not a question of feeling or thinking. I saw the account at the Gemeinschaft; the entries go back a long time. They correspond with all the things I’ve learned.”


  “But that account, those entries, could have been created yesterday, or last week, or six months ago. Everything you’ve heard and read about yourself could be part of a pattern designed by those who want you to take Cain’s place. You’re not Cain, but they want you to think you are, want others to think you are. But there’s someone out there who knows you’re not Cain and he’s trying to tell you. I have my proof, too. My lover’s alive, but two friends are dead because they got between you and the one who’s sending you the message, who’s trying to save your life. They were killed by the same people who want to sacrifice you to Carlos in place of Cain. You said before that everything fit. It didn’t, Jason, but this does! It explains you.”


  “A hollow shell who doesn’t even own the memories he thinks he has? With demons running around inside kicking hell out of the walls? It’s not a pleasant prospect.”


  “Those aren’t demons, my darling. They’re parts of you—angry, furious, screaming to get out because they don’t belong in the shell you’ve given them.”


  “And if I blow that shell apart, what’ll I find?”


  “Many things. Some good, some bad, a great deal that’s been hurt. But Cain won’t be there, I promise you that. I believe in you, my darling. Please don’t give up.”


  He kept his distance, a glass wall between them. “And if we’re wrong? Finally wrong? What then?”


  “Leave me quickly. Or kill me. I don’t care.”


  “I love you.”


  “I know. That’s why I’m not afraid.”


  “I found two telephone numbers in Lavier’s office. The first was for Zurich, the other here in Paris. With any luck, they can lead me to the one number I need.”


  “New York? Treadstone?”


  “Yes. The answer’s there. If I’m not Cain, someone at that number knows who I am.”


  They drove back to Paris on the assumption that they would be far less obvious among the crowds of the city than in an isolated country inn. A blond-haired man wearing tortoise-shell glasses, and a striking but stern-faced woman, devoid of makeup, and with her hair pulled back like an intense graduate student at the Sorbonne, were not out of place in Montmartre. They took a room at the Terrasse on the rue de Maistre, registering as a married couple from Brussels.


  In the room, they stood for a moment, no words necessary for what each was seeing and feeling. They came together, touching, holding, closing out the abusive world that refused them peace, that kept them balancing on taut wires next to one another, high above a dark abyss; if either fell, it was the end for both.


  Bourne could not change his color for the immediate moment. It would be false, and there was no room for artifice. “We need some rest,” he said. “We’ve got to get some sleep. It’s going to be a long day.”


  They made love. Gently, completely, each with the other in the warm, rhythmic comfort of the bed. And there was a moment, a foolish moment, when adjustment of an angle was breathlessly necessary and they laughed. It was a quiet laugh, at first even an embarrassed laugh, but the observation was there, the appraisal of foolishness intrinsic to something very deep between them. They held each other more fiercely when the moment passed, more and more intent on sweeping away the awful sounds and the terrible sights of a dark world that kept them spinning in its winds. They were suddenly breaking out of that world, plunging into a much better one where sunlight and blue water replaced the darkness. They raced toward it feverishly, furiously, and then they burst through and found it.


  Spent, they fell asleep, their fingers entwined.


  Bourne woke first, aware of the horns and the engines in the Paris traffic below in the streets. He looked at his watch; it was ten past one in the afternoon. They had slept nearly five hours, probably less than they needed, but it was enough. It was going to be a long day. Doing what, he was not sure; he only knew that there were two telephone numbers that had to lead him to a third. In New York.


  He turned to Marie, breathing deeply beside him, her face—her striking, lovely face—angled down on the edge of the pillow, her lips parted, inches from his lips. He kissed her and she reached for him, her eyes still closed.


  “You’re a frog and I’ll make you a prince,” she said in a sleep-filled voice. “Or is it the other way around?”


  “As expanding as it may be, that’s not in my present frame of reference.”


  “Then you’ll have to stay a frog. Hop around, little frog. Show off for me.”


  “No temptations. I only hop when I’m fed flies.”


  “Frogs eat flies? I guess they do. Shudder, that’s awful.”


  “Come on, open your eyes. We’ve both got to start hopping. We’ve got to start hunting.”


  She blinked and looked at him. “Hunting for what?”


  “For me,” he said.


  From a telephone booth on the rue Lafayette, a collect call was placed to a number in Zurich by a Mr. Briggs. Bourne reasoned that Jacqueline Lavier would have wasted no time sending out her alarms; one had to have been flashed to Zurich.


  When he heard the ring in Switzerland, Jason stepped back and handed the phone to Marie. She knew what to say.


  She had no chance to say it. The international operator in Zurich came on the line.


  “We regret that the number you have called is no longer in service.”


  “It was the other day,” broke in Marie. “This is an emergency, operator. Do you have another number?”


  “The telephone is no longer in service, madame. There is no alternate number.”


  “I may have been given the wrong one. It’s most urgent. Could you give me the name of the party who had this number?”


  “I’m afraid that’s not possible.”


  “I told you; it’s an emergency! May I speak with your superior, please?”


  “He would not be able to help you. This number is an unpublished listing. Good afternoon, madame.”


  The connection was broken. “It’s been disconnected,” she said.


  “It took too goddamn long to find that out,” replied Bourne, looking up and down the street. “Let’s get out of here.”


  “You think they could have traced it here? In Paris? To a public phone?”


  “Within three minutes an exchange can be determined, a district pinpointed. In four, they can narrow the blocks down to half a dozen.”


  “How do you know that?”


  “I wish I could tell you. Let’s go.”


  “Jason. Why not wait out of sight? And watch?”


  “Because I don’t know what to watch for and they do. They’ve got a photograph to go by; they could station men all over the area.”


  “I don’t look anything like the picture in the papers.”


  “Not you. Me. Let’s go!”


  They walked rapidly within the erratic ebb and flow of the crowds until they reached the boulevard Malesherbes ten blocks away, and another telephone booth, this with a different exchange from the first. This time there were no operators to go through; this was Paris. Marie stepped inside, coins in her hand and dialed; she was prepared.


  But the words that came over the line so astonished her:


  “La résidence du Général Villiers. Bonjour?…Allô? Allô?”


  For a moment Marie was unable to speak. She simply stared at the telephone. “Je m’excuse,” she whispered. “Une erreur.” She hung up.


  “What’s the matter?” asked Bourne, opening the glass door. “What happened? Who was it?”


  “It doesn’t make sense,” she said. “I just reached the house of one of the most respected and powerful men in France.”


  CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR


  



  “André François Villiers,” repeated Marie, lighting a cigarette. They had returned to their room at the Terrasse to sort things out, to absorb the astonishing information. “Graduate of Saint-Cyr, hero of the Second World War, a legend in the Resistance, and, until his break over Algeria, De Gaulle’s heir-apparent. Jason, to connect such a man with Carlos is simply unbelievable.”


  “The connection’s there. Believe it.”


  “It’s almost too difficult. Villiers is old-line honor-of-France, a family traced back to the seventeenth century. Today he’s one of the ranking deputies in the National Assembly—politically to the right of Charlemagne, to be sure—but very much a law-and-order army man. It’s like linking Douglas MacArthur to a Mafia hit man. It doesn’t make sense.”


  “Then let’s look for some. What was the break with De Gaulle?”


  “Algeria. In the early sixties, Villiers was part of the OAS—one of the Algerian colonels under Salan. They opposed the Evian agreements that gave independence to Algeria, believing it rightfully belonged to France.”


  “‘The mad colonels of Algiers,’” said Bourne, as with so many words and phrases, not knowing where they came from or why he said them.


  “That means something to you?”


  “It must, but I don’t know what it is.”


  “Think,” said Marie. “Why should the ‘mad colonels’ strike a chord with you? What’s the first thing that comes to your mind? Quickly!”


  Jason looked at her helplessly, then the words came. “Bombings…infiltrations. Provocateurs. You study them; you study the mechanisms.”


  “Why?”


  “I don’t know.”


  “Are decisions based on what you learn?”


  “I guess so.”


  “What kind of decisions? You decide what?”


  “Disruptions.”


  “What does that mean to you? Disruptions.”


  “I don’t know! I can’t think!”


  “All right…all right. We’ll go back to it some other time.”


  “There isn’t time. Let’s get back to Villiers. After Algeria, what?”


  “There was a reconcilation of sorts with De Gaulle; Villiers was never directly implicated in the terrorism, and his military record demanded it. He returned to France—was welcomed, really—a fighter for a lost but respected cause. He resumed his command, rising to the rank of general, before going into politics.”


  “He’s a working politician, then?”


  “More a spokesman. An elder statesman. He’s still an entrenched militarist, still fumes over France’s reduced military stature.”


  “Howard Leland,” said Jason. “There’s your connection to Carlos.”


  “How? Why?”


  “Leland was assassinated because he interfered with the Quai d’Orsay’s arms buildups and exports. We don’t need anything more.”


  “It seems incredible, a man like that…” Marie’s voice trailed off; she was struck by recollection. “His son was murdered. It was a political thing, about five or six years ago.”


  “Tell me.”


  “His car was blown up on the rue du Bac. It was in all the papers everywhere. He was the working politician, like his father a conservative, opposing the socialists and Communists at every turn. He was a young member of parliament, an obstructionist where government expenditures were concerned, but actually quite popular. He was a charming aristocrat.”


  “Who killed him?”


  “The speculation was Communist fanatics. He’d managed to block some legislation or other favorable to the extreme left wing. After he was murdered, the ranks fell apart and the legislation passed. Many think that’s why Villiers left the army and stood for the National Assembly. That’s what’s so improbable, so contradictory. After all, his son was assassinated; you’d think the last person on earth he’d want to have anything to do with was a professional assassin.”


  “There’s also something else. You said he was welcomed back to Paris because he was never directly implicated in the terrorism.”


  “If he was,” interrupted Marie, “it was buried. They’re more tolerant of passionate causes over here where country and the bed are concerned. And he was a legitimate hero, don’t forget that.”


  “But once a terrorist, always a terrorist, don’t you forget that.”


  “I can’t agree. People change.”


  “Not about some things. No terrorist ever forgets how effective he’s been; he lives on it.”


  “How would you know that?”


  “I’m not sure I want to ask myself right now.”


  “Then don’t.”


  “But I am sure about Villiers. I’m going to reach him.” Bourne crossed to the bedside table and picked up the telephone book. “Let’s see if he’s listed or if that number’s private. I’ll need his address.”


  “You won’t get near him. If he’s Carlos’ connection, he’ll be guarded. They’ll kill you on sight; they have your photograph, remember?”


  “It won’t help them. I won’t be what they’re looking for. Here it is. Villiers, A. F. Parc Monceau.”


  “I still can’t believe it. Just knowing whom she was calling must have put the Lavier woman in shock.”


  “Or frightened her to the point where she’d do anything.”


  “Doesn’t it strike you as odd that she’d be given that number?”


  “Not under the circumstances. Carlos wants his drones to know he isn’t kidding. He wants Cain.”


  Marie stood up. “Jason? What’s a ‘drone’?”


  Bourne looked up at her. “I don’t know…Someone who works blind for somebody else.”


  “Blind? Not seeing?”


  “Not knowing. Thinking he’s doing one thing when he’s really doing something else.”


  “I don’t understand.”


  “Let’s say I tell you to watch for a car at a certain street corner. The car never shows up, but the fact that you’re there tells someone else who’s watching for you that something else has happened.”


  “Arithmetically, an untraceable message.”


  “Yes, I guess so.”


  “That’s what happened in Zurich. Walther Apfel was a drone. He released that story about the theft not knowing what he was really saying.”


  “Which was?”


  “It’s a good guess that you were being told to reach someone you know very well.”


  “Treadstone Seventy-One,” said Jason. “We’re back to Villiers. Carlos found me in Zurich through the Gemeinschaft. That means he had to know about Treadstone; it’s a good chance that Villiers does too. If he doesn’t, there may be a way of getting him to find out for us.”


  “How?”


  “His name. If he’s everything you say he is, he thinks pretty highly of it. The honor-of-France coupled with a pig like Carlos might have an effect. I’ll threaten to go to the police, to the papers.”


  “He’d simply deny it. He’d say it’s outrageous.”


  “Let him. It isn’t. That was his number in Lavier’s office. Besides, any retraction will be on the same page as his obituary.”


  “You still have to get to him.”


  “I will. I’m part chameleon, remember?”


  The tree-lined street in Parc Monceau seemed familiar somehow, but not in the sense that he had walked it before. Instead, it was the atmosphere. Two rows of well-kept stone houses, doors and windows glistening, hardware shining, staircases washed clean, the lighted rooms beyond filled with hanging plants. It was a monied street in a wealthy section of the city, and he knew he had been exposed to one like it before, and that exposure had meant something.


  It was 7:35 in the evening, the March night cold, the sky clear, and the chameleon dressed for the occasion. Bourne’s blond hair was covered by a cap, his neck concealed beneath the collar of a jacket that spelled out the name of a messenger service across his back. Slung over his shoulder was a canvas strap attached to a nearly empty satchel; it was the end of this particular messenger’s run. He had two or three stops to make, perhaps four or five, if he thought they were necessary; he would know momentarily. The envelopes were not really envelopes at all, but brochures advertising the pleasures of the Bateaux Mouche, picked up from a hotel lobby. He would select at random several houses near General Villiers’ residence and deposit the brochures in mail slots. His eyes would record everything they saw, one thing sought above everything else. What kind of security arrangements did Villiers have? Who guarded the general and how many were there?


  And because he had been convinced he would find either men in cars or other men walking their posts, he was startled to realize there was no one. André François Villiers, militarist, spokesman for his cause, and the prime connection to Carlos, had no external security arrangements whatsoever. If he was protected, that protection was solely within the house. Considering the enormity of his crime, Villiers was either arrogant to the point of carelessness or a damn fool.


  Jason climbed the steps of an adjacent residence, Villiers’ door no more than twenty feet away. He deposited the brochure in the slot, glancing up at the windows of Villiers’ house, looking for a face, a figure. There was no one.


  The door twenty feet away suddenly opened. Bourne crouched, thrusting his hand beneath his jacket for his gun, thinking he was a damn fool; someone more observant than he had spotted him. But the words he heard told him it wasn’t so. A middle-aged couple—a uniformed maid and a dark-jacketed man—were talking in the doorway.


  “Make sure the ashtrays are clean,” said the woman. “You know how he dislikes ashtrays that are stuffed full.”


  “He drove this afternoon,” answered the man. “That means they’re full now.”


  “Clean them in the garage; you’ve got time. He won’t be down for another ten minutes. He doesn’t have to be in Nanterre until eight-thirty.”


  The man nodded, pulling up the lapels of his jacket as he started down the steps. “Ten minutes,” he said aimlessly.


  The door closed and silence returned to the quiet street. Jason stood up, his hand on the railing, watching the man hurry down the sidewalk. He was not sure where Nanterre was, only that it was a suburb of Paris. And if Villiers was driving there himself, and if he was alone, there was no point in postponing confrontation.


  Bourne shifted the strap on his shoulder and walked rapidly down the steps, turning left on the pavement. Ten minutes.
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  Jason watched through the windshield as the door opened and General of the Army André François Villiers came into view. He was a medium-sized, barrel-chested man in his late sixties, perhaps early seventies. He was hatless, with close-cropped gray hair and a meticulously groomed white chin beard. His bearing was unmistakably military, imposing his body on the surrounding space, entering it by breaking it, invisible walls collapsing as he moved.


  Bourne stared at him, fascinated, wondering what insanities could have possibly driven such a man into the obscene world of Carlos. Whatever the reasons, they had to be powerful, for he was powerful. And that made him dangerous—for he was respected and had the ears of his government.


  Villiers turned, speaking to the maid and glancing at his wristwatch. The woman nodded, closing the door, as the general walked briskly down the steps and around the hood of a large sedan to the driver’s side. He opened the door and climbed in, then started the engine and rolled slowly out into the middle of the street. Jason waited until the sedan reached the corner and turned right; he eased the Renault away from the curb and accelerated, reaching the intersection in time to see Villiers turn right again a block east.


  There was a certain irony in the coincidence, an omen if one could believe in such things. The route General Villiers chose to the outlying suburb of Nanterre included a stretch of back road in the countryside nearly identical to the one in Saint-Germain-en-Laye, where twelve hours ago Marie had pleaded with Jason not to give up—his life or hers. There were stretches of pastureland, fields that fused into the gently rising hills, but instead of being crowned by early light, these were washed in the cold, white rays of the moon. It occurred to Bourne that this stretch of isolated road would be as good a spot as any on which to intercept the returning general.


  It was not difficult for Jason to follow at distances up to a quarter of a mile, which was why he was surprised to realize he had practically caught up with the old soldier. Villiers had suddenly slowed down and was turning into a graveled drive cut out of the woods, the parking lot beyond illuminated by floodlights. A sign, hanging from two chains on a high-angle post, was caught in the spill: L’ARBALÈTE. The general was meeting someone for dinner at an out-of-the-way restaurant, not in the suburb of Nanterre, but close by. In the country.


  Bourne drove past the entrance and pulled off the shoulder of the road, the right side of the car covered by foliage. He had to think things out. He had to control himself. There was a fire in his mind; it was growing, spreading. He was suddenly consumed by an extraordinary possibility.


  Considering the shattering events—the enormity of the embarrassment experienced by Carlos last night at the motel in Montrouge, it was more than likely that André Villiers had been summoned to an out-of-the-way restaurant for an emergency meeting. Perhaps even with Carlos himself. If that was the case, the premises would be guarded, and a man whose photograph had been distributed to those guards would be shot the instant he was recognized. On the other hand, the chance to observe a nucleus belonging to Carlos—or Carlos himself—was an opportunity that might never come again. He had to get inside L’Arbalète. There was a compulsion within him to take the risk. Any risk. It was crazy! But then he was not sane. Sane as a man with a memory was sane. Carlos. Find Carlos! God in heaven, why?


  He felt the gun in his belt; it was secure. He got out and put on his topcoat, covering the jacket with the lettering across the back. He picked up a narrow-brimmed hat from the seat, the cloth soft, angled down all sides; it would cover his hair. Then he tried to remember if he had been wearing the tortoise-shell glasses when the photograph was taken in Argenteuil. He had not; he had removed them at the table when successive bolts of pain had seared through his head, brought on by words that told him of a past too familiar, too frightening to face. He felt his shirt pocket; the glasses were there if he needed them. He pressed the door closed and started for the woods.


  The glare of the restaurant floodlights filtered through the trees, growing brighter with each several yards, less foliage to block the light. Bourne reached the edge of the short patch of forest, the graveled parking lot in front of him. He was at the side of the rustic restaurant, a row of small windows running the length of the building, flickering candles beyond the glass illuminating the figures of the diners. Then his eyes were drawn to the second floor—although it did not extend the length of the building, but only halfway, the rear section an open terrace. The enclosed part, however, was similar to the first floor. A line of windows, a bit larger, perhaps, but still in a row, and again glowing with candles. Figures were milling about, but they were different from the diners below.


  They were all men. Standing, not sitting; moving casually, glasses in hands, cigarette smoke spiraling over their heads. It was impossible to tell how many—more than ten, less than twenty, perhaps.


  There he was, crossing from one group to another, the white chin beard a beacon, switching on and off as it was intermittently blocked by figures nearer the windows. General Villiers had, indeed, driven out to Nanterre for a meeting, and the odds favored a conference that dealt with the failures of the past forty-eight hours, failures that permitted a man named Cain to remain alive.


  The odds. What were the odds? Where were the guards? How many, and where were their stations? Keeping behind the edge of the woods, Bourne sidestepped his way toward the front of the restaurant, bending branches silently, his feet over the underbrush. He stood motionless, watching for men concealed in the foliage or in the shadows of the building. He saw none and retraced his path, breaking new ground until he reached the rear of the restaurant.


  A door opened, the spill of light harsh, and a man in a white jacket emerged. He stood for a moment, cupping his hands, lighting a cigarette. Bourne looked to the left, to the right, above to the terrace; no one appeared. A guard stationed in the area would have been alarmed by the sudden light ten feet below the conference. There were no guards outside. Protection found—as it had to be at Villiers’ house in Parc Monceau—within the building itself.


  Another man appeared in the doorway, also wearing a white jacket, but with the addition of a chef’s hat. His voice was angry, his French laced with the guttural dialect of Gascony. “While you piss off, we sweat! The pastry cart is half empty. Fill it. Now, you bastard!”


  The pastry man turned and shrugged; he crushed out his cigarette and went back inside, closing the door behind him. The light vanished, only the wash of the moon remained, but it was enough to illuminate the terrace. There was no one there, no guard patrolling the wide double doors that led to the inside room.


  Carlos. Find Carlos. Trap Carlos. Cain is for Charlie, and Delta is for Cain.


  Bourne judged the distance and the obstacles. He was no more than forty feet from the rear of the building, ten or twelve below the railing that bordered the terrace. There were two vents in the exterior wall, vapor escaping from both, and next to them a drainpipe that was within reach of the railing. If he could scale the pipe and manage to get a toehold in the lower vent, he would be able to grab a rung of the railing and pull himself up to the terrace. But he could do none of this wearing the topcoat. He took it off, placing it at his feet, the soft-brimmed hat on top, and covered both with underbrush. Then he stepped to the edge of the woods and raced as quietly as possible across the gravel to the drainpipe.


  In the shadows he tugged at the fluted metal; it was strongly in place. He reached as high as he could, then sprang up, gripping the pipe, his feet pressed into the wall, peddling one on top of the other until his left foot was parallel to the first vent. Holding on, he slipped his foot into the recess and propelled himself further up the drain. He was within eighteen inches of the railings; one surge launched from the vent and he could reach the bottom rung.


  The door crashed open beneath him, white light shooting across the gravel into the woods. A figure plummeted out, weaving to maintain its balance, followed by the white-hatted chef, who was screaming.


  “You piss-ant! You’re drunk, that’s what you are! You’ve been drunk the whole shit-filled night! Pastries all over the dining room floor. Everything a mess. Get out, you’ll not get a sou!”


  The door was pulled shut, the sound of a bolt unmistakably final. Jason held on to the pipe, arms and ankles aching, rivulets of sweat breaking out on his forehead. The man below staggered backward, making obscene gestures repeatedly with his right hand for the benefit of the chef who was no longer there. His glazed eyes wandered up the wall, settling on Bourne’s face. Jason held his breath as their eyes met; the man stared, then blinked and stared again. He shook his head, closing his lids, then opened them wide, taking in the sight he was not entirely sure was there. He backed away, lurching into a sideslip and a forward walk, obviously deciding that the apparition halfway up the wall was the result of his pressured labors. He weaved around the corner of the building, a man more at peace with himself for having rejected the foolishness that had assaulted his eyes.


  Bourne breathed again, letting his body slump against the wall in relief. But it was only for a moment; the ache in his ankle had descended to his foot, a cramp forming. He lunged, grabbing the iron bar that was the base of the railing with his right hand, whipping his left up from the drainpipe, joining it. He pressed his knees into the shingles and pulled himself slowly up the wall until his head was over the edge of the terrace. It was deserted. He kicked his right leg up to the ledge, his right hand reaching for the wrought-iron top; balanced, he swung over the railing.


  He was on a terrace used for dining in the spring and summer months, a tiled floor that could accommodate ten to fifteen tables. In the center of the wall separating the enclosed section from the terrace were the wide double doors he had seen from the woods. The figures inside were now motionless, standing still, and for an instant Jason wondered whether an alarm had been set off—whether they were waiting for him. He stood immobile, his hand on his gun; nothing happened. He approached the wall, staying in the shadows. Once there, he pressed his back against the wood and edged his way toward the first door until his fingers touched the frame. Slowly, he inched his head to the pane of glass level with his eyes and looked inside.


  What he saw was both mesmerizing and not a little frightening. The men were in lines—three separate lines, four men to a line—facing André Villiers, who was addressing them. Thirteen men in all, twelve of them not merely standing, but standing at attention. They were old men, but not merely old men; they were old soldiers. None wore uniforms; instead in each lapel they wore ribbons, regimental colors above decorations for valor and rank. And if there was one all-pervasive note about the scene, it, too, was unmistakable. These were men used to command—used to power. It was in their faces, their eyes, in the way they listened—respect rendered, but not blindly, judgment ever present. Their bodies were old, but there was strength in that room. Immense strength. That was the frightening aspect. If these men belonged to Carlos, the assassin’s resources were not only far-reaching, they were extraordinarily dangerous. For these were not ordinary men; they were seasoned professional soldiers. Unless he was grossly mistaken, thought Bourne, the depth of experience and range of influence in that room was staggering.


  The mad colonels of Algiers—what was left of them? Men driven by memories of a France that no longer existed, a world that was no more, replaced by one they found weak and ineffectual. Such men could make a pact with Carlos, if only for the covert power it gave them. Strike. Attack. Dispatch. Decisions of life and death that were once a part of their fabric, brought back by a force that could serve causes they refused to admit were no longer viable. Once a terrorist, always a terrorist, and assassination was the raw core of terror.


  The general was raising his voice; Jason tried to hear the words through the glass. They became clearer.


  “…our presence will be felt, our purpose understood. We are together in our stand, and that stand is immovable; we shall be heard! In memory of all those who have fallen—our brothers of the tunic and the cannon—who laid down their lives for the glory of France. We shall force our beloved country to remember, and in their names to remain strong, lackey to no one! Those who oppose us will know our anger. In this, too, we are united. We pray to Almighty God that those who have gone before us have found peace, for we are still in conflict.… Gentlemen: I give you Our Lady—our France!”


  There was a unison of muttered approvals, the old soldiers remaining rigidly at attention. And then another voice was raised, the first five words sung singly, joined at the sixth by the rest of the group.


  Allons enfants de la patrie,


  Le jour de gloire est arrivé…


  Bourne turned away, sickened by the sight and the sounds inside that room. Lay waste in the name of glory; the death of fallen comrades perforce demands further death. It is required; and if it means a pact with Carlos, so be it.


  What disturbed him so? Why was he suddenly swept by feelings of anger and futility? What triggered the revulsion he felt so strongly? And then he knew. He hated a man like André Villiers, despised the men in that room. They were all old men who made war, stealing life from the young…and the very young.


  Why were the mists closing in again? Why was the pain so acute? There was no time for questions, no strength to tolerate them. He had to push them out of his mind and concentrate on André François Villiers, warrior and warlord, whose causes belonged to yesterday but whose pact with an assassin called for death today.


  He would trap the general. Break him. Learn everything he knew, and probably kill him. Men like Villiers robbed life from the young and the very young. They did not deserve to live. I am in my labyrinth again, and the walls are imbedded with spikes. Oh, God, they hurt.


  Jason climbed over the railing in the darkness and lowered himself to the drainpipe, each muscle aching. Pain, too, had to be erased. He had to reach a deserted stretch of road in the moonlight and trap a broker of death.


  CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE


  



  Bourne waited in the Renault, two hundred yards east of the restaurant entrance, the motor running, prepared to race ahead the instant he saw Villiers drive out. Several others had already left, all in separate cars. Conspirators did not advertise their association, and these old men were conspirators in the truest sense. They had traded whatever honors they had earned for the lethal convenience of an assassin’s gun and an assassin’s organization. Age and bias had robbed them of reason, as they had spent their lives robbing life…from the young and the very young.


  What was it? Why won’t it leave me? Some terrible thing is deep inside me, trying to break out, trying I think to kill me. The fear and the guilt sweep through me…but of what and for what I do not know. Why should these withered old men provoke such feelings of fear and guilt…and loathing?


  They were war. They were death. On the ground and from the skies. From the skies…from the skies. Help me, Marie. For God’s sake, help me!


  There it was. The headlights swung out of the drive, the long black chassis reflecting the wash of the floodlights. Jason kept his own lights off as he pulled out of the shadows. He accelerated down the road until he reached the first curve, where he switched on the headlights and pressed the pedal to the floor. The isolated stretch in the countryside was roughly two miles away; he had to get there quickly.


  It was ten past eleven, and as three hours before the fields swept into the hills, both bathed in the light of the March moon, now in the center of the sky. He reached the area; it was feasible. The shoulder was wide, bordering a pasture, which meant that both automobiles could be pulled off the road. The immediate objective, however, was to get Villiers to stop. The general was old but not feeble; if the tactic were suspect, he would break over the grass and race away. Everything was timing, and a totally convincing moment of the unexpected.


  Bourne swung the Renault around in a U-turn, waited until he saw the headlights in the distance, then suddenly accelerated, swinging the wheel violently back and forth. The automobile careened over the road—an out-of-control driver, incapable of finding a straight line, but nevertheless speeding.


  Villiers had no choice; he slowed down as Jason came racing insanely toward him. Then abruptly, when the two cars were no more than twenty feet from colliding, Bourne spun the wheel to the left, braking as he did so, sliding into a skid, tires screeching. He came to a stop, the window open, and raised his voice in an undefined cry. Half shout, half scream; it could have been the vocal explosion of an ill man or a drunk man, but the one thing it was not was threatening. He slapped his hand on the frame of the window and was silent, crouching in the seat, his gun on his lap.


  He heard the door of Villiers’ sedan open and peered through the steering wheel. The old man was not visibly armed; he seemed to suspect nothing, relieved only that a collision had been avoided. The general walked through the beams of the headlights to the Renault’s left window, his shouts anxious, his French the interrogating commands of Saint-Cyr.


  “What’s the meaning of this? What do you think you’re doing? Are you all right?” His hands gripped the base of the window.


  “Yes, but you’re not,” replied Bourne in English, raising the gun.


  “What…” The old man gasped, standing erect. “Who are you and what is this?”


  Jason got out of the Renault, his left hand extended above the barrel of the weapon. “I’m glad your English is fluent. Walk back to your car. Drive it off the road.”


  “And if I refuse?”


  “I’ll kill you right now. It wouldn’t take much to provoke me.”


  “Do these words come from the Red Brigades? Or the Paris branch of the Baader-Meinhof?”


  “Why? Could you countermand them if they did?”


  “I spit at them! And you!”


  “No one’s ever doubted your courage, General. Walk to your car.”


  “It’s not a matter of courage!” said Villiers without moving. “It’s a question of logic. You’ll accomplish nothing by killing me, less by kidnapping me. My orders are firm, fully understood by my staff and my family. The Israelis are absolutely right. There can be no negotiations with terrorists. Use your gun, garbage! Or get out of here!”


  Jason studied the old soldier, suddenly, profoundly uncertain, but not about to be fooled. It would be in the furious eyes that stared at him. One name soaked in filth coupled with another name heaped with the honors of his nation would cause another kind of explosion; it would be in the eyes.


  “Back at that restaurant, you said France shouldn’t be a lackey to anyone. But a general of France became someone’s lackey. General André Villiers, messenger for Carlos. Carlos’ contact, Carlos’ soldier, Carlos’ lackey.”


  The furious eyes did grow wide, but not in any way Jason expected. Fury was suddenly joined by hatred, not shock, not hysteria, but deep, uncompromising abhorrence. The back of Villiers’ hand shot up, arching from his waist, the crack against Bourne’s face sharp, accurate, painful. It was followed by a forward slap, brutal, insulting, the force of the blow reeling Jason back on his feet. The old man moved in, blocked by the barrel of the gun, but unafraid, undeterred by its presence, consumed only with inflicting punishment. The blows came one after another, delivered by a man possessed.


  “Pig!” screamed Villiers. “Filthy, destestable pig! Garbage!”


  “I’ll shoot! I’ll kill you! Stop it!” But Bourne could not pull the trigger. He was backed into the small car, his shoulders pressed against the roof. Still the old man attacked, his hands flying out, swinging up, crashing down.


  “Kill me if you can—if you dare! Dirt! Filth!”


  Jason threw the gun to the ground, raising his arms to fend off Villiers’ assault. He lashed his left hand out, grabbing the old man’s right wrist, then his left, gripping the left forearm that was slashing down like a broadsword. He twisted both violently, bending Villiers into him, forcing the old soldier to stand motionless, their faces inches from each other, the old man’s chest heaving.


  “Are you telling me you’re not Carlos’ man? Are you denying it?”


  Villiers lunged forward, trying to break Bourne’s grip, his barrel-like chest smashing into Jason. “I revile you! Animal!”


  “Goddamn you—yes or no?”


  The old man spat in Bourne’s face, the fire in his eyes now clouded, tears welling. “Carlos killed my son,” he said in a whisper. “He killed my only son on the rue du Bac. My son’s life was blown up with five sticks of dynamite on the rue du Bac!”


  Jason slowly reduced the pressure of his fingers. Breathing heavily, he spoke as calmly as he could.


  “Drive your car into the field and stay there. We have to talk, General. Something’s happened you don’t know about, and we’d both better learn what it is.”


  [image: ]


  “Never! Impossible! It could not happen!”


  “It happened,” said Bourne, sitting with Villiers in the front seat of the sedan.


  “An incredible mistake has been made! You don’t know what you’re saying!”


  “No mistake—and I do know what I’m saying because I found the number myself. It’s not only the right number, it’s a magnificent cover. Nobody in his right mind would connect you with Carlos, especially in light of your son’s death. Is it common knowledge he was Carlos’ kill?”


  “I would prefer different language, monsieur.”


  “Sorry. I mean that.”


  “Common knowledge? Among the Sûreté, a qualified yes. Within military intelligence and Interpol, most certainly. I read the reports.”


  “What did they say?”


  “It was presumed that Carlos did a favor for his friends from his radical days. Even to the point of allowing them to appear silently responsible for the act. It was politically motivated, you know. My son was a sacrifice, an example to others who opposed the fanatics.”


  “Fanatics?”


  “The extremists were forming a false coalition with the socialists, making promises they had no intention of keeping. My son understood this, exposed it, and initiated legislation to block the alignment. He was killed for it.”


  “Is that why you retired from the army and stood for election?”


  “With all my heart. It is customary for the son to carry on for the father…” The old man paused, the moonlight illuminating his haggard face. “In this matter, it was the father’s legacy to carry on for the son. He was no soldier, nor I a politician, but I am no stranger to weapons and explosives. His causes were molded by me, his philosophy reflected my own, and he was killed for these things. My decision was clear to me. I would carry on our beliefs into the political arena and let his enemies contend with me. The soldier was prepared for them.”


  “More than one soldier, I gather.”


  “What do you mean?”


  “Those men back there at the restaurant. They looked like they ran half the armies in France.”


  “They did, monsieur. They were once known as the angry young commanders of Saint-Cyr. The Republic was corrupt, the military incompetent, the Maginot a joke. Had they been heeded in their time, France would not have fallen. They became the leaders of the Resistance; they fought the Boche and Vichy all through Europe and Africa.”


  “What do they do now?”


  “Most live on pensions, many obsessed with the past. They pray to the Virgin that it will never be repeated. In too many areas, however, they see it happening. The military is reduced to a sideshow, Communists and socialists in the Assembly forever eroding the strength of the services. The Moscow apparatus runs true to form; it does not change with the decades. A free society is ripe for infiltration, and once infiltrated the changes do not stop until that society is remade into another image. Conspiracy is everywhere; it cannot go unchallenged.”


  “Some might say that sounds pretty extreme itself.”


  “For what? Survival? Strength? Honor? Are these terms too anachronistic for you?”


  “I don’t think so. But I can imagine a lot of damage being done in their names.”


  “Our philosophies differ and I don’t care to debate them. You asked me about my associates and I answered you. Now, please, this incredible misinformation of yours. It’s appalling. You don’t know what it’s like to lose a son, to have a child killed.”


  The pain comes back to me and I don’t know why. Pain and emptiness, a vacuum in the sky…from the sky. Death in and from the skies. Jesus, it hurts. It. What is it?


  “I can sympathize,” said Jason, his hands gripped to stop the sudden trembling. “But it fits.”


  “Not for an instant! As you said, no one in his right mind would connect me to Carlos, least of all the killer pig himself. It’s a risk he would not take. It’s unthinkable.”


  “Exactly. Which is why you’re being used; it is unthinkable. You’re the perfect relay for final instructions.”


  “Impossible! How?”


  “Someone at your phone is in direct contact with Carlos. Codes are used, certain words spoken to get that person on the phone. Probably when you’re not there, possibly when you are. Do you answer the telephone yourself?”


  Villiers frowned. “Actually, I don’t. Not that number. There are too many people to be avoided, and I have a private line.”


  “Who does answer it?”


  “Generally the housekeeper, or her husband who serves as part butler, part chauffeur. He was my driver during my last years in the army. If not either of them, my wife, of course. Or my aide, who often works at my office at the house; he was my adjutant for twenty years.”


  “Who else?”


  “There is no one else.”


  “Maids?”


  “None permanent; if they’re needed, they’re hired for an occasion. There’s more wealth in the Villiers name than in the banks.”


  “Cleaning woman?”


  “Two. They come twice a week and not always the same two.”


  “You’d better take a closer look at your chauffeur and the adjutant.”


  “Preposterous! Their loyalty is beyond question.”


  “So was Brutus’, and Caesar outranked you.”


  “You can’t be serious.”


  “I’m goddamned serious. And you’d better believe it. Everything I’ve told you is the truth.”


  “But then you haven’t really told me very much, have you? Your name, for instance.”


  “It’s not necessary. Knowing it could only hurt you.”


  “In what way?”


  “In the very remote chance that I’m wrong about the relay—and that possibility barely exists.”


  The old man nodded the way old men do when repeating words that have stunned them to the point of disbelief. His lined face moved up and down in the moonlight. “An unnamed man traps me on a road at night, holds me under a gun, and makes an obscene accusation—a charge so filthy, I wish to kill him—and he expects me to accept his word. The word of a man without a name, with no face I recognize, and no credentials offered other than the statement that Carlos is hunting him. Tell me why should I believe this man?”


  “Because,” answered Bourne. “He’d have no reason to come to you if he didn’t believe it was the truth.”


  Villiers stared at Jason. “No, there’s a better reason. A while ago, you gave me my life. You threw down your gun, you did not fire it. You could have. Easily. You chose, instead, to plead with me to talk.”


  “I don’t think I pleaded.”


  “It was in your eyes, young man. It’s always in the eyes. And often in the voice, but one must listen carefully. Supplication can be feigned, not anger. It is either real or it’s a posture. Your anger was real…as was mine.” The old man gestured toward the small Renault ten yards away in the field. “Follow me back to Parc Monceau. We’ll talk further in my office. I’d swear on my life that you’re wrong about both men, but then as you pointed out, Caesar was blinded by false devotion. And indeed he did outrank me.”


  “If I walk into that house and someone recognizes me, I’m dead. So are you.”


  “My aide left shortly past five o’clock this afternoon and the chauffeur, as you call him, retires no later than ten to watch his interminable television. You’ll wait outside while I go in and check. If things are normal, I’ll summon you; if they’re not, I’ll come back out and drive away. Follow me again. I’ll stop somewhere and we’ll continue.”


  Jason watched closely as Villiers spoke. “Why do you want me to go back to Parc Monceau?”


  “Where else? I believe in the shock of unexpected confrontation. One of those men is lying in bed watching television in a room on the third floor. And there’s another reason. I want my wife to hear what you have to say. She’s an old soldier’s woman and she has antennae for things that often escape the officer in the field. I’ve come to rely on her perceptions; she may recognize a pattern of behavior once she hears you.”


  Bourne had to say the words. “I trapped you by pretending one thing; you can trap me by pretending another. How do I know Parc Monceau isn’t a trap?”


  The old man did not waver. “You have the word of a general officer of France, and that’s all you have. If it’s not good enough for you, take your weapon and get out.”


  “It’s good enough,” said Bourne. “Not because it’s a general’s word, but because it’s the word of a man whose son was killed in the rue du Bac.”


  The drive back into Paris seemed far longer to Jason than the journey out. He was fighting images again, images that caused him to break out into sweat. And pain, starting at his temples, sweeping down through his chest, forming a knot in his stomach—sharp bolts pounding until he wanted to scream.


  Death in the skies…from the skies. Not darkness, but blinding sunlight. No winds that batter my body into further darkness, but instead silence and the stench of jungle and.… riverbanks. Stillness followed by the screeching of birds and the screaming pitch of machines. Birds…machines…racing downward out of the sky in blinding sunlight. Explosions. Death. Of the young and the very young.


  Stop it! Hold the wheel! Concentrate on the road but do not think! Thought is too painful and you don’t know why.


  They entered the tree-lined street in Parc Monceau. Villiers was a hundred feet ahead, facing a problem that had not existed several hours ago: there were many more automobiles, in the street now, parking at a premium.


  There was, however, one sizable space on the left, across from the general’s house; it could accommodate both their cars. Villiers thrust his hand out the window, gesturing for Jason to pull in behind him.


  And then it happened. Jason’s eyes were drawn by a light in a doorway, his focus suddenly rigid on the figures in the spill; the recognition of one so startling and so out of place he found himself reaching for the gun in his belt.


  Had he been led into a trap after all? Had the word of a general officer of France been worthless?


  Villiers was maneuvering his sedan into place. Bourne spun around in the seat, looking in all directions; there was no one coming toward him, no one closing in. It was not a trap. It was something else, part of what was happening about which the old soldier knew nothing.


  For across the street and up the steps of Villiers’ house stood a youngish woman—a striking woman—in the doorway. She was talking rapidly, with small anxious gestures, to a man standing on the top step, who kept nodding as if accepting instructions. That man was the gray-haired, distinguished-looking switchboard operator from Les Classiques. The man whose face Jason knew so well, yet did not know. The face that had triggered other images…images as violent and as painful as those which had ripped him apart during the past half hour in the Renault.


  But there was a difference. This face brought back the darkness and torrential winds in the night sky, explosions coming one after another, sounds of a staccato gunfire echoing through the myriad tunnels of a jungle.


  Bourne pulled his eyes away from the door and looked at Villiers through the windshield. The general had switched off his headlights and was about to get out of the car. Jason released the clutch and rolled forward until he made contact with the sedan’s bumper. Villiers whipped around in his seat.


  Bourne extinguished his own headlights and turned on the small inside roof light. He raised his hand—palm downward—then raised it twice again, telling the old soldier to stay where he was. Villiers nodded and Jason switched off the light.


  He looked back over at the doorway. The man had taken a step down, stopped by a last command from the woman. Bourne could see her clearly now. She was in her middle to late thirties, with short dark hair, stylishly cut, framing a face that was bronzed by the sun. She was a tall woman, statuesque, actually, her figure tapered, the swell of her breasts accentuated by the sheer, close-fitting fabric of a long white dress that heightened the tan of her skin. If she was part of the house, Villiers had not mentioned her, which meant she was not. She was a visitor who knew when to come to the old man’s home; it would fit the strategy of relay-removed-from-relay. And that meant she had a contact in Villiers’ house. The old man had to know her, but how well? The answer obviously was not well enough.


  The gray-haired switchboard operator gave a final nod, descended the steps and walked rapidly down the block. The door closed, the light of the carriage lamps shining on the deserted staircase and the glistening black door with the brass hardware.


  Why did those steps and that door mean something to him? Images. Reality that was not real.


  Bourne got out of the Renault, watching the windows, looking for the movement of a curtain; there was nothing. He walked quickly to Villiers’ car; the front window was rolled down, the general’s face turned up, his thick eyebrows arched in curiosity.


  “What in heaven’s name are you doing?” he asked.


  “Over there, at your house,” said Jason, crouching on the pavement. “You saw what I just saw.”


  “I believe so. And?”


  “Who was the woman? Do you know her?”


  “I would hope to God I did! She’s my wife.”


  “Your wife?” Bourne’s shock was on his face. “I thought you said…I thought you said she was an old woman. That you wanted her to listen to me because over the years you’d learned to respect her judgment. In the field, you said. That’s what you said.”


  “Not exactly. I said she was an old soldier’s woman. And I do, indeed, respect her judgment. But she’s my second wife—my very much younger second wife—but every bit as devoted as my first, who died eight years ago.”


  “Oh, my God…”


  “Don’t let the disparity of our ages concern you. She is proud and happy to be the second Madame Villiers. She’s been a great help to me in the Assembly.”


  “I’m sorry,” whispered Bourne. “Christ, I’m sorry.”


  “What about? You mistook her for someone else? People frequently do; she’s a stunning girl. I’m quite proud of her.” Villiers opened the door as Jason stood up on the pavement. “You wait here,” said the general, “I’ll go inside and check; if everything’s normal, I’ll open the door and signal you. If it isn’t I’ll come back to the car and we’ll drive away.”


  Bourne remained motionless in front of Villiers, preventing the old man from stepping forward. “General, I’ve got to ask you something. I’m not sure how, but I have to. I told you I found your number at a relay drop used by Carlos. I didn’t tell you where, only that it was confirmed by someone who admitted passing messages to and from contacts of Carlos.” Bourne took a breath, his eyes briefly on the door across the street. “Now I’ve got to ask you a question, and please think carefully before you answer. Does your wife buy clothes at a shop called Les Classiques?”


  “In Saint-Honoré?”


  “Yes.”


  “I happen to know she does not.”


  “Are you sure?”


  “Very much so. Not only have I never seen a bill from there, but she’s told me how much she dislikes its designs. My wife is very knowledgeable in matters of fashion.”


  “Oh, Jesus.”


  “What?”


  “General, I can’t go inside that house. No matter what you find, I can’t go in there.”


  “Why not? What are you saying?”


  “The man on the steps who was talking to your wife. He’s from the drop; it’s Les Classiques. He’s a contact to Carlos.”


  The blood drained from André Villiers’ face. He turned and stared across the tree-lined street at his house, at the glistening black door and the brass fittings that reflected the light of the carriage lamps.


  The pockmarked beggar scratched the stubble of his beard, took off his threadbare beret and trudged through the bronze doors of the small church in Neuilly-sur-Seine.


  He walked down the far right aisle under the disapproving glances of two priests. Both clerics were upset; this was a wealthy parish and, biblical compassion notwithstanding, wealth did have its privileges. One of them was to maintain a certain status of worshiper—for the benefit of other worshipers—and this elderly, disheveled derelict hardly fit the mold.


  The beggar made a feeble attempt to genuflect, sat down in a pew in the second row, crossed himself and knelt forward, his head in prayer, his right hand pushing back the left sleeve of his overcoat. On his wrist was a watch somewhat in contradistinction to the rest of his apparel. It was an expensive digital, the numbers large and the readout bright. It was a possession he would never be foolish enough to part with, for it was a gift from Carlos. He had once been twenty-five minutes late for confession, upsetting his benefactor, and had no other excuse but the lack of an accurate timepiece. During their next appointment, Carlos had pushed it beneath the translucent scrim separating sinner from holy man.


  It was the hour and the minute. The beggar rose and walked toward the second booth on the right. He parted the curtain and went inside.


  “Angelus Domini.”


  “Angelus Domini, child of God.” The whisper from behind the black cloth was harsh. “Are your days comfortable?”


  “They are made comfortable…”


  “Very well,” interrupted the silhouette. “What did you bring me? My patience draws to an end. I pay thousands—hundreds of thousands—for incompetence and failure. What happened in Montrouge? Who was responsible for the lies that came from the embassy in the Montaigne? Who accepted them?”


  “The Auberge du Coin was a trap, yet not one for killing. It is difficult to know exactly what it was. If the attaché named Corbelier repeated lies, our people are convinced he was not aware of it. He was duped by the woman.”


  “He was duped by Cain! Bourne traces each source, feeding each false information, thus exposing each and confirming the exposure. But why? To whom? We know what and who he is now, but he relays nothing to Washington. He refuses to surface.”


  “To suggest an answer,” said the beggar, “I would have to go back many years, but it’s possible he wants no interference from his superiors. American Intelligence has its share of vacillating autocrats, rarely communicating fully with each other. In the days of the cold war, money was made selling information three and four times over to the same stations. Perhaps Cain waits until he thinks there is only one course of action to be taken, no differing strategies to be argued by those above.”


  “Age hasn’t dulled your sense of maneuver, old friend. It’s why I called upon you.”


  “Or perhaps,” continued the beggar, “he really has turned. It’s happened.”


  “I don’t think so, but it doesn’t matter. Washington thinks he has. The Monk is dead, they’re all dead at Treadstone. Cain is established as the killer.”


  “The Monk?” said the beggar. “A name from the past; he was active in Berlin, in Vienna. We knew him well, healthier for it from a distance. There’s your answer, Carlos. It was always the Monk’s style to reduce the numbers to as few as possible. He operated on the theory that his circles were infiltrated, compromised. He must have ordered Cain to report only to him. It would explain Washington’s confusion, the months of silence.”


  “Would it explain ours? For months there was no word, no activity.”


  “A score of possibilities. Illness, exhaustion, brought back for new training. Even to spread confusion to the enemy. The Monk had a cathedralful of tricks.”


  “Yet before he died he said to an associate that he did not know what had happened. That he wasn’t even certain the man was Cain.”


  “Who was the associate?”


  “A man named Gillette. He was our man, but Abbott couldn’t have known it.”


  “Another possible explanation. The Monk had an instinct about such men. It was said in Vienna that David Abbott would distrust Christ on the mountain and look for a bakery.”


  “It’s possible. Your words are comforting; you look for things others do not look for.”


  “I’ve had far more experience; I was once a man of stature. Unfortunately I pissed away the money.”


  “You still do.”


  “A profligate—what can I tell you?”


  “Obviously something else.”


  “You’re perceptive, Carlos. We should have known each other in the old days.”


  “Now you’re presumptuous.”


  “Always. You know that I know you can swat my life away at any moment you choose, so I must be of value. And not merely with words that come from experience.”


  “What have you got to tell me?”


  “This may not be of great value, but it is something. I put on respectable clothes and spent the day at the Auberge du Coin. There was a man, an obese man—questioned and dismissed by the Sûreté—whose eyes were too unsteady. And he perspired too much. I had a chat with him, showing him an official NATO identification I had made in the early fifties. It seems he negotiated the rental of an automobile at three o’clock yesterday morning. To a blond man in the company of a woman. The description fits the photograph from Argenteuil.”


  “A rental?”


  “Supposedly. The car was to be returned within a day or so by the woman.”


  “It will never happen.”


  “Of course not, but it raises a question, doesn’t it? Why would Cain go to the trouble of obtaining an automobile in such a fashion?”


  “To get as far away as possible as rapidly as possible.”


  “In which case the information has no value,” said the beggar. “But then there are so many ways to travel faster less conspicuously. And Bourne could hardly trust an avaricious night clerk; he might easily look for a reward from the Sûreté. Or anyone else.”


  “What’s your point?”


  “I suggest that Bourne could have obtained that car for the sole purpose of following someone here in Paris. No loitering in public where he might be spotted, no rented cars that could be traced, no frantic searches for elusive taxis. Instead, a simple exchange of license plates and a nondescript black Renault in the crowded streets. Where would one begin to look?”


  The silhouette turned. “The Lavier woman,” said the assassin softly. “And everyone else he suspects at Les Classiques. It’s the only place he has to start. They’ll be watched, and within days—hours perhaps—a nondescript black Renault will be seen and he’ll be found. Do you have a full description of the car?”


  “Down to three dents in the left rear fender.”


  “Good. Spread the word to the old men. Comb the streets, the garages, the parking lots. The one who finds it will never have to look for work again.”


  “Speaking of such matters…”


  An envelope was slipped between the taut edge of the curtain and the blue felt of the frame. “If your theory proves right, consider this a token.”


  “I am right, Carlos.”


  “Why are you so convinced?”


  “Because Cain does what you would do, what I would have done—in the old days. He must be respected.”


  “He must be killed,” said the assassin. “There’s symmetry in the timing. In a few days it will be the twenty-fifth of March. On March 25, 1968, Jason Bourne was executed in the jungles of Tam Quan. Now, years later—nearly to the day—another Jason Bourne is hunted, the Americans as anxious as we are to see him killed. I wonder which of us will pull the trigger this time.”


  “Does it matter?”


  “I want him,” whispered the silhouette. “He was never real, and that’s his crime against me. Tell the old men that if any find him, get word to Parc Monceau but do nothing. Keep him in sight, but do nothing! I want him alive on the twenty-fifth of March. On March 25 I’ll execute him myself and deliver his body to the Americans.”


  “The word will go out immediately.”


  “Angelus Domini, child of God.”


  “Angelus Domini,” said the beggar.


  CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX


  



  The old soldier walked in silence beside the younger man down the moonlit path in the Bois de Boulogne. Neither spoke, for too much had already been said—admitted, challenged, denied and reaffirmed. Villiers had to reflect and analyze, to accept or violently reject what he had heard. His life would be far more bearable if he could strike back in anger, attack the lie and find his sanity again. But he could not do that with impunity; he was a soldier and to turn away was not in him.


  There was too much truth in the younger man. It was in his eyes, in his voice, in his every gesture that asked for understanding. The man without a name was not lying. The ultimate treason was in Villiers’ house. It explained so many things he had not dared to question before. An old man wanted to weep.


  For the man without a memory there was little to change or invent; the chameleon was not called upon. His story was convincing because the most vital part was based in the truth. He had to find Carlos, learn what the assassin knew; there would be no life for him if he failed. Beyond this he would say nothing. There was no mention of Marie St. Jacques, or the Ile de Port Noir, or a message being sent by person or persons unknown, or a walking hollow shell that might or might not be someone he was or was not—who could not even be sure that the fragments of memories he possessed were really his own. None of this was spoken of.


  Instead, he recounted everything he knew about the assassin called Carlos. That knowledge was so vast that during the telling Villiers stared at him in astonishment, recognizing information he knew to be highly classified, shocked at new and startling data that was in concert with a dozen existing theories, but to his ears never before put forth with such clarity. Because of his son, the general had been given access to his country’s most secret files on Carlos, and nothing in those records matched the younger man’s array of facts.


  “This woman you spoke with in Argenteuil, the one who calls my house, who admitted being a courier to you…”


  “Her name is Lavier,” Bourne interrupted.


  The general paused. “Thank you. She saw through you; she had your photograph taken.”


  “Yes.”


  “They had no photograph before?”


  “No.”


  “So as you hunt Carlos, he in turn hunts you. But you have no photograph; you only know two couriers, one of which was at my house.”


  “Yes.”


  “Speaking with my wife.”


  “Yes.”


  The old man turned away. The period of silence had begun.


  They came to the end of the path, where there was a miniature lake. It was bordered with white gravel, benches spaced every ten to fifteen feet, circling the water like a guard of honor surrounding a grave of black marble. They walked to the second bench. Villiers broke his silence.


  “I should like to sit down,” he said. “With age there comes a paucity of stamina. It often embarrasses me.”


  “It shouldn’t,” said Bourne, sitting down beside him.


  “It shouldn’t,” agreed the general, “but it does.” He paused for a moment, adding quietly, “Frequently in the company of my wife.”


  “That’s not necessary,” said Jason.


  “You mistake me.” The old man turned to the younger, “I’m not referring to the bed. There are simply times when I find it necessary to curtail activities—leave a dinner party early, absent myself on weekends to the Mediterranean, or decline a few days on the slopes in Gstaad.”


  “I’m not sure I understand.”


  “My wife and I are often apart. In many ways we live quite separate lives, taking pleasure, of course, in each other’s pursuits.”


  “I still don’t understand.”


  “Must I embarrass myself further?” said Villiers. “When an old man finds a stunning young woman anxious to share his life, certain things are understood, others not so readily. There is, of course, financial security and in my case a degree of public exposure. Creature comforts, entry into the great houses, easy friendship with the celebrated; it’s all very understandable. In exchange for these things, one brings a beautiful companion into his home, shows her off among his peers—a form of continuing virility, as it were. But there are always doubts.” The old soldier stopped for several moments; what he had to say was not easy for him. “Will she take a lover?” he continued softly. “Does she long for a younger, firmer body, one more in tune with her own? If she does, one can accept it—even be relieved, I imagine—hoping to God she has the sense to be discreet. A cuckolded statesman loses his constituency faster than a sporadic drunk; it means he’s fully lost his grip. There are other worries. Will she abuse his name? Publicly condemn an adversary whom one is trying to convince? These are the inclinations of the young; they are manageable, part of the risks in the exchange. But there is one underlying doubt that if proved justified cannot be tolerated. And that is if she is part of a design. From the beginning.”


  “You’ve felt it then?” asked Jason quietly.


  “Feelings are not reality!” shot back the old soldier vehemently. “They have no place in observing the field.”


  “Then why are you telling me this?”


  Villiers’ head arched back, then fell forward, his eyes on the water. “There could be a simple explanation for what we both saw tonight. I pray there is, and I shall give her every opportunity to provide it.” The old man paused again. “But in my heart I know there isn’t. I knew it the moment you told me about Les Classiques. I looked across the street, at the door of my house, and suddenly a number of things fell painfully into place. For the past two hours I have played the devil’s advocate; there is no point in continuing. There was my son before there was this woman.”


  “But you said you trusted her judgment. That she was a great help to you.”


  “True. You see, I wanted to trust her, desperately wanted to trust her. The easiest thing in the world is to convince yourself that you’re right. As one grows old it is easier still.”


  “What fell into place for you?”


  “The very help she gave me, the very trust I placed in her.” Villiers turned and looked at Jason. “You have extraordinary knowledge about Carlos. I’ve studied those files as closely as any man alive, for I would give more than any man alive to see him caught and executed, I alone the firing squad. And as swollen as they are, those files do not approach what you know. Yet your concentration is solely on his kills, his methods of assassination. You’ve overlooked the other side of Carlos. He not only sells his gun, he sells a country’s secrets.”


  “I know that,” Bourne said. “It’s not the side—”


  “For example,” continued the general, as if he had not heard Jason. “I have access to classified documents dealing with France’s military and nuclear security. Perhaps five other men—all above suspicion—share that access. Yet with damning regularity we find that Moscow has learned this, Washington that, Peking something else.”


  “You discussed those things with your wife?” asked Bourne, surprised.


  “Of course not. Whenever I bring such papers home, they are placed in a vault in my office. No one may enter that room except in my presence. There is only one other person who has a key, one other person who knows the whereabouts of the alarm switch. My wife.”


  “I’d think that would be as dangerous as discussing the material. Both could be forced from her.”


  “There was a reason. I’m at the age when the unexpected is a daily occurrence; I commend you to the obituary pages. If anything happened to me she is instructed to telephone the Conseiller Militaire, go down to my office, and stay by that vault until the security personnel arrive.”


  “Couldn’t she simply stay by the door?”


  “Men of my years have been known to pass away at their desks.” Villiers closed his eyes. “All along it was she. The one house, the one place, no one believed possible.”


  “Are you sure?”


  “More than I dare admit to myself. She was the one who insisted on the marriage. I repeatedly brought up the disparity of our ages, but she would have none of it. It was the years together, she claimed, not those that separated our birth dates. She offered to sign an agreement renouncing any claims to the Villiers estate and, of course, I would have none of that, for it was proof of her commitment to me. The adage is quite right: The old fool is the complete fool. Yet there were always the doubts; they came with the trips, with the unexpected separations.”


  “Unexpected?”


  “She has many interests, forever demanding her attention. A Franco-Swiss museum in Grenoble, a fine arts gallery in Amsterdam, a monument to the Resistance in Boulogne-sur-Mer, an idiotic oceanography conference in Marseilles. We had a heated argument over that one. I needed her in Paris; there were diplomatic functions I had to attend and wanted her with me. She would not stay. It was as though she were being ordered to be here and there and somewhere else at a given moment.”


  Grenoble—near the Swiss border, an hour from Zurich. Amsterdam. Boulogne-sur-Mer—on the Channel, an hour from London. Marseilles…Carlos.


  “When was the conference in Marseilles?” asked Jason.


  “Last August, I believe. Toward the latter part of the month.”


  “On August 26, at five o’clock in the afternoon, Ambassador Howard Leland was assassinated on the Marseilles waterfront.”


  “Yes, I know,” said Villiers. “You spoke of it before. I mourn the passing of the man, not his judgments.” The old soldier stopped; he looked at Bourne. “My God,” he whispered. “She had to be with him. Carlos summoned her and she came to him. She obeyed.”


  “I never went this far,” said Jason. “I swear to you I thought of her as a relay—a blind relay. I never went this far.”


  Suddenly, from the old man’s throat came a scream—deep and filled with agony and hatred. He brought his hands to his face, his head arched back once again in the moonlight; and he wept.


  Bourne did not move; there was nothing he could do. “I’m sorry,” he said.


  The general regained control. “And so am I,” he replied finally. “I apologize.”


  “No need to.”


  “I think there is. We will discuss it no further. I shall do what has to be done.”


  “Which is?”


  The soldier sat erect on the bench, his jaw firm. “You can ask that?”


  “I have to ask it.”


  “Having done what she’s done is no different from having killed the child of mine she did not bear. She pretended to hold his memory dear. Yet she was and is an accomplice to his murder. And all the while she committed a second treason against the nation I have served throughout my life.”


  “You’re going to kill her?”


  “I’m going to kill her. She will tell me the truth and she will die.”


  “She’ll deny everything you say.”


  “I doubt it.”


  “That’s crazy!”


  “Young man, I’ve spent over half a century trapping and righting the enemies of France, even when they were Frenchmen. The truth will be heard.”


  “What do you think she’s going to do? Sit there and listen to you and calmly agree that she’s guilty?”


  “She’ll do nothing calmly. But she’ll agree; she’ll proclaim it.”


  “Why would she?”


  “Because when I accuse her she’ll have the opportunity to kill me. When she makes the attempt, I will have my explanation, won’t I?”


  “You’d take that risk?”


  “I must take it.”


  “Suppose she doesn’t make the attempt, doesn’t try to kill you?”


  “That would be another explanation,” Villiers said. “In that unlikely event, I should look to my flanks if I were you, monsieur.” He shook his head. “It will not happen. We both know it, I far more clearly than you.”


  “Listen to me,” insisted Jason. “You say there was your son first. Think of him! Go after the killer, not the accomplice. She’s an enormous wound for you, but he’s a greater wound. Get the man who killed your son! In the end, you’ll get both. Don’t confront her; not yet. Use what you know against Carlos. Hunt him with me. No one’s ever been this close.”


  “You ask more than I can give,” said the old man.


  “Not if you think about your son. If you think of yourself, it is. But not if you think of the rue du Bac.”


  “You are excessively cruel, monsieur.”


  “I’m right and you know it.”


  A high cloud floated by in the night sky, briefly blocking the light of the moon. Darkness was complete; Jason shivered. The old soldier spoke, resignation in his voice.


  “Yes, you are right,” he said. “Excessively cruel and excessively right. It’s the killer, not the whore, who must be stopped. How do we work together? Hunt together?”


  Bourne closed his eyes briefly in relief. “Don’t do anything. Carlos has to be looking for me all over Paris. I’ve killed his men, uncovered a drop, found a contact. I’m too close to him. Unless we’re both mistaken, your telephone will get busier and busier. I’ll make sure of it.”


  “How?”


  “I’ll intercept a half a dozen employees of Les Classiques. Several clerks, the Lavier woman, Bergeron maybe, and certainly the man at the switchboard. They’ll talk. And so will I. That phone of yours will be busy as hell.”


  “But what of me? What do I do?”


  “Stay home. Say you’re not feeling well. And whenever that phone rings, stay near whoever else answers. Listen to the conversation, try to pick up codes, question the servants as to what was said to them. You could even listen in. If you hear something, fine, but you probably won’t. Whoever’s on the line will know you’re there. Still, you’ll frustrate the relay. And depending upon where your wife is—”


  “The whore is,” broke in the old soldier.


  “—in Carlos’ hierarchy, we might even force him to come out.”


  “Again, how?”


  “His lines of communication will be disrupted. The secure, unthinkable relay will be interfered with. He’ll demand a meeting with your wife.”


  “He would hardly announce the whereabouts.”


  “He has to tell her.” Bourne paused, another thought coming into focus. “If the disruption is severe enough, there’ll be that one phone call, or that one person you don’t know coming to the house, and shortly after, your wife will tell you she has to go somewhere. When it happens insist she leave a number where she can be reached. Be firm about it; you’re not trying to stop her from going, but you must be able to reach her. Tell her anything—use the relationship she developed. Say it’s a highly sensitive military matter you can’t talk about until you get a clearance. Then you want to discuss it with her before you render a judgment. She might jump at it.”


  “What will it serve?”


  “She’ll be telling you where she is. Maybe where Carlos is. If not Carlos, certainly others closer to him. Then reach me. I’ll give you a hotel and a room number. The name on the registry is meaningless, don’t bother about it.”


  “Why don’t you give me your real name?”


  “Because if you ever mentioned it—consciously or unconsciously—you’d be dead.”


  “I’m not senile.”


  “No, you’re not. But you’re a man who’s been hurt very badly. As badly as a person can be hurt, I think. You may risk your life; I won’t.”


  “You’re a strange man, monsieur.”


  “Yes. If I’m not there when you call, a woman will answer. She’ll know where I am. We’ll set up timing for messages.”


  “A woman?” the general drew back. “You’ve said nothing about a woman, or anyone else.”


  “There is no one else. Without her I wouldn’t be alive. Carlos is hunting both of us; he’s tried to kill both of us.”


  “Does she know about me?”


  “Yes. She’s the one who said it couldn’t be true. That you couldn’t be allied with Carlos. I thought you were.”


  “Perhaps I’ll meet her.”


  “Not likely. Until Carlos is taken—if he can be taken—we can’t be seen with you. Of all people, not you. Afterwards—if there is an afterwards—you may not want to be seen with us. With me. I’m being honest with you.”


  “I understand that and I respect it. In any event, thank this woman for me. Thank her for thinking I could be no part of Carlos.”


  Bourne nodded. “Can you be sure your private line isn’t tapped?”


  “Absolutely. It is swept on a regular basis; all the telephones restricted by the Conseiller are.”


  “Whenever you expect a call from me, answer the phone and clear your throat twice. I’ll know it’s you. If for any reason you can’t talk, tell me to call your secretary in the morning. I’ll call back in ten minutes. What’s the number?”


  Villiers gave it to him. “Your hotel?” asked the general.


  “The Terrasse. Rue de Maistre, Montmartre. Room 420.”


  “When will you begin?”


  “As soon as possible. Noon, today.”


  “Be like a wolfpack,” said the old soldier, leaning forward, a commander instructing his officer corps. “Strike swiftly.”


  CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN


  



  “She was so charming, I simply must do something for her,” cried Marie in ebullient French into the telephone. “Also for the sweet young man; he was of such help. I tell you, the dress was a succès fou! I’m so grateful.”


  “From your descriptions, madame,” replied the cultured male voice on the switchboard at Les Classiques, “I’m sure you mean Janine and Claude.”


  “Yes, of course. Janine and Claude, I remember now. I’ll drop each a note with a token of my thanks. Would you by any chance know their last names? I mean, it seems so crass to address envelopes simply to ‘Janine’ and ‘Claude.’ Rather like sending missives to servants, don’t you think? Could you ask Jacqueline?”


  “It’s not necessary, madame. I know them. And may I say that madame is as sensitive as she is generous. Janine Dolbert and Claude Oreale.”


  “Janine Dolbert and Claude Oreale,” repeated Marie, looking at Jason. “Janine is married to that cute pianist, isn’t she?”


  “I don’t believe Mademoiselle Dolbert is married to anyone.”


  “Of course. I’m thinking of someone else.”


  “If I may, madame, I didn’t catch your name.”


  “How silly of me!” Marie thrust the phone away and raised her voice. “Darling, you’re back, and so soon! That’s marvelous. I’m talking to those lovely people at Les Classiques.… Yes, right away, my dear.” She pulled the phone to her lips. “Thank you so much. You’ve been very kind.” She hung up. “How’d I do?”


  “If you ever decide to get out of economics,” said Jason, poring through the Paris telephone book, “go into sales. I bought every word you said.”


  “Were the descriptions accurate?”


  “To a cadaver and a very limp wrist. Nice touch, the pianist.”


  “It struck me that if she were married, the phone would be in her husband’s name.”


  “It isn’t,” interrupted Bourne. “Here it is. Dolbert, Janine, rue Losserand.” Jason wrote down the address. “Oreale, that’s with an O, like the bird, isn’t it? Not Au.”


  “I think so.” Marie lit a cigarette. “You’re really going to go to their homes?”


  Bourne nodded. “If I picked them up in Saint-Honoré, Carlos will have it watched.”


  “What about the others? Lavier, Bergeron, whoever-he-is on the switchboard.”


  “Tomorrow. Today’s for the groundswell.”


  “The what?”


  “Get them all talking. Running around saying things that shouldn’t be said. By closing time, word will be spread through the store by Dolbert and Oreale. I’ll reach two others tonight; they’ll call Lavier and the man at the switchboard. We’ll have the first shock wave, and then the second. The general’s phone will start ringing this afternoon. By morning the panic should be complete.”


  “Two questions,” said Marie, getting up from the edge of the bed and coming toward him. “How are you going to get two clerks away from Les Classiques during store hours? And what people will you reach tonight?”


  “Nobody lives in a deep freeze,” replied Bourne, looking at his watch. “Especially in haute couture. It’s 11:15 now; I’ll get to Dolbert’s apartment by noon and have the superintendent reach her at work. He’ll tell her to come home right away. There’s an urgent, very personal problem she’d better deal with.”


  “What problem?”


  “I don’t know, but who hasn’t got one?”


  “You’ll do the same with Oreale?”


  “Probably even more effective.”


  “You’re outrageous, Jason.”


  “I’m deadly serious,” said Bourne, his finger once again sliding down a column of names. “Here he is. Oreale, Claude Giselle. No comment. Rue Racine. I’ll reach him by three; when I’m finished he’ll head right back to Saint-Honoré and start screaming.”


  “What about the other two? Who are they?”


  “I’ll get names from either Oreale or Dolbert, or both. They won’t know it, but they’ll be giving me the second shock wave.”


  Jason stood in the shadows of the recessed doorway, in rue Losserand. He was fifteen feet from the entrance to Janine Dolbert’s small apartment house where moments before a bewildered and suddenly richer surintendant had obliged a well-spoken stranger by calling Mademoiselle Dolbert at work and telling her that a gentleman in a chauffeured limousine had been around twice asking for her. He was back again; what should the surintendant do?


  A small black taxi pulled up to the curb, and an agitated, cadaverous Janine Dolbert literally jumped out. Jason rushed from the doorway, intercepting her on the pavement, only feet from the entrance.


  “That was quick,” he said, touching her elbow. “So nice to see you again. You were very helpful the other day.”


  Janine Dolbert stared at him, her lips parted in recollection, then astonishment. “You. The American,” she said in English. “Monsieur Briggs, isn’t it? Are you the one who—”


  “I told my chauffeur to take an hour off. I wanted to see you privately.”


  “Me? What could you possibly wish to see me about?”


  “Don’t you know? Then why did you race back here?”


  The wide eyes beneath the short, bobbed hair were fixed on his, her pale face paler in the sunlight. “You’re from the House of Azur, then?” she asked tentatively.


  “I could be.” Bourne applied a bit more pressure to her elbow. “And?”


  “I’ve delivered what I promised. There will be nothing more, we agreed to that.”


  “Are you sure?”


  “Don’t be an idiot! You don’t know Paris couture. Someone will get furious with someone else and make bitchy comments in your own studio. What strange deviations! And when the fall line comes out, with you parading half of Bergeron’s designs before he does, how long do you think I can stay at Les Classiques? I’m Lavier’s number two girl, one of the few who has access to her office. You’d better take care of me as you promised. In one of your Los Angeles shops.”


  “Let’s take a walk,” said Jason, gently propelling her. “You’ve got the wrong man, Janine. I’ve never heard of the House of Azur, and haven’t the slightest interest in stolen designs—except where the knowledge can be useful.”


  “Oh, my God…”


  “Keep walking.” Bourne gripped her arm. “I said I wanted to talk to you.”


  “About what? What do you want from me? How did you get my name?” The words came rapidly now, the phrases overlapping. “I took an early lunch hour and must return at once; we’re very busy today. Please—you’re hurting my arm.”


  “Sorry.”


  “What I said; it was foolishness. A lie. On the floor, we’ve heard rumors; I was testing you. That’s what I was doing, I was testing you!”


  “You’re very convincing. I’ll accept that.”


  “I’m loyal to Les Classiques. I’ve always been loyal.”


  “It’s a fine quality, Janine. I admire loyalty. I was saying that the other day to…what’s his name?…that nice fellow on the switchboard. What is his name? I forget.”


  “Philippe,” said the salesclerk, frightened, obsequious. “Philippe d’Anjou.”


  “That’s it. Thank you.” They reached a narrow, cobblestone alleyway between two buildings. Jason guided her into it. “Let’s step in here for a moment, just so we’re off the street. Don’t worry, you won’t be late. I’ll only take a few minutes of your time.” They walked ten paces into the narrow enclosure. Bourne stopped; Janine Dolbert pressed her back against the brick wall. “Cigarette?” he asked, taking a pack from his pocket.


  “Thank you, yes.”


  He lighted it for her, noting that her hand trembled. “Relaxed now?”


  “Yes. No, not really. What do you want, Monsieur Briggs?”


  “To begin with, the name’s not Briggs, but I think you should know that.”


  “I don’t. Why should I?”


  “I was sure Lavier’s number one girl would have told you.”


  “Monique?”


  “Use last names, please. Accuracy’s important.”


  “Brielle, then,” said Janine frowning curiously. “Does she know you?”


  “Why not ask her?”


  “As you wish. What is it, monsieur?”


  Jason shook his head. “You really don’t know, do you? Three-quarters of the employees at Les Classiques are working with us and one of the brightest wasn’t even contacted. Of course it’s possible someone thought you were a risk; it happens.”


  “What happens? What risk? Who are you?”


  “There isn’t time now. The others can fill you in. I’m here because we’ve never received a report from you, and yet you speak to prime customers all day long.”


  “You must be clearer, monsieur.”


  “Let’s say I’m the spokesman for a group of people—American, French, English, Dutch—closing in on a killer who’s murdered political and military leaders in each of our countries.”


  “Murdered? Military, political…” Janine’s mouth gaped, the ash of her cigarette breaking off, spilling over her rigid hand. “What is this? What are you talking about? I’ve heard none of this!”


  “I can only apologize,” said Bourne softly, sincerely. “You should have been contacted several weeks ago. It was an error on the part of the man before me. I’m sorry; it must be a shock to you.”


  “It is a shock, monsieur,” whispered the salesclerk, her concave body tensed, a bent, lacquered reed against the brick. “You speak of things beyond my understanding.”


  “But now I understand,” interrupted Jason. “Not a word from you about anyone. Now it’s clear.”


  “It’s not to me.”


  “We’re closing in on Carlos. The assassin known as Carlos.”


  “Carlos?” The cigarette fell from Dolbert’s hand, the shock complete.


  “He’s one of your most frequent customers, all the evidence points to it. We’ve narrowed the probabilities down to eight men. The trap is set for sometime in the next several days, and we’re taking every precaution.”


  “Precaution …?”


  “There’s always the danger of hostages, we all know that. We anticipate gunfire, but it will be kept to a minimum. The basic problem will be Carlos himself. He’s sworn never to be taken alive; he walks the streets wired up to explosives calculated to be in excess of a thousand-pound bomb. But we can handle that. Our marksmen will be on the scene; one clean shot to the head and it’ll be all over.”


  “Une seule balle…”


  Suddenly Bourne looked at his watch. “I’ve taken up enough of your time. You’ve got to get back to the shop and I have to get back to my post. Remember, if you see me outside, you don’t know me. If I come into Les Classiques, treat me as you would any rich client. Except if you’ve spotted a customer you think may be our man; then don’t waste time telling me. Again, I’m sorry about all this. It was a breakdown in communications, that’s all. It happens.”


  “Une rupture …?”


  Jason nodded, turned in place, and began walking rapidly out of the alleyway toward the street. He stopped and glanced back at Janine Dolbert. She was comatose against the wall; for her the elegant world of haute couture was spinning wildly out of orbit.


  Philippe d’Anjou. The name meant nothing to him, but Bourne could not help himself. He kept repeating it silently trying to raise an image…as the face of the gray-haired switchboard operator gave rise to such violent images of darkness and flashes of light. Philippe d’Anjou. Nothing. Nothing at all. Yet there had been something, something that caused Jason’s stomach to knot, the muscles taut and inflexible, a flat panel of hard flesh constricted…by the darkness.


  He sat by the front window and the door of a coffee shop on the rue Racine, prepared to get up and leave the moment he saw the figure of Claude Oreale arrive at the doorway of the ancient building across the street. His room was on the fifth floor, in a flat he shared with two other men, reached only by climbing a worn, angular staircase. When he did arrive, Bourne was sure he would not be walking.


  For Claude Oreale, who had been so effusive with Jacqueline Lavier on another staircase in Saint-Honoré, had been told by a toothless landlady over the phone to get his sale gueule back to rue Racine and put a stop to the screaming and smashing of furniture that was taking place in his fifth-floor flat. Either he would stop it or the gendarmes would be called; he had twenty minutes to show up.


  He did so in fifteen. His slight frame, encased in a Pierre Cardin suit—rear flap fluttering in the headwind—could be seen racing up the sidewalk from the nearby Métro exit. He avoided collisions with the agility of an out-of-shape broken-field runner trained by the Ballets Russe. His thin neck was thrust forward several inches in front of his vested chest, his long dark hair a flowing mane parallel to the pavement. He reached the entrance and gripped the railing, leaping up the steps and plunging into the shadows of the foyer.


  Jason walked rapidly out of the coffee shop and raced across the street. Inside, he ran to the ancient staircase then started up the cracked steps. From the fourth floor landing, he could hear the pounding on the door above.


  “Ouvrez! Ouvrez! Vite, nom de Dieu!” Oreale stopped, the silence within perhaps more frightening than anything else.


  Bourne climbed the remaining steps until he could see Oreale between the bars of the railing and the floor. The clerk’s frail body was pressed into the door, his hands on either side, fingers spread, his ear against the wood, his face flushed. Jason shouted in guttural, bureaucratic French, as he rushed up into view. “Sûreté! Stay exactly where you are, young man. Let’s not have any unpleasantness. We’ve been watching you and your friends. We know about the darkroom.”


  “No!” screamed Oreale. “It has nothing to do with me, I swear it! Darkroom?”


  Bourne raised his hand. “Be quiet. Don’t shout so!” He immediately followed his commands by leaning over the railing and looking below.


  “You can’t involve me!” continued the salesclerk. “I’m not involved! I’ve told them over and over again to get rid of it all! One day they’ll kill themselves. Drugs are for idiots! My God, it’s quiet. I think they’re dead!”


  Jason stood up from the railing and approached Oreale, his palms raised. “I told you to shut up,” he whispered harshly. “Get inside there and be quiet! This was all for the benefit of that old bitch downstairs.”


  The salesclerk was transfixed, his panic suspended in silent hysteria. “What?”


  “You’ve got a key,” said Bourne. “Open up and get inside.”


  “It’s bolted,” replied Oreale. “It’s always bolted during these times.”


  “You damn fool, we had to reach you! We had to get you here without anyone knowing why. Open that door. Quickly!”


  Like the terrified rabbit he was, Claude Oreale fumbled in his pocket and found the key. He unlocked the door and pushed it open as a man might entering a storage vault filled with mutilated corpses. Bourne propelled him through the doorframe, stepped inside and closed the door.


  What could be seen of the flat belied the rest of the building. The fair-sized living room was filled with sleek, expensive furniture, dozens of red and yellow velvet pillows scattered about on couches, chairs and the floor. It was an erotic room, a luxurious sanctuary in the midst of debris.


  “I’ve only got a few minutes,” said Jason. “No time for anything but business.”


  “Business?” asked Oreale, his expression flat-out paralyzed. “This…this darkroom? What darkroom?”


  “Forget it. You had something better going.”


  “What business?”


  “We received word from Zurich and we want you to get it to your friend Lavier.”


  “Madame Jacqueline? My friend?”


  “We can’t trust the phones.”


  “What phones? The word? What word?”


  “Carlos is right.”


  “Carlos? Carlos who?”


  “The assassin.”


  Claude Oreale screamed. He brought his hand up to his mouth, bit the knuckle of his index finger and screamed. “What are you saying?”


  “Be quiet!”


  “Why are you saying it to me?”


  “You’re number five. We’re counting on you.”


  “Five what? For what?”


  “To help Carlos escape the net. They’re closing in. Tomorrow, the next day, perhaps the day after that. He’s to stay away; he’s got to stay away. They’ll surround the shop, marksmen every ten feet. The crossfire will be murderous; if he’s in there it could be a massacre. Every one of you. Dead.”


  Oreale screamed again, his knuckle red. “Will you stop this! I don’t know what you’re talking about! You’re a maniac and I won’t hear another word—I haven’t heard anything. Carlos, crossfire…massacres! God, I’m suffocating…I need air!”


  “You’ll get money. A lot of it, I imagine. Lavier will thank you. Also d’Anjou.”


  “D’Anjou? He loathes me! He calls me a peacock, insults me every chance he gets.”


  “It’s his cover, of course. Actually, he’s very fond of you—perhaps more than you know. He’s number six.”


  “What are these numbers? Stop talking numbers!”


  “How else can we distinguish between you, allocate assignments? We can’t use names.”


  “Who can’t?”


  “All of us who work for Carlos.”


  The scream was ear-shattering, as the blood trickled from Oreale’s finger. “I won’t listen! I’m a couturier, an artist!”


  “You’re number five. You’ll do exactly as we say or you’ll never see this passion pit of yours again.”


  “Aunghunn!”


  “Stop screaming! We appreciate you; we know you’re all under a strain. Incidentally, we don’t trust the bookkeeper.”


  “Trignon?”


  “First names only. Obscurity’s important.”


  “Pierre, then. He’s hateful. He deducts for telephone calls.”


  “We think he’s working for Interpol.”


  “Interpol?”


  “If he is, you could all spend ten years in prison. You’d be eaten alive, Claude.”


  “Aunghunn!”


  “Shut up! Just let Bergeron know what we think. Keep your eyes on Trignon, especially during the next two days. If he leaves the store for any reason, watch out. It could mean the trap’s closing.” Bourne walked to the door, his hand in his pocket. “I’ve got to get back, and so do you. Tell numbers one through six everything I told you. It’s vital the word be spread.”


  Oreale screamed again, hysterically again. “Numbers! Always numbers! What number? I’m an artist, not a number!”


  “You won’t have a face unless you get back there as fast as you got here. Reach Lavier, d’Anjou, Bergeron. As quickly as you can. Then the others.”


  “What others?”


  “Ask number two.”


  “Two?”


  “Dolbert. Janine Dolbert.”


  “Janine. Her, too?”


  “That’s right. She’s two.”


  The salesclerk flung his arms wildly above him in helpless protest.


  “This is madness! Nothing makes sense!”


  “Your life does, Claude,” said Jason simply. “Value it. I’ll be waiting across the street. Leave here in exactly three minutes. And don’t use the phone; just leave and get back to Les Classiques. If you’re not out of here in three minutes I’ll have to return.” He took his hand out of his pocket. In it was his gun.


  Oreale expunged a lungful of air, his face ashen as he stared at the weapon.


  Bourne let himself out and closed the door.


  The telephone rang on the bedside table. Marie looked at her watch; it was 8:15 and for a moment she felt a sharp jolt of fear. Jason had said he would call at 9:00. He had left La Terrasse after dark, around 7:00, to intercept a salesclerk named Monique Brielle. The schedule was precise, to be interrupted only in emergency. Had something happened?


  “Is this room 420?” asked the deep male voice on the line.


  Relief swept over Marie; the man was André Villiers. The general had called late in the afternoon to tell Jason that panic had spread through Les Classiques; his wife had been summoned to the phone no less than six times over the span of an hour and a half. Not once, however, had he been able to listen to anything of substance; whenever he had picked up the phone, serious conversation had been replaced by innocuous banter.


  “Yes,” said Marie. “This is 420.”


  “Forgive me, we did not speak before.”


  “I know who you are.”


  “I’m also aware of you. May I take the liberty of saying thank you.”


  “I understand. You’re welcome.”


  “To substance. I’m telephoning from my office, and, of course, there’s no extension for this line. Tell our mutual friend that the crisis has accelerated. My wife has taken to her room, claiming nausea, but apparently she’s not too ill to be on the phone. On several occasions, as before, I picked up only to realize that they were alert for any interference. Each time I apologized rather gruffly, saying I expected calls. Frankly, I’m not at all sure my wife was convinced, but of course she’s in no position to question me. I’ll be blunt, mademoiselle. There is unspoken friction building between us, and beneath the surface, it is violent. May God give me strength.”


  “I can only ask you to remember the objective,” broke in Marie. “Remember your son.”


  “Yes,” said the old man quietly. “My son. And the whore who claims to revere his memory. I’m sorry.”


  “It’s all right. I’ll convey what you’ve told me to our friend. He’ll be calling within the hour.”


  “Please,” interrupted Villiers. “There’s more. It’s the reason I had to reach you. Twice while my wife was on the telephone the voices held meaning for me. The second I recognized; a face came to mind instantly. He’s on a switchboard in Saint-Honoré.”


  “We know his name. What about the first?”


  “It was strange. I did not know the voice, there was no face to go with it, but I understood why it was there. It was an odd voice, half whisper, half command, an echo of itself. It was the command that struck me. You see, that voice was not having a conversation with my wife; it had issued an order. It was altered the instant I got on the line, of course; a prearranged signal for a swift goodbye, but the residue remained. That residue, even the tone, is well known to any soldier; it is his means of emphasis. Am I being clear?”


  “I think so,” said Marie gently, aware that if the old man was implying what she thought he was, the strain on him had to be unbearable.


  “Be assured of it, mademoiselle,” said the general, “it was the killer pig.” Villiers stopped, his breathing audible, the next words drawn out, a strong man close to weeping.


  “He was…instructing…my…wife…” The old soldier’s voice cracked. “Forgive me the unforgiveable. I have no right to burden you.”


  “You have every right,” said Marie, suddenly alarmed. “What’s happening has to be terribly painful for you, made worse because you have no one to talk to.”


  “I am talking to you, mademoiselle. I shouldn’t, but I am.”


  “I wish we could keep talking. I wish one of us could be with you. But that’s not possible and I know you understand that. Please try to hold on. It’s terribly important that no connection be made between you and our friend. It could cost you your life.”


  “I think perhaps I have lost it.”


  “Ça, c’est absurde,” said Marie sharply, an intended slap in the old soldier’s face. “Vous êtes un soldat. Arrétez ça immédiatement!”


  “C’est l’institutrice qui corrige le mauvais élève. Vous avez bien raison.”


  “On dit que vous êtes un géant. Je le crois.” There was silence on the line; Marie held her breath. When Villiers spoke she breathed again.


  “Our mutual friend is very fortunate. You are a remarkable woman.”


  “Not at all. I just want my friend to come back to me. There’s nothing remarkable about that.”


  “Perhaps not. But I should also like to be your friend. You reminded a very old man of who and what he is. Or who and what he once was, and must try to be again. I thank you for a second time.”


  “You’re welcome…my friend.” Marie hung up, profoundly moved and equally disturbed. She was not convinced Villiers could face the next twenty-four hours, and if he could not, the assassin would know how deeply his apparatus had been penetrated. He would order every contact at Les Classiques to run from Paris and disappear. Or there would be a bloodbath in Saint-Honoré, achieving the same results.


  If either happened, there would be no answers, no address in New York, no message deciphered, nor the sender found. The man she loved would be returned to his labyrinth. And he would leave her.


  CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHT


  



  Bourne saw her at the corner, walking under the spill of the streetlight toward the small hotel that was her home. Monique Brielle, Jacqueline Lavier’s number one girl, was a harder, more sinewy version of Janine Dolbert; he remembered seeing her at the shop. There was an assurance about her, her stride the stride of a confident woman, secure in the knowledge of her expertise. Very unflappable. Jason could understand why she was Lavier’s number one. Their confrontation would be brief, the impact of the message startling, the threat inherent. It was time for the start of the second shock wave. He remained motionless and let her pass on the sidewalk, her heels clicking martially on the pavement. The street was not crowded, but neither was it deserted; there were perhaps a half dozen people on the block. It would be necessary to isolate her, then steer her out of earshot of any who might overhear the words, for they were words that no messenger would risk being heard. He caught up with her no more than thirty feet from the entrance to the small hotel; he slowed his pace to hers, staying at her side.


  “Get in touch with Lavier right away,” he said in French, staring straight ahead.


  “Pardon? What did you say? Who are you, monsieur?”


  “Don’t stop! Keep walking. Past the entrance.”


  “You know where I live?”


  “There’s very little we don’t know.”


  “And if I go straight inside? There’s a doorman—”


  “There’s also Lavier,” interrupted Bourne. “You’ll lose your job and you won’t be able to find another in Saint-Honoré. And I’m afraid that will be the least of your problems.”


  “Who are you?”


  “Not your enemy.” Jason looked at her. “Don’t make me one.”


  “You. The American! Janine…Claude Oreale!”


  “Carlos,” completed Bourne.


  “Carlos? What is this madness? All afternoon, nothing but Carlos! And numbers! Everyone has a number no one’s heard of! And talk of traps and men with guns! It’s crazy!”


  “It’s happening. Keep walking. Please. For your own sake.”


  She did, her stride less sure, her body stiffened, a rigid marionette uncertain of its strings. “Jacqueline spoke to us,” she said, her voice intense. “She told us it was all insane, that it—you—were out to ruin Les Classiques. That one of the other houses must have paid you to ruin us.”


  “What did you expect her to say?”


  “You are a hired provocateur. She told us the truth.”


  “Did she also tell you to keep your mouth shut? Not to say a word about any of this to anyone?”


  “Of course.”


  “Above all,” ran on Jason as if he had not heard her, “not to contact the police, which under the circumstances would be the most logical thing in the world to do. In some ways, the only thing to do.”


  “Yes, naturally…”


  “Not naturally,” contradicted Bourne. “Look, I’m just a relay, probably not much higher than you. I’m not here to convince you, I’m here to deliver a message. We ran a test on Dolbert; we fed her false information.”


  “Janine?” Monique Brielle’s perplexity was compounded by mounting confusion. “The things she said were incredible! As incredible as Claude’s hysterical screaming—the things he said. But what she said was the opposite of what he said.”


  “We know; it was done intentionally. She’s been talking to Azur.”


  “The House of Azur?”


  “Check her out tomorrow. Confront her.”


  “Confront her?”


  “Just do it. It could be tied in.”


  “With what?”


  “The trap. Azur could be working with Interpol.”


  “Interpol? Traps? This is the same craziness! Nobody knows what you’re talking about!”


  “Lavier knows. Get in touch with her right away.” They approached the end of the block; Jason touched her arm. “I’ll leave you here at the corner. Go back to your hotel and call Jacqueline. Tell her it’s far more serious than we thought. Everything’s falling apart. Worst of all, someone has turned. Not Dolbert, not one of the clerks, but someone more highly placed. Someone who knows everything.”


  “Turned? What does that mean?”


  “There’s a traitor in Les Classiques. Tell her to be careful. Of everyone. If she isn’t, it could be the end for all of us.” Bourne released her arm, then stepped off the curb and crossed the street. On the other side he spotted a recessed doorway and quickly stepped inside.


  He inched his face to the edge and peered out, looking back at the corner. Monique Brielle was halfway down the block, rushing toward the entrance of her hotel. The first panic of the second shock wave had begun. It was time to call Marie.


  “I’m worried, Jason. It’s tearing him apart. He nearly broke down on the phone. What happens when he looks at her? What must he be feeling, thinking?”


  “He’ll handle it,” said Bourne, watching the traffic on the Champs-Elysées from inside the glass telephone booth, wishing he felt more confident about André Villiers. “If he doesn’t, I’ve killed him. I don’t want it on my head, but that’s what I’ll have done. I should have shut my goddamn mouth and taken her myself.”


  “You couldn’t have done that. You saw d’Anjou on the steps; you couldn’t have gone inside.”


  “I could have thought of something. As we’ve agreed, I’m resourceful—more than I like to think about.”


  “But you are doing something! You’re creating panic, forcing those who carry out Carlos’ orders to show themselves. Someone’s got to stop the panic, and even you said you didn’t think Jacqueline Lavier was high enough. Jason, you’ll see someone and you’ll know. You’ll get him! You will!”


  “I hope so; Christ, I hope so! I know exactly what I’m doing, but every now and then…” Bourne stopped. He hated saying it, but he had to—he had to say it to her. “I get confused. It’s as if I’m split down the middle, one part of me saying ‘Save yourself,’ the other part…God help me…telling me to ‘Get Carlos.’”


  “It’s what you’ve been doing from the beginning, isn’t it?” said Marie softly.


  “I don’t care about Carlos!” shouted Jason, wiping away the sweat that had broken out on his hairline, aware, too, that he was cold. “It’s driving me crazy,” he added, not sure whether he had said the words out loud or to himself.


  “Darling, come back.”


  “What?” Bourne looked at the telephone, again not sure whether he had heard spoken words, or whether he had wanted to hear them, and so they were there. It was happening again. Things were and they were not. The sky was dark outside, outside a telephone booth on the Champs-Elysées. It had once been bright, so bright, so blinding. And hot, not cold. With screeching birds and screaming streaks of metal…


  “Jason!”


  “What?”


  “Come back. Darling, please come back.”


  “Why?”


  “You’re tired. You need rest.”


  “I have to reach Trignon. Pierre Trignon. He’s the bookkeeper.”


  “Do it tomorrow. It can wait until tomorrow.”


  “No. Tomorrow’s for the captains.” What was he saying? Captains. Troops. Figures colliding in panic. But it was the only way, the only way. The chameleon was a…provocateur.


  “Listen to me,” said Marie, her voice insistent. “Something’s happening to you. It’s happened before; we both know that, my darling. And when it does, you have got to stop, we know that, too. Come back to the hotel. Please.”


  Bourne closed his eyes, the sweat was drying and the sounds of the traffic outside the booth replaced the screeching in his ears. He could see the stars in the cold night sky, no more blinding sunlight, no more unbearable heat. It had passed, whatever it was.


  “I’m all right. Really, I’m okay now. A couple of bad moments, that’s all.”


  “Jason?” Marie spoke slowly, forcing him to listen. “What caused them?”


  “I don’t know.”


  “You just saw the Brielle woman. Did she say something to you? Something that made you think of something else?”


  “I’m not sure. I was too busy figuring out what to say myself.”


  “Think, darling!”


  Bourne closed his eyes, trying to remember. Had there been something? Something spoken casually or so rapidly that it was lost at the moment? “She called me a provocateur,” said Jason, not understanding why the word came back to him. “But then, that’s what I am, aren’t I? That’s what I’m doing.”


  “Yes,” agreed Marie.


  “I’ve got to get going,” continued Bourne. “Trignon’s place is only a couple of blocks from here. I want to reach him before ten.”


  “Be careful.” Marie spoke as if her thoughts were elsewhere.


  “I will. I love you.”


  “I believe in you,” said Marie St. Jacques.


  The street was quiet, the block an odd mixture of shops and flats indigenous to the center of Paris, bustling with activity during the day, deserted at night.


  Jason reached the small apartment house listed in the telephone directory as Pierre Trignon’s residence. He climbed the steps and walked into the neat, dimly lit foyer. A row of brass mailboxes was on the right, each one above a small spoked circle through which a caller raised his voice loudly enough to identify himself. Jason ran his finger along the printed names below the slots: M. PIERRE TRIGNON—42. He pushed the tiny black button twice; ten seconds later there was a crackling of static.


  “Oui?”


  “Monsieur Trignon, s’il vous plaît?”


  “Ici.”


  “Télégramme, monsieur. Je ne peux pas quitter ma bicyclette.”


  “Télégramme? Pour moi?”


  Pierre Trignon was not a man who often received telegrams; it was in his astonished tone. The rest of his words were barely distinguishable, but a female voice in the background was in shock, equating a telegram with all manner of horrendous disasters.


  Bourne waited outside the frosted glass door that led to the apartment house interior. In seconds he heard the rapid clatter of footsteps growing louder as someone—obviously Trignon—came rushing down the staircase. The door swung open, concealing Jason; a balding, heavy-set man, unnecessary suspenders creasing the flesh beneath a bulging white shirt, walked to the row of mailboxes, stopping at number 42.


  “Monsieur Trignon?”


  The heavy-set man spun around, his cherubic face set in an expression of helplessness. “A telegram! I have a telegram!” he cried. “Did you bring me a telegram?”


  “I apologize for the ruse, Trignon, but it was for your own benefit. I didn’t think you wanted to be questioned in front of your wife and family.”


  “Questioned?” exclaimed the bookkeeper, his thick, protruding lips curled, his eyes frightened. “Me? What about? What is this? Why are you here at my home? I’m a law-abiding citizen!”


  “You work in Saint-Honoré? For a firm called Les Classiques?”


  “I do. Who are you?”


  “If you prefer, we can go down to my office,” said Bourne.


  “Who are you?”


  “I’m a special investigator for the Bureau of Taxation and Records, Division of Fraud and Conspiracy. Come along—my official car is outside.”


  “Outside? Come along? I have no jacket, no coat! My wife. She’s upstairs expecting me to bring back a telegram. A telegram!”


  “You can send her one if you like. Come along now. I’ve been at this all day and I want to get it over with.”


  “Please, monsieur,” protested Trignon. “I do not insist on going anywhere! You said you had questions. Ask your questions and let me go back upstairs. I have no wish to go to your office.”


  “It might take a few minutes,” said Jason.


  “I’ll ring through to my wife and tell her it’s a mistake. The telegram’s for old Gravet; he lives here on the first floor and can barely read. She will understand.”


  Madame Trignon did not understand, but her shrill objections were stilled by a shriller Monsieur Trignon. “There, you see,” said the bookkeeper, coming away from the mail-slot, the strings of hair on his bald scalp matted with sweat. “There’s no reason to go anywhere. What’s a few minutes of a man’s life? The television shows will be repeated in a month or two. Now, what in God’s name is this, monsieur? My books are immaculate, totally immaculate! Of course I cannot be responsible for the accountant’s work. That’s a separate firm; he’s a separate firm. Frankly, I’ve never liked him; he swears a great deal, if you know what I mean. But then, who am I to say?” Trignon’s hands were held out palms up, his face pinched in an obsequious smile.


  “To begin with,” said Bourne, dismissing the protestations, “do not leave the city limits of Paris. If for any reason, personal or professional, you are called upon to do so, notify us. Frankly, it will not be permitted.”


  “Surely you’re joking, monsieur!”


  “Surely I’m not.”


  “I have no reason to leave Paris—nor the money to do so—but to say such a thing to me is unbelievable. What have I done?”


  “The Bureau will subpoena your books in the morning. Be prepared.”


  “Subpoena? For what cause? Prepared for what?”


  “Payments to so-called suppliers whose invoices are fraudulent. The merchandise was never received—was never meant to be received—the payments, instead, routed to a bank in Zurich.”


  “Zurich? I don’t know what you’re talking about! I’ve prepared no checks for Zurich.”


  “Not directly, we know that. But how easy it was for you to prepare them for nonexistent firms, the monies paid, then wired to Zurich.”


  “Every invoice is initialed by Madame Lavier! I pay nothing on my own!”


  Jason paused, frowning. “Now it’s you who are joking,” he said.


  “On my word! It’s the house policy. Ask anyone! Les Classiques does not pay a sou unless authorized by Madame.”


  “What you’re saying, then, is that you take your orders directly from her.”


  “But naturally!”


  “Whom does she take orders from?”


  Trignon grinned. “It is said from God, when not the other way around. Of course, that’s a joke, monsieur.”


  “I trust you can be more serious. Who are the specific owners of Les Classiques?”


  “It is a partnership, monsieur. Madame Lavier has many wealthy friends; they have invested in her abilities. And, of course, the talents of René Bergeron.”


  “Do these investors meet frequently? Do they suggest policy? Perhaps advocate certain firms with which to do business?”


  “I wouldn’t know, monsieur. Naturally, everyone has friends.”


  “We may have concentrated on the wrong people,” interrupted Bourne. “It’s quite possible that you and Madame Lavier—as the two directly involved with the day-to-day finances—are being used.”


  “Used for what?”


  “To funnel money into Zurich. To the account of one of the most vicious killers in Europe.”


  Trignon convulsed, his large stomach quivering as he fell back against the wall. “In the name of God, what are you saying?”


  “Prepare yourselves. Especially you. You prepared the checks, no one else.”


  “Only upon approval!”


  “Did you ever check the merchandise against the invoices?”


  “It’s not my job!”


  “So, in essence you issued payments for supplies you never saw.”


  “I never see anything! Only invoices that have been initialed. I pay only on those!”


  “You’d better find every one. You and Madame Lavier had better start digging up every backup in your files. Because the two of you—especially you—will face the charges.”


  “Charges? What charges?”


  “For a lack of a specific writ, let’s call it accessory to multiple homicide.”


  “Multiple—”


  “Assassination. The account in Zurich belongs to the assassin known as Carlos. You, Pierre Trignon, and your current employer, Madame Jacqueline Lavier, are directly implicated in financing the most sought-after killer in Europe. Ilich Ramirez Sanchez. Alias Carlos.”


  “Aughhhh!…” Trignon slid down to the foyer floor, his eyes in shock, his puffed features twisted out of shape. “All afternoon…” he whispered. “People running around, hysterical meetings in the aisles, looking at me strangely, passing my cubicle and turning their heads. Oh, my God.”


  “If I were you, I wouldn’t waste a moment. Morning will be here soon, and with it possibly the most difficult day of your life.” Jason walked to the outside door and stopped, his hand on the knob. “It’s not my place to advise you, but if I were you, I’d reach Madame Lavier at once. Start preparing your joint defense—it may be all you have. A public execution is not out of the question.”


  The chameleon opened the door and stepped outside, the cold night air whipping across his face.


  Get Carlos. Trap Carlos. Cain is for Charlie and Delta is for Cain.


  False!


  Find a number in New York. Find Treadstone. Find the meaning of a message. Find the sender.


  Find Jason Bourne.


  Sunlight burst through the stained-glass windows as the clean-shaven old man in the dated suit of clothes rushed down the aisle of the church in Neuilly-sur-Seine. The tall priest standing by the rack of novena candles watched him, struck by a feeling of familiarity. For a moment the cleric thought he had seen the man before, but could not place him. There had been a disheveled beggar yesterday, about the same size, the same…No, this old man’s shoes were shined, his white hair combed neatly, and the suit of clothes, although from another decade, was of good quality.


  “Angelus Domini,” said the old man, as he parted the curtains of the confessional booth.


  “Enough!” whispered the silhouetted figure behind the scrim. “What have you learned in Saint-Honoré?”


  “Little of substance, but respect for his methods.”


  “Is there a pattern?”


  “Random, it would appear. He selects people who know absolutely nothing and instigates chaos through them. I would suggest no further activity at Les Classiques.”


  “Naturally,” agreed the silhouette. “But what’s his purpose?”


  “Beyond the chaos?” asked the old man. “I’d say it was to spread distrust among those who do know something. The Brielle woman used the words. She said the American told her to tell Lavier there was ‘a traitor’ inside, a patently false statement. Which of them would dare? Last night was insane, as you know. The bookkeeper, Trignon, went crazy. Waiting until two in the morning outside Lavier’s house, literally assaulting her when she returned from Brielle’s hotel, screaming and crying in the street.”


  “Lavier herself did not behave much better. She was barely in control when she called Parc Monceau; she was told not to call again. No one is to call there…ever again. Ever.”


  “We received the word. The few of us who know the number have forgotten it.”


  “Be sure you have.” The silhouette moved suddenly; there was a ripple in the curtain. “Of course to spread distrust! It follows chaos. There’s no question about it now. He’ll pick up the contacts, try to force information from them and when one fails, throw him to the Americans and go on to the next. But he’ll make the approaches alone; it’s part of his ego. He is a madman. And obsessed.”


  “He may be both,” countered the old man, “but he’s also a professional. He’ll make sure the names are delivered to his superiors in the event he does fail. So regardless of whether you take him or not, they will be taken.”


  “They will be dead,” said the assassin. “But not Bergeron. He’s far too valuable. Tell him to head for Athens; he’ll know where.”


  “Am I to assume I’m taking the place of Parc Monceau?”


  “That would be impossible. But for the time being you will relay my final decisions to whomever they concern.”


  “And the first person I reach is Bergeron. To Athens.”


  “Yes.”


  “So Lavier and the colonial, d’Anjou, are marked, then?”


  “They are marked. Bait rarely survives, and they will not. You may also relay another message, to the two teams covering Lavier and d’Anjou. Tell them I’ll be watching them—all the time. There can be no mistakes.”


  It was the old man’s turn to pause, to bid silently for attention. “I’ve saved the best for last, Carlos. The Renault was found an hour and a half ago in a garage in Montmartre. It was brought in last night.”


  In the stillness the old man could hear the slow, deliberate breathing of the figure beyond the cloth. “I assume you’ve taken measures to have it watched—even now at the moment—and followed—even now at the moment.”


  The once-bespoken beggar laughed softly. “In accord with your last instructions, I took the liberty of hiring a friend, a friend with a sound automobile. He in turn has employed three acquaintances, and together they are on four six-hour shifts on the street outside the garage. They know nothing, of course, except that they are to follow the Renault at any hour of day or night.”


  “You do not disappoint me.”


  “I can’t afford to. And since Parc Monceau was eliminated, I had no telephone number to give them but my own, which as you know, is a rundown café in the Quarter. The owner and I were friends in the old days, the better days. I could reach him every five minutes for messages and he would never object. I know where he got the money to pay for his business, and whom he had to kill to get it.”


  “You’ve behaved well, you have value.”


  “I also have a problem, Carlos. As none of us are to call Parc Monceau, how can I reach you? In the event I must. Say, for instance, the Renault.”


  “Yes, I’m aware of the problem. Are you aware of the burden you ask for?”


  “I would much prefer not to have it. My only hope is that when this is over and Cain is dead, you will remember my contributions and rather than killing me, change the number.”


  “You do anticipate.”


  “In the old days it was my means of survival.”


  The assassin whispered seven figures. “You are the only man alive who has this number. Naturally it is untraceable.”


  “Naturally. Who would expect an old beggar to have it?”


  “Every hour brings you closer to a better standard of living. The net is closing; every hour brings him nearer to one of several traps. Cain will be caught, and an imposter’s body will be thrown back to the bewildered strategists who created him. They counted on a monstrous ego and he gave it to them. At the end, he was only a puppet, an expendable puppet. Everyone knew it but him.”


  Bourne picked up the telephone. “Yes?”


  “Room 420?”


  “Go ahead, General.”


  “The telephone calls have stopped. She’s no longer being contacted—not at least by telephone. Our couple was out and the phone rang twice. Both times she asked me to answer it. She really wasn’t up to talking.”


  “Who called?”


  “The chemists with a prescription and a journalist requesting an interview. She couldn’t have known either.”


  “Did you get the impression she was trying to throw you off by having you take the calls?”


  Villiers paused, his reply laced with anger. “It was there, the effect less than subtle insofar as she mentioned she might be having lunch out. She said she had a reservation at the George Cinq, and I could reach her there if she decides to go.”


  “If she does, I want to get there first.”


  “I’ll let you know.”


  “You said she’s not being contacted by phone. ‘Not at least by telephone,’ I think you said. Did you mean something by that?”


  “Yes. Thirty minutes ago a woman came to the house. My wife was reluctant to see her but nevertheless did so. I only saw her face for a moment in the parlor, but it was enough. The woman was in panic.”


  “Describe her.”


  Villiers did.


  “Jacqueline Lavier,” said Jason.


  “I thought it might be. From the looks of her, the wolf-pack was eminently successful; it was obvious she had not slept. Before taking her into the library, my wife told me she was an old friend in a marriage crisis. A fatuous lie; at her age there are no crises left in marriage, only acceptance and extraction.”


  “I can’t understand her going to your house. It’s too much of a risk. It doesn’t make sense. Unless she did it on her own, knowing that no further calls were to be made.”


  “These things occurred to me,” said the soldier. “So I felt the need of a little air, a stroll around the block. My aide accompanied me—a doddering old man taking his limited constitutional under the watchful eye of an escort. But my eyes, too, were watchful. Lavier was followed. Two men were seated in a car four houses away, the automobile equipped with a radio. Those men did not belong to the street. It was in their faces, in the way they watched my house.”


  “How do you know she didn’t come with them?”


  “We live on a quiet street. When Lavier arrived, I was in the sitting room having coffee, and heard her running up the steps. I went to the window in time to see a taxi drive away. She came in a taxi; she was followed.”


  “When did she leave?”


  “She hasn’t. And the men are still outside.”


  “What kind of car are they in?”


  “Citroën. Gray. The first three letters of the license plate are NYR.”


  “Birds in the air, following a contact. Where do the birds come from?”


  “I beg your pardon. What did you say?”


  Jason shook his head. “I’m not sure. Never mind. I’m going to try to get out there before Lavier leaves. Do what you can to help me. Interrupt your wife, say you have to speak with her for a few minutes. Insist her ‘old friend’ stay; say anything, just make sure she doesn’t leave.”


  “I will do my best.”


  Bourne hung up and looked at Marie, standing by the window across the room. “It’s working. They’re starting to distrust each other. Lavier went to Parc Monceau and she was followed. They’re beginning to suspect their own.”


  “‘Birds in the air,’” said Marie. “What did you mean?”


  “I don’t know; it’s not important. There isn’t time.”


  “I think it is important, Jason.”


  “Not now.” Bourne walked to the chair where he had dropped his topcoat and hat. He put them on quickly and went to the bureau, opened the drawer and took out the gun. He looked at it for a moment, remembering. The images were there, the past that was his whole yet not his whole at all. Zurich. The Bahnhofstrasse and the Carillon du Lac; the Drei Alphenhäuser and the Löwenstrasse; a filthy boarding-house on the Steppdeckstrasse. The gun symbolized them all, for it had once nearly taken his life in Zurich.


  But this was Paris. And everything started in Zurich was in motion.


  Find Carlos. Trap Carlos. Cain is for Charlie and Delta is for Cain.


  False! Goddamn you, false!


  Find Treadstone. Find a message. Find a man.


  CHAPTER TWENTY-NINE


  



  Jason remained in the far corner of the back seat as the taxi entered Villiers’ block in Parc Monceau. He scanned the cars lining the curb; there was no gray Citroën, no license with the letters NYR.


  But there was Villiers. The old soldier was standing alone on the pavement, four doors away from his house.


  Two men…in a car four houses away from my house.


  Villiers was standing now where that car had stood; it was a signal.


  “Arrêtez, s’il vous plaît,” said Bourne to the driver. “Le vieux là-bas. Je veux parler avec lui.” He rolled down the window and leaned forward. “Monsieur?”


  “In English,” replied Villiers, walking toward the taxi, an old man summoned by a stranger.


  “What happened?” asked Jason.


  “I could not detain them.”


  “Them?”


  “My wife left with the Lavier woman. I was adamant, however. I told her to expect my call at the George Cinq. It was a matter of the utmost importance and I required her counsel.”


  “What did she say?”


  “That she wasn’t sure she’d be at the George Cinq. That her friend insisted on seeing a priest in Neuilly-sur-Seine, at the Church of the Blessed Sacrament. She said she felt obliged to accompany her.”


  “Did you object?”


  “Strenuously. And for the first time in our life together, she stated the thoughts in my own mind. She said, ‘If it’s your desire to check up on me, André, why not call the parish? I’m sure someone might recognize me and bring me to a telephone.’ Was she testing me?”


  Bourne tried to think. “Perhaps. Someone would see her there, she’d make sure of it. But bringing her to a phone might be something else again. When did they leave?”


  “Less than five minutes ago. The two men in the Citroën followed them.”


  “Were they in your car?”


  “No. My wife called a taxi.”


  “I’m going out there,” said Jason.


  “I thought you might,” said Villiers. “I looked up the address of the church.”


  Bourne dropped a fifty-franc note over the back of the front seat. The driver grabbed it. “It’s important to me to reach Neuilly-sur-Seine as fast as possible. The Church of the Blessed Sacrament. Do you know where it is?”


  “But of course, monsieur. It is the most beautiful parish in the district.”


  “Get there quickly and there’ll be another fifty francs.”


  “We shall fly on the wings of blessed angels, monsieur!”


  They flew, the flight plan jeopardizing most of the traffic in their path.


  “There are the spires of the Blessed Sacrament, monsieur,” said the victorious driver, twelve minutes later, pointing at three soaring towers of stone through the windshield. “Another minute, perhaps two if the idiots who should be taken off the street will permit.…”


  “Slow down,” interrupted Bourne, his attention not on the spires of the church but on an automobile several cars ahead. They had taken a corner and he had seen it during the turn; it was a gray Citroën, two men in the front seat.


  They came to a traffic light; the cars stopped. Jason dropped the second fifty-franc note over the seat and opened the door. “I’ll be right back. If the light changes, drive forward slowly and I’ll jump in.”


  Bourne got out, keeping his body low, and rushed between the cars until he saw the letters. NYR; the numbers following were 768, but for the moment they were inconsequential. The taxi driver had earned his money.


  The light changed and the row of automobiles lurched forward like one elongated insect pulling its shelled parts together. The taxi drew alongside; Jason opened the door and climbed in. “You do good work,” he said to the driver.


  “I’m not sure I know the work I am doing.”


  “An affair of the heart. One must catch the betrayer in the act.”


  “In church, monsieur? The world moves too swiftly for me.”


  “Not in traffic,” said Bourne. They approached the final corner before the Church of the Blessed Sacrament. The Citroën made the turn, a single car between it and a taxi, the passengers indistinguishable. Something bothered Jason. The surveillance on the part of the two men was too open, far too obvious. It was as if Carlos’ soldiers wanted someone in that taxi to know they were there.


  Of course! Villiers’ wife was in that cab. With Jacqueline Lavier. And the two men in the Citroën wanted Villiers’ wife to know they were behind her.


  “There is the Blessed Sacrament,” said the driver, entering the street where the church rose in minor medieval splendor in the center of a manicured lawn, crisscrossed by stone paths and dotted with statuary. “What shall I do, monsieur?”


  “Pull into that space,” ordered Jason, gesturing at a break in the line of parked cars. The taxi with Villiers’ wife and the Lavier woman stopped in front of a path guarded by a concrete saint. Villiers’ stunning wife got out first, extending her hand for Jacqueline Lavier, who emerged, ashen, on the pavement. She wore large, orange-rimmed sunglasses and carried a white purse, but she was no longer elegant. Her crown of silver-streaked hair fell in straight, disassociated lines down the sides of her death-white mask of a face, and her stockings were torn. She was at least three hundred feet away, but Bourne felt he could almost hear the erratic gasping for breath that accompanied the hesitant movements of the once regal figure stepping forward in the sunlight.


  The Citroën had proceeded beyond the taxi and was now pulling to the curb. Neither man got out, but a thin metal rod, reflecting the glare of the sun, began rising out of the trunk. The radio antenna was being activated, codes sent over a guarded frequency. Jason was mesmerized, not by the sight and the knowledge of what was being done, but by something else. Words came to him, from where he did not know, but they were there.


  Delta to Almanac, Delta to Almanac. We will not respond. Repeat, negative, brother.


  Almanac to Delta. You will respond as ordered. Abandon, abandon. That is final.


  Delta to Almanac. You’re final, brother. Go fuck yourself. Delta out, equipment damaged.


  Suddenly the darkness was all around him, the sunlight gone. There were no soaring towers of a church reaching for the sky; instead there were black shapes of irregular foliage shivering beneath the light of iridescent clouds. Everything was moving, everything was moving; he had to move with the movement. To remain immobile was to die. Move! For Christ’s sake, move!


  And take them out. One by one. Crawl in closer; overcome the fear—the terrible fear—and reduce the numbers. That was all there was to it. Reduce the numbers. The Monk had made that clear. Knife, wire, knee, thumb; you know the points of damage. Of death.


  Death is a statistic for the computers. For you it is survival.


  The Monk.


  The Monk?


  The sunlight came again, blinding him for a moment, his foot on the pavement, his gaze on the gray Citroën a hundred yards away. But it was difficult to see; why was it so difficult? Haze, mist…not darkness now but impenetrable mist. He was hot; no, he was cold. Cold! He jerked his head up, suddenly aware of where he was and what he was doing. His face had been pressed against the window; his breath had fogged the glass.


  “I’m getting out for a few minutes,” said Bourne. “Stay here.”


  “All day, if you wish, monsieur.”


  Jason pulled up the lapels of his topcoat, pushed his hat forward and put on the tortoise-shell glasses. He walked alongside a couple toward a religious sidewalk bazaar, breaking away to stand behind a mother and child at the counter. He had a clear view of the Citroën, the taxi which had been summoned to Parc Monceau was no longer there, dismissed by Villiers’ wife. It was a curious decision on her part, thought Bourne; cabs were not that available.


  Three minutes later the reason was clear…and disturbing. Villiers’ wife came striding out of the church, walking rapidly, her tall, statuesque figure drawing admiring glances from strollers. She went directly to the Citroën, spoke to the men in front, then opened the rear door.


  The purse. A white purse! Villiers’ wife was carrying the purse that only minutes before had been clutched in the hands of Jacqueline Lavier. She climbed into the Citroën’s back seat and pulled the door shut. The sedan’s motor was switched on and gunned, prelude to a quick and sudden departure. As the car rolled away, the shiny metal rod that was the vehicle’s antenna became shorter and shorter, retracting into its base.


  Where was Jacqueline Lavier? Why had she given her purse to Villiers’ wife? Bourne started to move, then stopped, instinct warning him. A trap? If Lavier was followed, those following her might also be trailed—and not by him.


  He looked up and down the street, studying the pedestrians on the sidewalk, then each car, each driver and passenger, watching for a face that did not belong, as Villiers had said of the two men in the Citroën had not belonged in Parc Monceau.


  There were no breaks in the parade, no darting eyes or hands concealed in outsized pockets. He was being overly cautious; Neuilly-sur-Seine was not a trap for him. He moved away from the counter and started for the church.


  He stopped, his feet suddenly clamped to the pavement. A priest was coming out of the church, a priest in a black suit, a starched white collar and a black hat that partially covered his face. He had seen him before. Not long ago, not in a forgotten past, but recently. Very recently. Weeks, days…hours, perhaps. Where was it? Where? He knew him! It was in the walk, in the tilt of his head, in the wide shoulders that seemed to glide in place above the fluid movement of his body. He was a man with a gun! Where was it?


  Zurich? The Carillon du Lac? Two men breaking through the crowds, converging, brokering death. One wore gold-rimmed glasses; it was not he. That man was dead. Was it that other man in the Carillon du Lac? Or in the Guisan Quai? An animal, grunting, wild-eyed in rape. Was it he? Or someone else. A dark-coated man in the corridor at the Auberge du Coin where the lights had been shorted out, the spill from the staircase illuminating the trap. A reverse trap where that man had fired his weapon in darkness at shapes he thought were human. Was it that man?


  Bourne did not know, he only knew that he had seen the priest before, but not as a priest. As a man with a gun.


  The killer in the priestly dark suit reached the end of the stone path and turned right at the base of the concrete saint, his face briefly caught in the sunlight. Jason froze; the skin. The killer’s skin was dark, not tanned by the sun, but by birth. A Latin skin, its hue tempered generations ago by ancestors living in or around the Mediterranean. Forebears who migrated across the globe…across the seas.


  Bourne stood paralyzed by the shock of his own certainty. He was looking at Ilich Ramirez Sanchez.


  Get Carlos. Trap Carlos. Cain is for Charlie and Delta is for Cain.


  Jason tore at the front of his coat, his right hand grasping the handle of the gun in his belt. He started running on the pavement, colliding with the backs and chests of strollers, shouldering a sidewalk vendor out of his way, lurching past a beggar digging into a wire trash—The beggar! The beggar’s hand surged into his pocket; Bourne spun around in time to see the barrel of an automatic emerge from the threadbare coat, the sun’s rays bouncing off the metal. The beggar had a gun! His gaunt hand raised it, weapon and eyes steady. Jason lunged into the street, careening off the side of a small car. He heard the spits of the bullets above him and around him, piercing the air with sickening finality. Screams, shrill and in pain, came from unseen people on the sidewalk. Bourne ducked between two automobiles and raced through the traffic to the other side of the street. The beggar was running away; an old man with eyes of steel was racing into the crowds, into oblivion.


  Get Carlos. Trap Carlos. Cain is …!


  Jason spun again and lurched again, propelling himself forward, throwing everything in his path out of his way, racing in the direction of the assassin. He stopped, breathless, confusion and anger welling in his chest, sharp bolts of pain returning to his temples. Where was he? Where was Carlos! And then he saw him; the killer had climbed behind the wheel of a large black sedan. Bourne ran back into the traffic, slamming hoods and trunks as he threaded his way insanely toward the assassin. Suddenly he was blocked by two cars that had collided. He spread his hands on a glistening chrome grille and leaped sideways over the impacted bumpers. He stopped again, his eyes searing with pain at what he saw, knowing it was pointless to go on. He was too late. The large black sedan had found a break in the traffic, and Ilich Ramirez Sanchez sped away.


  Jason crossed back to the far pavement as the shrieking of police whistles turned heads everywhere. Pedestrians had been grazed or wounded or killed; a beggar with a gun had shot them.


  Lavier! Bourne broke into a run again, back toward the Church of the Blessed Sacrament. He reached the stone path under the eye of the concrete saint and spun left, racing toward the arched, sculptured doors and the marble steps. He ran up and entered the Gothic church, facing racks of flickering candles, fused rays of colored light streaming down from the stained-glass windows high in the dark stone walls. He walked down the center aisle, staring at the worshipers, looking for streaked silver hair and a mask of a face laminated in white.


  The Lavier woman was nowhere to be seen, yet she had not left; she was somewhere in the church. Jason turned, glancing up the aisle; there was a tall priest walking casually past the rack of candles. Bourne sidestepped his way through a cushioned row, emerged on the far right aisle and intercepted him.


  “Excuse me, Father,” he said. “I’m afraid I’ve lost someone.”


  “No one is lost in the house of God, sir,” replied the cleric, smiling.


  “She may not be lost in spirit, but if I don’t find the rest of her, she’ll be very upset. There’s an emergency at her place of business. Have you been here long, Father?”


  “I greet those of our flock who seek assistance, yes. I’ve been here for the better part of an hour.”


  “Two women came in a few minutes ago. One was extremely tall, quite striking, wearing a light-colored coat, and I think a dark kerchief over her hair. The other was an older lady, not as tall, and obviously not in good health. Did you by any chance see them?”


  The priest nodded. “Yes. There was sorrow in the older woman’s face, she was pale and grieving.”


  “Do you know where she went? I gather her younger friend left.”


  “A devoted friend, may I say. She escorted the poor dear to confession, helping her inside the booth. The cleansing of the soul gives us all strength during the desperate times.”


  “To confession?”


  “Yes—the second booth from the right. She has a compassionate father confessor, I might add. A visiting priest from the archdiocese of Barcelona. A remarkable man, too; I’m sorry to say this is his last day. He returns to Spain…” The tall priest frowned. “Isn’t that odd? A few moments ago I thought I saw Father Manuel leave. I imagine he was replaced for a while. No matter, the dear lady is in good hands.”


  “I’m sure of it,” said Bourne. “Thank you, Father. I’ll wait for her.” Jason walked down the aisle toward the row of confessional booths, his eyes on the second, where a small strip of white fabric proclaimed occupancy; a soul was being cleansed. He sat down in the front row, then knelt forward, angling his head slowly around so he could see the rear of the church. The tall priest stood at the entrance, his attention on the disturbance in the street. Outside, sirens could be heard wailing in the distance, drawing closer.


  Bourne got up and walked to the second booth. He parted the curtain and looked inside, seeing what he expected to see. Only the method had remained in question.


  Jacqueline Lavier was dead, her body slumped forward, rolled to the side, supported by the prayer stall, her mask of a face upturned, her eyes wide, staring in death at the ceiling. Her coat was open, the cloth of her dress drenched in blood. The weapon was a long, thin, letter opener, plunged in above her left breast. Her fingers were curled around the handle, her lacquered nails the color of her blood.


  At her feet was a purse—not the white purse she had clutched in her hands ten minutes earlier, but a fashionable Yves St. Laurent, the precocious initials stamped on the fabric, an escutcheon of the haute couture. The reason for it was clear to Jason. Inside were papers identifying this tragic suicide, this overwrought woman so burdened with grief she took her own life while seeking absolution in the eyes of God. Carlos was thorough, brilliantly thorough.


  Bourne closed the curtain and stepped away from the booth. From somewhere high in a tower, the bells of the morning Angelus rang splendidly.


  The taxi wandered aimlessly through the streets of Neuilly-sur-Seine, Jason in the back seat, his mind racing.


  It was pointless to wait, perhaps deadly to do so. Strategies changed as conditions changed, and they had taken a deadly turn. Jacqueline Lavier had been followed, her death inevitable but out of sequence. Too soon; she was still valuable. Then Bourne understood. She had not been killed because she had been disloyal to Carlos, rather because she had disobeyed him. She had gone to Parc Monceau—that was her indefensible error.


  There was another known relay at Les Classiques, a gray-haired switchboard operator named Philippe d’Anjou, whose face evoked images of violence and darkness, and shattering flashes of light and sound. He had been in Bourne’s past, of that Jason was certain, and because of that, the hunted had to be cautious; he could not know what that man meant to him. But he was a relay, and he, too, would be watched, as Lavier had been watched, additional bait for another trap, dispatch demanded when the trap closed.


  Were these the only two? Were there others? An obscure, faceless clerk, perhaps, who was not a clerk at all but someone else? A supplier who spent hours in Saint-Honoré legitimately pursuing the cause of haute couture, but with another cause far more vital to him. Or her. Or the muscular designer, René Bergeron, whose movements were so quick and…fluid.


  Bourne suddenly stiffened, his neck pressed back against the seat, a recent memory triggered. Bergeron. The darkly tanned skin, the wide shoulders accentuated by tightly rolled-up sleeves…shoulders that floated in place above a tapered waist, beneath which strong legs moved swiftly, like an animal’s, a cat’s.


  Was it possible? Were the other conjectures merely phantoms, compounded fragments of familiar images he had convinced himself might be Carlos? Was the assassin—unknown to his relays—deep inside his own apparatus, controlling and shaping every move? Was it Bergeron?


  He had to get to a telephone right away Every minute he lost was a minute removed from the answer, and too many meant there would be no answer at all. But he could not make the call himself; the sequence of events had been too rapid, he had to hold back, store his own information.


  “The first telephone booth you see, pull over,” he said to the driver, who was still shaken by the chaos at the Church of the Blessed Sacrament.


  “As you wish, monsieur. But if monsieur will please try to understand, it is past the time when I should report to the fleet garage. Way past the time.”


  “I understand.”


  “There’s a telephone.”


  “Good. Pull over.”


  The red telephone booth, its quaint panes of glass glistening in the sunlight, looked like a large dollhouse from the outside and smelled of urine on the inside. Bourne dialed the Terrasse, inserted the coins and asked for room 420. Marie answered.


  “What happened?”


  “I haven’t time to explain. I want you to call Les Classiques and ask for René Bergeron. D’Anjou will probably be on the switchboard; make up a name and tell him you’ve been trying to reach Bergeron on Lavier’s private line for the past hour or so. Say it’s urgent, you’ve got to talk to him.”


  “When he gets on, what do I say?”


  “I don’t think he will, but if he does, just hang up. And if d’Anjou comes on the line again, ask him when Bergeron’s expected. I’ll call you back in three minutes.”


  “Darling, are you all right?”


  “I’ve had a profound religious experience. I’ll tell you about it later.”


  Jason kept his eyes on his watch, the infinitesimal jumps of the thin, delicate sweep hand too agonizingly slow. He began his own personal countdown at thirty seconds, calculating the heartbeat that echoed in his throat as somewhere around two and a half per second. He started dialing at ten seconds, inserted the coins at four, and spoke to the Terrasse’s switchboard at minus-five. Marie picked up the phone the instant it began to ring.


  “What happened?” he asked. “I thought you might still be talking.”


  “It was a very short conversation. I think d’Anjou was wary. He may have a list of names of those who’ve been given the private number—I don’t know. But he sounded withdrawn, hesitant.”


  “What did he say?”


  “Monsieur Bergeron is on a fabric search in the Mediterranean. He left this morning and isn’t expected back for several weeks.”


  “It’s possible I may have just seen him several hundred miles from the Mediterranean.”


  “Where?”


  “In church. If it was Bergeron, he gave absolution with the point of a very sharp instrument.”


  “What are you talking about?”


  “Lavier’s dead.”


  “Oh, my God! What are you going to do?”


  “Talk to a man I think I knew. If he’s got a brain in his head, he’ll listen. He’s marked for extinction.”


  CHAPTER THIRTY


  



  “D’Anjou.”


  “Delta? I wondered when…I think I’d know your voice anywhere.”


  He had said it! The name had been spoken. The name that meant nothing to him, and yet somehow everything. D’Anjou knew. Philippe d’Anjou was part of the unremembered past. Delta. Cain is for Charlie and Delta is for Cain. Delta. Delta. Delta! He had known this man and this man had the answer! Alpha, Bravo, Cain, Delta, Echo, Foxtrot…


  Medusa.


  “Medusa,” he said softly, repeating the name that was a silent scream in his ears.


  “Paris is not Tam Quan, Delta. There are no debts between us any longer. Don’t look for payment. We work for different employers now.”


  “Jacqueline Lavier’s dead. Carlos killed her in Neuilly-sur-Seine less than thirty minutes ago.”


  “Don’t even try. As of two hours ago Jacqueline was on her way out of France. She called me herself from Orly Airport. She’s joining Bergeron—”


  “On a fabric search in the Mediterranean?” interrupted Jason.


  D’Anjou paused. “The woman on the line asking for René. I thought as much. It changes nothing. I spoke with her; she called from Orly.”


  “She was told to tell you that. Did she sound in control of herself?”


  “She was upset, and no one knows why better than you. You’ve done a remarkable job down here, Delta. Or Cain. Or whatever you call yourself now. Of course she wasn’t herself. It’s why she’s going away for a while.”


  “It’s why she’s dead. You’re next.”


  “The last twenty-four hours were worthy of you. This isn’t.”


  “She was followed; you’re being followed. Watched every moment.”


  “If I am it’s for my own protection.”


  “Then why is Lavier dead?”


  “I don’t believe she is.”


  “Would she commit suicide?”


  “Never.”


  “Call the rectory at the Church of the Blessed Sacrament in Neuilly-sur-Seine. Ask about the woman who killed herself while taking confession. What have you got to lose? I’ll call you back.”


  Bourne hung up and left the booth. He stepped off the curb, looking for a cab. The next call to Philippe d’Anjou would be made a minimum of ten blocks away. The man from Medusa would not be convinced easily, and until he was, Jason would not risk electronic scanners picking up even the general location of the call.


  Delta? I think I’d know your voice anywhere.… Paris is not Tam Quan. Tam Quan…Tam Quan, Tam Quan! Cain is for Charlie and Delta is for Cain. Medusa!


  Stop it! Do not think of things that…you cannot think about. Concentrate on what is. Now. You. Not what others say you are—not even what you may think you are. Only the now. And the now is a man who can give you answers.


  We work for different employers.…


  That was the key.


  Tell me! For Christ’s sake, tell me! Who is it? Who is my employer, d’Anjou?


  A taxi swerved to a stop perilously close to his kneecaps. Jason opened the door and climbed in. “Place Vendôme,” he said, knowing it was near Saint-Honoré. It was imperative to be as close as possible to put in motion the strategy that was rapidly coming into focus. He had the advantage; it was a matter of using it for a dual purpose. D’Anjou had to be convinced that those following him were his executioners. But what those men could not know was that another would be following them.


  The Vendôme was crowded as usual, the traffic wild as usual. Bourne saw a telephone booth on the corner and got out of the taxi. He went inside the booth and dialed Les Classiques; it had been fourteen minutes since he had called from Neuilly-sur-Seine.


  “D’Anjou?”


  “A woman took her own life while at confession, that’s all I know.”


  “Come on, you wouldn’t settle for that. Medusa wouldn’t settle for that.”


  “Give me a moment to put the board on hold.” The line went dead for roughly four seconds. D’Anjou returned. “A middle-aged woman with silver and white hair, expensive clothing, and a St. Laurent purse. I’ve just described ten thousand women in Paris. How do I know you didn’t take one, kill her, make her the basis of this call?”


  “Oh, sure. I carried her into the church like a pieta, blood dripping in the aisle from her open stigmata. Be reasonable, d’Anjou. Let’s start with the obvious. The purse wasn’t hers; she carried a white leather handbag. She’d hardly be likely to advertise a competing house.”


  “Lending credence to my belief. It was not Jacqueline Lavier.”


  “Lends more to mine. The papers in that purse identified her as someone else. The body will be claimed quickly; no one touches Les Classiques.”


  “Because you say so?”


  “No. Because it’s the method used by Carlos in five kills I can name.” He could. That was the frightening thing. “A man is taken out, the police believing he’s one person, the death an enigma, killers unknown. Then they find out he’s someone else, by which time Carlos is in another country, another contract fulfilled. Lavier was a variation of that method, that’s all.”


  “Words, Delta. You never said much, but when you did, the words were there.”


  “And if you were in Saint-Honoré three or four weeks from now—which you won’t be—you’d see how it ends. A plane crash or a boat lost in the Mediterranean. Bodies charred beyond recognition or simply gone. The identities of the dead, however, clearly established. Lavier and Bergeron. But only one is really dead—Madame Lavier. Monsieur Bergeron is privileged—more than you ever knew. Bergeron is back in business. And as for you, you’re a statistic in the Paris morgue.”


  “And you?”


  “According to the plan I’m dead too. They expect to take me through you.”


  “Logical. We’re both from Medusa, they know that—Carlos knows that. It’s to be assumed you recognized me.”


  “And you me?”


  D’Anjou paused. “Yes,” he said. “As I told you, we work for different employers now.”


  “That’s what I want to talk about.”


  “No talking, Delta. But for old times’ sake—for what you did for us all in Tam Quan—take the advice of a Medusan. Get out of Paris or you’re that dead man you just mentioned.”


  “I can’t do that.”


  “You should. If I have the opportunity I’ll pull the trigger myself and be well paid for it.”


  “Then I’ll give you that opportunity.”


  “Forgive me if I find that ludicrous.”


  “You don’t know what I want or how much I’m willing to risk to get it.”


  “Whatever you want you’ll take risks for it. But the real danger will be your enemy’s. I know you, Delta. And I must get back to the switchboard. I’d wish you good hunting but—”


  It was the moment to use the only weapon he had left, the sole threat that might keep d’Anjou on the line. “Whom do you reach for instructions now that Parc Monceau is out?”


  The tension was accentuated by d’Anjou’s silence. When he replied, his voice was a whisper. “What did you say?”


  “It’s why she was killed, you know. Why you’ll be killed, too. She went to Parc Monceau and she died for it. You’ve been to Parc Monceau and you’ll die for it, too. Carlos can’t afford you any longer; you simply know too much. Why should he jeopardize such an arrangement? He’ll use you to trap me, then kill you and set up another Les Classiques. As one Medusan to another, can you doubt it?”


  The silence was longer now, more intense than before. It was apparent that the older man from Medusa was asking himself several hard questions. “What do you want from me? Except me. You should know hostages are meaningless. Yet you provoke me, astonish me with what you’ve learned. I’m no good to you dead or alive, so what is it you want?”


  “Information. If you have it, I’ll get out of Paris tonight and neither Carlos nor you will ever hear from me again.”


  “What information?”


  “You’ll lie if I ask for it now. I would. But when I see you, you’ll tell me the truth.”


  “With a wire around my throat?’


  “In the middle of a crowd?”


  “A crowd? Daylight?”


  “An hour from now. Outside the Louvre. Near the steps. At the taxi stand.”


  “The Louvre? Crowds? Information you think I have that will send you away? You can’t reasonably expect me to discuss my employer.”


  “Not yours. Mine.”


  “Treadstone?”


  He knew. Philippe d’Anjou had the answer. Remain calm. Don’t let your anxiety show.


  “Seventy-One,” completed Jason. “Just a simple question and I’ll disappear. And when you give me the answer—the truth—I’ll give you something in exchange.”


  “What could I possibly want from you? Except you?”


  “Information that may let you live. It’s no guarantee, but believe me when I tell you, you won’t live without it. Parc Monceau, d’Anjou.”


  Silence again. Bourne could picture the gray-haired former Medusan staring at his switchboard, the name of the wealthy Paris district echoing louder and louder in his mind. There was death from Parc Monceau and d’Anjou knew it as surely as he knew the dead woman in Neuilly-sur-Seine was Jacqueline Lavier.


  “What might that information be?” asked d’Anjou.


  “The identity of your employer. A name and sufficient proof to have sealed in an envelope and given to an attorney, to be held throughout your natural life. But if your life were to end unnaturally, even accidentally, he’d be instructed to open the envelope and reveal the contents. It’s protection, d’Anjou.”


  “I see,” said the Medusan softly. “But you say men watch me, follow me.”


  “Cover yourself,” said Jason. “Tell them the truth. You’ve got a number to call, haven’t you?”


  “Yes, there’s a number, a man.” The older man’s voice rose slightly in astonishment.


  “Reach him, tell him exactly what I said…except for the exchange, of course. Say I contacted you, want a meeting with you. It’s to be outside the Louvre in an hour. The truth.”


  “You’re insane.”


  “I know what I’m doing.”


  “You usually did. You’re creating your own trap, mounting your own execution.”


  “In which event you may be amply rewarded.”


  “Or executed myself, if what you say is so.”


  “Let’s find out if it is. I’ll make contact with you one way or another, take my word for it. They have my photograph; they’ll know it when I do. Better a controlled situation than one in which there’s no control at all.”


  “Now I hear Delta,” said d’Anjou. “He doesn’t create his own trap; he doesn’t walk in front of a firing squad and ask for a blindfold.”


  “No, he doesn’t,” agreed Bourne. “You don’t have a choice, d’Anjou. One hour. Outside the Louvre.”


  The success of any trap lies in its fundamental simplicity. The reverse trap by the nature of its single complication must be swift and simpler still.


  The words came to him as he waited in the taxi in Saint-Honoré down the street from Les Classiques. He had asked the driver to take him around the block twice, an American tourist whose wife was shopping in the strip of haute couture. Sooner or later she would emerge from one of the stores and he would find her.


  What he found was Carlos’ surveillance. The rubber-capped antenna on the black sedan was both the proof and the danger signal. He would feel more secure if that radio transmitter were shorted out, but there was no way to do it. The alternative was misinformation. Sometime during the next forty-five minutes Jason would do his best to make sure the wrong message was sent over that radio. From his concealed position in the back seat, he studied the two men in the car across the way. If there was anything that set them apart from a hundred other men like them in Saint-Honoré, it was the fact that they did not talk.


  Philippe d’Anjou walked out onto the pavement, a gray homburg covering his gray hair. His glances swept the street, telling Bourne that the former Medusan had covered himself. He had called a number; he had relayed his startling information; he knew there were men in a car prepared to follow him.


  A taxi, apparently ordered by phone, pulled up to the curb. D’Anjou spoke to the driver and climbed inside. Across the street an antenna rose ominously out of its cradle; the hunt was on.


  The sedan pulled out after d’Anjou’s taxi; it was the confirmation Jason needed. He leaned forward and spoke to the driver. “I forgot,” he said irritably. “She said it was the Louvre this morning, shopping this afternoon. Christ, I’m half an hour late! Take me to the Louvre, will you please?”


  “Mais oui, monsieur, le Louvre.”


  Twice during the short ride to the monumental façade that overlooked the Seine, Jason’s taxi passed the black sedan, only to be subsequently passed by it. The proximity gave Bourne the opportunity to see exactly what he needed to see. The man beside the driver in the sedan spoke repeatedly into the hand-held radio microphone. Carlos was making sure the trap had no loose spikes; others were closing in on the execution ground.


  They came to the enormous entrance of the Louvre. “Get in line behind those other taxis,” said Jason.


  “But they wait for fares, monsieur. I have a fare; you are my fare. I will take you to the—”


  “Just do as I say,” said Bourne, dropping fifty francs over the seat.


  The driver swerved into the line. The black sedan was twenty yards away on the right; the man on the radio had turned in the seat and was looking out the left rear window. Jason followed his gaze and saw what he thought he might see. Several hundred feet to the west in the huge square was a gray automobile, the car that had followed Jacqueline Lavier and Villiers’ wife to the Church of the Blessed Sacrament and sped the latter away from Neuilly-sur-Seine after she had escorted Lavier to her final confession. Its antenna could be seen retracting down into its base. Over on the right, Carlos’ soldier no longer held the microphone. The black sedan’s antenna was also receding; contact had been made, visual sighting confirmed. Four men. These were Carlos’ executioners.


  Bourne concentrated on the crowds in front of the Louvre entrance, spotting the elegantly dressed d’Anjou instantly. He was pacing slowly, cautiously, back and forth by the large block of white granite that flanked the marble steps on the left.


  Now. It was time to send the misinformation.


  “Pull out of the line,” ordered Jason.


  “What, monsieur?”


  “Two hundred francs if you do exactly what I tell you. Pull out and go to the front of the line, then make two left turns, heading back up the next aisle.”


  “I don’t understand, monsieur!”


  “You don’t have to. Three hundred francs.”


  The driver swung right and proceeded to the head of the line, where he spun the wheel, sending the taxi to the left toward the row of parked cars. Bourne pulled the automatic from his belt, keeping it between his knees. He checked the silencer, twisting the cylinder taut.


  “Where do you wish to go, monsieur?” asked the bewildered driver as they entered the aisle heading back toward the entrance to the Louvre.


  “Slow down,” said Jason. “That large gray car up ahead, the one pointing to the Seine exit. Do you see it?”


  “But of course.”


  “Go around it slowly, to the right.” Bourne slid over to the left side of the seat and rolled down the window, keeping his head and the weapon concealed. He would show both in a matter of seconds.


  The taxi approached the sedan’s trunk, the driver spinning the wheel again. They were parallel. Jason thrust his head and his gun into view. He aimed for the gray sedan’s right rear window and fired, five spits coming one after another, shattering the glass, stunning the two men, who screamed at each other, lurching below the window frames to the floor of the front seat. But they had seen him. That was the misinformation.


  “Get out of here!” yelled Bourne to the terrified driver, as he threw three hundred francs over the seat and wedged his soft felt hat into the well of the rear window. The taxi shot ahead toward the stone gates of the Louvre.


  Now.


  Jason slid back across the seat, opened the door and rolled out to the cobblestone pavement, shouting his last instructions to the driver. “If you want to stay alive, get out of here!”


  The taxi exploded forward, engine gunning, driver screaming. Bourne dove between two parked cars, now hidden from the gray sedan, and got up slowly, peering between the windows. Carlos’ men were quick, professional, losing no moment in the pursuit They had the taxi in view, the cab no match for the powerful sedan, and in that taxi was the target. The man behind the wheel pulled the car into gear and raced ahead as his companion held the microphone, the antenna rising from its recess. Orders were being shouted to another sedan nearer the great stone steps. The speeding taxi swerved out into the street by the Seine, the large gray car directly behind it. As they passed within feet of Jason, the expressions on the two men’s faces said it all. They had Cain in their sights, the trap had closed and they would earn their pay in a matter of minutes.


  The reverse trap by the nature of its single complication must be swift and simpler still.…


  A matter of minutes.… He had only a matter of moments if everything he believed was so. D’Anjou! The contact had played his role—his minor role—and was expendable—as Jacqueline Lavier had been expendable.


  Bourne ran out from between the two cars toward the black sedan; it was no more than fifty yards ahead. He could see the two men; they were converging on Philippe d’Anjou, who was still pacing in front of the short flight of marble steps. One accurate shot from either man and d’Anjou would be dead, Treadstone Seventy-One gone with him. Jason ran faster, his hand inside his coat, gripping the heavy automatic.


  Carlos’ soldiers were only yards away, now hurrying themselves, the execution to be quick, the condemned man cut down before he understood what was happening.


  “Medusa!” roared Bourne, not knowing why he shouted the name rather than d’Anjou’s own. “Medusa—Medusa!”


  D’Anjou’s head snapped up, shock on his face. The driver of the black sedan had spun around, his weapon leveled at Jason, while his companion moved toward d’Anjou, his gun aimed at the former Medusan. Bourne dove to his right, the automatic extended, steadied by his left hand. He fired in midair, his aim accurate; the man closing in on d’Anjou arched backward as his stiffened legs were caught in an instant of paralysis; he collapsed on the cobblestones. Two spits exploded over Jason’s head, the bullets impacting into metal behind him. He rolled to his left, his gun again steady, directed at the second man. He pulled the trigger twice; the driver screamed, an eruption of blood spreading across his face as he fell.


  Hysteria swept through the crowds. Men and women screamed, parents threw themselves over children, others ran up the steps through the great doors of the Louvre, as guards tried to get outside. Bourne got to his feet, looking for d’Anjou. The older man had lunged behind the block of white granite, his gaunt figure now crawling awkwardly in terror out of his sanctuary. Jason raced through the panicked crowd, shoving the automatic into his belt, separating the hysterical bodies that stood between himself and the man who could give him the answers. Treadstone. Treadstone!


  He reached the gray-haired Medusan. “Get up!” he ordered. “Let’s get out of here!”


  “Delta!…It was Carlos’ man! I know him, I’ve used him! He was going to kill me!”


  “I know. Come on! Quickly! Others’ll be coming back; they’ll be looking for us. Come on!”


  A patch of black fell across Bourne’s eyes, at the corner of his eyes. He spun around, instinctively shoving d’Anjou down as four rapid shots came from a gun held by a dark figure standing by the line of taxis. Fragments of granite and marble exploded all around them. It was him! The wide, heavy shoulders that floated in space, the tapered waist outlined by a form-fitting black suit…the dark-skinned face encased in a white silk scarf below the narrow-brimmed black hat. Carlos!


  Get Carlos! Trap Carlos! Cain is for Charlie and Delta is for Cain!


  False!


  Find Treadstone! Find a message; for a man! Find Jason Bourne!


  He was going mad! Blurred images from the past converged with the terrible reality of the present, driving him insane. The doors of his mind opened and closed, crashing open, crashing shut; light streaming out one moment, darkness the next. The pain returned to his temples with sharp, jarring notes of deafening thunder. He started after the man in the black suit with the white silk scarf wrapped around his face. Then he saw the eyes and the barrel of the gun, three dark orbs zeroed in on him like black laser beams. Bergeron?… Was it Bergeron? Was it? Or Zurich…or…No time!


  He feigned to his left, then dove to the right, out of the line of fire. Bullets splattered into stone, the screeches of richochets following each explosion. Jason spun under a stationary car; between the wheels he could see the figure in black racing away. The pain remained but the thunder stopped. He crawled out on the cobblestones, rose to his feet and ran back toward the steps of the Louvre.


  What had he done? D’Anjou was gone! How had it happened? The reverse trap was no trap at all. His own strategy had been used against him, permitting the only man who could give him the answers to escape. He had followed Carlos’ soldiers, but Carlos had followed him! Since Saint-Honoré. It was all for nothing; a sickening hollowness spread through him.


  And then he heard the words, spoken from behind a nearby automobile. Philippe d’Anjou came cautiously into view.


  “Tam Quan’s never far away, it seems. Where shall we go, Delta? We can’t stay here.”


  They sat inside a curtained booth in a crowded café on the rue Pilon, a back street that was hardly more than an alley in Montmartre. D’Anjou sipped his double brandy, his voice low, pensive.


  “I shall return to Asia,” he said. “To Singapore or Hong Kong or even the Seychelles, perhaps. France was never very good for me; now it’s deadly.”


  “You may not have to,” said Bourne, swallowing the whiskey, the warm liquid spreading quickly, inducing a brief, spatial calm. “I meant what I said. You tell me what I want to know. I’ll give you—” He stopped, the doubts sweeping over him; no, he would say it. “I’ll give you Carlos’ identity.”


  “I’m not remotely interested,” replied the former Medusan, watching Jason closely. “I’ll tell you whatever I can. Why should I withhold anything? Obviously I won’t go to the authorities, but if I have information that could help you take Carlos, the world would be a safer place for me, wouldn’t it? Personally, however, I wish no involvement.”


  “You’re not even curious?”


  “Academically, perhaps, for your expression tells me I’ll be shocked. So ask your questions and then astonish me.”


  “You’ll be shocked.”


  Without warning d’Anjou said the name quietly. “Bergeron?”


  Jason did not move; speechless, he stared at the older man. D’Anjou continued.


  “I’ve thought about it over and over again. Whenever we talk I look at him and wonder. Each time, however, I reject the idea.”


  “Why?” Bourne interrupted, refusing to acknowledge the Medusan’s accuracy.


  “Mind you, I’m not sure—I just feel it’s wrong. Perhaps because I’ve learned more about Carlos from René Bergeron than anyone else. He’s obsessed by Carlos; he’s worked for him for years, takes enormous pride in the confidence. My problem is that he talks too much about him.”


  “The ego speaking through the assumed second party?”


  “It’s possible, I suppose, but inconsistent with the extraordinary precautions Carlos takes, the literally impenetrable wall of secrecy he’s built around himself. I’m not certain, of course, but I doubt it’s Bergeron.”


  “You said the name. I didn’t.”


  D’Anjou smiled. “You have nothing to be concerned about, Delta. Ask your questions.”


  “I thought it was Bergeron. I’m sorry.”


  “Don’t be, for he may be. I told you, it doesn’t matter to me. In a few days I’ll be back in Asia, following the franc, or the dollar, or the yen. We Medusans were always resourceful, weren’t we?”


  Jason was not sure why, but the haggard face of André Villiers came to his mind’s eye. He had promised himself to learn what he could for the old soldier. He would not get the opportunity again.


  “Where does Villiers’ wife fit in?”


  D’Anjou’s eyebrows arched. “Angélique? But of course—you said Parc Monceau, didn’t you? How—”


  “The details aren’t important now.”


  “Certainly not to me.”


  “What about her?” pressed Bourne.


  “Have you looked at her closely? The skin?”


  “I’ve been close enough. She’s tanned. Very tall and very tanned.”


  “She keeps her skin that way. The Riviera, the Greek Isles, Costa del Sol, Gstaad; she is never without a sun-drenched skin.”


  “It’s very becoming.”


  “It’s also a successful device. It covers what she is. For her there is no autumn or winter pallor, no lack of color in her face or arms or very long legs. The attractive hue of her skin is always there, because it would be there in any event. With or without Saint-Tropez or the Costa Brava or the Alps.”


  “What are you talking about?”


  “Although the stunning Angélique Villiers is presumed to be Parisian, she’s not. She’s Hispanic. Venezuelan, to be precise.”


  “Sanchez,” whispered Bourne. “Ilich Ramirez Sanchez.”


  “Yes. Among the very few who speak of such things, it is said she is Carlos’ first cousin, his lover since the age of fourteen. It is rumored—among those very few people—that beyond himself, she is the only person on earth he cares about.”


  “And Villiers is the unwitting drone?”


  “Words from Medusa, Delta?” D’Anjou nodded. “Yes, Villiers is the drone. Carlos’ brilliantly conceived wire into many of the most sensitive departments of the French government, including the files on Carlos himself.”


  “Brilliantly conceived,” said Jason, remembering. “Because it’s unthinkable.”


  “Totally.”


  Bourne leaned forward, the interruption abrupt. “Treadstone,” he said, both hands gripping the glass in front of him. “Tell me about Treadstone Seventy-One.”


  “What can I tell you?”


  “Everything they know. Everything Carlos knows.”


  “I don’t think I’m capable of doing that. I hear things, piece things together, but except where Medusa’s concerned, I’m hardly a consultant, much less a confidant.”


  It was all Jason could do to control himself, curb himself from asking about Medusa, about Delta and Tam Quan; the winds in the night sky and the darkness and the explosions of light that blinded him whenever he heard the words. He could not; certain things had to be assumed, his own loss passed over, no indication given. The priorities. Treadstone. Treadstone Seventy-One…


  “What have you heard? What have you pieced together?”


  “What I heard and what I pieced together were not always compatible. Still, obvious facts were apparent to me.”


  “Such as?”


  “When I saw it was you, I knew. Delta had made a lucrative agreement with the Americans. Another lucrative agreement, a different kind than before, perhaps.”


  “Spell that out, please.”


  “Eleven years ago, the rumors out of Saigon were that the ice-cold Delta was the highest-paid Medusan of us all. Surely, you were the most capable I knew, so I assumed you drove a hard bargain. You must have driven an infinitely harder one to do what you’re doing now.”


  “Which is? From what you’ve heard.”


  “What we know. It was confirmed in New York. The Monk confirmed it before he died, that much I was told. It was consistent with the pattern since the beginning.”


  Bourne held the glass, avoiding d’Anjou’s eyes. The Monk. The Monk. Do not ask. The Monk is dead, whoever and whatever he was. He is not pertinent now. “I repeat,” said Jason, “what is it they think they know I’m doing?”


  “Come, Delta, I’m the one who’s leaving. It’s pointless to—”


  “Please,” interrupted Bourne.


  “Very well. You agreed to become Cain. The mythical killer with an unending list of contracts that never existed, each created out of whole cloth, given substance by all manner of reliable sources. Purpose. To challenge Carlos—‘eroding his stature at every turn’ was the way Bergeron phrased it—to undercut his prices, spread the word of his deficiencies, your own superiority. In essence, to draw out Carlos and take him. This was your agreement with the Americans.”


  Rays of his own personal sunlight burst into the dark corners of Jason’s mind. In the distance, doors were opening, but they were still too far away and opened only partially. But there was light where before there was only darkness.


  “Then the Americans are—” Bourne did not finish the statement, hoping in brief torment that d’Anjou would finish it for him.


  “Yes,” said the Medusan. “Treadstone Seventy-One. The most controlled unit of American intelligence since the State Department’s Consular Operations. Created by the same man who built Medusa. David Abbott.”


  “The Monk,” said Jason softly, instinctively, another door in the distance partially open.


  “Of course. Who else would he approach to play the role of Cain but the man from Medusa known as Delta? As I say, the instant I saw you, I knew it.”


  “A role—” Bourne stopped, the sunlight growing brighter, warm not blinding.


  D’Anjou leaned forward. “It’s here, of course, that what I heard and what I pieced together was incompatible. It was said that Jason Bourne accepted the assignment for reasons I knew were not true. I was there, they were not; they could not know.”


  “What did they say? What did you hear?”


  “That you were an American intelligence officer, possibly military. Can you imagine? You. Delta! The man filled with contempt for so much, not the least of which was for most things American. I told Bergeron it was impossible, but I’m not sure he believed me.”


  “What did you tell him?”


  “What I believed. What I still believe. It wasn’t money—no amount of money could have made you do it—it had to be something else. I think you did it for the same reason so many others agreed to Medusa eleven years ago. To clean a slate somewhere, to be able to return to something you had before, that was barred to you. I don’t know, of course, and I don’t expect you to confirm it, but that’s what I think.”


  “It’s possible you’re right,” said Jason, holding his breath, the cool winds of release blowing into the mists. It made sense. A message was sent. This could be it. Find the message. Find the sender. Treadstone!


  “Which leads us back,” continued d’Anjou, “to the stories about Delta. Who was he? What was he? This educated, oddly quiet man who could transform himself into a lethal weapon in the jungles. Who stretched himself and others beyond endurance for no cause at all. We never understood.”


  “It was never required. Is there anything else you can tell me? Do they know the precise location of Treadstone?”


  “Certainly. I learned it from Bergeron. A residence in New York City, on East Seventy-first Street. Number 139. Isn’t that correct?”


  “Possibly…Anything else?”


  “Only what you obviously know, the strategy of which I admit eludes me.”


  “Which is?”


  “That the Americans think you turned. Better phrased, they want Carlos to believe they think you turned.”


  “Why?” He was closer. It was here!


  “The story is a long period of silence coinciding with Cain’s inactivity. Plus stolen funds, but mainly the silence.”


  That was it. The message. The silence. The months in Port Noir. The madness in Zurich, the insanity in Paris. No one could possibly know what had happened. He was being told to come in. To surface. You were right, Marie, my love, my dearest love. You were right from the beginning.


  “Nothing else, then?” asked Bourne, trying to control the impatience in his voice, anxious now beyond any anxiety he had known to get back to Marie.


  “It’s all I know—but please understand, I was never told that much. I was brought in because of my knowledge of Medusa—and it was established that Cain was from Medusa—but I was never part of Carlos’ inner circle.”


  “You were close enough. Thank you.” Jason put several bills on the table and started to slide across the booth.


  “There’s one thing,” said d’Anjou. “I’m not sure it’s relevant at this point, but they know your name is not Jason Bourne.”


  “What?”


  “March 25. Don’t you remember, Delta? It’s only two days from now, and the date’s very important to Carlos. Word has been spread. He wants your corpse on the twenty-fifth. He wants to deliver it to the Americans on that day.”


  “What are you trying to say?”


  “On March 25, 1968, Jason Bourne was executed at Tam Quan. You executed him.”


  CHAPTER THIRTY-ONE


  



  She opened the door and for a moment he stood looking at her, seeing the large brown eyes that roamed his face, eyes that were afraid yet curious. She knew. Not the answer, but that there was an answer, and he had come back to tell her what it was. He walked into the room; she closed the door.


  “It happened,” she said.


  “It happened.” Bourne turned and reached for her. She came to him and they held each other, the silence of the embrace saying more than any spoken words. “You were right,” he whispered finally, his lips against her soft hair. “There’s a great deal I don’t know—may never know—but you were right. I’m not Cain because there is no Cain, there never was. Not the Cain they talk about. He never existed. He’s a myth invented to draw out Carlos. I’m that creation. A man from Medusa called Delta agreed to become a lie named Cain. I’m that man.”


  She pulled back, still holding him. “‘Cain is for Charlie …’” She said the words quietly.


  “‘And Delta is for Cain,’” completed Jason. “You’ve heard me say it?”


  Marie nodded. “Yes. One night in the room in Switzerland you shouted it in your sleep. You never mentioned Carlos; just Cain…Delta. I said something to you in the morning about it, but you didn’t answer me. You just looked out the window.”


  “Because I didn’t understand. I still don’t, but I accept it. It explains so many things.”


  She nodded again. “The provocateur. The code words you use, the strange phrases, the perceptions. But why? Why you?”


  “‘To clean a slate somewhere.’ That’s what he said.”


  “Who said?”


  “D’Anjou.”


  “The man on the steps in Parc Monceau? The switchboard operator?”


  “The man from Medusa. I knew him in Medusa.”


  “What did he say?”


  Bourne told her. And as he did, he could see in her the relief he had felt in himself. There was a light in her eyes, and a muted throbbing in her neck, sheer joy bursting from her throat. It was almost as if she could barely wait for him to finish so she could hold him again.


  “Jason!” she cried, taking his face in her hands. “Darling, my darling! My friend has come back to me! It’s everything we knew, everything we felt!”


  “Not quite everything,” he said, touching her cheek. “I’m Jason to you, Bourne to me, because that’s the name I was given, and have to use it because I don’t have any other. But it’s not mine.”


  “An invention?”


  “No, he was real. They say I killed him in a place called Tam Quan.”


  She took her hands away from his face, sliding them to his shoulders, not letting him go. “There had to have been a reason.”


  “I hope so. I don’t know. Maybe it’s the slate I’m trying to clean.”


  “It doesn’t matter,” she said, releasing him. “It’s in the past, over ten years ago. All that matters now is that you reach the man at Treadstone, because they’re trying to reach you.”


  “D’Anjou said word was out that the Americans think I’ve turned. No word from me in over six months, millions taken out of Zurich. They must think I’m the most expensive miscalculation on record.”


  “You can explain what happened. You haven’t knowingly broken your agreement; on the other hand, you can’t go on. It’s impossible. All the training you received means nothing to you. It’s there only in fragments—images and phrases that you can’t relate to anything. People you’re supposed to know, you don’t know. They’re faces without names, without reasons for being where they are or what they are.”


  Bourne took off his coat and pulled the automatic from his belt. He studied the cylinder—the ugly, perforated extension of the barrel that guaranteed to reduce the decibel count of a gunshot to a spit. It sickened him. He walked to the bureau, put the weapon inside and pushed the drawer shut. He held on to the knobs for a moment, his eyes straying to the mirror, to the face in the glass that had no name.


  “What do I say to them?” he asked. “This is Jason Bourne calling. Of course I know that’s not my name because I killed a man named Jason Bourne, but it’s the one you gave me.… I’m sorry, gentlemen, but something happened to me on the way to Marseilles. I lost something—nothing you can put a price on—just my memory. Now, I gather we’ve got an agreement, but I don’t remember what it is, except for crazy phrases like ‘Get Carlos!’ and ‘Trap Carlos!’ and something about Delta being Cain and Cain is supposed to replace Charlie and Charlie is really Carlos. Things like that, which may lead you to think I do remember. You might even say to yourselves, ‘We’ve got one prime bastard here. Let’s put him away for a couple of decades in a very tight stockade. He not only took us, but worse, he could prove to be one hell of an embarrassment.’” Bourne turned from the mirror and looked at Marie. “I’m not kidding. What do I say?”


  “The truth,” she answered “They’ll accept it. They’ve sent you a message; they’re trying to reach you. As far as the six months is concerned, wire Washburn in Port Noir. He kept records—extensive, detailed records.”


  “He may not answer. We had our own agreement. For putting me back together he was to receive a fifth of Zurich, untraceable to him. I sent him a million American dollars.”


  “Do you think that would stop him from helping you?”


  Jason paused. “He may not be able to help himself. He’s got a problem; he’s a drunk. Not a drinker. A drunk. The worst kind; he knows it and likes it. How long can he live with a million dollars? More to the point, how long do you think those waterfront pirates will let him live once they find out?”


  “You can still prove you were there. You were ill, isolated. You weren’t in contact with anyone.”


  “How can the men at Treadstone be sure? From their view I’m a walking encyclopedia of official secrets. I had to be to do what I’ve done. How can they be certain I haven’t talked to the wrong people?”


  “Tell them to send a team to Port Noir.”


  “It’ll be greeted with blank stares and silence. I left that island in the middle of the night with half the waterfront after me with hooks. If anyone down there made any money out of Washburn, he’ll see the connection and walk the other way.”


  “Jason, I don’t know what you’re driving at. You’ve got your answer, the answer you’ve been looking for since you woke up that morning in Port Noir. What more do you want?”


  “I want to be careful, that’s all,” said Bourne abrasively. “I want to ‘look before I leap’ and make damn sure the ‘stable door is shut’ and ‘Jack be nimble, Jack be quick, Jack jump over the candlestick—but for Christ’s sake don’t fall into the fire!’ How’s that for remembering?” He was shouting; he stopped.


  Marie walked across the room and stood in front of him. “It’s very good. But that’s not it, is it? Being careful I mean.”


  Jason shook his head. “No, it isn’t,” he said. “With each step I’ve been afraid, afraid of the things I’ve learned. Now, at the end, I’m more frightened than ever. If I’m not Jason Bourne, who am I really? What have I left back there? Has that occurred to you?”


  “In all its ramifications, my darling. In a way, I’m far more afraid than you. But I don’t think that can stop us. I wish to God it could, but I know it can’t.”


  The attaché at the American Embassy on the avenue Gabriel walked into the office of the First Secretary and closed the door. The man at the desk looked up.


  “You’re sure it’s him?”


  “I’m only sure he used the key words,” said the attaché, crossing to the desk, a red-bordered index card in his hand. “Here’s the flag,” he continued, handing the card to the First Secretary. “I’ve checked off the words he used, and if that flag’s accurate, I’d say he’s genuine.”


  The man behind the desk studied the card. “When did he use the name Treadstone?”


  “Only after I convinced him that he wasn’t going to talk with anyone in U. S. Intelligence unless he gave me a damn good reason. I think he thought it’d blow my mind when he said he was Jason Bourne. When I simply asked him what I could do for him, he seemed stuck, almost as if he might hang up on me.”


  “Didn’t he say there was a flag out for him?”


  “I was waiting for it but he never said it. According to that eight-word sketch—‘Experienced field officer. Possible defection or enemy detention’—he could have just said the word ‘flag’ and we would have been in sync. He didn’t.”


  “Then maybe he’s not genuine.”


  “The rest fits, though. He did say D.C.’s been looking for him for more than six months. That was when he used the name Treadstone. He was from Treadstone; that’s supposed to be the explosive. He also told me to relay the code words Delta, Cain and Medusa. The first two are on the flag, I checked them off. I don’t know what Medusa means.”


  “I don’t know what any of this means,” said the First Secretary. “Except that my orders are to hightail it down to communications, clear all scrambler traffic to Langley and get a sterile patch to a spook named Conklin. Him I’ve heard of: a mean son of a bitch who got his foot blown off ten or twelve years ago in Nam. He pushes very strange buttons over at the Company. Also he survived the purges, which leads me to think he’s one man they don’t want roaming the streets looking for a job. Or a publisher.”


  “Who do you think this Bourne is?” asked the attaché. “I’ve never seen such a concentrated but formless hunt for a person in my whole eight years away from the States.”


  “Someone they want very badly.” The First Secretary got up from the desk. “Thanks for this. I’ll tell D.C. how well you handled it. What’s the schedule? I don’t suppose he gave you a telephone number.”


  “No way. He wanted to call back in fifteen minutes, but I played the harried bureaucrat. I told him to call me in an hour or so. That’d make it past five o’clock, so we could gain another hour or two by my being out to dinner.”


  “I don’t know. We can’t risk losing him. I’ll let Conklin set up the game plan. He’s the control on this. No one makes a move on Bourne unless it’s authorized by him.”


  Alexander Conklin sat behind the desk in his white-walled office in Langley, Virginia, and listened to the embassy man in Paris. He was convinced; it was Delta. The reference to Medusa was the proof, for it was a name no one would know but Delta. The bastard! He was playing the stranded agent, his controls at the Treadstone telephone not responding to the proper code words—whatever they were—because the dead could not talk. He was using the omission to get himself off the meathook! The sheer nerve of the bastard was awesome. Bastard, bastard!


  Kill the controls and use the kills to call off the hunt. Any kind of hunt. How many men had done it before, thought Alexander Conklin. He had. There had been a source-control in the hills of Huong Khe, a maniac issuing maniacal orders, certain death for a dozen teams of Medusans on a maniacal hunt. A young intelligence officer named Conklin had crept back into Base Camp Kilo with a North Vietnamese rifle, Russian caliber, and had fired two bullets into the head of a maniac. There had been grieving and harsher security measures put in force, but the hunt was called off.


  There had been no fragments of glass found in the jungle paths of Base Camp Kilo, however. Fragments with fingerprints that irrefutably identified the sniper as an Occidental recruit from Medusa itself. There were such fragments found on Seventy-first Street, but the killer did not know it—Delta did not know it.


  “At one point we seriously questioned whether he was genuine,” said the embassy’s First Secretary, rambling on as if to fill the abrupt silence from Washington. “An experienced field officer would have told the attaché to check for a flag, but the subject didn’t.”


  “An oversight,” replied Conklin, pulling his mind back to the brutal enigma that was Delta-Cain. “What are the arrangements?”


  “Initially Bourne insisted on calling back in fifteen minutes, but I instructed lower-level to stall. For instance, we could use the dinner hour…” The embassy man was making sure a Company executive in Washington realized the perspicacity of his contributions. It would go on for the better part of a minute; Conklin had heard too many variations before.


  Delta. Why had he turned? The madness must have eaten his head away, leaving only the instincts for survival. He had been around too long; he knew that sooner or later they would find him, kill him. There was never any alternative; he understood that from the moment he turned—or broke—or whatever it was. There was nowhere to hide any longer; he was a target all over the globe. He could never know who might step out of the shadows and bring his life to an end. It was something they all lived with, the single most persuasive argument against turning. So another solution had to be found: survival. The biblical Cain was the first to commit fratricide. Had the mythical name triggered the obscene decision, the strategy itself? Was it as simple as that? God knew it was the perfect solution. Kill them all, kill your brother.


  Webb gone, the Monk gone, the Yachtsman and his wife…who could deny the instructions Delta received, since these four alone relayed instructions to him? He had removed the millions and distributed them as ordered. Blind recipients he had assumed were intrinsic to the Monk’s strategy. Who was Delta to question the Monk? The creator of Medusa, the genius who had recruited and created him. Cain.


  The perfect solution. To be utterly convincing, all that was required was the death of a brother, the proper grief to follow. The official judgment would be rendered. Carlos had infiltrated and broken Treadstone. The assassin had won, Treadstone abandoned. The bastard!


  “…so basically I felt the game plan would come from you.” The First Secretary in Paris had finished. He was an ass, but Conklin needed him; one tune had to be heard while another was being played.


  “You did the right thing,” said a respectful executive in Langley. “I’ll let our people over here know how well you handled it. You were absolutely right; we need time, but Bourne doesn’t realize it. We can’t tell him, either, which makes it tough. We’re on sterile, so may I speak accordingly?”


  “Of course.”


  “Bourne’s under pressure. He’s been…detained…for a long period of time. Am I clear?”


  “The Soviets?”


  “Right up to the Lubyanka. His run was made by means of a double-entry. Are you familiar with the term?”


  “Yes, I am. Moscow thinks he’s working for them now.”


  “That’s what they think.” Conklin paused. “And we’re not sure. Crazy things happen in the Lubyanka.”


  The First Secretary whistled softly. “That’s a basket. How are you going to make a determination?”


  “With your help. But the classification priority is so high it’s above embassy, even ambassadorial level. You’re on the scene; you were reached. You can accept the condition or not, that’s up to you. If you do, I think a commendation might come right out of the Oval Office.”


  Conklin could hear the slow intake of breath from Paris.


  “I’ll do whatever I can, of course. Name it.”


  “You already did. We want him stalled. When he calls back, talk to him yourself.”


  “Naturally,” interrupted the embassy man.


  “Tell him you relayed the codes. Tell him Washington is flying over an officer-of-record from Treadstone by military transport. Say D.C. wants him to keep out of sight and away from the embassy; every route is being watched. Then ask him if he wants protection, and if he does, find out where he wants to pick it up. But don’t send anyone; when you talk to me again I’ll have been in touch with someone over there. I’ll give you a name then and an eye-spot you can give to him.”


  “Eye-spot?”


  “Visual identification. Something or someone he can recognize.”


  “One of your men?”


  “Yes, we think it’s best that way. Beyond you, there’s no point in involving the embassy. As a matter of fact, it’s vital we don’t, so whatever conversations you have shouldn’t be logged.”


  “I can take care of that,” said the First Secretary. “But how is the one conversation I’m going to have with him going to help you determine whether he’s a double-entry?”


  “Because it won’t be one; it’ll be closer to ten.”


  “Ten?”


  “That’s right. Your instructions to Bourne—from us through you—are that he’s to check in on your phone every hour to confirm the fact that he’s in safe territory. Until that last time, when you tell him the Treadstone officer has arrived in Paris and will meet with him.”


  “What will that accomplish?” asked the embassy man.


  “He’ll keep moving…if he’s not ours. There are a half a dozen known deep-cover Soviet agents in Paris, all with tripped phones. If he’s working with Moscow, the chances are he’ll use at least one of them. We’ll be watching. And if that’s the way it turns out, I think you’ll remember the time you spent all night at the embassy for the rest of your life. Presidential commendations have a way of raising a career man’s grade level. Of course, you don’t have too much higher to go…”


  “There’s higher, Mr. Conklin,” interrupted the First Secretary.


  The conversation was over; the embassy man would call back after hearing from Bourne. Conklin got up from the chair and limped across the room to a gray filing cabinet against the wall. He unlocked the top panel. Inside was a stapled folder containing a sealed envelope bearing the names and locations of men who could be called upon in emergencies. They had once been good men, loyal men, who for one reason or another could no longer be on a Washington payroll. In all cases it had been necessary to remove them from the official scene, relocate them with new identities—those fluent in other languages frequently given citizenship by cooperating foreign governments. They had simply disappeared.


  They were the outcasts, men who had gone beyond the laws in the service of their country, who often killed in the interests of their country. But their country could not tolerate their official existence; their covers had been exposed, their actions made known. Still, they could be called upon. Monies were constantly funneled to accounts beyond official scrutiny, certain understandings intrinsic to the payments.


  Conklin carried the envelope back to his desk and tore the marked tape from the flap; it would be resealed, remarked. There was a man in Paris, a dedicated man who had come up through the officer corps of Army Intelligence, a lieutenant colonel by the time he was thirty-five. He could be counted on; he understood national priorities. He had killed a left-wing cameraman in a village near Hu a dozen years ago.


  Three minutes later he had the man on the line, the call unlogged, unrecorded. The former officer was given a name and a brief sketch of defection, including a covert trip to the United States during which the defector in question on special assignment had eliminated those controlling the strategy.


  “A double-entry?” asked the man in Paris. “Moscow?”


  “No, not the Soviets,” replied Conklin, aware that if Delta requested protection, there would be conversations between the two men.


  “It was a long-range deep cover to snare Carlos.”


  “The assassin?”


  “That’s right.”


  “You may say it’s not Moscow, but you won’t convince me. Carlos was trained in Novgorod and as far as I’m concerned he’s still a dirty gun for the KGB.”


  “Perhaps. The details aren’t for briefing, but suffice it to say we’re convinced our man was bought off; he’s made a few million and wants an unencumbered passport.”


  “So he took out the controls and the finger’s pointed at Carlos, which doesn’t mean a damn thing but give him another kill.”


  “That’s it. We want to play it out, let him think he’s home free. Best, we’d like an admission, whatever information we can get, which is why I’m on my way over. But it’s definitely secondary to taking him out. Too many people in too many places were compromised to put him where he is. Can you help? There’ll be a bonus.”


  “My pleasure. And keep the bonus, I hate fuckers like him. They blow whole networks.”


  “It’s got to be airtight; he’s one of the best. I’d suggest support, at least one.”


  “I’ve got a man from the Saint-Gervais worth five. He’s for hire.”


  “Hire him. Here are the particulars. The control in Paris is an embassy blind; he knows nothing but he’s in communication with Bourne and may request protection for him.”


  “I’ll play it,” said the former intelligence officer. “Go ahead.”


  “There’s not much more for the moment. I’ll take a jet out of Andrews. My ETA in Paris will be anywhere between eleven and twelve midnight your time. I want to see Bourne within an hour or so after that and be back here in Washington by tomorrow. It’s tight, but that’s the way it’s got to be.”


  “That’s the way it’ll be, then.”


  “The blind at the embassy is the First Secretary. His name is…”


  Conklin gave the remaining specifics and the two men worked out basic ciphers for their initial contact in Paris. Code words that would tell the man from the Central Intelligence Agency whether or not any problems existed when they spoke. Conklin hung up. Everything was in motion exactly the way Delta would expect it to be in motion. The inheritors of Treadstone would go by the book, and the book was specific where collapsed strategies and strategists were concerned. They were to be dissolved, cut off, no official connection or acknowledgment permitted. Failed strategies and strategists were an embarrassment to Washington. And from its manipulative beginnings, Treadstone Seventy-One had used, abused and maneuvered every major unit in the United States Intelligence community and not a few foreign governments. Very long poles would be held when touching any survivors.


  Delta knew all this, and because he himself had destroyed Treadstone, he would appreciate the precautions, anticipate them, be alarmed if they were not there. And when confronted he would react in false fury and artificial anguish over the violence that had taken place in Seventy-first Street. Alexander Conklin would listen with all his concentration, trying to discern a genuine note, or even the outlines of a reasonable explanation, but he knew he would hear neither. Irregular fragments of glass could not beam themselves across the Atlantic, only to be concealed beneath a heavy drape in a Manhattan brownstone, and fingerprints were more accurate proof of a man having been at a scene than any photograph. There was no way they could be doctored.


  Conklin would give Delta the benefit of two minutes to say whatever came to his facile mind. He would listen, and then he would pull the trigger.


  CHAPTER THIRTY-TWO


  



  “Why are they doing it?” asked Jason, sitting down next to Marie in the packed café. He had made the fifth telephone call, five hours after having reached the embassy. “They want me to keep running. They’re forcing me to run, and I don’t know why.”


  “You’re forcing yourself,” said Marie. “You could have made the calls from the room.”


  “No, I couldn’t. For some reason they want me to know that. Each time I call, that son of a bitch asks me where I am now, am I in ‘safe territory’? Silly goddamn phrase, ‘safe territory.’ But he’s saying something else. He’s telling me that every contact must be made from a different location, so that no one outside or inside could trace me to a single phone, a single address. They don’t want me in custody, but they want me on a string. They want me, but they’re afraid of me; it doesn’t make sense!”


  “Isn’t it possible you’re imagining these things? No one said anything remotely like that.”


  “They didn’t have to. It’s in what they didn’t say. Why didn’t they just tell me to come right over to the embassy? Order me. No one could touch me there; it’s U.S. territory. They didn’t.”


  “The streets are being watched; you were told that.”


  “You know, I accepted that—blindly—until about thirty seconds ago when it struck me. By whom? Who’s watching the streets?”


  “Carlos, obviously. His men.”


  “You know that and I know that—at least we can assume it—but they don’t know that. I may not know who the hell I am or where I came from, but I know what’s happened to me during the past twenty-four hours. They don’t.”


  “They could assume too, couldn’t they? They might have spotted strange men in cars, or standing around too long, too obviously.”


  “Carlos is brighter than that. And there are lots of ways a specific vehicle could get quickly inside an embassy’s gate. Marine contingents everywhere are trained for things like that.”


  “I believe you.”


  “But they didn’t do that; they didn’t even suggest it. Instead, they’re stalling me, making me play games. Goddamn it, why?”


  “You said it yourself, Jason. They haven’t heard from you in six months. They’re being very careful.”


  “Why this way? They get me inside those gates, they can do whatever they want. They control me. They can throw me a party or throw me into a cell. Instead, they don’t want to touch me, but they don’t want to lose me either.”


  “They’re waiting for the man flying over from Washington.”


  “What better place to wait for him than in the embassy?” Bourne pushed back his chair. “Something’s wrong. Let’s get out of here.”


  It had taken Alexander Conklin, inheritor of Treadstone, exactly six hours and twelve minutes to cross the Atlantic. To go back he would take the first Concorde flight out of Paris in the morning, reach Dulles by 7:30 Washington time and be at Langley by 9:00. If anyone tried to phone him or asked where he had spent the night, an accommodating major from the Pentagon would supply a false answer. And a First Secretary at the embassy in Paris would be told that if he ever mentioned having had a single conversation with the man from Langley, he’d be descaled to the lowest attaché on the ladder and shipped to a new post in Tierra del Fuego. It was guaranteed.


  Conklin went directly to a row of pay phones against the wall and called the embassy. The First Secretary was filled with a sense of accomplishment.


  “Everything’s according to schedule, Conklin,” said the embassy man, the absence of the previously employed Mister a sign of equality. The Company executive was in Paris now, and turf was turf. “Bourne’s edgy. During our last communication he repeatedly asked why he wasn’t being told to come in.”


  “He did?” At first Conklin was surprised; then he understood. Delta was feigning the reactions of a man who knew nothing of the events on Seventy-first Street. If he had been told to come to the embassy, he would have bolted. He knew better; there could be no official connection. Treadstone was anathema, a discredited strategy, a major embarrassment. “Did you reiterate that the streets were being watched?”


  “Naturally. Then he asked me who was watching them. Can you imagine?”


  “I can. What did you say?’


  “That he knew as well as I did, and all things considered I thought it was counterproductive to discuss such matters over the telephone.”


  “Very good.”


  “I rather thought so.”


  “What did he say to that? Did he settle for it?”


  “In an odd way, yes. He said, ‘I see.’ That’s all.”


  “Did he change his mind and ask for protection?”


  “He’s continued to refuse it. Even when I insisted.” The First Secretary paused briefly. “He doesn’t want to be watched, does he?” he said confidentially.


  “No, he doesn’t. When do you expect his next call?”


  “In about fifteen minutes.”


  “Tell him the Treadstone officer has arrived.” Conklin took the map from his pocket; it was folded to the area, the route marked in blue ink. “Say the rendezvous has been set for one-thirty on the road between Chevreuse and Rambouillet, seven miles south of Versailles at the Cimetière de Noblesse.”


  “One-thirty, road between Chevreuse and Rambouillet…the cemetery. Will he know how to get there?”


  “He’s been there before. If he says he’s going by taxi, tell him to take the normal precautions and dismiss it.”


  “Won’t that appear strange? To the driver, I mean. It’s an odd hour for mourning.”


  “I said you’re to ‘tell him’ that. Obviously he won’t take a taxi.”


  “Obviously,” said the First Secretary quickly, recovering by volunteering the unnecessary. “Since I haven’t called your man here, shall I call him now and tell him you’ve arrived?”


  “I’ll take care of that. You’ve still got his number?”


  “Yes, of course.”


  “Burn it,” ordered Conklin. “Before it burns you. I’ll call you back in twenty minutes.”


  A train thundered by in the lower level of the Métro, the vibrations felt throughout the platform. Bourne hung up the pay phone on the concrete wall and stared for a moment at the mouthpiece. Another door had partially opened somewhere in the distance of his mind, the light too far away, too dim to see inside. Still, there were images. On the road to Rambouillet…through an archway of iron latticework…a gently sloping hill with white marble. Crosses—large, larger, mausoleums…and statuary everywhere. Le Cimetière de Noblesse. A cemetery, but far more than a resting place for the dead. A drop, but even more than that. A place where conversations took place amid burials and the lowering of caskets. Two men dressed somberly as the crowds were dressed somberly, moving between the mourners until they met among the mourners and exchanged the words they had to say to each other.


  There was a face, but it was blurred, out of focus; he saw only the eyes. And that unfocused face and those eyes had a name. David…Abbott. The Monk. The man he knew but did not know. Creator of Medusa and Cain.


  Jason blinked several times and shook his head as if to shake the sudden mists away. He glanced over at Marie, who was fifteen feet to his left against the wall, supposedly scanning the crowds on the platform, watching for someone possibly watching him. She was not; she was looking at him herself, a frown of concern across her face. He nodded, reassuring her; it was not a bad moment for him. Instead, images had come to him. He had been to that cemetery; somehow he would know it. He walked toward Marie; she turned and fell in step beside him as they headed for the exit.


  “He’s here,” said Bourne. “Treadstone’s arrived. I’m to meet him near Rambouillet. At a cemetery.”


  “That’s a ghoulish touch. Why a cemetery?”


  “It’s supposed to reassure me.”


  “Good God, how?”


  “I’ve been there before. I’ve met people there…a man there. By naming it as the rendezvous—an unusual rendezvous—Treadstone’s telling me he’s genuine.”


  She took his arm as they climbed the steps toward the street. “I want to go with you.”


  “Sorry.”


  “You can’t exclude me!”


  “I have to, because I don’t know what I’m going to find there. And if it’s not what I expect, I’ll want someone on my side.”


  “Darling, that doesn’t make sense! I’m being hunted by the police. If they find me, they’ll send me back to Zurich on the next plane; you said so yourself. What good would I be to you in Zurich?”


  “Not you. Villiers. He trusts us, he trusts you. You can reach him if I’m not back by daybreak or haven’t called explaining why. He can make a lot of noise, and God knows he’s ready to. He’s the one backup we’ve got, the only one. To be more specific, his wife is—through him.”


  Marie nodded, accepting his logic. “He’s ready,” she agreed. “How will you get to Rambouillet?”


  “We have a car, remember? I’ll take you to the hotel, then head over to the garage.”


  He stepped inside the elevator of the garage complex in Montmartre and pressed the button for the fourth floor. His mind was on a cemetery somewhere between Chevreuse and Rambouillet, on a road he had driven over but had no idea when or for what purpose.


  Which was why he wanted to drive there now, not wait until his arrival corresponded more closely to the time of rendezvous. If the images that came to his mind were not completely distorted, it was an enormous cemetery. Where precisely within those acres of graves and statuary was the meeting ground? He would get there by one, leaving a half hour to walk up and down the paths looking for a pair of headlights or a signal. Other things would come to him.


  The elevator door scraped open. The floor was three-quarters filled with cars, deserted otherwise. Jason tried to recall where he had parked the Renault; it was in a far corner, he remembered that, but was it on the right or the left? He started tentatively to the left; the elevator had been on his left when he had driven the car up several days ago. He stopped, logic abruptly orienting him. The elevator had been on his left when he had entered, not after he had parked the car; it had been diagonally to his right then. He turned, his movement rapid, his thoughts on a road between Chevreuse and Rambouillet.


  Whether it was the sudden, unexpected reversal of direction or an inexperienced surveillance, Bourne neither knew nor cared to dwell upon. Whichever, the moment saved his life, of that he was certain. A man’s head ducked below the hood of a car in the second aisle on his right; that man had been watching him. An experienced surveillance would have stood up, holding a ring of keys he had presumably picked up from the floor, or checked a windshield wiper, then walked away. The one thing he would not do was what this man did; risk being seen by ducking out of sight.


  Jason maintained his pace, his thoughts concerned on this new development. Who was this man? How had he been found? And then both answers were so clear, so obvious he felt like a fool. The clerk at the Auberge du Coin.


  Carlos had been thorough—as he was always thorough—every detail of failure examined. And one of those details was a clerk on duty during a failure. Such a man bore scrutiny, then questioning; it would not be difficult. The show of a knife or a gun would be more than sufficient. Information would pour from the night clerk’s trembling lips, and Carlos’ army ordered to spread throughout the city, each district divided into sectors, hunting for a specific black Renault. A painstaking search, but not impossible, made easier by the driver, who had not bothered to switch license plates. For how many unbroken hours had the garage been watched? How many men were there? Inside, outside? How soon would others arrive? Would Carlos arrive?


  The questions were secondary. He had to get out. He could do without the car, perhaps, but the resulting dependency on unknown arrangements might cripple him; he needed transportation and he needed it now. No taxi would drive a stranger to a cemetery on the outskirts of Rambouillet at one o’clock in the morning, and it was no time to rely on the possibility of stealing a car in the streets.


  He stopped, taking cigarettes and matches from his pockets; then, striking a match, he cupped his hands and angled his head to protect the flame. In the corner of his eye he could see a shadow—square-shaped, stocky; the man once more had lowered himself, now behind the trunk of a nearer automobile.


  Jason dropped to a crouch, spun to his left and lunged out of the aisle between two adjacent cars, breaking his fall with the palms of his hands, the maneuver made in silence. He crawled around the rear wheels of the automobile on his right, arms and legs working rapidly, quietly, down the narrow alley of vehicles, a spider scurrying across a web. He was behind the man now; he crept forward toward the aisle and rose to his knees, inching his face along smooth metal, and peered beyond a headlight. The heavy-set man was in full view, standing erect. He was evidently bewildered, for he moved hesitantly closer toward the Renault, his body low again, squinting to see beyond the windshield. What he saw frightened him further; there was nothing, no one. He gasped, the audible intake of breath a prelude to running. He had been tricked; he knew it and was not about to wait around for the consequences—which told Bourne something else. The man had been briefed on the driver of the Renault, the danger explained. The man began to race toward the exit ramp.


  Now. Jason sprang up and ran straight ahead across the aisle, between the cars to the second aisle, catching up with the running man, hurling himself at his back and throwing him to the concrete floor. He hammerlocked the man’s thick neck, crashing the outsized skull into the pavement, the fingers of his left hand pressed into the man’s eye sockets.


  “You have exactly five seconds to tell me who’s outside,” he said in French, remembering the grimacing face of another Frenchman in an elevator in Zurich. There had been men outside then, men who wanted to kill him then, on the Bahnhofstrasse. “Tell me! Now!”


  “A man, one man, that’s all!”


  Bourne relocked the neck, digging his fingers deeper into the eyes. “Where?”


  “In a car,” spat out the man. ‘Parked across the street. My God, you’re choking me! You’re blinding me!”


  “Not yet. You’ll know it when and if I do both. What kind of car?”


  “Foreign. I don’t know. Italian, I think. Or American. I don’t know. Please! My eyes!”


  “Color!”


  “Dark! Green, blue, very dark. Oh my God!”


  “You’re Carlos’ man, aren’t you?”


  “Who?”


  Jason yanked again, pressed again. “You heard me—you’re from Carlos!”


  “I don’t know any Carlos. We call a man; there is a number. That’s all we do.”


  “Has he been called?” The man did not reply; Bourne dug his fingers deeper. “Tell me!”


  “Yes. I had to.”


  “When?”


  “A few minutes ago. The coin telephone on the second ramp. My God! I can’t see.”


  “Yes, you can. Get up!” Jason released the man, pulling him to his feet. “Get over to the car. Quickly!” Bourne pushed the man back between the stationary automobiles to the Renault’s aisle. The man turned, protesting, helpless. “You heard me. Hurry!” shouted Jason.


  “I’m only earning a few francs.”


  “Now you can drive for them.” Bourne shoved him again toward the Renault.


  Moments later the small black automobile careened down an exit ramp toward a glass booth with a single attendant and the cash register. Jason was in the back seat, his gun pressed against the man’s bruised neck. Bourne shoved a bill and his dated ticket out the window; the attendant took both.


  “Drive!” said Bourne. “Do exactly what I told you to do!”


  The man pressed the accelerator, and the Renault sped out through the exit. The man made a screeching U-turn in the street, coming to a sudden stop in front of a dark green Chevrolet. A car door opened behind them; running footsteps followed.


  “Jules? Que se passe-t-il? C’est toi qui conduis?” A figure loomed in the open window.


  Bourne raised his automatic, pointing the barrel at the man’s face. “Take two steps back,” he said in French. “No more, just two. And then stand still.” He tapped the head of the man named Jules. “Get out. Slowly.”


  “We were only to follow you,” protested Jules, stepping out into the street. “Follow you and report your whereabouts.”


  “You’ll do better than that,” said Bourne, getting out of the Renault, taking his map of Paris with him. “You’re going to drive me. For a while. Get in your car, both of you!”


  Five miles outside of Paris, on the road to Chevreuse, the two men were ordered out of the car. It was a dark, poorly lighted, third-grade highway. There had been no stores, buildings, houses, or road phones for the past three miles.


  “What was the number you were told to call?” demanded Jason. “Don’t lie. You’d be in worse trouble.”


  Jules gave it to him. Bourne nodded and climbed into the seat behind the wheel of the Chevrolet.


  The old man in the threadbare overcoat sat huddled in the shadows of the empty booth by the telephone. The small restaurant was closed, his presence there an accommodation made by a friend from the old days, the better days. He kept looking at the instrument on the wall, wondering when it would ring. It was only a question of time, and when it did he would in turn make a call and the better days would return permanently. He would be the one man in Paris who was the link to Carlos. It would be whispered among the other old men, and respect would be his again.


  The high-pitched sound of the bell burst from the telephone, echoing off the walls of the deserted restaurant. The beggar climbed out of the booth and rushed to the phone, his chest pounding with anticipation. It was the signal. Cain was cornered! The days of patient waiting merely a preface to the fine life. He lifted the phone out of its curved recess.


  “Yes?”


  “It’s Jules!” cried the breathless voice.


  The old man’s face turned ashen, the pounding in his chest growing so loud he could barely hear the terrible things being said. But he had heard enough.


  He was a dead man.


  White-hot explosions joined the vibrations that took hold of his body. There was no air, only white light and deafening eruptions surging up from his stomach to his head.


  The beggar sank to the floor, the cord stretched taut, the phone still in his hand. He stared up at the horrible instrument that carried the terrible words. What could he do? What in the name of God would he do?


  Bourne walked down the path between the graves, forcing himself to let his mind fall free as Washburn had commanded a lifetime ago in Port Noir. If ever he had to be a sponge, it was now; the man from Treadstone had to understand. He was trying with all his concentration to make sense out of the unremembered, to find meaning in the images that came to him without warning. He had not broken whatever agreement they had; he had not turned, or run.… He was a cripple; it was as simple as that.


  He had to find the man from Treadstone. Where inside those fenced acres of silence would he be? Where did he expect him to be? Jason had reached the cemetery well before one, the Chevrolet a faster car than the broken-down Renault. He had passed the gates, driven several hundred yards down the road, pulled off onto the shoulder and parked the car reasonably out of sight. On his way back to the gates it had started to rain. It was a cold rain, a March rain, but a quiet rain, little intrusions upon the silence.


  He passed a cluster of graves within a plot bordered by a low iron railing, the centerpiece an alabaster cross rising eight feet out of the ground. He stood for a moment before it. Had he been here before? Was another door opening for him in the distance? Or was he trying too desperately to find one? And then it came to him. It was not this particular grouping of gravestones, not the tall alabaster cross, nor the low iron railing. It was the rain. A sudden rain. Crowds of mourners gathered in black around a burial site, the snapping of umbrellas. And two men coming together, umbrellas touching, brief, quiet apologies muttered, as a long brown envelope exchanged hands, pocket to pocket, unnoticed by the mourners.


  There was something else. An image triggered by an image, feeding upon itself, seen only minutes ago. Rain cascading down white marble; not a cold, light rain, but a downpour, pounding against the wall of a glistening white surface…and columns…rows of columns on all sides, a miniature replica of an ancient treasure.


  On the other side of the hill. Near the gates. A white mausoleum, someone’s scaled-down version of the Parthenon. He had passed it less than five minutes before, looking at it but not seeing it. That was where the sudden rain had taken place, where two umbrellas had touched and an envelope been delivered. He squinted at the radium dial of his watch. It was fourteen minutes past one; he started running back up the path. He was still early; there was time left to see a car’s headlights, or the striking of a match or…


  The beam of a flashlight. It was there at the bottom of the hill and it was moving up and down, intermittently swinging back at the gates as though the holder were concerned that someone might appear. Bourne had an almost uncontrollable urge to race down between the rows of graves and statuary, shouting at the top of his voice. I’m here! It’s me. I understand your message. I’ve come back! I have so much to tell you…and there is so much you must tell me!


  But he did not shout and he did not run. Above all else, he had to show control, for what afflicted him was so uncontrollable. He had to appear completely lucid—sane within the boundaries of his memory. He began walking down the hill in the cold light rain, wishing his sense of urgency had allowed him to remember a flashlight.


  The flashlight. Something was odd about the beam of light five hundred feet below. It was moving in short vertical strokes, as if in emphasis…as if the man holding it were speaking emphatically to another.


  He was. Jason crouched, peering through the rain, his eyes struck by a sharp, darting reflection of light that shot out whenever the beam hit the object in front of it. He crept forward, his body close to the ground, covering practically a hundred feet in seconds, his gaze still on the beam and the strange reflection. He could see more clearly now; he stopped and concentrated. There were two men, one holding the flashlight, the other a short-barreled rifle, the thick steel of the gun known only too well to Bourne. At distances of up to thirty feet it could blow a man six feet into the air. It was a very odd weapon for an officer-of-record sent by Washington to have at his command.


  The beam of light shot over to the side of the white mausoleum; the figure holding the rifle retreated quickly, slipping behind a column no more than twenty feet away from the man holding the flashlight.


  Jason did not have to think; he knew what he had to do. If there was an explanation for the deadly weapon, so be it, but it would not be used on him. Kneeling, he judged the distance and looked for points of sanctuary, both for concealment and protection. He started out, wiping the rain from his face, feeling the gun in his belt that he knew he could not use.


  He scrambled from gravestone to gravestone, statue to statue, heading to his right, then angling gradually to his left until the semicircle was nearly complete. He was within fifteen feet of the mausoleum; the man with the murderous weapon was standing by the left corner column, under the short portico to avoid the rain. He was fondling his gun as though it were a sexual object, cracking the breach, unable to resist peering inside. He ran his palm over the inserted shells, the gesture obscene.


  Now. Bourne crept out from behind the gravestone, hands and knees propelling him over the wet grass until he was within six feet of the man. He sprang up, a silent, lethal panther hurling dirt in front of him, one hand surging for the barrel of the rifle, the other for the man’s head. He reached both, grabbed both, clasping the barrel in the fingers of his left hand, the man’s hair in his right. The head snapped back, throat stretched, sound muted. He smashed the head into the white marble with such force that the expulsion of breath that followed signified a severe concussion. The man went limp, Jason supporting him against the wall, permitting the unconscious body to slip silently to the ground between the columns. He searched the man, removing a .357 Magnum automatic from a leather case sewn into his jacket, a razor-sharp scaling knife from a scabbard on his belt and a small .22 revolver from an ankle holster. Nothing remotely government issue; this was a hired killer, an arsenal on foot.


  Break his fingers. The words came back to Bourne; they had been spoken by a man in gold-rimmed glasses in a large sedan racing out of the Steppdeckstrasse. There was reason behind the violence. Jason grabbed the man’s right hand and bent the fingers back until he heard the cracks; he did the same with the left, the man’s mouth blocked, Bourne’s elbow jammed between the teeth. No sound emerged above the sound of the rain, and neither hand could be used for a weapon or as a weapon, the weapons themselves placed out of reach in the shadows.


  Jason stood up and edged his face around the column. The Treadstone officer now angled the light directly into the earth in front of him. It was the stationary signal, the beam a lost bird was to home into; it might be other things also—the next few minutes would tell. The man turned toward the gate, taking a tentative step as though he might have heard something, and for the first time Bourne saw the cane, observed the limp. The officer-of-record from Treadstone Seventy-One was a cripple…as he was a cripple.


  Jason dashed back to the first gravestone, spun behind it and peered around the marble edge. The man from Treadstone still had his attention on the gates. Bourne glanced at his watch; it was 1:27. Time remained. He pushed himself away from the grave, hugging the ground until he was out of sight, then stood up and ran, retracing the arch back to the top of the hill. He stood for a moment, letting his breathing and his heartbeat resume a semblance of normalcy, then reached into his pocket for a book of matches. Protecting it from the rain, he tore off a match and struck it.


  “Treadstone?” he said loud enough to be heard from below.


  “Delta!”


  Cain is for Charlie and Delta is for Cain. Why did the man from Treadstone use the name Delta rather than Cain? Delta was no part of Treadstone; he had disappeared with Medusa. Jason started down the hill, the cold rain whipping his face, his hand instinctively reaching beneath his jacket, pressing the automatic in his belt.


  He walked onto the stretch of lawn in front of the white mausoleum. The man from Treadstone limped toward him, then stopped, raising his flashlight, the harsh beam causing Bourne to squint and turn his head away.


  “It’s been a long time,” said the crippled officer, lowering the light. “The name’s Conklin, in case you’ve forgotten.”


  “Thank you. I had. It’s only one of the things.”


  “One of what things?”


  “That I’ve forgotten.”


  “You remembered this place, though. I figured you would. I read Abbott’s logs; it was here where you last met, last made a delivery. During a state burial for some minister or other, wasn’t it?”


  “I don’t know. That’s what we have to talk about first. You haven’t heard from me in over six months. There’s an explanation.”


  “Really? Let’s hear it.”


  “The simplest way to put it is that I was wounded, shot, the effects of the wounds causing a severe…dislocation. Disorientation is a better word, I guess.”


  “Sounds good. What does it mean?”


  “I suffered a memory loss. Total. I spent months on an island in the Mediterranean—south of Marseilles—not knowing who I was or where I came from. There’s a doctor, an Englishman named Washburn, who kept medical records. He can verify what I’m telling you.”


  “I’m sure he can,” said Conklin, nodding. “And I’ll bet those records are massive. Christ, you paid enough!”


  “What do you mean?”


  “We’ve got a record, too. A bank officer in Zurich who thought he was being tested by Treadstone transferred a million and a half Swiss francs to Marseilles for an untraceable collection. Thanks for giving us the name.”


  “That’s part of what you have to understand. I didn’t know. He’d saved my life, put me back together. I was damn near a corpse when I was brought to him.”


  “So you decided a million-odd dollars was a pretty fair ballpark figure, is that it? Courtesy of the Treadstone budget.”


  “I told you, I didn’t know. Treadstone didn’t exist for me; in many ways it still doesn’t.”


  “I forgot. You lost your memory. What was the word? Disorientation?”


  “Yes, but it’s not strong enough. The word is amnesia.”


  “Let’s stick to disorientation. Because it seems you oriented yourself straight into Zurich, right to the Gemeinschaft.”


  “There was a negative surgically implanted near my hip.”


  “There certainly was; you insisted on it. A few of us understood why. It’s the best insurance you can have.”


  “I don’t know what you’re talking about. Can’t you understand that?”


  “Sure. You found the negative with only a number on it and right away you assumed the name of Jason Bourne.”


  “It didn’t happen that way! Each day it seemed I learned something, one step at a time, one revelation at a time. A hotel clerk called me Bourne; I didn’t learn the name Jason until I went to the bank.”


  “Where you knew exactly what to do,” interrupted Conklin. “No hesitation at all. In and out, four million gone.”


  “Washburn told me what to do!”


  “Then a woman came along who just happened to be a financial whiz kid to tell you how to squirrel away the rest. And before that you took out Chernak in the Löwenstrasse and three men we didn’t know but figured they sure as hell knew you. And here in Paris, another shot in a bank transfer truck. Another associate? You covered every track, every goddamned track. Until there was only one thing left to do. And you—you son of a bitch—you did it.”


  “Will you listen to me! Those men tried to kill me; they’ve been hunting me since Marseilles. Beyond that, I honestly don’t know what you’re talking about. Things come to me at times. Faces, streets, buildings; sometimes just images I can’t place, but I know they mean something, only I can’t relate to them. And names—there are names, but then no faces. Goddamn you—I’m an amnesiac! That’s the truth!”


  “One of those names wouldn’t be Carlos, would it?”


  “Yes, and you know it. That’s the point; you know much more about it than I do. I can recite a thousand facts about Carlos, but I don’t know why. I was told by a man who’s halfway back to Asia by now I had an agreement with Treadstone. The man worked for Carlos. He said Carlos knows. That Carlos was closing in on me, that you put out the word that I’d turned. He couldn’t understand the strategy, and I couldn’t tell him. You thought I’d turned because you didn’t hear from me, and I couldn’t reach you because I didn’t know who you were. I still don’t know who you are!”


  “Or the Monk, I suppose.”


  “Yes, yes…the Monk. His name was Abbott.”


  “Very good. And the Yachtsman? You remember the Yachtsman, don’t you? And his wife?”


  “Names. They’re there, yes. No faces.”


  “Elliot Stevens?”


  “Nothing.”


  “Or…Gordon Webb.” Conklin said the name quietly.


  “What?” Bourne felt the jolt in his chest, then a stinging, searing pain that drove through his temples to his eyes. His eyes were on fire! Fire! Explosions and darkness, high winds and pain.… Almanac to Delta! Abandon, abandon! You will respond as ordered. Abandon! “Gordon…” Jason heard his own voice, but it was far away in a faraway wind. He closed his eyes, the eyes that burned so, and tried to push the mists away. Then he opened his eyes and was not at all surprised to see Conklin’s gun aimed at his head.


  “I don’t know how you did it, but you did. The only thing left to do and you did it. You got back to New York and blew them all away. You butchered them, you son of a bitch. I wish to Christ I could bring you back and see you strapped into an electric chair, but I can’t, so I’ll do the next best thing. I’ll take you myself.”


  “I haven’t been in New York for months. Before then, I don’t know—but not in the last half-year.”


  “Liar! Why didn’t you do it really right? Why didn’t you time your goddamn stunt so you could get to the funerals? The Monk’s was just the other day; you would have seen a lot of old friends. And your brother’s! Jesus God Almighty! You could have escorted his wife down the aisle of the church. Maybe delivered the eulogy, that’d be the kicker. At least speak well of the brother you killed.”


  “Brother?…Stop it! For Christ’s sake, stop it!”


  “Why should I? Cain lives! We made him and he came to life!”


  “I’m not Cain. He never was! I never was!”


  “So you do know! Liar! Bastard!”


  “Put that gun away. I’m telling you, put it down!”


  “No chance. I swore to myself I’d give you two minutes because I wanted to hear what you’d come up with. Well, I’ve heard it and it smells. Who gave you the right? We all lose things; it goes with the job, and if you don’t like the goddamned job you get out. If there’s no accommodation you fade; that’s what I thought you did, and I was willing to pass on you, to convince the others to let you fade! But no, you came back, and turned your gun on us.”


  “No! It’s not true!”


  “Tell that to the laboratory techs, who have eight fragments of glass that spell out two prints. Third and index fingers, right hand. You were there and you butchered five people. You—one of them—took out your guns—plural—and blew them away. Perfect setup. Discredited strategy. Varied shells, multiple bullets, infiltration. Treadstone’s aborted and you walk out free.”


  “No, you’re wrong! It was Carlos. Not me, Carlos. If what you’re saying took place on Seventy-first Street, it was him! He knows. They know. A residence on Seventy-first Street. Number 139. They know about it!”


  Conklin nodded, his eyes clouded, the loathing in them seen in the dim light, through the rain. “So perfect,” he said slowly. “The prime mover of the strategy blows it apart by making a deal with the target. What’s your take besides the four million? Carlos give you immunity from his own particular brand of persecution? You two make a lovely couple.”


  “That’s crazy!”


  “And accurate,” completed the man from Treadstone. “Only nine people alive knew that address before seven-thirty last Friday night. Three of them were killed, and we’re the other four. If Carlos found it, there’s only one person who could have told him. You.”


  “How could I? I didn’t know it. I don’t know it!”


  “You just said it.” Conklin’s left hand gripped the cane; it was a prelude to firing, steadying a crippled foot.


  “Don’t!” shouted Bourne, knowing the plea was useless, spinning to his left as he shouted, his right foot lashing out at the wrist that held the gun. Che-sah! was the unknown word that was the silent scream in his head. Conklin fell back, firing wildly in the air, tripping over his cane. Jason spun around and down, now hammering his left foot at the weapon; it flew out of the hand that held it.


  Conklin rolled on the ground, his eyes on the far columns of the mausoleum, expecting an explosion from the gun that would blow his attacker into the air. No! The man from Treadstone rolled again. Now to the right, his features in shock, his wild eyes focused on—There was someone else!


  Bourne crouched, diving diagonally backward as four gunshots came in rapid succession, three screeching ricochets spinning off beyond sound. He rolled over and over and over, pulling the automatic from his belt. He saw the man in the rain; a silhouetted figure rising above a gravestone. He fired twice; the man collapsed.


  Ten feet away Conklin was thrashing on the wet grass, both hands spreading frantically over the ground, feeling for the steel of a gun. Bourne sprang up and raced over; he knelt beside the Treadstone man, one hand grabbing the wet hair, the other holding his automatic, its barrel pressed into Conklin’s skull. From the far columns of the mausoleum came a prolonged, shattering scream. It grew steadily, eerily in volume, then stopped.


  “That’s your hired shotgun,” said Jason, yanking Conklin’s head to the side. “Treadstone’s taken on some very strange employees. Who was the other man? What death row did you spring him from?”


  “He was a better man than you ever were,” replied Conklin, his voice strained, the rain glistening on his face, caught in the beam of the fallen flashlight six feet away on the ground. “They all are. They’ve all lost as much as you lost, but they never turned. We can count on them!”


  “No matter what I say, you won’t believe me. You don’t want to believe me!”


  “Because I know what you are—what you did. You just confirmed the whole damn thing. You can kill me, but they’ll get you. You’re the worst kind. You think you’re special. You always did. I saw you after Phnom Penh—everybody lost out there, but that didn’t count with you. It was only you, just you! Then in Medusa! No rules for Delta! The animal just wanted to kill. And that’s the kind that turns. Well, I lost too, but I never turned. Go on! Kill me! Then you can go back to Carlos. But when I don’t come back, they’ll know. They’ll come after you and they won’t stop until they get you. Go on! Shoot!”


  Conklin was shouting, but Bourne could hardly hear him. Instead he had heard two words and the jolts of pain hammered at his temples. Phnom Penh! Phnom Penh. Death in the skies, from the skies. Death of the young and the very young. Screeching birds and screaming machines and the deathlike stench of the jungle…and a river. He was blinded again, on fire again.


  Beneath him the man from Treadstone had broken away. His crippled figure was crawling in panic, lunging, his hands surging through the wet grass. Jason blinked, trying to force his mind to come back to him. Then instantly he knew he had to point the automatic and fire. Conklin had found his gun and was raising it. But Bourne could not pull the trigger.


  He dove to his right, rolling on the ground, scrambling toward the marble columns of the mausoleum. Conklin’s gunshots were wild, the crippled man unable to steady his leg or his aim. Then the firing stopped and Jason got to his feet, his face against the smooth wet stone. He looked out, his automatic raised; he had to kill this man, for this man would kill him, kill Marie, link them both to Carlos.


  Conklin was hobbling pathetically toward the gates, turning constantly, the gun extended, his destination a car outside in the road. Bourne raised his automatic, the crippled figure in his gunsight. A split half-second and it would be over, his enemy from Treadstone dead, hope found with that death, for there were reasonable men in Washington.


  He could not do it; he could not pull the trigger. He lowered the gun, standing helpless by the marble column as Conklin climbed into his car.


  The car. He had to get back to Paris. There was a way. It had been there all along. She had been there!


  He rapped on the door, his mind racing, facts analyzed, absorbed and discarded as rapidly as they came to him, a strategy evolving. Marie recognized the knock; she opened the door.


  “Dear God, look at you! What happened?”


  “No time,” he said, rushing toward the telephone across the room. “It was a trap. They’re convinced I turned, sold out to Carlos.”


  “What?”


  “They say I flew into New York last week, last Friday. That I killed five people…among them a brother.” Jason closed his eyes briefly. “There was a brother—is a brother. I don’t know, I can’t think about it now.”


  “You never left Paris! You can prove it!”


  “How? Eight, ten hours, that’s all I’d need. And eight or ten hours unaccounted for is all they need now. Who’s going to come forward?”


  “I will. You’ve been with me.”


  “They think you’re part of it,” said Bourne, picking up the telephone and dialing. “The theft, the turning, Port Noir, the whole damn thing. They’ve locked you into me. Carlos engineered this down to the last fragment of a fingerprint. Christ! Did he put it together!”


  “What are you doing? Whom are you calling?”


  “Our backup, remember? The only one we’ve got. Villiers. Villiers’ wife. She’s the one. We’re going to take her, break her, put her on a hundred racks if we have to. But we won’t have to; she won’t fight because she can’t win.… Goddamn it, why doesn’t he answer?”


  “The private phone’s in his office. It’s three in the morning. He’s probably—”


  “He’s on! General? Is that you?” Jason had to ask; the voice on the line was oddly quiet, but not the quiet of interrupted sleep.


  “Yes, it is I, my young friend. I apologize for the delay. I’ve been upstairs with my wife.”


  “That’s whom I’m calling about. We’ve got to move. Now. Alert French Intelligence, Interpol and the American Embassy but tell them not to interfere until I’ve seen her, talked to her. We have to talk.”


  “I don’t think so, Mr. Bourne.… Yes, I know your name, my friend. As for your talking to my wife, however, I’m afraid that’s not possible. You see, I’ve killed her.”


  CHAPTER THIRTY-THREE


  



  Jason stared at the hotel room wall, at the flock paper with the faded designs that spiraled into one another in meaningless contortions of worn fabric. “Why?” he said quietly into the phone. “I thought you understood.”


  “I tried, my friend,” said Villiers, his voice beyond anger or sorrow. “The saints know I tried, but I could not help myself. I kept looking at her…seeing the son she did not bear behind her, killed by the pig animal that was her mentor. My whore was someone else’s whore…the animal’s whore. It could not be otherwise, and as I learned, it was not. I think she saw the outrage in my eyes, heaven knows it was there.” The general paused, the memory painful now. “She not only saw the outrage, but the truth. She saw that I knew. What she was, what she had been during the years we’d spent together. At the end, I gave her the chance I told you I would give her.”


  “To kill you?”


  “Yes. It wasn’t difficult. Between our beds is a nightstand with a weapon in the drawer. She lay on her bed, Goya’s Maja, splendid in her arrogance, dismissing me with her private thoughts, as I was consumed by my own. I opened the drawer for a book of matches and walked back to my chair and my pipe, leaving the drawer open, the handle of the gun very much in evidence.


  “It was my silence, I imagine, and the fact that I could not take my eyes off her that forced her to acknowledge me, then concentrate on me. The tension between us had grown to the point where very little had to be said to burst the floodgates, and—God help me—I said it. I heard myself asking, ‘Why did you do it?’ Then the accusation became complete. I called her my whore, the whore that killed my son.


  “She stared at me for several moments, her eyes breaking away once to glance at the open drawer and the gun…and the telephone. I stood up, the embers in my pipe glowing, loose…chauffé au rouge. She spun her legs off the bed, put both hands into that open drawer and took out the gun. I did not stop her, instead I had to hear the words from her own lips, hear my own indictment of myself as well as hers. What I heard will go to my grave with me, for there will be honor left by my person and the person of my son. We will not be scorned by those who’ve given less than us. Never.”


  “General…” Bourne shook his head, unable to think clearly, knowing he had to find the seconds in order to find his thoughts. “General, what happened? She gave you my name. How? You’ve got to tell me that. Please.”


  “Willingly. She said you were an insignificant gunman who wished to step into the shoes of a giant. That you were a thief out of Zurich, a man your own people disowned.”


  “Did she say who those people were?”


  “If she did I didn’t hear. I was blind, deaf, my rage uncontrolled. But you have nothing to fear from me. The chapter is closed, my life over with a telephone call.”


  “No!” Jason shouted. “Don’t do that! Not now.”


  “I must.”


  “Please. Don’t settle for Carlos’ whore. Get Carlos! Trap Carlos!”


  “Reaping scorn on my name by lying with that whore? Manipulated by the animal’s slut?”


  “Goddamn you—what about your son? Five sticks of dynamite on rue du Bac!”


  “Leave him in peace. Leave me in peace. It’s over.”


  “It’s not over! Listen to me! Give a moment, that’s all I ask.” The images in Jason’s mind raced furiously across his eyes, clashing, supplanting one another. But these images had meaning. Purpose. He could feel Marie’s hand on his arm, gripping him firmly, somehow anchoring his body to a mooring of reality. “Did anyone hear the gunshot?”


  “There was no gunshot. The coup de grâce is misunderstood in these times. I prefer its original intent. To still the suffering of a wounded comrade or a respected enemy. It is not used for a whore.”


  “What do you mean? You said you killed her.”


  “I strangled her, forcing her eyes to look into mine as the breath went out of her body.”


  “She had your gun on you…”


  “Ineffective when one’s eyes are burning from the loose embers of a pipe. It’s immaterial now; she might have won.”


  “She did win if you let it stop here! Can’t you see that? Carlos wins! She broke you! And you didn’t have the brains to do anything but choke her to death! You talk about scorn? You’re buying it all; there’s nothing left but scorn!”


  “Why do you persist, Monsieur Bourne?” asked Villiers wearily. “I expect no charity from you, nor from anyone. Simply leave me alone. I accept what is. You accomplish nothing.”


  “I will if I can get you to listen to me! Get Carlos, trap Carlos! How many times do I have to say it? He’s the one you want! He squares it all for you! And he’s the one I need! Without him I’m dead. We’re dead. For God’s sake, listen to me!”


  “I would like to help you, but there’s no way I can. Or will, if you like.”


  “There is.” The images came into focus. He knew where he was, where he was going. The meaning and the purpose came together. “Reverse the trap. Walk away from it untouched, with everything you’ve got in place.”


  “I don’t understand. How is that possible?”


  “You didn’t kill your wife. I did!”


  “Jason!” Marie screamed, clutching his arm.


  “I know what I’m doing,” said Bourne. “For the first time, I really know what I’m doing. It’s funny, but I think I’ve known it from the beginning.”


  Parc Monceau was quiet, the street deserted, a few porch lights shimmering in the cold, mistlike rain, all the windows along the row of neat, expensive houses dark, except for the residence of André François Villiers, legend of Saint-Cyr and Normandy, member of France’s National Assembly…wife killer. The front windows above and to the left of the porch glowed dimly. It was the bedroom wherein the master of the house had killed the mistress of the house, where a memory-ridden old soldier had choked the life out of an assassin’s whore.


  Villiers had agreed to nothing; he had been too stunned to answer. But Jason had driven home his theme, hammered the message with such repeated emphasis that the words had echoed over the telephone. Get Carlos! Don’t settle for the killer’s whore! Get the man who killed your son! The man who put five sticks of dynamite in a car on rue du Bac and took the last of the Villiers line. He’s the one you want. Get him!


  Get Carlos. Trap Carlos. Cain is for Charlie and Delta is for Cain. It was so clear to him. There was no other way. At the end, it was the beginning—as the beginning had been revealed to him. To survive he had to bring in the assassin; if he failed, he was a dead man. And there would be no life for Marie St. Jacques. She would be destroyed, imprisoned, perhaps killed, for an act of faith that became an act of love. Cain’s mark was on her, embarrassment avoided with her removal. She was a vial of nitroglycerine balanced on a high-wire in the center of an unknown ammunition depot. Use a net. Remove her. A bullet in the head neutralizes the explosives in her mind. She cannot be heard!


  There was so much Villiers had to understand, and so little time to explain, the explanation itself limited both by a memory that did not exist and the current state of the old soldier’s mind. A delicate balance had to be found in the telling, parameters established as to time and the general’s immediate contributions. Jason understood; he was asking a man who held his honor above all things to lie to the world. For Villiers to do that, the objective had to be monumentally honorable.


  Get Carlos!


  There was a second, ground floor entrance to the general’s home, to the right of the steps, beyond a gate, where deliveries were made to the downstairs kitchen. Villiers had agreed to leave the gate and the door unlatched. Bourne had not bothered to tell the old soldier that it did not matter; that he would get inside in any event, a degree of damage intrinsic to his strategy. But first there was the risk that Villiers’ house was being watched, there being good reasons for Carlos to do so, and equally good reasons not to do so. All things considered, the assassin might decide to stay as far away from Angélique Villiers as possible, taking no chance that one of his men could be picked up, thus proving his connection, the Parc Monceau connection. On the other hand, the dead Angélique was his cousin and lover…the only person on earth he cares about. Philippe d’Anjou.


  D’Anjou! Of course there’d be someone watching—or two or ten! If d’Anjou had gotten out of France, Carlos could assume the worst; if the man from Medusa had not, the assassin would know the worst. The colonial would be broken, every word exchanged with Cain revealed. Where? Where were Carlos’ men? Strangely enough, thought Jason, if there was no one posted in Parc Monceau on this particular night, his entire strategy was worthless.


  It was not; they were there. In a sedan—the same sedan that had raced through the gates of the Louvre twelve hours ago, the same two men—killers who were the backups of killers. The car was fifty feet down the street on the left-hand side, with a clear view of Villiers’ house. But were those two men slumped down in the seat, their eyes awake and alert, all that were there? Bourne could not tell; automobiles lined the curbs on both sides of the street. He crouched in the shadows of the corner building, diagonally across from the two men in the stationary sedan. He knew what had to be done, but he was not sure how to do it. He needed a diversion, alarming enough to attract Carlos’ soldiers, visible enough to flush out any others who might be concealed in the street or on a rooftop, or behind a darkened window.


  Fire. Out of nowhere. Sudden, away from Villiers’ house, yet close enough and startling enough to send vibrations throughout the quiet, deserted, tree-lined street. Vibrations…sirens; explosive…explosions. It could be done. It was merely a question of equipment.


  Bourne crept back behind the corner building into the intersecting street and ran silently to the nearest doorway, where he stopped and removed his jacket and topcoat. Then he took off his shirt, ripping the cloth from collar to waist; he put both coats on again, pulling up the lapels, buttoning the topcoat, the shirt under his arm. He peered into the night rain, scanning the automobiles in the street. He needed gasoline, but this was Paris and most fuel tanks would be locked. Most, but not all; there had to be an unsecured top among the line of cars at the curb.


  And then he saw what he wanted to see directly up ahead on the pavement, chained to an iron gate. It was a motorbike, larger than a street scooter, smaller than a cycle, its gas tank a metal bubble between handlebars and seat. The top would have a chain attached, but it was unlikely to have a lock. Eight liters of fuel was not forty; the risk of any theft had to be balanced against the proceeds, and two gallons of gas was hardly worth a 500 franc fine.


  Jason approached the bike. He looked up and down the street; there was no one, no sounds other than the quiet spattering of the rain. He put his hand on the gas tank top and turned it; it unscrewed easily. Better yet, the opening was relatively wide, the gas level nearly full. He replaced the top; he was not yet ready to douse his shirt. Another piece of equipment was needed.


  He found it at the next corner, by a sewer drain. A partially dislodged cobblestone, forced from its recess by a decade of careless drivers jumping the curb. He pried it loose by kicking his heel into the slice that separated it from its jagged wall. He picked it up along with a smaller fragment and started back toward the motorbike, the fragment in his pocket, the large brick in his hand. He tested its weight…tested his arm. It would do; both would do.


  Three minutes later he pulled the drenched shirt slowly out of the gas tank, the fumes mingling with the rain, the residue of oil covering his hands. He wrapped the cloth around the cobblestone, twisting and crisscrossing the sleeves, tying them firmly together, holding his missile in place. He was ready.


  He crept back to the edge of the building at the corner of Villiers’ street. The two men in the sedan were still low in the front seat, their concentration still on Villiers’ house. Behind the sedan were three other cars, a small Mercedes, a dark brown limousine and a Bentley. Directly across from Jason, beyond the Bentley, was a white stone building, its windows outlined in black enamel. An inside hallway light spilled over to the casement bay windows on either side of the staircase; the left was obviously a dining room; he could see chairs and a long table in the additional light of a rococo sideboard mirror. The windows of that dining room with their splendid view of the quaint, rich Parisian street would do.


  Bourne reached into his pocket and pulled out the rock; it was barely one-fourth the size of the gas-drenched brick, but it would serve the purpose. He inched around the corner of the building, cocked his arm and threw the stone as far as he could above and beyond the sedan.


  The crash echoed throughout the quiet street. It was followed by a series of cracks as the rock clattered across the hood of a car and dropped to the pavement. The two men in the sedan bolted up. The man next to the driver opened his door, his foot plunging down to the pavement, a gun in his hand. The driver lowered the window, then switched on the headlights. The beams shot forward, bouncing back in blinding reflection off the metal and the chrome of the automobile in front. It was a patently stupid act, serving only to point up the fear of the men stationed in Parc Monceau.


  Now. Jason raced across the street, his attention on the two men, whose hands were covering their eyes, trying to see through the glare of the reflected light. He reached the trunk of the Bentley, the cobblestone brick under his arm, a match-book in his left hand, a cluster of torn-off matches in his right. He crouched, struck the matches, lowered the brick to the ground, then picked it up by an extended sleeve. He held the burning matches beneath the gas-soaked cloth; it burst instantly into flame.


  He rose quickly, swinging the brick by the sleeve, and dashed over the curb, hurling his missile toward the bulging framework of the casement window with all his strength, racing beyond the edge of the building as impact was made.


  The crash of shattering glass was a sudden intrusion on the rain-soaked stillness of the street. Bourne raced to his left across the narrow avenue, then back toward Villiers’ block, again finding the shadows he needed. The fire spread, fanned by the wind from the broken window, leaping up into the willowy backing of the drapes. Within thirty seconds the room was a flaming oven, the fire magnified by the huge sideboard mirror. Shouts erupted, windows lighted up nearby, then farther down the street. A minute passed and the chaos grew. The door of the flaming house was yanked open and figures appeared—an elderly man in a nightshirt, a woman in a negligee and one slipper—both in panic.


  Other doors opened, other figures emerged, adjusting from sleep to chaos, some racing toward the fire-swept residence—a neighbor was in trouble. Jason ran diagonally across the intersection, one more running figure in the rapidly gathering crowd. He stopped where he had started only minutes before, by the edge of the corner building, and stood motionless, trying to spot Carlos’ soldiers.


  He had been right; the two men were not the only guards posted in Parc Monceau. There were four men now, huddling by the sedan, talking rapidly, quietly. No, five. Another walked swiftly up the pavement, joining the four.


  He heard sirens. Growing louder, drawing nearer. The five men were alarmed. Decisions had to be made; they could not all remain where they were. Perhaps there were arrest records to consider.


  Agreement. One man would stay—the fifth man. He nodded and walked rapidly across the street to Villiers’ side. The others climbed into the sedan, and as a fire engine careened up the street, the sedan curved out of its parking place and sped past the red behemoth racing in the opposite direction.


  One obstacle remained: the fifth man. Jason rounded the building, spotting him halfway between the corner and Villiers’ house. It was now a question of timing and shock. Bourne broke into a loping run, similar to that used by the people heading toward the fire, his head angled back toward the corner, running partially backward, a figure melting into the surrounding pattern, only the direction in conflict. He passed the man; he had not been noticed—but he would be noticed if he continued to the downstairs gate of Villiers’ house and opened it. The man was glancing back and forth, concerned, bewildered, perhaps frightened by the fact that now he was the only patrol in the street. He was standing in front of a low railing; another gate, another downstairs entrance to another expensive house in Parc Monceau.


  Jason stopped, taking two rapid sidesteps toward the man, then pivoted, his balance on his left foot, his right lashing out at the fifth man’s midsection, pummeling him backward over the iron rail. The man shouted as he fell down into the narrow concrete corridor. Bourne leaped over the railing, the knuckles of his right hand rigid, the heels of both feet pushed forward. He landed on the man’s chest, the impact breaking the ribs beneath him, his knuckles smashing into the man’s throat. Carlos’ soldier went limp. He would regain consciousness long after someone removed him to a hospital. Jason searched the man; there was a single gun strapped to his chest. Bourne took it out and put it into his topcoat pocket. He would give it to Villiers.


  Villiers. The way was clear.


  He climbed the staircase to the third floor. Halfway up the steps he could see a line of light at the bottom of the bedroom door; beyond that door was an old man who was his only hope. If ever in his life—remembered and unremembered—he had to be convincing, it was now. And his conviction was real—there was no room for the chameleon now. Everything he believed was based on one fact. Carlos had to come after him. It was the truth. It was the trap.


  He reached the landing and turned to his left toward the bedroom door. He paused for a moment, trying to dismiss the echo in his chest; it was growing louder, the pounding more rapid. Part of the truth, not all of it. No invention, simply omission.


  An agreement…a contract…with a group of men—honorable men—who were after Carlos. That was all Villiers had to know; it was what he had to accept. He could not be told he was dealing with an amnesiac, for in that loss of memory might be found a man of dishonor. The legend of Saint-Cyr, Algeria and Normandy would not accept that; not now, here, at the end of his life.


  Oh, God, the balance was tenuous! The line between belief and disbelief so thin…as thin as it was for the man-corpse whose name was not Jason Bourne.


  He opened the door and stepped inside, into an old man’s private hell. Outside, beyond draped windows, the sirens raged and the crowds shouted. Spectators in an unseen arena, jeering the unknown, oblivious to its unfathomable cause.


  Jason closed the door and stood motionless. The large room was filled with shadows, the only light a bedside table lamp. His eyes greeted by a sight he wished he did not have to see. Villiers had dragged a high-backed desk chair across the room and was sitting on it at the foot of the bed, staring at the dead woman sprawled over the covers. Angélique Villiers’ bronzed head was resting on the pillow, her eyes wide, bulging out of their sockets. Her throat was swollen, the flesh a reddish purple, the massive bruise having spread throughout her neck. Her body was still twisted, in contrast to the upright head, contorted in furious struggle, her long bare legs stretched out, her hips turned, the negligee torn, her breasts bursting out of the silk—even in death, sensual. There had been no attempt to conceal the whore.


  The old soldier sat like a bewildered child, punished for an insignificant act, the meaningful crime having escaped his tormentor’s reasoning, and perhaps his own. He pulled his eyes away from the dead woman and looked at Bourne.


  “What happened outside?” he asked in a monotone.


  “Men were watching your house. Carlos’ men, five of them. I started a fire up the block; no one was hurt. All but one man left; I took him out.”


  “You’re resourceful, Monsieur Bourne.”


  “I’m resourceful,” agreed Jason. “But they’ll be back. The fire’ll be out and they’ll come back; before then, if Carlos puts it together, and I think he will. If he does, he’ll send someone in here. He won’t come himself, of course, but one of his guns will be here. When that man finds you…and her…he’ll kill you. Carlos loses her, but he still wins. He wins a second time; he’s used you through her and at the end he kills you. He walks away and you’re dead. People can draw whatever conclusions they like, but I don’t think they’ll be flattering.”


  “You’re very precise. Assured of your judgment.”


  “I know what I’m talking about. I’d prefer not to say what I’m going to say, but there’s no time for your feelings.”


  “I have none left. Say what you will.”


  “Your wife told you she was French, didn’t she?”


  “Yes. From the south. Her family was from Loures Barouse, near the Spanish border. She came to Paris years ago. Lived with an aunt. What of it?”


  “Did you ever meet her family?”


  “No.”


  “They didn’t come up for your marriage?”


  “All things considered, we thought it would be best not to ask them. The disparity of our ages would have disturbed them.”


  “What about the aunt here in Paris?”


  “She died before I met Angélique. What’s the point of all this?”


  “Your wife wasn’t French. I doubt there was even an aunt in Paris, and her family didn’t come from Loures Barouse, although the Spanish border has a certain relevance. It could cover a lot, explain a lot.”


  “What do you mean?”


  “She was Venezuelan. Carlos’ first cousin, his lover since she was fourteen. They were a team, have been for years. I was told she was the only person on earth he cared about.”


  “A whore.”


  “An assassin’s instrument. I wonder how many targets she set up. How many valuable men are dead because of her.”


  “I cannot kill her twice.”


  “You can use her. Use her death.”


  “The insanity you spoke of?”


  “The only insanity is if you throw your life away. Carlos wins it all; he goes on using his gun…and sticks of dynamite…and you’re one more statistic. Another kill added to a long list of distinguished corpses. That’s insane.”


  “And you’re the reasonable man? You assume the guilt for a crime you did not commit? For the death of a whore? Hunted for a killing that was not yours?”


  “That’s part of it. The essential part, actually.”


  “Don’t talk to me of insanity, young man. I beg you, leave. What you’ve told me gives me the courage to face Almighty God. If ever a death was justified, it was hers by my hand. I will look into the eyes of Christ and swear it.”


  “You’ve written yourself out, then,” said Jason, noticing for the first time the bulge of a weapon in the old man’s jacket pocket.


  “I will not stand trial, if that’s what you mean.”


  “Oh, that’s perfect, General! Carlos himself couldn’t have come up with anything better. Not a wasted motion on his part; he doesn’t even have to use his own gun. But those who count will know he did it; he caused it.”


  “Those who count will know nothing. Une affaire de coeur…une grave maladie…I am not concerned with the tongues of killers and thieves.”


  “And if I told the truth? Told why you killed her?”


  “Who would listen? Even should you live to speak. I’m not a fool, Monsieur Bourne. You are running from more than Carlos. You are hunted by many, not just one. You as much as told me so. You would not tell me your name…for my own safety, you claimed. When and if this was over, you said, it was I who might not care to be seen with you. Those are not the words of a man in whom much trust is placed.”


  “You trusted me.”


  “I told you why,” said Villiers, glancing away, staring at his dead wife. “It was in your eyes.”


  “The truth?”


  “The truth.”


  “Then look at me now. The truth is still there. On that road to Nanterre, you told me you’d listen to what I had to say because I gave you your life. I’m trying to give it to you again. You can walk away free, untouched, go on standing for the things you say are important to you, were important to your son. You can win!…Don’t mistake me, I’m not being noble. Your staying alive and doing what I ask is the only way I can stay alive, the only way I’ll ever be free.”


  The old soldier looked up. “Why?”


  “I told you I wanted Carlos because something was taken from me—something very necessary to my life, my sanity—and he was the cause of it. That’s the truth—I believe it’s the truth—but it’s not the whole truth. There are other people involved, some decent, some not, and my agreement with them was to get Carlos, trap Carlos. They want what you want. But something happened that I can’t explain—I won’t try to explain—and those people think I betrayed them. They think I made a pact with Carlos, that I stole millions from them and killed others who were my links to them. They have men everywhere, and the orders are to execute me on sight. You were right: I’m running from more than Carlos. I’m hunted by men I don’t know and can’t see. For all the wrong reasons. I didn’t do the things they say I did, but no one wants to listen. I have no pact with Carlos—you know I don’t.”


  “I believe you. There’s nothing to prevent me from making a call on your behalf. I owe you that.”


  “How? What are you going to say? ‘The man known to me as Jason Bourne has no pact with Carlos. I know this because he exposed Carlos’ mistress to me, and that woman was my wife, the wife I choked to death so as not to bring dishonor to my name. I’m about to call the Sûreté and confess my crime—although, of course, I won’t tell them why I killed her. Or why I’m going to kill myself.’…Is that it, General? Is that what you’re going to say?”


  The old man stared silently at Bourne, the fundamental contradiction clear to him. “I cannot help you then.”


  “Good. Fine. Carlos wins it all. She wins. You lose. Your son loses. Go on—call the police, then put the barrel of the gun in your goddamn mouth and blow your goddamn head off! Go on! That’s what you want! Take yourself out, lie down and die! You’re not good for anything else anymore. You’re a self-pitying old, old man! God knows you’re no match for Carlos. No match for the man who placed five sticks of dynamite in rue du Bac and killed your son.”


  Villiers’ hands shook; the trembling spread to his head. “Do not do this. I’m telling you, do not do this.”


  “Telling me? You mean you’re giving me an order? The little old man with the big brass buttons is issuing a command? Well, forget it! I don’t take orders from men like you! You’re frauds! You’re worse than all the people you attack; at least they have the stomachs to do what they say they’re going to do! You don’t. All you’ve got is wind. Words and wind and self-serving bromides. Lie down and die, old man! But don’t give me an order!”


  Villiers unclasped his hands and shot out of the chair, his racked body now trembling. “I told you. No more!”


  “I’m not interested in what you tell me. I was right the first time I saw you. You belong to Carlos. You were his lackey alive and you’ll be his lackey dead.”


  The old soldier’s face grimaced in pain. He pulled out his gun, the gesture pathetic, the threat, however, real. “I’ve killed many men in my time. In my profession it was unavoidable, often disturbing. I don’t want to kill you now, but I will if you disregard my wishes. Leave me. Leave this house.”


  “That’s terrific. You must be wired into Carlos’ head. You kill me, he sweeps the board!” Jason took a step forward, aware of the fact that it was the first movement he had made since entering the room. He saw Villiers’ eyes widen; the gun shook, its oscillating shadow cast against the wall. A single half ounce of pressure and the hammer would plunge forward, bullet finding its mark. For in spite of madness of the moment, the hand that held that weapon had spent a lifetime gripping steel; it would be steady when the instant came. If it came. That was the risk Bourne had to take. Without Villiers, there was nothing; the old man had to understand. Jason suddenly shouted: “Go on! Fire. Kill me. Take your orders from Carlos! You’re a soldier. You’ve got your orders. Carry them out.”


  The trembling in Villiers’ hand increased, the knuckles white as the gun rose higher, its barrel now leveled at Bourne’s head. And then Jason heard the whisper from an old man’s throat.


  “‘Vous êtes un soldat…arrêtez…arrêtez.’”


  “What?”


  “I am a soldier. Someone said that to me recently, someone very dear to you.” Villiers spoke quietly. “She shamed an old warrior into remembering who he was…who he had been. ‘On dit que vous êtes un géant. Je le crois.’ She had the grace, the kindness to say that to me also. She had been told I was a giant, and she believed it. She was wrong—Almighty God, she was wrong—but I shall try.” André Villiers lowered the gun; there was dignity in the submission. A soldier’s dignity. A giant’s. “What would you have me do?”


  Jason breathed again. “Force Carlos into coming after me. But not here, not in Paris. Not even in France.”


  “Where then?”


  Jason held his place. “Can you get me out of the country? I should tell you, I’m wanted. My name and description by now are on every immigration desk and border check in Europe.”


  “For the wrong reasons?’


  “For the wrong reasons.”


  “I believe you. There are ways. The Conseiller Militaire has ways and will do as I ask.”


  “With an identity that’s false? Without telling them why?”


  “My word is enough. I’ve earned it.”


  “Another question. That aide of yours you talked about. Do you trust him—really trust him?”


  “With my life. Above all men.”


  “With another’s life? One you correctly said was very dear to me?”


  “Of course. Why? You’ll travel alone?”


  “I have to. She’d never let me go.”


  “You’ll have to tell her something.”


  “I will. That I’m underground here in Paris, or Brussels, or Amsterdam. Cities where Carlos operates. But she has to get away; our car was found in Montmartre. Carlos’ men are searching every street, every flat, every hotel. You’re working with me now; your aide will take her into the country—she’ll be safe there. I’ll tell her that.”


  “I must ask the question now. What happens if you don’t come back?”


  Bourne tried to keep the plea out of his voice. “I’ll have time on the plane. I’ll write out everything that’s happened, everything that I…remember. I’ll send it to you and you make the decisions. With her. She called you a giant. Make the right decisions. Protect her.”


  “‘Vous êtes un soldat…arrêtez.’ You have my word she’ll not be harmed.”


  “That’s all I can ask.”


  Villiers threw the gun on the bed. It landed between the twisted bare legs of the dead woman; the old soldier coughed abruptly, contemptuously, his posture returning. “To practicalities, my young wolfpack,” he said, authority coming back to him awkwardly, but with definition. “What’s this strategy of yours?”


  “To begin with, you’re in a state of collapse, beyond shock. You’re an automaton walking around in the dark, following instructions you can’t understand but have to obey.”


  “Not very different from reality, wouldn’t you say?” interrupted Villiers. “Before a young man with truth in his eyes forced me to listen to him. But how is this perceived state brought about? And why?”


  “All you know—all you remember—is that a man broke into your house during the fire and smashed his gun into your head; you fell unconscious. When you woke up you found your wife dead, strangled, a note by her body. It’s what’s in the note that’s driven you out of your mind.”


  “What would that be?” asked the old soldier cautiously.


  “The truth,” said Jason. “The truth you can’t ever permit anyone to know. What she was to Carlos, what he was to her. The killer who wrote the note left a telephone number, telling you that you could confirm what he’s written. Once you were satisfied, you could destroy the note and report the murder any way you like. But for telling you the truth—for killing the whore who was so much a part of your son’s death—he wants you to deliver a written message.”


  “To Carlos?”


  “No. He’ll send a relay.”


  “Thank God for that. I’m not sure I could go through with it, knowing it was him.”


  “The message will reach him.”


  “What is it?”


  “I’ll write it out for you; you can give it to the man he sends. It’s got to be exact, both in what it says and what it doesn’t say.” Bourne looked over at the dead woman, at the swelling in her throat. “Do you have any alcohol?”


  “A drink?”


  “No. Rubbing alcohol. Perfume will do.”


  “I’m sure there’s rubbing alcohol in the medicine cabinet.”


  “Would you mind getting it for me? Also a towel, please.”


  “What are you going to do?”


  “Put my hands where your hands were. Just in case, although I don’t think anyone will question you. While I’m doing that, call whomever you have to call to get me out. The timing’s important. I have to be on my way before you call Carlos’ relay, long before you call the police. They’d have the airports watched.”


  “I can delay until daybreak, I imagine. An old man’s state of shock, as you put it. Not much longer than that. Where will you go?”


  “New York. Can you do it? I have a passport identifying me as a man named George Washburn. It’s a good job.”


  “Making mine far easier. You’ll have diplomatic status. Pre-clearance on both sides of the Atlantic.”


  “As an Englishman? The passport’s British.”


  “As a NATO accommodation. Conseiller channels; you are part of an Anglo-American team engaged in military negotiations. We favor your swift return to the United States for further instructions. It’s not unusual, and sufficient to get you rapidly past both immigration points.”


  “Good. I’ve checked the schedules. There’s a seven A.M. flight, Air France to Kennedy.”


  “You’ll be on it.” The old man paused; he had not finished. He stook a step toward Jason. “Why New York? What makes you so certain Carlos will follow you to New York?”


  “Two questions with different answers,” said Bourne. “I have to deliver him where he marked me for killing four men and a woman I didn’t know…one of those men very close to me, very much a part of me, I think.”


  “I don’t understand you.”


  “I’m not sure I do, either. There’s no time. It’ll all be in what I write down for you on the plane. I have to prove Carlos knew. A building in New York. Where it all took place; they’ve got to understand. He knew about it. Trust me.”


  “I do. The second question, then. Why will he come after you?”


  Jason looked again at the dead woman on the bed. “Instinct, maybe. I’ve killed the one person on earth he cares about. If she were someone else and Carlos killed her, I’d follow him across the world until I found him.”


  “He may be more practical. I think that was your point to me.”


  “There’s something else,” replied Jason, taking his eyes away from Angélique Villiers. “He has nothing to lose, everything to gain. No one knows what he looks like, but he knows me by sight. Still, he doesn’t know my state of mind. He’s cut me off, isolated me, turned me into someone I was never meant to be. Maybe he was too successful; maybe I’m mad, insane. God knows killing her was insane. My threats are irrational. How much more irrational am I? An irrational man, an insane man, is a panicked man. He can be taken out.”


  “Is your threat irrational? Can you be taken out?”


  “I’m not sure. I only know I don’t have a choice.” He did not. At the end it was as the beginning. Get Carlos. Trap Carlos. Cain is for Charlie and Delta is for Cain. The man and the myth were finally one, images and reality fused. There was no other way.


  Ten minutes had passed since he had called Marie, lied to Marie, and heard the quiet acceptance in her voice, knowing it meant she needed time to think. She had not believed him, but she believed in him; she, too, had no choice. And he could not ease her pain; there had been no time, there was no time. Everything was in motion now, Villiers was downstairs calling an emergency number at France’s Conseiller Militaire, arranging for a man with a false passport to fly out of Paris with diplomatic status. In less than three hours a man would be over the Atlantic, approaching the anniversary of his own execution. It was the key; it was the trap. It was the last irrational act, insanity the order of that date.


  Bourne stood by the desk; he put down the pen and studied the words he had written on a dead woman’s stationery. They were the words a broken, bewildered old man was to repeat over the telephone to an unknown relay who would demand the paper and give it to Ilich Ramirez Sanchez.


  
    I killed your bitch whore and I’ll come back for you. There are seventy-one streets in the jungle. A jungle as dense as Tam Quan, but there was a path you missed, a vault in the cellars you did not know about—just as you never knew about me on the day of my execution eleven years ago. One other man knew and you killed him. It doesn’t matter. In that vault are documents that will set me free. Did you think I’d become Cain without that final protection? Washington won’t dare touch me! It seems right that on the date of Bourne’s death, Cain picks up the papers that guarantee him a very long life. You marked Cain. Now I mark you. I’ll come back and you can join the whore.


    Delta

  


  Jason dropped the note on the desk and walked over to the dead woman. The alcohol was dry, the swollen throat prepared. He bent down and spread his fingers, placing his hands where another’s had been placed.


  Madness.


  CHAPTER THIRTY-FOUR


  



  Early light broke over the spires of the church in Levallois Perret in northwest Paris, the March morning cold, the night rain replaced by mist. A few old women, returning to their flats from all-night cleaning shifts in the city proper, trudged in and out of the bronze doors, holding railings and prayer books, devotions about to begin or finished with, precious sleep to follow before the drudgery of surviving the daylight hours. Along with the old women were shabbily dressed men—most also old, others pathetically young—holding overcoats together, seeking the warmth of the church, these clutching bottles in their pockets, precious oblivion extended, another day to survive.


  One old man, however, did not float in the trancelike movements of the others. He was an old man in a hurry. There was reluctance—even fear, perhaps—in his lined, sallow face, but no hesitation in his progress up the steps and through the doors, past the flickering candles and down the far left aisle of the church. It was an odd hour for a worshiper to seek confession; nevertheless this old beggar went directly to the first booth, parted the curtain and slipped inside.


  “Angelus Domini…”


  “Did you bring it?” the whisper demanded, the priestly silhouette behind the curtain trembling with rage.


  “Yes. He thrust it in my hand like a man in a stupor, weeping, telling me to get out. He’s burned Cain’s note to him and says he’ll deny everything if a single word is ever mentioned.” The old man shoved the pages of writing paper under the curtain.


  “He used her stationery—” The assassin’s whisper broke, a silhouetted hand brought to a silhouetted head, a muted cry of anguish now heard behind the curtain.


  “I urge you to remember, Carlos,” pleaded the beggar. “The messenger is not responsible for the news he bears. I could have refused to hear it, refused to bring it to you.”


  “How? Why?…”


  “Lavier. He followed her to Parc Monceau, then both of them to the church. I saw him in Neuilly-sur-Seine when I was your point. I told you that.”


  “I know. But why? He could have used her in a hundred different ways! Against me! Why this?”


  “It’s in his note. He’s gone mad. He was pushed too far, Carlos. It happens; I’ve seen it happen. A man on a double-entry, his source-controls taken out; he has no one to confirm his initial assignment. Both sides want his corpse. He’s stretched to the point where he may not even know who he is any longer.”


  “He knows…” The whisper was drawn out in quiet fury. “By signing the name Delta, he’s telling me he knows. We both know where it comes from, where he comes from.”


  The beggar paused. “If that’s true, then he’s still dangerous to you. He’s right. Washington won’t touch him. It may not want to acknowledge him, but it will call off its hangmen. It may even be forced to grant him a privilege or two in return for his silence.”


  “The papers he speaks of?” asked the assassin.


  “Yes. In the old days—in Berlin, Prague, Vienna—they were called ‘final payments.’ Bourne uses ‘final protection,’ a minor variance. They were papers drawn up between a primary source-control and the infiltrator, to be used in the event the strategy collapsed, the primary killed, no other avenues open to the agent. It was not something you would have studied in Novgorod; the Soviets had no such accommodations. Soviet defectors, however, insisted upon them.”


  “They were incriminating, then?”


  “They had to be to some degree. Generally in the area of who was manipulated. Embarrassment is always to be avoided; careers are destroyed by embarrassment. But then, I don’t have to tell you that. You’ve used the technique brilliantly.”


  “‘Seventy-one streets in the jungle …’” said Carlos, reading from the paper in his hand, an icelike calm imposed on his whisper. “‘A jungle as dense as Tam Quan.’…This time the execution will take place as scheduled. Jason Bourne will not leave this Tam Quan alive. By any other name, Cain will be dead, and Delta will die for what he’s done. Angélique—you have my word.” The incantation stopped, the assassin’s mind racing to the practical. “Did Villiers have any idea when Bourne left his house?”


  “He didn’t know. I told you, he was barely lucid, in as much a state of shock as with his telephone call.”


  “It doesn’t matter. The first flights to the United States began within the past hour. He’ll be on one. I’ll be in New York with him, and I won’t miss this time. My knife will be waiting, its blade a razor. I’ll peel his face away; the Americans will have their Cain without a face! Then they can give this Bourne, this Delta, whatever name they care to.”


  The blue-striped telephone rang on Alexander Conklin’s desk. Its bell was quiet, the understated sound lending an eerie emphasis. The blue-striped telephone was Conklin’s direct line to the computer rooms and data banks. There was no one in the office to take the call.


  The Central Intelligence executive suddenly rushed limping through the door, unused to the cane provided him by G-Two, SHAPE, Brussels, last night when he had commandeered a military transport to Andrews Field, Maryland. He threw the cane angrily across the room as he lurched for the phone. His eyes were bloodshot from lack of sleep, his breath short; the man responsible for the dissolution of Treadstone was exhausted. He had been in scrambler-communication with a dozen branches of clandestine operations—in Washington and overseas—trying to undo the insanity of the past twenty-four hours. He had spread every scrap of information he could cull from the files to every post in Europe, placed agents in the Paris-London-Amsterdam axis on alert. Bourne was alive and dangerous; he had tried to kill his D.C. control; he could be anywhere within ten hours of Paris. All airports and train stations were to be covered, all underground networks activated. Find him! Kill him!


  “Yes?” Conklin braced himself against the desk and picked up the phone.


  “This is Computer Dock 12,” said the male voice efficiently. “We may have something. At least, State doesn’t have any listing on it.”


  “What, for Christ’s sake?”


  “The name you gave us four hours ago. Washburn.”


  “What about it?”


  “A George P. Washburn was pre-cleared out of Paris and into New York on an Air France flight this morning. Washburn’s a fairly common name; he could be just a businessman with connections, but it was flagged on the readout, and since the status was NATO-diplomatic, we checked with State. They never heard of him. There’s no one named Washburn involved with any ongoing NATO negotiations with the French government from any member nation.”


  “Then how the hell was he pre-cleared? Who gave him the diplomatic?”


  “We checked back through Paris; it wasn’t easy. Apparently it was an accommodation of the Conseiller Militaire. They’re a quiet bunch.”


  “The Conseiller? Where do they get off clearing our people?”


  “It doesn’t have to be ‘our’ people or ‘their’ people; it can be anybody. Just a courtesy from the host country, and that was a French carrier. It’s one way to get a decent seat on an overbooked plane. Incidentally, Washburn’s passport wasn’t even U.S. It was British.”


  There’s a doctor, an Englishman named Washburn…It was him! It was Delta, and France’s Conseiller had cooperated with him. But why New York? What was in New York for him? And who placed so high in Paris would accommodate Delta? What had he told them? Oh, Christ! How much had he told them?


  “When did the flight get in?” asked Conklin.


  “Ten thirty-seven this morning. A little over an hour ago.”


  “All right,” said the man whose foot had been blow off in Medusa, as he slid painfully around the desk into his seat. “You’ve delivered, and now I want this scratched from the reels. Delete it. Everything you gave me. Is that clear?”


  “Understood, sir. Deleted, sir.”


  Conklin hung up. New York. New York? Not Washington, but New York! There was nothing in New York any longer. Delta knew that. If he was after someone in Treadstone—if he was after him—he would have taken a flight directly to Dulles. What was in New York?


  And why had Delta deliberately used the name Washburn? It was the same as telegraphing a strategy; he knew the name would be picked up sooner or later…Later…After he was inside the gates! Delta was telling whatever was left of Treadstone that he was dealing from strength. He was in a position to expose not only the Treadstone operation, but he could go God knows how much further. Whole networks he had used as Cain, listening posts and ersatz consulates that were no more than electronic espionage stations…even the bloody specter of Medusa. His connection inside the Conseiller was his proof to Treadstone how high up he had traveled. His signal that if he could reach within so rarefied a group of strategists, nothing could stop him. Goddamn it, stop him from what? What was the point? He had the millions; he could have faded!


  Conklin shook his head, remembering. There had been a time when he would have let Delta fade; he had told him so twelve hours ago in a cemetery outside of Paris. A man could take only so much, and no one knew that better than Alexander Conklin, once among the finest covert field officers in the intelligence community. Only so much; the sanctimonious bromides about still being alive grew stale and bitter with time. It depended on what you were before, what you became with your deformity. Only so much…But Delta did not fade! He came back with insane statements, insane demands…crazy tactics no experienced intelligence officer would even contemplate. For no matter how much explosive information he possessed, no matter how high he penetrated, no sane man walked back into a minefield surrounded by his enemies. And all the blackmail in the world could not bring you back.…


  No sane man. No sane man. Conklin sat slowly forward in his chair.


  I’m not Cain. He never was. I never was! I wasn’t in New York.… It was Carlos. Not me, Carlos! If what you’re saying took place on Seventy-first Street, it was him. He knows!


  But Delta had been at the brownstone on Seventy-first Street. Prints—third and index fingers, right hand. And the method of transport was now explained: Air France, Conseiller…Fact: Carlos could not have known.


  Things come to me…faces, streets, buildings. Images I can’t place…I know a thousand facts about Carlos, but I don’t know why!


  Conklin closed his eyes. There was a phrase, a simple code phrase that had been used at the beginning of Treadstone. What was it? It came from Medusa…Cain is for Charlie and Delta is for Cain. That was it. Cain for Carlos. Delta-Bourne became the Cain that was the decoy for Carlos.


  Conklin opened his eyes. Jason Bourne was to replace Ilich Ramirez Sanchez. That was the entire strategy of Treadstone Seventy-One. It was the keystone to the whole structure of deception, the parallax that would draw Carlos out of position into their sights.


  Bourne. Jason Bourne. The totally unknown man, a name buried for over a decade, a piece of human debris left in a jungle. But he had existed; that, too, was part of the strategy.


  Conklin separated the folders on his desk until he found the one he was looking for. It had no title, only an initial and two numbers followed by a black X, signifying that it was the only folder containing the origins of Treadstone.


  T-71 X. The birth of Treadstone Seventy-One.


  He opened it, almost afraid to see what he knew was there.

  



  
    Date of execution. Tam Quan Sector. March 25…


    Conklin’s eyes moved to the calendar on his desk.


    March 24.


    “Oh, my God,” he whispered, reaching for the telephone.

  


  Dr. Morris Panov walked through the double doors of the psychiatric ward on the third floor of Bethesda’s Naval Annex and approached the nurses’ counter. He smiled at the uniformed aide shuffling index cards under the stern gaze of the head floor nurse standing beside her. Apparently the young trainee had misplaced a patient’s file—if not a patient—and her superior was not about to let it happen again.


  “Don’t let Annie’s whip fool you,” said Panov to the flustered girl. “Underneath those cold, inhuman eyes is a heart of sheer granite. Actually, she escaped from the fifth floor two weeks ago but we’re all afraid to tell anybody.”


  The aide giggled; the nurse shook her head in exasperation. The phone rang on the desk behind the counter.


  “Will you get that, please, dear,” said Annie to the young girl. The aide nodded and retreated to the desk. The nurse turned to Panov. “Doctor Mo, how am I ever going to get anything through their heads with you around?”


  “With love, dear Annie. With love. But don’t lose your bicycle chains.”


  “You’re incorrigible. Tell me, how’s your patient in Five-A? I know you’re worried about him.”


  “I’m still worried.”


  “I hear you stayed up all night.”


  “There was a three A.M. movie on television I wanted to see.”


  “Don’t do it, Mo,” said the matronly nurse. “You’re too young to end up in there.”


  “And maybe too old to avoid it, Annie. But thanks.”


  Suddenly Panov and the nurse were aware that he was being paged, the wide-eyed trainee at the desk speaking into the microphone.


  “Dr. Panov, please. Telephone for—”


  “I’m Dr. Panov,” said the psychiatrist in a sotto voce whisper to the girl. “We don’t want anyone to know. Annie Donovan here’s really my mother from Poland. Who is it?”


  The trainee stared at Panov’s ID card on his white coat; she blinked and replied. “A Mr. Alexander Conklin, sir.”


  “Oh?” Panov was startled. Alex Conklin had been a patient on and off for five years, until they both had agreed he’d adjusted as well as he was ever going to adjust—which was not a hell of a lot. There were so many, and so little they can do for them. Whatever Conklin wanted had to be relatively serious for him to call Bethesda and not the office. “Where can I take this, Annie?”


  “Room One,” said the nurse, pointing across the hall. “It’s empty. I’ll have the call transferred.”


  Panov walked toward the door, an uneasy feeling spreading through him.


  “I need some very fast answers, Mo,” said Conklin, his voice strained.


  “I’m not very good at fast answers, Alex. Why not come in and see me this afternoon?”


  “It’s not me. It’s someone else. Possibly.”


  “No games, please. I thought we’d gone beyond that.”


  “No games. This is a Four-Zero emergency, and I need help.”


  “Four-Zero? Call in one of your staff men. I’ve never requested that kind of clearance.”


  “I can’t. That’s how tight it is.”


  “Then you’d better whisper to God.”


  “Mo, please! I only have to confirm possibilities, the rest I can put together myself. And I don’t have five seconds to waste. A man may be running around ready to blow away ghosts, anyone he thinks is a ghost. He’s already killed very real, very important people and I’m not sure he knows it. Help me, help him!”


  “If I can. Go ahead.”


  “A man is placed in a highly volatile, maximum stress situation for a long period of time, the entire period in deep cover. The cover itself is a decoy—very visible, very negative, constant pressure applied to maintain that visibility. The purpose is to draw out a target similar to the decoy by convincing the target that the decoy’s a threat, forcing the target into the open.… Are you with me so far?”


  “So far,” said Panov. “You say there’s been constant pressure on the decoy to maintain a negative, highly visible profile. What’s been his environment?”


  “As brutal as you can imagine.”


  “For how long a period of time?”


  “Three years.”


  “Good God,” said the psychiatrist. “No breaks?”


  “None at all. Twenty-four hours a day, three hundred and sixty-five days a year. Three years. Someone not himself.”


  “When will you damn fools learn? Even prisoners in the worst camps could be themselves, talk to others who were themselves—” Panov stopped, catching his own words and Conklin’s meaning. “That’s your point, isn’t it?”


  “I’m not sure,” answered the intelligence officer. “It’s hazy, confusing, even contradictory. What I want to ask is this. Could such a man under these circumstances begin to…believe he’s the decoy, assume the characteristics, absorb the mocked dossier to the point where he believes it’s him?”


  “The answer to that’s so obvious I’m surprised you ask it. Of course he could. Probably would. It’s an unendurably prolonged performance that can’t be sustained unless the belief becomes a part of his everyday reality. The actor never off the stage in a play that never ends. Day after day, night after night.” The doctor stopped again, then continued carefully. “But that’s not really your question, is it?”


  “No,” replied Conklin. “I go one step further. Beyond the decoy. I have to; it’s the only thing that makes sense.”


  “Wait a minute,” interrupted Panov sharply. “You’d better stop there, because I’m not confirming any blind diagnosis. Not for what you’re leading up to. No way, Charlie. That’s giving you a license I won’t be responsible for—with or without a consulation fee.”


  “‘No way…Charlie.’ Why did you say that, Mo?”


  “What do you mean, why did I say it? It’s a phrase. I hear it all the time. Kids in dirty blue jeans on the corner; hookers in my favorite saloons.”


  “How do you know what I’m leading up to?” said the CIA man.


  “Because I had to read the books and you’re not very subtle. You’re about to describe a classic case of paranoid schizophrenia with multiple personalities. It’s not just your man assuming the role of the decoy, but the decoy himself transferring his identity to the one he’s after. The target. That’s what you’re driving at, Alex. You’re telling me your man is three people: himself, decoy and target. And I repeat. No way, Charlie. I’m not confirming anything remotely like that without an extensive examination. That’s giving you rights you can’t have: three reasons for dispatch. No way!”


  “I’m not asking you to confirm anything! I just want to know if it’s possible. For Christ’s sake, Mo, there’s a lethally experienced man running around with a gun, killing people he claims he didn’t know, but whom he worked with for three years. He denies being at a specific place at a specific time when his own fingerprints prove he was there. He says images come to him—faces he can’t place, names he’s heard but doesn’t know from where. He claims he was never the decoy; it was never him! But it was! It is! Is it possible? That’s all I want to know. Could the stress and time and the everyday pressures break him like this? Into three?”


  Panov held his breath for a moment. “It’s possible,” he said softly. “If your facts are accurate, it’s possible. That’s all I’ll say, because there are too many other possibilities.”


  “Thank you.” Conklin paused. “A last question. Say there was a date—a month and a day—that was significant to the mocked dossier—the decoy’s dossier.”


  “You’d have to be more specific.”


  “I will. It was the date when the man whose identity was taken for decoy was killed.”


  “Then obviously not part of the working dossier, but known to your man. Am I following you?”


  “Yes, he knew it. Let’s say he was there. Would he remember it?”


  “Not as the decoy.”


  “But as one of the other two?”


  “Assuming the target was also aware of it, or that he’d communicated it through his transference, yes.”


  “There’s also a place where the strategy was conceived, where the decoy was created. If our man was in the vicinity of that place, and the date of death was close at hand, would he be drawn to it? Would it surface and become important to him?”


  “It would if it was associated with the original place of death. Because the decoy was born there; it’s possible. It would depend on who he was at the moment.”


  “Suppose he was the target?”


  “And knew the location?”


  “Yes, because another part of him had to.”


  “Then he’d be drawn to it. It would be a subconscious compulsion.”


  “Why?”


  “To kill the decoy. He’d kill everything in sight, but the main objective would be the decoy. Himself.”


  [image: ]


  Alexander Conklin replaced the phone, his nonexistent foot throbbing, his thoughts so convoluted he had to close his eyes again to find a consistent strain. He had been wrong in Paris…in a cemetery outside of Paris. He had wanted to kill a man for the wrong reasons, the right ones beyond his comprehensions. He was dealing with a madman. Someone whose afflictions were not explained in twenty years of training, but were understandable if one thought about the pains and the losses, the unending waves of violence…all ending in futility. No one knew anything really. Nothing made sense. A Carlos was trapped, killed today, and another would take his place. Why did we do it…David?


  David. I say your name finally. We were friends once, David…Delta. I knew your wife and your children. We drank together and had a few dinners together in far-off posts in Asia. You were the best foreign service officer in the Orient and everyone knew it. You were going to be the key to the new policy, the one that was around the corner. And then it happened. Death from the skies in the Mekong. You turned, David. We all lost, but only one of us became Delta. In Medusa. I did not know you that well—drinks and a dinner or two do not a close companion make—but few of us become animals. You did, Delta.


  And now you must die. Nobody can afford you any longer. None of us.


  “Leave us, please,” said General Villiers to his aide, as he sat down opposite Marie St. Jacques in the Montmartre café. The aide nodded and walked to a table ten feet away from the booth; he would leave but he was still on guard. The exhausted old soldier looked at Marie. “Why did you insist on my coming here? He wanted you out of Paris. I gave him my word.”


  “Out of Paris, out of the race,” said Marie, touched by the sight of the old man’s haggard face. “I’m sorry. I don’t want to be another burden for you. I heard the reports on the radio.”


  “Insanity,” said Villiers, picking up the brandy his aide had ordered for him. “Three hours with the police, living a terrible lie, condemning a man for a crime that was mine alone.”


  “The description was accurate, uncannily accurate. No one could miss him.”


  “He gave it to me himself. He sat in front of my wife’s mirror and told me what to say, looking at his own face in the strangest manner. He said it was the only way. Carlos could only be convinced by my going to the police, creating a manhunt. He was right, of course.”


  “He was right,” agreed Marie, “but he’s not in Paris, or Brussels, or Amsterdam.”


  “I beg your pardon?”


  “I want you to tell me where he’s gone.”


  “He told you himself.”


  “He lied to me.”


  “How can you be certain?”


  “Because I know when he tells me the truth. You see, we both listen for it.”


  “You both …? I’m afraid I don’t understand.”


  “I didn’t think you would; I was sure he hadn’t told you. When he lied to me on the phone, saying the things he said so hesitantly, knowing I knew they were lies, I couldn’t understand. I didn’t piece it together until I heard the radio reports. Yours and another. That description…so complete, so total, even to the scar on his left temple. Then I knew. He wasn’t going to stay in Paris, or within five hundred miles of Paris. He was going far away—where that description wouldn’t mean very much—where Carlos could be led, delivered to the people Jason had his agreement with. Am I right?”


  Villiers put down the glass. “I’ve given my word. You’re to be taken to safety in the country. I don’t understand the things you’re saying.”


  “Then I’ll try to be clearer,” said Marie, leaning forward. “There was another report on the radio, one you obviously didn’t hear because you were with the police or in seclusion. Two men were found shot to death in a cemetery near Rambouillet this morning. One was a known killer from Saint-Gervais. The other was identified as a former American Intelligence officer living in Paris, a highly controversial man who killed a journalist in Vietnam and was given the choice of retiring from the army or facing a court-martial.”


  “Are you saying the incidents are related?” asked the old man.


  “Jason was instructed by the American Embassy to go to that cemetery last night to meet with a man flying over from Washington.”


  “Washington?”


  “Yes. His agreement was with a small group of men from American Intelligence. They tried to kill him last night; they think they have to kill him.”


  “Good God, why?”


  “Because they can’t trust him. They don’t know what he’s done or where he’s been for a long period of time and he can’t tell them.” Marie paused, closing her eyes briefly. “He doesn’t know who he is. He doesn’t know who they are; and the man from Washington hired other men to kill him last night. That man wouldn’t listen; they think he’s betrayed them, stolen millions from them, killed men he’s never heard of. He hasn’t. But he doesn’t have any clear answers, either. He’s a man with only fragments of a memory, each fragment condemning him. He’s a near total amnesiac.”


  Villiers’ lined face was locked in astonishment, his eyes pained in recollection. “‘For all the wrong reasons …’ He said that to me. ‘They have men everywhere…the orders are to execute me on sight. I’m hunted by men I don’t know and can’t see. For all the wrong reasons.’”


  “For all the wrong reasons,” emphasized Marie, reaching across the narrow table and touching the old man’s arm. “And they do have men everywhere, men ordered to kill him on sight. Wherever he goes, they’ll be waiting.”


  “How will they know where he’s gone?”


  “He’ll tell them. It’s part of his strategy. And when he does, they’ll kill him. He’s walking into his own trap.”


  For several moments Villiers was silent, his guilt overwhelming. Finally he spoke in a whisper. “Almighty God, what have I done?”


  “What you thought was right. What he convinced you was right. You can’t blame yourself. Or him, really.”


  “He said he was going to write out everything that had happened to him, everything that they remembered…How painful that statement must have been for him! I can’t wait for that letter, mademoiselle. We can’t wait. I must know everything you can tell me. Now.”


  “What can you do?”


  “Go to the American Embassy. To the ambassador. Now. Everything.”


  Marie St. Jacques withdrew her hand slowly as she leaned back in the booth, her dark red hair against the banquette. Her eyes were far away, clouded with the mist of tears. “He told me his life began for him on a small island in the Mediterranean called Ile de Port Noir.…”


  The secretary of state walked angrily into the office of the director of Consular Operations, the department’s section dealing with clandestine activities. He strode across the room to the desk of the astonished director, who rose at the sight of this powerful man, his expression a mixture of shock and bewilderment.


  “Mr. Secretary?…I didn’t receive any message from your office, sir. I would have come upstairs right away.”


  The secretary of state slapped a yellow legal pad down on the director’s desk. On the top page was a column of six names written with the broad strokes of a felt-tipped pen.


  
    BOURNE


    DELTA


    MEDUSA


    CAIN


    CARLOS


    TREADSTONE

  


  “What is this?” asked the secretary. “What the hell is this?”


  The director of Cons-Op leaned over the desk. “I don’t know, sir. They’re names, of course. A code for the alphabet—the letter D—and a reference to Medusa; that’s still classified, but I’ve heard of it. And I suppose the ‘Carlos’ refers to the assassin; I wish we knew more about him. But I’ve never heard of ‘Bourne’ or ‘Cain’ or ‘Treadstone.’”


  “Then come up to my office and listen to a tape of a telephone conversation that I’ve just had with Paris and you’ll learn all about them!” exploded the secretary of state. “There are extraordinary things on that tape, including killings in Ottawa and Paris, and some very strange dealings our First Secretary in the Montaigne had with a CIA man. There’s also outright lying to the authorities of foreign governments, to our own intelligence units, and to the European newspapers—with neither the knowledge nor the consent of the Department of State! There’s been a global deception that’s spread misinformation throughout more countries than I want to think about. We’re flying over, under a deep-diplomatic, a Canadian woman—an economist for the government in Ottawa who’s wanted for murder in Zurich. We’re being forced to grant asylum to a fugitive, to subvert the laws—because if that woman’s telling the truth, we’ve got our ass in a sling! I want to know what’s been going on. Cancel everything on your calendar—and I mean everything. You’re spending the rest of the day and all night if you have to digging this damn thing out of the ground. There’s a man walking around who doesn’t know who he is, but with more classified information in his head than ten intelligence computers!”


  It was past midnight when the exhausted director of Consular Operations made the connection; he had nearly missed it. The First Secretary at the embassy in Paris, under threat of instant dismissal, had given him Alexander Conklin’s name. But Conklin was nowhere to be found. He had returned to Washington on a military jet out of Brussels in the morning, but had signed out of Langley at 1:22 in the afternoon, leaving no telephone number—not even an emergency number—where he could be reached. And from what the director had learned about Conklin, that omission was extraordinary. The CIA man was what was commonly referred to as a shark-killer; he directed individual strategies throughout the world where defection and treason were suspected. There were too many men in too many stations who might need his approval or disapproval at any given moment. It was not logical he would sever that cord for twelve hours. What was also unusual was the fact that his telephone logs had been scratched; there were none for the past two days—and the Central Intelligence Agency had very specific regulations concerning those logs. Traceable accountability was the new order of the new regime. However, the director of Cons-Op had learned one fact: Conklin had been attached to Medusa.


  Using the threat of State Department retaliation, the director had requested a closed circuit readout of Conklin’s logs for the past five weeks. Reluctantly, the Agency beamed them over and the director had sat in front of a screen for two hours, instructing the operators at Langley to keep the tape repeating until he told them to stop.


  Eighty-six logicals had been called, the word Treadstone mentioned; none had responded. Then the director went back to the possibles; there was an army man he had not considered because of his well-known antipathy to the CIA. But Conklin had telephoned him twice during the space of twelve minutes a week ago. The director called his sources at the Pentagon and found what he was looking for: Medusa.


  Brigadier General Irwin Arthur Crawford, current ranking officer in charge of Army Intelligence data banks, former commander, Saigon, attached to covert operations—still classified. Medusa.


  The director picked up the conference room phone; it bypassed the switchboard. He dialed the brigadier’s home in Fairfax, and on the fourth ring, Crawford answered. The State Department man identified himself and asked if the general cared to return a call to State and be put through for verification.


  “Why would I want to do that?”


  “It concerns a matter that comes under the heading of Treadstone.”


  “I’ll call you back.”


  He did so in eighteen seconds, and within the next two minutes the director had delivered the outlines of State’s information.


  “There’s nothing there we don’t know about,” said the brigadier. “There’s been a control committee on this from the beginning, the Oval Office given a preliminary summation within a week of the inauguration. Our objective warranted the procedures, you may be assured of that.”


  “I’m willing to be convinced,” replied the man from State. “Is this related to that business in New York a week ago? Elliot Stevens—that Major Webb and David Abbott? Where the circumstances were, shall we say, considerably altered?”


  “You were aware of the alterations?”


  “I’m the head of Cons-Op, General.”


  “Yes, you would be…Stevens wasn’t married; the rest understood. Robbery and homicide were preferable. The answer is affirmative.”


  “I see…Your man Bourne flew into New York yesterday morning.”


  “I know. We know—that is Conklin and myself. We’re the inheritors.”


  “You’ve been in touch with Conklin?”


  “I last spoke to him around one o’clock in the afternoon. Unlogged. He insisted on it, frankly.”


  “He’s checked out of Langley. There’s no number where he can be reached.”


  “I know that, too. Don’t try. With all due respect, tell the Secretary to back away. You back away. Don’t get involved.”


  “We are involved, General. We’re flying over the Canadian woman by diplomatic.”


  “For God’s sake, why?”


  “We were forced to; she forced us to.”


  “Then keep her in isolation. You’ve got to! She’s our resolve, we’ll be responsible.”


  “I think you’d better explain.”


  “We’re dealing with an insane man. A multiple schizophrenic. He’s a walking firing squad; he could kill a dozen innocent people with one outburst, one explosion in his own head, and he wouldn’t know why.”


  “How do you know?”


  “Because he’s already killed. That massacre in New York—it was him. He killed Stevens, the Monk, Webb—above all, Webb—and two others you never heard of. We understand now. He wasn’t responsible, but that can’t change anything. Leave him to us. To Conklin.”


  “Bourne?”


  “Yes. We have proof. Prints. They were confirmed by the Bureau. It was him.”


  “Your man would leave prints?’


  “He did.”


  “He couldn’t have,” said the man from State finally.


  “What?”


  “Tell me, where did you come up with the conclusion of insanity? This multiple schizophrenia or whatever the hell you call it.”


  “Conklin spoke to a psychiatrist—one of the best—an authority on stress-breakdowns. Alex described the history—and it was brutal. The doctor confirmed our suspicions, Conklin’s suspicions.”


  “He confirmed them?” asked the director, stunned.


  “Yes.”


  “Based on what Conklin said? On what he thought he knew?”


  “There’s no other explanation. Leave him to us. He’s our problem.”


  “You’re a damn fool, General. You should have stuck to your data banks or maybe more primitive artillery.”


  “I resent that.”


  “Resent it all you like. If you’ve done what I think you’ve done, you may not have anything left but resentment.”


  “Explain that,” said Crawford harshly.


  “You’re not dealing with a madman, or with insanity, or with any goddamned multiple schizophrenia—which I doubt you know any more about than I do. You’re dealing with an amnesiac, a man who’s been trying for months to find out who he is and where he comes from. And from a telephone tape we’ve got over here, we gather he tried to tell you—tried to tell Conklin, but Conklin wouldn’t listen. None of you would listen…You sent a man out in deep cover for three years—three years—to pull in Carlos, and when the strategy broke, you assumed the worst.”


  “Amnesia?…No, you’re wrong! I spoke to Conklin; he did listen. You don’t understand; we both knew—”


  “I don’t want to hear his name!” broke in the director of Consular Operations.


  The general paused. “We both knew…Bourne…years ago. I think you know from where; you read the name off to me. He was the strangest man I ever met, as close to being paranoid as anyone in that outfit. He undertook missions—risks—no sane man would accept. Yet he never asked for anything. He was filled with so much hate.”


  “And that made him a candidate for a psychiatric ward ten years later?”


  “Seven years,” corrected Crawford. “I tried to prevent his selection in Treadstone. But the Monk said he was the best. I couldn’t argue with that, not in terms of expertise. But I made my objections known. He was psychologically a borderline case; we knew why. I was proven right. I stand on that.”


  “You’re not going to stand on anything, General. You’re going to fall right on your iron ass. Because the Monk was right. Your man is the best, with or without a memory. He’s bringing in Carlos, delivering him right to your goddamn front door. That is, he’s bringing him in unless you kill Bourne first.” Crawford’s low, sharp intake of breath was precisely what the director was afraid he might hear. He continued. “You can’t reach Conklin, can you?” he asked.


  “No.”


  “He’s gone under, hasn’t he? Made his own arrangements, payments tunneled through third and fourth parties unknown to each other, the source untraceable, all connections to the Agency and Treadstone obliterated. And by now there are photographs in the hands of men Conklin doesn’t know, wouldn’t recognize if they held him up. Don’t talk to me about firing squads. Yours is in place, but you can’t see it—you don’t know where it is. But it’s prepared—a half a dozen rifles ready to fire when the condemned man comes into view. Am I reading the scenario?”


  “You don’t expect me to answer that,” said Crawford.


  “You don’t have to. This is Consular Operations; I’ve been there before. But you were right about one thing. This is your problem; it’s right back in your court. We’re not going to be touched by you. That’s my recommendation to the Secretary. The State Department can’t afford to know who you are. Consider this call unlogged.”


  “Understood.”


  “I’m sorry,” said the director, meaning it, hearing the futility in the general’s voice. “It all blows up sometimes.”


  “Yes. We learned that in Medusa. What are you going to do with the girl?”


  “We don’t even know what we’re going to do with you yet.”


  “That’s easy. Eisenhower at the summit: ‘What U-Twos?’ We’ll go along; no preliminary summation. Nothing. We can get the girl off the Zurich books.”


  “We’ll tell her. It may help. We’ll be making apologies all over the place; with her we’ll try for a very substantial settlement.”


  “Are you sure?” interrupted Crawford.


  “About the settlement?”


  “No. The amnesia. Are you positive?”


  “I’ve listened to that tape at least twenty times, heard her voice. I’ve never been so sure of anything in my life. Incidentally, she got in several hours ago. She’s at the Pierre Hotel under guard. We’ll bring her down to Washington in the morning after we figure out what we’re going to do.”


  “Wait a minute!” The general’s voice rose. “Not tomorrow! She’s here …? Can you get me clearance to see her?”


  “Don’t dig that grave of yours any deeper, General. The fewer names she knows, the better. She was with Bourne when he was calling the embassy; she’s aware of the First Secretary, probably Conklin by now. He may have to take the fall himself. Stay out of it.”


  “You just told me to play it out.”


  “Not this way. You’re a decent man; so am I. We’re professionals.”


  “You don’t understand! We have photographs, yes, but they may be useless. They’re three years old, and Bourne’s changed, changed drastically. It’s why Conklin’s on the scene—where I don’t know—but he’s there. He’s the only one who’s seen him, but it was night, raining. She may be our only chance. She’s been with him—living with him for weeks. She knows him. It’s possible that she’d recognize him before anyone else.”


  “I don’t understand.”


  “I’ll spell it out. Among Bourne’s many, many talents is the ability to change his appearance, melt into a crowd or a field or a cluster of trees—be where you can’t see him. If what you say is so, he wouldn’t remember, but we used to have a word for him in Medusa. His men used to call him…a chameleon.”


  “That’s your Cain, General.”


  “It was our Delta. There was no one like him. And that’s why the girl can help. Now. Clear me! Let me see her, talk to her.”


  “By clearing you, we acknowledge you. I don’t think we can do that.”


  “For God’s sake, you just said we were decent men! Are we? We can save his life! Maybe. If she’s with me and we find him, we can get him out of there!”


  “There? Are you telling me you know exactly where he’s going to be?”


  “Yes.”


  “How?”


  “Because he wouldn’t go anywhere else.”


  “And the time span?” asked the incredulous director of Consular Operations. “You know when he’s going to be there?”


  “Yes. Today. It’s the date of his own execution.”


  CHAPTER THIRTY-FIVE


  



  Rock music blared from the transistor radio with tin-like vibrations as the long-haired driver of the Yellow Cab slapped his hand against the rim of the steering wheel and jolted his jaw with the beat. The taxi edged east on Seventy-first Street, locked into the line of cars that began at the exit on the East River Drive. Tempers flared as engines roared in place and cars lurched forward only to slam to sudden stops, inches away from bumpers in front. It was 8:45 in the morning, New York’s rush hour traffic as usual a contradiction in terms.


  Bourne wedged himself into the corner of the back seat and stared at the tree-lined street beneath the rim of his hat and through the dark lenses of his sunglasses. He had been there; it was all indelible. He had walked the pavements, seen the doorways and the storefronts and the walls covered with ivy—so out of place in the city, yet so right for this street. He had glanced up before and had noticed the roof gardens, relating them to a gracious garden several blocks away toward the park, beyond a pair of elegant French doors at the far end of a large…complicated…room. That room was inside a tall, narrow building of brown, jagged stone, with a column of wide, lead-paned windows rising four stories above the pavement. Windows made of thick glass that refracted light both inside and out in subtle flashes of purple and blue. Antique glass, perhaps, ornamental glass…bulletproof glass. A brownstone residence with a set of thick outside steps. They were odd steps, unusual steps, each level crisscrossed with black ridges that protruded above the surface, protecting the descender from the elements. Shoes going down would not slip on ice or snow…and the weight of anyone climbing up would trigger electronic devices inside.


  Jason knew that house, knew they were coming closer to it. The echo in his chest accelerated and became louder as they entered the block. He would see it any moment, and as he held his wrist, he knew why Parc Monceau had struck such chords in his mind’s eye. That small part of Paris was so much like this short stretch of the Upper East Side. Except for an isolated intrusion of an unkempt stoop or an ill-conceived whitewashed façade, they could be identical blocks.


  He thought of André Villiers. He had written down everything he could remember since a memory had been given him in the pages of a notebook hastily purchased at Charles de Gaulle Airport. From the first moment when a living, bullet-ridden man had opened his eyes in a humid, dingy room on Ile de Port Noir through the frightening revelations of Marseilles, Zurich and Paris—especially Paris, where the specter of an assassin’s mantle had fallen over his shoulders, the expertise of a killer proven to be his. By any standards, it was a confession, as damning in what it could not explain as in what it described. But it was the truth as he knew the truth, infinitely more exculpatory after his death than before it. In the hands of André Villiers it would be used well; the right decisions would be made for Marie St. Jacques. That knowledge gave him the freedom he needed now. He had sealed the pages in an envelope and mailed it to Parc Monceau from Kennedy Airport. By the time it reached Paris he would be alive or he would be dead; he would kill Carlos or Carlos would kill him. Somewhere on that street—so like a street thousands of miles away—a man whose shoulders floated rigidly above a tapered waist would come after him. It was the only thing he was absolutely sure of; he would do the same. Somewhere on that street…


  There it was! It was there, the morning sun bouncing off the black enameled door and the shiny brass hardware, penetrating the thick, lead-paned windows that rose like a wide column of glistening, purplish blue, emphasizing the ornamental splendor of the glass, but not its resistance to the impacts of high-powered rifles and heavy-calibered automatic weapons. He was here, and for reasons—emotions—he could not define, his eyes began to tear and there was a swelling in his throat. He had the incredible feeling that he had come back to a place that was as much a part of him as his body or what was left of his mind. Not a home; there was no comfort, no serenity found in looking at that elegant East Side residence. But there was something else—an overpowering sensation of—return. He was back at the beginning, the beginning, at both departure and creation, black night and bursting dawn. Something was happening to him; he gripped his wrist harder, desperately trying to control the almost uncontrollable impulse to jump out of the taxi and race across the street to that monstrous, silent structure of jagged stone and deep blue glass. He wanted to leap up the steps and hammer his fist against the heavy black door.


  Let me in! I am here! You must let me in! Can’t you understand?


  I AM INSIDE!


  Images welled up in front of his eyes; jarring sounds assaulted his ears. A jolting, throbbing pain kept exploding at his temples. He was inside a dark room—that room—staring at a screen, at other, inner images that kept flashing on and off in rapid, blinding succession.


  Who is he? Quickly. You’re too late! You’re a dead man. Where is this street? What does it mean to you? Whom did you meet there? What? Good. Keep it simple; say as little as possible. Here’s a list: eight names. Which are contacts? Quickly! Here’s another. Methods of matching kills. Which are yours?…No, no, no! Delta might do that, not Cain! You are not Delta, you are not you! You are Cain. You are a man named Bourne. Jason Bourne! You slipped back. Try again. Concentrate! Obliterate everything else. Wipe away the past. It does not exist for you. You are only what you are here, became here!


  Oh, God. Marie had said it.


  Maybe you just know what you’ve been told.… Over and over and over again. Until there was nothing else.… Things you’ve been told…but you can’t relive…because they’re not you.


  The sweat rolled clown his face, stinging his eyes, as he dug his fingers into his wrist, trying to push the pain and the sounds and the flashes of light out of his mind. He had written Carlos that he was coming back for hidden documents that were his…“final protection.” At that time, the phrase had struck him as weak; he had nearly crossed it out, wanting a stronger reason for flying to New York. Yet instinct had told him to let it stand; it was a part of his past…somehow. Now he understood. His identity was inside that house. His identity. And whether Carlos came after him or not, he had to find it. He had to!


  It was suddenly insane! He shook his head violently back and forth trying to suppress the compulsion, to still the screams that were all around him—screams that were his screams, his voice. Forget Carlos. Forget the trap. Get inside that house! It was there; it was the beginning!


  Stop it!


  The irony was macabre. There was no final protection in that house, only a final explanation for himself. And it was meaningless without Carlos. Those who hunted him knew it and disregarded it; they wanted him dead because of it. But he was so close…he had to find it. It was there.


  Bourne glanced up; the long-haired driver was watching him in the rearview mirror. “Migraine,” said Jason curtly. “Drive around the block. To this block again. I’m early for my appointment. I’ll tell you where to let me off.”


  “It’s your wallet, mister.”


  The brownstone was behind them now, passed quickly in a sudden, brief break in the traffic. Bourne swung around in the seat and looked at it through the rear window. The seizure was receding, the sights and sound of personal panic fading; only the pain remained, but it too would diminish, he knew that. It had been an extraordinary few minutes. Priorities had become twisted; compulsion had replaced reason, the pull of the unknown had been so strong that for a moment or two he had nearly lost control. He could not let it happen again; the trap itself was everything. He had to see that house again; he had to study it again. He had all day to work, to refine his strategy, his tactics for the night, but a second, calmer appraisal was in order now. Others would come during the day, closer appraisals. The chameleon in him would be put to work.


  Sixteen minutes later it was obvious that whatever he intended to study no longer mattered. Suddenly, everything was different, everything had changed. The line of traffic in the block was slower, another hazard added to the street. A moving van had parked in front of the brownstone; men in coveralls stood smoking cigarettes and drinking coffee, putting off that moment when work was to commence. The heavy black door was open and a man in a green jacket, the moving company’s emblem above the left pocket, stood in the foyer, a clipboard in his hand. Treadstone was being dismantled! In a few hours it could be gutted, a shell! It couldn’t be! They had to stop!


  Jason leaned forward, money in his hand, the pain gone from his head; all was movement now. He had to reach Conklin in Washington. Not later—not when the chess pieces were in place—but right now! Conklin had to tell them to stop! His entire strategy was based on darkness…always darkness. The beam of a flashlight shooting out of first one alleyway, then another, then against dark walls and up to darkened windows. Orchestrated properly, swiftly, darting from one position to another. An assassin would be drawn to a stone building at night. At night. It would happen at night! Not now! He got out.


  “Hey, mister!” yelled the driver through the open window.


  Jason bent down. “What is it?”


  “I just wanted to say thanks. This makes my—”


  A spit. Over his shoulder! Followed by a cough that was the start of a scream. Bourne stared at the driver, at the stream of blood that had erupted over the man’s left ear. The man was dead, killed by a bullet meant for his fare, fired from a window somewhere in that street.


  Jason dropped to the ground, then sprang to his left spinning toward the curb. Two more spits came in rapid succession, the first imbedded in the side of the taxi, the second exploding the asphalt. It was unbelievable! He was marked before the hunt had begun! Carlos was there. In position! He or one of his men had taken the high ground, a window or a rooftop from which the entire street could be observed. Yet the possibility of indiscriminate death caused by a killer in a window or on a rooftop was crazy; the police would come, the street blocked off, even a reverse trap aborted. And Carlos was not crazy! It did not make sense. Nor did Bourne have the time to speculate; he had to get out of the trap…the reverse trap. He had to get to that phone. Carlos was here! At the doors of Treadstone! He had brought him back. He had actually brought him back! It was his proof!


  He got to his feet and began running, weaving in and out of the groups of pedestrians. He reached the corner and turned right—the booth was twenty feet away, but it was also a target. He could not use it.


  Across the street was a delicatessen, a small rectangular sign above the door: TELEPHONE. He stepped off the curb and started running again, dodging the lurching automobiles. One of them might do the job Carlos had reserved for himself. That irony, too, was macabre.


  “The Central Intelligence Agency, sir, is fundamentally a fact-finding organization,” said the man on the line condescendingly. “The sort of activities you describe are the rarest part of our work, and frankly blown out of proportion by films and misinformed writers.”


  “Goddamn it, listen to me!” said Jason, cupping the mouthpiece in the crowded delicatessen. “Just tell me where Conklin is. It’s an emergency!”


  “His office already told you, sir. Mr. Conklin left yesterday afternoon and is expected back at the end of the week. Since you say you know Mr. Conklin, you’re aware of his service-related injury. He often goes for physical therapy—”


  “Will you stop it! I saw him in Paris—outside of Paris—two nights ago. He flew over from Washington to meet me.”


  “As to that,” interrupted the man in Langley, “when you were transferred to this office, we’d already checked. There’s no record of Mr. Conklin having left the country in over a year.”


  “Then it’s buried! He was there! You’re looking for codes,” said Bourne desperately. “I don’t have them. But someone working with Conklin will recognize the words. Medusa, Delta, Cain…Treadstone! Someone has to!”


  “No one does. You were told that.”


  “By someone who doesn’t. There are those who do. Believe me!”


  “I’m sorry. I really—”


  “Don’t hang up!” There was another way; one he did not care to use, but there was nothing else. “Five or six minutes ago, I got out of a taxi on Seventy-first Street. I was spotted and someone tried to take me out.”


  “Take…you out?’


  “Yes. The driver spoke to me and I bent down to listen. That movement saved my life, but the driver’s dead, a bullet in his skull. That’s the truth, and I know you have ways of checking. There are probably half a dozen police cars on the scene by now. Check it out. That’s the strongest advice I can give you.”


  There was a brief silence from Washington. “Since you asked for Mr. Conklin—at least used his name—I’ll follow this up. Where can I reach you?”


  “I’ll stay on. This call’s on an international credit card. French issue, name of Chamford.”


  “Chamford? You said—”


  “Please.”


  “I’ll be back.”


  The waiting was intolerable, made worse by a stern Hassid glaring at him, fingering coins in one hand, a roll in another, and crumbs in his stringy, unkempt beard. A minute later the man in Langley was on the line, anger replacing compromise.


  “I think this conversation has come to an end, Mr. Bourne or Chamford, or whatever you call yourself. The New York police were reached; there’s no such incident as you described on Seventy-first Street. And you were right. We do have ways of checking. I advise you that there are laws about such calls as this, strict penalties involved. Good day, sir.”


  There was a click; the line went dead. Bourne stared at the dial in disbelief. For months the men in Washington had searched for him, wanted to kill him for the silence they could not understand. Now, when he presented himself—presented them with the sole objective of his three-year agreement—he was dismissed. They still would not listen! But that man had listened. And he had come back on the line denying a death that had taken place only minutes ago. It could not be…it was insane. It had happened.


  Jason put the phone back on the hook, tempted to bolt from the crowded delicatessen. Instead, he walked calmly toward the door, excusing himself through the rows of people lined up at the counter, his eyes on the glass front, scanning the crowds on the sidewalk. Outside, he removed his topcoat, carrying it over his arm, and replaced the sunglasses with his tortoise-shells. Minor alterations, but he would not be where he was going long enough for them to be a major mistake. He hurried across the intersection toward Seventy-first Street.


  At the far corner he fell in with a group of pedestrians waiting for the light. He turned his head to the left, his chin pressed down into his collarbone. The traffic was moving but the taxi was gone. It had been removed from the scene with surgical precision, a diseased, ugly organ cut from the body, the vital functions in normal process. It showed the precision of a master assassin, who knew precisely when to go in swiftly with a knife.


  Bourne turned quickly, reversing his direction, and began walking south. He had to find a store; he had to change his outer skin. The chameleon could not wait.


  Marie St. Jacques was angry as she held her place across the room from Brigadier General Irwin Arthur Crawford in the suite at the Pierre Hotel. “You wouldn’t listen!” she accused. “None of you would listen. Have you any idea what you’ve done to him?”


  “All too well,” replied the officer, the apology in his acknowledgment, not his voice. “I can only repeat what I’ve told you. We didn’t know what to listen for. The differences between the appearance and the reality were beyond our understanding, obviously beyond his own. And if beyond his, why not ours?”


  “He’s been trying to reconcile the appearance and reality, as you call it, for seven months! And all you could do was send out men to kill him! He tried to tell you. What kind of people are you?”


  “Flawed, Miss St. Jacques. Flawed but decent, I think. It’s why I’m here. The time span’s begun and I want to save him if I can, if we can.”


  “God, you make me sick!” Marie stopped, she shook her head and continued softly. “I’ll do whatever you ask, you know that. Can you reach this Conklin?”


  “I’m sure I can. I’ll stand on the steps of that house until he has no choice but to reach me. He may not be our concern, however.”


  “Carlos?”


  “Perhaps others.”


  “What do you mean?”


  “I’ll explain on the way. Our main concern now—our only concern now—is to reach Delta.”


  “Jason?”


  “Yes. The man you call Jason Bourne.”


  “And he’s been one of you from the beginning,” said Marie. “There were no slates to clean, no payments or pardons bargained for?”


  “None. You’ll be told everything in time, but this is not the time. I’ve made arrangements for you to be in an unmarked government car diagonally across from the house. We have binoculars for you; you know him better than anyone now. Perhaps you’ll spot him. I pray to God you do.”


  Marie went quickly to the closet and got her coat. “He said to me one night that he was a chameleon…”


  “He remembered?” interrupted Crawford.


  “Remembered what?”


  “Nothing. He had a talent for moving in and out of difficult situations without being seen. That’s all I meant.”


  “Wait a minute.” Marie approached the army man, her eyes suddenly riveted on his again. “You say we have to reach Jason, but there’s a better way. Let him come to us. To me. Put me on the steps of that house. He’ll see me, get word to me!”


  “Giving whoever’s out there two targets?”


  “You don’t know your own man, General. I said ‘get word to me.’ He’ll send someone, pay a man or a woman on the street to give me a message. I know him. He’ll do it. It’s the surest way.”


  “I can’t permit it.”


  “Why not? You’ve done everything else stupidly! Blindly! Do one thing intelligently!”


  “I can’t. It might even solve problems you’re not aware of, but I can’t do it.”


  “Give me a reason.”


  “If Delta’s right, if Carlos has come after him and is in the street, the risk is too great. Carlos knows you from photographs. He’ll kill you.”


  “I’m willing to take that risk.”


  “I’m not. I’d like to think I’m speaking for my government when I say that.”


  “I don’t think you are, frankly.”


  “Leave it to others. May we go, please?”


  “General Service Administration,” intoned a disinterested switchboard operator.


  “Mr. J. Petrocelli, please,” said Alexander Conklin, his voice tense, his fingers wiping the sweat from his forehead as he stood by the window, the telephone in his hand. “Quickly, please!”


  “Everybody’s in a hurry—” The words were shorted out, replaced by the hum of a ring.


  “Petrocelli, Reclamation Invoice Division.”


  “What are you people doing?” exploded the CIA man, the shock calculated, a weapon.


  The pause was brief. “Right now, listening to some nut ask a stupid question.”


  “Well, listen further. My name’s Conklin, Central Intelligence Agency, Four-Zero clearance. You do know what that means?”


  “I haven’t understood anything you people’ve said in the past ten years.”


  “You’d better understand this. It took me damn near an hour, but I just reached the dispatcher for a moving company up here in New York. He said he had an invoice signed by you to remove all the furniture from a brownstone on Seventy-first Street—139, to be exact.”


  “Yeah, I remember that one. What about it?”


  “Who gave you the order? That’s our territory. We removed our equipment last week, but we did not—repeat, did not—request any further activity.”


  “Just hold it,” said the bureaucrat. “I saw that invoice. I mean, I read it before I signed it; you guys make me curious. The order came directly from Langley on a priority sheet.”


  “Who in Langley?”


  “Give me a moment and I’ll tell you. I’ve got a copy in my out file; it’s here on my desk.” The crackling of paper could be heard on the line. It stopped and Petrocelli returned. “Here it is, Conklin. Take up your beef with your own people in Administrative Controls.”


  “They didn’t know what they were doing. Cancel the order. Call up the moving company and tell them to clear out! Now!”


  “Blow smoke, spook.”


  “What?”


  “Get a written priority requisition on my desk before three o’clock this afternoon, and it may—just may—get processed tomorrow. Then we’ll put everything back.”


  “Put everything back?”


  “That’s right. You tell us to take it out, we take it out. You tell us to put it back, we put it back. We have methods and procedures to follow just like you.”


  “That equipment—everything—was on loan! It wasn’t—isn’t—an Agency operation.”


  “Then why are you calling me? What have you got to do with it?”


  “I don’t have time to explain. Just get those people out of there. Call New York and get them out! Those are Four-Zero orders.”


  “Make them a hundred and four and you can still blow smoke. Look, Conklin, we both know you can get what you want if I get what I need. Do it right. Make it legitimate.”


  “I can’t involve the Agency!”


  “You’re not going to involve me, either.”


  “Those people have got to get out! I’m telling you—” Conklin stopped, his eyes on the brownstone below and across the street, his thoughts suddenly paralyzed. A tall man in a black overcoat had walked up the concrete steps; he turned and stood motionless in front of the open door. It was Crawford. What was he doing? What was he doing here? He had lost his senses; he was out of his mind! He was a stationary target; he could break the trap!


  “Conklin? Conklin …?” The voice floated up out of the phone as the CIA man hung up.


  Conklin turned to a stocky man six feet away at an adjacent window. In the man’s large hand was a rifle, a telescopic sight secured to the barrel. Alex did not know the man’s name and he did not want to know it; he had paid enough not to be burdened.


  “Do you see that man down there in the black overcoat standing by the door?” he asked.


  “I see him. He’s not the one we’re looking for. He’s too old.”


  “Get over there and tell him there’s a cripple across the street who wants to see him.”


  Bourne walked out of the used clothing store on Third Avenue, pausing in front of the filthy glass window to appraise what he saw. It would do; everything was coordinated. The black wool knit hat covered his head to the middle of his forehead; the wrinkled, patched army field jacket was several sizes too large; the red-checked flannel shirt, the wide-bulging khaki trousers and the heavy work shoes with the thick rubber soles and huge rounded toes were all of a piece. He only had to find a walk to match the clothing. The walk of a strong, slow-witted man whose body had begun to show the effects of a lifetime of physical strain, whose mind accepted the daily inevitability of hard labor, reward found with a six-pack at the end of the drudgery.


  He would find that walk; he had used it before. Somewhere. But before he searched his imagination, there was a phone call to make; he saw a telephone booth up the block, a mangled directory hanging from a chain beneath the metal shelf. He started walking, his legs automatically more rigid, his feet pressing weight on the pavement, his arms heavy in their sockets, the fingers of his hands slightly spaced, curved from years of abuse. A set, dull expression on his face would come later. Not now.


  “Belkins Moving and Storage,” announced an operator somewhere in the Bronx.


  “My name is Johnson,” said Jason impatiently but kindly. “I’m afraid I have a problem, and I hope you might be able to help me.”


  “I’ll try, sir. What is it?”


  “I was on my way over to a friend’s house on Seventy-first Street—a friend who died recently, I’m sorry to say—to pick up something I’d lent him. When I got there, your van was in front of the house. It’s most embarrassing, but I think your men may remove my property. Is there someone I might speak to?”


  “That would be a dispatcher, sir.”


  “Might I have his name, please?”


  “What?”


  “His name.”


  “Sure. Murray. Murray Schumach. I’ll connect you.” Two clicks preceded a long hum over the line.


  “Schumach.”


  “Mr. Schumach?”


  “That’s right.”


  Bourne repeated his embarrassing tale. “Of course, I can easily obtain a letter from my attorney, but the item in question has little or no value—”


  “What is it?”


  “A fishing rod. Not an expensive one, but with an old-fashioned casting reel, the kind that doesn’t get tangled every five minutes.”


  “Yeah, I know what you mean. I fish out of Sheepshead Bay. They don’t make them reels like they used to. I think it’s the alloys.”


  “I think you’re right, Mr. Schumach. I know exactly in which closet he kept it.”


  “Oh, what the hell—a fishing rod. Go up and see a guy named Dugan, he’s the supervisor on the job. Tell him I said you could have it, but you’ll have to sign for it. If he gives you static, tell him to go outside and call me; the phone’s disconnected down there.”


  “A Mr. Dugan. Thank you very much, Mr. Schumach.”


  “Christ, that place is a ballbreaker today!”


  “I beg your pardon?”


  “Nothing. Some whacko called telling us to get out of there. And the job’s firm, cash guaranteed. Can you believe it?”


  Carlos. Jason could believe it.


  “It’s difficult, Mr. Schumach.”


  “Good fishing,” said the Belkins man.


  Bourne walked west on Seventieth Street to Lexington Avenue. Three blocks south he found what he was looking for: an army-navy surplus store. He went inside.


  Eight minutes later he came out carrying four brown, padded blankets and six wide canvas straps with metal buckles. In the pockets of his field jacket were two ordinary road flares. They had been there on the counter looking like something they were not, triggering images beyond memory, back to a moment of time when there had been meaning and purpose. And anger. He slung the equipment over his left shoulder and trudged up toward Seventy-first Street. The chameleon was heading into the jungle, a jungle as dense as the unremembered Tam Quan.


  It was 10:48 when he reached the corner of the tree-lined block that held the secrets of Treadstone Seventy-One. He was going back to the beginning—his beginning—and the fear that he felt was not the fear of physical harm. He was prepared for that, every sinew taut, every muscle ready; his knees and feet, hands and elbows weapons, his eyes trip-wire alarms that would send signals to those weapons. His fear was far more profound. He was about to enter the place of his birth and he was terrified at what he might find there—remember there.


  Stop it! The trap is everything. Cain is for Charlie and Delta is for Cain!


  The traffic had diminished considerably, the rush hour over, the street in the doldrums of midmorning quiescence. Pedestrians strolled now, they did not hasten; automobiles swung leisurely around the moving van, angry horns replaced by brief grimaces of irritation. Jason crossed with the light to the Treadstone side; the tall, narrow structure of brown, jagged stone and thick blue glass was fifty yards down the block. Blankets and straps in place, an already weary, slow-witted laborer walked behind a well-dressed couple toward it.


  He reached the concrete steps as two muscular men, one


  black, one white, were carrying a covered harp out the door. Bourne stopped and called out, his words halting, his dialect coarse.


  “Hey! Where’s Doogan?”


  “Where the hell d’you t’ink?” replied the white, angling his head around. “Sittin’ in a fuckin’ chair.”


  “He ain’t gonna lift nothin’ heavier than that clipboard, man,” added the black. “He’s an executive, ain’t that right, Joey?”


  “He’s a crumbball, is what he is. Watcha’ got there?”


  “Schumach sent me,” said Jason. “He wanted another man down here and figured you needed this stuff. Told me to bring it.”


  “Murray the menace!” laughed the black. “You new, man? I ain’t seen you before. You come from shape-up?”


  “Yeah.”


  “Take that shit up to the executive,” grunted Joey, starting down the steps. “He can allocate it, how about that, Pete? Allocate—you like it?”


  “I love it, Joey. You a regular dictionary.”


  Bourne walked up the reddish brown steps past the descending movers to the door. He stepped inside and saw the winding staircase on the right, and the long narrow corridor in front of him that led to another door thirty feet away. He had climbed those steps a thousand times, walked up and down that corridor thousands more. He had come back, and an overpowering sense of dread swept through him. He started down the dark, narrow corridor; he could see shafts of sunlight bursting through a pair of French doors in the distance. He was approaching the room where Cain was born. That room. He gripped the straps on his shoulder and tried to stop the trembling.


  Marie leaned forward in the back seat of the armor-plated government sedan, the binoculars in place. Something had happened; she was not sure what it was, but she could guess. A short, stocky man had passed by the steps of the brownstone a few minutes ago, slowing his pace as he approached the general, obviously saying something to him. The man had then continued down the block and seconds later Crawford had followed him.


  Conklin had been found.


  It was a small step if what the general said was true. Hired gunmen, unknown to their employer, he unknown to them. Hired to kill a man…for all the wrong reasons! Oh, God, she loathed them all! Mindless, stupid men. Playing with the lives of other men, knowing so little, thinking they knew so much.


  They had not listened! They never listened until it was too late, and then only with stern forbearance and strong reminders of what might have been—had things been as they were perceived to be, which they were not. The corruption came from blindness, the lies from obstinacy and embarrassment. Do not embarrass the powerful; the napalm said it all.


  Marie focused the binoculars. A Belkins man was approaching the steps, blankets and straps over his shoulder, walking behind an elderly couple, obviously residents of the block out for a stroll. The man in the field jacket and the black knit hat stopped; he began talking to two other movers carrying a triangular-shaped object out the door.


  What was it? There was something…something odd. She could not see the man’s face; it was hidden from view, but there was something about the neck, the angle of the head…what was it? The man started up the steps, a blunt man, weary of his day before it had begun…a slovenly man. Marie removed the binoculars; she was too anxious, too ready to see things that were not there.


  Oh, God, my love, my Jason. Where are you? Come to me. Let me find you. Do not leave me for these blind, mindless men. Do not let them take you from me.


  Where was Crawford? He had promised to keep her informed of every move, everything. She had been blunt. She did not trust him, any of them; she did not trust their intelligence, that word spelled with a lower-case i. He had promised…where was he?


  She spoke to the driver. “Will you put down the window, please. It’s stifling in here.”


  “Sorry, miss,” replied the civilian-clothed army man. “I’ll turn on the air conditioning for you, though.”


  The windows and doors were controlled by buttons only the driver could reach. She was in a glass and metal tomb in a sun-drenched, tree-lined street.


  “I don’t believe a word of it!” said Conklin, limping angrily across the room back to the window. He leaned against the sill, looking out, his left hand pulled up to his face, his teeth against the knuckle of his index finger. “Not a goddamned word!”


  “You don’t want to believe it, Alex,” countered Crawford. “The solution is so much easier. It’s in place, and so much simpler.”


  “You didn’t hear that tape. You didn’t hear Villiers!”


  “I’ve heard the woman; she’s all I have to hear. She said we didn’t listen…you didn’t listen.”


  “Then she’s lying!” Awkwardly Conklin spun around. “Christ, of course she’s lying! Why wouldn’t she? She’s his woman. She’ll do anything to get him off the meathook.”


  “You’re wrong and you know it. The fact that he’s here proves you’re wrong, proves I was wrong to accept what you said.”


  Conklin was breathing heavily, his right hand trembling as he gripped his cane. “Maybe…maybe we, maybe…” He did not finish; instead he looked at Crawford helplessly.


  “We ought to let the solution stand?” asked the officer quietly. “You’re tired, Alex. You haven’t slept for several days; you’re exhausted. I don’t think I heard that.”


  “No.” The CIA man shook his head, his eyes closed, his face reflecting his disgust. “No, you didn’t hear it and I didn’t say it. I just wish I knew where the hell to begin.”


  “I do,” said Crawford, going to the door and opening it. “Come in, please.”


  The stocky man walked in, his eyes darting to the rifle leaning against the wall. He looked at the two men, appraisal in his expression. “What is it?”


  “The exercise has been called off,” Crawford said. “I think you must have gathered that.”


  “What exercise? I was hired to protect him.” The gunman looked at Alex. “You mean you don’t need protection anymore, sir?”


  “You know exactly what we mean,” broke in Conklin. “All signals are off, all stipulations.”


  “What stipulations? I don’t know about any stipulations. The terms of my employment are very clear. I’m protecting you, sir.”


  “Good, fine,” said Crawford. “Now what we have to know is who else out there is protecting him.”


  “Who else where?”


  “Outside this room, this apartment. In other rooms, on the street, in cars, perhaps. We have to know.”


  The stocky man walked over to the rifle and picked it up. “I’m afraid you gentlemen have misunderstood. I was hired on an individual basis. If others were employed, I’m not aware of them.”


  “You do know them!” shouted Conklin. “Who are they? Where are they?”


  “I haven’t any idea…sir.” The courteous gunman held the rifle in his right arm, the barrel angled down toward the floor. He raised it perhaps two inches, no more than that, the movement barely perceptible. “If my services are no longer required, I’ll be leaving.”


  “Can you reach them?” interrupted the brigadier. “We’ll pay generously.”


  “I’ve already been paid generously, sir. It would be wrong to accept money for a service I can’t perform. And pointless for this to continue.”


  “A man’s life is at stake out there!” shouted Conklin.


  “So’s mine,” said the gunman, walking to the door, the weapon raised higher. “Goodbye, gentlemen.” He let himself out.


  “Jesus!” roared Alex, swinging back to the window, his cane clattering against a radiator. “What do we do?”


  “To start with, get rid of that moving company. I don’t know what part it played in your strategy, but it’s only a complication now.”


  “I can’t. I tried. I didn’t have anything to do with it. Agency Controls picked up our sheets when we had the equipment taken out. They saw that a store was being closed up and told GSA to get us the hell out of there.”


  “With all deliberate speed,” said Crawford, nodding. “The Monk covered that equipment by signature; his statement absolves the Agency. It’s in his files.”


  “That’d be fine if we had twenty-four hours. We don’t even know if we’ve got twenty-four minutes.”


  “We’ll still need it. There’ll be a Senate inquiry. Closed, I hope.… Rope off the street.”


  “What?”


  “You heard me—rope off the street! Call in the police, tell them to rope everything off!”


  “Through the Agency? This is domestic.”


  “Then I will. Through the Pentagon, from the Joint Chiefs, if I have to. We’re standing around making excuses, when it’s right in front of our eyes! Clear the street, rope it off, bring in a truck with a public address system. Put her in it, put her on a microphone! Let her say anything she likes, let her scream her head off. She was right. He’ll come to her!”


  “Do you know what you’re saying?” asked Conklin. “There’ll be questions. Newspapers, television, radio. Everything will be exposed. Publicly.”


  “I’m aware of that,” said the brigadier. “I’m also aware that she’ll do it for us if this goes down. She may do it anyway, no matter what happens, but I’d rather try to save a man I didn’t like, didn’t approve of. But I respected him once, and I think I respect him more now.”


  “What about another man? If Carlos is really out there, you’re opening the gates for him. You’re handing him his escape.”


  “We didn’t create Carlos. We created Cain and we abused him. We took his mind and his memory. We owe him. Go down and get the woman. I’ll use the phone.”


  Bourne walked into the large library with the sunlight streaming through the wide, elegant French doors at the far end of the room. Beyond the panes of glass were the high walls of the garden…all around him objects too painful to look at; he knew them and did not know them. They were fragments of dreams—but solid, to be touched, to be felt, to be used—not ephemeral at all. A long hatch table where whiskey was poured, leather armchairs where men sat and talked, bookshelves that housed books and other things—concealed things—that appeared with the touch of buttons. It was a room where a myth was born, a myth that had raced through Southeast Asia and exploded in Europe.


  He saw the long, tubular bulge in the ceiling and the darkness came, followed by flashes of light and images on a screen and voices shouting in his ears.


  Who is he? Quick. You’re too late! You’re a dead man! Where is this street? What does it mean to you? Whom did you meet there?…Methods of kills. Which are yours? No!…You are not Delta, you are not you!…You are only what you are here, became here!


  “Hey! Who the hell are you?” The question was shouted by a large, red-faced man seated in an armchair by the door, a clipboard on his knees. Jason had walked right past him.


  “You Doogan?” Bourne asked.


  “Yeah.”


  “Schumach sent me. Said you needed another man.”


  “What for? I got five already, and this fuckin’ place has hallways so tight you can’t hardly get through ’em. They’re climbing asses now.”


  “I don’t know. Schumach sent me, that’s all I know. He told me to bring this stuff.” Bourne let the blankets and the straps fall to the floor.


  “Murray sends new junk? I mean, that’s new.”


  “I don’t—”


  “I know, I know! Schumach sent you. Ask Schumach.”


  “You can’t. He said to tell you he was heading out to Sheepshead. Be back this afternoon.”


  “Oh, that’s great! He goes fishing and leaves me with the shit.… You’re new. You a crumbball from the shape-up?”


  “Yeah.”


  “That Murray’s a beaut. All I need’s another crumbball. Two wiseass stiffs and now four crumbballs.”


  “You want me to start in here? I can start in here.”


  “No, asshole! Crumbballs start at the top, you ain’t heard? It’s further away, capisce?”


  “Yeah, I capisce.” Jason bent down for the blankets and the straps.


  “Leave that junk here—you don’t need it. Get upstairs, top floor, and start with the single wood units. As heavy as you can carry, and don’t give me no union bullshit.”


  Bourne circled the landing on the second floor and climbed the narrow staircase to the third, as if drawn by a magnetic force beyond his understanding. He was being pulled to another room high up in the brownstone, a room that held both the comfort of solitude and the frustration of loneliness. The landing above was dark, no lights on, no sunlight bursting through windows anywhere. He reached the top and stood for a moment in silence. Which room was it? There were three doors, two on the left side of the hallway, one on the right. He started walking slowly toward the second door on the left, barely seen in the shadows. That was it; it was where thoughts came in the darkness…memories that haunted him, pained him. Sunlight and the stench of the river and the jungle…screaming machines in the sky, screaming down from the sky. Oh, God, it hurt!


  He put his hand on the knob, twisted it and opened the door. Darkness, but not complete. There was a small window at the far end of the room, a black shade pulled down, covering it, but not completely. He could see a thin line of sunlight, so narrow it barely broke through, where the shade met the sill. He walked toward it, toward that thin, tiny shaft of sunlight.


  A scratch! A scratch in the darkness! He spun, terrified at the tricks being played on his mind. But it was not a trick! There was a diamondlike flash in the air, light bouncing off steel.


  A knife was slashing up at his face.


  “I would willingly see you die for what you’ve done,” said Marie, staring at Conklin. “And that realization revolts me.”


  “Then there’s nothing I can say to you,” replied the CIA man, limping across the room toward the general. “Other decisions could have been made—by him and by you.”


  “Could they? Where was he to start? When that man tried to kill him in Marseilles? In the rue Sarrasin? When they hunted him in Zurich? When they shot at him in Paris? And all the while he didn’t know why. What was he to do?”


  “Come out! Goddamn it, come out!”


  “He did. And when he did, you tried to kill him.”


  “You were there! You were with him. You had a memory.”


  “Assuming I knew whom to go to, would you have listened to me?”


  Conklin returned her gaze. “I don’t know,” he answered, breaking the contact between them and turning to Crawford. “What’s happening?”


  “Washington’s calling me back within ten minutes.”


  “But what’s happening?”


  “I’m not sure you want to hear it. Federal encroachment on state and municipal law-enforcement statutes. Clearances have to be obtained.”


  “Jesus!”


  “Look!” The army man suddenly bent down to the window. “The truck’s leaving.”


  “Someone got through,” said Conklin.


  “Who?”


  “I’ll find out.” The CIA man limped to the phone; there were scraps of paper on the table, telephone numbers written hastily. He selected one and dialed. “Give me Schumach…please…Schumach? This is Conklin, Central Intelligence. Who gave you the word?”


  The dispatcher’s voice on the line could be heard halfway across the room. “What word? Get off my back! We’re on that job and we’re going to finish it! Frankly I think you’re a whacko—”


  Conklin slammed down the phone. “Christ…oh, Christ!” His hand trembled as he gripped the instrument. He picked it up and dialed again, his eyes on another scrap of paper. “Petrocelli. Reclamations,” he commanded. “Petrocelli? Conklin again.”


  “You faded out. What happened?”


  “No time. Level with me. That priority invoice from Agency Controls. Who signed it?”


  “What do you mean, who signed it? The top cat who always signs them. McGivern.”


  Conklin’s face turned white. “That’s what I was afraid of,” he whispered, as he lowered the phone. He turned to Crawford, his head quivering as he spoke. “The order to GSA was signed by a man who retired two weeks ago.”


  “Carlos…”


  “Oh, God!” screamed Marie. “The man carrying the blankets, the straps! The way he held his head, his neck. Angled to the right. It was him! When his head hurts, he favors the right. It was Jason! He went inside.”


  Alexander Conklin turned back to the window, his eyes focused on the black enameled door across the way. It was closed.


  The hand! The skin…the dark eyes in the thin shaft of light. Carlos!


  Bourne whipped his head back as the razorlike edge of the blade sliced the flesh under his chin, the eruption of blood streaming across the hand that held the knife. He lashed his right foot out, catching his unseen attacker in the kneecap, then pivoted and plunged his left heel into the man’s groin. Carlos spun, and again the blade came out of the darkness, now surging toward him, the line of assault directly at his stomach. Jason sprang back off the ground, crossing his wrists, slashing downward, blocking the dark arm that was an extension of the handle. He twisted his fingers inward, yanking his hands together, vicing the forearm beneath his blood-soaked neck and wrenched the arm diagonally up. The knife creased the cloth of his field jacket and once above his chest. Bourne spiraled the arm downward, twisting the wrist now in his grip, crashing his shoulder into the assassin’s body, yanking again as Carlos plunged sideways off balance, his arm pulled half out of its socket.


  Jason heard the clatter of the knife on the floor. He lurched toward the sound, at the same time reaching into his belt for his gun. It caught on the cloth; he rolled on the floor, but not quickly enough. The steel toe of a shoe crashed into the side of his head—his temple—and shock waves bolted through him. He rolled again, faster, faster, until he smashed into the wall; coiling upward on his knee, trying to focus through the weaving, obscure shadows in the near total darkness. The flesh of a hand was caught in the thin line of light from the window; he lunged at it, his own hands now claws, his arms battering rams. He gripped the hand, snapping it back, breaking the wrist. A scream filled the room.


  A scream and the hollow, lethal cough of a gunshot. An icelike incision had been made in Bourne’s upper left chest, the bullet lodged somewhere near his shoulder blade. In agony, he crouched and sprang again, pummeling the killer with a gun into the wall above a sharp-edged piece of furniture. Carlos lunged away as two more muted shots were fired wildly. Jason dove to his left, freeing his gun, leveling it at the sounds in the darkness. He fired, the explosion deafening, useless. He heard the door crash shut; the killer had raced out into the hallway.


  Trying to fill his lungs with air, Bourne crawled toward the door. As he reached it, instinct commanded him to stay at the side and smash his fist into the wood at the bottom. What followed was the core of a terrifying nightmare. There was a short burst of automatic gunfire as the paneled wood splintered, fragments flying across the room. The instant it stopped, Jason raised his own weapon and fired diagonally through the door; the burst was repeated. Bourne spun away, pressing his back against the wall; the eruption stopped and he fired again. There were now two men inches from each other, wanting above all to kill each other. Cain is for Charlie and Delta is for Cain. Get Carlos. Trap Carlos. Kill Carlos!


  And then they were not inches from each other. Jason heard racing footsteps, then the sounds of a railing being broken as a figure lurched down the staircase. Carlos was racing below; the pig-animal wanted support; he was hurt. Bourne wiped the blood from his face, from his throat, and moved in front of what was left of the door. He pulled it open and stepped out into the narrow corridor, his gun leveled in front of him. Painfully he made his way toward the top of the dark staircase. Suddenly he heard shouts below.


  “What the hell you doin’ man? Pete! Peter!”


  Two metallic coughs filled the air.


  “Joey! Joey!”


  A single spit was heard; bodies crashed to a floor somewhere below.


  “Jesus! Jesus, Mother of—!”


  Two metallic coughs again, followed by a guttural cry of death. A third man was killed.


  What had that third man said? Two wiseass stiffs and now four crumbballs. The moving van was a Carlos operation! The assassin had brought two soldiers with him—the first three crumbballs from the shape-up. Three men with weapons, and he was one with a single gun. Cornered on the top floor of the brownstone. Still Carlos was inside. Inside. If he could get out, it would be Carlos who was cornered! If he could get out. Out!


  There was a window at the front end of the hallway, obscured by a black shade. Jason veered toward it, stumbling, holding his neck, creasing his shoulder so to blunt the pain in his chest. He ripped the shade from its spindle; the window was small, the glass here, too, thick, prismatic blocks of purple and blue light shooting through it. It was unbreakable, the frame riveted in place; there was no way he could smash a single pane. And then his eyes were drawn below to Seventy-first Street. The moving van was gone! Someone had to have driven it away…one of Carlos’ soldiers! That left two. Two men, not three. And he was on the high ground; there were always advantages on the high ground.


  Grimacing, bent partially over, Bourne made his way to the first door on the left; it was parallel to the top of the staircase. He opened it and stepped inside. From what he could see it was an ordinary bedroom: lamps, heavy furniture, pictures on the walls. He grabbed the nearest lamp, ripped the cord from the wall and carried it out to the railing. He raised it above his head and hurled it down, stepping back as metal and glass crashed below. There was another burst of gunfire, the bullets shredding the ceiling, cutting a path in the plaster. Jason screamed, letting the scream fade into a cry, the cry into a prolonged desperate wail, and then silence. He edged his way to the rear of the railing. He waited. Silence.


  It happened. He could hear the slow, cautious footsteps; the killer had been on the second floor landing. The footsteps came closer, became louder, a faint shadow appeared on the dark wall. Now. Bourne sprang out of his recess and fired four shots in rapid succession at the figure on the staircase; a line of bullet holes and eruptions of blood appeared diagonally across the man’s collar. The killer spun, roaring in anger and pain as his neck arched back and his body plummeted down the steps until it was still, sprawled faceup across the bottom three steps. In his hands was a deadly automatic field machine gun with a rod and brace for a stock.


  Now. Jason ran over to the top of the staircase and raced down, holding the railing, trying to keep whatever was left of his balance. He could not waste a moment; he might not find another. If he was going to reach the second floor it was now, in the immediate aftermath of the soldier’s death. And as he leaped over the dead body, Bourne knew it was a soldier; it was not Carlos. The man was tall and his skin was white, very white, his features Nordic or northern European, in no way Latin.


  Jason ran into the hallway of the second floor, seeking the shadows, hugging the wall. He stopped, listening. There was a sharp scrape in the distance, brief scratch from below. He knew what he had to do now. The assassin was on the first floor. And the sound had not been deliberate; it had not been loud enough or prolonged enough to signify a trap. Carlos was injured—a smashed kneecap or a broken wrist could disorient him to the point where he might collide with a piece of furniture or brush against a wall with a weapon in his hand, briefly losing his balance as Bourne was losing his. It was what he needed to know.


  Jason dropped to a crouch and crept back to the staircase, to the dead body sprawled across the steps. He had to pause for a moment; he was losing strength, too much blood. He tried to squeeze the flesh at the top of his throat and press the wound in his chest—anything to stem the bleeding. It was futile; to stay alive he had to get out of the brownstone, away from the place where Cain was born. Jason Bourne…there was no humor in the word association. He found his breath again, reached out and pried the automatic weapon from the dead man’s hands. He was ready.


  He was dying and he was ready. Get Carlos. Trap Carlos…Kill Carlos! He could not get out; he knew that. Time was not on his side. The blood would drain out of him before it happened. The end was the beginning: Cain was for Carlos and Delta was for Cain. Only one agonizing question remained: who was Delta? It did not matter. It was behind him now; soon there would be darkness, not violent but peaceful…freedom from that question.


  And with his death Marie would be free, his love would be free. Decent men would see to it, led by a decent man in Paris whose son had been killed on rue du Bac, whose life had been destroyed by an assassin’s whore. Within the next few minutes, thought Jason, silently checking the clip in the automatic weapon, he would fulfill his promise to that man, carry out the agreement he had with men he did not know. By doing both, the proof was his. Jason Bourne had died once on this day; he would die again but would take Carlos out with him. He was ready.


  He lowered himself to a prone position and crept hands over elbows toward the top of the staircase. He could smell the blood beneath him, the sweet, bland odor penetrating his nostrils, informing him of a practicality. Time was running out. He reached the top step, pulling his legs under him, digging into his pocket for one of the road flares he had purchased at the army-navy store on Lexington Avenue. He knew now why he had felt the compulsion to buy them. He was back in the unremembered Tam Quan, forgotten except for brilliant, blinding flashes of light. The flares had reminded him of that fragment of memory; they would light up a jungle now.


  He uncoiled the waxed fuse from the small round recess in the flare head, brought it to his teeth and bit through the cord, shortening the fuse to less than an inch. He reached into his other pocket and took out a plastic lighter; he pressed it against the flare, gripping both in his left hand. Then he angled the rod and the brace of the weapon into his right shoulder, shoving the curved strip of metal into the cloth of his blood-soaked field jacket; it was secure. He stretched out his legs and, snakelike, started down the final flight of steps, head below, feet above, his back scraping the wall.


  He reached the midpoint of the staircase. Silence, darkness, all the lights had been extinguished…Lights? Light? Where were the rays of sunlight he had seen in that hallway only minutes ago? They had streamed through a pair of French doors at the far end of the room—that room—beyond the corridor, but he could see only darkness now. The door had been shut; the door beneath him, the only other door in that hallway, was also closed, marked by a thin shaft of light at the bottom. Carlos was making him choose. Behind which door? Or was the assassin using a better strategy? Was he in the darkness of the narrow hallway itself?


  Bourne felt a stabbing jolt of pain in his shoulder blade, then an eruption of blood that drenched the flannel shirt beneath his field jacket. Another warning: there was very little time.


  He braced himself against the wall, the weapon leveled at the thin posts of the railing, aimed down into the darkness of the corridor. Now! He pulled the trigger. The staccato explosions tore the posts apart as the railing fell, the bullets shattering the walls and the door beneath him. He released the trigger, slipping his hand under the scalding barrel, grabbing the plastic lighter with his right hand, the flare in his left. He spun the flint; the wick took fire and he put it to the short fuse. He pulled his hand back to the weapon and squeezed the trigger again, blowing away everything below. A glass chandelier crashed to a floor somewhere; singing whines of ricochets filled the darkness. And then—light! Blinding light as the flare ignited, firing the jungle, lighting up the trees and the walls, the hidden paths and the mahogany corridors. The stench of death and the jungle was everywhere, and he was there.


  Almanac to Delta. Almanac to Delta. Abandon, abandon!


  Never. Not now. Not at the end. Cain is for Carlos and Delta is for Cain. Trap Carlos. Kill Carlos!


  Bourne rose to his feet, his back pressed against the wall, the flare in his left hand, the exploding weapon in his right. He plunged down into the carpeted underbrush, kicking the door in front of him open, shattering silver frames and trophies that flew off tables and shelves into the air. Into the trees. He stopped; there was no one in that quiet, soundproof, elegant room. No one in the jungle path.


  He spun around and lurched back into the hallway, puncturing the walls with a prolonged burst of gunfire. No one.


  The door at the end of the narrow, dark corridor. Beyond was the room where Cain was born. Where Cain would die, but not alone.


  He held his fire, shifting the flare to his right hand beneath the weapon, reaching into his pocket for the second flare. He pulled it out, and again uncoiled the fuse and brought it to his teeth, severing the cord, now millimeters from its point of contact with the gelatinous incendiary. He shoved the first flare to it; the explosion of light was so bright it pained his eyes. Awkwardly, he held both flares in his left hand and, squinting, his legs and arms losing the battle for balance, approached the door.


  It was open, the narrow crack extending from top to bottom on the lock side. The assassin was accommodating, but as he looked at that door, Jason instinctively knew one thing about it that Carlos did not know. It was a part of his past, a part of the room where Cain was born. He reached down with his right hand, bracing the weapon between his forearm and his hip, and gripped the knob.


  Now. He shoved the door open six inches and hurled the flares inside. A long staccato burst from a Sten gun echoed throughout the room, throughout the entire house, a thousand dead sounds forming a running chord beneath, as sprays of bullets imbedded in a lead shield backed by a steel plate in the door.


  The firing stopped, a final clip expended. Now. Bourne whipped his hand back to the trigger, crashed his shoulder into the door and lunged inside, firing in circles as he rolled on the floor, swinging his legs counterclockwise. Gunshots were returned wildly as Jason honed his weapon toward the source. A roar of fury burst from blindness across the room; it accompanied Bourne’s realization that the drapes had been drawn, blocking out the sunlight from the French doors. Then why was there so much light…magnified light beyond the sizzling blindness of the flares? It was overpowering, causing explosions in his head, sharp bolts of agony at his temples.


  The screen! The huge screen was pulled down from its bulging recess in the ceiling, drawn taut to the floor, the wide expanse of glistening silver a white-hot shield of ice-cold fire. He plunged behind the large hatch table to the protection of a copper dry bar; he rose and jammed the trigger back, in another burst—a final burst. The last clip had run out. He hurled the weapon by its rod-stock across the room at the figure in white overalls and a white silk scarf that had fallen below his face.


  The face! He knew it! He had seen it before! Where…where? Was it Marseilles? Yes…no! Zurich? Paris? Yes and no! Then it struck him at that instant in the blinding, vibrating light, that the face across the room was known to many, not just him. But from where? Where? As so much else, he knew it and did not know it. But he did know it! It was only the name he could not find!


  He spiraled back off his feet, behind the heavy copper dry bar. Gunshots came, two…three, the second bullet tearing the flesh of his left forearm. He pulled his automatic from his belt; he had three shots left. One of them had to find its mark—Carlos. There was a debt to pay in Paris, and a contract to fulfill, his love far safer with the assassin’s death. He took the plastic lighter from his pocket, ignited it and held it beneath a bar rag suspended from a hook. The cloth caught fire; he grabbed it and threw it to his right, as he dove to his left. Carlos fired at the flaming rag, as Bourne spun to his knees, leveling his gun, pulling the trigger twice.


  The figure buckled but did not fall. Instead, he crouched, then sprang like a white panther diagonally forward, his hands outstretched. What was he doing? Then Jason knew. The assassin gripped the edge of the huge silver screen, ripping it from its metal bracket in the ceiling, pulling it downward with all his weight and strength.


  It floated down above Bourne, filling his vision, blocking everything else from his mind. He screamed as the shimmering silver descended over him, suddenly more frightened of it than of Carlos or of any other human being on the earth. It terrified him, infuriated him, splitting his mind in fragments; images flashed across his eyes and angry voices shouted in his ears. He aimed his gun and fired at the terrible shroud. As he slashed his hand against it wildly, pushing the rough silver cloth away, he understood. He had fired his last shot, his last. As a legend named Cain, Carlos knew by sight and by sound every weapon on earth; he had counted the gunshots.


  The assassin loomed above him, the automatic in his hand aimed at Jason’s head. “Your execution, Delta. On the day scheduled. For everything you’ve done.”


  Bourne arched his back, rolling furiously to his right; at least he would die in motion! Gunshots filled the shimmering room, hot needles slicing across his neck, piercing his legs, cutting up to his waist. Roll, roll!


  Suddenly the gunshots stopped, and in the distance he could hear repeated sounds of hammering, the smashing of wood and steel, growing louder, more insistent. There was a final deafening crash from the dark corridor outside the library, followed by men shouting, running, and beyond them somewhere in the unseen, outside world, the insistent whine of sirens.


  “In here! He’s in here!” screamed Carlos.


  It was insane! The assassin was directing the invaders directly toward him, to him! Reason was madness, nothing on earth made sense!


  The door was crashed open by a tall man in a black overcoat; someone was with him, but Jason could not see. The mists were filling his eyes, shapes and sounds becoming obscured, blurred. He was rolling in space. Away…away.


  But then he saw the one thing he did not want to see. Rigid shoulders that floated above a tapered waist raced out of the room and down the dimly lit corridor. Carlos. His screams had sprung the trap open! He had reversed it! In the chaos he had trapped the stalkers. He was escaping!


  “Carlos…” Bourne knew he could not be heard; what emerged from his bleeding throat was a whisper. He tried again, forcing the sound from his stomach. “It’s him. It’s…Carlos!”


  There was confusion, commands shouted futilely, orders swallowed in consternation. And then a figure came into focus. A man was limping toward him, a cripple who had tried to kill him in a cemetery outside of Paris. There was nothing left! Jason lurched, crawling toward the sizzling, blinding flare. He grabbed it and held it as though it were a weapon, aiming it at the killer with a cane.


  “Come on! Come on! Closer, you bastard! I’ll burn your eyes out! You think you’ll kill me, you won’t! I’ll kill you! I’ll burn your eyes!”


  “You don’t understand,” said the trembling voice of the limping killer. “It’s me, Delta. It’s Conklin. I was wrong.”


  The flare singed his hands, his eyes!…Madness. The explosions were all around him now, blinding, deafening, punctuated by ear-splitting screeches from the jungle that erupted with each detonation.


  The jungle! Tam Quan! The wet, hot stench was everywhere, but they had reached it! The base camp was theirs!


  An explosion to his left; he could see it! High above the ground, suspended between two trees, the spikes of a bamboo cage. The figure inside was moving. He was alive! Get to him, reach him!


  A cry came from his right. Breathing, coughing in the smoke, a man was limping toward the dense underbrush, a rifle in his hand. It was him, the blond hair caught in the light, a foot broken from a parachute jump. The bastard! A piece of filth who had trained with them, studied the maps with them, flown north with them…all the time springing a trap on them! A traitor with a radio who told the enemy exactly where to look in that impenetrable jungle that was Tam Quan.


  It was Bourne! Jason Bourne. Traitor, garbage!


  Get him! Don’t let him reach others! Kill him! Kill Jason Bourne! He is your enemy! Fire!


  He did not fall! The head that had been blown apart was still there. Coming toward him! What was happening? Madness. Tam Quan…


  “Come with us,” said the limping figure, walking out of the jungle into what remained of an elegant room. That room. “We’re not your enemies. Come with us.”


  “Get away from me!” Bourne lunged again, now back to the fallen screen. It was his sanctuary, his shroud of death, the blanket thrown over a man at birth, a lining for his coffin. “You are my enemy! I’ll take you all! I don’t care, it doesn’t matter! Can’t you understand!? I’m Delta! Cain is for Charlie and Delta is for Cain! What more do you want from me? I was and I was not! I am and I am not! Bastards, bastards! Come on! Closer!”


  Another voice was heard, a deeper voice, calmer, less insistent. “Get her. Bring her in.”


  Somewhere in the distance the sirens reached a crescendo, and then they stopped. Darkness came and the waves carried Jason up to the night sky, only to hurl him down again, crashing him into an abyss of watery violence. He was entering an eternity of weightless…memory. An explosion filled the night sky now, a fiery diadem rose above black waters. And then he heard the words, spoken from the clouds, filling the earth.


  “Jason, my love. My only love. Take my hand. Hold it. Tightly, Jason. Tightly, my darling.”


  Peace came with the darkness.


  EPILOGUE


  



  Brigadier General Crawford put the file folder down on the couch beside him. “I don’t need this,” he said to Marie St. Jacques, who sat across from him in a straightback chair. “I’ve gone over it and over it, trying to find out where we missed.”


  “You presumed where no one should,” said the only other person in the hotel suite. He was Dr. Morris Panov, psychiatrist; he stood by the window, the morning sun streaming in, putting his expressionless face in shadow. “I allowed you to presume, and I’ll live with it for the rest of my life.”


  “It’s nearly two weeks now,” said Marie impatiently. “I’d like specifics. I think I’m entitled to them.”


  “You are. It was an insanity called clearance.”


  “Insanity,” agreed Panov.


  “Protection, also,” added Crawford. “I subscribe to that part. It has to continue for a very long time.”


  “Protection?” Marie frowned.


  “We’ll get to it,” said the general, glancing at Panov. “From everyone’s point of view, it’s vital. I trust we all accept that.”


  “Please! Jason—who is he?”


  “His name is David Webb. He was a career foreign service officer, a specialist in Far Eastern affairs, until his separation from the government five years ago.”


  “Separation?”


  “Resignation by mutual agreement. His work in Medusa precluded any sustained career in the State Department. ‘Delta’ was infamous and too many knew he was Webb. Such men are rarely welcome at the diplomatic conference tables. I’m not sure they should be. Visceral wounds are reopened too easily with their presence.”


  “He was everything they say? In Medusa?”


  “Yes. I was there. He was everything they say.”


  “It’s hard to believe,” said Marie.


  “He’d lost something very special to him and couldn’t come to grips with it. He could only strike out.”


  “What was that?”


  “His family. His wife was a Thai; they had two children, a boy and a girl. He was stationed in Phnom Penh, his house on the outskirts, near the Mekong River. One Sunday afternoon while his wife and children were down at their dock, a stray aircraft circled and dove, dropping two bombs and strafing the area. By the time he reached the river the dock was blown away, his wife and children floating in the water, their bodies riddled.”


  “Oh, God,” whispered Marie. “Whom did the plane belong to?”


  “It was never identified. Hanoi disclaimed it; Saigon said it wasn’t ours. Remember, Cambodia was neutral; no one wanted to be responsible. Webb had to strike out; he headed for Saigon and trained for Medusa. He brought a specialist’s intellect to a very brutal operation. He became Delta.”


  “Was that when he met d’Anjou?”


  “Later on, yes. Delta was notorious by then. North Vietnamese Intelligence had put an extraordinary price on his head, and it’s no secret that among our own people a number hoped they’d succeed. Then Hanoi found out that Webb’s younger brother was an army officer in Saigon, and having studied Delta—knowing the brothers were close—decided to mount a trap; they had nothing to lose. They kidnapped Lieutenant Gordon Webb and took him north, sending back a Cong informant with word that he was being held in the Tam Quan sector. Delta bit; along with the informer—a double agent—he formed a team of Medusans who knew the area and picked a night when no aircraft should have left the ground to fly north. D’Anjou was in the unit. So was another man Webb didn’t know about; a white man who’d been bought by Hanoi, an expert in communications who could assemble the electronic components of a high-frequency radio in the dark. Which is exactly what he did, betraying the unit’s position. Webb broke through the trap and found his brother. He also found the double agent and the white man. The Vietnamese escaped in the jungle; the white man didn’t. Delta executed him on the spot.”


  “And that man?” Marie’s eyes were riveted on Crawford.


  “Jason Bourne. A Medusan from Sydney, Australia; a runner of guns, narcotics and slaves throughout all Southeast Asia; a violent man with a criminal record who was nevertheless highly effective—if the price were high enough. It was in Medusa’s interests to bury the circumstances of his death; he became an MIA from a specialized unit. Years later, when Treadstone was being formed and Webb called back, it was Webb himself who took the name of Bourne. It fit the requirements of authenticity, traceability. He took the name of the man who’d betrayed him, the man he had killed in Tam Quan.”


  “Where was he when he was called back for Treadstone?” asked Marie. “What was he doing?”


  “Teaching in a small college in New Hampshire. Living an isolated life, some said destructive. For him.” Crawford picked up the file folder. “Those are the essential facts, Miss St. Jacques. Other areas will be covered by Dr. Panov, who’s made it clear that my presence is not required. There is, however, one remaining detail which must be thoroughly understood. It’s a direct order from the White House.”


  “The protection,” said Marie, her words a statement.


  “Yes. Wherever he goes, regardless of the identity he assumes or the success of his cover, he’ll be guarded around the clock. For as long as it takes—even if it never happens.”


  “Please explain that.”


  “He’s the only man alive who’s ever seen Carlos. As Carlos. He knows his identity, but it’s locked away in his mind, part of an unremembered past. We understand from what he says that Carlos is someone known to many people—a visible figure in a government somewhere, or in the media, or international banking or society. It fits with a prevalent theory. The point is one day that identity may come into focus for Webb. We realize you’ve had several discussions with Dr. Panov. I believe he’ll confirm what I’ve said.”


  Marie turned to the psychiatrist. “Is it true, Mo?”


  “It’s possible,” said Panov.


  Crawford left and Marie poured coffee for the two of them. Panov went to the couch where the brigadier had been sitting.


  “It’s still warm,” he said, smiling. “Crawford was sweating right down to his famous backsides. He has every right to, they all do.”


  “What’s going to happen?”


  “Nothing. Absolutely nothing until I tell them they can go ahead. And that may not be for months, a couple of years for all I know Not until he’s ready.”


  “For what?”


  “The questions. And photographs—volumes of them. They’re compiling a photographic encyclopedia based on the loose description he gave them. Don’t get me wrong; one day he’ll have to begin. He’ll want to; we’ll all want him to. Carlos has to be caught, and it’s not my intention to blackmail them into doing nothing. Too many people have given too much; he’s given too much. But right now he comes first. His head comes first.”


  “That’s what I mean. What’s going to happen to him?”


  Panov put down his coffee. “I’m not sure yet. I’ve too much respect for the human mind to deal you chicken soup psychology; there’s too damn much of it floating around in the wrong hands. I’ve been in on all the conferences—I insisted upon that—and I’ve talked to the other shrinks and the neurosurgeons. It’s true we can go in with a knife and reach the storm centers, reduce the anxieties, bring a kind of peace to him. Even bring him back to what he was, perhaps. But it’s not the kind of peace he wants…and there’s a far more dangerous risk. We might wipe away too much, take away the things he has found—will continue to find. With care. With time.”


  “Time?”


  “I believe it, yes. Because the pattern’s been established. There’s growth, the pain of recognition and the excitement of discovery. Does that tell you something?’


  Marie looked into Panov’s dark, weary eyes; there was a light in them. “All of us,” she said.


  “That’s right. In a way, he’s a functioning microcosm of us all. I mean, we’re all trying to find out who the hell we are, aren’t we?”


  Marie went to the front window in the cottage on the waterfront, with the rising dunes behind it, the fenced-off grounds surrounding it. And guards. Every fifty feet a man with a gun. She could see him several hundred yards down the beach; he was scaling shells over the water, watching them bounce across the waves that gently lapped into the shore. The weeks had been good to him, for him. His body was scarred but whole again, firm again. The nightmares were still there, and moments of anguish kept coming back during the daylight hours, but somehow it was all less terrifying. He was beginning to cope; he was beginning to laugh again. Panov had been right. Things were happening to him; images were becoming clearer, meaning found where there had been no meaning before.


  Something had happened now! Oh, God, what was it? He had thrown himself into the water and was thrashing around, shouting. Then, suddenly, he sprang out, leaping over the waves onto the beach. In the distance, by the barbed-wire fence, a guard spun around, a rifle whipped up under an arm, a handheld radio pulled from a belt.


  He began racing across the wet sand toward the house, his body lurching, swaying, his feet digging furiously into the soft surface, sending up sprays of water and sand behind him. What was it?


  Marie froze, prepared for the moment they knew might come one day, prepared for the sound of gunfire.


  He burst through the door, chest heaving, gasping for breath. He stared at her, his eyes as clear as she had ever seen them. He spoke softly, so softly she could barely hear him. But she did hear him.


  “My name is David…”


  She walked slowly toward him.


  “Hello, David,” she said.
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    Welcome, my dear

    Have a great life
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  CHAPTER ONE


  



  Kowloon. The teeming final extension of China that is no part of the north except in spirit—but the spirit runs deep and descends into the caverns of men’s souls without regard for the harsh, irrelevant practicalities of political borders. The land and the water are one, and it is the will of the spirit that determines how man will use the land and the water—again without regard for such abstractions as useless freedom or escapable confinement. The concern is only with empty stomachs, with women’s stomachs, children’s stomachs. Survival. There is nothing else. All the rest is dung to be spread over the infertile fields.


  It was sundown, and both in Kowloon and across Victoria Harbor on the island of Hong Kong an unseen blanket was gradually being lowered over the territory’s daylight chaos. The screeching Aiyas! of the street merchants were muted with the shadows, and quiet negotiations in the upper regions of the cold, majestic structures of glass and steel that marked the colony’s skyline were ending with nods and shrugs and brief smiles of silent accommodation. Night was coming, proclaimed by a blinding orange sun piercing an immense, jagged, fragmented wall of clouds in the west—sharply defined shafts of uncompromising energy about to plunge over the horizon, unwilling to let this part of the world forget the light.


  Soon darkness would spread across the sky, but not below. Below, the blazing lights of human invention would garishly illuminate the earth—this part of the earth where the land and the water are anxious avenues of access and conflict. And with the never-ending, ever-strident nocturnal carnival, other games would begin, games the human race should have abandoned with the first light of Creation. But there was no human life then—so who recorded it? Who knew? Who cared? Death was not a commodity.


  A small motorboat, its powerful engine belying its shabby exterior, sped through the Lamma Channel, heading around the coastline toward the harbor. To a disinterested observer it was merely one more xiao wanju, a legacy to a first son from a once unworthy fisherman who had struck minor riches—a crazy night of mah-jongg, hashish from the Triangle, smuggled jewels out of Macao—who cared how? The son could cast his nets or run his merchandise more efficiently by using a fast propeller rather than the slow sail of a junk or the sluggish engine of a sampan. Even the Chinese border guards and the marine patrols on and off the shores of the Shenzen Wan did not fire on such insignificant transgressors; they were unimportant, and who knew what families beyond the New Territories on the Mainland might benefit? It could be one of their own. The sweet herbs from the hills still brought full stomachs—perhaps filling one of their own. Who cared? Let them come. Let them go.


  The small craft with its Bimini canvas enveloping both sides of the forward cockpit cut its speed and cautiously zigzagged through the scattered flotilla of junks and sampans returning to their crowded berths in Aberdeen. One after another the boat people shrieked angry curses at the intruder, at its impudent engine and its more impudent wake. Then each became strangely silent as the rude interloper passed; something under the canvas quieted their sudden bursts of fury.


  The boat raced into the harbor’s corridor, a dark, watery path now bordered by the blazing lights of the island of Hong Kong on the right, Kowloon on the left. Three minutes later the outboard motor audibly sank into its lowest register as the hull swerved slowly past two filthy barges docked at the godown, and slid into an empty space on the west side of the Tsim Sha Tsui, Kowloon’s crowded, dollar-conscious waterfront. The strident hordes of merchants, setting up their nightly tourist traps on the wharf, paid no attention; it was merely one more jigi coming in from the catch. Who cared?


  Then, like the boat people out in the channel, the stalls on the waterfront nearest the insignificant intruder began to quiet down. Excited voices were silenced amid screeching commands and countercommands as eyes were drawn to a figure climbing up the black, oil-soaked ladder to the pier.


  He was a holy man. His shrouded figure was draped in a pure white caftan that accentuated his tall slender body—very tall for a Zhongguo ren, nearly six feet in height, perhaps. Little could be seen of his face, however, as the cloth was loose and the breezes kept pressing the white fabric across his dark features, drawing out the whiteness of his eyes—determined eyes, zealous eyes. This was no ordinary priest, anyone could see that. He was a heshang, a chosen one selected by elders steeped in wisdom who could perceive the inner spiritual knowledge of a young monk destined for higher things. And it did not hurt that such a monk was tall and slender and had eyes of fire. Such holy men drew attention to themselves, to their personages—to their eyes—and generous contributions followed, both in fear and in awe; mostly fear. Perhaps this heshang came from one of the mystic sects that wandered through the hills and forests of the Guangze, or from a religious brotherhood in the mountains of far-off Qing Gaoyuan—descendants, it was said, of a people in the distant Himalayas—they were always quite ostentatious and generally to be feared the most, for few understood their obscure teachings. Teachings that were couched in gentleness, but with subtle hints of indescribable agony should their lessons go unheeded. There was too much agony on the land and the water—who needed more? So give to the spirits, to the eyes of fire. Perhaps it would be recorded. Somewhere.


  The white-robed figure walked slowly through the parting crowds on the wharf, past the congested Star Ferry pier, and disappeared into the growing pandemonium of the Tsim Sha Tsui. The moment had passed; the stalls returned to their hysteria.


  The priest headed east on Salisbury Road until he reached the Peninsula Hotel, whose subdued elegance was losing the battle with its surroundings. He then turned north into Nathan Road, to the base of the glittering Golden Mile, that strip of strips where opposing multitudes shrieked for attention. Both natives and tourists alike took notice of the stately holy man as he passed crowded storefronts and alleys bulging with merchandise, three-story discos and topless cafés where huge, amateurish billboards hawked Oriental charms above stalls offering the steamed delicacies of the noonday dim sum. He walked for nearly ten minutes through the garish carnival, now and then acknowledging glances with a slight bow of his head, and twice shaking it while issuing commands to the same short, muscular Zhongguo ren, who alternately followed him, then passed him with quick, dancelike steps, turning to search the intense eyes for a sign.


  The sign came—two abrupt nods—as the priest turned and walked through the beaded entrance of a raucous cabaret. The Zhongguo ren remained outside, his hand unobtrusively under his loose tunic, his own eyes darting about the crazy street, a thoroughfare he could not understand. It was insane! Outrageous! But he was the tudi; he would protect the holy man with his life, no matter the assault on his own sensibilities.


  Inside the cabaret the heavy layers of smoke were slashed by roving colored lights, most whirling in circles and directed toward a platform stage where a rock group ululated in deafening frenzy, a frantic admixture of punk and Far East. Shiny black, tight-fitting, ill-fitting trousers quivered maniacally on spindly legs below black leather jackets over soiled white silk shirts open to the waist, while each head was shaved around its skull at the temple line, each face grotesque, heavily made up to accentuate its essentially passive Oriental character. And as if to emphasize the conflict between East and West, the jarring music would occasionally, startlingly, come to a stop, as the plaintive strains of a simple Chinese melody emerged from a single instrument, while the figures remained rigid under the swirling bombardment of the spotlights.


  The priest stood still for a moment surveying the huge crowded room. A number of customers in varying stages of drunkenness looked up at him from the tables. Several rolled coins in his direction before they turned away, while a few got out of their chairs, dropped Hong Kong dollars beside their drinks, and headed for the door. The heshang was having an effect, but not the effect desired by the obese, tuxedoed man who approached him.


  “May I be of assistance, Holy One?” asked the cabaret’s manager.


  The priest leaned forward and spoke into the man’s ear, whispering a name. The manager’s eyes widened, then he bowed and gestured toward a small table by the wall. The priest nodded back in appreciation and walked behind the man to his chair as adjacent customers took uncomfortable notice.


  The manager leaned down and spoke with a reverence he did not feel. “Would you care for refreshment, Holy One?”


  “Goat’s milk, if it is by chance available. If not, plain water will be more than sufficient. And I thank you.”


  “It is the privilege of the establishment,” said the tuxedoed man, bowing and moving away, trying to place the slow, softly spoken dialect he could not recognize. It did not matter. This tall, white-robed priest had business with the laoban, and that was all that mattered. He had actually used the laoban’s name, a name seldom spoken in the Golden Mile, and on this particular evening the powerful taipan was on the premises—in a room he would not publicly acknowledge knowing. But it was not the province of the manager to tell the laoban that the priest had arrived; the berobed one had made that clear. All was privacy this night, he had insisted. When the august taipan wished to see him, a man would come out to find him. So be it; it was the way of the secretive laoban, one of the wealthiest and most illustrious taipans in Hong Kong.


  “Send a kitchen stick down the street for some fuck-fuck mother goat’s milk,” said the manager harshly to a head boy on the floor. “And tell him to be damn-damn quick. The existence of his stinking offspring will depend upon it.”


  The holy man sat passively at the table, his zealous eyes now gentler, observing the foolish activity, apparently neither condemning nor accepting but merely taking it all in with the compassion of a father watching errant children.


  Abruptly through the whirling lights there was an intrusion. Several tables away a bright camper’s match was struck and quickly extinguished. Then another, and finally a third, this last held under a long black cigarette. The brief series of flashes drew the attention of the priest. He moved his shrouded head slowly toward the flame and the lone, unshaven, coarsely dressed Chinese drawing in the smoke. Their eyes met; the holy man’s nod was almost imperceptible, barely a motion, and was acknowledged by an equally obscure movement as the match went out.


  Seconds later the crudely dressed smoker’s table was suddenly in flames. Fire shot up from the surface, spreading quickly to all the articles of paper on the surface—napkins, menus, dim sum baskets, isolated eruptions of potential disaster. The disheveled Chinese screamed and, with a shattering crash, overturned the table as waiters raced, shrieking, toward the flames. Customers on all sides leaped from their chairs as the fire on the floor—narrow strands of pulsing blue flame—inexplicably spread in rivulets around excited, stamping feet. The pandemonium grew as people rapidly slapped out the small fires with tablecloths and aprons. The manager and his head boys gestured wildly, shouting that all was under control; the danger had passed. The rock group played with even greater intensity, attempting to draw the crowd back into its frenzied orbit and away from the area of diminishing panic.


  Suddenly, there was a greater disturbance, a more violent eruption. Two head boys had collided with the shabbily dressed Zhongguo ren whose carelessness and outsized matches had caused the conflagration. He responded with rapid Wing Chun chops—rigid hands crashing into shoulder blades and throats—as his feet hammered up into abdomens, sending the two shi-ji reeling back into the surrounding customers. The physical abuse compounded the panic, the chaos. The heavyset manager, now roaring, intervened and he, too, fell away, stunned by a well-placed kick to his rib cage. The unshaven Zhongguo ren then picked up a chair and hurled it at the screaming figures near the fallen man as three other waiters rushed into the melee in defense of their Zongguan. Men and women who only seconds ago were merely screaming now began thrashing their arms about, pummeling anyone and everyone near them. The rock group gyrated to its outer limits, frantic dissonance worthy of the scene. The riot had taken hold, and the burly peasant glanced across the room at the single table next to the wall. The priest was gone.


  The unshaven Zhongguo ren picked up a second chair and smashed it down across a nearby table, splintering the wooden frame and swinging a broken leg into the crowd. Only moments to go, but those moments were everything.


  The priest stepped through the door far back in the wall near the entrance of the cabaret. He closed it quickly, adjusting his eyes to the dim light of the long, narrow hallway. His right arm was stiff beneath the folds of his white caftan, his left diagonally across his waist, also under the sheer white fabric. Down the corridor, no more than twenty-five feet away a startled man sprang from the wall, his right hand plunging beneath his jacket to yank a large, heavy-caliber revolver from an unseen shoulder holster. The holy man nodded slowly, impassively, repeatedly, as he moved forward with graceful steps appropriate to a religious procession.


  “Amita-fo, Amita-fo,” he said softly, over and over again as he approached the man. “Everything is peaceful, all is in peace, the spirits will it.”


  “Jou matyeh?” The guard was beside a door; he shoved the ugly weapon forward and continued in a guttural Cantonese bred in the northern settlements. “Are you lost, priest? What are you doing here? Get out! This is no place for you!”


  “Amita-fo, Amita-fo…”


  “Get out! Now!”


  The guard had no chance. Swiftly the priest pulled a razor-thin, double-edged knife from the folds at his waist. He slashed the man’s wrist, half severing the hand with the gun from the guard’s arm, then arced the blade surgically across the man’s throat; air and blood erupted as the head snapped back in a mass of shining red; he fell to the floor, a corpse.


  Without hesitation, the killer-priest slid the blemished knife into the cloth of his caftan where it held, and from under the right side of his robe he withdrew a thin-framed Uzi machine gun, its curved magazine holding more ammunition than he would need. He raised his foot and crashed it into the door with the strength of a mountain cat, racing inside to find what he knew he would find.


  Five men—Zhongguo ren—were sitting around a table with pots of tea and short glasses of potent whisky near each; there were no written papers anywhere in sight, no notes or memoranda, only ears and watchful eyes. And as each pair of eyes looked up in shock the faces were contorted with panic. Two well-dressed negotiators plunged their hands inside their well-tailored jackets while they spun out of the chairs; another lunged under the table as the remaining two sprang up screaming and raced futilely into silk-covered walls, spinning around in desperation, seeking pardons yet knowing none would be forthcoming. A shattering fusillade of bullets ripped into the Zhongguo ren. Blood gushed from fatal wounds as skulls were pierced and eyes were punctured, mouths torn apart, bright red in muted screams of death. The walls and the floor and the polished table glistened sickeningly with the bloody evidence of death. Everywhere. It was over.


  The killer surveyed his work. Satisfied, he knelt down by a large, stagnant pool of blood and moved his index finger through it. He then pulled out a square of dark cloth from his left sleeve and spread it over his handiwork. He rose to his feet and rushed out of the room, unbuttoning the white caftan as he ran down the dim hallway; the robe was open by the time he reached the door to the cabaret. He removed the razorlike knife from the cloth and shoved it into a scabbard on his belt. Then, holding the folds of cloth together, his hood in place, the lethal weapon secure at his side, he pulled the door back and walked inside, into the brawling chaos that showed no sign of lessening. But then why should it be different? He had left it barely thirty seconds ago and his man was well trained.


  “Faai-di!” The shout came from the burly, unshaven peasant from Canton; he was ten feet away, overturning another table and striking a match, dropping it on the floor. “The police will be here any moment! The bartender just reached a phone, I saw him!”


  The killer-priest ripped the caftan away from his body and the hood from his head. In the wild revolving lights his face looked as macabre as any in the frenzied rock group. Heavy makeup outlined his eyes, white lines defining the shape of each, and his face was an unnatural brown. “Go in front of me!” he commanded the peasant. He dropped his costume and the Uzi on the floor next to the door while removing a pair of thin surgical gloves; he shoved them into his flannel trousers.


  For a cabaret in the Golden Mile to summon the police was not a decision easily arrived at. There were heavy fines for poor management, stiff penalties for endangering tourists. The police knew these risks and responded quickly when they were taken. The killer ran behind the peasant from Canton who joined the panicked crowd at the entrance screaming to get out. The coarsely dressed brawler was a bull; bodies in front of him fell away under the force of his blows. Guard and killer burst through the door and into the street, where another crowd had gathered shrieking questions and epithets and cries of bad joss—misfortune for the establishment. They threaded their way through the excited onlookers and were joined by the short, muscular Chinese who had waited outside. He grabbed the arm of his defrocked charge and pulled his priest into the narrowest of alleys, where he took out two towels from under his tunic. One was soft and dry, the other encased in plastic—it was warm and wet and perfumed.


  The assassin gripped the wet towel and began rubbing it over his face, sinking it around and into the sockets of his eyes and across the exposed flesh of his neck. He reversed the cloth and repeated the process with even greater pressure, scrubbing his temples and his hairline until his white skin was apparent. He then dried himself with the second towel, smoothed his dark hair, and straightened the regimental tie that fell on the cream-colored shirt under his dark blue blazer. “Jau!” he ordered his two companions. They ran and disappeared in the crowds.


  And a lone, well-dressed Occidental walked out into the strip of Oriental pleasures.


  Inside the cabaret the excited manager was berating the bartender who had called the jing cha; the fines would be on his fuck-fuck head! For the riot had inexplicably subsided, leaving the customers bewildered. Head boys and waiters were mollifying the patrons, patting shoulders and clearing away the debris, while straightening tables and producing new chairs and dispensing free glasses of whisky. The rock group concentrated on the current favorites, and as swiftly as the order of the evening had been disrupted it was restored. With luck, thought the tuxedoed manager, the explanation that an impetuous bartender had mistaken a belligerent drunk for something far more serious would be acceptable to the police.


  Suddenly, all thoughts of fines and official harassment were swept away as his eyes were drawn to a clump of white fabric on the floor across the room—in front of the door to the inner offices. White cloth, pure white—the priest? The door! The laoban! The conference! His breath short, his face drenched with sweat, the obese manager raced between the tables to the discarded caftan. He knelt down, his eyes wide, his breathing now suspended, as he saw the dark barrel of a strange weapon protruding from beneath the folds of white. And what made him choke on his barely formed terror was the sight of tiny specks and thin streaks of shiny, undried blood soiling the cloth.


  “Go hai matyeh?” The question was asked by a second man in a tuxedo, but without the status conferred by a cummerbund—in truth the manager’s brother and first assistant. “Oh, damn the Christian Jesus!” he swore under his breath as his brother gathered up the odd-looking gun in the spotted caftan.


  “Come!” ordered the manager, getting to his feet and heading for the door.


  “The police!” objected the brother. “One of us should speak to them, calm them, do what we can.”


  “It may be that we can do nothing but give them our heads! Quickly!”


  Inside the dimly lit corridor the proof was there. The slain guard lay in a river of his own blood, his weapon gripped by a hand barely attached to his wrist. Within the conference room itself, the proof was complete. Five bloodied corpses were in spastic disarray, one specifically, shockingly, the focus of the manager’s horrified interest. He approached the body and the punctured skull. With his handkerchief he wiped away the blood and stared at the face.


  “We are dead,” he whispered. “Kowloon is dead, Hong Kong dead. All is dead.”


  “What?”


  “This man is the Vice-Premier of the People’s Republic, successor to the Chairman himself.”


  “Here! Look!” The first-assistant brother lunged toward the body of the dead laoban. Alongside the riddled, bleeding corpse was a black bandanna. It was lying flat, the fabric with the curlicues of white discolored by blotches of red. The brother picked it up and gasped at the writing in the circle of blood underneath: JASON BOURNE.


  The manager sprang across the floor. “Great Christian Jesus!” he uttered, his whole body trembling. “He’s come back. The assassin has come back to Asia! Jason Bourne! He’s come back!”


  



  CHAPTER TWO


  



  The sun fell behind the Sangre de Cristo Mountains in central Colorado as the Cobra helicopter roared out of the blazing light—a giant fluttering silhouette—and stuttered its way down toward the threshold on the edge of the timberline. The concrete landing pad was several hundred feet from a large rectangular house of heavy wood and thick beveled glass. Aside from generators and camouflaged communications disks, no other structures were in sight. Tall trees formed a dense wall, concealing the house from all outsiders. The pilots of these highly maneuverable aircraft were recruited from the senior officer corps of the Cheyenne complex in Colorado Springs. None was lower than a full colonel and each had been cleared by the National Security Council in Washington. They never spoke about their trips to the mountain retreat; the destination was always obscured on flight plans. Headings were issued by radio when the choppers were airborne. The location was not on any public map and its communications were beyond the scrutiny of allies and enemies alike. The security was total; it had to be. This was a place for strategists whose work was so sensitive and frequently entailed such delicate global implications that the planners could not be seen together outside government buildings or in the buildings themselves, and certainly never inside adjacent offices known to have connecting doors. There were hostile, inquisitive eyes everywhere—allies and enemies alike—who knew of the work these men did, and if they were observed together, alarms would surely go out. The enemy was vigilant and allies jealously guarded their own intelligence fiefdoms.


  The doors of the Cobra opened. A frame of steel steps snapped to the ground as an obviously bewildered man climbed down into the floodlights. He was escorted by a major general in uniform. The civilian was slender, middle-aged, and of medium height, and was dressed in a pin-striped suit, white shirt and paisley tie. Even under the harsh, decelerating wash of the rotor blades his careful grooming remained intact, as though it were important to him and not to be abused. He followed the officer and together they walked up a concrete path to a door at the side of the house. The door opened as both men approached. However, only the civilian went inside; the general nodded, giving one of those informal salutes veteran soldiers reserve for the nonmilitary and officers of their own rank.


  “Nice to have met you, Mr. McAllister,” said the general. “Someone else will take you back.”


  “You’re not coming in?” asked the civilian.


  “I’ve never been in,” replied the officer, smiling. “I just make sure it’s you, and get you from Point B to Point C.”


  “Sounds like a waste of rank, General.”


  “It probably isn’t,” observed the soldier without further comment. “But then I have other duties. Goodbye.”


  McAllister walked inside, into a long paneled corridor, his escort now a pleasant-faced, well-dressed husky man who had all the outward signs of Internal Security about him—physically quick and capable, and anonymous in a crowd.


  “Did you have a pleasant flight, sir?” asked the younger man.


  “Does anybody, in one of those things?”


  The guard laughed. “This way, sir.”


  They went down the corridor, passing several doors along both walls, until they reached the end where there was a pair of larger double doors with two red lights in the upper left and right corners. They were cameras on separate circuits. Edward McAllister had not seen devices like those since he left Hong Kong two years ago, and then only because he had been briefly assigned to British Intelligence MI6, Special Branch, for consultations. To him the British had seemed paranoid where security was concerned. He had never understood those people, especially after they awarded him a citation for doing minimal work for them in affairs they should have been on top of to begin with. The guard rapped on the door; there was a quiet click and he opened the right panel.


  “Your other guest, sir,” said the husky man.


  “Thank you so very much,” replied a voice. The astonished McAllister instantly recognized it from scores of radio and television newscasts over the years, its inflections learned in an expensive prep school and several prestigious universities, with a postgraduate career in the British Isles. There was, however, no time to adjust. The gray-haired, impeccably dressed man with a lined, elongated face that bespoke his seventy-plus years got up from a large desk and walked gingerly across the room, his hand extended. “Mr. Undersecretary, how good of you to come. May I introduce myself. I’m Raymond Havilland.”


  “I’m certainly aware of who you are, Mr. Ambassador. It’s a privilege, sir.”


  “Ambassador without portfolio, McAllister, which means there’s very little privilege left. But there’s still work.”


  “I can’t imagine any President of the United States within the past twenty years surviving without you.”


  “Some muddled through, Mr. Undersecretary, but with your experience at State, I suspect you know that better than I do.” The diplomat turned his head. “I’d like you to meet John Reilly. Jack’s one of those highly knowledgeable associates we’re never supposed to know about over at the National Security Council. He’s not so terrifying, is he?”


  “I hope not,” said McAllister, crossing to shake hands with Reilly, who had gotten up from one of the two leather chairs facing the desk. “Nice to meet you, Mr. Reilly.”


  “Mr. Undersecretary,” said the somewhat obese man with red hair that matched a freckled forehead. The eyes behind the steel-rimmed glasses did not convey geniality; they were sharp and cold.


  “Mr. Reilly is here,” continued Havilland, crossing behind the desk and indicating the vacant chair on the right for McAllister, “to make sure I stay in line. As I understand it, that means there are some things I can say, others I can’t say, and certain things that only he can say.” The ambassador sat down. “If that appears enigmatic to you, Mr. Undersecretary, I’m afraid it’s all I can offer you at this juncture.”


  “Everything that’s happened during the past five hours since I was ordered to Andrews Air Force Base has been an enigma, Ambassador Havilland. I have no idea why I was brought here.”


  “Then let me tell you in general terms,” said the diplomat, glancing at Reilly and leaning forward on the desk. “You are in a position to be of extraordinary service to your country—and to interests far beyond this country—exceeding anything you may have considered during your long and distinguished career.”


  McAllister studied the ambassador’s austere face, uncertain how to reply. “My career at the Department of State has been fulfilling, and, I trust, professional, but it can hardly be called distinguished in the broadest sense. Quite frankly, the opportunities never presented themselves.”


  “One has presented itself to you now,” interrupted Havilland. “And you are uniquely qualified to carry it out.”


  “In what way? Why?”


  “The Far East,” said the diplomat with an odd inflection in his voice, as though the reply might itself be a question. “You’ve been with the State Department for over twenty years since you received your doctorate in Far Eastern Studies at Harvard. You’ve served your government commendably with many years of outstanding foreign service in Asia, and since your return from your last post your judgments have proved to be extremely valuable in formulating policy in that troubled part of the world. You’re considered a brilliant analyst.”


  “I appreciate what you say, but there were others in Asia. Many others who attained equal and higher ratings than I did.”


  “Accidents of events and posting, Mr. Undersecretary. Let’s be frank, you’ve done well.”


  “But what separates me from the others? Why am I more qualified for this opportunity than they?”


  “Because no one else compares with you as a specialist in the internal affairs of the People’s Republic of China—I believe you played a pivotal role in the trade conferences between Washington and Peking. Also, none of the others spent seven years in Hong Kong.” Here Raymond Havilland paused, then added, “Finally, no one else in our Asian posts was ever assigned to or accepted by the British government’s MI-Six, Special Branch, in the territory.”


  “I see,” said McAllister, recognizing that the last qualification, which seemed the least important to him, had a certain significance for the diplomat. “My work in Intelligence was minimal, Mr. Ambassador. The Special Branch’s acceptance of me was based more on its own—disinformation, I think is the word, than any unique talents of mine. Those people simply believed the wrong sets of facts and the sums didn’t total. It didn’t take long to find the ‘correct figures,’ as I remember they put it.”


  “They trusted you, McAllister. They still trust you.”


  “I assume that trust is intrinsic to this opportunity, whatever it is?”


  “Very much so. It’s vital.”


  “Then may I hear what the opportunity is?”


  “You may.” Havilland looked over at the third participant, the man from the National Security Council. “If you care to,” he added.


  “My turn,” said Reilly, not unpleasantly. He shifted his heavy torso in the chair and gazed at McAllister, with eyes still rigid but without the coldness they had displayed previously, as though he was now asking for understanding. “At the moment our voices are being taped—it’s your constitutional right to know that—but it’s a two-sided right. You must swear to absolute secrecy concerning the information imparted to you here, not only in the interests of national security but in the further and conceivably greater interests of specific world conditions. I know that sounds like a come-on to whet your appetite, but it’s not meant to be. We’re deadly serious. Will you agree to the condition? You can be prosecuted in a closed trial under the national security nondisclosure statutes if you violate the oath.”


  “How can I agree to a condition like that when I have no idea what the information is?”


  “Because I can give you a quick overview and it’ll be enough for you to say yes or no. If it’s no, you’ll be escorted out of here and flown back to Washington. No one will be the loser.”


  “Go ahead.”


  “All right.” Reilly spoke calmly. “You’ll be discussing certain events that took place in the past—not ancient history, but not current by any means. The actions themselves were disavowed—buried, to be more accurate. Does that sound familiar, Mr. Undersecretary?”


  “I’m from the State Department. We bury the past when it serves no purpose to reveal it. Circumstances change; judgments made in good faith yesterday are often a problem tomorrow. We can’t control these changes any more than the Soviets or the Chinese can.”


  “Well put!” said Havilland.


  “Not yet it isn’t,” objected Reilly, raising a palm to the ambassador. “The undersecretary is evidently an experienced diplomat. He didn’t say yes and he didn’t say no.” The man from the NSC again looked at McAllister; the eyes behind the steel-rimmed glasses were once again sharp and cold. “What is it, Mr. Undersecretary? You want to sign on, or do you want to leave?”


  “One part of me wants to get up and leave as quickly as I can,” said McAllister, looking alternately at both men. “The other part says ‘Stay.’” He paused, his gaze settling on Reilly, and added, “Whether you intended it or not, my appetite is whetted.”


  “It’s a hell of a price to pay for being hungry,” replied the Irishman.


  “It’s more than that.” The undersecretary of State spoke softly. “I’m a professional, and if I am the man you want, I really don’t have a choice, do I?”


  “I’m afraid I’ll have to hear the words,” said Reilly. “Do you want me to repeat them?”


  “It won’t be necessary.” McAllister frowned in thought, then spoke. “I, Edward Newington McAllister, fully understand that whatever is said during this conference—” He stopped and looked at Reilly. “I assume you’ll fill in the particulars, such as time and location and those present?”


  “Date, place, hour and minute of entry and identifications—it’s all been done and logged.”


  “Thank you. I’ll want a copy before I leave.”


  “Of course.” Without raising his voice, Reilly looked straight ahead and quietly issued an order. “Please note. Have a copy of this tape available for the subject upon his departure. Also equipment for him to verify its contents on the premises. I’ll initial the copy.… Go ahead, Mr. McAllister.”


  “I appreciate that.… With regard to whatever is said at this conference, I accept the condition of nondisclosure. I will speak to no one about any aspect of the discussion unless instructed to do so personally by Ambassador Havilland. I further understand that I may be prosecuted at a closed trial should I violate this agreement. However, should such a trial ever take place, I reserve the right to confront my accusers, not their affidavits or depositions. I add this, for I cannot conceive of any circumstances where I would or could violate the oath I’ve just taken.”


  “There are circumstances, you know,” said Reilly gently.


  “Not in my book.”


  “Extreme physical abuse, chemicals, being tricked by men and women far more experienced than you. There are ways, Mr. Undersecretary.”


  “I repeat. Should a case ever be brought against me—and such things have happened to others—I reserve the right to face any and all accusers.”


  “That’s good enough for us.” Again Reilly looked straight ahead and spoke. “Terminate this tape and pull the plugs. Confirm.”


  “Confirmed,” said a voice eerily from a speaker somewhere overhead. “You are now…out.”


  “Proceed, Mr. Ambassador,” said the red-haired man. “I’ll interrupt only when I feel it’s necessary.”


  “I’m sure you will, Jack.” Havilland turned to McAllister. “I take back my previous statement; he really is a terror. After forty-odd years of service, I’m told by a redheaded whippersnapper who should go on a diet when to shut up.”


  The three men smiled; the aging diplomat knew the moment and the method to reduce tension. Reilly shook his head and genially spread his hands. “I would never do that, sir. Certainly, I hope not so obviously.”


  “What say, McAllister? Let’s defect to Moscow and say he was the recruiter. The Russkies would probably give us both dachas and he’d be in Leavenworth.”


  “You’d get the dacha, Mr. Ambassador. I’d share a flat with twelve Siberians. No thank you, sir. He’s not interrupting me.”


  “Very good. I’m surprised none of those well-intentioned meddlers in the Oval Office ever tapped you for his staff, or at least sent you to the UN.”


  “They didn’t know I existed.”


  “That status will change,” said Havilland, abruptly serious. He paused, staring at the undersecretary, then lowered his voice. “Have you ever heard the name Jason Bourne?”


  “How could anyone posted in Asia not have heard it?” answered McAllister. “Thirty-five to forty murders, the assassin for hire who eluded every trap ever set for him. A pathological killer whose only morality was the price of the kill. They say he was an American—is an American; I don’t know, he faded from sight—and that he was a defrocked priest and an importer who’d stolen millions and a deserter from the French Foreign Legion and God knows how many other stories. The only thing I do know is that he was never caught, and our failure to catch him was a burden on our diplomacy throughout the Far East.”


  “Was there any pattern to his victims?”


  “None. They were random, across the board. Two bankers here, three attachés there—meaning CIA; a minister of state from Delhi, an industrialist from Singapore, and numerous—far too numerous—politicians, generally decent men. Their cars were bombed in the streets, their flats blown up. Then there were unfaithful husbands and wives and lovers of various persuasions in various scandals; he offered final solutions for bruised egos. There was no one he wouldn’t kill, no method too brutal or demeaning for him.… No, there wasn’t a pattern, just money. The highest bidder. He was a monster—is a monster, if he’s still alive.”


  Once more Havilland leaned forward, his eyes steady on the undersecretary of State. “You say he faded from sight. Just like that? You never picked up anything, any rumors or backstairs gossip from our Asian embassies or consulates?”


  “There was talk, yes, but none of it was ever confirmed. The story I heard most often came from the Macao police, where Bourne was last known to be. They said he wasn’t dead, or retired, but instead had gone to Europe looking for wealthier clients. If it’s true, it might be only half the story. The police also claimed informants told them that several contracts had gone sour for Bourne, that in one instance he killed the wrong man, a leading figure in the Malaysian underworld, and in another, it was said he raped a client’s wife. Perhaps the circle was closing in on him—and perhaps not.”


  “What do you mean?”


  “Most of us bought the first half of the story, not the second. Bourne wouldn’t kill the wrong man, especially someone like that; he didn’t make those kinds of mistakes. And if he raped a client’s wife—which is doubtful—he would have done so out of hatred or revenge. He would have forced a bound husband to watch and then killed them both. No, most of us subscribed to the first story. He went to Europe, where there were bigger fish to fry—and murder.”


  “You were meant to accept that version,” said Havilland, leaning back in his chair.


  “I beg your pardon?”


  “The only man Jason Bourne ever killed in post-Vietnam Asia was an enraged conduit who tried to kill him.”


  Stunned, McAllister stared at the diplomat. “I don’t understand.”


  “The Jason Bourne you’ve just described never existed. He was a myth.”


  “You can’t be serious.”


  “Never more so. Those were turbulent times in the Far East. The drug networks operating out of the Golden Triangle were fighting a disorganized, unpublicized war. Consuls, vice-consuls, police, politicians, criminal gangs, border patrols—the highest and the lowest social orders—all were affected. Money in unimaginable amounts was the mother’s milk of corruption. Whenever and wherever a well-publicized killing took place—regardless of the circumstances or those accused—Bourne was on the scene and took credit for the kill.”


  “He was the killer,” insisted a confused McAllister. “There were the signs, his signs. Everyone knew it!”


  “Everyone assumed it, Mr. Undersecretary. A mocking telephone call to the police, a small article of clothing sent in the mails, a black bandanna found in the bushes a day later. They were all part of the strategy.”


  “The strategy? What are you talking about?”


  “Jason Bourne—the original Jason Bourne—was a convicted murderer, a fugitive whose life ended with a bullet in his head in a place called Tam Quan during the last months of the Vietnam war. It was a jungle execution. The man was a traitor. His corpse was left to rot—he simply disappeared. Several years later, the man who executed him took on his identity for one of our projects, a project that nearly succeeded, should have succeeded, but went off the wire.”


  “Off the what?”


  “Out of control. That man—that very brave man—who went underground for us, using the name Jason Bourne for three years, was injured, and the result of those injuries was amnesia. He lost his memory; he neither knew who he was nor who he was meant to be.”


  “Good Lord…”


  “He was between a rock and a hard place. With the help of an alcoholic doctor on a Mediterranean island he tried to trace his life, his identity, and here, I’m afraid, he failed. He failed but the woman who befriended him did not fail; she’s now his wife. Her instincts were accurate; she knew he wasn’t a killer. She purposely forced him to examine his words, his abilities, ultimately to make the contacts that would lead him back to us. But we, with the most sophisticated Intelligence apparatus in the world, did not listen to the human quotient. We set a trap to kill him—”


  “I must interrupt, Mr. Ambassador,” said Reilly.


  “Why?” asked Havilland. “It’s what we did and we’re not on tape.”


  “An individual made the determination, not the United States government. That should be clear, sir.”


  “All right,” agreed the diplomat, nodding. “His name was Conklin, but it’s irrelevant, Jack. Government personnel went along. It happened.”


  “Government personnel were also instrumental in saving his life.”


  “Somewhat after the fact,” muttered Havilland.


  “But why?” asked McAllister; he now leaned forward, mesmerized by the bizarre story. “He was one of us. Why would anyone want to kill him?”


  “His loss of memory was taken for something else. It was erroneously believed that he had turned, that he had killed three of his controls and disappeared with a great deal of money—government funds totaling over five million dollars.”


  “Five million…?” Astonished, the undersecretary of State slowly sank back into the chair. “Funds of that magnitude were available to him personally?”


  “Yes,” said the ambassador. “They, too, were part of the strategy, part of the project.”


  “I assume this is where silence is necessary. The project, I mean.”


  “It’s imperative,” answered Reilly. “Not because of the project—in spite of what happened we make no apology for that operation—but because of the man we recruited to become Jason Bourne and where he came from.”


  “That’s cryptic.”


  “It’ll become clear.”


  “The project, please.”


  Reilly looked at Raymond Havilland; the diplomat nodded and spoke. “We created a killer to draw out and trap the most deadly assassin in Europe.”


  “Carlos?”


  “You’re quick, Mr. Undersecretary.”


  “Who else was there? In Asia, Bourne and the Jackal were constantly being compared.”


  “Those comparisons were encouraged,” said Havilland. “Often magnified and spread by the strategists of the project, a group known as Treadstone Seventy-one. The name was derived from a sterile house on New York’s Seventy-first Street where the resurrected Jason Bourne was trained. It was the command post and a name you should be aware of.”


  “I see,” said McAllister pensively. “Then those comparisons, growing as they did with Bourne’s reputation, served as a challenge to Carlos. That’s when Bourne moved to Europe—to bring the challenge directly to the Jackal. To force him to come out and confront his challenger.”


  “Very quick, Mr. Undersecretary. In a nutshell, that was the strategy.”


  “It’s extraordinary. Brilliant, actually, and one doesn’t have to be an expert to see that. God knows I’m not.”


  “You may become one—”


  “And you say this man who became Bourne, the mythical assassin, spent three years playing the role and then was injured—”


  “Shot,” interrupted Havilland. “Membranes of his skull were blown away.”


  “And he lost his memory?”


  “Totally.”


  “My God!”


  “Yet despite everything that happened to him, and with the woman’s help—she was an economist for the Canadian government, incidentally—he came within moments of pulling the whole damn thing off. A remarkable story, isn’t it?”


  “It’s incredible. But what kind of man would do this, could do it?”


  The redheaded John Reilly coughed softly; the ambassador deferred with a glance. “We’re now reaching ground zero,” said the watchguard, again shifting his bulk to look at McAllister. “If you’ve got any doubts I can still let you go.”


  “I try not to repeat myself. You have your tape.”


  “It’s your appetite.”


  “I suppose that’s another way you people have of saying there might not even be a trial.”


  “I’d never say that.”


  McAllister swallowed, his eyes meeting the calm gaze of the man from the NSC. He turned to Havilland. “Please go on, Mr. Ambassador. Who is this man? Where did he come from?”


  “His name is David Webb. He’s currently an associate professor of Oriental Studies at a small university in Maine and married to the Canadian woman who literally guided him out of his labyrinth. Without her he would have been killed—but then without him she would have ended up a corpse in Zurich.”


  “Remarkable,” said McAllister, barely audible.


  “The point is, she’s his second wife. His first marriage ended in a tragic act of wanton slaughter—that’s when his story began for us. A number of years ago Webb was a young foreign service officer stationed in Phnom Penh, a brilliant Far East scholar, fluent in several Oriental languages, and married to a girl from Thailand he’d met in graduate school. They lived in a house on a riverbank and had two children. It was an ideal life for such a man. It combined the expertise Washington needed in the area with the opportunity to live in his own museum. Then the Vietnam action escalated and one morning a lone jet fighter—no one really knows from which side, but no one ever told Webb that—swooped down at low altitude and strafed his wife and children while they were playing in the water. Their bodies were riddled. They floated into the riverbank as Webb was trying to reach them; he gathered them in his arms, screaming helplessly at the disappearing plane above.”


  “How horrible,” whispered McAllister.


  “At that moment, Webb turned. He became someone he never was, never dreamed he could be. He became a guerrilla fighter known as Delta.”


  “Delta?” said the undersecretary of State. “A guerrilla…? I’m afraid I don’t understand.”


  “There’s no way you could.” Havilland looked over at Reilly, then back at McAllister. “As Jack made clear a moment ago, we’re now at ground zero. Webb fled to Saigon consumed with rage, and, ironically, through the efforts of the CIA officer named Conklin, who years later tried to kill him, he joined a clandestine operations outfit called Medusa. No names were ever used by the people in Medusa, just the Greek letters of the alphabet—Webb became Delta One.”


  “Medusa? I’ve never heard of it.”


  “Ground zero,” said Reilly. “The Medusa file is still classified, but we’ve permitted limited declassification in this instance. The Medusa units were a collection of internationals who knew the Vietnam territories, north and south. Frankly, most of them were criminals—smugglers of narcotics, gold, guns, jewels, all kinds of contraband. Also convicted murderers, fugitives who’d been sentenced to death in absentia …and a smattering of colonials whose businesses were confiscated—again by both sides. They banked on us—Big Uncle—to take care of all their problems if they infiltrated hostile areas, killing suspected Viet Cong collaborators and village chiefs thought to be leaning toward Charlie, as well as expediting prisoner-of-war escapes where they could. They were assassination teams—death squads, if you will—and that says it as well as it can be said, but of course we’ll never say it. Mistakes were made, millions stolen, and the majority of those personnel wouldn’t be allowed in any civilized army, Webb among them.”


  “With his background, his academic credentials, he willingly became part of such a group?”


  “He had an overpowering motive,” said Havilland. “As far as he was concerned, that plane in Phnom Penh was North Vietnamese.”


  “Some said he was a madman,” continued Reilly. “Others claimed he was an extraordinary tactician, the supreme guerrilla who understood the Oriental mind and led the most aggressive teams in Medusa, feared as much by Command Saigon as he was by the enemy. He was uncontrollable; the only rules he followed were his own. It was as if he had mounted his own personal hunt, tracking down the man who had flown that plane and destroyed his life. It became his war, his rage; the more violent it became, the more satisfying it was for him—or perhaps closer to his own death wish.”


  “Death…?” The undersecretary of State left the word hanging.


  “It was the prevalent theory at the time,” interrupted the ambassador.


  “The war ended,” said Reilly, “as disastrously for Webb—or Delta—as it did for the rest of us. Perhaps worse; there was nothing left for him. No more purpose, nothing to strike out at, to kill. Until we approached him and gave him a reason to go on living. Or perhaps a reason to go on trying to die.”


  “By becoming Bourne and going after Carlos the Jackal,” completed McAllister.


  “Yes,” agreed the Intelligence officer. A brief silence ensued.


  “We need him back,” said Havilland. The soft-spoken words fell like an ax on hard wood.


  “Carlos has surfaced?”


  The diplomat shook his head. “Not Europe. We need him back in Asia and we can’t waste a minute.”


  “Someone else? Another…target?” McAllister swallowed involuntarily. “Have you spoken to him?”


  “We can’t approach him. Not directly.”


  “Why not?”


  “He wouldn’t let us through the door. He doesn’t trust anything or anyone out of Washington, and it’s difficult to fault him for that. For days, for weeks, he cried out for help and we didn’t listen. Instead, we tried to kill him.”


  “Again I must object,” broke in Reilly. “It wasn’t us. It was an individual operating on erroneous information. And the government currently spends in excess of four hundred thousand dollars a year in a protection program for Webb.”


  “Which he scoffs at. He believes it’s no more than a backup trap for Carlos in the event the Jackal unearths him. He’s convinced you don’t give a damn about him, and I’m not sure he’s far off the mark. He saw Carlos and the fact that the face has not yet come back into focus for him isn’t something Carlos knows. The Jackal has every reason to go after Webb. And if he does, you’ll have your second chance.”


  “The chances of Carlos finding him are so remote as to be practically nil. The Treadstone records are buried, and even if they weren’t, they don’t contain any current information as to where Webb is or what he does.”


  “Come, Mr. Reilly,” said Havilland testily. “Only his background and qualifications. How difficult would it be? He’s got academia written all over him.”


  “I’m not opposing you, Mr. Ambassador,” replied a somewhat subdued Reilly. “I just want everything clear. Let’s be frank, Webb has to be handled very delicately. He’s recovered a large portion of his memory but certainly not all of it. However, he’s recalled enough about Medusa to be a considerable threat to the country’s interests.”


  “In what way?” asked McAllister. “Perhaps it wasn’t the best and it probably wasn’t the worst, but basically it was a military strategy in time of war.”


  “A strategy that was unsanctioned, unlogged and unacknowledged. There’s no official slate.”


  “How is that possible? It was funded, and when funds are expended—”


  “Don’t read me the book,” interrupted the obese Intelligence officer. “We’re not on tape, but I’ve got yours.”


  “Is that your answer?”


  “No, this is: there’s no statute of limitation on war crimes and murder, Mr. Undersecretary, and murder and other violent crimes were committed against our own forces, as well as Allied personnel. In the main they were committed by killers and thieves in the process of stealing, looting, raping, and killing. Most of them were pathological criminals. As effective as the Medusa was in many ways, it was a tragic mistake, born of anger and frustration in a no-win situation. What possible good would it do to open all the old wounds? Quite apart from the claims against us, we would become a pariah in the eyes of much of the civilized world.”


  “As I mentioned,” said McAllister softly, reluctantly. “At State we don’t believe in opening wounds.” He turned to the ambassador. “I’m beginning to understand. You want me to reach this David Webb and persuade him to return to Asia. For another project, another target—although I’ve never used the word in that context in my life before this evening. And I assume it’s because there are distinct parallels in our early careers—we’re Asia men. We presumably have insights where the Far East is concerned, and you think he’ll listen to me.”


  “Essentially, yes.”


  “Yet you say he won’t touch us. That’s where my understanding fades. How can I do it?”


  “We’ll do it together. As he once made the rules for himself, we’ll make them now. It’s imperative.”


  “Because of a man you want killed?”


  “‘Neutralized’ will suffice. It has to be done.”


  “And Webb can do it?”


  “No. Jason Bourne can. We sent him out alone for three years under extraordinary stress—suddenly his memory was taken from him and he was hunted like an animal. Still he retained the ability to infiltrate and kill. I’m being blunt.”


  “I understand that. Since we’re not on tape—and on the chance that we still are—” The undersecretary glanced disapprovingly at Reilly, who shook his head and shrugged. “May I be permitted to know who the target is?”


  “You may, and I want you to commit this name to memory, Mr. Undersecretary. He’s a Chinese minister of state, Sheng Ghou Yang.”


  McAllister flushed angrily. “I don’t have to commit it, and I think you know that. He was a fixture in the PRC’s economics group and we were both assigned to the trade conferences in Peking in the late seventies. I read up on him, analyzed him. Sheng was my counterpart and I could do no less—a fact I suspect you also know.”


  “Oh?” The gray-haired ambassador arched his dark eyebrows, and dismissed the rebuke. “And what did your reading tell you? What did you learn about him?”


  “He was considered very bright, very ambitious—but then his rise in Peking’s hierarchy tells us that. He was spotted by scouts sent out from the Central Committee some years ago at the Fudan University in Shanghai. Initially because he took to the English language so well and had a firm, even sophisticated, grasp of Western economics.”


  “What else?”


  “He was considered promising material, and after in-depth indoctrination was sent to the London School of Economics for graduate study. It took.”


  “How do you mean?”


  “Sheng’s an avowed Marxist where the centralized state is concerned, but he has a healthy respect for capitalistic profits.”


  “I see,” said Havilland. “Then he accepts the failure of the Soviet system?”


  “He’s ascribed that failure to the Russian penchant for corruption and mindless conformity in the higher ranks, and alcohol in the lower ones. To his credit he’s stamped out a fair share of those abuses in the industrial centers.”


  “Sounds like he was trained at IBM, doesn’t it?”


  “He’s been responsible for many of the PRC’s new trade policies. He’s made China a lot of money.” Again the undersecretary of State leaned forward in his chair, his eyes intense, his expression bewildered—stunned was perhaps more accurate. “My God, why would anyone in the West want Sheng dead? It’s absurd! He’s our economic ally, a politically stabilizing factor in the largest nation on earth that’s ideologically opposed to us! Through him and men like him we’ve reached accommodations. Without him, whatever the course, there’s the risk of disaster. I’m a professional China analyst, Mr. Ambassador, and, I repeat, what you suggest is absurd. A man of your accomplishments should recognize that before any of us.”


  The aging diplomat looked hard at his accuser, and when he spoke he did so slowly, choosing his words carefully. “A few moments ago we were at ground zero. A former foreign service officer named David Webb became Jason Bourne for a purpose. Conversely, Sheng Chou Yang is not the man you know, not the man you studied as your counterpart. He became that man for a purpose.”


  “What are you talking about?” shot back McAllister defensively. “Everything I’ve said about him is on record—records, official—most top secret and eyes-only.”


  “Eyes-only?” the former ambassador asked wearily. “Ears- only, tongues-only—wagging as busily as tails wag tigers. Because an official stamp is placed on recorded observations observed by men who have no idea where those records came from—they are there, and that’s enough. No, Mr. Undersecretary, it’s not enough, it never is.”


  “You obviously have other information I don’t have,” said the State Department man coldly. “If it is information and not disinformation. The man I described—the man I knew—is Sheng Chou Yang.”


  “Just as the David Webb we described to you was Jason Bourne?…No, please, don’t be angry, I’m not playing games. It’s important that you understand. Sheng is not the man you knew. He never was.”


  “Then whom did I know? Who was the man at those conferences?”


  “He’s a traitor, Mr. Undersecretary. Sheng Chou Yang is a traitor to his country, and when his treachery is exposed—as it surely will be—Peking will hold the Free World responsible. The consequences of that inevitable error are unthinkable. However, there’s no doubt as to his purpose.”


  “Sheng…a traitor? I don’t believe you! He’s worshipped in Peking! One day he’ll be chairman!”


  “Then China will be ruled by a Nationalist zealot whose ideological roots are in Taiwan.”


  “You’re crazy—you’re absolutely crazy! Wait a minute, you said he had a purpose—‘no doubt as to his purpose, you said.”


  “He and his people intend to take over Hong Kong. He’s mounting a hidden economic blitzkrieg, putting all trade, all of the territory’s financial institutions under the control of a ‘neutral’ commission, a clearinghouse approved by Peking—which means approved by him. The instrument of record will be the British treaty that expires in 1997, his commission a supposedly reasonable prelude to annexation and control. It will happen when the road is clear for Sheng, when there are no more obstacles in his path. When his word is the only word that counts in economic matters. It could be in a month, or two months. Or next week.”


  “You think Peking has agreed to this?” protested McAllister. “You’re wrong! It’s—it’s just crazy! The People’s Republic will never substantively touch Hong Kong! It brokers sixty percent of its entire economy through the territory. The China Accords guarantee fifty years of a Free Economic Zone status and Sheng is a signator, the most vital one!”


  “But Sheng is not Sheng—not as you know him.”


  “Then who the hell is he?”


  “Prepare yourself, Mr. Undersecretary. Sheng Chou Yang is the first son of a Shanghai industrialist who made his fortune in the corrupt world of the old China, Chiang Kai-shek’s Kuomintang. When it was obvious that Mao’s revolution would succeed, the family fled, as so many of the landlords and the warlords did, with whatever they could transfer. The old man is now one of the most powerful taipans in Hong Kong—but which one we don’t know. The colony will become his and the family’s mandate, courtesy of a minister in Peking, his most treasured son. It’s the ultimate irony, the patriarch’s final vengeance—Hong Kong will be controlled by the very men who corrupted Nationalist China. For years they bled their country without conscience, profiting from the labors of a starving, disenfranchised people, paving the way for Mao’s revolution. And if that sounds like Communist bilge, I’m afraid for the most part it’s embarrassingly accurate. Now a handful of zealots, boardroom thugs led by a maniac, want back what no international court in history would ever grant them.” Havilland paused, then spat out the single word “Maniacs!”


  “But if you don’t know who this taipan is, how do you know it’s true, any of it?”


  “The sources are maximum-classified,” interrupted Reilly, “but they’ve been confirmed. The story was first picked up in Taiwan. Our original informer was a member of the Nationalist cabinet who thought it was a disastrous course that could only lead to a bloodbath for the entire Far East. He pleaded with us to stop it. He was found dead the next morning, three bullets in his head and his throat cut—in Chinese that means a dead traitor. Since then five other people have been murdered, their bodies similarly mutilated. It’s true. The conspiracy is alive and well and coming from Hong Kong.”


  “It’s insane!”


  “More to the point,” said Havilland, “it will never work. If it had a prayer, we might look the other way and even say Godspeed, but it can’t. It’ll blow apart, as Lin Biao’s conspiracy against Mao Zedong blew apart in ’72, and when it does, Peking will blame American and Taiwanese money in complicity with the British—as well as the silent acquiescence of the world’s leading financial institutions. Eight years of economic progress will be shot to hell because a group of fanatics want vengeance. In your words, Mr. Undersecretary, the People’s Republic is a suspicious turbulent nation—and if I may add a few of my own from those accomplishments you ascribe to me—a government quick to become paranoid, obsessed with betrayal both from within and without. China will believe that the world is out to isolate her economically, choke her off from world markets, and bring her to her knees while the Russians grin across the northern borders. She will strike fast and furiously, impound everything, absorb everything. Her troops will occupy Kowloon, the island, and all of the burgeoning New Territories. Investments in the trillions will be lost. Without the colony’s expertise trade will be stymied, a labor force in the millions will be in chaos—hunger and disease will be rampant. The Far East will be in flames, and the result could touch off a war none of us wants to think about.”


  “Jesus Christ,” McAllister whispered. “It can’t happen.”


  “No, it can’t,” agreed the diplomat.


  “But why Webb?”


  “Not Webb,” corrected Havilland. “Jason Bourne.”


  “All right! Why Bourne?”


  “Because word out of Kowloon is that he’s already there.”


  “What?”


  “And we know he’s not.”


  “What did you say?”


  “He’s struck. He’s killed. He’s back in Asia.”


  “Webb?”


  “No, Bourne. The myth.”


  “You’re not making one goddamned bit of sense!”


  “I can assure you Sheng Chou Yang is making a lot of sense.”


  “How?”


  “He’s brought him back. Jason Bourne’s skills are once more for hire, and, as always, his client is beyond unearthing—in the present case the most unlikely client imaginable. A leading spokesman for the People’s Republic who must eliminate his opposition both in Hong Kong and in Peking. During the past six months a number of powerful voices in Peking’s Central Committee have been strangely silent. According to official government announcements, several died, and considering their ages it’s understandable. Two others were supposedly killed in accidents—one in a plane crash, one by, of all things, a cerebral hemorrhage while hiking in the Shaoguan mountains—if it’s not true, at least it’s imaginative. Then another was ‘removed’—a euphemism for disgrace. Lastly, and most extraordinary, the PRC’s Vice-Premier was murdered in Kowloon when no one in Peking knew he was there. It was a gruesome episode, five men massacred in the Tsim Sha Tsui with the killer leaving his calling card. The name Jason Bourne was etched in blood on the floor. An impostor’s ego demanded that he be given credit for his kills.”


  McAllister blinked repeatedly, his eyes darting aimlessly. “This is all so far beyond me,” he said helplessly. Then, becoming the professional once again, he looked steadily at Havilland. “Is there linkage?” he asked.


  The diplomat nodded. “Our Intelligence reports are specific. All of these men opposed Sheng’s policies—some openly, some guardedly. The Vice-Premier, an old revolutionary and veteran of Mao’s Long March, was especially vocal. He couldn’t stand the upstart Sheng. Yet what was he doing secretly in Kowloon in the company of bankers? Peking can’t answer, so ‘face’ mercifully required that the killing never happened. With his cremation he became a nonperson.”


  “And with the killer’s ‘calling card’—the name written in blood—the second linkage is to Sheng,” said the undersecretary of State, his voice close to trembling, as he nervously massaged his forehead. “Why would he do it? Leave his name, I mean!”


  “He’s in business and it was a spectacular kill. Now do you begin to understand?”


  “I’m not sure what you mean.”


  “For us this new Bourne is our direct route to Sheng Chou Yang. He’s our trap. An impostor is posing as the myth, but if the original myth tracks down and takes out the impostor, he’s in the position to reach Sheng. It’s really very simple. The Jason Bourne we created will replace this new killer using his name. Once in place, our Jason Bourne sends out an urgent alarm—something drastic has happened that threatens Sheng’s entire strategy—and Sheng has to respond. He can’t afford not to, for his security must be absolute, his hands clean. He’ll be forced to show himself, if only to kill his hired gun, to remove any association. When he does, this time we won’t fail.”


  “It’s a circle,” said McAllister, his words barely above a whisper, as he stared at the diplomat. “And from everything you’ve told me, Webb won’t walk near it, much less into it.”


  “Then we must provide him with an overpowering reason to do so,” said Havilland softly. “In my profession—frankly, it was always my profession—we look for patterns, patterns that will trigger a man.” Frowning, his eyes hollow and empty, the aging ambassador leaned back in his chair; certainly he was not at peace with himself. “Sometimes they are ugly realizations—repugnant, actually—but one must weigh the greater good, the greater benefits. For everyone.”


  “That doesn’t tell me anything.”


  “David Webb became Jason Bourne for essentially one reason—the same reason that propelled him into the Medusa. A wife was taken from him; his children and the mother of his children were killed.”


  “Oh, my God…”


  “This is where I leave,” said Reilly, getting out of his chair.


  



  CHAPTER THREE


  



  Marie! Oh, Christ, Marie, it happened again! A floodgate opened and I couldn’t handle it. I tried to, my darling, I tried so hard but I got totaled—I got washed away and I was drowning! I know what you’ll say if I tell you, which is why I won’t tell you even though I know you’ll see it in my eyes, hear it in my voice—somehow, as only you know how. You’ll say I should have come home to you, to talk to you, be with you, and we could work it out together. Together! My God! How much can you take? How unfair can I be, how long can it go on this way? I love you so much, in so many ways, that there are times I have to do it myself. If only to let you off the goddamned hook for a while, to let you breathe for a while without having your nerves scraped to their roots while you take care of me. But, you see, my love, I can do it! I did it tonight and I’m all right. I’ve calmed down now, I’m all right now. And now I’ll come home to you better than I was. I have to, because without you there isn’t anything left.


  His face drenched with sweat, his track suit clinging to his body, David Webb ran breathlessly across the cold grass of the dark field, past the bleachers, and up the cement path toward the university gym. The autumn sun had disappeared behind the stone buildings of the campus, its glow firing the early evening sky as it hovered over the distant Maine woods. The autumn chill was penetrating; he shivered. It was not what his doctors had had in mind.


  Regardless, he had followed medical advice; it had been one of those days. The government doctors had told him that if there were times—and there would be times—when sudden, disturbing images or fragments of memory broke into his mind, the best way to handle them was with strenuous exercise. His EKG charts indicated a healthy heart, his lungs were decent, though he was foolish enough to smoke, and since his body could take the punishment, it was the best way to relieve his mind. What he needed during such times was equanimity.


  “What’s wrong with a few drinks and cigarettes?” he had said to the doctors, stating his genuine preference. “The heart beats faster, the body doesn’t suffer, and the mind is certainly far more relieved.”


  “They’re depressants” had been the reply from the only man he listened to. “Artificial stimulants that lead only to further depression and increased anxiety. Run, or swim, or make love to your wife—or anybody else, for that matter. Don’t be a goddamned fool and come back here a basket case.… Forget about you, think of me. I worked too hard on you, you ingrate. Get out of here, Webb. Take up your life—what you can remember of it—and enjoy. You’ve got it better than most people, and don’t you forget that, or I’ll cancel our controlled monthly blowouts at the saloons of our choosing and you can go to hell. And hell for you notwithstanding, I’d miss them.… Go, David. It’s time for you to go.”


  Morris Panov was the only person besides Marie who could reach him. It was ironic, in a way, for initially Mo had not been one of the government doctors; the psychiatrist had neither sought nor been offered security clearance to hear the classified details of David Webb’s background where the lie of Jason Bourne was buried. Nevertheless, Panov had forcefully inserted himself, threatening all manner of embarrassing disclosures if he was not given clearance and a voice in the subsequent therapy. His reasoning was simple, for when David had come within moments of being blown off the face of the earth by misinformed men who were convinced he had to die, that misinformation had been unwittingly furnished by Panov and the way it had happened infuriated him. He had been approached in panic by someone not given to panic, and asked “hypothetical” questions pertaining to a possibly deranged deep-cover agent in a potentially explosive situation. His answers were restrained and equivocal; he could not and would not diagnose a patient he had never seen—but yes, this was possible and that not unheard of, but, of course, nothing could be considered remotely material without physical and psychiatric examination. The key word was nothing; he should have said nothing! he later claimed. For his words in the ears of amateurs had sealed the order for Webb’s execution—“Jason Bourne’s” death sentence—an act that was aborted only at the last instant through David’s own doing, while the squad of executioners were still in their unseen positions.


  Not only had Morris Panov come on board at the Walter Reed Hospital and later at the Virginia medical complex, but he literally ran the show—Webb’s show. The son of a bitch has amnesia, you goddamned fools! He’s been trying to tell you that for weeks in perfectly lucid English—I suspect too lucid for your convoluted mentality.


  They had worked together for months, as patient and doctor—and finally as friends. It helped that Marie adored Mo—good Lord, she needed an ally! The burden David had been to his wife was beyond telling, from those first days in Switzerland when she began to understand the pain within the man who had taken her captive, to the moment when she made the commitment—violently against his wishes—to help him, never believing what he himself believed, telling him over and over again that he was not the killer he thought he was, not the assassin others called him. Her belief became an anchor in his own crashing seas, her love the core of his emerging sanity. Without Marie he was a loveless, discarded dead man, and without Mo Panov he was little more than a vegetable. But with both of them behind him, he was brushing away the swirling clouds and finding the sun again.


  Which was why he had opted for an hour of running around the deserted, cold track rather than heading home after his late-afternoon seminar. His weekly seminars often continued far beyond the hour when they were scheduled to end, so Marie never planned dinner, knowing they would go out to eat, their two unobtrusive guards somewhere in the darkness behind them—as one was walking across the barely visible field behind him now, the other no doubt inside the gym. Insanity! Or was it?


  What had driven him to Panov’s “strenuous exercise” was an image that had suddenly appeared in his mind while he had been grading papers several hours ago in his office. It was a face—a face he knew and remembered, and loved very much. A boy’s face that aged in front of his inner screen, coming to full portrait in uniform, blurred, imperfect, but a part of him. As silent tears rolled down his cheeks he knew it was the dead brother they had told him about, the prisoner of war he had rescued in the jungles of Tam Quan years ago amid shattering explosions and a traitor he had executed by the name of Jason Bourne. He could not handle the violent, fragmented pictures; he had barely gotten through the shortened seminar, pleading a severe headache. He had to relieve the pressures, accept or reject the peeling layers of memory with the help of reason, which told him to go to the gym and run against the wind, any strong wind. He could not burden Marie every time a floodgate burst; he loved her too much for that. When he could handle it himself, he had to. It was his contract with himself.


  He opened the heavy door, briefly wondering why every gymnasium entrance was designed with the weight of a portcullis. He went inside and walked across the stone floor through an archway and down a white-walled corridor until he reached the door of the faculty locker room. He was thankful that the room was empty; he was in no frame of mind to respond to small talk, and if required to do so, he would undoubtedly appear sullen, if not strange. He could also do without the stares he would probably provoke. He was too close to the edge; he had to pull back gradually, slowly, first within himself, then with Marie. Christ, when would it all stop? How much could he ask of her? But then he never had to ask—she gave without being asked.


  Webb reached the row of lockers. His own was toward the end. He walked between the long wooden bench and the connecting metal cabinets when his eyes were suddenly riveted on an object up ahead. He rushed forward; a folded note had been taped to his locker. He ripped it off and opened it: Your wife phoned. She wants you to call her as soon as you can. Says it’s urgent. Ralph.


  The gym custodian might have had the brains to go outside and shout to him! thought David angrily as he spun the combination and opened the locker. After rummaging through his limp trousers for change, he ran to a pay telephone on the wall; he inserted a coin, disturbed that his hand trembled. Then he knew why. Marie never used the word “urgent.” She avoided such words.


  “Hello?”


  “What is it?”


  “I thought you might be there,” said his wife. “Mo’s panacea, the one he guarantees will cure you if it doesn’t give you cardiac arrest.”


  “What is it?”


  “David, come home. There’s someone here you must see. Quickly, darling.”


  Undersecretary of State Edward McAllister kept his own introduction to a minimum, but by including certain facts let Webb know he was not from the lower ranks of the Department. On the other hand, he did not embellish his importance; he was the secure bureaucrat, confident that whatever expertise he possessed could weather changes in administrations.


  “If you’d like, Mr. Webb, our business can wait until you get into something more comfortable.”


  David was still in his sweat-stained shorts and T-shirt, having grabbed his clothes from the locker and raced to his car from the gym. “I don’t think so,” he said. “I don’t think your business can wait—not where you come from, Mr. McAllister.”


  “Sit down, David.” Marie St. Jacques Webb walked into the living room, two towels in her hands. “You, too, Mr. McAllister.” She handed Webb a towel as both men sat down facing each other in front of an unlit fireplace. Marie moved behind her husband and began blotting his neck and shoulders with the second towel, the light of a table lamp heightening the reddish tint of her auburn hair, her lovely features in shadows, her eyes on the man from the State Department. “Please, go ahead,” she continued. “As we’ve agreed, I’m cleared by the government for anything you might say.”


  “Was there a question?” asked David, glancing up at her and then at the visitor, making no attempt to disguise his hostility.


  “None whatsoever,” replied McAllister, smiling wanly yet sincerely. “No one who’s read of your wife’s contributions would dare exclude her. Where others failed she succeeded.”


  “That says it,” agreed Webb. “Without saying anything, of course.”


  “Hey, come on, David, loosen up.”


  “Sorry. She’s right.” Webb tried to smile; the attempt was not successful. “I’m prejudging, and I shouldn’t do that, should I?”


  “I’d say you have every right to,” said the undersecretary. “I know I would, if I were you. In spite of the fact that our backgrounds are very much alike—I was posted in the Far East for a number of years—no one would have considered me for the assignment you undertook. What you went through is light years beyond me.”


  “Beyond me, too. Obviously.”


  “Not from where I stand. The failure wasn’t yours, God knows.”


  “Now you’re being kind. No offense, but too much kindness—from where you stand—makes me nervous.”


  “Then let’s get to the business at hand, all right?”


  “Please.”


  “And I hope you haven’t prejudged me too harshly. I’m not your enemy, Mr. Webb. I want to be your friend. I can press buttons that can help you, protect you.”


  “From what?”


  “From something nobody ever expected.”


  “Let’s hear it.”


  “As of thirty minutes from now your security will be doubled,” said McAllister, his eyes locked with David’s. “That’s my decision, and I’ll quadruple it if I think it’s necessary. Every arrival on this campus will be scrutinized, the grounds checked hourly. The rotating guards will no longer be part of the scenery, keeping you merely in sight, but in effect will be very much in sight themselves. Very obvious, and, I hope, threatening.”


  “Jesus!” Webb sprang forward in the chair. “It’s Carlos!”


  “We don’t think so,” said the man from State, shaking his head. “We can’t rule Carlos out, but it’s too remote, too unlikely.”


  “Oh?” David nodded. “It must be. If it was the Jackal, your men would be all over the place and out of sight. You’d let him come after me and take him, and if I’m killed, the cost is acceptable.”


  “Not to me. You don’t have to believe that, but I mean it.”


  “Thank you, but then what are we talking about?”


  “Your file was broken—that is, the Treadstone file was invaded.”


  “Invaded? Unauthorized disclosure?”


  “Not at first. There was authorization, all right, because there was a crisis—and in a sense we had no choice. Then everything went off the wire and now we’re concerned. For you.”


  “Back up, please. Who got the file?”


  “A man on the inside, high inside. His credentials were the best, no one could question them.”


  “Who was he?”


  “A British MI-Six operating out of Hong Kong, a man the CIA has relied on for years. He flew into Washington, and went directly to his primary liaison at the Agency, asking to be given everything there was on Jason Bourne. He claimed there was a crisis in the territory that was a direct result of the Treadstone project. He also made it clear that if sensitive information was to be exchanged between British and American Intelligence—continued to be exchanged—he thought it best that his request be granted forthwith.”


  “He had to give a damn good reason.”


  “He did.” McAllister paused nervously, blinking his eyes and rubbing his forehead with extended fingers.


  “Well?”


  “Jason Bourne is back,” said McAllister quietly. “He’s killed again. In Kowloon.”


  Marie gasped; she clutched her husband’s right shoulder, her large brown eyes angry, frightened. She stared in silence at the man from State. Webb did not move. Instead he studied McAllister, as a man might watch a cobra.


  “What the hell are you talking about?” he whispered, then raised his voice. “Jason Bourne—that Jason Bourne—doesn’t exist anymore. He never did!”


  “You know that and we know that, but in Asia his legend is very much alive. You created it, Mr. Webb—brilliantly, in my judgment.”


  “I’m not interested in your judgment, Mr. McAllister,” said David, removing his wife’s hand and getting out of the chair. “What’s this MI-Six agent working on? How old is he? What’s his stability factor, his record? You must have run an up-to-date trace on him.”


  “Of course we did and there was nothing irregular. London confirmed his outstanding service record, his current status, as well as the information he brought us. As chief of post for MI-Six, he was called in by the Kowloon-Hong Kong police because of the potentially explosive nature of events. The Foreign Office itself stood behind him.”


  “Wrong!” shouted Webb, shaking his head, then lowered his voice. “He was turned, Mr. McAllister! Someone offered him a small fortune to get that file. He used the only lie that would work and all of you swallowed it!”


  “I’m afraid it’s not a lie—not as he knew it. He believed the evidence, and London believes it. A Jason Bourne is back in Asia.”


  “And what if I told you it wouldn’t be the first time central control was fed a lie so an overworked, over-risked, underpaid man can turn! All the years, all the dangers, and nothing to show for it. He decides on one opportunity that gives him an annuity for life. In this case that file!”


  “If that is the case, it won’t do him much good. He’s dead.”


  “He’s what…?”


  “He was shot to death two nights ago in Kowloon, in his office, an hour after he’d flown into Hong Kong.”


  “Goddamn it, it doesn’t happen!” cried David, bewildered. “A man who turns backs himself up. He builds a case against his benefactor before the act, letting him know it’ll get to the right people if anything ugly happens. It’s his insurance, his only insurance.”


  “He was clean,” insisted the State Department man.


  “Or stupid,” rejoined Webb.


  “No one thinks that.”


  “What do they think?”


  “That he was pursuing an extraordinary development, one that could erupt into widespread violence throughout the underworlds of Hong Kong and Macao. Organized crime becomes suddenly very disorganized, not unlike the tong wars of the twenties and thirties. The killings pile up. Rival gangs instigate riots; waterfronts become battlegrounds; warehouses, even cargo ships are blown up for revenge, or to wipe out competitors. Sometimes all it takes is several powerful warring factions—and a Jason Bourne in the background.”


  “But since there is no Jason Bourne, it’s police work! Not MI-Six.”


  “Mr. McAllister just said the man was called in by the Hong Kong police,” broke in Marie, looking hard at the undersecretary of State. “MI-Six obviously agreed with the decision. Why was that?”


  “It’s the wrong ballpark!” David was adamant, his breath short.


  “Jason Bourne wasn’t the creation of the police authorities,” said Marie, going to her husband’s side. “He was created by U.S. Intelligence by way of the State Department. But I suspect MI-Six inserted itself for a far more pressing reason than to find a killer posing as Jason Bourne. Am I right, Mr. McAllister?”


  “You’re right, Mrs. Webb. Far more. In our discussions these last two days, several members of our section thought you’d understand more clearly than we did. Let’s call it an economic problem that could lead to serious political turmoil, not only in Hong Kong but throughout the world. You were a highly regarded economist for the Canadian government. You advised Canadian ambassadors and delegations all over the world.”


  “Would you both mind explaining to the man who balances the checkbook around here?”


  “These aren’t the times to permit disruptions in Hong Kong’s marketplace, Mr. Webb, even—perhaps especially—its illegal marketplace. Disruptions accompanied by violence give the impression of government instability, if not far deeper instability. This isn’t the time to give the expansionists in Red China any more ammunition than they have already.”


  “Come again, please?”


  “The treaty of 1997,” answered Marie quietly. “The lease runs out in barely a decade, which is why the new Accords were negotiated with Peking. Still, everybody’s nervous, everything’s shaky and no one had better rock the boat. Calm stability is the name of the game.”


  David looked at her, then back at McAllister. He nodded his head. “I see. I’ve read the papers and the magazines…but it’s just not a subject that I know a hell of a lot about.”


  “My husband’s interests lie elsewhere,” explained Marie to McAllister. “In the study of people, their civilizations.”


  “All right,” Webb agreed. “So?”


  “Mine are with money and the constant exchange of money—the expansion of it, the markets and their fluctuations—the stability, or the lack of it. And if Hong Kong is nothing else, it’s money. That’s more or less its only commodity; it has little other reason for being. Its industries would die without it; without priming, the pump runs dry.”


  “And if you take away the stability you have chaos,” added McAllister. “It’s the excuse for the old warlords in China. The People’s Republic marches in to contain the chaos, suppress the agitators, and suddenly there’s nothing left but an awkward giant fumbling with the entire colony as well as the New Territories. The cooler heads in Beijing are ignored in favor of more aggressive elements who want to save face through military control. Banks collapse, Far East trade is stymied. Chaos.”


  “The PRC would do that?”


  “Hong Kong, Kowloon, Macao and all the territories are part of their ‘great nation under heaven’—even the China Accords make that clear. It’s one entity, and the Oriental won’t tolerate a disobedient child, you know that.”


  “Are you telling me that one man pretending to be Jason Bourne can do this—can bring about this kind of crisis? I don’t believe you!”


  “It’s an extreme scenario, but yes, it could happen. You see, the myth rides with him, that’s the hypnotic factor. Multiple killings are ascribed to him, if only to distance the real killers from the scenes—conspirators from the politically fanatic right and left using Bourne’s lethal image as their own. When you think about it, it’s precisely the way the myth itself was created, wasn’t it? Whenever anyone of importance anywhere in the South China area was assassinated, you, as Jason Bourne, made sure the kill was credited to you. At the end of two years you were notorious, yet in fact you killed only one man, a drunken informer in Macao who tried to garrote you.”


  “I don’t remember that,” said David.


  The man from State nodded sympathetically. “Yes, I was told. But don’t you see, if the men killed are perceived as political and powerful figures—let’s say the Crown governor, or a PRC negotiator, or anyone like that is assassinated, the whole colony is in an uproar.” McAllister paused, shaking his head in weary dismissal. “However, this is our concern, not yours, and I can tell you we have the best men in the Intelligence community working on it. Your concern is yourself, Mr. Webb. And right now, as a matter of conscience, it’s mine. You have to be protected.”


  “That file,” said Marie coldly, “should never have been given to anyone.”


  “We had no choice. We work closely with the British; we had to prove that Treadstone was over, finished. That your husband was thousands of miles away from Hong Kong.”


  “You told them where he was?” shouted Webb’s wife. “How dare you?”


  “We had no choice,” repeated McAllister, again rubbing his forehead. “We have to cooperate when certain crises arise. Surely you can understand that.”


  “What I can’t understand is why there ever was a file on my husband!” said Marie, furious. “It was deep, deep cover!”


  “Congressional funding of Intelligence operations demanded it. It’s the law.”


  “Get off it!” said David angrily. “Since you’re so up on me, you know where I come from. Tell me, where are all those records on Medusa?”


  “I can’t answer that,” replied McAllister.


  “You just did,” said Webb.


  “Dr. Panov pleaded with you people to destroy all the Treadstone records,” insisted Marie. “Or at the very least to use false names, but you wouldn’t even do that. What kind of men are you?”


  “I would have agreed to both!” said McAllister with sudden, surprising force. “I’m sorry, Mrs. Webb. Forgive me. It was before my time.… Like you, I’m offended. You may be right, perhaps there never should have been a file. There are ways—”


  “Bullshit,” broke in David, his voice hollow. “It’s part of another strategy, another trap. You want Carlos, and you don’t care how you get him.”


  “I care, Mr. Webb, and you don’t have to believe that, either. What’s the Jackal to me—or the Far East Section? He’s a European problem.”


  “Are you telling me I spent three years of my life hunting a man who didn’t mean a goddamned thing?”


  “No, of course not. Times change, perspectives change. It’s all so futile sometimes.”


  “Jesus Christ!”


  “Loosen up, David,” said Marie, her attention briefly on the man from State, who sat pale in his chair, his hands gripping the arms. “Let’s all loosen up.” Then she held her husband’s eyes with her own. “Something happened this afternoon, didn’t it?”


  “I’ll tell you later.”


  “Of course.” Marie looked at McAllister as David returned to the chair, his face lined and tired, older than it had been only minutes ago. “Everything you’ve told us is leading up to something, isn’t it?” she said to the man from State. “There’s something else you want us to know, isn’t there?”


  “Yes, and it’s not easy for me. Please bear in mind that I’ve only recently been assigned, with full clearance, to Mr. Webb’s classified dossier.”


  “Including his wife and children in Cambodia?”


  “Yes.”


  “Then say what you have to say, please.”


  McAllister once again extended his thin fingers and nervously massaged his forehead. “From what we’ve learned—what London confirmed five hours ago—it’s possible that your husband is a target. A man wants him killed.”


  “But not Carlos, not the Jackal,” said Webb, sitting forward.


  “No. At least we can’t see a connection.”


  “What do you see?” asked Marie, sitting on the arm of David’s chair. “What have you learned?”


  “The MI-Six officer in Kowloon had a great many sensitive papers in his office, any number of which would have brought high prices in Hong Kong. However, only the Treadstone file—the file on Jason Bourne—was taken. That was the confirmation London gave us. It’s as though a signal was sent: He’s the man we want, only Jason Bourne.”


  “But why?” cried Marie, her hand gripping David’s wrist.


  “Because someone was killed,” answered Webb quietly. “And someone else wants the account settled.”


  “That’s what we’ve been working on,” agreed McAllister, nodding. “We’ve made some progress.”


  “Who was killed?” asked the former Jason Bourne.


  “Before I answer, you should know that all we’ve got is what our people in Hong Kong could dig up by themselves. By and large it’s speculation; there’s no proof.”


  “What do you mean ‘by themselves’? Where the hell were the British? You gave them the Treadstone file!”


  “Because they gave us proof that a man has killed in the name of Treadstone’s creation, our creation—you. They weren’t about to identify MI-Six’s sources any more than we would turn over our contacts to them. Our people have worked around the clock, probing every possibility, trying to find out who the dead Sixer’s main sources were on the assumption that one of them was responsible for his death. They ran down a rumor in Macao—only, it turned out to be more than a rumor.”


  “I repeat,” said Webb, “who was killed?”


  “A woman,” answered the man from State. “The wife of a Hong Kong banker named Yao Ming, a taipan whose bank is only a fraction of his wealth. His holdings are so extensive he’s been re-welcomed in Beijing as an investor and consultant. He’s influential, powerful, beyond reach.”


  “Circumstances?”


  “Ugly but not unusual. His wife was a minor actress who appeared in a number of films for the Shaw brothers, and quite a bit younger than her husband. She was also about as faithful as a mink in season, if you’ll excuse—”


  “Please,” said Marie, “go on.”


  “Nevertheless, he looked the other way; she was his young, beautiful trophy. She was also part of the colony’s jet set, which has its share of unsavory characters. One weekend it’s gambling for extraordinary stakes in Macao, next the races in Singapore, or flying over to the Pescadores for the pistol games in backwater opium houses, betting thousands on who will be killed as men face one another across tables, spinning chambers and aiming at each other. And, of course, there’s a widespread use of drugs. Her last lover was a distributor. His suppliers were in Guangzhou, his routes up the Deep Bay waterways east of the Lok Ma Chau border.”


  “According to reports, it’s a wide avenue with lots of traffic,” interrupted Webb. “Why did your people concentrate on him—on his operation?”


  “Because his operation, as you so aptly term it, was rapidly becoming the only one in town, or on that avenue. He was systematically cutting out his competitors, bribing the Chinese marine patrols to sink their boats and dispose of the crews. Apparently they were effective; a great many bodies riddled with bullets ended up floating onto the mud flats and into the riverbanks. The factions were at war and the distributor—the young wife’s lover—was marked for execution.”


  “Under the circumstances, he had to have been aware of the possibility. He must have surrounded himself with a dozen bodyguards.”


  “Right again. And that kind of security calls for the talents of a legend. His enemies hired that legend.”


  “Bourne,” whispered David, shaking his head and closing his eyes.


  “Yes,” concurred McAllister. “Two weeks ago the drug dealer and Yao Ming’s wife were shot in their bed at the Lisboa Hotel in Macao. It wasn’t a pleasant kill; their bodies were barely recognizable. The weapon was an Uzi machine gun. The incident was covered up; the police and government officials were bribed with a great deal of money—a taipan’s money.”


  “And let me guess,” said Webb in a monotone. “The Uzi. It was the same weapon used in a previous killing credited to this Bourne.”


  “That specific weapon was left outside a conference room in a cabaret in Kowloon’s Tsim Sha Tsui. There were five corpses in that room, three of the victims among the colony’s wealthier businessmen. The British won’t elaborate; they merely showed us several very graphic photographs.”


  “This taipan, Yao Ming,” said David. “The actress’s husband. He’s the connection your people found, isn’t he?”


  “They learned that he was one of MI-Six’s sources. His connections in Beijing made him an important contributor to Intelligence. He was invaluable.”


  “Then, of course, his wife was killed, his beloved young wife—”


  “I’d say his beloved trophy,” interrupted McAllister. “His trophy was taken.”


  “All right,” said Webb. “The trophy is far more important than the wife.”


  “I’ve spent years in the Far East. There’s a phrase for it—in Mandarin, I think, but I can’t remember how it goes.”


  “Ren you jiaqian,” said David. “The price of a man’s image, as it were.”


  “Yes, I guess that’s it.”


  “It’ll do. So the man from MI-Six is approached by his distraught contact, the taipan, and told to get the file on this Jason Bourne, the assassin who killed his wife—his trophy—or in short words, there might be no more information coming from his sources in Beijing to British Intelligence.”


  “That’s the way our people read it. And for his trouble the Sixer is killed because Yao Ming can’t afford to have the slightest association with Bourne. The taipan has to remain unreachable, untouchable. He wants his revenge, but not with any possibility of exposure.”


  “What do the British say?” asked Marie.


  “In no uncertain terms to stay away from the entire situation. London was blunt. We made a mess of Treadstone, and they don’t want our ineptitude in Hong Kong during these sensitive times.”


  “Have they confronted Yao Ming?” Webb watched the undersecretary closely.


  “When I brought up the name, they said it was out of the question. In truth, they were startled, but that didn’t change their stand. If anything, they were angrier.”


  “Untouchable,” said David.


  “They probably want to continue using him.”


  “In spite of what he did?” Marie broke in. “What he may have done, and what he might do to my husband!”


  “It’s a different world,” said McAllister softly.


  “You cooperated with them—”


  “We had to,” interrupted the man from State.


  “Then insist they cooperate with you. Demand it!”


  “Then they could demand other things from us. We can’t do that.”


  “Liars!” Marie turned her head in disgust.


  “I haven’t lied to you, Mrs. Webb.”


  “Why don’t I trust you, Mr. McAllister?” asked David.


  “Probably because you can’t trust your government, Mr. Webb, and you have very little reason to. I can only tell you that I’m a man of conscience. You can accept that or not—accept me or not—but in the meantime I’ll make sure you’re safe.”


  “You look at me so strangely—why is that?”


  “I’ve never been in this position, that’s why.”


  The chimes of the doorbell rang, and Marie, shaking her head to their sound, rose and walked rapidly across the room and into the foyer. She opened the door. For a moment she stopped breathing, and stared helplessly. Two men stood side by side, both holding up black plastic identification cases, each with a glistening silver badge attached to the top, each embossed eagle reflecting the light of the carriage lamps on the porch. Beyond, at the curb, was a second dark sedan; inside could be seen the silhouettes of other men, and the glow of a lighted cigarette—other men, other guards. She wanted to scream, but she did not.


  Edward McAllister climbed into the passenger seat of his own State Department car and looked through the closed window at the figure standing in the doorway. The former Jason Bourne stood motionless, his eyes fixed rigidly on his departing visitor.


  “Let’s get out of here,” said McAllister to the driver, a man about his own age and balding, with tortoiseshell glasses.


  The car started forward, the driver cautious on the strange, narrow, tree-lined street a block from the rocky beach in the small Maine town. For several minutes neither man spoke; finally the driver asked, “How did everything go?”


  “Go?” replied the man from State. “As the ambassador might say, ‘All the pieces are in place.’ The foundation’s there, the logic there; the missionary work is done.”


  “I’m glad to hear it.”


  “Are you? Then I’m glad too.” McAllister raised his trembling right hand; his thin fingers massaging his right temple. “No, I’m not!” he said suddenly. “I’m goddamned sick!”


  “I’m sorry—”


  “And speaking of missionary work, I am a Christian. I mean I believe—nothing so chic as being zealous, or born again, or teaching Sunday school, or prostrating myself in the aisle, but I do believe. My wife and I go to the Episcopal church at least twice a month, my two sons are acolytes. I’m generous because I want to be. Can you understand that?”


  “Sure. I don’t have quite those feelings, but I understand.”


  “But I just walked out of that man’s house!”


  “Hey, easy. What’s the matter?”


  McAllister stared straight ahead, the oncoming headlights creating shadows rushing across his face. “May God have mercy on my soul,” he whispered.


  



  CHAPTER FOUR


  



  Screams suddenly filled the darkness, an approaching, growing cacophony of roaring voices. Then surging bodies were all around them, racing ahead, shouting, faces contorted in frenzy. Webb fell to his knees, covering his face and neck with both hands as best he could, swinging his shoulders violently back and forth, creating a shifting target within the circle of attack. His dark clothes were a plus in the shadows but would be no help if an indiscriminate burst of gunfire erupted, taking at least one of the guards with him. Yet bullets were not always a killer’s choice. There were darts—lethal missiles of poison delivered by air-compressed weapons, puncturing exposed flesh, bringing death in a matter of minutes. Or seconds.


  A hand gripped his shoulder! He spun around, arcing his arm up, dislodging the hand as he sidestepped to his left, crouching like an animal.


  “You okay, Professor?” asked the guard on his right, grinning in the wash of his flashlight.


  “What? What happened?”


  “Isn’t it great!” cried the guard on his left, approaching, as David got to his feet.


  “What?”


  “Kids with that kind of spirit. It really makes you feel good to see it!”


  It was over. The campus quad was silent again, and in the distance between the stone buildings that fronted the playing fields and the college stadium, the pulsing flames of a bonfire could be seen through the empty bleachers. A football rally was reaching its climax, and his guards were laughing.


  “How about you, Professor?” continued the man on his left. “Do you feel better about things now, what with us here and all?”


  It was over. The self-inflicted madness was over. Or was it? Why was his chest pounding so? Why was he so bewildered, so frightened? Something was wrong.


  “Why does this whole parade bother me?” said David over morning coffee in the breakfast alcove of their old rented Victorian house.


  “You miss your walks on the beach,” said Marie, ladling her husband’s single poached egg over the single slice of toast. “Eat that before you have a cigarette.”


  “No, really. It bothers me. For the past week I’ve been a duck in a superficially protected gallery. It occurred to me yesterday afternoon.”


  “What do you mean?” Marie poured out the water and placed the pan in the kitchen sink, her eyes on Webb. “Six men are around you, four on your ‘flanks,’ as you said, and two peering into everything in front of you and behind you.”


  “A parade.”


  “Why do you call it that?”


  “I don’t know. Everyone in his place, marching to a drumbeat. I don’t know.”


  “But you feel something?”


  “I guess so.”


  “Tell me. Those feelings of yours once saved my life on the Guisan Quai in Zurich. I’d like to hear it—well, maybe I wouldn’t, but I damn well better.”


  Webb broke the yolk of his egg on the toast. “Do you know how easy it would be for someone—someone who looked young enough to be a student—to walk by me on a path and shoot an air dart into me? He could cover the sound with a cough, or a laugh, and I’d have a hundred c.c.’s of strychnine in my blood.”


  “You know far more about that sort of thing than I do.”


  “Of course. Because that’s the way I’d do it.”


  “No. That’s the way Jason Bourne might do it. Not you.”


  “All right, I’m projecting. It doesn’t invalidate the thought.”


  “What happened yesterday afternoon?”


  Webb toyed with the egg and toast on his plate. “The seminar ran late as usual. It was getting dark, and my guards fell in and we walked across the quad toward the parking lot. There was a football rally—our insignificant team against another insignificant team, but very large for us. The crowd passed the four of us—kids racing to a bonfire behind the bleachers, screaming and shouting and singing fight songs, working themselves up. And I thought to myself, this is it. This is when it’s going to happen if it is going to happen. Believe me, for those few moments I was Bourne. I crouched and sidestepped and watched everyone I could see—I was close to panic.”


  “And?” said Marie, disturbed by her husband’s abrupt silence.


  “My so-called guards were looking around and laughing, the two in front having a ball, enjoying the whole thing.”


  “That disturbed you?”


  “Instinctively. I was a vulnerable target in the center of an excited crowd. My nerves told me that; my mind didn’t have to.”


  “Who’s talking now?”


  “I’m not sure. I just know that during those few moments nothing made sense to me. Then, only seconds later, as if to pinpoint the feelings I hadn’t verbalized, the man behind me on my left came up and said something like ‘Isn’t it great to see kids with that kind of spirit? Makes you feel good, doesn’t it?’…I mumbled something inane, and then he said—and these are his exact words—‘How about you, Professor? Do you feel better about things now, what with us here and all?’” David looked up at his wife. “Did I feel better…now? Me.”


  “He knew what their job was,” interrupted Marie. “To protect you. I’m sure he meant if you felt safer.”


  “Did he? Do they? That crowd of screaming kids, the dim light, the shadowy bodies, obscure faces…and he’s joining in and laughing—they’re all laughing. Are they really here to protect me?”


  “What else?”


  “I don’t know. Maybe I’ve simply been where they haven’t. Maybe I’m just thinking too much, thinking about McAllister and those eyes of his. Except for the blinking they belonged to a dead fish. You could read into them anything you wanted to—depending upon how you felt.”


  “What he told you was a shock,” said Marie, leaning against the sink, her arms folded across her breasts, watching her husband closely. “It had to have had a terrible effect on you. It certainly did on me.”


  “That’s probably it,” agreed Webb, nodding. “It’s ironic, but as much as there are so many things I want to remember, there’s an awful lot I’d like to forget.”


  “Why don’t you call McAllister and tell him what you feel, what you think? You’ve got a direct line to him, both at his office and his home. Mo Panov would tell you to do that.”


  “Yes, Mo would.” David ate his egg halfheartedly. “‘If there’s a way to get rid of a specific anxiety, do it as fast as you can,’ that’s what he’d say.”


  “Then do it.”


  Webb smiled, about as enthusiastically as he ate his egg. “Maybe I will, maybe I won’t. I’d rather not announce a latent, or passive, or recurrent paranoia, or whatever the hell they call it. Mo would fly up here and beat my brains out.”


  “If he doesn’t, I might.”


  “Ni shi nuhaizi,” said David, using the paper napkin, as he got out of his chair and went to her.


  “And what does that mean, my inscrutable husband and number eighty-seven lover?”


  “Bitch goddess. It means, freely translated, that you are a little girl—and not so little—and I can still take you three out of five on the bed where there are other things to do with you instead of beating you up.”


  “All that in such a short phrase?”


  “We don’t waste words, we paint pictures.… I’ve got to leave. The class this morning deals with Siam’s Rama the Second, and his claims on the Malay states in the early nineteenth century. It’s a pain in the ass but important. What’s worse is there’s an exchange student from Moulmein, Burma, who I think knows more than I do.”


  “Siam?” asked Marie, holding him. “That’s Thailand.”


  “Yes. It’s Thailand now.”


  “Your wife, your children? Does it hurt, David?”


  He looked at her, loving her so. “I can’t be that hurt where I can’t see that clearly. Sometimes I hope I never do.”


  “I don’t think that way at all. I want you to see them and hear them and feel them. And to know that I love them too.”


  “Oh, Christ!” He held her, their bodies together in a warmth that was theirs alone.


  The line was busy for the second time, so Webb replaced the phone and returned to W. F. Vella’s Siam under Rama III to see if the Burmese exchange student had been right about Rama II’s conflict with the sultan of Kedah over the disposition of the island of Penang. It was confrontation time in the rarefied groves of academe; the Moulmein pagodas of Kipling’s poetry had been replaced by a smart-ass postgraduate student who had no respect for his betters—Kipling would understand that, and torpedo it.


  There was a brief knock on his office door, which opened before David could ask the caller in. It was one of his guards, the man who had spoken to him yesterday afternoon during the pre-game rally—among the crowds, amid the noise, in the middle of his fears.


  “Hello there, Professor?”


  “Hello. It’s Jim, isn’t it?”


  “No, Johnny. It doesn’t matter; you’re not expected to get our names straight.”


  “Is anything the matter?”


  “Just the opposite, sir. I dropped in to say good-bye—for all of us, the whole contingent. Everything’s clean and you’re back to normal. We’ve been ordered to report to B-One-L.”


  “To what?”


  “Sounds kind of silly, doesn’t it? Instead of saying ‘Come on back to headquarters,’ they call it B-One-L, as if anyone couldn’t figure it out.”


  “I can’t figure it out.”


  “Base-One-Langley. We’re CIA, all six of us, but I guess you know that.”


  “You’re leaving? All of you?”


  “That’s about it.”


  “But I thought…I thought there was a crisis here.”


  “Everything’s clean.”


  “I haven’t heard from anybody. I haven’t heard from McAllister.”


  “Sorry, don’t know him. We just have our orders.”


  “You can’t simply come in here and say you’re leaving without some explanation! I was told I was a target! That a man in Hong Kong wanted me killed!”


  “Well, I don’t know whether you were told that, or whether you told yourself that, but I do know we’ve got an A-one legitimate problem in Newport News. We have to get briefed and get on it.”


  “A-one legitimate …? What about me?”


  “Get a lot of rest, Professor. We were told you need it.” The man from the CIA abruptly turned, went through the door, and closed it.


  Well, I don’t know whether you were told that, or whether you told yourself that.… How about you, Professor? Do you feel better about things now, what with us here and all?


  Parade?…Charade!


  Where was McAllister’s number? Where was it? Goddamnit, he had two copies, one at home and one in his desk drawer—no, his wallet! He found it, his whole body trembling in fear and in anger as he dialed.


  “Mr. McAllister’s office,” said a female voice.


  “I thought this was his private line. That’s what I was told!”


  “Mr. McAllister is away from Washington, sir. In these cases we’re instructed to pick up and log the calls.”


  “Log the calls? Where is he?”


  “I don’t know, sir. I’m from the secretarial pool. He phones in every other day or so. Who shall I say called?”


  “That’s not good enough! My name is Webb. Jason Webb…No, David Webb! I have to talk to him right away! Immediately!”


  “I’ll connect you with the department handling his urgent calls.…”


  Webb slammed down the phone. He had the number for McAllister’s home; he dialed it.


  “Hello?” The voice of another woman.


  “Mr. McAllister, please.”


  “I’m afraid he’s not here. If you care to leave your name and a number, I’ll give it to him.”


  “When?”


  “Well, he should be calling tomorrow or the next day. He always does.”


  “You’ve got to give me the number where he is now, Mrs. McAllister!—I assume this is Mrs. McAllister.”


  “I should hope so. Eighteen years’ worth. Who are you?”


  “Webb. David Webb.”


  “Oh, of course! Edward rarely discusses business—and he certainly didn’t in your case—but he did tell me what terribly nice people you and your lovely wife are. As a matter of fact, our older boy, who’s in prep school, is, naturally, very interested in the university where you teach. Now, in the last year or so his marks dropped just a touch, and his SAT’s weren’t the highest, but he has such a wonderful, enthusiastic outlook on life, I’m sure he’d be an asset.…”


  “Mrs. McAllister!” broke in Webb. “I have to reach your husband! Now!”


  “Oh, I’m terribly sorry, but I don’t think that’s possible. He’s in the Far East, and, of course, I don’t have a number where I can reach him there. In emergencies we always call the State Department.”


  David hung up the phone. He had to alert—phone—Marie. The line had to be free by now; it had been busy for nearly an hour, and there was no one his wife could talk with on the telephone for an hour, not even her father, her mother, or her two brothers in Canada. There was great affection between them all, but she was the ranch-Ontario maverick. She was not the Francophile her father was, not a homebody like her mother, and although she adored her brothers, not the rustic, plainspoken lassos they were. She had found another life in the stratified layers of higher economics, with a doctorate, and gainful employment with the Canadian government. And, at last, she had married an American.


  Quel dommage.


  The line was still busy! Goddamnit, Marie!


  Then Webb froze, his whole body for an instant a block of searing hot ice. He could barely move, but he did move, and then he raced out of his small office and down the corridor with such speed that he pummeled three students and a colleague out of his path, sending two into walls, the others buckling under him; he was a man suddenly possessed.


  Reaching his house, he slammed on the brakes; the car screeched to a stop as he leaped out of the seat and ran up the path to the door. He stopped, staring, his breath suddenly no longer in him. The door was open and on the angled, indented panel was a hand print stamped in red—blood.


  Webb ran inside, throwing everything out of his way. Furniture crashed and lamps were smashed as he searched the ground floor. Then he went upstairs, his hands two thin slabs of granite, his every nerve primed for a sound, a weight, his killer instinct as clear as the red stains he had seen below on the outside door. For these moments he knew and accepted the fact that he was the assassin—the lethal animal—that Jason Bourne had been. If his wife was above, he would kill whoever tried to harm her—or who had harmed her already.


  Prone on the floor, he pushed the door of their bedroom open.


  The explosion blew apart the upper hallway wall. He rolled under the blast to the opposite side; he had no weapon, but he had a cigarette lighter. He reached into his trousers pockets for the scribbled notes all teachers gather, bunched them together, spun to his left and snapped the lighter; the flame was immediate. He threw the fired wad far into the bedroom as he pressed his back against the wall and rose from the floor, his head whipping toward the other two closed doors on the narrow second floor. Suddenly he lashed out with his feet, one crash after another, as he lunged back onto the floor and rolled into the shadows.


  Nothing. The two rooms were empty. If there was an enemy he was in the bedroom. But by now the bedspread was on fire. The flames were gradually leaping toward the ceiling. Only seconds now.


  Now!


  He plunged into the room, and grabbing the flaming bedspread he swung it in a circle as he crouched and rolled on the floor until the spread was ashes, all the while expecting an ice-cold hit in his shoulder or his arm, but knowing he could overcome it and take his enemy. Jesus! He was Jason Bourne again!


  There was nothing. His Marie was not there; there was nothing but a primitive string device that had triggered a shotgun, angled for a certain kill when he pushed the door open. He stamped out the flames, lurched for a table lamp and turned it on.


  Marie! Marie!


  Then he saw it. A note lying on the pillow on her side of the bed: “A wife for a wife, Jason Bourne. She is wounded but not dead, as mine is dead. You know where to find me, and her, if you are circumspect and fortunate. Perhaps we can do business, for I have enemies, too. If not, what is the death of one more daughter?”


  Webb screamed, falling onto the pillows, trying to mute the outrage and the horror that came from his throat, pushing back the pain that swept through his temples. Then he turned over and stared at the ceiling, a terrible, brute passivity coming over him. Things unremembered suddenly came back to him—things he had never revealed even to Morris Panov. Of bodies collapsing under his knife, falling under his gun—these were not imagined killings, they were real. They had made him what he was not, but they had done the job too well. He had become the image, the man that was not supposed to be. He’d had to. He’d had to survive—without knowing who he was.


  And now he knew the two men within him that made up his whole being. He would always remember the one because it was the man he wanted to be, but for the time being he had to be the other—the man he despised.


  Jason Bourne rose from the bed and went to the walk-in closet where there was a locked drawer, the third in his built-in bureau. He reached up and pulled the tape from a key attached to the closeted ceiling. He inserted it in the lock and opened the drawer. Inside were two dismantled automatics, four strings of thin wire attached to spools that he could conceal in his palms, three valid passports in three different names, and six plastique explosive charges that could blow apart whole rooms. He would use one or all. David Webb would find his wife. Or Jason Bourne would become the terrorist no one ever dreamed of in his wildest nightmares. He did not care—too much had been taken from him. He would endure no more.


  Bourne cracked the various parts in place and snapped the magazine of the second automatic. Both were ready. He was ready. He went back to the bed and lay down, staring again at the ceiling. The logistics would fall into place, he knew that. Then the hunt would begin. He would find her—dead or alive—and if she was dead, he would kill, kill and kill again!


  Whoever it was would never get away from him. Not from Jason Bourne.


  



  CHAPTER FIVE


  



  Barely in control of himself, he knew that calm was out of the question. His hand gripped the automatic while his mind cracked with surreal, rapid bursts of gunfire as one option after another slammed into his head. Above all, he could not stay still; he had to keep in motion. He had to get up and move!


  The State Department. The men at State he had known during his last months in the remote, classified Virginia medical complex—those insistent, obsessed men who questioned him relentlessly, showing him photographs by the dozens until Mo Panov would order them to stop. He had learned their names and written them down, thinking that one day he might want to know who they were—no reason other than visceral distrust; such men had tried to kill him only months before. Yet he had never asked for their names, nor were they offered, except as Harry, Bill, or Sam, presumably on the theory that actual identities would simply add to his confusion. Instead, he had unobtrusively read their identification tags and, after they left, wrote the names down and placed the pieces of paper with his personal belongings in the bureau drawer. When Marie came to see him, which was every day, he gave her those names and told her to hide them in the house—hide them well.


  Later, Marie admitted that although she had done as he instructed, she thought his suspicions were excessive, a case of overkill. But then one morning, only minutes after a heated session with the men from Washington, David pleaded with her to leave the medical complex immediately, run to the car, drive to the bank where they had a safety deposit box, and do the following: Insert a short strand of her hair in the bottom left border of the deposit box, lock it, get out of the bank, and return two hours later to see if it was still there.


  It was not. She had securely fixed the strand of hair in place; it could not have fallen away unless the deposit box had been opened. She found it on the tiled floor of the bank vault.


  “How did you know?” she had asked him.


  “One of my friendly interrogators got hot and tried to provoke me. Mo was out of the room for a couple of minutes and he damn near accused me of faking, of hiding things. I knew you were coming, and so I played it out. I wanted to see for myself how far they would go—how far they could go.”


  Nothing had been sacred then, and nothing was sacred now. It was all too symmetrical. The guards had been pulled, his own reactions condescendingly questioned, as if he were the one who had asked for the additional protection and not on the insistence of one Edward McAllister. Then within hours Marie was taken, according to a scenario that had been detailed far too accurately by a nervous man with dead eyes. And now this same McAllister was suddenly fifteen thousand miles away from his own, self-determined ground zero. Had the undersecretary turned? Had he been bought in Hong Kong? Had he betrayed Washington as well as the man he had sworn to protect? What was happening? Whatever it was, among the unholy secrets was code name Medusa. It had never been mentioned during the questioning, never referred to. Its absence was startling. It was as if the unacknowledged battalion of psychotics and killers had never existed; its history had been wiped off the books. But that history could be reinstated. This was where he would start.


  Webb walked rapidly out of the bedroom and down the steps to his study, once a small library off the hallway in the old Victorian house. He sat at his desk, opened the bottom drawer, and removed several notebooks and various papers. He then inserted a brass letter opener and pried up the false bottom; lying on the second layer of wood were other papers. They were a vague, mostly bewildering assortment of fragmented recollections, images that had come to him at odd hours of the day and night. There were torn scraps and pages from small notebooks and scissored pieces of stationery on which he had jotted down the pictures and words that exploded in his head. It was a mass of painful evocations, many so tortured that he could not share them with Marie, fearing the hurt would be too great, the revelations of Jason Bourne too brutal for his wife to confront. And among these secrets were the names of the experts in clandestine operations who had come down to question him so intensely in Virginia.


  David’s eyes suddenly focused on the ugly heavy-caliber weapon on the edge of the desk. Without realizing it, he had gripped it in his hand and carried it down from the bedroom; he stared at it for a moment, then picked up the phone. It was the beginning of the most agonizing, infuriating hour of his life, as each moment Marie drifted farther away.


  The first two calls were taken by wives or lovers; the men he was trying to reach were suddenly not there when he identified himself. He was still out of sanction! They would not touch him without authorization and that authorization was being withheld. Christ, he should have known!


  “Hello?”


  “Is this the Lanier residence?”


  “Yes, it is.”


  “William Lanier, please. Tell him it’s urgent, a Sixteen Hundred alert. My name is Thompson, State Department.”


  “Just one minute,” said the woman, concerned.


  “Who is this?” asked a man’s voice.


  “It’s David Webb. You remember Jason Bourne, don’t you?”


  “Webb?” A pause followed, filled with Lanier’s breathing. “Why did you say your name was Thompson? That it was a White House alert?”


  “I had an idea you might not talk to me. Among the things I remember is that you don’t make contact with certain people without authorization. They’re out of bounds. You simply report the contact attempt.”


  “Then I assume you also remember that it’s highly irregular to call someone like me on a domestic phone.”


  “Domestic phone? Does the domestic prohibitive now include where you live?”


  “You know what I’m talking about.”


  “I said it was an emergency.”


  “It can’t have anything to do with me,” protested Lanier. “You’re a dead file in my office—”


  “Color me deep-dead?” interrupted David.


  “I didn’t say that,” shot back the man from covert operations. “All I meant was that you’re not on my schedule and it’s policy not to interfere with others.”


  “What others?” asked Webb sharply.


  “How the hell do I know?”


  “Are you telling me that you’re not interested in what I have to tell you?”


  “Whether I’m interested or not hasn’t anything to do with it. You’re not on any list of mine, and that’s all I have to know. If you have something to say, call your authorized contact.”


  “I tried to. His wife said he was in the Far East.”


  “Try his office. Someone there will process you.”


  “I know that, and I don’t care to be processed. I want to talk to someone I know, and I know you, Bill. Remember? It was ‘Bill’ in Virginia, that’s what you told me to call you. You were interested to hell and back in what I had to say then.”


  “That was then, not now. Look, Webb, I can’t help you because I can’t advise you. No matter what you tell me, I can’t respond. I’m not current on your status—I haven’t been for almost a year. Your contact is—He can be reached. Call State back. I’m hanging up.”


  “Medusa,” whispered David. “Did you hear me, Lanier? Medusa!”


  “Medusa what? Are you trying to tell me something?”


  “I’ll blow it all apart, do you read me? I’ll expose the whole obscene mess unless I get some answers!”


  “Why don’t you get yourself processed instead?” said the man from covert operations coldly. “Or check yourself into a hospital.” There was an abrupt click, and David, perspiring, hung up the phone.


  Lanier did not know about Medusa. If he had known, he would have stayed on the phone, learning whatever he could, for Medusa crossed the lines of “policy” and being “current.” But Lanier was one of the younger interrogators, no more than thirty-three or thirty-four; he was very bright, but not a long-term veteran. Someone a few years older would probably have been given clearance, told about the renegade battalion that was still held in deep cover. Webb looked at the names on his list and at the corresponding telephone numbers. He picked up the phone.


  “Hello?” A male voice.


  “Is this Samuel Teasdale?”


  “Yeah, that’s right. Who are you?”


  “I’m glad you answered the phone and not your wife.”


  “The wife’s standard where possible,” said Teasdale, suddenly cautious. “Mine’s no longer available. She’s sailing somewhere in the Caribbean with someone I never knew about. Now that you know my life’s story, who the hell are you?”


  “Jason Bourne, remember?”


  “Webb?”


  “I vaguely remember that name,” said David.


  “Why are you calling me?”


  “You were friendly. Down in Virginia you told me to call you Sam.”


  “Okay, okay, David, you’re right. I told you to call me Sam—that’s what I am to my friends, Sam.…” Teasdale was bewildered, upset, searching for words. “But that was almost a year ago, Davey, and you know the rules. You’re given a person to talk to, either on the scene or over at State. That’s the one you should reach—that’s the person who’s up to date on everything.”


  “Aren’t you up to date, Sam?”


  “Not about you, no. I remember the directive; it was dropped on our desks a couple of weeks after you left Virginia. All inquiries regarding ‘said subject, et cetera’ were to be bumped up to Section whatever-the-hell-it-was, ‘said subject’ having full access and in direct touch with deputies on the scene and in the Department.”


  “The deputies—if that’s what they were—were pulled out, and my direct-access contact has disappeared.”


  “Come on,” objected Teasdale quietly, suspiciously. “That’s crazy. It couldn’t happen.”


  “It happened!” yelled Webb. “My wife happened!”


  “What about your wife? What are you talking about?”


  “She’s gone, you bastard—all of you, bastards! You let it happen!” Webb grabbed his wrist, gripping it with all his strength to stop the trembling. “I want answers, Sam. I want to know who cleared the way, who turned? I’ve got an idea who it is, but I need answers to nail him—nail all of you, if I have to.”


  “Hold it right there!” broke in Teasdale angrily. “If you’re trying to compromise me, you’re doing a rotten fucking job of it! This boy’s not for neutering, wacko. Go sing to your head doctors, not to me! I don’t have to talk to you, all I have to do is report the fact that you called me, which I’ll do the second I cut you loose. I’ll also add that I got hit with a bucket of wacko-time bullshit! Take care of that head of yours—!”


  “Medusa!” cried Webb. “No one wants to talk about code name Medusa, do they? Even today it’s way down deep in the vaults, isn’t it?”


  There was no click on the line this time. Teasdale did not hang up. Instead, he spoke flatly, no comment in his voice. “Rumors,” he said. “Like Hoover’s raw files—raw meat—good for stories over a few belts, but not worth a hell of a lot.”


  “I’m not a rumor, Sam. I live, I breathe, I go to the toilet and I sweat—like I’m sweating now. That’s not a rumor.”


  “You’ve had your problems, Davey.”


  “I was there! I fought with Medusa! Some people said I was the best, or the worst. It’s why I was chosen, why I became Jason Bourne.”


  “I wouldn’t know about that. We never discussed it, so I wouldn’t know. Did we ever discuss it, Davey?”


  “Stop using that goddamned name. I’m not Davey.”


  “We were ‘Sam’ and ‘Davey’ in Virginia, don’t you remember?”


  “That doesn’t matter! We all played games. Morris Panov was our referee, until one day you decided to get rough.”


  “I apologized,” said Teasdale gently. “We all have bad days. I told you about my wife.”


  “I’m not interested in your wife! I’m interested in mine! And I’ll rip open Medusa unless I get some answers, some help!”


  “I’m sure you can get whatever help you think you need if you’ll just call your contact at State.”


  “He’s not there! He’s gone!”


  “Then ask for his backup. You’ll be processed.”


  “Processed? Jesus, what are you, a robot?”


  “Just a man trying to do his job, Mr. Webb, and I’m afraid I can’t do anything more for you. Good night.” The click came and Teasdale was off the phone.


  There was another man, thought David at fever pitch as he stared at the list, squinting as the sweat filled his eye sockets. An easygoing man, less abrasive than the others, a Southerner, whose slow drawl was either a cover for a quick mind or the halting resistance to a job in which he felt himself uncomfortable. There was no time for invention.


  “Is this the Babcock residence?”


  “Surely is,” replied a woman’s voice imbued with magnolia. “Not our home, of course, as I always point out, but we surely do reside here.”


  “May I speak with Harry Babcock, please?”


  “May Ah ask who’s callin’, please? He may be out in the garden with the kids, but on the other hand he may have taken them over to the park. It’s so well lit these days—not like before—and you just don’t fear for your life as long as you stay…”


  A cover for quick minds, both Mr. and Mrs. Harry Babcock.


  “My name is Reardon, State Department. There’s an urgent message for Mr. Babcock. My instructions are to reach him as soon as possible. It’s an emergency.”


  There was the bouncing echo of a phone being covered, muffled sounds beyond. Harry Babcock got on the line, his speech slow and deliberate.


  “I don’t know a Mr. Reardon, Mr. Reardon. All mah relays come from a particular switchboard that identifies itself. Are you a switchboard, sir?”


  “Well, I don’t know if I’ve ever heard of someone coming in from a garden, or from across the street in a park so quickly, Mr. Babcock.”


  “Remarkable, isn’t it? I should be runnin’ in the Olympics, perhaps. However, I do know your voice. I just can’t place the name.”


  “How about Jason Bourne?”


  The pause was brief—a very quick mind. “Now, that name goes back quite a while, doesn’t it? Just about a year, I’d say. It is you, isn’t it, David.” There was no question implied.


  “Yes, Harry. I’ve got to talk to you.”


  “No, David, you should speak with others, not me.”


  “Are you telling me I’m cut off?”


  “Good heavens, that’s so abrupt, so discourteous. I’d be more than delighted to hear how you and the lovely Mrs. Webb are doing in your new life. Massachusetts, isn’t it?”


  “Maine.”


  “Of course. Forgive me. Is everything well? As I’m sure you realize, my colleagues and I are involved with so many problems we haven’t been able to stay in touch with your file.”


  “Someone else said you couldn’t get your hands on it.”


  “Ah don’t think anybody tried to.”


  “I want to talk, Babcock,” said David harshly.


  “I don’t,” replied Harry Babcock flatly, his voice nearly glacial. “I follow regulations, and to be frank, you are cut off from men like me. I don’t question why—things change, they always change.”


  “Medusa!” said David. “We won’t talk about me, let’s talk about Medusa!”


  The pause was longer than before. And when Babcock spoke, his words were frozen. “This phone is sterile, Webb, so I’ll say what I want to say. You were nearly taken out a year ago, and it would have been a mistake. We would have sincerely mourned you. But if you break the threads, there’ll be no mournin’ tomorrow. Except, of course, your wife.”


  “You son of a bitch! She’s gone! She was taken! You bastards let it happen!”


  “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”


  “My guards! They were pulled, every goddamned one of them, and she was taken! I want answers, Babcock, or I blow everything apart! Now, you do exactly as I tell you to do, or there’ll be mournings you never dreamed of—all of you, your wives, orphaned children—try everything on for size! I’m Jason Bourne, remember!”


  “You’re a maniac, that’s what I remember. With threats like those we’ll send a team to find you. Medusa style. Try that on for size, boy!”


  Suddenly a furious hum broke into the line; it was deafening, high-pitched, causing David to thrust the phone away from his ear. And then the calm voice of an operator was heard: “We are breaking in for an emergency. Go ahead, Colorado.”


  Webb slowly brought the phone back to his ear.


  “Is this Jason Bourne?” asked a man in a mid-Atlantic accent, the voice refined, aristocratic.


  “I’m David Webb.”


  “Of course you are. But you are also Jason Bourne.”


  “Was,” said David, mesmerized by something he could not define.


  “The conflicting lines of identity get blurred, Mr. Webb. Especially for one who has been through so much.”


  “Who the hell are you?”


  “A friend, be assured of that. And a friend cautions one he calls a friend. You’ve made outrageous accusations against some of our country’s most dedicated servants, men who will never be permitted an unaccountable five million dollars—to this day unaccounted for.”


  “Do you want to search me?”


  “No more than I’d care to trace the labyrinthine ways your most accomplished wife buried the funds in a dozen European—”


  “She’s gone! Did your dedicated men tell you that?”


  “You were described as being overwrought—‘raving’ was the word that was used—and making astonishing accusations relative to your wife, yes.”


  “Relative to—Goddamn you, she was taken from our house! Someone’s holding her because they want me!”


  “Are you sure?”


  “Ask that dead fish McAllister. It’s his scenario, right down to the note. And suddenly he’s on the other side of the world!”


  “A note?” asked the cultured voice.


  “Very clear. Very specific. It’s McAllister’s story, and he let it happen! You let it happen!”


  “Perhaps you should examine the note further.”


  “Why?”


  “No matter. It may all become clearer to you with help—psychiatric help.”


  “What?”


  “We want to do all we can for you, believe that. You’ve given so much—more than any man should—and your extraordinary contribution cannot be disregarded even if it comes to a court of law. We placed you in the situation and we will stand by you—even if it means bending the laws, coercing the courts.”


  “What are you talking about?” screamed David.


  “A respected army doctor tragically killed his wife several years ago, it was in all the papers. The stress became too much. The stresses on you were tenfold.”


  “I don’t believe this!”


  “Let’s put it another way, Mr. Bourne.”


  “I’m not Bourne!”


  “All right, Mr. Webb, I’ll be frank with you.”


  “That’s a step up!”


  “You’re not a well man. You’ve gone through eight months of psychiatric therapy—there’s still a great deal of your own life you can’t remember; you didn’t even know your name. It’s all in the medical records, meticulous records that make clear the advanced state of your mental illness, your compulsion for violence and your obsessive rejection of your own identity. In your torment you fantasize, you pretend to be people you are not; you seem to have a compulsion to be someone other than yourself.”


  “That’s crazy and you know it! Lies!”


  “‘Crazy’ is a harsh word, Mr. Webb, and the lies are not mine. However, it’s my job to protect our government from vilification, unfounded accusations that could severely damage the country.”


  “Such as?”


  “Your secondary fantasy concerning an unknown organization you call Medusa. Now, I’m sure your wife will come back to you—if she can, Mr. Webb. But if you persist with this fantasy, with this figment of your tortured mind that you call Medusa, we’ll label you a paranoid schizophrenic, a pathological liar prone to uncontrollable violence and self-deception. If such a man claims his wife is missing, who knows where that pathological trip could lead? Do I make myself clear?”


  David closed his eyes, the sweat rolling down his face. “Crystal clear,” he said quietly, hanging up the phone.


  Paranoid…pathological. Bastards! He opened his eyes wanting to spend his rage by hurling himself against something, anything! Then he stopped and stood motionless as another thought struck him, the obvious thought. Morris Panov! Mo Panov would label the three monsters for what he knew they were. Incompetents and liars, manipulators and self-serving protectors of corrupt bureaucracies—and conceivably worse, far worse. He reached for the phone and, trembling, dialed the number that so often in the past had brought forth a calming, rational voice that provided a sense of worth when Webb felt there was very little of value left in him.


  “David, how good to hear from you,” said Panov with genuine warmth.


  “I’m afraid it’s not, Mo. It’s the worst call I’ve ever made to you.”


  “Come on, David, that’s pretty dramatic. We’ve been through a lot—”


  “Listen to me!” yelled Webb. “She’s gone! They’ve taken her!” The words poured forth, sequences lacking order, the times confused.


  “Stop it, David!” commanded Panov. “Go back. I want to hear it from the beginning. When this man came to see you—after your…the memories of your brother.”


  “What man?”


  “From the State Department.”


  “Yes! All right, yes. McAllister, that was his name.”


  “Go from there. Names, titles, positions. And spell out the name of that banker in Hong Kong. And for Christ’s sake, slow down!”


  Webb again grabbed his wrist as he gripped the phone. He started again, imposing a false control on his speech; it became strident, tight, involuntarily gathering speed. Finally he managed to get everything out, everything he could recall, knowing in horror that he had not remembered everything. Unknown blank spaces filled him with pain. They were coming back, the terrible blank spaces. He had said all he could say for the moment; there was nothing left.


  “David,” began Mo Panov firmly. “I want you to do something for me. Now.”


  “What?”


  “It may sound foolish to you, even a little bit crazy, but I suggest you go down the street to the beach and take a walk along the shore. A half hour, forty-five minutes, that’s all. Listen to the surf and the waves crashing against the rocks.”


  “You can’t be serious!” protested Webb.


  “I’m very serious,” insisted Mo. “Remember we agreed once that there were times when people should put their heads on hold—God knows, I do it more than a reasonably respected psychiatrist should. Things can overwhelm us, and before we can get our act together we have to get rid of part of the confusion. Do as I ask, David. I’ll get back to you as soon as I can, no more than an hour, I’d guess. And I want you calmer than you are now.”


  It was crazy, but as with so much of what Panov quietly, often casually, suggested, there was truth in his words. Webb walked along the cold, rocky beach, never for an instant forgetting what had happened, but whether it was the change of scene, or the wind, or the incessant, repetitive sounds of the pounding ocean, he found himself breathing more steadily—every bit as deeply, as tremulously, as before, but without the higher registers of hysteria. He looked at his watch, at the luminous dial aided by the moonlight. He had walked back and forth for thirty-two minutes; it was all the indulgence he could bear. He climbed the path through the dune of wild grass to the street and headed for the house, his pace quickening with every step.


  He sat in his chair at the desk, his eyes rigid on the phone. It rang; he picked it up before the bell had stopped. “Mo?”


  “Yes.”


  “It was damned cold out there. Thank you.”


  “Thank you.”


  “What have you learned?”


  And then the extension of the nightmare began.


  “How long has Marie been gone, David?”


  “I don’t know. An hour, two hours, maybe more. What’s that got to do with anything?”


  “Could she be shopping? Or did you two have a fight and perhaps she wanted to be by herself for a while? We agreed that things are sometimes very difficult for her—you made the point yourself.”


  “What the hell are you talking about? There’s a note spelling it out! Blood, a hand print!”


  “Yes, you mentioned them before, but they’re so incriminating. Why would anyone do that?”


  “How do I know! It was done—they were done. It’s all here!”


  “Did you call the police?”


  “Christ, no! It’s not for the police! It’s for us, for me! Can’t you understand that?…What did you find out? Why are you talking like this?”


  “Because I have to. In all the sessions, in all the months we talked we never said anything but the truth to each other because the truth is what you have to know.”


  “Mo! For God’s sake, it’s Marie!”


  “Please, David, let me finish. If they’re lying—and they’ve lied before—I’ll know it and I’ll expose them. I couldn’t do anything less. But I’m going to tell you exactly what they told me, what the number two man in the Far East Section made specifically clear, and what the chief of security for the State Department read to me, as the events were officially logged.”


  “Officially logged…?”


  “Yes. He said you called security control a little over a week ago, and according to the log, you were in a highly agitated state—”


  “I called them?”


  “That’s right, that’s what he said. According to the logs, you claimed you had received threats; your speech was ‘incoherent’—that was the word they used—and you demanded additional security immediately. Because of the classified flag on your file, the request was bounced upstairs and the upper levels said, ‘Give him what he wants. Cool him.’”


  “I can’t believe this!”


  “It’s only the middle, David. Hear me out, because I’m listening to you.”


  “Okay. Go on.”


  “That’s it. Easy. Stay cool—no, strike that word ‘cool.’”


  “Please do.”


  “Once the patrols were in place—again according to the logs—you called twice more complaining that your guards weren’t doing their job. You said they were drinking in their cars in front of your house, that they laughed at you when they accompanied you on the campus, that they—and here I quote—‘They’re making a mockery of what they’re supposed to be doing.’ I underlined that phrase.”


  “A ‘mockery’…?”


  “Easy, David. Here’s the end of it, the end of the logs. You made a last call stating emphatically that you wanted everyone taken away—that your guards were your enemy, they were the men who wanted to kill you. In essence, you had transformed those who were trying to protect you into enemies who would attack you.”


  “And I’m sure that fits snugly into one of those bullshit psychiatric conclusions that had me converting—or perverting—my anxieties into paranoia.”


  “Very snugly,” said Panov. “Too snugly.”


  “What did the number two in Far East tell you?”


  Panov was silent for a moment. “It’s not what you want to hear, David, but he was adamant. They never heard of a banker or any influential taipan named Yao Ming. He said the way things were in Hong Kong these days, if there was such a person he’d have the dossier memorized.”


  “Does he think I made it all up? The name, the wife, the drug connection, the places, the circumstances—the British reaction! For Christ’s sake, I couldn’t invent those things if I wanted to!”


  “It’d be a stretch for you,” agreed the psychiatrist softly. “Then everything I’ve just told you you’re hearing for the first time and none of it makes sense. It’s not the way you recall things.”


  “Mo, it’s all a lie! I never called State. McAllister came to the house and told us both everything I’ve told you, including the Yao Ming story! And now she’s gone, and I’ve been given a lead to follow. Why? For Christ’s sake, what are they doing to us?”


  “I asked about McAllister,” said Panov, his tone suddenly angry. “The Far East deputy checked with State posting and called me back. They say McAllister flew into Hong Kong two weeks ago, that according to his very precise calendar he couldn’t have been at your house in Maine.”


  “He was here!”


  “I think I believe you.”


  “What does that mean?”


  “Among other things, I can hear the truth in your voice, sometimes when you can’t. Also that phrase ‘making a mockery’ of something isn’t generally in the vocabulary of a psychotic in a highly agitated state—certainly not in yours at your wildest.”


  “I’m not with you.”


  “Someone saw where you worked and what you did for a living and thought he’d add a little upgraded verbiage. Local color, in your case.” Then Panov exploded. “My God, what are they doing?”


  “Locking me into a starting gate,” said Webb softly. “They’re forcing me to go after whatever it is they want.”


  “Sons of bitches!”


  “It’s called recruitment.” David stared at the wall. “Stay away, Mo, there’s nothing you can do. They’ve got all their pieces in place. I’m recruited.” He hung up.


  Dazed, Webb walked out of his small office and stood in the Victorian hallway surveying the upturned furniture and the broken lamps, china and glass strewn across the floor of the living room beyond. Then words spoken by Panov earlier in the terrible conversation came to him: “They’re so incriminating.”


  Only vaguely realizing where his steps were taking him, he approached the front door and opened it. He forced himself to look at the hand print in the center of the upper panel, the dried blood dull and dark in the light of the carriage lamps. Then he drew closer and examined it.


  It was the imprint of a hand but not a hand print. There was the outline of a hand—the impression, the palm and the extended fingers—but no breaks in the bloody form, no creases or indentations that a bleeding hand pressed against hard wood would reveal, no identifying marks, no isolated parts of the flesh held in place so as to stamp its own particular characteristics. It was like a flat, colored shadow from a piece of stained glass, no planes other than the single impression. A glove? A rubber glove?


  David drew his eyes away, and slowly turned to the staircase in the middle of the hallway, his thoughts haltingly centering on other words spoken by another man. A strange man with a mesmerizing voice.


  Perhaps you should examine the note further.… It may all become clearer to you with help—psychiatric help.


  Webb suddenly screamed, the terror within him growing, as he ran to the staircase and raced up the steps to the bedroom, where he stared at the typewritten note on the bed. He picked it up with sickening fear and carried it to his wife’s dressing table. He turned on the lamp and studied the print under the light.


  If the heart within him could have burst, it would have blown apart. Instead, Jason Bourne coldly examined the note before him.


  The slightly bent, irregular r’s were there, as well as the d’s, the upper staffs incomplete, breaking off at the halfway mark.


  Bastards!


  The note had been written on his own typewriter.


  Recruitment.


  



  CHAPTER SIX


  



  He sat on the rocks above the beach, knowing he had to think clearly. He had to define what was before him and what was expected of him and then how to outthink whoever was manipulating him. Above all, he knew he could not give in to panic, even the perception of panic—a panicked man was dangerous, a risk to be eliminated. If he went over the edge, he would only ensure the death of Marie and himself; it was that simple. Everything was so delicate—violently delicate.


  David Webb was out of the question. Jason Bourne had to assume control. Jesus! It was crazy! Mo Panov had told him to walk on the beach—as Webb—and now he had to sit there as Bourne, thinking things out as Bourne would think them out—he had to deny one part of himself and accept the opposite.


  Strangely, it was not impossible, nor even intolerable, for Marie was out there. His love, his only love—Don’t think that way. Jason Bourne spoke: She is a valuable possession taken from you! Get her back. David Webb spoke: No, not a possession, my life!


  Jason Bourne: Then break all the rules! Find her! Bring her back to you!


  David Webb: I don’t know how. Help me!


  Use me! Use what you’ve learned from me. You’ve got the tools, you’ve had them for years. You were the best in Medusa. Above all, there was control. You preached that, you lived that. And you stayed alive.


  Control.


  Such a simple word. Such an incredible demand.


  Webb climbed off the rocks and once again went up the path through the wild grass to the street, and started back toward the old Victorian house, loathing its sudden, frightening, unfair emptiness. As he walked a name flashed across his thoughts; then it returned and remained fixed. Slowly the face belonging to that name came into focus—very slowly, for the man aroused hatred in David that was no less acute for the sadness he also evoked.


  Alexander Conklin had tried to kill him—twice—and each time he had nearly succeeded. And Alex Conklin—according to his deposition, as well as his own numerous psychiatric sessions with Mo Panov and what vague memories David could provide—had been a close friend of Foreign Service Officer Webb and his Thai wife and their children in Cambodia a lifetime ago. When death had struck from the skies, filling the river with circles of blood, David had fled blindly to Saigon, his rage uncontrollable, and it was his friend in the Central Intelligence Agency, Alex Conklin, who found a place for him in the illegitimate battalion they called Medusa.


  If you can survive the jungle training, you’ll be a man they want. But watch them—every goddamned one of them, every goddamned minute. They’ll cut your arm off for a watch. Those were the words Webb recalled, and he specifically recalled that they had been spoken by the voice of Alexander Conklin.


  He had survived the brutal training and become Delta. No other name, just a progression in the alphabet. Delta One. Then after the war, Delta became Cain. Cain is for Delta and Carlos is for Cain. That was the challenge hurled at Carlos the assassin. Created by Treadstone 71, a killer named Cain would catch the Jackal.


  It was as Cain, a name the underworld of Europe knew in reality was Asia’s Jason Bourne, that Webb had been betrayed by Conklin. A simple act of faith on Alex’s part could have made all the difference, but Alex could not find it within himself to provide it; his own bitterness precluded that particular charity. He believed the worst of his former friend because his own sense of martyrdom made him want to believe it. It raised his own broken self-esteem, convincing him that he was better than his former friend. In his work with Medusa, Conklin’s foot had been shattered by a land mine, and his brilliant career as a field strategist was cut short. A crippled man could not stay in the field where a growing reputation might take him up the ladders scaled by such men as Allen Dulles and James Angleton, and Conklin did not possess the skills for the bureaucratic infighting demanded at Langley. He withered, a once extraordinary tactician left to watch inferior talents pass him by, his expertise sought only in secrecy, the head of Medusa always in the background, dangerous, someone to be kept at arm’s length.


  Two years of imposed castration, until a man known as the Monk—a Rasputin of covert operations—sought him out because one David Webb had been selected for an extraordinary assignment and Conklin had known Webb for years. Treadstone 71 was created, Jason Bourne became its product and Carlos the Jackal its target. And for thirty-two months Conklin monitored this most secret of classified operations, until the scenario fell apart with Jason Bourne’s disappearance and the withdrawal of over five million dollars from Treadstone’s Zurich account.


  With no evidence to the contrary, Conklin presumed the worst. The legendary Bourne had turned; life in the nether world had become too much for him and the temptation to come in from the cold with over five million dollars had been too alluring to resist. Especially for one known as the chameleon, a multilingual deep-cover specialist who could change appearances and life-styles with so little effort that he could literally vanish. A trap for an assassin had been baited and then the bait had vanished, revealing a scheming thief. For the crippled Alexander Conklin this was not only the act of a traitor but intolerable treachery. Considering everything that had been done to him, his foot now no more than a painfully awkward dead weight surgically encased in stolen flesh, a once brilliant career a shambles, his personal life filled with a loneliness that only a total commitment to the Agency could bring about—a devotion not reciprocated—what right had anyone else to turn? What other man had given what he had given?


  So his once close friend, David Webb, became the enemy, Jason Bourne. Not merely the enemy, but an obsession. He had helped create the myth; he would destroy it. His first attempt was with two hired killers on the outskirts of Paris.


  David shuddered at the memory, still seeing a defeated Conklin limp away, his crippled figure in Webb’s gun-sight.


  The second try was blurred for David. Perhaps he would never recall it completely. It had taken place at the Treadstone sterile house on New York’s Seventy-first Street, an ingenious trap mounted by Conklin, which was aborted by Webb’s hysterical efforts to survive and, oddly enough, the presence of Carlos the Jackal.


  Later, when the truth was known, that the “traitor” had no treason in him, but instead a mental aberration called amnesia, Conklin fell apart. During David’s agonizing months of convalescence in Virginia, Alex tried repeatedly to see his once close friend, to explain, to tell his part of the bloody story—to apologize with every fiber of his being.


  David, however, had no forgiveness in his soul.


  “If he walks through that door, I’ll kill him” had been his words.


  That would change now, thought Webb, as he quickened his pace down the street toward the house. Whatever Conklin’s faults and duplicities, few men in the Intelligence community had the insights and the sources he had developed over a lifetime of commitment. David had not thought about Alex in months; he thought about him now, suddenly remembering the last time his name came up in conversation. Mo Panov had rendered his verdict. “I can’t help him because he doesn’t want to be helped. He’ll carry his last bottle of sour mash up to that great big black operations room in the sky bombed out of his mercifully dead skull. If he lasts to his retirement at the end of the year, I’ll be astonished. On the other hand, if he stays pickled they may put him in a strait-jacket, and that’ll keep him out of traffic. I swear I don’t know how he gets to work every day. That pension is one hell of a survival therapy—better than anything Freud ever left us.” Panov had spoken those words more than five months ago. Conklin was still in place.


  I’m sorry, Mo. His survival one way or the other doesn’t concern me. So far as I’m concerned, his status is dead.


  It was not dead now, thought David, as he ran up the steps of the oversized Victorian porch. Alex Conklin was very much alive, whether drunk or not, and even if he was preserved in bourbon, he had his sources, those contacts he had cultivated during a lifetime of devotion to the shadow world that ultimately rejected him. Within that world debts were owed, and they were paid out of fear.


  Alexander Conklin. Number one on Jason Bourne’s hit list.


  He opened the door and once again stood in the hallway, but his eyes did not see the wreckage. Instead, the logician in him ordered him to go back into his study and begin the procedures; there was nothing but confusion without imposed order, and confusion led to questions—he could not afford them. Everything had to be precise within the reality he was creating so as to divert the curious from the reality that was.


  He sat down at the desk and tried to focus his thoughts. There was the ever-present spiral notebook from the College Shop in front of him. He opened the thick cover to the first lined page and reached for a pencil.… He could not pick it up! His hand shook so much that his whole body trembled. He held his breath and made a fist, clenching it until his fingernails cut into flesh. He closed his eyes, then opened them, forcing his hand to return to the pencil, commanding it to do its job. Slowly, awkwardly, his fingers gripped the thin, yellow shaft and moved the pencil into position. The words were barely legible, but they were there.


  The university—phone president and dean of studies. Family crisis, not Canada—can be traced. Invent—a brother in Europe, perhaps. Yes, Europe. Leave of absence—brief leave of absence. Right away. Will stay in touch.


  House—call rental agent, same story. Ask Jack to check periodically. He has key. Turn thermostat to 60°.


  Mail—fill out form at Post Office. Hold all mail.


  Newspapers—cancel.


  The little things, the goddamned little things—the unimportant daily trivia became so terribly important and had to be taken care of so that there would be no sign whatsoever of an abrupt departure without a planned return. That was vital; he had to remember it with every word he spoke. Questions had to be kept to a minimum, the inevitable speculations reduced to manageable proportions, which meant he had to confront the obvious conclusion that his recent bodyguards somehow led to his leave of absence. To defuse the connection, the most plausible way was to emphasize the short duration of that absence and to face the issue with a straightforward dismissal, such as “Incidentally, if you’re wondering whether this has anything to do with my concern for personal safety, well, don’t. That’s a closed book; it didn’t have much merit anyway.” He would know better how to respond while talking to both the university’s president and the dean; their own reactions would guide him. If anything could guide him. If he was capable of thinking! Don’t slide back—keep going. Move that pencil! Fill out the page with things to do—then another page, and another! Passports, initials on wallets or billfolds or shirts to correspond with the names being used; airline reservations—connecting flights, no direct routes—Oh, God! To where? Marie! Where are you?


  Stop it! Control yourself. You are capable, you must be capable. You have no choice, so be what you once were. Feel ice. Be ice.


  Without warning, the shell he was building around himself was shattered by the earsplitting sound of the telephone inches from his hand on the desk. He looked at it, swallowing, wondering if he was capable of sounding remotely normal. It rang again, a terrible insistence in its ring. You have no choice.


  He picked it up, gripping the receiver with such force that his knuckles turned white. He managed to get out the single word “Yes?”


  “This is the mobile-air operator, satellite transmission—”


  “Who? What did you say?”


  “I have a midflight radio call for a Mr. Webb. Are you Mr. Webb, sir?”


  “Yes.”


  And then the world he knew blew up in a thousand jagged mirrors, each an image of screaming torment.


  “David!”


  “Marie?”


  “Don’t panic, darling! Do you hear me, don’t panic!” Her voice came through the static; she was trying not to shout but could not help herself.


  “Are you all right? The note said you were hurt—wounded!”


  “I’m all right. A few scratches, that’s all.”


  “Where are you?”


  “Over the ocean, I’m sure they’ll tell you that much. I don’t know; I was sedated.”


  “Oh, Jesus! I can’t stand it! They took you away!”


  “Pull yourself together, David. I know what this is doing to you, but they don’t. Do you understand what I’m saying? They don’t!”


  She was sending him a coded message; it was not hard to decipher. He had to be the man he hated. He had to be Jason Bourne, and the assassin was alive and well and residing in the body of David Webb.


  “All right. Yes, all right. I’ve been going out of my mind!”


  “Your voice is being amplified—”


  “Naturally.”


  “They’re letting me speak to you so you’ll know I’m alive.”


  “Have they hurt you?”


  “Not intentionally.”


  “What the hell are ‘scratches’?”


  “I struggled. I fought. And I was brought up on a ranch.”


  “Oh, my God—”


  “David, please! Don’t let them do this to you!”


  “To me? It’s you!”


  “I know, darling. I think they’re testing you, can you understand that?”


  Again the message. Be Jason Bourne for both their sakes—for both their lives. “All right. Yes, all right.” He lessened the intensity of his voice, trying to control himself. “When did it happen?” he asked.


  “This morning, about an hour after you left.”


  “This morning? Christ, all day! How?”


  “They came to the door. Two men—”


  “Who?”


  “I’m permitted to say they’re from the Far East. Actually, I don’t know any more than that. They asked me to accompany them and I refused. I ran into the kitchen and saw a knife. I stabbed one of them in the hand.”


  “The hand print on the door…”


  “I don’t understand.”


  “It doesn’t matter.”


  “A man wants to talk to you, David. Listen to him, but not in anger—not in a rage—can you understand that?”


  “All right. Yes, all right. I understand.”


  The man’s voice came on the line. It was hesitant but precise, almost British in its delivery, someone who had been taught English by an Englishman, or by someone who had lived in the U.K. Nevertheless, it was identifiably Oriental; the accent was southern China, the pitch, the short vowels and sharp consonants sounding Cantonese.


  “We do not care to harm your wife, Mr. Webb, but if it is necessary, it will be unavoidable.”


  “I wouldn’t, if I were you,” said David coldly.


  “Jason Bourne speaks?”


  “He speaks.”


  “The acknowledgment is the first step in our understanding.”


  “What understanding?”


  “You took something of great value from a man.”


  “You’ve taken something of great value from me.”


  “She is alive.”


  “She’d better stay that way.”


  “Another is dead. You killed her.”


  “Are you sure about that?” Bourne would not agree readily unless it served his purpose to do so.


  “We are very sure.”


  “What’s your proof?”


  “You were seen. A tall man who stayed in the shadows and raced through the hotel corridors and across fire escapes with the movements of a mountain cat.”


  “Then I wasn’t really seen, was I? Nor could I have been. I was thousands of miles away.” Bourne would always give himself an option.


  “In these times of fast aircraft, what is distance?” The Oriental paused, then added sharply, “You canceled your duties for a period of five days two and a half weeks ago.”


  “And if I told you I attended a symposium on the Sung and Yuan dynasties down in Boston—which was very much in line with my duties—”


  “I am startled,” interrupted the man courteously, “that Jason Bourne would employ such a lamentably feeble excuse.”


  He had not wanted to go to Boston. That symposium was light years away from his lectures, but he had been officially asked to attend. The request came from Washington, from the Cultural Exchange Program and filtered through the university’s Department of Oriental Studies. Christ! Every pawn was in place!


  “Excuse for what?”


  “For being where he was not. Large crowds mingling among the exhibits, certain people paid to swear you were there.”


  “That’s ridiculous, not to say patently amateurish. I don’t pay.”


  “You were paid.”


  “I was? How?”


  “Through the same bank you used before. In Zurich. The Gemeinschaft in Zurich—on the Bahnhofstrasse, of course.”


  “Odd I haven’t received a statement,” said David, listening carefully.


  “When you were Jason Bourne in Europe, you never needed one, for yours was a three-zero account—the most secret, which is very secret indeed in Switzerland. However, we found a draft transfer made out to the Gemeinschaft among the papers of a man—a dead man, of course.”


  “Of course. But not the man I supposedly killed.”


  “Certainly not. But one who ordered that man killed, along with a treasured prize of my employer.”


  “A prize is a trophy, isn’t it?”


  “Both are won, Mr. Bourne. Enough. You are you. Get to the Regent Hotel in Kowloon. Register under any name you wish, but ask for Suite six-nine-zero—say you believe arrangements were made to reserve it.”


  “How convenient. My own rooms.”


  “It will save time.”


  “It’ll also take me time to make arrangements here.”


  “We are certain you will not raise alarms and will move as rapidly as you can. Be there by the end of the week.”


  “Count on both. Put my wife back on the line.”


  “I regret I cannot do that.”


  “For Christ’s sake, you can hear everything we say!”


  “You will speak with her in Kowloon.”


  There was an echoing click, and he could hear nothing on the line but static. He replaced the phone, his grip so intense a cramp had formed between his thumb and forefinger. He managed to remove his clenched hand and shook it violently. He was grateful that the pain allowed him to reenter reality more gradually. He grabbed his right hand with his left, held it steady, and pressed his left thumb into the cramp, and as he watched his fingers spread free he knew what he had to do—do without wasting an hour on the all-important unimportant trivia. He had to reach Conklin in Washington, the gutter rat who had tried to kill him in broad daylight on New York’s Seventy-first Street. Alex, drunk or sober, made no distinction between the hours of day and night, nor did the operations he knew so well, for there was no night and day where his work was concerned. There was only the flat light of fluorescent tubes in offices that never closed. If he had to, he would press Alexander Conklin until the blood rolled out of the gutter rat’s eyes; he would learn what he had to know, knowing that Conklin could get the information.


  Webb rose unsteadily from the chair, walked out of his study and into the kitchen, where he poured himself a drink, grateful again that although his hand still trembled, it did so less than before.


  He could delegate certain things. Jason Bourne never delegated anything, but he was still David Webb and there were several people on campus he could trust—certainly not with the truth but with a useful lie. By the time he returned to his study and the telephone he had chosen his conduit. Conduit, for God’s sake! A word from the past he thought he had been free to forget. But the young man would do what he asked; the graduate student’s master’s thesis would ultimately be graded by his adviser, one David Webb. Use the advantage, whether it’s total darkness or blinding sunlight, but use it to frighten or use it with compassion, whatever worked.


  “Hello, James? It’s David Webb.”


  “Hi, Mr. Webb. Where’d I screw up?”


  “You haven’t, Jim. Things have screwed up for me and I could use a little extracurricular help. Would you be interested? It’ll take a little time.”


  “This weekend? The game?”


  “No, just tomorrow morning. Maybe an hour or so, if that. Then a little bonus in terms of your curriculum vitae, if that doesn’t sound too horseshit.”


  “Name it.”


  “Well, confidentially—and I’d appreciate the confidentiality—I have to be away for a week, perhaps two, and I’m about to call the powers that be and suggest that you sit in for me. It’s no problem for you; it’s the Manchu overthrow and the Sino-Russian agreements that sound very familiar today.”


  “1900 to around 1912,” said the master’s candidate with confidence.


  “You can refine it, and don’t overlook the Japanese and Port Arthur and old Teddy Roosevelt. Line it up and draw parallels; that’s what I’ve been doing.”


  “Can do. Will do. I’ll hit the sources. What about tomorrow?”


  “I have to leave tonight, Jim; my wife’s already on her way. Have you got a pencil?”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “You know what they say about piling up newspapers and the mail, so I want you to call the newspaper delivery and go down to the post office and tell them both to hold everything—sign whatever you have to sign. Then call the Scully Agency here in town and speak to Jack or Adele and tell them to…”


  The master’s candidate was recruited. The next call was far easier than David expected, as the president of the university was at a dinner party in his honor at the president’s residence and was far more interested in his upcoming speech than in an obscure—if unusual—associate-professor’s leave of absence. “Please reach the dean of studies, Mr.—Wedd. I’m raising money, damn it.”


  The dean of studies was not so easily handled. “David, has this anything to do with those people who were walking around with you last week? I mean, after all, old boy, I’m one of the few people here who know that you were involved with some very hush-hush things in Washington.”


  “Nothing whatsoever, Doug. That was nonsense from the beginning; this isn’t. My brother was seriously injured, his car completely totaled. I’ve got to get over to Paris for a few days, maybe a week, that’s all.”


  “I was in Paris two years ago. The drivers are absolute maniacs.”


  “No worse than Boston, Doug, and a hell of a lot better than Cairo.”


  “Well, I suppose I can make arrangements. A week isn’t that long, and Johnson was out for nearly a month with pneumonia—”


  “I’ve already made arrangements—with your approval, of course. Jim Crowther, a master’s candidate, will fill in for me. It’s material he knows and he’ll do a good job.”


  “Oh, yes, Crowther, a bright young man, in spite of his beard. Never did trust beards, but then I was here in the sixties.”


  “Try growing one. It may set you free.”


  “I’ll let that go by. Are you sure this hasn’t anything to do with those people from the State Department? I really must have the facts, David. What’s your brother’s name? What Paris hospital is he in?”


  “I don’t know the hospital, but Marie probably does; she left this morning. Good-bye, Doug. I’ll call you tomorrow or the next day. I have to get down to Logan Airport in Boston.”


  “David?”


  “Yes?”


  “Why do I feel you’re not being entirely truthful with me?”


  Webb remembered. “Because I’ve never been in this position before,” he said. “Asking a favor from a friend because of someone I’d rather not think about.”


  David hung up the phone.


  The flight from Boston to Washington was maddening because of a fossilized professor of pedantry—David never did get the course—who had the seat next to his. The man’s voice was as irritatingly authentic as the ponderous tones of the accomplished actor on television who assumed the role of the learned elder of a brokerage house and insisted, “They earn it!” The phrase kept repeating itself over and over again in Webb’s mind regardless of what the professor said, and he kept saying a great deal. It was only when they landed at National Airport that the pedant admitted the truth. “I’ve been a bore, but do forgive me. I’m terrified of flying, so I just keep chattering. Silly, isn’t it?”


  “Not at all, but why didn’t you say so? It’s hardly a crime.”


  “Fear of peer pressure, or scoffing condemnation, I imagine.”


  “I’ll remember that the next time I’m sitting next to someone like you.” Webb smiled briefly. “Maybe I could help.”


  “That’s kind of you. And very honest. Thank you. Thank you so much.”


  “You’re welcome.”


  David retrieved his suitcase from the luggage belt and went outside for a taxi, annoyed that the cabs were not taking single fares but insisting on two or more passengers going in the same direction. His backseat companion was a woman, an attractive woman who used body language in concert with imploring eyes. It made no sense to him, so he made no sense of her, but thanked her for dropping him off first.


  He registered at the Jefferson Hotel on Sixteenth Street under a false name invented at the moment. The hotel, however, was carefully chosen; it was a block and a half from Conklin’s apartment, the same apartment the CIA officer had lived in for nearly twenty years when he was not in the field. It was an address David made sure to get before he left Virginia—again instinct, visceral distrust. He had a telephone number as well, but knew it was useless; he could not phone Conklin. The once deep-cover strategist would mount defenses, more mental than physical, and Webb wanted to confront an unprepared man. There would be no warning, only a presence demanding a debt that was owed and must now be paid.


  David glanced at his watch; it was ten minutes to midnight, as good a time as any and better than most. He washed, changed his shirt, and finally dug out one of the two dismantled guns from his suitcase, removing it from the thick, foil-lined bag. He snapped the parts in place, tested the firing mechanism, and shoved the clip into the receiving chamber. He held the weapon out and studied his hand, satisfied that there was no tremor. It felt clean and unremarkable. Eight hours ago he would not have believed he could hold a gun in his hand for fear he might fire it. That was eight hours ago, not now. Now it was comfortable, a part of him, an extension of Jason Bourne.


  He left the Jefferson and walked down Sixteenth Street, turning right at the corner and noting the descending numbers of the old apartments—very old apartments, reminding him of the brownstones on the Upper East Side of New York. There was a curious logic in the observation, considering Conklin’s role in the Treadstone project, he thought. Treadstone 71’s sterile house in Manhattan had been a brownstone, an odd, bulging structure with upper windows of tinted blue glass. He could see it so clearly, hear the voices so clearly, without really understanding—the incubating factory for Jason Bourne.


  Do it again!


  Who is the face?


  What’s his background? His method of kill?


  Wrong! You’re wrong! Do it again!


  Who’s this? What’s the connection to Carlos?


  Damn it, think! There can be no mistakes!


  A brownstone. Where his other self was created, the man he needed so much now.


  There it was, Conklin’s apartment. He was on the second floor, facing front. The lights were on; Alex was home and awake. Webb crossed the street, aware that a misty drizzle had suddenly filled the air, diffusing the glare of the streetlamps, halos beneath the orbs of rippled glass. He walked up the steps and opened the door to the short foyer; he stepped inside and studied the names under the mailboxes of the six flats. Each had a webbed circle under the name into which a caller announced himself.


  There was no time for complicated invention. If Panov’s verdict was accurate, his voice would be sufficient. He pressed Conklin’s button and waited for a response; it came after the better part of a minute.


  “Yes? Who’s there?”


  “Harry Babcock heah,” said David, the accent exaggerated. “I’ve got to see you, Alex.”


  “Harry? What the hell…? Sure, sure, come on up!” The buzzer droned, broke off once—a finger momentarily displaced.


  David went inside and ran up the narrow staircase to the second floor, hoping to be outside Conklin’s door when he opened it. He arrived less than a second before Alex, who, with his eyes only partially focused, pulled back the door and began to scream. Webb lunged, clamping his hand across Conklin’s face, twisting the CIA man around in a hammerlock, and kicking the door shut.


  He had not physically attacked a person for as long as he could remember with any accuracy. It should have been strange, even awkward, but it was neither. It was perfectly natural. Oh, Christ!


  “I’m going to take my hand away, Alex, but if you raise your voice it goes back. And you won’t survive if it does, is that clear?” David removed his hand, yanking Conklin’s head back as he did so.


  “You’re one hell of a surprise,” said the CIA man, coughing, and lurching into a limp as he was released. “You also call for a drink.”


  “I gather it’s a pretty steady diet.”


  “We are what we are,” answered Conklin, awkwardly reaching down for an empty glass on the coffee table in front of a large, well-worn couch. He carried it over to a copper-plated dry bar against the wall where identical bottles of bourbon stood in a single row. There were no mixers, no water, just an ice bucket; it was not a bar for guests. It was for the host in residence, its gleaming metal proclaiming it to be an extravagance the resident permitted himself. The rest of the living room was not in its class. Somehow that copper bar was a statement.


  “To what,” continued Conklin, pouring himself a drink, “do I owe this dubious pleasure? You refused to see me in Virginia—said you’d kill me, and that’s a fact. That’s what you said. You’d kill me if I walked through the door, you said that.”


  “You’re drunk.”


  “Probably. But then I usually am around this time. Do you want to start out with a lecture? It won’t do a hell of a lot of good, but give it the old college try if you want to.”


  “You’re sick.”


  “No, I’m drunk, that’s what you said. Am I repeating myself?”


  “Ad nauseam.”


  “Sorry about that.” Conklin replaced the bottle, took several swallows from his glass and looked at Webb. “I didn’t walk through your door, you came through mine, but I suppose that’s immaterial. Did you come here to finally carry out your threat, to fulfill the prophecy, to put past wrongs to rights or whatever you call it? That rather obvious flat bulge under your jacket I doubt is a pint of whisky.”


  “I have no overriding urge to see you dead any longer, but yes, I may kill you. You could provoke that urge very easily.”


  “Fascinating. How could I do that?”


  “By not providing me with what I need—and you can provide it.”


  “You must know something I don’t.”


  “I know you’ve got twenty years in gray to black operations and that you wrote the book on most of them.”


  “History,” muttered the CIA man, drinking.


  “It’s revivable. Unlike mine, your memory’s intact. Mine’s limited, but not yours. I need information, I need answers.”


  “To what? For what?”


  “They took my wife away,” said David simply, ice in that simplicity. “They took Marie away from me.”


  Conklin’s eyes blinked through his fixed stare. “Say that again. I don’t think I heard you right.”


  “You heard! And you bastards are somewhere deep down in the rotten scenario!”


  “Not me! I wouldn’t—I couldn’t! What the hell are you saying? Marie’s gone?”


  “She’s in a plane over the Pacific. I’m to follow. I’m to fly to Kowloon.”


  “You’re crazy! You’re out of your mind!”


  “You listen to me, Alex. You listen carefully to everything I tell you.…” Again the words poured forth, but now with a control he had not been able to summon with Morris Panov. Conklin drunk had sharper perceptions than most sober men in the Intelligence community, and he had to understand. Webb could not allow any lapses in the narrative; it had to be clear from the beginning—from that moment when he spoke to Marie over the gymnasium phone and heard her say, “David, come home. There’s someone here you must see. Quickly, darling.”


  As he talked, Conklin limped unsteadily across the room to the couch and sat down, his eyes never once leaving Webb’s face. When David had finished describing the hotel around the corner, Alex shook his head and reached for his drink.


  “It’s eerie,” he said after a period of silence, of intense concentration fighting the clouds of alcohol, and put the glass down. “It’s as though a strategy was mounted and went off the wire.”


  “Off the wire?”


  “Out of control.”


  “How?”


  “I don’t know,” went on the former tactician, weaving slightly, trying not to slur his words. “You’re given a script that may or may not be accurate, then the targets change—your wife for you—and it’s played out. You react predictably, but when you mention Medusa, you’re told in no uncertain terms that you’ll be burned if you persist.”


  “That’s predictable.”


  “It’s no way to prime a subject. Suddenly your wife’s on a back burner, and Medusa’s the overriding danger. Someone miscalculated. Something’s off a wire, something happened.”


  “You’ve got what’s left of tonight and tomorrow to get me some answers. I’m on the seven P.M. flight to Hong Kong.”


  Conklin sat forward, shaking his head slowly and, with his right hand trembling, again reached for his bourbon. “You’re in the wrong part of town,” he said, swallowing. “I thought you knew; you made a tight little allusion to the sauce. I’m useless to you. I’m off limits, a basket case. No one tells me anything, and why should they? I’m a relic, Webb. Nobody wants to have a goddamned thing to do with me. I’m washed out and up and one more step I’ll be beyond-salvage—which I believe is a phrase locked in that crazy head of yours.”


  “Yes, it is. ‘Kill him. He knows too much.’”


  “Maybe you want to put me there, is that it? Feed him, wake up the sleeping Medusa, and make sure he gets it from his own. That would balance.”


  “You put me there,” said David, taking the gun out of the holster under his jacket.


  “Yes, I did,” agreed Conklin, nodding his head, and gazing at the weapon. “Because I knew Delta, and as far as I was concerned, anything was possible—I’d seen you in the field. My God, you blew a man’s head off—one of your own men—in Tam Quan because you believed—you didn’t know, you believed—he was radioing a platoon on the Ho Chi Minh! No charges, no defense, just another swift execution in the jungle. It turned out you were right, but you might have been wrong! You could have brought him in; we might have learned things, but no, not Delta! He made up his own rules. Sure, you could have turned in Zurich!”


  “I don’t have the specifics about Tam Quan, but others did,” said David in quiet anger. “I had to get nine men out of there—there wasn’t room for a tenth who could have slowed us down or bolted, giving away our position.”


  “Good! Your rules. You’re inventive, so find a parallel here and for Christ’s sake pull the trigger like you did with him—our bona fide Jason Bourne! I told you in Paris to do it!” Breathing hard, Conklin paused and leveled his bloodshot eyes at Webb; he spoke in a plaintive whisper. “I told you then and I tell you now. Put me out of it. I don’t have the guts to.”


  “We were friends, Alex!” shouted David. “You came to our house! You ate with us and played with the kids! You swam with them in the river.…” Oh my God! It was all coming back. The images, the faces…Oh, Christ, the faces…The bodies floating in circles of water and blood…Control yourself! Reject them! Reject! Only now. Now!


  “That was in another country, David. And besides—I don’t think you want me to complete the line.”


  “‘Besides the wench is dead.’ No, I’d prefer you didn’t repeat the line.”


  “No matter what,” said Conklin hoarsely, swallowing most of his whisky. “We were both erudite, weren’t we?…I can’t help you.”


  “Yes, you can. You will.”


  “Get off it, soldier. There’s no way.”


  “Debts are owed you. Call them in. I’m calling yours.”


  “Sorry. You can pull that trigger anytime you want, but if you don’t, I’m not putting myself beyond-salvage or blowing everything that’s coming to me—legitimately coming to me. If I’m allowed to go to pasture, I intend to graze well. They took enough. I want some back.” The CIA officer got up from the couch and awkwardly walked across the room toward the copper bar. His limp was more pronounced than Webb remembered it, his right foot no more serviceable than an encased stump dragged at an angle across the floor, the effort painfully obvious.


  “The leg’s worse, isn’t it?” asked David curtly.


  “I’ll live with it.”


  “You’ll die with it too,” said Webb, raising his automatic. “Because I can’t live without my wife and you don’t give a goddamn. Do you know what that makes you, Alex? After everything you did to us, all the lies, the traps, the scum you used to nail us with—”


  “You!” interrupted Conklin, filling his glass, and staring at the gun. “Not her.”


  “Kill one of us, you kill us both, but you wouldn’t understand that.”


  “I never had the luxury.”


  “Your lousy self-pity wouldn’t let you! You just want to wallow in it all by yourself and let the booze do the thinking. ‘There but for a fucking land mine goes the Director, or the Monk or the Gray Fox—the Angleton of the eighties.’ You’re pathetic. You’ve got your life, your mind—”


  “Jesus, take them away! Shoot! Pull the goddamn trigger but leave me something!” Conklin suddenly swallowed his entire drink; an extended, rolling, retching cough followed. After the spasm, he looked at David, his eyes watery, the red veins pronounced. “You think I wouldn’t try to help if I could, you son of a bitch?” he whispered huskily. “You think I like all that ‘thinking’ I indulge myself in? You’re the one who’s dense, the one who’s stubborn, David. You don’t understand, do you?” The CIA man held the glass in front of him with two fingers and let it drop to the hardwood floor; it shattered, fragments flying in all directions. Then he spoke, his voice a high-pitched singsong, as below the rheumy eyes a sad smile crept across his lips. “I can’t stand another failure, old friend. And I’d fail, believe me. I’d kill you both and I just don’t think I could live with that.”


  Webb lowered the gun. “Not with what you’ve got in your head, not with what you’ve learned. Anyway, I’ll take my chances; my options are limited, and I choose you. To be honest, I don’t know anyone else. Also, I’ve several ideas, maybe even a plan, but it’s got to be set up at high speed.”


  “Oh?” Conklin held on to the bar to steady himself.


  “May I make some coffee, Alex?”


  



  CHAPTER SEVEN


  



  Black coffee had a sobering effect on Conklin but nowhere near the effect of David’s confidence in him. The former Jason Bourne respected the talents of his past, most deadly enemy and let him know it. They talked until four o’clock in the morning, refining the blurred outlines of a strategy, basing it on reality but carrying it much further. And as the alcohol diminished, Conklin began to function. He began to give shape to what David had formulated only vaguely. He perceived the basic soundness of Webb’s approach and found the words.


  “You’re describing a spreading crisis-situation mounted in the fact of Marie’s abduction, then sending it off the wire with lies. But as you said, it’s got to be set off at high speed, hitting them hard and fast, with no letup.”


  “Use the complete truth first,” interrupted Webb, speaking rapidly. “I broke in here threatening to kill you. I made accusations based on everything that’s happened—from McAllister’s scenario to Babcock’s statement that they’d send out an execution team to find me…to that Anglicized voice of dry ice who told me to cease and desist with Medusa or they’d call me insane and put me back in a mental stockade. None of it can be denied. It did happen and I’m threatening to expose everything, including Medusa.”


  “Then we spiral off into the big lie,” said Conklin, pouring more coffee. “A breakaway so out of sight that it throws everything and everybody into a corkscrew turn.”


  “Such as?”


  “I don’t know yet. We’ll have to think about it. It’s got to be something totally unexpected, something that will unbalance the strategists, whoever they are—because every instinct tells me that somewhere they lost control. If I’m right, one of them will have to make contact.”


  “Then get out your notebooks,” insisted David. “Start going back and reach five or six people who are logical contenders.”


  “That could take hours, even days,” objected the CIA officer. “The barricades are up and I’d have to get around them. We don’t have the time—you don’t have the time.”


  “There has to be time! Start moving.”


  “There’s a better way,” countered Alex. “Panov gave it to you.”


  “Mo?”


  “Yes. The logs at State, the official logs.”


  “The logs…?” Webb had momentarily forgotten; Conklin had not. “In what way?”


  “It’s where they started to build the new file on you. I’ll reach Internal Security with another version, at least a variation that will call for answers from someone—if I’m right, if it’s gone off the wire. Those logs are only an instrument, they record, they don’t confirm accuracy. But the security personnel responsible for them will send up rockets if they think the system’s been tampered with. They’ll do our work for us.… Still, we need the lie.”


  “Alex,” said David, leaning forward in his chair opposite the long, worn couch. “A few moments ago you used the term ‘breakaway’—”


  “It simply means a disruption in the scenario, a break in the pattern.”


  “I know what it means, but how about using it here literally. Not breakaway, but ‘broke away.’ They’re calling me pathological, a schizophrenic—that means I fantasize, I sometimes tell the truth and sometimes not, and I’m not supposed to be able to tell the difference.”


  “It’s what they’re saying,” agreed Conklin. “Some of them may even believe it. So?”


  “Why don’t we take this way up, really out of sight? We’ll say that Marie broke away. She reached me and I’m on my way to meet her.”


  Alex frowned, then gradually widened his eyes, the creases disappearing. “It’s perfect,” he said quietly. “My God, it’s perfect! The confusion will spread like a brushfire. In any operation this deep only two or three men know all the details. The others are kept in the dark. Jesus, can you imagine? An officially sanctioned kidnapping! A few at the core might actually panic and collide with each other trying to save their asses. Very good, Mr. Bourne.”


  Oddly enough, Webb did not resent the remark, he merely accepted it without thinking. “Listen,” he said, getting to his feet. “We’re both exhausted. We know where we’re heading, so let’s get a couple of hours’ sleep and go over everything in the morning. You and I learned years ago the difference between a scratch of sleep and none at all.”


  “Are you going back to the hotel?” asked Conklin.


  “No way,” replied David, looking down at the pale, drawn face of the CIA man. “Just get me a blanket. I’m staying right here in front of the bar.”


  “You also should have learned when not to worry about some things,” said Alex, rising from the couch and limping toward a closet near the small foyer. “If this is going to be my last hurrah—one way or another—I’ll give it my best. It might even sort things out for me.” Conklin turned, having taken a blanket and a pillow from the closet shelf. “I guess you could call it some kind of weird precognition, but do you know what I did last night after work?”


  “Sure, I do. Among other clues there’s a broken glass on the floor.”


  “No, I mean before that.”


  “What?”


  “I stopped off at the supermarket and bought a ton of food. Steak, eggs, milk—even that glue they call oatmeal. I mean, I never do that.”


  “You were ready for a ton of food. It happens.”


  “When it does, I go to a restaurant.”


  “What’s your point?”


  “You sleep; the couch is big enough. I’m going to eat. I want to think some more. I’m going to cook a steak, maybe some eggs, too.”


  “You need sleep.”


  “Two, two and a half hours’ll be fine. Then I’ll probably have some of that goddamned oatmeal.”


  Alexander Conklin walked down the corridor of the State Department’s fourth floor, his limp lessened through sheer determination, the pain greater because of it. He knew what was happening to him: there was a job facing him that he wanted very much to do well—even brilliantly, if that term had any relevance for him any longer. Alex realized that months of abusing the blood and the body could not be overcome in a matter of hours, but something within him could be summoned. It was a sense of authority, laced with righteous anger. Jesus, the irony! A year ago he had wanted to destroy the man they called Jason Bourne; now it was a sudden, growing obsession to help David Webb—because he had wrongfully tried to kill Jason Bourne. It could place him beyond-salvage, he understood that, but it was right that the risk was his. Perhaps conscience did not always produce cowards. Sometimes it made a man feel better about himself.


  And look better, he considered. He had forced himself to walk many more blocks than he should have, letting the cold autumn wind in the streets bring a color to his face that had not been there in years. Combined with a clean shave and a pressed pin-striped suit he had not worn in months, he bore little resemblance to the man Webb found last night. The rest was performance, he knew that, too, as he approached the sacrosanct double doors of the State Department’s Chief of Internal Security.


  Little time was spent on formalities, even less on informal conversation. At Conklin’s request—read Agency demand—an aide left the room, and he faced the rugged former brigadier general from the Army’s G-2 who now headed State’s Internal Security. Alex intended to take command with his first words.


  “I’m not here on an interagency diplomatic mission, General—it is General, isn’t it?”


  “I’m still called that, yes.”


  “So I don’t give a damn about being diplomatic, do you understand me?”


  “I’m beginning not to like you, I understand that.”


  “That,” said Conklin, “is the least of my concerns. What does concern me, however, is a man named David Webb.”


  “What about him?”


  “Him? The fact that you recognize the name so readily isn’t very reassuring. What’s going on, General?”


  “Do you want a megaphone, spook?” said the ex-soldier curtly.


  “I want answers, Corporal—that’s what you and this office are to us.”


  “Back off, Conklin! When you called me with your so-called emergency and switchboard verification, I did a little verifying myself. That big reputation of yours is a little wobbly these days, and I use the term on good advice. You’re a lush, spook, and no secret’s been made about it. So you’ve got less than a minute to say what you want to say before I throw you out. Take your choice—the elevator or the window.”


  Alex had calculated the probability that his drinking would be telegraphed. He stared at the chief of Internal Security and spoke evenly, even sympathetically. “General, I will answer that accusation with one sentence, and if it ever reaches anyone else, I’ll know where it came from and so will the Agency.” Conklin paused, his eyes clear and penetrating. “Our profiles are often what we want them to be for reasons we can’t talk about. I’m sure you understand what I mean.”


  The State Department man received Alex’s gaze with a reluctantly sympathetic one of his own. “Oh, Christ,” he said softly. “We used to give dishonorables to men we were sending out in Berlin.”


  “Often at our suggestion,” agreed Conklin, nodding. “And it’s all we’ll say on the subject.”


  “Okay, okay. I was out of line, but I can tell you the profile’s working. I was told by one of your deputy directors that I’d pass out at your breath with you halfway across the room.”


  “I don’t even want to know who he is, General, because I might laugh in his face. As it happens, I don’t drink.” Alex had a childhood compulsion to cross his fingers somewhere out of sight, or his legs, or his toes, but no method came to him. “Let’s get back to David Webb,” he added sharply, no quarter in his voice.


  “What’s your beef?”


  “My beef? My goddamned life, soldier. Something’s going on and I want to know what it is! That son of a bitch broke into my apartment last night and threatened to kill me. He made some pretty wild accusations naming men on your payroll like Harry Babcock and Samuel Teasdale and William Lanier. We checked; they’re in your covert division and still practicing. What the hell did they do? One made it plain you’d send out an execution team after him! What kind of language is that? Another told him to go back to a hospital—he’s been in two hospitals and our combined, very private clinic in Virginia—we all put him there—and he’s got a clean bill! He’s also got some secrets in his head none of us wants out. But that man is ready to explode because of something you idiots did, or let happen, or closed your fucking eyes to! He claims to have proof that you walked back into his life and turned it around, that you set him up and took a hell of a lot more than a pound of flesh!”


  “What proof?” asked the stunned general.


  “He spoke to his wife,” said Conklin in a sudden monotone.


  “So?”


  “She was taken from their home by two men who sedated her and put her on a private jet. She was flown to the West Coast.”


  “You mean she was kidnapped?”


  “You’ve got it. And what should make you swallow hard is that she overheard the two of them talking to the pilot, and gathered that the whole dirty business had something to do with the State Department—for reasons unknown—but the name McAllister was mentioned. For your enlightenment he’s one of your undersecretaries from the Far East Section.”


  “This is nuts!”


  “I’ll tell you what’s more than nuts—mine and yours in a crushed salad. She got away during a refueling stop in San Francisco. That’s when she reached Webb back in Maine. He’s on his way to meet her—God knows where—but you’d better have some solid answers, unless you can establish the fact that he’s a lunatic who may have killed his wife—which I hope you can—and that there was no abduction—which I sincerely hope there wasn’t.”


  “He’s certifiable!” cried the chief of State’s Internal Security. “I read those logs! I had to—someone else called about this Webb last night. Don’t ask me who, I can’t tell you.”


  “What the hell is going on?” demanded Conklin, leaning across the desk, his hands on the edge, as much for support as for effect.


  “He’s paranoid, what can I say? He makes things up and believes them!”


  “That’s not what the government doctors determined,” said Conklin icily. “I happen to know something about that.”


  “I don’t, damn it!”


  “You probably never will,” agreed Alex. “But as a surviving member of the Treadstone operation, you reach someone who can say the right words to me and put my mind at ease. Somebody over here has opened up a can of worms we intend to keep a tight lid on.” Conklin took out a small notebook and a ballpoint pen; he wrote down a number, tore off the page and dropped it on the desk. “That’s a sterile phone; a trace would only give you a false address,” he continued, his eyes hard, his voice firm, the slight tremble even ominous. “It’s to be used between three and four this afternoon, no other time. Have someone reach me then. I don’t care who it is or how you do it. Maybe you’ll have to call one of your celebrated policy conferences, but I want answers—we want answers!”


  “You could be all wet, you know!”


  “I hope I am. But if I’m not, you people over here are going to get strung up—hard—because you’ve crossed over into off-limits territory.”


  David was grateful that there were so many things to do, for without them he might plummet into a mental limbo and become paralyzed by the strain of knowing both too much and too little. After Conklin left for Langley, he had returned to the hotel and started his inevitable list. Lists calmed him; they were preliminaries to necessary activity and forced him to concentrate on specific items rather than on the reasons for selecting them. Brooding over the reasons would cripple his mind as severely as a land mine had crippled Conklin’s right foot. He could not think about Alex either—there were too many possibilities and impossibilities. Nor could he phone his once and former enemy. Conklin was thorough; he was the best. The ex-strategist projected each action and its subsequent reaction, and his first determination was that within minutes after he telephoned the State Department’s chief of Internal Security, other telephones would be used, and two specific phones undoubtedly tapped. Both his. In his apartment and at Langley. Therefore, to avoid any interruptions or interceptions he did not intend to return to his office. He would meet David at the airport later, thirty minutes before Webb’s flight to Hong Kong.


  “You think you got here without someone following you?” he had said to Webb. “I’m not certain of that. They’re programming you, and when someone punches a keyboard he keeps his eye on the constant number.”


  “Will you please speak English? Or Mandarin? I can handle those but not that horseshit.”


  “They could have a microphone under your bed. I trust you’re not a closet something-or-other.”


  There would be no contact until they met at the lounge at Dulles Airport, which was why David now stood at a cashier’s counter in a luggage store on Wyoming Avenue. He was buying an outsized flight bag to replace his suitcase; he had discarded much of his clothing. Things—precautions—were coming back to him, among them the unwarranted risk of waiting in an airport’s luggage area, and since he wanted the greater anonymity of economy class, a carryon two-suiter might be disallowed. He would buy whatever he needed wherever he was, and that meant he had to have a great deal of money for any number of contingencies. This fact determined his next stop, a bank on Fourteenth Street.


  A year ago while the government probers were examining what was left of his memory, Marie had quietly, rapidly withdrawn the funds David had left in Zurich’s Gemeinschaft Bank as well as those he had transferred to Paris as Jason Bourne. She had wired the money to the Cayman Islands, where she knew a Canadian banker, and established an appropriately confidential account. Considering what Washington had done to her husband—the damage to his mind, the physical suffering and near loss of life because men refused to hear his cries for help—she was letting the government off lightly. If David had decided to sue, and in spite of everything, it was not out of the question, any astute attorney would go into court seeking damages upwards of $10 million, not roughly five-plus.


  She had speculated aloud about her thoughts regarding legal redress with an extremely nervous deputy director of the Central Intelligence Agency. She did not discuss the missing funds other than to say that with her financial training she was appalled to learn that so little protection had been given the American taxpayers’ hard-earned dollars. She had delivered this criticism in a shocked if gentle voice, but her eyes were saying something else. The lady was a highly intelligent, highly motivated tiger, and her message got through. So wiser and more cautious men saw the logic of her speculations and let the matter drop. The funds were buried under top-secret, eyes-only contingency appropriations.


  Whenever additional money was needed—a trip, a car, the house—Marie or David would call their banker in the Caymans and he would credit the funds by wire to any of five dozen reciprocating banks in Europe, the United States, the Pacific Islands, and the Far East, exclusive of the Philippines.


  From a pay phone on Wyoming Avenue, Webb placed a collect call, mildly astonishing his friendly banker by the amount of money he needed immediately, and the funds he wanted available in Hong Kong. The collect call came to less than eight dollars, the money to over half a million dollars.


  “I assume that my dear friend, the wise and glorious Marie, approves, David?”


  “She told me to call you. She said she can’t be bothered with trifles.”


  “How like her! The banks you will use are…”


  Webb walked through the thick glass doors of the bank on Fourteenth Street, spent twenty irritating minutes with a vice president who tried too hard to be an instant chum, and walked out with $50,000, forty in $500 bills, the rest a mix.


  He then hailed a cab and was driven to an apartment in D.C. North West, where a man he had known in his days as Jason Bourne lived, a man who had done extraordinary work for the State Department’s Treadstone 71. The man was a silver-haired black who had been a taxi driver until one day a passenger left a Hasselblad camera in his car and never put in a claim. That was years ago, and for several years the cabbie had experimented, and had found his true vocation. Quite simply, he was a genius at “alteration”—his specialty being passports and driver’s licenses with photographs and ID cards for those who had come in conflict with the law, in the main with felony arrests. David had not remembered the man, but under Panov’s hypnosis he had said the name—improbably, the name was Cactus—and Mo had brought the photographer to Virginia to help jar a part of Webb’s memory. There had been warmth and concern in the old black man’s eyes on his first visit, and although it was an inconvenience, he had requested permission from Panov to visit David once a week.


  “Why, Cactus?”


  “He’s troubled, sir. I saw that through the lens a couple of years ago. There’s somethin’ missin’ in him, but for all that he’s a good man. I can talk to him. I like him, sir.”


  “Come whenever you like, Cactus, and please cancel that ‘sir’ stuff. Reserve the privilege for me…sir.”


  “My, how times change. I call one of my grandchildren a good nigger, he wants to stomp on my head.”


  “He should…sir.”


  Webb got out of the taxi, asking the driver to wait, but he refused. David left a minimum tip and walked up the overgrown flagstone path to the old house. In some ways it reminded him of the house in Maine, too large, too fragile and too much in need of repair. He and Marie had decided to buy on the beach as soon as a year was up; it was unseemly for a newly appointed associate professor to move into the high-rent district upon arrival. He rang the bell.


  The door opened, and Cactus, squinting under a green eye shade, greeted him as casually as if they had seen each other several days ago.


  “You got hubcaps on your car, David?”


  “No car and no taxi; it wouldn’t stay.”


  “Must’a’ heard all those unfounded rumors circulated by the fascist press. Me. I got three machine guns in the windows. Come on in, I’ve missed you. Why didn’t you call this old boy?”


  “Your number’s not listed, Cactus.”


  “Must’a’ been an oversight.”


  They chatted for several minutes in Cactus’s kitchen, long enough for the photographer-specialist to realize Webb was in a hurry. The old man led David into his studio, placed Webb’s three passports under an angled lamp for close inspection and instructed his client to sit in front of an open-lense camera.


  “We’ll make the hair light ash, but not as blond as you were after Paris. That ash tone varies with the lighting and we can use the same picture on each of these li’l dears with considerable differences—still retaining the face. Leave the eyebrows alone, I’ll mess with them here.”


  “What about the eyes?” asked David.


  “No time for those fancy contacts they got you before, but we can handle it. They’re regular glasses with just the right tinted prisms in the right places. You got blue eyes or brown eyes or Spanish-armada black, if you want ’em.”


  “Get all three,” said Webb.


  “They’re expensive, David, and cash only.”


  “I’ve got it on me.”


  “Don’t let it get around.”


  “Now, the hair. Who?”


  “Down the street. An associate of mine who had her own beauty shop until the gendarmes checked the upstairs rooms. She does fine work. Come on, I’ll take you over.”


  An hour later Webb ducked out from under a hair dryer in the small well-lighted cubicle and surveyed the results in the large mirror. The beautician-owner of the odd salon, a short black lady with neat gray hair and an appraiser’s eye, stood alongside him.


  “It’s you, but it ain’t you,” she said, first nodding her head, then shaking it. “A fine job, I’ve got to say it.”


  It was, thought David, looking at himself. His dark hair not only was far, far lighter, but matched the skin tones of his face. Too, the hair itself seemed lighter in texture, a groomed but a much more casual look—windblown, as the advertisements phrased it. The man he was staring at was both himself and someone else who bore a striking resemblance—but not him.


  “I agree,” said Webb. “It’s very good. How much?”


  “Three hundred dollars,” replied the woman simply. “Of course, that includes five packets of custom-made rinse powder with instructions, and the tightest lips in Washington. The first will hold you for a couple of months, the second for the rest of your life.”


  “You’re all heart.” David reached into his pocket for his leather money clip, counted out the bills and gave them to her. “Cactus said you’d call him when we were finished.”


  “No need to; he’s got his timing down. He’s in the parlor.”


  “The parlor?”


  “Oh, I guess it’s a hallway with a settee and a floor lamp, but I do so like to call it a parlor. Sounds nice, don’t it?”


  The photo session went swiftly, interrupted by Cactus’s reshaping his eyebrows with a toothbrush and a spray for the three separate shots, and changing shirts and jackets—Cactus had a wardrobe worthy of a costume supply house—and finally wearing two pairs of glasses, tortoiseshell and steel-rimmed, which altered his hazel eyes respectively to blue and brown for two of the passports. The specialist then surgically proceeded to insert the photos in place, and under a large, powerful magnifying glass skillfully stamped out the original State Department perforations with a tool of his own design. When he finished, he handed the three passports to David for his approval.


  “Ain’t no customs jockey gonna’ pick on them,” said Cactus confidently.


  “They look more authentic than they did before.”


  “I cleaned ’em up, which is to say I gave ’em a few creases and some aging.”


  “It’s terrific work, old friend—older than I can remember, I know that. What do I owe you?”


  “Oh, hell, I don’t know. It was such a little job and it’s been such a big year what with all the hasslin’ goin’ on—”


  “How much, Cactus?”


  “What’s comfortable? I don’t figure you’re on Uncle’s payroll.”


  “I’m doing very nicely, thanks.”


  “Five hundred’s fine.”


  “Call me a cab, will you?”


  “Takes too long, and that’s if you can get one out here. My grandson’s waiting for you; he’ll drive you wherever you want to go. He’s like me, he don’t ask questions. And you’re in a hurry, David, I can sense that. Come on, I’ll see you to the door.”


  “Thanks. I’ll leave the cash here on the counter.”


  “Fine.”


  Removing the money from his pocket, his back to Cactus, Webb counted out six $500 bills and left them in the darkest area of the studio counter. At $1,000 apiece the passports were a gift, but to leave more might offend his old friend.


  He returned to the hotel, getting out of the car several blocks away in the middle of a busy intersection so that Cactus’s grandson could not be compromised where an address was concerned. The young man, as it happened, was a senior at American University, and although he obviously adored his grandfather, he was just as obviously apprehensive about being any part of the old man’s endeavors.


  “I’ll get out here,” said David in the stalled traffic.


  “Thanks,” responded the young black, his voice pleasantly calm, his intelligent eyes showing relief. “I appreciate it.”


  Webb looked at him. “Why did you do it? I mean, for someone who’s going to be a lawyer, I’d think your antenna would work overtime around Cactus.”


  “It does, constantly. But he’s a great old guy who’s done a lot for me. Also, he said something to me. He said it would be a privilege for me to meet you, that maybe years from now he’d tell me who the stranger was in my car.”


  “I hope I can come back a lot sooner and tell you myself. I’m no privilege, but there’s a story to tell that could end up in the law books. Good-bye.”


  Back in his hotel room, David faced a final list that needed no items written out; he knew them. He had to select the few clothes he would take in the large flight bag and get rid of the rest of his possessions, including the two weapons he had brought down from Maine in his outrage. It was one thing to dismantle and wrap in foil the parts of a gun to be placed in a suitcase, and quite another to carry weapons through a security gate. They would be picked up; he would be picked up. He had to wipe them clean, destroy the firing pins and trigger housings and drop them into a sewer. He would buy a weapon in Hong Kong; it was not a difficult purchase.


  There was a last thing he had to do, and it was difficult and painful. He had to force himself to sit down and rethink everything that had been said by Edward McAllister that early evening in Maine—everything they all had said, in particular Marie’s words. Something was buried somewhere in that highly charged hour of revelation and confrontation, and David knew he had missed it—was missing it.


  He looked at his watch. It was 3:37; the day was passing quickly, nervously. He had to hold on! Oh, God, Marie! Where are you?


  Conklin put down his glass of flat ginger ale on the scratched, soiled bar of the seedy establishment on Ninth Street. He was a regular patron for the simple reason that no one in his professional circle—and what was left of his social one—would ever walk through the filthy glass doors. There was a certain freedom in that knowledge, and the other patrons accepted him, the “gimp” who always took off his tie the moment he entered, limping his way to a stool by the pinball machine at the end of the bar. And whenever he did, the rocks-glass filled with bourbon was waiting for him. Also, the owner-bartender had no objections to Alex receiving calls at the still-standing antiquated booth against the wall. It was his “sterile phone,” and it was ringing now.


  Conklin trudged across the floor, entered the old booth, and closed the door. He picked up the phone. “Yes?” he said.


  “Is this Treadstone?” asked an odd-sounding male voice.


  “I was there. Were you?”


  “No, I wasn’t, but I’m cleared for the file, for the whole mess.”


  The voice! thought Alex. How had Webb described it? Anglicized? Mid-Atlantic, refined, certainly not ordinary. It was the same man. The gnomes had been working; they had made progress. Someone was afraid.


  “Then I’m sure your memory corresponds with everything I’ve written down because I was there and I have written it down—written it all down. Facts, names, events, substantiations, backups…everything, including the story Webb told me last night.”


  “Then I can assume that if anything ugly happened, your voluminous reportage will find its way to a Senate subcommittee or a pack of congressional watchdogs. Am I right?”


  “I’m glad we understand each other.”


  “It wouldn’t do any good,” said the man condescendingly.


  “If anything ugly happened, I wouldn’t care, would I?”


  “You’re about to retire. You drink a great deal.”


  “I didn’t always. There’s usually a reason for both of those things for a man of my age and competence. Could they be admittedly tied into a certain file?”


  “Forget it. Let’s talk.”


  “Not before you say something a little closer. Treadstone was bandied about here and there; it’s not that substantive.”


  “All right. Medusa.”


  “Stronger,” said Alex. “But not strong enough.”


  “Very well. The creation of Jason Bourne. The Monk.”


  “Warmer.”


  “Missing funds—unaccounted for and never recovered—estimated to be around five million dollars. Zurich, Paris, and points west.”


  “There were rumors. I need a capstone.”


  “I’ll give it to you. The execution of Jason Bourne. The date was May twenty-third in Tam Quan…and the same day in New York years later. On Seventy-first Street. Treadstone Seventy-one.”


  Conklin closed his eyes and breathed deeply, feeling the hollowness in his throat. “All right,” he said quietly. “You’re in the circle.”


  “I can’t give you my name.”


  “What are you going to give me?”


  “Two words: Back off.”


  “You think I’ll accept that?”


  “You have to,” said the voice, his words precise. “Bourne is needed where he’s going.”


  “Bourne?” Alex stared at the phone.


  “Yes, Jason Bourne. He can’t be recruited in any normal way, we both know that.”


  “So you steal his wife from him? Goddamned animals!”


  “She won’t be harmed.”


  “You can’t guarantee that! You don’t have the controls. You’ve got to be using second and third parties right now, and if I know my business—and I do—they’re probably paid blinds so you can’t be traced; you don’t even know who they are.… My God, you wouldn’t have called me if you did! If you could reach them and get the verifications you want, you wouldn’t be talking to me!”


  The cultured voice paused. “Then we both lied, didn’t we, Mr. Conklin? There was no escape on the woman’s part, no call to Webb. Nothing. You went fishing, and so did I, and we both came up with nothing.”


  “You’re a barracuda, Mr. No-name.”


  “You’ve been where I am, Mr. Conklin. Right down to David Webb.… Now, what can you tell me?”


  Alex again felt the hollowness in his throat, now joined with a sharp pain in his chest. “You’ve lost them, haven’t you?” he whispered. “You’ve lost her.”


  “Forty-eight hours isn’t permanent,” said the voice guardedly.


  “But you’ve been trying like hell to make contact!” accused Conklin. “You’ve called in your conduits, the people who hired the blinds, and suddenly they’re not there—you can’t find them. Jesus, you have lost control! It did go off the wire! Someone walked in on your strategy and you have no idea who it is. He played your scenario and took it away from you!”


  “Our safeguards are spread out,” objected the man without the conviction he had displayed during the past moments. “The best men in the field are working every district.”


  “Including McAllister? In Kowloon? Hong Kong?”


  “You know that?”


  “I know.”


  “McAllister’s a damn fool, but he’s good at what he does. And, yes, he’s there. We’re not panicked. We’ll recover.”


  “Recover what?” asked Alex, filled with anger. “The merchandise? Your strategy’s aborted! Someone else is in charge. Why would he give you back the merchandise? You’ve killed Webb’s wife, Mr. No-name! What the hell did you think you were doing?”


  “We just wanted to get him over there,” replied the voice defensively. “Explain things, show him. We need him.” Then the man resumed his calm delivery. “And for all we know, everything’s still on the wire. Communications are notoriously bad in that part of the world.”


  “The ex-culpa for everything in this business.”


  “In most businesses, Mr. Conklin.… How do you read it? Now I’m the one who’s asking—very sincerely. You have a certain reputation.”


  “Had, No-name.”


  “Reputations can’t be taken away or contradicted, only added to, positively or negatively, of course.”


  “You’re a fount of unwarranted information, you know that?”


  “I’m also right. It’s said you were one of the best. How do you read it?”


  Alex shook his head in the booth; the air was close, the noise outside his “sterile” phone growing louder in the seedy bar on Ninth Street. “What I said before. Someone found out what you people were planning—mounting for Webb—and decided to take over.”


  “For God’s sake, why?”


  “Because whoever it is wants Jason Bourne more than you do,” Alex said and hung up.


  It was 6:28 when Conklin walked into the lounge at Dulles Airport. He had waited in a taxi down the street from Webb’s hotel and had followed David, giving the driver precise instructions. He had been right, but there was no point in burdening Webb with the knowledge. Two gray Plymouths had picked up David’s cab and alternately exchanged positions during the surveillance. So be it. One Alexander Conklin might be hanged and then again, he might not. People at State were behaving stupidly, he had thought as he wrote down the license numbers. He spotted Webb in a darkened back booth.


  “It is you, isn’t it?” said Alex, dragging his dead foot into the banquette. “Do blonds really have more fun?”


  “It worked in Paris. What did you find?”


  “I found slugs under rocks who can’t find their way up out of the ground. But then they wouldn’t know what to do with the sunlight, would they?”


  “Sunlight’s illuminating; you’re not. Cut the crap, Alex. I have to get to the gate in a few minutes.”


  “In short words, they worked out a strategy to get you over to Kowloon. It was based on a previous experience—”


  “You can skip that,” said David. “Why?”


  “The man said they needed you. Not you—Webb, they needed Bourne.”


  “Because they say Bourne’s already there. I told you what McAllister said. Did he go into it?”


  “No, he wasn’t going to give me that much, but maybe I can use it to press them. However, he told me something else, David, and you have to know it. They can’t find their conduits, so they don’t know who the blinds are or what’s happening. They think it’s temporary, but they’ve lost Marie. Somebody else wants you out there and he’s taken over.”


  Webb brought his hand to his forehead, his eyes closed, and suddenly, in silence, the tears fell down his cheeks. “I’m back, Alex. Back into so much I can’t remember. I love her so, I need her so!”


  “Cut it out!” ordered Conklin. “You made it clear to me last night that I still had a mind, if not much of a body. You have both. Make them sweat!”


  “How?”


  “Be what they want you to be—be the chameleon! Be Jason Bourne.”


  “It’s been so long.…”


  “You can still do it. Play the scenario they’ve given you.”


  “I don’t have any choice, do I?”


  Over the loudspeakers came the last call for Flight 26 to Hong Kong.


  The gray-haired Havilland replaced the phone in its cradle, leaned back in his chair and looked across the room at McAllister. The undersecretary of State was standing next to a huge revolving globe of the world that was perched on an ornamental tripod in front of a bookcase. His index finger was on the southernmost part of China, but his eyes were on the ambassador.


  “It’s done,” said the diplomat. “He’s on the plane to Kowloon.”


  “It’s God-awful,” replied McAllister.


  “I’m sure it appears that way to you, but before you render judgment, weigh the advantages. We’re free now. We are no longer responsible for the events that take place. They are being manipulated by an unknown party.”


  “Which is us! I repeat, it’s God-awful!”


  “Has your God considered the consequences if we fail?”


  “We’re given free will. Only our ethics restrict us.”


  “A banality, Mr. Undersecretary. There’s the greater good.”


  “There’s also a human being, a man we’re manipulating, driving him back into his nightmares. Do we have that right?”


  “We have no choice. He can do what no one else can do—if we give him a reason to do it.”


  McAllister spun the globe; it whirled around as he walked toward the desk. “Perhaps I shouldn’t say it, but I will,” he said, standing in front of Raymond Havilland. “I think you’re the most immoral man I’ve ever met.”


  “Appearances, Mr. Undersecretary. I have one saving grace which supersedes all the sins I have committed. I will go to any lengths, indulge in all venalities, to stop this planet from blowing itself up. And that includes the life of one David Webb—known where I want him as Jason Bourne.”


  



  CHAPTER EIGHT


  



  The mists rose like layers of diaphanous scarves above Victoria Harbor as the huge jet circled for the final approach into Kai-tak Airport. The early morning haze was dense, the promise of a humid day in the colony. Below on the water the junks and the sampans bobbed beside the outlying freighters, the squat barges, the chugging multitiered ferries, and the occasional marine patrols that swept through the harbor. As the plane descended into the Kowloon airport, the serried ranks of skyscrapers on the island of Hong Kong took on the appearance of alabaster giants, reaching up through the mists and reflecting the first penetrating light of the morning sun.


  Webb studied the scene below, both as a man under a horrible strain and as one consumed by an eerily detached curiosity. Down there somewhere in the seething, vastly overpopulated territory was Marie—that was uppermost in his thoughts and the most agonizing to think about. Yet another part of him was like a scientist filled with a cold anxiety as he peered into the clouded lens of a microscope trying to discern what his eye and his mind could understand. The familiar and the unfamiliar were joined, and the result was bewilderment and fear. During Panov’s sessions in Virginia, David had read and reread hundreds of travel folders and illustrated brochures describing all the places the mythical Jason Bourne was known to have been; it was a continuous, often painful exercise in self-probing. Fragments would come to him in flashes of recognition; many were all too brief and confusing, others prolonged, his sudden memories astonishingly accurate, the descriptions his own, not those of travel agents’ manuals. As he looked down now, he saw much that he knew he knew but could not specifically remember. So he looked away and concentrated on the day ahead.


  He had wired the Regent Hotel in Kowloon from Dulles Airport requesting a room for a week in the name of one Howard Cruett, the identity on Cactus’s refined, blue-eyed passport. He had added: “I believe arrangements were made for our firm with respect to Suite six-nine-zero, if it is available. Arrival day is firm, flight is not.”


  The suite would be available. What he had to find out was who had made it available. It was the first step toward Marie. And either before or after or during the process there were items to purchase—some would be simple to buy, others not, but even finding the more inaccessible would not be impossible. This was Hong Kong, the colony of survival and the tools of survival. It was also the one civilized place on earth where religions flourished but the only commonly acknowledged god of believers and nonbelievers alike was money. As Marie had put it: “It has no other reason for being.”


  The tepid morning reeked with the odors of a crowded, rushing humanity, the smells strangely not unpleasant. Curbsides were being hosed ferociously, steam rising from pavements drying in the sun, and the fragrance of herbs boiling in oil wafted through the narrow streets from carts and concessions screeching for attention. The noises accumulated; they became a series of constant crescendos demanding acceptance and a sale or at least a negotiation. Hong Kong was the essence of survival; one worked furiously or one did not survive. Adam Smith was outdone and outdated; he could never have conceived of such a world. It mocked the disciplines he projected for a free economy; it was madness. It was Hong Kong.


  David held up his hand for a taxi, knowing that he had done so before, knowing the exit doors he had headed for after the prolonged drudgery of customs, knowing he knew the streets through which the driver took him—not really remembering, but somehow knowing. It was both comforting and profoundly terrifying. He knew and he did not know. He was a marionette being manipulated on the stage of his own sideshow, and he did not know who was the puppet or who the puppeteer.


  “It was an error,” said David to the clerk behind the oval marble counter in the center of the Regent’s lobby. “I don’t want a suite. I’d prefer something smaller; a single or a double room will do.”


  “But the arrangements have been made, Mr. Cruett,” replied the bewildered clerk, using the name on Webb’s false passport.


  “Who made them?”


  The youthful Oriental peered down at a signature on the computer printout reservation. “It was authorized by the assistant manager, Mr. Liang.”


  “Then in courtesy I should speak with Mr. Liang, shouldn’t I?”


  “I’m afraid it will be necessary. I’m not sure there’s anything else available.”


  “I understand. I’ll find another hotel.”


  “You are considered a most important guest, sir. I will go back and speak with Mr. Liang.”


  Webb nodded, as the clerk, reservation in hand, ducked under the counter on the far left and walked rapidly across the crowded floor to a door behind the concierge’s desk. David looked around at the opulent lobby, which in a sense started outside in the immense circular courtyard with its tall, gushing fountains, and extended through the bank of elegant glass doors and across the marble floor to a semicircle of enormously high tinted windows that looked out over Victoria Harbor. The ever-moving tableau beyond was a hypnotic addition to the mise en scène of the open curving lounge in front of the wall of soft-colored glass. There were dozens of small tables and leather settees, mostly occupied, with uniformed waiters and waitresses scurrying about. It was an arena from which tourists and negotiators alike could view the panorama of the harbor’s commerce, played out in front of the rising skyline of the island of Hong Kong in the distance. The watery view outside was familiar to Webb, but nothing else. He had never been inside the extravagant hotel before; at least nothing of what he saw aroused any flashes of recognition.


  Suddenly his eyes were drawn to the sight of the clerk rushing across the lobby several steps ahead of a middle-aged Oriental, obviously the Regent’s assistant manager, Mr. Liang. Again the younger man ducked under the counter and quickly resumed his position in front of David, his accommodating eyes as wide as they could be in anticipation. Seconds later the hotel executive approached, bowing slightly from the waist, as befitted his professional station.


  “This is Mr. Liang, sir,” announced the clerk.


  “May I be of service?” said the assistant manager. “And may I say it is a pleasure to welcome you as our guest?”


  Webb smiled and shook his head politely. “It may have to be another time, I’m afraid.”


  “You are displeased with the accommodations, Mr. Cruett?”


  “Not at all, I’d probably like them very much. But, as I told your young man, I prefer smaller quarters, a single or even a double room, but not a suite. However, I understand there may not be anything available.”


  “Your wire specifically mentioned Suite six-ninety, sir.”


  “I realize that and I apologize. It was the work of an overzealous sales representative.” Webb frowned in a friendly, quizzical manner and asked courteously, “Incidentally, who did make those arrangements? I certainly didn’t.”


  “Your representative, perhaps,” offered Liang, his eyes noncommittal.


  “In sales? He wouldn’t have the authority. No, he said it was one of the companies over here. We can’t accept, of course, but I’d like to know who made such a generous offer. Surely, Mr. Liang, since you personally authorized the reservation, you can tell me.”


  The noncommittal eyes became more distant, then blinked; it was enough for David, but the charade had to be played out. “I believe one of our staff—our very large staff—came to me with the request, sir. There are so many reservations, we are so busy, I really can’t recall.”


  “Certainly there are billing instructions.”


  “We have many honored clients whose word on a telephone is sufficient.”


  “Hong Kong has changed.”


  “And always changing, Mr. Cruett. It is possible your host wishes to tell you himself. It would not be proper to intrude on such wishes.”


  “Your sense of trust is admirable.”


  “Backed by a billing code in the cashier’s computer, naturally.” Liang attempted a smile; it was false.


  “Well, since you have nothing else, I’ll strike out on my own. I have friends at the Pen across the street,” said Webb, referring to the revered Peninsula Hotel.


  “That will not be necessary. Further arrangements can be made.”


  “But your clerk said—”


  “He is not the assistant manager of the Regent, sir.” Liang briefly glared at the young man behind the counter.


  “My screen shows nothing to be available,” protested the clerk in defense.


  “Be quiet!” Liang instantly smiled, as falsely as before, aware that he had undoubtedly lost the charade with his command. “He is so young—they are all so young and inexperienced—but very intelligent, very willing.… We keep several rooms in reserve for misunderstood occasions.” Again he looked at the clerk and spoke harshly while smiling. “Ting, ruan-ji!” He continued rapidly in Chinese, every word understood by an expressionless Webb. “Listen to me, you boneless chicken! Do not offer information in my presence unless I ask you! You will be spit from the garbage shoot if you do it again. Now assign this fool Room two-zero-two. It is listed as Hold; remove the listing and proceed.” The assistant manager, his waxen smile even more pronounced turned back to David. “It is a very pleasant room with a splendid view of the harbor, Mr. Cruett.”


  The charade was over, and the winner minimized his victory with persuasive appreciation. “I’m most grateful,” said David, his eyes boring into those of the suddenly insecure Liang. “It will save me the trouble of phoning all over the city telling people where I’m staying.” He stopped, his right hand partially raised, a man about to continue. David Webb was acting on one of several instincts, instincts developed by Jason Bourne. He knew it was the moment to instill fear. “When you say a room with a splendid view, I assume you mean ‘you hao jingse de fang jian.’ Am I right? Or is my Chinese too foolish?”


  The hotel man stared at the American. “I could not have phrased it better,” he said softly. “The clerk will see to everything. Enjoy your stay with us, Mr. Cruett.”


  “Enjoyment must be measured by accomplishment, Mr. Liang. That’s either a very old or very new Chinese proverb, I don’t know which.”


  “I suspect it’s new, Mr. Cruett. It’s too active for passive reflection, which is the soul of Confucius, as I’m sure you do know.”


  “Isn’t that accomplishment?”


  “You are too swift for me, sir.” Liang bowed. “If there’s anything you need, don’t hesitate to reach me.”


  “I hardly think that will be necessary, but thank you. Frankly, it was a long and dreadful flight, so I’ll ask the switchboard to hold all calls until dinnertime.”


  “Oh?” Liang’s insecurity became something far more pronounced; he was a man afraid. “But surely if an emergency arises—”


  “There’s nothing that can’t wait. And since I’m not in Suite six-ninety, the hotel can simply say I’m expected later. That’s plausible, isn’t it? I’m terribly tired. Thank you, Mr. Liang.”


  “Thank you, Mr. Cruett.” The assistant manager bowed again, searching Webb’s eyes for a last sign. He found none and turned quickly, nervously, and headed back to his office.


  Do the unexpected. Confuse the enemy, throw him off-balance.—Jason Bourne. Or was it Alexander Conklin?


  “It is a most desirable room, sir!” exclaimed the relieved clerk. “You will be most pleased.”


  “Mr. Liang is very accommodating,” said David. “I should show my appreciation, as, indeed, I will, for your help.” Webb took out his leather money clip and unobtrusively removed an American $20 bill. He extended a handshake, the bill concealed. “When does Mr. Liang leave for the day?”


  The bewildered but overjoyed young man glanced to his right and left, speaking as he did so in disjointed phrases. “Yes! You are most kind, sir. It is not necessary, sir, but thank you, sir. Mr. Liang leaves his office every afternoon at five o’clock. I, too, leave at that hour. I would stay, of course, if our management requested, for I try very hard to do the best I can for the honor of the hotel.”


  “I’m sure you do,” said Webb. “And most capably. My key, please. My luggage will arrive later due to a switch in flights.”


  “Of course, sir!”


  David sat in the chair by the tinted window looking across the harbor at the island of Hong Kong. Names came to him accompanied by images—Causeway Bay, Wanchai, Repulse Bay, Aberdeen, the Mandarin, and finally, so clear in the distance, Victoria Peak with its awesome view of the entire colony. Then he saw in his mind’s eye the masses of humanity meshing through the jammed, colorful, frequently filthy streets, and the crowded hotel lobbies and lounges with their softly lit chandeliers of gold filigree where the well-dressed remnants of the empire reluctantly mingled with the emerging Chinese entrepreneurs—the old crown and the new money had to find accommodation.… Alleyways.… For some reason thronged and run-down alleyways came into focus. Figures raced through the narrow thoroughfares, crashing into cages of small screeching birds and writhing snakes of various sizes—wares of peddlers on the lowest rungs of the territory’s ladder of commerce. Men and women of all ages, from children to ancients, were dressed in rags, and pungent, heavy smoke curled slowly upward, filling the space between the decaying buildings, diffusing the light, heightening the gloom of the dark stone walls blackened by use and misuse. He saw it all and it all had meaning for him, but he did not understand. Specifics eluded him; he had no points of reference and it was maddening.


  Marie was out there! He had to find her! He sprang up from the chair in frustration, wanting to pound his head to clear the confusion, but he knew it would not help—nothing helped, except time, and he could not stand the strain of time. He had to find her, hold her, protect her, as she had once protected him by believing in him when he had not believed in himself. He passed the mirror above the bureau and looked at his haggard, pale face. One thing was clear. He had to plan and act quickly, but not as the man he saw in the glass. He had to bring into play everything he had learned and forgotten as Jason Bourne. From somewhere within him he had to summon the elusive past and trust unremembered instincts.


  He had taken the first step; the connection was solid, he knew that. One way or another, Liang would provide him with something, probably the lowest level of information, but it would be a beginning—a name, a place, or a drop, an initial contact that would lead to another and still another. What he had to do was to move quickly with whatever he was given, not giving his enemy time to maneuver, backing whomever he reached into positions of deliver-and-survive or be-silent-and-die—and mean it. But to accomplish anything he had to be prepared. Items had to be purchased, and a tour of the colony arranged. He wanted an hour or so of observing from the backseat of an automobile, dredging up whatever he could from his damaged memory.


  He picked up a large red-leather hotel directory, sat on the edge of the bed and opened it, thumbing through the pages rapidly. The New World Shopping Centre, a magnificent 5 storeyed open complex bringing under one roof the finest goods from the 4 corners of the earth…Hyperbole notwithstanding, the “complex” was adjacent to the hotel; it would do for his purposes. Limousines available. From our fleet of Daimler motor cars arrangements can be made by the hour or the day for business or sightseeing. Please contact the Concierge. Dial 62. Limousines also meant experienced chauffeurs knowledgeable in the ways of the confusing streets, back streets, roads, and traffic patterns of Hong Kong, Kowloon, and the New Territories, and knowledgeable in other ways, too. Such men knew the ins and outs and lower depths of the cities they served. Unless he was mistaken, and instinct told him he was not, an additional need would be covered. He had to have a gun. Finally, there was a bank in Hong Kong’s Central District that had certain arrangements with a sister institution thousands of miles away in the Cayman Islands. He had to walk into that bank, sign whatever was required of him, and walk out with more money than any sane man would carry on his person in Hong Kong—or anywhere else, for that matter. He would find someplace to conceal it but not in a bank where business hours restricted its availability. Jason Bourne knew: Promise a man his life and he will usually cooperate; promise him his life and a great deal of money and the cumulative effect will lead to total submission.


  David reached for the message pad and pencil next to the phone on the bedside table; he started another list. The little things loomed larger with every hour that passed, and he did not have that many hours left. It was almost eleven o’clock. The harbor now glistened in the near-noon sun. He had so many things to do before 4:30, when he intended to station himself unobtrusively somewhere near the employees’ exit, or down inside the hotel garage, or wherever he learned he could follow and trap the waxen-faced Liang, his first connection.


  Three minutes later his list was complete. He tore off the page, got up from the bed and reached for his jacket on the desk chair. Suddenly the telephone rang, piercing the quiet of the hotel room. He had to close his eyes, clenching every muscle in his arms and stomach so as not to leap for it, hoping beyond hope for the sound of Marie’s voice, even as a captive. He must not pick up the phone. Instinct. Jason Bourne. He had no controls. If he answered the phone, he would be the one controlled. He let it ring as he walked in anguish across the room and went out the door.


  It was ten minutes past noon when he returned carrying a number of thin plastic bags from various stores in the Shopping Centre. He dropped them on the bed and began removing his purchases. Among the articles were a dark, lightweight raincoat and a dark canvas hat, a pair of gray tennis sneakers, black trousers and a sweater, also black; these were the clothes he would wear at night. Then there were other items: a spool of 75-pound-test fishing line with two palm-sized eyehooks through which a three-foot section of line would be looped and secured at both ends, a 20-ounce paperweight in the shape of a miniature brass barbell, one ice pick, and a sheathed, highly sharpened, double-edged hunting knife with a narrow 4-inch blade. These were the silent weapons he would carry both night and day. One more item remained to be found; he would find it.


  As he examined his purchases, his concentration narrowing down to the eyehooks and the fishing line, he became aware of a tiny, subtle blinking of light. Start, stop…start, stop. It was annoying because he could not find the source, and, as happened so often, he had to wonder if there actually was a source or whether the intrusion was simply an aberration of his mind. Then his eyes were drawn to the bedside table; sunlight streamed in the harbor windows, washing over the telephone, but the pulsating light was there in the lower left-hand corner of the instrument—barely visible, but there. It was the message signal, a small red dot that shone for a second, went dark for a second, and then resumed its signaling at those intervals. A message was not a call, he reflected. He went to the table, studied the instructions on the plastic card, and picked up the phone; he pressed the appropriate button.


  “Yes, Mr. Cruett?” said the operator at her computerized switchboard.


  “There’s a message for me?” he asked.


  “Yes, sir. Mr. Liang has been trying to reach you—”


  “I thought my instructions were clear,” interrupted Webb. “There were to be no calls until I told the switchboard otherwise.”


  “Yes, sir, but Mr. Liang is the assistant manager—the senior manager when his superior is not here, which is the case this morning…this afternoon. He tells us it is most urgent. He has been calling you every few minutes for the past hour. I am ringing him now, sir.”


  David hung up the phone. He was not ready for Liang, or more properly put, Liang was not yet ready for him—at least, not the way David wanted him. Liang was stretched, possibly on the edge of panic, for he was the first and lowliest contact and he had failed to place the subject where he was meant to be—in a wired suite where the enemy could overhear every word. But the edge of panic was not good enough. David wanted Liang over the edge. The quickest way to provoke that state was to permit no contact, no discussion, no exculpating explanations aimed at enlisting the subject to get the offender off the hook.


  Webb grabbed the clothes off the bed and put them into two bureau drawers along with the things he had taken out of his flight bag; he stuffed the eyehooks and the fishing line between the layers of fabric. He then placed the paperweight on top of a room service menu on the desk and shoved the hunting knife into his jacket pocket. He looked down at the ice pick and was suddenly struck by a thought again born of a strange instinct: a man consumed with anxiety would overreact when stunned by the unexpected sight of something terrifying. The grim image would shock him, deepening his fears. David pulled out a handkerchief from his breast pocket, reached down for the ice pick and wiped the handle clean. Gripping the lethal instrument in the cloth, he walked rapidly to the small foyer, estimated the eye level, and plunged the pick into the white wall opposite the door. The telephone rang, then rang again steadily, as if in a frenzy. Webb let himself out and ran down the hallway toward the bank of elevators; he slipped into the next angled corridor and watched.


  He had not miscalculated. The gleaming metal panels slid apart and Liang raced out of the middle elevator into Webb’s hallway. David spun around the corner and dashed to the elevators, then rapidly, quietly, walked to the corner of his own corridor. He could see the nervous Liang ringing his bell repeatedly, finally knocking on the door with increasing persistence.


  Another elevator opened and two couples emerged, laughing. One of the men looked quizzically at Webb, then shrugged as the party turned left. David returned his attention to Liang. The assistant manager was now frantic, ringing the bell and pounding the door. Then he stopped and put his ear to the wood; satisfied, he reached into his pocket and withdrew a ring of keys. Webb snapped his head back out of sight as the assistant manager turned to look up and down the corridor while inserting a key. David did not have to see; he wanted only to hear.


  He had not long to wait. A suppressed, guttural shriek was followed by the loud crash of the door. The ice pick had had its effect. Webb ran back to his sanctuary beyond the last elevator, again inching his body to the edge of the wall; he watched. Liang was visibly shaken, breathing erratically, deeply, as he repeatedly pressed his finger against the elevator button. Finally a bell pinged, and the metal panels of the second elevator opened. The assistant manager rushed inside.


  David had no specific plan, but he knew vaguely what he had to do, for there was no other way of doing it. He walked down the corridor rapidly past the elevators, and ran the remaining distance to his room. He let himself inside and picked up the bedside telephone, pressing the digits he had committed to memory.


  “Concierge’s desk,” said a pleasant voice which did not sound Oriental; it was probably Indian.


  “Am I speaking to the concierge?” asked Webb.


  “You are, sir.”


  “Not one of his assistants?”


  “I’m afraid not. Is there a specific assistant you wished to speak with? Someone resolving a problem, perhaps?”


  “No, I want to talk to you,” said David quietly. “I have a situation that must be handled in the strictest confidence. May I count on yours? I can be generous.”


  “You are a guest in the hotel?”


  “I am a guest.”


  “And there is nothing untoward involved, of course. Nothing that would damage the establishment.”


  “Only enhance its reputation for aiding cautious businessmen who wish to bring trade to the territory. A great deal of trade.”


  “I am at your service, sir.”


  It was arranged that a Daimler limousine with the most experienced driver available would pick him up in ten minutes at the ramped courtyard drive on Salisbury Road. The concierge would be standing by the car and for his confidence would receive $200 American, roughly $1,500 Hong Kong. There would be no individual’s name assigned to the rental—which was to be paid in cash for twenty-four hours—only the name of a firm picked at random. And “Mr. Cruett,” escorted by a floor boy, could use a service elevator to the Regent’s lower level, where there was an exit that led to the New World Centre with its direct access to the pickup on Salisbury Road.


  The amenities and the cash disposed of, David climbed into the backseat of the Daimler, and confronted the lined, tired face of a uniformed middle-aged driver whose weary expression was only partially leavened by a strained attempt to be pleasant.


  “Welcome, sir! My name is Pak-fei, and I shall endeavor to be of excellent service to you! You tell me where, and I take you. I know everything!”


  “I was counting on that,” said Webb softly.


  “I beg your words, sir?”


  “Wo bushi luke,” said David, stating that he was not a tourist. “But as I haven’t been here in years,” he continued in Chinese, “I want to reacquaint myself. How about the normal, boring tour of the island and then a quick trip through Kowloon? I have to be back in a couple of hours or so.… And from here on, let’s speak English.”


  “Ahh! Your Chinese is very good—very high class, but I understand everything you say. Yet only two zhong-tou—”


  “Hours,” interrupted Webb. “We’re speaking English, remember, and I don’t want to be misunderstood. But these two hours and your tip, and the remaining twenty-two hours and that tip, will depend on how well we get along, won’t it?”


  “Yes, yes!” cried Pak-fei, the driver, as he gunned the Daimler’s motor and authoritatively careened out into the intolerable traffic of Salisbury Road. “I shall endeavor to provide very excellent service!”


  He did, and the names and images that had come to David in the hotel room were reinforced by their actual counterparts. He knew the streets of the Central District, recognized the Mandarin hotel, and the Hong Kong Club, and Chater Square with the colony’s Supreme Court opposite the banking giants of Hong Kong. He had walked through the crowded pedestrian lanes to the wild confusion that was the Star Ferry, the island’s continuous link to Kowloon. Queen’s Road, Hillier, Possession Street…the garish Wanchai—it all came back to him, in the sense that he had been there, been to those places, knew them, knew the streets, even the shortcuts to take going from one place to another. He recognized the winding road to Aberdeen, anticipated the sight of the gaudy floating restaurants and, beyond, the unbelievable congestion of junks and sampans of the boat people, a massive, floating community of the perpetually dispossessed; he could even hear the clatter and slaps and shrieks of the mah-jongg players, hotly contesting their bets under the dim glow of swaying lanterns at night. He had met men and women—contacts and conduits, he reflected—on the beaches of Shek O and Big Wave, and he had swum in the crowded waters of Repulse Bay, with its huge ersatz statuary and the decaying elegance of the old Colonial Hotel. He had seen it all, he knew it all, yet he could relate it all to nothing.


  He looked at his watch; they had been driving for nearly two hours. There was a last stop to make on the island, and then he would put Pak-fei to the test. “Head back to Chater Square,” he said. “I have business at one of the banks. You can wait for me.”


  Money was not only a social and industrial lubricant; in large enough amounts it was a passport to maneuverability. Without it, men running were stymied, their options limited, and those in pursuit frequently frustrated by lacking the means to sustain the hunt. And the greater the amount, the more facile its release; witness the struggle of the man whose resources permit him to apply for no more than a $500 loan as compared with the relative ease another has with a line of credit of $500,000. So it was for David at the bank in Chater Square. Accommodation was swift and professional; an attaché case was provided without comment for the transport of the funds, and the offer of a guard to accompany him to his hotel was made should he feel more comfortable with one. He declined, signed the release papers and no further questions were asked. He returned to the car in the busy street.


  He leaned forward, resting his left hand on the soft fabric of the front seat inches from the driver’s head. He held an American $100 bill between his thumb and index finger. “Pak-fei,” he said, “I need a gun.”


  Slowly the driver’s head turned. He gazed at the bill, then turned further to look at Webb. Gone was the forced ebullience, the overweening desire to please. Instead, the expression on his lined face was passive, his sloped eyes distant. “Kowloon,” he answered. “In the Mongkok.” He took the hundred dollars.


  



  CHAPTER NINE


  



  The Daimler limousine crawled through the congested street in Mongkok, an urban mass that had the unenviable distinction of being the most densely populated city district in the history of mankind. Populated, it must be recorded, almost exclusively by Chinese. A Western face was so much a rarity that it drew curious glances, at once hostile and amused. No white man or woman was ever encouraged to go to Mongkok after dark; no Oriental Cotton Club existed here. It was not a matter of racism but the recognition of reality. There was too little space for their own—and they guarded their own as all Chinese had done from the earliest dynasties. The family was all, it was everything, and too many families lived not so much in squalor but within the confines of a single room with a single bed and mats on coarse, clean floors. Everywhere the multitude of small balconies attested to the demands of cleanliness, as no one ever appeared on them except to hang continuous lines of laundry. The tiers of these open balconies filled the sides of adjacent apartment houses and seemed to be in constant agitation as the breezes blew against the immense walls of fabric, causing garments of all descriptions to dance in place by the tens of thousands, further proof of the extraordinary numbers that inhabited the area.


  Nor was the Mongkok poor. Lavishly manufactured color was everywhere, with bright red the predominant magnet. Enormous and elaborate signs could be seen wherever the eye roamed above the crowds; advertisements that successively rose three stories high lined the streets and the alleyways, the Chinese characters emphatic in their attempts to seduce consumers. There was money in Mongkok, quiet money, as well as hysterical money, but not always legitimate money. What there was not was excess space, and what there was of it belonged to their own, not outsiders, unless an outsider—brought in by one of their own—also brought in money to feed the insatiable machine that produced a vast array of worldly goods, and some not so much worldly as otherworldly. It was a question of knowing where to look and having the price. Pak-fei, the driver, knew where to look, and Jason Bourne had the price.


  “I will stop and make a phone call,” said Pak-fei, pulling behind a double-parked truck. “I will lock you in and be quick.”


  “Is that necessary?” asked Webb.


  “It is your briefcase, sir, not mine.”


  Good Lord, thought David, he was a fool! He had not considered the attaché case. He was carrying over $300,000 into the heart of Mongkok as if it were his lunch. He gripped the handle, pulling the case to his lap, and checked the hasps; they were secure, but if both buttons were jolted even slightly, the lid would snap up. He yelled at the driver, who had climbed out of the car. “Get me some tape! Adhesive tape!”


  It was too late. The sounds of the street were deafening, the crowds nothing less than a weaving human blanket, and they were everywhere. And suddenly a hundred pairs of eyes peered in from all sides as contorted faces pressed against the glass—on all sides—and Webb was the core of a newly erupted street volcano. He could hear the questioning shrieks of Bin go ah? and Chong man tui, roughly the English equivalent of “Who is it?” and “A mouth that’s full,” or as combined, “Who’s the big shot?” He felt like a caged animal being studied by a horde of beasts of another species, perhaps vicious. He held on to the case, staring straight ahead, and as two hands started clawing at the slight space in the upper window on his right, he reached slowly down into his pocket for the hunting knife. The fingers broke through.


  “Jau!” screamed Pak-fei, thrashing his way through the crowd. “This is a most important taipan and the police up the street will pour boiling oil on your genitals if you disturb him! Get away, away!” He unlocked the door, jumped in behind the wheel, and yanked the door shut amid furious curses. He started the engine, gunned it, then pressed his hand on the powerful horn and held it there, raising the cacophony to unbearable proportions, as the sea of bodies, slowly, reluctantly parted. The Daimler lurched in fits and starts down the narrow street.


  “Where are we going?” shouted Webb. “I thought we were there!”


  “The merchant you will deal with has moved his place of business, sir, which is good, for this is not a savory district of the Mongkok.”


  “You should have called first. That wasn’t very pleasant back there.”


  “If I may correct the impression of imperfect service, sir,” said Pak-fei, glancing at David in the rearview mirror. “We now know that you are not being followed. As a consequence I am not being followed to where I drive you.”


  “What are you talking about?”


  “You go with your hands free into a large bank on Chater Square and you come out with your hands not free. You carry a briefcase.”


  “So?” Webb watched the driver’s eyes as they kept darting up at him.


  “No guard accompanied you, and there are bad people who watch for such men as yourself—often signals are sent from other bad people inside. These are uncertain times, so it was better to be certain in this instance.”


  “And you’re certain…now.”


  “Oh, yes, sir!” Pak-fei smiled. “An automobile following us on a back street in the Mongkok is easily seen.”


  “So there was no phone call.”


  “Oh, indeed there was, sir. One must always call first. But it was very quick, and I then walked back on the pavement, without my cap, of course, for many meters. There were no angry men in automobiles, and none climbed out to run in the street. I will now take you to the merchant much relieved.”


  “I’m relieved, too,” said David, wondering why Jason Bourne had temporarily deserted him. “And I didn’t even know I should have been worried. Not about being followed.”


  The dense crowds of the Mongkok thinned out as the buildings became lower and Webb could see the waters of Victoria Harbor behind high, chain link fences. Beyond the forbidding barricades were clusters of warehouses fronting piers where merchant ships were docked and heavy machinery crawled and groaned, lifting huge boxcars into holds. Pak-fei turned into the entrance of an isolated one-story warehouse; it appeared deserted, asphalt everywhere and only two cars in sight. The gate was closed; a guard walked out of a small, glass-enclosed office toward the Daimler, a clipboard in his hand.


  “You won’t find my name on a list,” said Pak-fei in Chinese and with singular authority as the guard approached. “Inform Mr. Wu Song that Regent Number Five is here and brings him a taipan as worthy as himself. He expects us.” The guard nodded, squinting in the afternoon sunlight to catch a glimpse of the important passenger. “Aiya!” screamed Pak-fei at the man’s impertinence. Then he turned and looked at Webb. “You must not misunderstand, sir,” he said as the guard ran back to his telephone. “My use of the name of my fine hotel has nothing to do with my fine hotel. In truth, if Mr. Liang, or anyone else, knew I mentioned its name in such business as this, I would be relieved of my job. It is merely that I was born on the fifth day of the fifth month in the year of our Christian Lord, 1935.”


  “I’ll never tell,” said David, smiling to himself, thinking that Jason Bourne had not deserted him after all. The myth that he once had been knew the avenues that led to the right contacts—knew them blindly—and that man was there inside David Webb.


  The curtained whitewashed room of the warehouse, lined with locked, horizontal display cases, was not unlike a museum displaying such artifacts from past civilizations as primitive tools, fossilized insects, mystic carvings of religions past. The difference here was in the objects. These were exploding weapons that ran the gamut, from the lowest-caliber handguns and rifles to the most sophisticated weapons of modern warfare—thousand-round automatic machine guns with spiraling clips on near-weightless frames to laser-guided rockets to be fired from the shoulder, an arsenal for terrorists. Two men in business suits stood guard, one outside the entrance to the room, the other inside. As was to be expected, the former bowed his apology and moved an electronic scanner up and down the clothes of Webb and his driver. Then the man reached for the attaché case. David pulled it away, shaking his head and gesturing at the wandlike scanner. The guard had waved it over the surface of the case, checking his dials as he did so.


  “Private papers,” Webb said in Chinese to the startled guard as he walked into the room.


  It took David nearly a full minute to absorb what he saw, to shake off his disbelief. He looked at the bold—emblazoned—No Smoking signs in English, French, and Chinese that were all over the walls and wondered why they were there. Nothing was exposed. He walked over the small-arms display and examined the wares. He clutched the attaché case in his hand as though it were a lifeline to sanity in a world gone mad with instruments of violence.


  “Huanying!” cried a voice, followed by the appearance of a youngish-looking man. He came out of a paneled door in one of those tight-fitting European suits that exaggerate the shoulders and hug the waist, the rear panels of the jacket flowing like a peacock’s tail—the product of designers determined to be chic at the price of neutering the male image.


  “This is Mr. Wu Song, sir,” said Pak-fei, bowing first to the merchant and then to Webb. “It is not necessary for you to give your name, sir.”


  “Bu!” spat out the young merchant, pointing at David’s attaché case. “Bu jing ya!”


  “Your client, Mr. Song, speaks fluent Chinese.” The driver turned to David. “As you heard, sir, Mr. Song objects to the presence of your briefcase.”


  “It doesn’t leave my hand,” said Webb.


  “Then there can be no serious discussion of business,” rejoined Wu Song in flawless English.


  “Why not? Your man checked it. There are no weapons inside, and even if there were and I tried to open it, I have an idea I’d be on the floor before the lid was up.”


  “Plastic?” asked Wu Song. “Plastic microphones leading to recording devices where the metal content is so low as to be dismissed even by sophisticated machinery?”


  “You’re paranoid.”


  “As they say in your country, it goes with the territory.”


  “Your idiom’s as good as your English.”


  “Columbia University, ’73.”


  “Did you major in armaments?”


  “No, marketing.”


  “Aiya!” shrieked Pak-fei, but he was too late. The rapid colloquy had covered the movement of the guards; they had walked across the room, at the last instant lunging at Webb and the driver.


  Jason Bourne spun around, dislodging his attacker’s arm from his shoulder, clamping it under his own and, twisting it, forced the man down and smashed the attaché case into the Oriental’s face. The moves were coming back to him. The violence was returning as it had to a bewildered amnesiac on a fishing boat beyond the shoals of a Mediterranean island. So much forgotten, so much unexplained, but remembered. The man fell to the floor, stunned, as his partner turned in fury to Webb after pummeling Pak-fei, the driver, to the ground. He rushed forward, his hands held up in a diagonal thrust, his wide chest and shoulders the base of his dual battering rams. David dropped the attaché case, lurched to his right, then spun again, again to his right, his left foot lashing up from the floor, catching the Chinese in the groin with such force that the man doubled over, screaming. Webb instantly kicked out with his right foot, his toe digging into the attacker’s throat directly under his jaw; the man rolled on the floor, gasping for air, one hand on his groin, the other gripping his neck. The first guard started to rise; Bourne stepped forward and smashed his knee into the man’s chest, sending him halfway across the room where he fell unconscious beneath a display case.


  The young arms merchant was stunned. He was witnessing the unthinkable, expecting any moment that what he saw would be reversed, his guards the victors. Then suddenly, emphatically, he knew it was not going to happen; he ran in panic to the paneled door, reaching it as Webb reached him. David gripped the padded shoulders, spinning the merchant back across the floor. Wu Song tripped over his twisting feet and fell; he held up his hands, pleading. “No, please! Stop! I cannot stand physical confrontation! Take what you will!”


  “You can’t stand what?”


  “You heard me, I get ill!”


  “What the hell do you think all this is about?” yelled David, sweeping his arm around the room.


  “I service a demand, that is all. Take whatever you want, but don’t touch me. Please!”


  Disgusted, Webb crossed to the fallen driver, who was getting to his knees, blood trickling from the corner of his mouth. “What I take I pay for,” he said to the arms merchant as he grabbed the driver’s arm and helped him to his feet. “Are you all right?”


  “You ask for great trouble, sir,” replied Pak-fei, his hands trembling, fear in his eyes.


  “It had nothing to do with you. Wu Song knows that, don’t you, Wu?”


  “I brought you here!” insisted the driver.


  “To make a purchase,” added David quickly. “So let’s get it over with. But first tie up those two goons. Use the curtains. Rip them down.”


  Pak-fei looked imploringly at the young merchant.


  “Great Christian Jesus, do as he says!” yelled Wu Song. “He will strike me! Take the curtains! Tie them, you imbecile!”


  Three minutes later Webb held in his hand an odd-looking gun, bulky but not large. It was an advanced weapon; the perforated cylinder that was the silencer was pneumatically snapped on, reducing the decibel count of a gunshot to a loud spit—but no more than a spit—the accuracy unaffected at close range. It held nine rounds, clips released and inserted at the base of the handle in a matter of seconds; there were three in reserve—thirty-six shells with the firepower of a .357 Magnum available instantly in a gun half the size and weight of a Colt .45.


  “Remarkable,” said Webb, glancing at the bound guards and a quaking Pak-fei. “Who designed it?” So much expertise was coming back to him. So much recognition. From where?


  “As an American, it may offend you,” answered Wu Song, “but he is a man in Bristol, Connecticut, who realized that the company he works for—designs for—would never recompense him adequately for his invention. Through intermediaries he went on the closed international market and sold to the highest bidder.”


  “You?”


  “I do not invest. I market.”


  “That’s right, I forgot. You service a demand.”


  “Precisely.”


  “Whom do you pay?”


  “A numbered account in Singapore, I know nothing else. I’m protected, of course. Everything’s on consignment.”


  “I see. How much for this?”


  “Take it. My gift to you.”


  “You smell. I don’t take gifts from people who smell. How much?”


  Wu Song swallowed. “The list price is eight hundred American dollars.”


  Webb reached into his left pocket and pulled out the denominations he had placed there. He counted out eight $100 bills and gave them to the arms merchant. “Paid in full,” he said.


  “Paid,” agreed the Chinese.


  “Tie him up,” said David, turning to the apprehensive Pak-fei. “No, don’t worry about it. Tie him up!”


  “Do as he says, you idiot!”


  “Then take the three of them outside. Along the side of the building by the car. And stay out of sight of the gate.”


  “Quickly!” yelled Song. “He is angry!”


  “You can count on it,” agreed Webb.


  Four minutes later the two guards and Wu Song walked awkwardly through the outside door into the blazing afternoon sunlight, made harsher by the dancing reflections off the waters of Victoria Harbor. Their knees and arms were tied in the ripped cloth of the curtains, so their movements were hesitant and uncertain. Silence was guaranteed by wads of fabric in the mouths of the guards. No such precautions were needed for the young merchant; he was petrified.


  Alone, David put his retrieved attaché case on the floor and walked rapidly around the room studying the displays in the cases until he found what he wanted. He smashed the glass with the handle of his gun, and picked around the shards for the weapons he would use—weapons coveted by terrorists everywhere—timer grenades, each with the impact of a 20-pound bomb. How did he know? Where did the knowledge come from?


  He removed six grenades and checked each battery charge. How could he do that? How did he know where to look, what to press? No matter. He knew. He looked at his watch.


  He set the timers of each and ran along the display cases, crashing the handle of his weapon into the glass tops and dropping into each a grenade. He had one left and two cases to go; he looked up at the trilingual No Smoking signs and made another decision. He ran to the paneled door, opened it, and saw what he thought he might see. He threw in the final grenade.


  Webb checked his watch, picked up the attaché case and went outside, making a point of being very much in control. He approached the Daimler at the side of the warehouse where Pak-fei seemed to be apologizing to his prisoners, perspiring as he did so. The driver was being alternately berated and consoled by Wu Song, who wanted nothing more than to be spared any further violence.


  “Take them over to the breakwater,” ordered David, pointing to the stone wall that rose above the waters of the harbor.


  Wu Song stared at Webb. “Who are you?” he asked.


  The moment had come. It was now.


  Webb again looked at his watch as he walked over to the arms merchant. He gripped Wu Song’s elbow and shoved the frightened Chinese farther along the side of the building where soft-spoken words would not be overheard by the others. “My name is Jason Bourne,” said David simply.


  “Jason Bou—!” The Oriental gasped, reacting as though a stiletto had punctured his throat, his own eyes witnessing the final, violent act of his own death.


  “And if you have any ideas about restoring a bruised ego by punishing someone—say, my driver—get rid of them. I’ll know where to find you.” Webb paused for a single beat, then continued. “You’re a privileged man, Wu, but with that privilege goes a responsibility. For certain reasons you may be questioned, and I don’t expect you to lie—I doubt that you’re very good at lying anyway—so we met, I’ll accept that. I even stole from you, if you like. But if you give an accurate description of me, you’d better be on the other side of the world—and dead. It would be less painful for you.”


  The Columbia graduate froze, his lower lip trembling as he stared at Webb. David returned the look in silence, nodding his head once. He released Wu Song’s arm and walked back to Pak-fei and the two bound guards, leaving the panicked merchant to his racing thoughts.


  “Do as I told you, Pak-fei,” he said, once more looking at his watch. “Get them over to the wall and tell them to lie down. Explain that I’m covering them with my gun, and will be covering them until we drive through the gate. I think their employer will attest to the fact that I’m a reasonably proficient marksman.”


  The driver reluctantly barked the orders in Chinese, bowing to the arms merchant, as Wu Song started ahead of the others, awkwardly maneuvering himself toward the breakwater some seventy-odd yards away. Webb looked inside the Daimler.


  “Throw me the keys!” he shouted to Pak-fei. “And hurry up!”


  David snatched the keys from the air and climbed into the driver’s seat. He started the engine, slipped the Daimler into gear, and followed the odd-looking parade across the asphalt directly behind the warehouse.


  Wu Song and his two guards lay prostrate on the ground. Webb leaped out of the car, the motor running, and raced around the trunk to the other side, his newly purchased weapon in his hand, the silencer affixed. “Get in and drive!” he shouted to Pak-fei. “Quickly!”


  The driver jumped in, bewildered. David fired three shots—spits that blew up the asphalt several feet in front of each captive’s face. It was enough; all three rolled in panic into the wall. Webb got into the front seat of the car. “Let’s go!” he said, for a final time looking at his watch, his gun out the window aimed in the vicinity of the three prostrate figures. “Now!”


  The gate swung back for the august taipan in the august limousine. The Daimler raced through and turned right into the speeding traffic on the dual-lane highway to Mongkok.


  “Slow down!” ordered David. “Pull over to the side, on the dirt.”


  “These drivers are madmen, sir. They speed because they know that in minutes they will barely move. It will be difficult to get back on the road.”


  “Somehow I don’t think so.”


  It happened. The explosions came one after another—three, four, five…six. The isolated one-story warehouse blew to the skies, flames and deep black smoke filling the air above the land and the harbor, causing automobiles and trucks and buses to come to screeching stops on the highway.


  “You?” shrieked Pak-fei, his mouth gaping, his bulging eyes on Webb.


  “I was there.”


  “We were there, sir! I am dead! Aiya!”


  “No, Pak-fei, you’re not,” said David. “You’re protected, take my word for that. You’ll never hear from Mr. Wu Song again. I suspect he’ll be on the other side of the world, probably in Iran, teaching marketing to the mullahs. I don’t know who else would accept him.”


  “But why? How, sir?”


  “He’s finished. He dealt in what’s called ‘consignments,’ which means he pays as his merchandise is sold. Are you following me?”


  “I think so, sir.”


  “He has no more merchandise, but it wasn’t sold. It just went away.”


  “Sir?”


  “He kept wired rolls of dynamite and cases of explosive plastic in the back room. They were too primitive to put in the display cases. Also too bulky.”


  “Sir?”


  “I couldn’t have a cigarette.… Weave around the traffic, Pak-fei. I have to get back to Kowloon.”


  As they entered the Tsim Sha Tsui, the movements of Pak-fei’s constantly turning head intruded on Webb’s thoughts. The driver kept looking at him. “What is it?” he asked.


  “I am not certain, sir. I am frightened, of course.”


  “You didn’t believe what I told you? That you’ve got nothing to be afraid of?”


  “That is not it, sir. I think I must believe you, for I saw what you did, and I saw Wu Song’s face when you spoke with him. I think it is you I am frightened of, but I also think this may be wrong, for you did protect me. It was in Wu Song’s eyes. I cannot explain.”


  “Don’t bother,” said David, reaching into his pocket for money. “Are you married, Pak-fei? Or have a girlfriend, or a boyfriend? It doesn’t matter.”


  “Married, sir. I have two grown children who have not-bad jobs. They contribute; my joss is good.”


  “Now it’ll be better. Go home and pick up your wife—and children, if you like—and drive, Pak-fei. Drive up into the New Territories for many miles. Stop and have a fine meal in Tuen Mun or Yuen Long and then drive some more. Let them enjoy this fine automobile.”


  “Sir?”


  “A xiao xin,” went on Webb, the money in his hand. “What we call in English a little white lie that doesn’t hurt anybody. You see, I want the mileage on this car to approximate where you’ve driven me today—and tonight.”


  “Where is that?”


  “You drove Mr. Cruett first up to Lo Wu and then across the base of the mountain range to Lok Ma Chau.”


  “Those are checkpoints into the People’s Republic.”


  “Yes, they are,” agreed David, removing two $100 bills, and then a third. “Do you think you can remember that and make the mileage right?”


  “Most certainly, sir.”


  “And do you think,” added Webb, his finger on a fourth $100 bill, “that you could say I left the car at Lok Ma Chau and wandered up in the hills for an hour or so.”


  “Ten hours, if you like, sir. I need no sleep.”


  “One hour is fine.” David held out the $400 in front of the driver’s startled eyes. “And I’ll know if you don’t live up to our agreement.”


  “You have no concerns, sir!” cried Pak-fei, one hand on the wheel, the other grasping the bills. “I shall pick up my wife, my children, her parents, and my own as well. This animal I drive is big enough for twelve. I thank you, sir! I thank you!”


  “Drop me off around ten streets from Salisbury Road and get out of the area. I don’t want this car seen in Kowloon.”


  “No, sir, it is not possible. We will be in Lo Wu, in Lok Ma Chau!”


  “As far as tomorrow morning goes, say whatever you like. I won’t be here, I’m leaving tonight. You won’t see me again.”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “Our contract’s concluded, Pak-fei,” said Jason Bourne, his thoughts returning to a strategy that became clearer with each move he made. And each move brought him closer to Marie. All was colder now. There was a certain freedom in being what he was not.


  Play the scenario as it was given to you.… Be everywhere at once. Make them sweat.


  At 5:02 an obviously disturbed Liang walked rapidly out the glass doors of the Regent. He looked anxiously around at the arriving and departing guests, then turned to his left and hurried down the pavement toward the ramp leading to the street. David watched him through the spraying fountains on the opposite side of the courtyard. Using the fountains as his cover, Webb ran across the busy area, dodging cars and taxis; he reached the ramp and followed Liang down toward Salisbury Road.


  He stopped midway to the street and turned, angling his body and his face to the left. The assistant manager had come to an abrupt halt, his body lurching forward, as an anxious person in a hurry will do when he has suddenly remembered something or changes his mind. It had to be the latter, thought David, as he cautiously shifted his head and saw Liang rushing across the entrance drive toward the crowded pavement of the New World Shopping Centre. Webb knew he would lose him in the crowds if he did not hurry, so he held up both hands, stopping the traffic, and raced diagonally down the ramp as horns bellowed and angry shrieks came from drivers. He reached the pavement, sweating, anxious. He could not see Liang! Where was he? The sea of Oriental faces became a blur, so much the same, yet not the same. Where was he? David rushed ahead, muttering excuses as he collided with bodies and startled faces; he saw him! He was sure it was Liang—but not sure, not really. He had seen a dark-suited figure turn into the entrance of the harbor walkway, a long stretch of concrete above the water where people fished and strolled and performed their tai chi exercises in the early mornings. Yet he had seen only the back of a man; if it was not Liang he would leave the street and lose him completely. Instinct. Not yours but Bourne’s—the eyes of Jason Bourne.


  Webb broke into a run, heading for the arched entrance of the walkway. The skyline of Hong Kong sparkled in the sunlit distance, the traffic in the harbor bobbing furiously, winding up the day’s labors on the water. He slowed down as he passed under the arch; there was no way back to Salisbury Road but through the entrance. The walkway was a dead-end intrusion on the waterfront, and that raised a question, as well as supplying an answer to another. Why had Liang—if it was Liang—boxed himself into a dead end? What drew him to it? A contact, a drop, a relay? Whatever it was, it meant that the Chinese had not considered the possibility that he was being followed; that was the immediate answer David needed. It told him what he had to know. His prey was in panic; the unexpected could only propel him into further panic.


  Jason Bourne’s eyes had not lied. It was Liang, but the first question remained unanswered, even compounded by what Webb saw. Of the thousands upon thousands of public telephones in Kowloon—tucked away in crowded arcades and in recessed corners of darkened lobbies—Liang had chosen to use a pay phone on the inner wall of the walkway. It was exposed, in the open, in the center of a wide thoroughfare that was in itself a dead end. It made no sense; even the rankest amateur had basic protective instincts. When in panic he sought cover.


  Liang reached into his pocket for change, and suddenly, as if commanded by an inner voice, David knew that he could not permit that call to be made. When it was made, he had to make it. It was part of his strategy, a part that would bring him closer to Marie! The control had to be in his hands, not others’!


  He began running, heading straight toward the white plastic shell of the pay phone, wanting to shout but knowing he had to get closer to be heard over the sounds of the windblown waterfront. The assistant manager had just finished dialing. Somewhere a telephone was ringing.


  “Liang!” roared Webb. “Get off that phone! If you want to live, hang up and get out of there!”


  The Chinese spun around, his face a rigid mask of terror. “You!” he shouted hysterically, pressing his body back into the shell of white plastic. “No…no! Not now! Not here!”


  Gunfire suddenly filled the winds off the water, staccato bursts that joined the myriad sounds of the harbor. Pandemonium swept over the walkway, as people screamed and shrieked, dropping to the ground or racing in all directions away from the terror of instant death.


  



  CHAPTER TEN


  



  “Aiya!” roared Liang, diving to the side of the telephone shell as bullets ripped into the wall of the walkway and cracked in the air overhead. Webb lunged toward the Chinese, crawling beside the hotel man, his hunting knife out of its scabbard. “Do not! What are you doing?” Liang screamed as David, lying sideways, gripped him by the front of his shirt and shoved the blade up into the manager’s chin, breaking the skin, drawing blood. “Ahhee!” The hysterical cry was lost in the pandemonium of the walkway.


  “Give me the number! Now!”


  “Don’t do this to me! I swear to you I did not know it was a trap!”


  “It’s not a trap for me, Liang,” said Webb breathlessly, the sweat rolling down his face. “It’s for you!”


  “Me? You’re mad! Why me?”


  “Because they know I’m here now, and you’ve seen me, you’ve talked to me. You made your phone call and they can’t afford you any longer.”


  “But why?”


  “You were given a telephone number. You did your job and they can’t allow any traces.”


  “That explains nothing!”


  “Maybe my name will. It’s Jason Bourne.”


  “Oh, my God…!” whispered Liang, his face pale and lips parted, as he stared at David.


  “You’re a trace,” said Webb. “You’re dead.”


  “No, no!” The Chinese shook his head. “It can’t be! I don’t know anyone, only the number! It is a deserted office in the New World Centre, a temporary telephone installed. Please! The number is three-four, four, zero, one! Do not kill me, Mr. Bourne! For the love of our Christian God, do not do it!”


  “If I thought the trap was for me, there’d be blood all over your throat, not your chin.… Three-four, four, zero, one?”


  “Yes, exactly!”


  The gunfire stopped as suddenly and as startlingly as it had begun.


  “The New World Centre’s right above us, isn’t it? One of those windows up there.”


  “Exactly!” Liang shuddered, unable to take his eyes off David’s face. Then he shut them tight, tears dripping beneath his lids as he shook his head violently. “I have never seen you! I swear on the cross of holy Jesus!”


  “Sometimes I wonder if I’m in Hong Kong or the Vatican.” Webb raised his head and looked around. All along the walkway terrified people were hesitantly beginning to rise. Mothers clutched children; men held women, and men, women, and children got to their knees, then their feet, and suddenly formed a mass stampede toward the Salisbury arch. “You were told to make your call from here, weren’t you?” said David rapidly, turning to the frightened hotel man.


  “Yes, sir.”


  “Why? Did they give you a reason?”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “For Christ’s sake, open your eyes!”


  “Yes, sir.” Liang did so, looking away as he spoke. “They said they did not trust the guest who asked for Suite six-nine-zero. He was a man who might force another to convey lies. Therefore they wanted to observe me when I spoke to them.… Mr. Bourne—no, I did not say that! Mr. Cruett—I tried all day to reach you, Mr. Cruett! I wanted you to know I was being pressed repeatedly, Mr. Cruett. They kept phoning me, wanting to know when I would place my call to them—from here. I kept saying you had not arrived! What else could I do? By trying to reach you so constantly, you can see I was trying to warn you, sir! It is obvious, is it not?”


  “What’s obvious is that you’re a damn fool.”


  “I am not equipped for this work.”


  “Why did you do it?”


  “Money, sir! I was with Chiang, with the Kuomintang. I have a wife and five children—two sons and three daughters. I have to get out! They search backgrounds; they give us incontestable labels with no appeals. I am a learned man, sir! Fudan University, second in my class—I owned my own hotel in Shanghai. But all that is meaningless now. When Beijing takes over, I am dead, my family is dead. And now you say I am dead as of this moment. What am I to do?”


  “Peking—Beijing—won’t touch the colony, they won’t change anything,” said David, remembering the words Marie had said to him that terrible evening after McAllister had left their house. “Unless the crazies take over.”


  “They are all crazy, sir. Believe nothing else. You don’t know them!”


  “Maybe not. But I know a few of you. And, frankly, I’d rather not.”


  “‘Let who is without sin among you cast the first stone,’ sir.”


  “Stones, but not bags of silver from Chiang’s corruption, right?”


  “Sir?”


  “What are your three daughters’ names? Quickly!”


  “They are…they are…Wang…Wang Sho—”


  “Forget it!” yelled David, glancing down at the Salisbury arch. “Ni bushi ren! You’re not a man, you’re a pig! Stay well, Liang of the Kuomintang. Stay well as long as they let you. Frankly, I couldn’t care less.”


  Webb got to his feet, prepared to throw himself down again at the first irregular flash of light from a window above on his left. The eyes of Jason Bourne were accurate: there was nothing. David joined the stampede at the arch and slithered his way through the crowds to Salisbury Road.


  He placed the call from a phone in a congested, noisy arcade off Nathan Road. He put his index finger in his right ear to hear more clearly.


  “Wei?” said a male voice.


  “It’s Bourne, and I’ll speak English. Where is my wife?”


  “Wode tian ah! It is said you speak our language in numerous dialects.”


  “It’s been a long time and I want everything clearly understood. I asked you about my wife!”


  “Liang gave you this number?”


  “He didn’t have a choice.”


  “He is also dead.”


  “I don’t care what you do, but if I were you, I’d have second thoughts about killing him.”


  “Why? He is lower than a worm.”


  “Because you picked a damn fool—worse, an hysterical one. He talked to too many people. A switchboard operator told me he was calling me every few minutes—”


  “Calling you?”


  “I flew in this morning. Where is my wife—”


  “Liang the liar!”


  “You didn’t expect me to stay in that suite, did you? I had him switch me to another room. We were seen talking together—arguing—with half a dozen clerks watching us. You kill him, there’ll be more rumors than any of us want. The police will be looking for a rich American who disappeared.”


  “His trousers are soiled,” said the Chinese. “Perhaps it is enough.”


  “It’s enough. Now, what about my wife!”


  “I heard you. I am not privileged with such information.”


  “Then put on someone who is. Now!”


  “You will meet with others more knowledgeable.”


  “When?”


  “We will get back to you. What room are you in?”


  “I’ll call you. You’ve got fifteen minutes.”


  “You are giving me orders?”


  “I know where you are, which window, which office—you’re sloppy with your rifle. You should have corked the barrel; sunlight reflects off metal, that’s basic. In thirty seconds I’ll be a hundred feet from your door, but you won’t know where I am and you can’t leave that phone.”


  “I don’t believe you!”


  “Try me. You’re not watching me now, I’m watching you. You’ve got fifteen minutes, and when I call you back I want to talk to my wife.”


  “She’s not here!”


  “If I thought she were, you’d be dead, your head knifed from the rest of you and thrown out the window to join the other garbage in the harbor. If you think I’m exaggerating, check around. Ask people who’ve dealt with me. Ask your taipan, the Yao Ming who doesn’t exist.”


  “I cannot make your wife appear, Jason Bourne!” shouted the frightened minion.


  “Get me a number where I can reach her. Either I hear her voice—talking to me—or there’s nothing. Except for your headless corpse and a black bandanna across your bleeding neck. Fifteen minutes!”


  David hung up the phone and wiped the sweat from his face. He had done it. The mind and the words were Jason Bourne’s—he had gone back in only vaguely remembered time and instinctively knew what to do, what to say, what to threaten. There was a lesson somewhere. Appearance far outdistanced reality. Or was there a reality within him crying to come out, wanting control, telling David Webb to trust the man inside him?


  He left the oppressively crowded arcade and turned right on the equally congested pavement. The Golden Mile of the Tsim Sha Tsui was preparing for its nightly games, and so would he. He could return to the hotel now; the assistant manager would be miles away, conceivably booking a flight to Taiwan, if there was any truth at all in his hysterical statements. Webb would use the freight elevator to reach his room in case others were awaiting him in the lobby, although he doubted it. The shooting gallery that was a deserted office in the New World Centre was not a command post, and the marksman was not a commander but a relay, now frightened for his life.


  With each step David took down Nathan Road, the shorter his breath became, the louder his chest pounded. Twelve minutes from now he would hear Marie’s voice. Oh God, he wanted to hear it so! He had to! It was all that would keep him sane, all that mattered.


  “Your fifteen minutes are over,” said Webb, sitting on the edge of the bed, trying to control his heartbeat, wondering if the rapid echo could be heard as he heard it, hoping it caused no tremor in his voice.


  “Call five-two, six, five, three.”


  “Five?” David recognized the exchange. “She’s over in Hong Kong, not Kowloon.”


  “She will be moved immediately.”


  “I’ll call you back after I’ve spoken to her.”


  “There is no need, Jason Bourne. Knowledgeable men are there and they will speak with you. My business is finished and you have never seen me.”


  “I don’t have to see you. A photograph will be taken when you leave that office, but you won’t know from where or by whom. You’ll probably see a number of people—in the hallway, or in an elevator or the lobby—but you won’t know which one has a camera with a lens that looks like a button on his jacket, or an emblem on her purse. Stay well, minion. Think nice thoughts.”


  Webb depressed the telephone bar, disconnecting the line; he waited three seconds, released it, heard the dial tone, and touched the buttons. He could hear the ring. Christ, he couldn’t stand it!


  “Wei?”


  “This is Bourne. Put my wife on the line.”


  “As you wish.”


  “David?”


  “Are you all right?” shouted Webb on the edge of hysteria.


  “Yes, just tired, that’s all, my darling. Are you all right—”


  “Have they hurt you—have they touched you?”


  “No, David, they’ve been quite kind, actually. But you know how tired I get sometimes. Remember that week in Zurich when you wanted to see the Fraumünster and the museums and go out sailing on the Limmat, and I said I just wasn’t up to it?”


  There’d been no week in Zurich. Only the nightmare of a single night when both of them nearly lost their lives. He running the gauntlet of his would-be executioners in the Steppdeckstrasse, she nearly raped, sentenced to death on a deserted riverfront in the Guisan Quai. What was she trying to tell him?


  “Yes, I remember.”


  “So you mustn’t worry about me, darling. Thank God you’re here! We’ll be together soon, they’ve promised me that. It’ll be like Paris, David. Remember Paris, when I thought I’d lost you? But you came to me and we both knew where to go. That lovely street with the dark green trees and the—”


  “That will be all, Mrs. Webb,” broke in a male voice. “Or should I say Mrs. Bourne,” the man added, speaking directly into the phone.


  “Think, David, and be careful!” yelled Marie in the background. “And don’t worry, darling! That lovely street with the row of green trees, my favorite tree—”


  “Ting zhi!” cried the male voice, issuing an order in Chinese. “Take her away! She’s giving him information! Quickly. Don’t let her speak!”


  “You harm her in any way, you’ll regret it for the rest of your short life,” said Webb icily. “I swear to Christ I’ll find you.”


  “There has been no cause for unpleasantness up to this moment,” replied the man slowly, his tone sincere. “You heard your wife. She has been treated well. She has no complaints.”


  “Something’s wrong with her! What the hell have you done that she can’t tell me?”


  “It is only the tension, Mr. Bourne. And she was telling you something, no doubt in her anxiety trying to describe this location—erroneously, I should add—but even if it were accurate, it would be as useless to you as the telephone number. She is on her way to another apartment, one of millions in Hong Kong. Why would we harm her in any way? It would be counterproductive. A great taipan wants to meet with you.”


  “Yao Ming?”


  “Like you, he goes by several names. Perhaps you can reach an accommodation.”


  “Either we do or he’s dead. And so are you.”


  “I believe what you say, Jason Bourne. You killed a close blood relative of mine who was beyond your reach, in his own island fortress on Lantau. I’m sure you recall.”


  “I don’t keep records. Yao Ming. When?”


  “Tonight.”


  “Where?”


  “You must understand, he’s very recognizable, so it must be a most unusual place.”


  “Suppose I choose it?”


  “Unacceptable, of course. Do not insist. We have your wife.”


  David tensed; he was losing the control he desperately needed. “Name it,” he said.


  “The Walled City. We assume you know it.”


  “Of it,” corrected Webb, trying to focus what memory he had. “The filthiest slum on the face of the earth, if I remember.”


  “What else would it be? It is the only legal possession of the People’s Republic in all of the colony. Even the detestable Mao Zedong gave permission for our police to purge it. But civil servants are not paid that much. It remains essentially the same.”


  “What time tonight?”


  “After dark, but before the bazaar closes. Between nine-thirty and not later than fifteen minutes to ten.”


  “How do I find this Yao Ming—who isn’t Yao Ming?”


  “There is a woman in the first block of the open market who sells snake entrails as aphrodisiacs, predominantly cobra. Go up to her and ask her where a great one is. She will tell you the descending steps to use, which alley to take. You will be met.”


  “I might never get there. The color of my skin isn’t welcome down there.”


  “No one will harm you. However, I suggest you not wear garish clothing or display expensive jewelry.”


  “Jewelry?”


  “If you own a high-priced watch, do not wear it.”


  They’d cut your arm off for a watch. Medusa. So be it.


  “Thanks for the advice.”


  “One last thing. Do not think of involving the authorities or your consulate in a reckless attempt to compromise the taipan. If you do, your wife will die.”


  “That wasn’t necessary.”


  “With Jason Bourne everything is necessary. You will be watched.”


  “Nine-thirty to nine-forty-five,” said Webb, replacing the phone and getting up from the bed. He went to the window and stared out at the harbor. What was it? What was Marie trying to tell him?


  …you know how tired I get sometimes.


  No, he did not know that. His wife was a strong Ontario ranch girl who never complained of being tired.


  …you mustn’t worry about me, darling.


  A foolish plea, and she must have realized it. Marie did not waste precious moments being foolish. Unless…was she rambling incoherently?


  …It’ll be like Paris, David.… we both knew where to go…that lovely street with the dark green trees.


  No, not rambling, only the appearance of rambling; there was a message. But what? What lovely street with “dark green trees”? Nothing came to him and it was driving him out of his mind! He was failing her. She was sending a signal and it eluded him.


  …Think, David, and be careful!…don’t worry, darling! That lovely street with the row of green trees, my favorite tree—


  What lovely street? What goddamned row of trees, what favorite tree? Nothing made sense to him and it should make sense! He should be able to respond, not stare out a window, his memory blank. Help me, help me! he cried silently to no one.


  An inner voice told him not to dwell on what he could not understand. There were things to do; he could not willingly walk into the meeting ground of the enemy’s choosing without some foreknowledge, some cards of his own to play.… I suggest you do not wear garish clothing.… It would not have been garish in any event, thought Webb, but now it would be something quite opposite—and unexpected.


  During the months in which he had peeled away the layers of Jason Bourne one theme kept repeating itself. Change, change, change. Bourne was a practitioner of change; they called him “the chameleon,” a man who could melt into different surroundings with ease. Not as a grotesque, a cartoon with fright wigs and nose putty, but as one who could adapt the essentials of his appearance to his immediate environment so that those who had met the “assassin”—rarely, however, in full light or standing close to him—gave widely varying descriptions of the man hunted throughout Asia and Europe. The details were always in conflict: the hair was dark or light; the eyes brown, blue, or speckled; the skin pale, or tanned, or blotched; the clothes well made and subdued if the rendezvous took place in a dimly lit expensive café, or rumpled and ill-fitting if the meeting was held on the waterfront or in the lower depths of a city. Change. Effortlessly, with the minimum of artifice. David Webb would trust the chameleon within him. Free fall. Go where Jason Bourne directed.


  After the harrowing phone call, he went over to the Peninsula Hotel and, with a large, unseen tip, got a room, depositing his attaché case in the hotel vault. He had the presence of mind to register under the name of Cactus’s third false passport. If men were looking for him, they would flash the name he used at the Regent; it was all they had.


  He again went back across Salisbury Road, used the service elevator, walked rapidly to his room and packed what few clothes he needed in the flight bag. But he did not check out of the Regent. If men were looking for him, he wanted them to look where he was not.


  Once settled in the Peninsula, he had time for something to eat, and to forage in several shops until nightfall. By the time darkness came he would be in the Walled City—before nine-thirty. Jason Bourne was giving the commands and David Webb obeyed them.


  The Walled City of Kowloon has no visible wall around it, but it is as clearly defined as if there were one made of hard, high steel. It is instantly sensed in the congested open market that runs along the street in front of the row of dark run-down flats—shacks haphazardly perched on top of one another giving the impression that at any moment the entire blighted complex would collapse under its own weight, leaving nothing but rubble where elevated rubble had stood. But there is deceptive strength found as one walks down the short flight of steps into the interior of the sprawling slum. Below ground level, cobblestoned alleyways that are in most cases tunnels traverse beneath the ramshackle structures. In squalid corridors crippled beggars vie with half-dressed prostitutes and drug peddlers in the eerie wash of naked bulbs that hang from exposed wires along the stone walls. A putrid dampness abounds; all is decay and rot, but the strength of time has hardened this decomposition, petrifying it.


  Within the foul alleyways in no particular order or balance are narrow, barely lit staircases leading to the vertical series of broken-down flats, the average rising three stories, two of which are above ground. Inside the small, dilapidated rooms the widest varieties of narcotics and sex are sold; all is beyond the reach of the police—silently agreed to by all parties—for few of the colony’s authorities care to venture into the bowels of the Walled City. It is its own self-contained hell. Let it be.


  Outside in the open market that fills the garbage-strewn street where no traffic is permitted, soiled tables piled high with rejected and/or stolen merchandise are sandwiched between grimy stalls where pockets of vapor rise from huge vats of boiling oil in which questionable pieces of meat, fowl, and snake are continuously plunged, then ladled out and placed on newspapers for immediate sale. The crowds move under the weak light of dull streetlamps from one vendor to the next, haggling in high-pitched voices, shrieking back and forth, buying and selling. Then there are the curb people, bedraggled men and women without stalls or tables, whose merchandise is spread out on the pavement. They squat behind displays of trinkets and cheap jewelry, much of it stolen from the docks, and woven cages filled with crawling beetles and fluttering tiny birds.


  Near the mouth of the strange, fetid bazaar a lone, muscular female sat on a low wooden stool, her thick legs parted, skinning snakes and removing their entrails, her dark eyes seemingly obsessed with each thrashing serpent in her hands. On either side were writhing burlap bags, every now and then convulsing as the doomed reptiles struck out in hissing fury at one another, enraged by their captivity. Clamped under the heavyset woman’s bare right foot was a king cobra, its jet-black body immobile and erect, its head flat, its small eyes steady, hypnotized by the constantly moving crowds. The squalor of the open market was a fitting barricade for the wall-less Walled City beyond.


  Rounding the corner at the opposite end of the long bazaar, a disheveled figure turned into the overflowing avenue. The man was dressed in a cheap, loose-fitting brown suit, the trousers too bulky, the coat too large, yet tight around the hunched shoulders. A soft, wide-brimmed hat, black and unmistakably Oriental, threw a constant shadow across his face. His gait was slow, as befitted a man pausing in front of various stalls and tables examining the merchandise, but only once did he reach tentatively into his pocket to make a single purchase. Then, too, there was a stooped quality in his posture, the frame of a man that had been bent from years of hard labor in the field or on the waterfront, his diet never sufficient for a body from which so much was extracted. There was a sadness as well in this man, a futility born of too little, too late, and too costly for the mind and the body. It was the recognition of impotence, of pride abandoned, for there was nothing to be proud of; the price of survival had been too much. And this man, this stooped figure who haltingly bought a newspaper cone of fried questionable fish, was not unlike many of the males in the marketplace—in fact, one could say he was indistinguishable from them. He approached the muscular woman who was tearing the intestines from a still-writhing snake.


  “Where is the great one?” asked Jason Bourne in Chinese, his eyes fixed on the immobile cobra, the grease from the newspaper rolling over his left hand.


  “You are early,” replied the woman without expression. “It is dark, but you are early.”


  “I was summoned quickly. Do you question the taipan’s instructions?”


  “He is fuck-fuck cheap for a taipan!” she spat out in guttural Cantonese. “What do I care? Go down the steps behind me and take the first alleyway to the left. A whore will be standing fifteen, twenty meters down. She waits for the white man and will lead him to the taipan.… Are you the white man? I cannot tell in this light and your Chinese is good—but you do not look like a white man, you do not wear a white man’s clothes.”


  “If you were me, would you make a heavenly point of looking like a white man, dressing like a white man, if you were told to come down here?”


  “I would make the point of a thousand devils that I was from the Qing Gaoyan!” said the woman, laughing through half-gone teeth. “Especially if you carry money. Do you carry money…our Zhongguo ren?”


  “You flatter me, but no.”


  “You lie. White people lie with heavenly words about money.”


  “Very well, I lie. I trust your snake will not attack me for it.”


  “Fool! He is old and has no fangs, no poison. But he is the heavenly image of a man’s organ. He brings me money. Will you give me money?”


  “For a service, yes.”


  “Aiya! You want this old body, you must have an ax in your trousers! Chop up the whore, not me!”


  “No ax, just words,” said Bourne, his right hand slipping into his trousers pocket. He withdrew a U.S. $100 bill and palmed it in front of the snake seller’s face, keeping it out of sight of the surrounding bargain hunters.


  “Aiya—aiya!” whispered the woman as Jason pulled it away from her grasping fingers; the dead snake dropped between her thick legs.


  “The service,” Bourne repeated. “Since you thought I was one of you, I expect others will think so, too. All I want you to do is to tell anyone who asks you that the white man never showed up. Is that fair?”


  “Fair! Give me the money!”


  “The service?”


  “You bought snakes! Snakes! What do I know of a white man. He never appeared! Here. Here is your snake. Make love!” The woman took the bill, bunched the entrails in her hand and shoved them into a plastic bag on which there was a designer’s signature. It read Christian Dior.


  Remaining stooped, Bourne bowed rapidly twice and backed his way out of the crowd, dropping the snake entrails in the curb far enough away from a streetlight so as not to be noticed. Holding the dripping cone of foul-smelling fish, he repeatedly mimed reaching for mouthfuls as he slowly made his way to the steps and descended into the steaming bowels of the Walled City. He looked at his watch, spilling fish as he did so. It was 9:15; the taipan’s patrols would be moving into place.


  He had to know the extent of the banker’s security. He wanted the lie that he had told a marksman in a deserted office above the harbor walkway to be the truth. Instead of being watched, he wanted to be the one watching. He would memorize each face, each role in the command structure, the rapidity with which each guard made a decision under pressure, the communications equipment, and, above all, discover where the weaknesses were in the taipan’s security. David understood that Jason Bourne was taking over; there was a point in what he was doing. The banker’s note had started with the words: A wife for a wife…Only one word had to be changed. A taipan for a wife.


  Bourne turned into the alleyway on his left and walked several hundred feet past sights he scrupulously ignored; a resident of the Walled City would do no less. On a darkened staircase a woman on her knees performed the act for which she was being paid, the man above her holding money in his hand over her head; a young couple, two obvious addicts in near frenzy, were pleading with a man in an expensive black leather jacket; a small boy, smoking a marijuana cigarette, urinated against the stone wall; a beggar without legs clattered on his wheeled board over the cobblestones chanting “Bong ngo, bong ngo!”—a plea for alms; and on another dimly lit staircase a well-dressed pimp was threatening one of his whores with facial disfigurement if she did not produce more money. David Webb mused that he was not in Disneyland. Jason Bourne studied the alley as if it were a combat zone behind enemy lines. 9:24. The soldiers would be going to their posts. The outer and the inner man turned around and started back.


  The banker’s whore was walking into position, her bright red blouse unbuttoned, barely covering her small breasts; the traditional slit in her black skirt reached her thigh. She was a caricature. The “white man” was not to make a mistake. Point one: Accentuate the obvious. Something to remember; subtlety was not a strong suit. Several yards behind her a man spoke into a hand-held radio; he caught up with the woman, shook his head and rushed forward toward the end of the alley and the steps. Bourne stopped, his posture sagging, and turned into the wall. The footsteps were behind him, hurrying, emphatic, the pace quickening. A second Chinese approached and passed him, a small middle-aged man in a dark business suit, tie, and shoes polished to a high gloss. He was no citizen of the Walled City; his expression was a mixture of apprehension and disgust. Ignoring the whore, he glanced at his watch and raced ahead. He had the look and demeanor of an executive ordered to assume duties he found distasteful. A company man, precise, orderly, the bottom line his motive, for the figures did not lie. A banker?


  Jason studied the irregular row of staircases; the man had to come from one of them. The sound of the footsteps had been abrupt and recent, and judging by the pace, they had begun no more than sixty or seventy feet away. On the third staircase on the left or the fourth on the right. In one of the flats above either staircase a taipan was waiting for his visitor. Bourne had to find out which and on what level. The taipan had to be surprised, even shocked. He had to understand whom he was dealing with and what his actions would cost him.


  Jason started up again, now assuming a drunken walk; the words of an old Mandarin folk tune came to him. “Me li hua cherng zhang liu yue,” he sang softly, bouncing gently off the wall as he approached the whore. “I have money,” he said pleasantly, his words in Chinese imprecise. “And you, beautiful woman, have what I need. Where do we go?”


  “Nowhere, fancy drunk. Get away from here.”


  “Bong ngo! Cheng bong ngo!” screeched the legless beggar clattering down the alley, careening into the wall as he screamed. “Cheng bong ngo!”


  “Jau!” yelled the woman. “Get out of here before I kick your useless body off your board, Loo Mi! I’ve told you not to interfere with business!”


  “This cheap drunk is business? I’ll get you something better!”


  “He’s not my business, darling. He’s an annoyance. I’m waiting for someone.”


  “Then I’ll chop his feet!” shouted the grotesque figure, pulling a cleaver from his board.


  “What the hell are you doing?” roared Bourne in English, shoving his foot into the beggar’s chest, sending the half-man and his board into the opposite wall.


  “There are laws!” shrieked the beggar. “You attacked a cripple! You are robbing a cripple!”


  “Sue me,” said Jason, turning to the woman, as the beggar clattered away down the alley.


  “You talk…English.” The whore stared at him.


  “So do you,” said Bourne.


  “You speak Chinese, but you are not Chinese.”


  “In spirit, perhaps. I’ve been looking for you.”


  “You are the man?”


  “I am.”


  “I will take you to the taipan.”


  “No. Just tell me which staircase, which level.”


  “Those are not my instructions.”


  “They’re new instructions, given by the taipan. Do you question his new instructions?”


  “They must be delivered by his head-head man.”


  “The small Zhongguo ren in a dark suit?”


  “He tells us everything. He pays us for the taipan.”


  “Whom does he pay?”


  “Ask him yourself.”


  “The taipan wants to know.” Bourne reached into his pocket and pulled out a stack of folded bills. “He told me to give you extra money if you cooperated with me. He thinks his head man may be cheating him.”


  The woman backed into the wall looking alternately at the money and at Bourne’s face. “If you are lying—”


  “Why would I lie? The taipan wants to see me, you know that. You’re to bring me to him. He told me to dress like this, to behave this way, to find you and watch his men. How would I know about you if he hadn’t told me?”


  “Up in the market. You are to see someone.”


  “I haven’t been there. I came directly down here.” Jason removed several bills. “We’re both working for the taipan. Here, he wants you to take this and leave, but you’re not to go up in the street.” He held out the money.


  “The taipan is generous,” said the whore, reaching for the bills.


  “Which staircase?” asked Bourne, pulling the money back. “Which level? The taipan didn’t know.”


  “Over there,” replied the woman, pointing to the far wall. “The third steps, the second level. The money.”


  “Who’s on the head man’s payroll? Quickly.”


  “In the market there is the snake bitch, and the old thief selling bad gold chains from the north, and the wok man with his dirty fish and meat.”


  “That’s all?”


  “We talk. That is all.”


  “The taipan’s right, he’s being cheated. He’ll thank you.” Bourne unfolded another bill. “But I want to be fair. Besides the one with the radio, how many others work for the head man?”


  “Three others, also with radios,” said the whore, her eyes fixed on the money, her hand inching forward.


  “Here, take it and leave. Head that way and don’t go up on the street.”


  The woman grabbed the bills and ran down the alley, her high heels clicking, her figure disappearing in the dim light. Bourne watched until she was out of sight, then turned and walked rapidly out of the filthy passageway to the steps. He again assumed a stooped appearance and climbed up into the street. Three guards and a head-head man. He knew what he had to do, and it had to be done quickly. It was 9:36. A taipan for a wife.


  He found the first guard talking to the fishmonger, talking anxiously with sharp, stabbing gestures. The noise of the crowd was an impediment. The vendor kept shaking his head. Bourne chose a heavyset man near the guard; he rushed forward shoving the unsuspecting onlooker into the guard and sidestepped as the taipan’s man recoiled. In the brief melee that erupted, Jason pulled the bewildered guard aside, hammered his knuckles into the base of the man’s throat, twisted him as he began to fall, and slashed his rigid hand across the back of the guard’s neck at the top of the spine. He dragged the unconscious man across the pavement, apologizing to the crowd in Chinese for his drunken friend. He dropped the guard in the remains of a storefront, took the radio and smashed it.


  The taipan’s second man required no such tactics. He was off to the side of the crowd by himself, shouting into his radio. Bourne approached, his sorry figure presenting no threat, and he held out his hand, as if he were a beggar. The guard waved him away; it was the last gesture he would remember, for Bourne gripped his wrist, twisted it, and broke the man’s arm. Fourteen seconds later the taipan’s second guard lay in the shadows of a mound of garbage, his radio thrown into the debris.


  The third guard was in conference with the “snake bitch.” To Bourne’s satisfaction, she, too, kept shaking her head as the fishmonger had done; there was a certain loyalty in the Walled City where bribes were concerned. The man pulled out his radio, but had no chance to use it. Jason ran up to him, grabbed the ancient, toothless cobra and thrust its flat head into the man’s face. The horrified gasp, followed by a scream, was all the reaction Jason Bourne needed. The nerves in the throat are a magnificent network of immobilizing, cordlike fibers connecting the body organs to the central nervous system. Bourne played upon them swiftly, and once again dragged his victim through the crowd, apologizing profusely, as he left the unconscious guard on a dark patch of concrete. He held the radio up to his ear; there was nothing on the receiver. It was 9:40. One head-head man remained.


  The small, middle-aged Chinese in the expensive suit and polished shoes all but held his nose as he raced from one point to another trying to spot his men, reluctant to make the slightest physical contact with the hordes gathered around the vendors’ stalls and tables. His lack of height made it hard for him to see. Bourne watched where he was heading, ran ahead of him, then quickly turned around and sent his fist crashing into the executive’s lower abdomen. As the Chinese buckled over, Jason reached around the man’s waist with his left arm, picked him up and carried the limp figure to a section of the curb where two men sat, weaving, passing a bottle back and forth. He placed a Wushu chop across the banker’s neck and dropped him between the two men. Even through their haze the drunken men would make sure their new companion stayed unconscious for a considerable length of time. There were pockets to ransack, clothes and a pair of shoes to be removed. All would bring a price; whatever cash there was would be a bonus for their labors. 9:43.


  Bourne no longer stooped, gone was the chameleon. He rushed across the street overflowing with humanity and raced down the steps and into the alley. He had done it! He had removed the Praetorian Guard. A taipan for a wife! He reached the staircase—the third staircase in the right wall—and yanked out the remarkable weapon he had purchased from an arms merchant in the Mongkok. As quietly as he could manage, testing each step with a foot, he climbed to the second level. He braced himself outside the door, balanced his weight, lifted his left leg and smashed it into the thin wood.


  The door crashed open. He sprang through and crouched, the weapon extended.


  Three men faced him, forming a semicircle, each with a gun aimed at his head. Behind them, dressed in a white silk suit, a huge Chinese sat in a chair. The man nodded to his guards.


  He had lost. Bourne had miscalculated and David Webb would die. Far more excruciating, he knew Marie’s death would soon follow. Let them fire, thought David. Pull the triggers that would mercifully put him out of it! He had killed the only thing that mattered in his life.


  “Shoot, goddamn you! Shoot!”


  



  CHAPTER ELEVEN


  



  “Welcome, Mr. Bourne,” said the large man in the white silk suit, waving his guards aside. “I assume you see the logic of putting your gun on the floor and pushing it away from you. There’s really no alternative, you know.”


  Webb looked at the three Chinese; the man in the center cracked the hammer back on his automatic. David lowered the gun and shoved it forward. “You expected me, didn’t you?” he asked quietly, getting to his feet, as the guard on his right picked up the weapon.


  “We didn’t know what to expect—except the unexpected. How did you do it? Are my people dead?”


  “No. They’re bruised and unconscious, not dead.”


  “Remarkable. You thought I was alone here?”


  “I was told you traveled with your head man and three others, not six. I thought it was logical. Any more, it seemed to me, would be conspicuous.”


  “That’s why these men came early to make arrangements and have not left this hole since they arrived. So you thought you could take me, exchange me for your wife.”


  “It’s obvious that she didn’t have a damn thing to do with it. Let her go; she can’t hurt you. Kill me but let her go.”


  “Pi ge!” said the banker, ordering two of the guards out of the flat; they bowed and left quickly. “This man will remain,” he continued, turning back to Webb. “Outside of the immense loyalty he has for me, he doesn’t speak or understand a word of English.”


  “I see you trust your people.”


  “I trust no one.” The financier gestured at a dilapidated wooden chair across the shabby room, revealing as he did so a gold Rolex on his wrist, diamonds encrusted around its dial, matching his bejeweled gold cuff links. “Sit down,” he ordered. “I’ve gone to great lengths and spent much money to bring about this conference.”


  “Your head man—I assume it was your head man—” said Bourne aimlessly, studying every detail of the room as he walked over to the chair, “told me not to wear an expensive watch down here. I guess you didn’t listen to him.”


  “I arrived in a soiled, filthy caftan with sleeves wide enough to conceal it. As I look at your clothes, I’m certain the Chameleon understands.”


  “You’re Yao Ming.” Webb sat down.


  “It is a name I’ve used, you surely understand that. The Chameleon goes by many shapes and colors.”


  “I didn’t kill your wife—or the man who happened to be with her.”


  “I know that, Mr. Webb.”


  “You what?” David shot up from the chair and the guard took a rapid step forward, his gun leveled.


  “Sit down,” repeated the banker. “Don’t alarm my devoted friend or we both may regret it, you far more than me.”


  “You knew it wasn’t me and still you’ve done this to us!”


  “Sit quickly, please.”


  “I want an answer!” said Webb, sitting down.


  “Because you are the true Jason Bourne. That is why you are here, why your wife remains in my custody, and will remain so until you accomplish what I ask of you.”


  “I talked to her.”


  “I know you did. I permitted it.”


  “She didn’t sound like herself—even considering the circumstances. She’s strong, stronger than I was during those lousy weeks in Switzerland and Paris. Something’s wrong with her! Is she drugged?”


  “Certainly not.”


  “Is she hurt?”


  “In spirit, perhaps, but not in any other way. However, she will be hurt and she will die, if you refuse me. Can I be clearer?”


  “You’re dead, taipan.”


  “The true Bourne speaks. That’s very good. It’s what I need.”


  “Spell it out.”


  “I am being hounded by someone in your name,” began the taipan, his voice hard, his intensity mounting. “Far more severely—may the spirits forgive me—than the loss of a young wife. From all sides in all areas, the terrorist, this new Jason Bourne, attacks! He kills my people, blows up shipments of valuable merchandise, threatens other taipans with death if they do business with me! His exorbitant fees come from my enemies here in Hong Kong and Macao, and up the Deep Bay water routes, north into the provinces themselves!”


  “You have a lot of enemies.”


  “My interests are extensive.”


  “So, I was told, were those of the man I didn’t kill in Macao.”


  “Oddly enough,” said the banker, breathing hard and gripping the arm of his chair in an effort to control himself. “He and I were not enemies. In certain areas our interests converged. It’s how he met my wife.”


  “How convenient. Shared assets, as it were.”


  “You are offensive.”


  “They’re not my rules,” replied Bourne, his eyes cold, leveled at the Oriental. “Get to the point. My wife’s alive and I want her back without a mark on her or a voice raised against her. If she’s harmed in any way whatsoever, you and your Zhongguo ren won’t be any match for what I’ll mount against you.”


  “You are not in a position to make threats, Mr. Webb.”


  “Webb isn’t,” agreed the once most hunted man in Asia and Europe. “Bourne is.”


  The Oriental looked hard at Jason, then nodded twice as his eyes dropped below Webb’s gaze. “Your audacity matches your arrogance. To the point. It’s very simple, very clear-cut.” The taipan suddenly clenched his right hand into a fist, then raised it and crashed it down on the fragile arm of the decrepit chair. “I want proof against my enemies!” he shouted, his angry eyes peering out behind two partially closed walls of swollen flesh. “The only way I’ll get it is for you to bring me this all too credible impostor who takes your place! I want him facing me, watching me as he feels his life leaving him in agony until he tells me everything I must know. Bring him to me, Jason Bourne!” The banker breathed deeply, then added quietly, “Then, and only then, will you be reunited with your wife.”


  Webb stared at the taipan in silence. “What makes you think I can do it?” he said finally.


  “Who better to trap a pretender than the original?”


  “Words,” said Webb. “Meaningless.”


  “He’s studied you! He’s analyzed your methods, your techniques. He could not pass himself off as you if he had not. Find him! Trap him with the tactics you yourself created.”


  “Just like that?”


  “You’ll have help. Several names and descriptions, men I am convinced are involved with this new killer who uses an old name.”


  “Over in Macao?”


  “Never! It must not be Macao! There’s to be no mention, no reference whatsoever to the incident at the Lisboa Hotel. It is closed, finished; you know nothing about it. In no way can my person be associated with what you are doing. You have nothing to do with me! If you surface, you are hunting a man who has assumed your mantle. You are protecting yourself, defending yourself. A perfectly natural thing to do under the circumstances.”


  “I thought you wanted proof—”


  “It will come when you bring me the impostor!” shouted the taipan.


  “If not Macao, where then?”


  “Here in Kowloon. In the Tsim Sha Tsui. Five men were slain in the back room of a cabaret, among them a banker—like myself, a taipan, my associate from time to time and no less influential—as well as three others whose identities were concealed; apparently it was a government decision. I’ve never found out who they were.”


  “But you know who the fifth man was,” said Bourne.


  “He worked for me. He took my place at that meeting. Had I been there myself, your namesake would have killed me. This is where you will start, here in Kowloon, in the Tsim Sha Tsui. I will give you the names of the two known dead and the identities of many men who were the enemies of both, now my enemies. Move quickly. Find the man who kills in your name and bring him to me. And a last warning, Mr. Bourne. Should you try to find out who I am, the order will be swift, the execution swifter. Your wife will die.”


  “Then so will you. Give me the names.”


  “They’re on this paper,” said the man who used the name Yao Ming, reaching into the pocket of his white silk vest. “They were typed by a public stenographer at the Mandarin. There would be no point in trying to trace a specific typewriter.”


  “A waste of time,” said Bourne, taking the sheet of paper. “There must be twenty million typewriters in Hong Kong.”


  “But not so many taipans of my size and girth, eh?”


  “That I’ll remember.”


  “I’m sure you will.”


  “How do I reach you?”


  “You don’t. Ever. This meeting never took place.”


  “Then why did it? Why did everything that’s happened take place? Say I manage to find and take this cretin who calls himself Bourne—and it’s a damn big if—what do I do with him? Leave him on the steps outside here in the Walled City?”


  “It could be a splendid idea. Drugged, no one would pay the slightest attention beyond rifling his pockets.”


  “I’d pay a lot of attention. A prize for a prize, taipan. I want an ironclad guarantee. I want my wife back.”


  “What would you consider such a guarantee?”


  “First her voice on the phone convincing me she’s unharmed, and then I want to see her—say, walking up and down a street under her own power with no one near her.”


  “Jason Bourne speaks?”


  “He speaks.”


  “Very well. We’ve developed a high-technology industry here in Hong Kong, ask anyone in the electronics business in your country. On the bottom of that page is a telephone number. When and if—and only when and if—the impostor is in your hands, call that number and repeat the words ‘snake lady’ several times—”


  “Medusa,” whispered Jason, interrupting. “Airborne.”


  The taipan arched his brows, his expression noncommittal. “Naturally, I was referring to the woman in the bazaar.”


  “Like hell you were. Go on.”


  “As I say, repeat the words several times until you hear a series of clicks—”


  “Triggering another number, or numbers,” broke in Bourne again.


  “Something to do with the sounds of the phrase, I believe,” agreed the taipan. “The sibilant s, followed by a flat vowel and hard consonants. Ingenious, wouldn’t you say?”


  “It’s called aurally receptive programming, instruments activated by a voice print.”


  “Since you’re not impressed, do let me emphasize the condition under which the call may be made. For your wife’s sake, I hope it impresses you. The call is to be placed only when you are prepared to deliver the impostor within a matter of minutes. Should you or anyone else use the number and the code words without that guarantee, I’ll know a trace is being put out over the lines. In that event, your wife will be killed, and a dead, disfigured white woman without identification dropped into the waters of the out islands. Do I make myself clear?”


  Swallowing, suppressing his fury despite the sickening fear, Bourne spoke icily. “The condition is understood. Now you understand mine. When and if I make that call, I’ll want to speak to my wife—not within minutes but within seconds. If I don’t, whoever’s on the line will hear the gunshot and you’ll know that your assassin, the prize you say you’ve got to have, has just had his head blown away. You’ll have thirty seconds.”


  “Your condition is understood and will be met. I’d say the conference is over, Jason Bourne.”


  “I want my weapon. One of the guards who left has it.”


  “It will be given to you on your way out.”


  “He’ll take my word for it?”


  “He doesn’t have to. If you walked out of here, he was to give it to you. A corpse has no need of a gun.”


  What remain of the stately homes from Hong Kong’s extravagant colonial era are high in the hills above the city in an area known as Victoria Peak, named for the island’s mountain summit, the crown of all the territory. Here graceful gardens complement rose-bordered paths that lead to gazebos and verandas from which the wealthy observe the splendors of the harbor below and the out islands in the distance. The residences with the most enviable views are subdued versions of the great houses of Jamaica. They are high-ceilinged and intricate; rooms flow into one another at odd angles to take advantage of summer breezes during that long and oppressive season, and everywhere there is polished carved wood surrounding and reinforcing windows made to withstand the winds and the rains of the mountain winter. Strength and comfort are joined in these minor mansions, the designs dictated by climate.


  One such house in the Peak district, however, differed from the others. Not in size or strength or elegance, nor in the beauty of its gardens, which were rather more extensive than many of its neighbors’, nor in the impressiveness of its front gate and the height of the stone wall bordering the grounds. Part of what made it seem different was the sense of isolation that surrounded it, especially at night when only a few lights burned in the numerous rooms and no sounds came from the windows or the gardens. It was as if the house were barely inhabited; certainly there was no sign of frivolity. But what dramatically set it apart were the men at the gate and others like them who could be seen from the road patrolling the grounds beyond the wall. They were armed and in fatigue uniforms. They were American marines.


  The property was leased by the United States Consulate at the direction of the National Security Council. To any inquiries, the consulate was to comment only that during the next month numerous representatives of the American government and American industry would be flying into the colony at various undetermined times, and security as well as the efficacy of accommodations warranted the lease. It was all the consulate knew. However, selected personnel in British MI6, Special Branch, were given somewhat more information, as their cooperation was deemed necessary and had been authorized by London. However, again, it was limited to an immediateneed-to-know basis, also firmly agreed to by London. Those on the highest levels of both governments, including the closest advisers to the President and the Prime Minister, came to the same conclusion: any disclosures regarding the true nature of the property in Victoria Peak could have catastrophic consequences for the Far East and the world. It was a sterile house, the headquarters of a covert operation so sensitive that even the President and the Prime Minister knew few of the details, only the objectives.


  A small sedan drove up to the gate. Instantly, powerful floodlights were tripped, blinding the driver, who brought his arm up to shield his eyes. Two marine guards approached on either side of the vehicle, their weapons drawn.


  “You should know the car by now, lads,” said the large Oriental in the white silk suit squinting through the open window.


  “We know the car, Major Lin,” replied the lance corporal on the left. “We just have to make sure of the driver.”


  “Who could impersonate me?” joked the huge major.


  “Man Mountain Dean, sir,” answered the marine on the right.


  “Oh, yes, I recall. An American wrestler.”


  “My granddad used to talk about him.”


  “Thank you, son. You might have at least said your father. May I proceed or am I impounded?”


  “We’ll turn off the lights and open the gate, sir,” said the first marine. “By the way, Major, thanks for the name of that restaurant in the Wanchai. It’s a class act and doesn’t bust the bankroll.”


  “But, alas, you found no Suzie Wong.”


  “Who, sir?”


  “Never mind. The gate, if you please, lads.”


  Inside the house, in the library, which had been converted into an office, Undersecretary of State Edward Newington McAllister sat behind a desk, studying the pages of a dossier under the glare of a lamp, making checkmarks in the margins beside certain paragraphs and certain lines. He was consumed, his attention riveted. The intercom buzzed, and he had to force his eyes and his hand to the telephone. “Yes?” He listened and replied. “Send him in, of course.” McAllister hung up and returned to the dossier in front of him, the pencil in his hand. On the top of the page he was reading were the words repeated in the same position on each page: Ultra Maximum Classified. P.R.C. Internal. Sheng Chou Yang.


  The door opened and the immense Major Lin Wenzu of British Intelligence, MI6, Special Branch, Hong Kong, walked in, closed the door, and smiled at McAllister, who remained absorbed in the dossier.


  “It’s still the same, isn’t it, Edward? Buried in the words there’s a pattern, a line to follow.”


  “I wish I could find it,” answered the undersecretary of State, reading feverishly.


  “You will, my friend. Whatever it is.”


  “I’ll be with you in a moment.”


  “Take your time,” said the major, removing the gold Rolex wristwatch and the cuff links. He placed them on the desk, and spoke quietly. “Such a pity to give these back. They add a certain presence to my presence. You will, however, pay for the suit, Edward. It’s not basic to my wardrobe, but as ever in Hong Kong, it was reasonable, even for one of my size.”


  “Yes, of course,” agreed the undersecretary, preoccupied.


  Major Lin sat down in the black leather chair in front of the desk, remaining silent for the better part of a minute. It was obvious that he could remain silent no longer. “Is that anything I might help you with, Edward? Or more to the point, is it anything that pertains to the job at hand? Something you can tell me about?”


  “I’m afraid it isn’t, Lin. On all counts.”


  “You will have to tell us sooner or later. Our superiors in London will have to tell us. ‘Do what he asks,’ they say. ‘Keep records of all conversations and directives, but follow his orders and advise him.’ Advise him? There is no advice but tactics. A man in an unoccupied office firing four bullets into the wall of the harbor walk, six into the water, and the rest blanks—thank God there were no cardiac arrests—and we’ve created the situation you want. Now, that we can understand—”


  “I gather everything went very well.”


  “There was a riot, if that’s what you mean by ‘very well.’”


  “It’s what I mean.” McAllister leaned back in his chair, the slender fingers of his right hand massaging his temples.


  “Score one, my friend. The authentic Jason Bourne was convinced and he made his moves. Incidentally, you will pay for the hospitalization of one man with a broken arm, and two others who claim they are still in shock with extremely painful necks. The fourth is too embarrassed to say anything.”


  “Bourne’s very good at what he does—what he did.”


  “He’s lethal, Edward!”


  “You handled him, I gather.”


  “Thinking every second he’d make another move and blow that filthy room apart! I was petrified. The man’s a maniac. Incidentally, why is he to stay out of Macao? It’s an odd restriction.”


  “There’s nothing he can’t do from here. The killings took place here. The impostor’s clients are obviously here in Hong Kong, not Macao.”


  “As usual, that is no answer.”


  “Let’s put it another way, and this much I can tell you. Actually you already know it, since you played the role tonight. The lie about our mythical taipan’s young wife and lover having been murdered in Macao. Any thoughts on it?”


  “An ingenious device,” said Lin, frowning. “Few acts of vengeance are as readily understood as an ‘eye for an eye.’ In a sense, it’s the basis of your strategy—what I know of it.”


  “What do you think Webb would do if he found out it was a lie?”


  “He couldn’t. You made it clear the killings were covered up.”


  “You underestimate him. Once in Macao, he’d turn over every piece of garbage to learn who this taipan is. He’d question every bellhop, every maid—probably threaten or bribe a dozen hotel personnel at the Lisboa and most of the police until he learned the truth.”


  “But we have his wife, and that is not a lie. He will act accordingly.”


  “Yes, but in a different dimension. Whatever he thinks now—and certainly he must have suspicions—he can’t know, know for certain. If he digs in Macao, however, and learns the truth, he will have proof that he’s been deceived by his government.”


  “How, specifically?”


  “Because the lie was delivered to him by a senior official of the State Department—namely, me. And by his lights at best, he was betrayed before.”


  “That much we do know.”


  “I want a man at all times at immigration in Macao—around the clock. Hire people you can trust, and give them photographs but no information. Offer a bonus for anyone who spots him and calls you.”


  “It can be done, but he wouldn’t risk it. He believes the odds are against him. One informer in the hotel or at police headquarters and his wife dies. He wouldn’t take the chance.”


  “And we can’t take that chance, however remote. If he found out that he’s being used again—betrayed again—he might come unhinged, do things and say things that would have unthinkable consequences for us all. Frankly, if he heads for Macao, he could become a terrible liability rather than the asset we think we’ve created.”


  “Termination?” asked the major simply.


  “I can’t use that word.”


  “I don’t think you’ll have to. I was very convincing. I slammed my hand on the chair and raised my voice most effectively. ‘Your wife will die!’ I yelled. He believed me. I should have trained for the opera.”


  “You did well.”


  “It was a performance worthy of Akim Tamiroff.”


  “Who?”


  “Please. I went through this at the gate.”


  “I beg your pardon?”


  “Forget it. In Cambridge they said I’d meet people like you. I had a don in Oriental History who said you can’t let go, any of you. You insist on keeping secrets because the Zhongguo ren are inferior; they cannot comprehend. Is that the case here, yang quizi?”


  “Good Lord, no.”


  “Then what are we doing? The obvious I understand. We recruit a man who’s in the unique position of hunting a killer because the killer is impersonating him—impersonating the man he was. But to go to such lengths—kidnapping his wife, involving us, these elaborate and, frankly, dangerous games we play. Truthfully, Edward, when you gave me the scenario, I myself questioned London. ‘Follow orders,’ they repeated. ‘Above all, keep silent.’ Well, as you said a moment ago, it’s not good enough. We should be told more. Without knowledge, how can Special Branch assume responsibility?”


  “For the moment, the responsibility’s ours, the decisions ours. London’s agreed to that, and they wouldn’t have agreed if they weren’t convinced it was the best way to go. Everything must be contained; there’s no room whatsoever for leakage or miscalculation. Incidentally, those were London’s words.” McAllister leaned forward, clasping his hands together, his knuckles white from the grip. “I’ll tell you this much, Lin. I wish to God it wasn’t our responsibility, especially with me near the center. Not that I make the final decisions, but I’d rather not make any. I’m not qualified.”


  “I wouldn’t say that, Edward. You’re one of the most thorough men I’ve ever met, you proved that two years ago. You’re a brilliant analyst. You don’t have to possess the expertise yourself as long as you take your orders from someone who does. All you need is understanding and conviction—and conviction is written all over your troubled face. You will do the right thing if it is given to you to execute.”


  “Thank you, I guess.”


  “What you wanted was accomplished tonight, so you’ll soon know if your resurrected hunter retains his old skills. During the coming days we can monitor events, but that’s all we can do. They’re out of our hands. This Bourne begins his dangerous journey.”


  “He has the names, then?”


  “The authentic names, Edward. Among the most vicious members of the Hong Kong-Macao underworld—upper-level soldiers who carry out orders, captains who initiate deals and arrange contracts, violent ones. If there are any in the territory who have knowledge of this impostor-killer, they’ll be found on that list.”


  “We start phase two. Good.” McAllister unclasped his hands and looked at his watch. “Good heavens, I had no idea of the time. It’s been a long day for you. You certainly didn’t have to return the watch and the cuff links tonight.”


  “I certainly knew that.”


  “Then why?”


  “I don’t wish to burden you further, but we may have an unforeseen problem. At least one we hadn’t considered, perhaps foolishly.”


  “What is it?”


  “The woman may be ill. Her husband sensed it when he talked with her.”


  “You mean seriously?”


  “We can’t rule it out—the doctor can’t rule it out.”


  “The doctor?”


  “There was no point in alarming you. I called in one of our medical staff several days ago—he’s completely reliable. She wasn’t eating and complained of nausea. The doctor thought it might be anxiety or depression, or even a virus, so he gave her antibiotics and mild tranquilizers. She has not improved. In fact, her condition has rapidly deteriorated. She’s become listless; she has trembling seizures and her mind appears to wander. None of this is like that woman, I can assure you.”


  “It certainly isn’t!” said the undersecretary of State as he blinked his eyes rapidly, his lips pursed. “What can we do?”


  “The doctor thinks she should be admitted to the hospital immediately for tests.”


  “She can’t be! Good Christ, it’s out of the question!”


  The Chinese Intelligence officer rose from the chair and approached the desk slowly. “Edward,” he began calmly. “I don’t know the ramifications of this operation, but I can obviously piece together several basic objectives, especially one. I’m afraid I must ask you: What happens to David Webb if his wife is seriously ill? What happens to your Jason Bourne if she dies?”


  

  


  CHAPTER TWELVE


  



  “I need her medical history, and I want it just as fast as you can provide it, Major. That’s an order, sir, from a former lieutenant in Her Majesty’s Medical Corps.”


  He’s the English doctor who examined me. He’s very civil, but cold, and, I suspect, a terribly good physician. He’s bewildered. That’s fine.


  “We’ll get it for you; there are ways. You say she couldn’t tell you the name of her doctor back in the United States?”


  That’s the huge Chinese who’s always polite—unctuous, actually, but rather sincere. He’s been nice to me, as his men have been nice to me. He’s following orders—they’re all following orders—but they don’t know why.


  “Even in her lucid moments she draws a blank, which is not encouraging. It could be a defense mechanism indicating that she was aware of a progressive illness she wants to block out.”


  “She’s not that sort, Doctor. She’s a strong woman.”


  “Psychological strength is relative, Major. Often the strongest among us are loath to accept mortality. The ego refuses it. Get me her history. I must have it.”


  “A man will call Washington, and people there will make other calls. They know where she lives, her circumstances, and within minutes they’ll know her neighbors. Someone will tell us. We’ll find her doctor.”


  “I want everything on a satellite computer printout. We have the equipment.”


  “Any transmission of information must be received at our offices.”


  “Then I’ll go with you. Give me a few minutes.”


  “You’re frightened, aren’t you, Doctor?”


  “If it’s a neurological disorder, that’s always frightening, Major. If your people can work quickly, perhaps I can talk to her doctor myself. That would be optimum.”


  “You found nothing in your examination?”


  “Only possibilities, nothing concrete. There is pain here, and there isn’t pain there. I’ve ordered a CAT scan in the morning.”


  “You are frightened.”


  “Shitless, Major.”


  Oh, you’re all doing exactly what I wanted you to do. Good God, I’m hungry! I’ll eat for five straight hours when I get out of here—and I will get out! David, did you understand? Did you understand what I was telling you? The dark trees are maple trees; they’re so common, darling, so identifiable. The single leaf is Canada. The embassy! Here in Hong Kong it’s the consulate! That’s what we did in Paris, my darling! It was terrible then, but it won’t be terrible here. I’ll know someone. Back in Ottawa I instructed so many who were being posted all over the world. Your memory is clouded, my love, but mine isn’t.… And you must understand, David, that the people I dealt with then are not so different from the people who are holding me now. In some ways, of course, they’re robots, but they’re also individuals who think and question and wonder why they are asked to do certain things. But they follow a regimen, darling, because if they don’t, they get poor service reports, which is tantamount to a fate worse than dismissal—which rarely happens—because it means no advancement, limbo. They’ve actually been kind to me—gentle, really—as if they’re embarrassed by what they’ve been ordered to do but must carry out their assignments. They think I’m ill and they’re concerned for me, genuinely concerned. They’re not criminals or killers, my sweet David. They’re bureaucrats in search of direction! They’re bureaucrats, David! This whole incredible thing has GOVERNMENT written all over it. I know! These are the sort of people I worked with for years. I was one of them!


  Marie opened her eyes. The door was closed, the room empty, but she knew a guard was outside—she had heard the Chinese major giving instructions. No one was permitted in her room but the English doctor and two specific nurses the guard had met and who would be on duty until morning. She knew the rules, and with that knowledge she could break them.


  She sat up—Jesus, I’m hungry!—and was darkly amused at the thought of their neighbors in Maine being questioned about her doctor. She barely knew her neighbors and there was no doctor. They had been in the university town less than three months, starting with the late summer session for David’s preparations, and with all the problems of renting a house and learning what the new wife of a new associate professor should do, or be, and finding the stores and the laundry and the bedding and the linens—the thousand and ten things a woman does to make a home—there simply had been no time to think about a doctor. Good Lord, they had lived with doctors for eight months, and except for Mo Panov she would have been content never to see another one.


  Above all, there was David, fighting his way out of his personal tunnels, as he called them, trying so hard not to show the pain, so grateful when there was light and memory. God, how he attacked the books, overjoyed when whole stretches of history came back to him, but the joy was balanced by the anguish of realizing it was only segments of his own life that eluded him. And so often at night she would feel the mattress ripple and know he was getting out of bed to be by himself with his half-thoughts and haunting images. She would wait a few minutes, and then go out into the hallway and sit on the steps, listening. And once in a great while it happened: the quiet sobbing of a strong, proud man in agony. She would go to him and he would turn away; the embarrassment and the hurt were too much. She would say, “You’re not fighting this yourself, darling. We’re fighting it together. Just as we fought before.” He would talk then, reluctantly at first, then expanding, the words coming faster and faster until the floodgates burst and he would find things, discover things. Trees, David! My favorite tree, the maple tree. The maple leaf, David! The consulate, my darling! She had work to do. She reached for the cord and pressed the button for the nurse.


  Two minutes later the door opened and a Chinese woman in her mid-forties entered, her nurse’s uniform starched and immaculate. “What can I do for you, my dear?” she said pleasantly, in pleasantly accented English.


  “I’m dreadfully tired, but I’m having a terrible time getting to sleep. May I have a pill that might help me?”


  “I’ll check with your doctor; he’s still here. I’m sure it will be all right.” The nurse left and Marie got out of bed. She went to the door, the ill-fitting hospital gown slipping down over her left shoulder, and with the air conditioning, the slit in the back bringing a chill. She opened the door, startling the muscular young guard who sat in a chair on the right.


  “Yes, Mrs.…?” The guard jumped up.


  “Shhh!” ordered Marie, her index finger at her lips. “Come in here! Quickly!”


  Bewildered, the young Chinese followed her into the room. She walked rapidly to the bed and climbed on it but did not pull up the covers. She sloped her right shoulder; the gown slipped off, held barely in place by the swell of her breast.


  “Come here!” she whispered. “I don’t want anyone to hear me.”


  “What is it, lady?” asked the guard, his gaze avoiding Marie’s exposed flesh and focusing instead on her face and her long auburn hair. He took several steps forward, but still kept his distance. “The door is closed. No one can hear you.”


  “I want you to—” Her whisper fell below an audible level.


  “Even I can’t hear you, Mrs.…” The man moved closer.


  “You’re the nicest of my guards. You’ve been very kind to me.”


  “There was no reason to be otherwise, lady.”


  “Do you know why I’m being held?”


  “For your own safety,” the guard lied, his expression noncommittal.


  “I see.” Marie heard the footsteps outside drawing nearer. She shifted her body; the gown traveled down, baring her legs. The door opened and the nurse entered.


  “Oh?” The Chinese woman was startled. It was obvious that her eyes appraised a distasteful scene. She looked at the embarrassed guard as Marie covered herself. “I wondered why you were not outside.”


  “The lady asked to speak with me,” replied the man, stepping back.


  The nurse glanced quickly at Marie. “Yes?”


  “If that’s what he says.”


  “This is foolish,” said the muscular guard, going to the door and opening it. “The lady’s not well,” he added. “Her mind strays. She says foolish things.” He went out the door and closed it firmly behind him.


  Again the nurse looked at Marie, her eyes now questioning. “Do you feel all right?” she asked.


  “My mind does not stray, and I’m not the one who says foolish things. But I do as I’m told.” Marie paused, then continued. “When that giant of a major leaves the hospital, please come and see me. I have something to tell you.”


  “I’m sorry, I cannot do that. You must rest. Here, I have a sedative for you. I see you have water.”


  “You’re a woman,” said Marie, staring hard at the nurse.


  “Yes,” agreed the Oriental flatly. She placed a tiny paper cup with a pill in it on Marie’s bedside table and returned to the door. She took a last, questioning look at her patient and left.


  Marie got off the bed and walked silently to the door. She put her ear to the metal panel; outside in the corridor she heard the muffled sounds of a rapid exchange, obviously in Chinese. Whatever was said and however the brief, excited conversation was resolved, she had planted the seed. Work on the visual, Jason Bourne had emphasized and reemphasized during the hell they had gone through in Europe. It’s more effective than anything else. People will draw the conclusions you want on the basis of what they see far more than from the most convincing lies you can tell them.


  She went to the clothes closet and opened it. They had left the few things they had bought for her in Hong Kong at the apartment, but the slacks, blouse, and shoes she had worn the day they brought her to the hospital were hanging up; it had not occurred to anyone to remove them. Why should they have? They could see for themselves that she was a very sick woman. The trembling and spasms had convinced them; they saw it all. Jason Bourne would understand. She glanced at the small white telephone on the bedside table. It was a flat, self-contained unit, the panel of touch buttons built into the instrument. She wondered, although there was no one she could think of calling. She went to the table and picked it up. It was dead, as she expected it would be. There was the signal for the nurse; it was all she needed and all she was permitted.


  She walked to the window and raised the white shade, only to greet the night. The dazzling, colored lights of Hong Kong lit up the sky, and she was closer to the sky than to the ground. As David would say—or rather, Jason: So be it. The door. The corridor.


  So be it.


  She crossed to the washbasin. The hospital-supplied toothbrush and toothpaste were still encased in plastic; the soap was also virginal, wrapped in the manufacturer’s jacket, the words guaranteeing purity beyond the breath of angels.


  Next there was the bathroom; nothing much different except a dispenser of sanitary napkins and a small sign in four languages explaining what not to do with them. She walked back into the room. What was she looking for? Whatever it was she had not found it.


  Study everything. You’ll find something you can use. Jason’s words, not David’s. Then she saw it.


  On certain hospital beds—and this was one of them—there is a handle beneath the baseboard that when turned one way or the other raises or lowers the bed. This handle can be removed—and often is—when a patient is being fed intravenously, or if a physician wants him to remain in a given position—for example, in traction. A nurse can unlock and remove this handle by pressing in, turning to the left, and yanking it out as the cog lock is released. This is frequently done during visiting hours, when visitors might succumb to a patient’s wishes to change position against the doctor’s wishes. Marie knew this bed and she knew this handle. When David was recovering from the wounds he received at Treadstone 71, he was kept alive by intravenous feedings; she had watched the nurses. Her soon-to-be husband’s pain was more than she could bear, and the nurses were obviously aware that in her desire to make things easier for him, she might disrupt the medical treatment. She knew how to remove the handle, and once removed, it was nothing less than a wieldy angle iron.


  She removed it and climbed back into the bed, the handle beneath the covers. She waited, thinking how different her two men were—in one man. Her lover, Jason, could be so cold and patient, waiting for the moment to spring, to shock, to rely for survival upon violence. And her husband, David, so giving, so willing to listen—the scholar—avoiding violence at all costs because he had been there and he hated the pain and the anxiety—above all, the necessity to eliminate one’s feelings to become a mere animal. And now he was called upon to be the man he detested. David, my David! Hold on to your sanity! I love you so.


  Noises in the corridor. Marie looked at the clock on the bedside table. Sixteen minutes had passed. She placed both her hands above the covers as the nurse entered, lowering her eyelids as though she were drowsy.


  “All right, my dear,” said the woman, taking several steps from the door. “You have touched me, I will not deny that. But I have my orders—very specific instructions about you. The major and your doctor have left. Now, what is it you wanted to tell me?”


  “Not…now,” whispered Marie, her head sinking into her chin, her face more asleep than awake. “I’m so tired. I took…the pill.”


  “Is it the guard outside?”


  “He’s sick.… He never touches me—I don’t care. He gets me things.… I’m so tired.”


  “What do you mean, ‘sick’?”


  “He…likes to look at women.… He doesn’t…bother me when I’m…asleep.” Marie’s eyes closed.


  “Zang!” said the nurse under her breath. “Dirty, dirty!” She spun on her heels, walked out the door, closed it, and addressed the guard. “The woman is asleep! Do you understand me!”


  “That is most heavenly fortunate.”


  “She says you never touch her!”


  “I never even thought about it.”


  “Don’t think about it now!”


  “I do not need lectures from you, hag nurse. I have a job to do.”


  “See that you do it! I will speak to Major Lin Wenzu in the morning!” The woman glared at the man and walked down the corridor, her pace and her posture aggressive.


  “You!” The harsh whisper came from Marie’s door, which was slightly ajar. She opened it an inch further and spoke. “That nurse! Who is she?”


  “I thought you were asleep, Mrs.…” said the bewildered guard.


  “She told me she was going to tell you that.”


  “What?”


  “She’s coming back for me! She says there are connecting doors to the other rooms. Who is she?”


  “She what?”


  “Don’t talk! Don’t look at me! She’ll see you!”


  “She went down the hallway to the right.”


  “You never can tell. Better a devil you know than one you don’t! You know what I mean?”


  “I do not know what anybody means!” pleaded the guard, talking softly, emphatically, to the opposite wall. “I do not know what she means and I do not know what you mean, lady!”


  “Come inside. Quickly! I think she’s a Communist! From Peking!”


  “Beijing?”


  “I won’t go with her!” Marie pulled back the door, then spun behind it.


  The guard rushed in as the door slammed shut. The room was dark; only the light in the bathroom was on, its glow diminished by the bathroom door, which was nearly closed. The man could be seen, but he could not see. “Where are you, Mrs.…? Be calm. She will not take you anywhere—”


  The guard was not capable of saying anything further. Marie had crashed the iron handle across the base of his skull with the strength of an Ontario ranch girl quite used to the bullwhip in a cattle drive. The guard collapsed; she knelt down and worked quickly.


  The Chinese was muscular but not large, not tall. Marie was not large, but she was tall for a woman. With a hitch here and a tuck there, the guard’s clothes and shoes fit reasonably well for a fast exit, but her hair was the problem. She looked around the room. Study everything. You’ll find something you can use. She found it. Hanging from a chrome bar on the bedside table was a hand towel. She pulled it off, piled her hair on top of her head and wrapped the towel around it, tucking the cloth within itself. It undoubtedly looked foolish and could hardly bear close scrutiny, but it was a turban of sorts.


  Stripped to his undershorts and socks, the guard moaned and began to raise himself, then collapsed back into unconsciousness. Marie ran to the closet, grabbed her own clothes, and went to the door, opening it cautiously, no more than an inch. Two nurses—one Oriental, the other European—were talking quietly in the hallway. The Chinese was not the woman who had returned to hear her complaint about the guard. Another nurse appeared, nodded to the two, and went directly to a door across the hall. It was a linen supply closet. A telephone rang at the floor desk fifty feet down the hallway; before the circular desk was a bisecting corridor. An EXIT sign hung from the ceiling, the arrow pointing to the right. The two conversing nurses turned and started toward the desk; the third left the linen closet carrying a handful of sheets. The cleanest escape is one done in stages, using whatever confusion there is.


  Marie slipped out of the room and ran across the hall to the linen closet. She went inside and closed the door. Suddenly, a woman’s roar of protest filled the hallway, petrifying her. She could hear heavy racing footsteps, coming closer; then more footsteps.


  “The guard!” yelled the Chinese nurse in English. “Where is that dirty guard?”


  Marie opened the closet door less than an inch. Three excited nurses were in front of her hospital room; they burst inside.


  “You! You took off your clothes! Zangsile dirty man! Look in the bathroom!”


  “You!” yelled the guard unsteadily. “You let her get away! I will hold you for my superiors.”


  “Let me go, filthy man! You lie!”


  “You are a Communist! From Beijing!”


  Marie slipped out of the linen closet, a stack of towels over her shoulder, and ran to the bisecting corridor and the EXIT sign.


  “Call Major Lin! I’ve caught a Communist infiltrator!”


  “Call the police! He is a pervert!”


  Out on the hospital grounds, Marie ran into the parking lot, into the darkest area, and sat breathless in the shadows between two cars. She had to think; she had to appraise the situation. She could not make any mistakes. She dropped the towels and her clothes and began going through the guard’s pockets, looking for a wallet or a billfold. She found it, opened it, and counted the money in the dim light. There was slightly more than $600 Hong Kong, which was slightly less than $100 American. It was barely enough for a hotel room; then she saw a credit card issued by a Kowloon bank. Don’t leave home without it. If she had to, she would present the card—if she had to —and if she could find a hotel room. She removed the money and the plastic card, put the wallet back into the pocket, and began the awkward process of changing clothes while studying the streets beyond the hospital grounds. To her relief, they were crowded, and those crowds were her immediate security.


  A car suddenly raced into the parking lot, its tires screeching, as it careened in front of the EMERGENCY door. Marie rose and looked through the automobile windows. The heavyset Chinese major and the cold, precise doctor leaped out of the car and raced toward the entrance. As they disappeared through the doors, Marie ran out of the parking lot and into the street.


  She walked for hours, stopping to gorge herself at a fast-food restaurant until she could not stand the sight of another hamburger. She went to the ladies’ room and looked at herself in the mirror. She had lost weight and there were dark circles under her eyes, yet withal, she was herself. But the damned hair! They would be scouring Hong Kong for her, and the first items of any description would be her height and her hair. She could do little about the former, but she could drastically modify the latter. She stopped at a pharmacy and bought bobby pins and several clasps. Then remembering what Jason had asked her to do in Paris when her photograph appeared in the newspapers, she pulled her hair back, securing it into a bun, and pinned both sides close to her head. The result was a much harsher face, heightened by the loss of weight and no makeup. It was the effect Jason—David—had wanted in Paris.… No, she reflected, it was not David in Paris. It was Jason Bourne. And it was night, as it had been in Paris.


  “Why you do that, miss?” asked a clerk standing near the mirror at the cosmetics counter. “You have such pretty hair, very beautiful.”


  “Oh? I’m tired of brushing it, that’s all.”


  Marie left the pharmacy, bought flat sandals from a vendor on the street, and an imitation Gucci purse from another—the G’s were upside down. She had $45 American left and no idea where she would spend the night. It was both too late and too soon to go to the consulate. A Canadian arriving after midnight asking for a roster of personnel would send out alarms; also she had not had time to figure out how to make the request. Where could she go? She needed sleep. Don’t make your moves when you’re tired or exhausted. The margin for error is too great. Rest is a weapon. Don’t forget it.


  She passed an arcade that was closing up. A young American couple in blue jeans were bargaining with the owner of a T-shirt stand.


  “Hey, come on, man,” said the youthful male. “You want to make just one more sale tonight, don’t you? I mean, so you cut your profit a bit, but it’s still a few dineros in your pocket, right?”


  “No dineros,” cried the merchant, smiling. “Only dollars, and you offer too few! I have children. You take the precious food from their mouths!”


  “He probably owns a restaurant,” said the girl.


  “You want restaurant? Authentic-real Chinese food?”


  “Jesus, you’re right, Lacy!”


  “My third cousin on my father’s side has an exquisite stand two streets from here. Very near, very cheap, very good.”


  “Forget it,” said the boy. “Four bucks, U.S., for the six T’s. Take it or leave it.”


  “I take. Only because you are too strong for me.” The merchant grabbed the proffered bills and shoved the T-shirts into a paper bag.


  “You’re a wonder, Buzz.” The girl kissed him on the cheek and laughed. “He’s still working on a four hundred percent markup.”


  “That’s the trouble with you business majors! You don’t consider the aesthetics. The smell of the hunt, the pleasure of the verbal conflict!”


  “If we ever get married, I’ll be supporting you for the rest of my miserable life, you great negotiator.”


  Opportunities will present themselves. Recognize them, act on them. Marie approached the two students.


  “Excuse me,” she said, speaking primarily to the girl. “I overheard you talking—”


  “Wasn’t I terrific?” broke in the young man.


  “Very agile,” replied Marie. “But I suspect your friend has a point. Those T-shirts undoubtedly cost him less than twenty-five cents apiece.”


  “Four hundred percent,” said the girl, nodding. “Keystone should be so lucky.”


  “Key who?”


  “A jeweler’s term,” explained Marie. “It’s one hundred percent.”


  “I’m surrounded by philistines!” cried the young man. “I’m an art history major. Someday I’ll run the Metropolitan!”


  “Just don’t try to buy it,” said the girl, turning to Marie. “I’m sorry, we’re not flakes, we’re just having fun. We interrupted you.”


  “It’s most embarrassing, really, but my plane was a day late and I missed my tour into China. The hotel is full and I wondered—”


  “You need a place to crash?” interrupted the art history student.


  “Yes, I do. Frankly, my funds are adequate but limited. I’m a schoolteacher from Maine—economics, I’m afraid.”


  “Don’t be,” said the girl, smiling.


  “I’m joining my tour tomorrow, but I’m afraid that’s tomorrow, not tonight.”


  “We can help you, can’t we, Lacy?”


  “I’m sure we can. Our college has an arrangement with the Chinese University of Hong Kong.”


  “It’s not much on room service but the price is right,” said the young man. “Three bucks, U.S., a night. But, holy roller, are they antediluvian!”


  “He means there’s a certain puritan code over here. The sexes are separated.”


  “‘Boys and girls together—’” sang the art history major. “Like hell they are!” he added.


  • • •


  Marie sat on the cot in the huge room under a 50-foot ceiling; she assumed it was a gymnasium. All around her young women were asleep and not asleep. Most were silent, but a few snored, others lighted cigarettes, and there were sporadic lurchings toward the bathroom, where the fluorescent lights remained on. She was among children, and she wished she were a child now, free of the terrors that were everywhere. David, I need you! You think I’m so strong, but, darling, I can’t cope! What do I do ? How do I do it!


  Study everything, you’ll find something you can use.—Jason Bourne.


  



  CHAPTER THIRTEEN


  



  The rain was torrential, pitting the sand, snapping into the floodlights that lit up the grotesque statuary of Repulse Bay—reproductions of enormous Chinese gods, angry myths of the Orient in furious poses, some rising as high as thirty feet. The dark beach was deserted, but there were crowds in the old hotel up by the road and the anachronistic hamburger shop across the way. They were strollers and drop-ins, tourists and islanders alike, who had come down to the bay for a late-night drink or something to eat and to look out at the forbidding statues repelling whatever malign spirits might at any moment emerge from the sea. The sudden downpour had forced the strollers inside; others waited for the storm to let up before heading home.


  Drenched, Bourne crouched in the foliage twenty feet from the base of a fierce-looking idol halfway down on the beach. He wiped the rain from his face as he stared at the concrete steps that led to the entrance of the old Colonial Hotel. He was waiting for the third name on the taipan’s list.


  • • •


  The first man had tried to trap him on the Star Ferry, the agreed-upon meeting ground, but Jason, wearing the same clothes he had worn at the Walled City, had spotted the man’s two stalking patrols. It was not as easy as looking for men with radios, but it had not been difficult, either. By the third trip across the harbor, Bourne not having appeared at the appointed window on the starboard side, the same two men had passed by his contact twice, each speaking briefly, and each going to opposite positions, their eyes fixed on their superior. Jason had waited until the ferry approached the pier and the passengers started en masse toward the exit ramp in the bow. He had taken out the Chinese on the right with a blow to the kidneys as he passed him in the crowd, then struck the back of the man’s head with the heavy brass paperweight; the passengers rushed by in the dim light. Bourne then walked through the emptying benches to the other side; he faced the second man, jammed his gun into the patrol’s stomach and marched him to the stern. He arched the man above the railing and shoved him overboard as the ship’s whistle blew in the night and the ferry pulled into the Kowloon pier. He then returned to his contact by the deserted window at midship.


  “You kept your word,” Jason said. “I’m afraid I’m late.”


  “You are the one who called?” The contact’s eyes had roamed over Bourne’s shabby clothes.


  “I’m the one.”


  “You don’t look like a man with the money you spoke of on the telephone.”


  “You’re entitled to that opinion.” Bourne withdrew a folded stack of American bills, $1,000 denominations visible when rolled open.


  “You are the man.” The Chinese had glanced quickly over Jason’s shoulders. “What is it that you want?” the man asked anxiously.


  “Information about someone for hire who calls himself Jason Bourne.”


  “You have reached the wrong person.”


  “I’ll pay generously.”


  “I have nothing to sell.”


  “I think you do.” Bourne had put away the money and pulled out his weapon, moving closer to the man as the Kowloon passengers streamed on board. “You’ll either tell me what I want to know for a fee, or you’ll be forced to tell me for your life.”


  “I know only this,” the Chinese had protested. “My people will not touch him!”


  “Why not?”


  “He’s not the same man!”


  “What did you say?” Jason held his breath, watching the man closely.


  “He takes risks he would never have taken before.” The Chinese again looked beyond Bourne; sweat broke out on his hairline. “He comes back after two years. Who knows what happened? Drink, narcotics, disease from whores, who knows?”


  “What do you mean, ‘risks’?”


  “That is what I mean! He walks into a cabaret in the Tsim Sha Tsui—there was a riot, the police were on their way. Still, he enters and kills five men! He could have been caught, his clients traced! He would not have done such a thing two years ago.”


  “You may have your sequence backward,” said Jason Bourne. “He may have gone in—as one man—and started the riot. He kills as that man, and leaves as another, escaping in the confusion.”


  The Oriental stared briefly into Jason’s eyes, suddenly more frightened than before as he again looked at the shabby, ill-fitting clothes in front of him. “Yes, I imagine that is possible,” he said tremulously, now whipping his head first to one side, then the other.


  “How can this Bourne be reached?”


  “I don’t know, I swear on the spirits! Why do you ask me these questions?”


  “How?” repeated Jason, leaning into the man, their foreheads touching, the gun shoved into the Oriental’s lower abdomen. “If you won’t touch him, you know where he can be touched, where he can be reached! Now, where?”


  “Oh, Christian Jesus.”


  “Goddamn it, not Him! Bourne!”


  “Macao! It is whispered he works out of Macao, that is all I know, I swear it!” The man looked in panic to his right and left.


  “If you’re trying to find your two men, don’t bother, I’ll tell you,” said Jason. “One’s in a clump over there, and I hope the other can swim.”


  “Those men are—Who are you?”


  “I think you know,” Bourne had answered. “Go to the back of the ferry and stay there. If you take one step forward before we dock, you’ll never take another.”


  “Oh, God, you are—”


  “I wouldn’t finish that if I were you.”


  The second name was accompanied by an unlikely address, a restaurant in Causeway Bay that specialized in classic French food. According to Yao Ming’s brief notes, the man acted as the manager, but was actually the owner, and a number of the waiters were as adept with guns as they were with trays. The contact’s home address was not known; all his business was done at the restaurant, and it was suspected that he had no permanent residence. Bourne had returned to the Peninsula, discarded his jacket and hat, and walked rapidly through the crowded lobby to the elevator; a well-dressed couple had tried not to show their shock at his appearance. He had smiled and muttered apologetically.


  “A company treasure hunt. It’s kind of silly, isn’t it.”


  In his room, he had permitted himself a few moments to be David Webb again. It was a mistake; he could not stand the suspension of Bourne’s train of thought. I’m him again. I have to be. He knows what to do. I don’t!…He had showered off the filth of the Walled City and the oppressive humidity of the Star Ferry, shaved away the shadow on his face, and dressed for a late French dinner.


  I’ll find him, Marie! I swear to Christ I’ll find him! It was David Webb’s promise, but it was Jason Bourne who shouted in fury.


  The restaurant looked more like an exquisite rococo dining palace on Paris’s Avenue Montaigne than a one-story structure in Hong Kong. Intricate chandeliers hung from the ceiling with the tiny bulbs dimmed; encased candles flickered on tables with the purest linen and the finest silver and crystal.


  “I’m afraid we have no tables this evening, monsieur,” the maître d’ said. He was the only Frenchman in evidence.


  “I was told to ask for Jiang Yu and say it was urgent,” Bourne had replied, showing a $100 bill, American. “Do you think he might find something, if this finds him?”


  “I will find it, monsieur.” The maître d’ subtly shook Jason’s hand, receiving the money. “Jiang Yu is a fine member of our small community, but it is I who select. Comprenez-vous?”


  “Absolument.”


  “Bien! You have the face of an attractive, sophisticated man. This way, please, monsieur.”


  The dinner was not to be had; events occurred too quickly. Within minutes after the arrival of his drink, a slender Chinese in a black suit had appeared at his table. If there was anything odd about him, thought David Webb, it was in the darker color of his skin and the larger slope of his eyes. Malaysian was in his bloodline. Stop it! commanded Bourne. That doesn’t do us any good!


  “You asked for me?” said the manager, his eyes searching the face that looked up at him. “How can I be of service?”


  “By first sitting down.”


  “It is most irregular to sit with guests, sir.”


  “Not really. Not if you own the place. Please. Sit down.”


  “Is this another tiresome intrusion by the Bureau of Taxation? If so, I hope you enjoy your dinner, which you will pay for. My records are quite clear and quite accurate.”


  “If you think I’m British, you haven’t listened to me. And if by ‘tiresome’ you mean that half a million dollars is boring, then you can get the hell out of my sight and I’ll enjoy my dinner.” Bourne leaned back in the booth and sipped his drink with his left hand. His right was hidden.


  “Who sent you?” asked the Oriental of mixed blood, as he sat down.


  “Move away from the edge. I want to talk very quietly.”


  “Yes, of course.” Jiang Yu inched his way directly opposite Bourne. “I must ask. Who sent you?”


  “I must ask,” said Jason, “do you like American movies? Especially our Westerns?”


  “Of course. American films are beautiful, and I admire the movies of your old West most of all. So poetic in retribution, so righteously violent. Am I saying the correct words?”


  “Yes, you are. Because right now you’re in one.”


  “I beg your pardon?”


  “I have a very special gun under the table. It’s aimed between your legs.” Within the space of a second, Jason held back the cloth, pulled up the weapon so the barrel could be seen, and immediately shoved the gun back into place. “It has a silencer that reduces the sound of a forty-five to the pop of a champagne cork, but not the impact. Liao jie ma?”


  “Liao jie…” said the Oriental, rigid, breathing deeply in fear. “You are with Special Branch?”


  “I’m with no one but myself.”


  “There is no half million dollars, then?”


  “There’s whatever you consider your life is worth.”


  “Why me?”


  “You’re on a list,” Bourne answered truthfully.


  “For execution?” whispered the Chinese, gasping, his face contorted.


  “That depends on you.”


  “I must pay you not to kill me?”


  “In a sense, yes.”


  “I don’t carry half a million dollars in my pockets! Nor here on the premises!”


  “Then pay me something else.”


  “What? How much? You confuse me!”


  “Information instead of money.”


  “What information?” asked the Chinese as his fear turned into panic. “What information would I have? Why come to me?”


  “Because you’ve had dealings with a man I want to find. The one for hire who calls himself Jason Bourne.”


  “No! Never did it happen!”


  The Oriental’s hands began to tremble. The veins in his throat throbbed, and his eyes for the first time strayed from Jason’s face. The man had lied.


  “You’re a liar,” said Bourne quietly, pushing his right arm further underneath the table as he leaned forward. “You made the connection in Macao.”


  “Macao, yes! But no connection. I swear on the graves of my family for generations!”


  “You’re very close to losing your stomach and your life. You were sent to Macao to reach him!”


  “I was sent, but I did not reach him!”


  “Prove it to me. How were you to make contact?”


  “The Frenchman. I was to stand on the top steps of the burned-out Basilica of St. Paul on the Calcada. I was to wear a black kerchief around my neck and when a man came up to me—a Frenchman—and remarked about the beauty of the ruins, I was to say the following words: ‘Cain is for Delta.’ If he replied, ‘And Carlos is for Cain,’ I was to accept him as the link to Jason Bourne. But I swear to you, he never—”


  Bourne did not hear the remainder of the man’s protestations. Staccato explosions erupted in his head; his mind was thrown back. Blinding white light filled his eyes, the crashing sounds were unbearable. Cain is for Delta and Carlos is for Cain.… Cain is for Delta! Delta One is Cain! Medusa moves; the snake sheds his skin. Cain is in Paris and Carlos will be his! They were the words, the codes, the challenges hurled at the Jackal. I am Cain and I am superior and I am here! Come find me, Jackal! I dare you to find Cain, for he kills better than you do. You’d better find me before I find you, Carlos. You’re no match for Cain!


  Good God! Who halfway across the world would know those words—could know them? They were locked away in the deepest archives of covert operations! They were a direct connection to Medusa!


  Bourne had nearly squeezed the trigger of the unseen automatic, so sudden was the shock of this incredible revelation. He removed his index finger, placing it around the trigger housing; he had come close to killing a man for revealing extraordinary information. But how could it have happened? Who was the conduit to the new “Jason Bourne” that knew such things?


  He had to come down, he knew that. His silence was betraying him, betraying his astonishment. The Chinese was staring at him; the man was inching his hand beyond the edge of the booth. “Pull that back, or your balls and your stomach will be blown away.”


  The Oriental’s shoulder yanked up and his hand appeared on the table. “What I have told you is true,” the man said. “The Frenchman never came to me. If he had, I would tell you everything. So would you if you were me. I protect only myself.”


  “Who sent you to make the contact? Who gave you the words to use?”


  “That is honestly beyond me, you must believe that. All is done by telephone through second and third parties who know only the information they carry. The proof of integrity is in the arrival of the funds I am paid.”


  “How do they arrive? Someone has to give them to you.”


  “Someone who is a no one, who is hired himself. An unfamiliar host of an expensive dinner party will ask to see the manager. I will accept his compliments and during our conversation an envelope will be slipped to me. I will have ten thousand American dollars for reaching the Frenchman.”


  “Then what? How do you reach him?”


  “One goes to Macao, to the Kam Pek casino in the downtown area. It is mostly for the Chinese, for the games of fan-tan and dai sui. One goes to Table Five and leaves the telephone number of a Macao hotel—not a private telephone—and a name, any name, not one’s own, naturally.”


  “He calls you at that number?”


  “He may or he may not. You stay twenty-four hours in Macao. If he has not called you by then, you have been turned down because the Frenchman has no time for you.”


  “Those are the rules?”


  “Yes. I was turned down twice, and the single time I was accepted he did not appear at the Calcada steps.”


  “Why do you think you were turned down? Why do you think he didn’t show up?”


  “I have no idea. Perhaps he has too much business for his master killer. Perhaps I said the wrong things to him on the first two occasions. Perhaps on the third he thought he saw suspicious men on the Calcada, men he believed were with me and meant him no good. There were no such people, naturally, but there is no appeal.”


  “Table Five. The dealers,” said Bourne.


  “The croupiers change constantly. His arrangement is with the table. A blanket fee, I imagine. To be divided. And certainly he does not go to the Kam Pek himself—he undoubtedly hires a whore from the streets. He is very cautious, very professional.”


  “Do you know anyone else who’s tried to reach this Bourne?” asked Bourne. “I’ll know if you’re lying.”


  “I think you would. You are obsessed—which is not my business—and you trapped me in my first denial. No, I do not, sir. That is the truth, for I do not care to have my intestines blown away with the sound of a champagne cork.”


  “You can’t get much more basic than that. In the words of another man, I think I believe you.”


  “Believe, sir. I am only a courier—an expensive one, perhaps—but a courier, nevertheless.”


  “Your waiters are something else, I’m told.”


  “They have not been noticeably observant.”


  “You’ll still accompany me to the door,” he had said.


  And now there was the third name, a third man, in the downpour at Repulse Bay.


  The contact had responded to the code: “Écoutez, monsieur. ‘Cain is for Delta and Carlos is for Cain.’”


  “We were to meet in Macao!” the man had shrieked over the telephone. “Where were you?”


  “Busy,” said Jason.


  “You may be too late. My client has very little time and he is very knowledgeable. He hears that your man moves elsewhere. He is disturbed. You promised him, Frenchman!”


  “Where does he think my man is going?”


  “On another assignment, of course. He’s heard the details!”


  “He’s wrong. The man is available if the price is met.”


  “Call me back in several minutes. I will speak to my client and see if matters are to be pursued.”


  Bourne had called five minutes later. Consent was given, the rendezvous set. Repulse Bay. One hour. The statue of the war god halfway down the beach on the left toward the pier. The contact would wear a black kerchief around his neck; the code was to remain the same.


  Jason looked at his watch; it was twelve minutes past the hour. The contact was late, and the rain was not a problem—on the contrary, it was an advantage, a natural cover. Bourne had scouted every foot of the meeting ground, forty feet in every direction that had a sight line to the statue of the idol, and he had done so after the appointed time, using up minutes as he kept his eyes on the path to the statue. Nothing so far was irregular. There was no trap in the making.


  The Zhongguo ren came into view, his shoulders hunched as he dashed down the steps in the downpour, as if the shape of his body would ward off the rain. He ran along the path toward the statue of the war god and stopped as he approached the huge, snarling idol. He skirted the wash of the floodlights, but what could briefly be seen of his face conveyed his anger at finding no one in sight.


  “Frenchman, Frenchman!”


  Bourne raced back through the foliage toward the steps, checking once more before rendezvous, reducing his vulnerability. He edged his way around the thick stone post that bordered the steps and peered through the rain at the upper path to the hotel. He saw what he hoped to God he would not see! A man in a raincoat and hat came out of the run-down Colonial Hotel and broke into a fast walk. Halfway to the steps he stopped, pulling something out of his pocket; he turned; there was a slight glow of light…returned instantly by a corresponding tiny flash at one of the windows of the crowded lobby. Penlights. Signals. A scout was on his way to a forward post, as his relay or his backup confirmed communications. Jason spun around and retraced the path he had made through the drenched foliage.


  “Frenchman, where are you?”


  “Over here!”


  “Why did you not answer? Where?”


  “Straight ahead. The bushes in front of you. Hurry up!”


  The contact approached the foliage; he was an arm’s length away. Bourne sprang up and grabbed him, spinning him around and pushing him further into the wet bushes, as he did so clamping his left hand over the man’s mouth. “If you want to live, don’t make a sound!”


  Thirty feet into the shoreline woods, Jason slammed the contact into the trunk of a tree. “Who’s with you?” he asked harshly, slowly removing his hand from the man’s mouth.


  “With me? No one is with me!”


  “Don’t lie!” Bourne pulled out his gun and placed it against the contact’s throat. The Chinese crashed his head back into the tree, his eyes wide, his mouth gaping. “I don’t have time for traps!” continued Jason. “I don’t have time!”


  “And there is no one with me! My word in these matters is my livelihood! Without it I have no profession!”


  Bourne stared at the man. He put the gun back in his belt, gripped the contact’s arm and propelled him to the right. “Be quiet. Come with me.”


  Ninety seconds later Jason and the contact had crawled through the soaking wet underbrush toward an area of the path some twenty-odd feet to the west of the massive idol. The downpour covered whatever noises might have been picked up on a dry night. Suddenly, Bourne grabbed the Oriental’s shoulder, stopping him. Up ahead the scout could be seen, crouching, hugging the border of the path, a gun in his hand. For a moment he crossed through a wash of the statue’s floodlight before he disappeared; it was only for an instant, but it was enough. Bourne looked at the contact.


  The Chinese was stunned. He could not take his eyes off the spot in the light where the scout had crossed through. His thoughts were coming to him rapidly, the terror in him building; it was in his stare. “Shi,” he whispered. “Jiagian!”


  “In short English words,” said Jason, speaking through the rain. “That man’s an executioner?”


  “Shi!…Yes.”


  “Tell me, what have you brought me?”


  “Everything,” answered the contact, still in shock. “The first money, the instructions…everything.”


  “A client doesn’t send money if he’s going to kill the man he’s hiring.”


  “I know,” said the contact softly, nodding his head and closing his eyes. “It is me they want to kill.”


  His words to Liang on the harbor walk had been prophetic, thought Bourne. “It’s not a trap for me.… It’s for you.… You did your job and they can’t allow any traces.… They can’t afford you any longer.”


  “There’s another up at the hotel. I saw them signalling each other with flashlights. It’s why I couldn’t answer you for several minutes.”


  The Oriental turned and looked at Jason; there was no self-pity in his eyes. “The risks of my profession,” he said simply. “As my foolish people say, I will join my ancestors, and I hope they are not so foolish. Here.” The contact reached into his inside pocket and withdrew an envelope. “Here is everything.”


  “Have you checked it out?”


  “Only the money. It’s all there. I would not meet with the Frenchman with less than his demands, and the rest I do not care to know.” Suddenly the man looked hard at Bourne, blinking his eyes in the downpour. “But you are not the Frenchman!”


  “Easy,” said Jason. “Things have come pretty fast for you tonight.”


  “Who are you?”


  “Someone who just showed you where you stood. How much money did-you bring?”


  “Thirty thousand American dollars.”


  “If that’s the first payment, the target must be someone impressive.”


  “I assume he is.”


  “Keep it.”


  “What? What are you saying?”


  “I’m not the Frenchman, remember?”


  “I do not understand.”


  “I don’t even want the instructions. I’m sure someone of your professional caliber can turn them to your advantage. A man pays well for information that can help him; he pays a hell of a lot more for his life.”


  “Why would you do this?”


  “Because none of it concerns me. I have only one concern. I want the man who calls himself Bourne and I can’t waste time. You’ve got what I just offered you plus a dividend—I’ll get you out of here alive if I have to leave two corpses here in the Bay, I don’t care. But you’ve got to give me what I asked for on the phone. You said your client told you the Frenchman’s assassin was going someplace else. Where? Where is Bourne?”


  “You talk so rapidly—”


  “I told you, I haven’t time! Tell me! If you refuse, I leave and your client kills you. Take your choice.”


  “Shenzen,” said the contact, as if frightened at the name.


  “China? There’s a target in Shenzen?”


  “One can assume that. My wealthy client has sources in Queen’s Road.”


  “What’s that?”


  “The consulate of the People’s Republic. A very unusual visa was granted. Apparently it was cleared on the highest authority in Beijing. The source did not know why, and when he questioned the decision he was promptly removed from the section. He reported this to my client. For money, of course.”


  “Why was the visa unusual?”


  “Because there was no waiting period and the applicant did not appear at the consulate. Both are unheard of.”


  “Still, it was just a visa.”


  “In the People’s Republic there is no such thing as ‘just a visa.’ Especially not for a white male traveling alone under a questionable passport issued in Macao.”


  “Macao?”


  “Yes.”


  “What’s the entry date?”


  “Tomorrow. The Lo Wu border.”


  Jason studied the contact. “You said your client has sources in the consulate. Do you?”


  “What you are thinking will cost a great deal of money, for the risk is very great.”


  Bourne raised his head and looked through the sheets of rain at the floodlit idol beyond. There was movement; the scout was searching for his target. “Wait here,” he said.


  The early morning train from Kowloon to the Lo Wu border took barely over an hour. The realization that he was in China took less than ten seconds.


  Long Live the People’s Republic!


  There was no need for the exclamation point, the border guards lived it. They were rigid, staring, and abusive, pummeling passports with their rubber stamps with the fury of hostile adolescents. There was, however, an ameliorating support system. Beyond the guards a phalanx of young women in uniform stood smiling behind several long tables stacked with pamphlets extolling the beauty and virtues of their land and its system. If there was hypocrisy in their postures, it did not show.


  Bourne had paid the betrayed, marked contact the sum of $7,000 for the visa. It was good for five days. The purpose of the visit was listed as “business investments in the Economic Zone,” and was renewable at Shenzen immigration with proof of investment along with the corroborating presence of a Chinese banker through whom the money was to be brokered. In gratitude, and for no additional charge, the contact had given him the name of a Shenzen banker who could easily steer “Mr. Cruett” to investment possibilities, the said Mr. Cruett being still registered at the Regent Hotel in Hong Kong. Finally, there was a bonus from the man whose life he had saved in Repulse Bay: the description of the man traveling under a Macao passport across the Lo Wu border. He was “6’ 1" tall, 185 lbs., white skin, light brown hair.” Jason had stared at the information, unconsciously recalling the data on his own government ID card. It had read: “HT: 6’ 1" WT: 187 lbs. White Male. Hair: Lt. Brn.” An odd sense of fear spread through him. Not the fear of confrontation; he wanted that, above all, for he wanted Marie back above everything. Instead, it was the horror that he was responsible for the creation of a monster. A stalker of death that came from a lethal virus he had perfected in the laboratory of his mind and body.


  It had been the first train out of Kowloon, occupied in the main by skilled labor and the executive personnel permitted—enticed—into the Free Economic Zone of Shenzen by the People’s Republic in hopes of attracting foreign investments. At each stop on the way to the border, as more and more passengers boarded, Bourne had walked through the cars, his eyes resting for an intense instant on each of the white males, of whom there was a total of only fourteen by the time they reached Lo Wu. None had even vaguely fit the description of the man from Macao—the description of himself. The new “Jason Bourne” would be taking a later train. The original would wait on the other side of the border. He waited now.


  During the four hours that passed he explained sixteen times to inquiring border personnel that he was waiting for a business associate; he had obviously misunderstood the schedule and had taken a far too early train. As with people in any foreign country, but especially in the Orient, the fact that a courteous American had gone to the trouble of making himself understood in their language was decidedly beneficial. He was offered four cups of coffee, seven hot teas, and two of the uniformed girls had giggled as they presented him with an overly sweet Chinese ice cream cone. He accepted all—to do otherwise would have been rude, and since most of the Gang of Four had lost not only their faces but their heads, rudeness was out, except for the border guards.


  It was 11:10. The passengers emerged through the long, fenced open-air corridor after dealing with immigration—mostly tourists, mostly white, mostly bewildered and awed to be there. The majority were in small tour groups, accompanied by guides—one each from Hong Kong and the People’s Republic—who spoke acceptable English, or German, or French and, reluctantly, Japanese for those particularly disliked visitors with more money than Marx or Confucius ever had. Jason studied each white male. The many that were over six feet in height were too young or too old or too portly or too slender or too obvious in their lime-green and lemon-yellow trousers to be the man from Macao.


  Wait! Over there! An older man in a tan gabardine suit who appeared to be a medium-sized tourist with a limp was suddenly taller—and the limp was gone! He walked rapidly down the steps through the middle of the crowd and ran into the huge parking lot filled with buses and tour vans and a few taxis, each with a ZHAN—off-duty—posted in the front windows. Bourne raced after the man, dodging between the bodies in front of him, not caring whom he pushed aside. It was the man—the man from Macao!


  “Hey, are you crazy? Ralph, he shoved me!”


  “Shove back. What do you want from me?”


  “Do something!”


  “He’s gone.”


  The man in the gabardine suit jumped into the open door of a van, a dark green van with tinted windows that according to the Chinese characters belonged to a department called the Chutang Bird Sanctuary. The door slid shut and the vehicle instantly broke away from its parking space and careened around the other vehicles into the exit lane. Bourne was frantic; he could not let him go! An old taxi was on his right, the motor idling. He pulled the door open, to be greeted by a shout.


  “Zhan!” screamed the driver.


  “Shi ma?” roared Jason, pulling enough American money from his pocket to insure five years of luxury in the People’s Republic.


  “Aiya!”


  “Zou!” ordered Bourne, leaping into the front seat and pointing to the van, which had swerved into the semicircle. “Stay with him and you can start your own business in the zone,” he said in Cantonese. “I promise you!”


  Marie, I’m so close! I know it’s him! I’ll take him! He’s mine now! He’s our deliverance!


  The van sped out of the exit road, heading south at the first intersection, avoiding the large square jammed with tour buses and crowds of sightseers cautiously avoiding the endless stream of bicycles in the streets. The taxi driver picked up the van on a primitive highway paved more with hard clay than asphalt. The dark-windowed vehicle could be seen up ahead entering a long curve in front of an open truck carrying heavy farm machinery. A tour bus waited at the end of the curve, swinging into the road behind the truck.


  Bourne looked beyond the van; there were hills up ahead and the road began to rise. Then another tour bus appeared, this one behind them.


  “Shumchun,” said the driver.


  “Bin do?” asked Jason.


  “The Shumchun water supply,” answered the driver in Chinese. “A very beautiful reservoir, one of the finest lakes in all China. It sends its water south to Kowloon and Hong Kong. Very crowded with visitors this time of year. The autumn views are excellent.”


  Suddenly the van accelerated, climbing the mountain road, pulling away from the truck and the tour bus. “Can’t you go faster? Get around the bus, that truck!”


  “Many curves ahead.”


  “Try it!”


  The driver pressed his foot to the floor and swerved around the bus, missing its bulging front by inches as he was forced back in line by an approaching army half-track with two soldiers in the cabin. Both the soldiers and the tour guides yelled at them through open windows. “Sleep with your ugly mothers!” screamed the driver, full of his moment of triumph, only to be faced with the wide truck filled with farm machinery blocking the way.


  They were going into a sharp right curve. Bourne gripped the window and leaned out as far as he could for a clearer view. “There’s no one coming!” he yelled at the driver through the onrushing wind. “Go ahead! You can get around. Now!”


  The driver did so, pushing the old taxi to its limits, the tires spinning on a stretch of hard clay, which made the cab sideslip dangerously in front of the truck. Another curve, now sharply to the left, and rising steeper. Ahead the road was straight, ascending a high hill. The van was nowhere to be seen; it had disappeared over the crest of the hill.


  “Kuai!” shouted Bourne. “Can’t you make this damn thing go faster?”


  “It has never been this fast! I think the fuck-fuck spirits will explode the motor! Then what will I do? It took me five years to buy this unholy machine, and many unholy bribes to drive in the Zone!”


  Jason threw a handful of bills on the floor of the cab by the driver’s feet. “There’s ten times more if we catch that van! Now, go.”


  The taxi soared over the top of the hill, descending swiftly into an enormous glen at the edge of a vast lake that seemed to extend for miles. In the distance Bourne could see snow-capped mountains and green islands dotting the blue-green water as far as the eye could see. The taxi came to a halt beside a large red and gold pagoda reached by a long, polished concrete staircase. Its open balconies overlooked the lake. Refreshment stands and curio shops were scattered about on the borders of the parking lot, where four tour buses were standing with the dual guides shouting instructions and pleading with their charges not to get in the wrong vehicles at the end of their walks.


  The dark-windowed van was nowhere to be seen. Bourne shifted his head swiftly, looking in all directions. Where was it? “What’s that road over there?” he asked the driver.


  “Pump stations. No one is permitted down that road, it is patrolled by the army. Around the bend is a high fence and a guardhouse.”


  “Wait here.” Jason climbed out of the cab and started walking toward the prohibited road, wishing he had a camera or a guidebook—something to mark him as a tourist. As it was, the best he could do was to assume the hesitant walk and wide-eyed expression of a sightseer. No object was too insignificant for his inspection. He approached the bend in the badly paved road; he saw the high fence and part of the guardhouse—then all of it. A long metal bar fell across the road, two soldiers were talking, their backs to him, looking the other way—looking at two vehicles parked side by side farther down by a square concrete structure painted brown. One of the vehicles was the dark-windowed van, the other the brown sedan. The van began to move. It was heading back to the gate!


  Bourne’s thoughts came rapidly. He had no weapon; it was pointless even to consider carrying one across the border. If he tried to stop the van and drag the killer out, the commotion would bring the guards, their rifle fire swift and accurate. Therefore he had to draw the man from Macao out—of his own volition. The rest Jason was primed for; he would take the impostor one way or another. Take him back to the border and crossing over—one way or another. No man was a match for him; no eyes, no throat, no groin safe from an assault, swift and agonizing. David Webb had never come to grips with that reality. Bourne lived it.


  There was a way!


  Jason ran back to the beginning of the deserted bend in the road, beyond the view of the gate and the soldiers. He reassumed the pose of the mesmerized sightseer and listened. The van’s engine fell to idle; the creaking meant the gate was being lifted. Only moments now. Bourne held his position in the brush by the side of the road. The van rounded the turn as he timed his moves.


  He was suddenly there, in front of the large vehicle, his expression terrified, as he spun to the side below the driver’s window and slammed the flat of his hand into the door, uttering a cry of pain as if he had been struck, perhaps killed, by the van. He lay supine on the ground as the vehicle came to a stop; the driver leaped out, an innocent about to protest his innocence. He had no chance to do so. Jason’s arm was extended; he yanked the man by the ankle, pulling him off his feet, and sending his head crashing back into the side of the van. The driver fell unconscious, and Bourne dragged him back to the rear of the van beneath the clouded windows. He saw a bulge in the man’s jacket; it was a gun, predictably, considering his cargo. Jason removed it and waited for the man from Macao.


  He did not appear. It was not logical.


  Bourne scrambled to the front of the van, gripped the rubberized ledge to the driver’s seat, and lunged up, his weapon at the ready, sweeping the rear seats from side to side.


  No one. It was empty.


  He climbed back out and went to the driver, spat in his face and slapped him into consciousness.


  “Nali?” he whispered harshly. “Where is the man who was in here?”


  “Back there!” replied the driver, in Cantonese, shaking his head. “In the official car with a man nobody knows. Spare my terrible life! I have seven children!”


  “Get up in the seat,” said Bourne, pulling the man to his feet and pushing him to the open door. “Drive out of here as fast as you can.”


  No other advice was necessary. The van shot out of the Shumchun reservoir area, careening around the curve into the main exit at such speed that Jason thought it would go over the bank. A man nobody knows. What did that mean? No matter, the man from Macao was trapped. He was in a brown sedan inside the gate on the forbidden road. Bourne raced back to the taxi and climbed into the front seat; the scattered money had been removed from the floor.


  “You are satisfied?” said the cabdriver. “I will have ten times what you dropped on my unworthy feet?”


  “Cut it, Charlie Chan! A car’s going to come out of that road to the pump station and you’re going to do exactly what I tell you. Do you understand me?”


  “Do you understand ten times the amount you left in my ancient, undistinguished taxi?”


  “I understand. It could be fifteen times if you do your job. Come on, move. Get over to the edge of the parking lot. I don’t know how long we’ll have to wait.”


  “Time is money, sir.”


  “Oh, shut up!”


  The wait was roughly twenty minutes. The brown sedan appeared, and Bourne saw what he had not seen before. The windows were tinted darker than those of the van; whoever was inside was invisible. Then Jason heard the very last words he wanted to hear.


  “Take your money back,” said the driver quietly. “I will return you to Lo Wu. I have never seen you.”


  “Why?”


  “That is a government car—one of our government’s official vehicles—and I will not be the one who follows it.”


  “Wait a minute! Just—wait a minute. Twenty times what I gave you, with a bonus if it all comes out all right! Until I say otherwise you can stay way behind him. I’m just a tourist who wants to look around. No, wait! Here, I’ll show you! My visa says I’m investing money. Investors are permitted to look around!”


  “Twenty times?” said the driver, staring at Jason. “What guarantee do I have that you will fulfill your promise?”


  “I’ll put it on the seat between us. You’re driving; you could do a lot of things with this car I wouldn’t be prepared for. I won’t try to take it back.”


  “Good! But I stay far behind. I know these roads. There are only certain places one can travel.”


  Thirty-five minutes later, with the brown sedan still in sight but far ahead, the driver spoke again. “They go to the airfield.”


  “What airfield?”


  “It is used by government officials and men with money from the south.”


  “People investing in factories, industry?”


  “This is the Economic Zone.”


  “I’m an investor,” said Bourne. “My visa says so. Hurry up! Close in!”


  “There are five vehicles between us, and we agreed—I stay far behind.”


  “Until I said otherwise! It’s different now. I have money. I’m investing in China!”


  “We will be stopped at the gate. Telephone calls will be made.”


  “I’ve got the name of a banker in Shenzen!”


  “Does he have your name, sir? And a list of the Chinese firms you are dealing with? If so, you may do the talking at the gate. But if this banker in Shenzen does not know you, you will be detained for giving false information. Your stay in China would be for as long as it took to thoroughly investigate you. Weeks, months.”


  “I have to reach that car!”


  “You approach that car, you will be shot.”


  “Goddamn it!” shouted Jason in English, then instantly reverting to Chinese: “Listen to me. I don’t have time to explain, but I’ve got to see him!”


  “This is not my business,” said the driver coldly, warily.


  “Get in line and drive up to the gate,” ordered Bourne. “I’m a fare you picked up in Lo Wu, that’s all. I’ll do the talking.”


  “You ask too much! I will not be seen with someone like you.”


  “Just do it,” said Jason, pulling the gun from his belt.


  The pounding in his chest was unbearable as Bourne stood by a large window looking out on the airfield. The terminal was small and for privileged travelers. The incongruous sight of casual Western businessmen carrying attaché cases and tennis rackets unnerved Jason because of the stark contrast to the uniformed guards, standing about rigidly. Oil and water were apparently compatible.


  Speaking English to the interpreter, who translated accurately for the officer of the guard, he had claimed to be a bewildered executive instructed by the consulate on Queen’s Road in Hong Kong to come to the airport to meet an official flying in from Beijing. He had misplaced the official’s name, but they had met briefly at the State Department in Washington and would recognize each other. He implied that the present meeting was looked upon with great favor by important men on the Central Committee. He was given a pass restricting him to the terminal, and lastly, he asked if the taxi could be permitted to remain in case transportation was needed later. The request was granted.


  “If you want your money, you’ll stay,” he had said to the driver in Cantonese as he picked up the folded bills between them.


  “You have a gun and angry eyes. You will kill.”


  Jason had stared at the driver. “The last thing on earth I want to do is kill the man in that car. I would only kill to protect his life.”


  The brown sedan with the dark, opaque windows was nowhere in the parking area. Bourne walked as rapidly as he thought acceptable into the terminal, to the window where he stood now, his temples exploding with anger and frustration, for outside on the field he saw the government car. It was parked on the tarmac not fifty feet away from him, but an impenetrable wall of glass separated him from it—and deliverance. Suddenly the sedan shot forward toward a medium-sized jet several hundred yards north on the runway. Bourne strained his eyes, wishing to Christ he had binoculars! Then he realized they would have been useless; the car swung around the tail of the plane and out of sight.


  Goddamn it!


  Within seconds the jet began rolling to the foot of the runway as the brown sedan swerved and raced back toward the parking area and the exit.


  What could he do? I can’t be left this way! He’s there! He’s me and he’s there! He’s getting away! Bourne ran to the first counter and assumed the attitude of a terribly distraught man.


  “The plane that’s about to take off! I’m supposed to be on it! It’s going to Shanghai and the people in Beijing said I was to be on it! Stop it!”


  The clerk behind the counter picked up her telephone. She dialed quickly, then exhaled through her tight lips in relief. “That is not your plane, sir,” she said. “It flies to Guangdong.”


  “Where?”


  “The Macao border, sir.”


  “Never! It must not be Macao!” the taipan had screamed.


  …“The order will be swift, the execution swifter! Your wife will die!”


  Macao. Table Five. The Kam Pek casino.


  “If he heads for Macao,” McAllister had said quietly, “he could be a terrible liability.…”


  “Termination?”


  “I can’t use that word.”


  



  CHAPTER FOURTEEN


  



  “You will not, you cannot tell me this!” shouted Edward Newington McAllister, leaping out of his chair. “It’s unacceptable! I can’t handle it. I won’t hear of it!”


  “You’d better, Edward,” said Major Lin Wenzu. “It happened.”


  “It’s my fault,” added the English doctor, standing in front of the desk in the Victoria Peak, facing the American. “Every symptom she exhibited led to a prognosis of rapid, neurological deterioration. Loss of concentration and visual focus; no appetite and a commensurate drop in weight—most significantly, spasms when there was a complete lack of motor controls. I honestly thought the degenerative process had reached a negative crisis—”


  “What the hell does that mean?”


  “That she was dying. Oh, not in a matter of hours or even days or weeks, but that the course was irreversible.”


  “Could you have been right?”


  “I would like nothing better than to conclude that I was, that my diagnosis was at least reasonable, but I can’t. Simply put, I was dragooned.”


  “You were hit?”


  “Figuratively, yes. Where it hurts the most, Mr. Undersecretary. My professional pride. That bitch fooled me with a carnival act, and she probably doesn’t know the difference between a femur and a fever. Everything she did was calculated, from her appeals to the nurse to clubbing and disrobing the guard. All her moves were planned and the only disorder was mine.”


  “Christ, I’ve got to reach Havilland!”


  “Ambassador Havilland?” asked Lin, his eyebrows arched.


  McAllister looked at him. “Forget you heard that.”


  “I will not repeat it, but I can’t forget. Things are clearer, London’s clearer. You’re talking General Staff and Overlord and a large part of Olympus.”


  “Don’t mention that name to anyone, Doctor,” said McAllister.


  “I’ve quite forgotten it. I’m not sure I even know who he is.”


  “What can I say? What are you doing?”


  “Everything humanly possible,” answered the major. “We’ve divided Hong Kong and Kowloon up into sections. We’re questioning every hotel, thoroughly examining their registrations. We’ve alerted the police and the marine patrols; all personnel have copies of her description and have been instructed that finding her is the territory’s priority concern—”


  “My God, what did you say? How did you explain?”


  “I was able to help here,” said the doctor. “In light of my stupidity it was the least I could do. I issued a medical alert. By doing so, we were able to enlist the help of paramedic teams who’ve been sent out from all the hospitals, staying in radio contact for other emergencies, of course. They’re scouring the streets.”


  “What kind of medical alert?” asked McAllister sharply.


  “Minimum information, but the sort that creates a stir. The woman was known to have visited an unnamed island in the Luzon Strait that is off limits to international travelers for reasons of a rampant disease transmitted by unclean eating utensils.”


  “Categorizing it as such,” interrupted Lin, “our good doctor removed any hesitation on the part of the teams to approach her and take her into custody. Not that they would, but every basket has its less than perfect fruit and we cannot afford any. I honestly believe we’ll find her, Edward. We all know she stands out in a crowd. Tall, attractive, that hair of hers—and over a thousand people looking for her.”


  “I hope to God you’re right. But I worry. She received her first training from a chameleon,” said McAllister.


  “I beg your pardon?”


  “It’s nothing, Doctor,” said the major. “A technical term in our business.”


  “Oh?”


  “I’ve got to have the entire file, all of it!”


  “What, Edward?”


  “They were hunted together in Europe. Now they’re apart, but still hunted. What did they do then? What will they do now?”


  “A thread? A pattern?”


  “It’s always there,” said McAllister, rubbing his right temple. “Excuse me, gentlemen, I must ask you to leave. I have a dreadful call to make.”


  Marie bartered clothes and paid a few dollars for others. The result was acceptable: with her hair pulled back under a floppy wide-brimmed sun hat, she was a plain-looking woman in a pleated skirt and a nondescript gray blouse that concealed any outline of a figure. The flat sandals lowered her height and the ersatz Gucci purse marked her as a gullible tourist in Hong Kong, exactly what she was not. She called the Canadian consulate and was told how to get there by bus. The offices were in the Asian House, fourteenth floor, Hong Kong. She took the bus from the Chinese University through Kowloon and the tunnel over to the island; she watched the streets carefully and got off at her stop. She rode up in the elevator, satisfied that none of the men riding with her gave her a second glance; that was not the usual reaction. She had learned in Paris—taught by a chameleon—how to use the simple things to change herself. The lessons were coming back to her.


  “I realize this will sound ridiculous,” she said in a casual, humorously bewildered voice to the receptionist, “but a second cousin of mine on my mother’s side is posted here and I promised to look him up.”


  “That doesn’t sound ridiculous to me.”


  “It will when I tell you I’ve forgotten his name.” Both women laughed. “Of course, we’ve never met and he’d probably like to keep it that way, but then I’d have to answer to the family back home.”


  “Do you know what section he’s in?”


  “Something to do with economics, I believe.”


  “That would be the Division of Trade most likely.” The receptionist opened a drawer and pulled out a narrow white booklet with the Canadian flag embossed on the cover. “Here’s our directory. Why don’t you sit down and look through it?”


  “Thanks very much,” said Marie, going to a leather armchair and sitting down. “I have this terrible feeling of inadequacy,” she added, opening the directory. “I mean I should know his name. I’m sure you know the name of your second cousin on your mother’s side of the family.”


  “Honey, I haven’t the vaguest.” The receptionist’s phone rang; she answered it.


  Turning the pages, Marie read quickly, scanning down the columns looking for a name that would evoke a face. She found three, but the images were fuzzy, the features not clear. Then on the twelfth page, a face and a voice leaped up at her as she read the name. Catherine Staples.


  “Cool” Catherine, “Ice-cold” Catherine, “Stick” Staples. The nicknames were unfair and did not give an accurate picture or appraisal of the woman. Marie had gotten to know Catherine Staples during her days with the Treasury Board in Ottawa when she and others in her section briefed the diplomatic corps prior to their overseas assignments. Staples had come through twice, once for a refresher course on the European Common Market…the second, of course, for Hong Kong! It was thirteen or fourteen months ago, and although their friendship could not be called deep—four or five lunches, a dinner that Catherine had prepared, and one reciprocated by Marie—she had learned quite a bit about the woman who did her job better than most men.


  To begin with, her rapid advancement at the Department of External Affairs had cost her an early marriage. She had forsworn the marital state for the rest of her life, she declared, as the demands of travel and the insane hours of her job were unacceptable to any man worth having. In her mid-fifties, Staples was a slender, energetic woman of medium height, who dressed fashionably but simply. She was a no-nonsense professional with a sardonic wit that conveyed her dislike of cant, which she saw through swiftly, and self-serving excuses, which she would not tolerate. She could be kind, even gentle, with men and women unqualified for the work they were assigned through no fault of their own, but brutal with those who had issued such assignments, regardless of rank. If there was a phrase that summed up Senior Foreign Service Officer Catherine Staples, it was “tough but fair”; also, she was frequently very amusing in a self-deprecating way. Marie hoped she would be fair in Hong Kong.


  “There’s nothing here that rings a bell,” said Marie, getting out of the chair and bringing the directory back to the receptionist. “I feel so stupid.”


  “Do you have any idea what he looks like?”


  “I never thought to ask.”


  “I’m sorry.”


  “I’m sorrier. I’ll have to place a very embarrassing call to Vancouver.… Oh, I did see one name. It has nothing to do with my cousin, but I think she’s a friend of a friend. A woman named Staples.”


  “‘Catherine the Great’? She’s here, all right, although a few of the staff wouldn’t mind seeing her promoted to ambassador and sent to Eastern Europe. She makes them nervous. She’s topflight.”


  “Oh, you mean she’s here now?”


  “Not thirty feet away. You want to give me your friend’s name and see if she has time to say hello?”


  Marie was tempted, but the onus of officialdom prohibited the shortcut. If things were as Marie thought they were and alarms had been sent out to friendly consulates, Staples might feel compelled to cooperate. She probably would not, but she had the integrity of her office to uphold. Embassies and consulates constantly sought favors from one another. She needed time with Catherine, and not in an official setting. “That’s very nice of you,” Marie said to the receptionist. “My friend would get a kick out of it.… Wait a minute. Did you say ‘Catherine’?”


  “Yes. Catherine Staples. Believe me, there’s only one.”


  “I’m sure there is, but my friend’s friend is Christine. Oh, Lord, this isn’t my day. You’ve been very kind, so I’ll get out of your hair and leave you in peace.”


  “You’ve been a pleasure, hon. You should see the ones who come in here thinking they bought a Cartier watch for a hell of a good price until it stops and a jeweler tells them the insides are two rubber bands and a miniature yoyo.” The receptionist’s eyes dropped to the Gucci purse with the inverted G’s. “Oh, oh,” she said softly.


  “What?”


  “Nothing. Good luck with your phone call.”


  Marie waited in the lobby of the Asian House for as long as she felt comfortable, then went outside and walked back and forth in front of the entrance for nearly an hour in the crowded street. It was shortly past noon, and she wondered if Catherine even bothered to have lunch—lunch would be a very good idea. Also, there was another possibility, an impossibility perhaps, but one she could pray for, if she still knew how to pray. David might appear, but it would not be as David, it would be as Jason Bourne, and that could be anyone. Her husband in the guises of Bourne would be far more clever; she had seen his inventiveness in Paris and it was from another world, a lethal world where a misstep could cost a person his life. Every move was premeditated in three or four dimensions. What if I…? What if he…? The intellect played a far greater role in the violent world than the nonviolent intellectuals would ever admit—their brains would be blown away in a world they scorned as barbarian because they could not think fast enough or deeply enough. Cogito ergo nothing. Why was she thinking these things? She belonged to the latter and so did David! And then the answer was very clear. They had been thrown back; they had to survive and find each other.


  There she was! Catherine Staples walked—marched—out of the Asian House and turned right. She was roughly forty feet away; Marie started running, pummeling off bodies in her path as she tried to catch up. Try never to run, it marks you. I don’t care! I must talk to her!


  Staples cut across the pavement. There was a consulate car, with the maple-leaf insignia printed on the door, waiting for her at the curb. She was climbing inside.


  “No! Wait!” shouted Marie, crashing through the crowd, grabbing the door as Catherine was about to close it.


  “I beg your pardon?” cried Staples, as the chauffeur spun around in his seat, a gun appearing out of nowhere.


  “Please! It’s me! Ottawa. The briefings.”


  “Marie? Is that you?”


  “Yes. I’m in trouble and I need your help.”


  “Get in,” said Catherine Staples, moving over on the seat. “Put that silly thing away,” she ordered the driver.


  “This is a friend of mine.”


  Canceling her scheduled lunch on the pretext of a summons from the British delegation—a common occurrence during the round-robin conferences with the People’s Republic over the 1997 treaty—Foreign Service Officer Staples instructed the driver to drop them off at the beginning of Food Street in Causeway Bay. Food Street encompassed the crushing spectacle of some thirty restaurants within the stretch of two blocks. Traffic was prohibited on the street and even if it was not, there was no way motorized transport could make its way through the mass of humanity in search of some four thousand tables. Catherine led Marie to the service entrance of a restaurant. She rang the bell, and fifteen seconds later the door opened, followed by the wafting odors of a hundred Oriental dishes.


  “Miss Staples, how good to see you,” said the Chinese dressed in the white apron of a chef—one of many chefs. “Please-please. As always, there is a table for you.”


  As they walked through the chaos of the large kitchen, Catherine turned to Marie. “Thank God there are a few perks left in this miserably underpaid profession. The owner has relatives in Quebec—damn fine restaurant on St. John Street—and I make sure his visa gets processed, as they say, ‘damn-damn quick.’”


  Catherine nodded at one of the few empty tables in the rear section; it was near the kitchen door. They were seated, literally concealed by the stream of waiters rushing in and out of the swinging doors, as well as by the continuous bustle taking place at the scores of tables throughout the crowded restaurant.


  “Thank you for thinking of a place like this,” said Marie.


  “My dear,” replied Staples in her throaty, adamant voice. “Anyone with your looks who dresses the way you’re dressed now, and makes up the way you’re made up, doesn’t care to draw attention to herself.”


  “As they say, that’s putting it mildly. Will your lunch date accept the British delegation story?”


  “Without a thought to the contrary. The mother country is marshaling its most persuasive forces. Beijing buys enormous quantities of much needed wheat from us—but then you know that as well as I do, and probably a lot more in terms of dollars and cents.”


  “I’m not very current these days.”


  “Yes, I understand.” Staples nodded, looking sternly yet kindly at Marie, her eyes questioning. “I was over here by then, but we heard the rumors and read the European papers. To say we were in shock can’t describe the way those of us who knew you felt. In the weeks that followed we all tried to get answers, but we were told to let it alone, drop it—for your sake. ‘Don’t pursue it,’ they kept saying. ‘It’s in her best interests to stay away.’…Of course, we finally heard that you were exonerated of all charges—Christ, what an insulting phrase after what you were put through! Then you just faded, and no one heard anything more about you.”


  “They told you the truth, Catherine. It was in my interest—our interests—to stay away. For months we were kept hidden, and when we took up our civilized lives again it was in a fairly remote area and under a name few people knew. The guards, however, were still in place.”


  “We?”


  “I married the man you read about in the papers. Of course, he wasn’t the man described in the papers; he was in deep cover for the American government. He gave up a great deal of his life for that awfully strange commitment.”


  “And now you’re in Hong Kong and you tell me you’re in trouble.”


  “I’m in Hong Kong and I’m in serious trouble.”


  “May I assume that the events of the past year are related to your current difficulties?”


  “I believe they are.”


  “What can you tell me?”


  “Everything I know because I want your help. I have no right to ask it unless you know everything I know.”


  “I like succinct language. Not only for its clarity but because it usually defines the person delivering it. You’re also saying that unless I know everything I probably can’t do anything.”


  “I hadn’t thought of it that way, but you’re probably right.”


  “Good. I was testing you. In the nouvelle diplomatie, overt simplicity has become both a cover and a tool. It’s frequently used to obscure duplicity, as well as to disarm an adversary. I refer you to the recent proclamations of your new country—new as a wife, of course.”


  “I’m an economist, Catherine, not a diplomat.”


  “Combine the talents that I know you have, and you could scale the heights in Washington as you would have in Ottawa. But then you wouldn’t have the obscurity you so desire in your regained civilized life.”


  “We must have that. It’s all that matters. I don’t.”


  “Testing again. You were not without ambition. You love that husband of yours.”


  “Very much. I want to find him. I want him back.”


  Staples’s head snapped as her eyes blinked. “He’s here?”


  “Somewhere. It’s part of the story.”


  “Is it complicated?”


  “Very.”


  “Can you hold back—and I mean that, Marie—until we go someplace where it’s quieter?”


  “I was taught patience by a man whose life depended on it twenty-four hours a day for three years.”


  “Good God. Are you hungry?”


  “Famished. That’s also part of the story. As long as you’re here and listening to me, may we order?”


  “Avoid the dim sum, it’s oversteamed and overfried. The duck, however, is the best in Hong Kong.… Can you wait, Marie? Would you rather leave?”


  “I can wait, Catherine. My whole life’s on hold. A half hour won’t make any difference. And if I don’t eat I won’t be coherent.”


  “I know. It’s part of the story.”


  They sat opposite each other in Staples’s flat, a coffee table between them, sharing a pot of tea.


  “I think,” said Catherine, “that I’ve just heard what amounts to the most blatant misuse of office in thirty years of foreign service—on our side, of course. Unless there’s a grave misinterpretation.”


  “You’re saying you don’t believe me.”


  “On the contrary, my dear, you couldn’t have made it up. You’re quite right. The whole damn thing’s full of illogical logic.”


  “I didn’t say that.”


  “You didn’t have to, it’s there. Your husband is primed, the possibilities implanted, and then he’s shot up like a nuclear rocket. Why?”


  “I told you. There’s a man killing people who claims he’s Jason Bourne—the role David played for three years.”


  “A killer’s a killer, no matter the name he assumes, whether it’s Genghis Khan or Jack the Ripper, or, if you will, Carlos the Jackal—even the assassin Jason Bourne. Traps for such men are planned with the consent of the trappers.”


  “I don’t understand you, Catherine.”


  “Then listen to me, my dear. This is an old-time mind speaking. Remember when I went to you for the Common Market refresher with the emphasis on Eastern trade?”


  “Yes. We cooked dinners for each other. Yours was better than mine.”


  “Yes, it was. But I was really there to learn how to convince my contacts in the Eastern block that I could use the fluctuating rates of exchange so that purchases made from us would be infinitely more profitable for them. I did it. Moscow was furious.”


  “Catherine, what the hell has that got to do with me?”


  Staples looked at Marie, her gentle demeanor again underlined with firmness. “Let me be clearer. If you thought about it at all, you had to assume that I’d come to Ottawa to gain a firmer grasp of European economics so as to do my job better. In one sense that was true, but it wasn’t the real reason. I was actually there to learn how to use the fluctuating rates of the various currencies and offer contracts of the greatest advantage to our potential clients. When the deutsche mark rose, we sold on the franc or the guilder or whatever. It was built into the contracts.”


  “That was hardly self-serving.”


  “We weren’t looking for profits, we were opening markets that had been closed to us. The profits would come later. You were very clear about exchange rate speculation. You preached its evils, and I had to learn to be something of a devil—for a good cause, of course.”


  “All right, you picked what brains I have for a purpose I didn’t know about—”


  “It had to be kept totally secret, obviously.”


  “But what’s it got to do with anything I’ve told you?”


  “I smell a bad piece of meat, and this nose is experienced. Just as I had an ulterior motive to go to you in Ottawa, whoever is doing this to you has a deeper reason than the capture of your husband’s impostor.”


  “Why do you say that?”


  “Your husband said it first. This is primarily and quite properly a police matter, even an international police matter for Interpol’s highly respected Intelligence network. They’re far more qualified for this sort of thing than State Departments or Foreign Offices, CIA’s or MI-Six’s. Overseas Intelligence branches don’t concern themselves with nonpolitical criminals—everyday murderers—they can’t afford to. My God, most of those asses would expose whatever covers they’d managed to build if they interfered with police work.”


  “McAllister said otherwise. He claimed that the best people in U.S. and U.K. Intelligence were working on it. He said the reason was that if this killer who’s posing as my husband—what my husband was in people’s eyes—murdered a high political figure on either side, or started an underworld war, Hong Kong’s status would be in immediate jeopardy. Peking would move quickly and take over, using the pretext of the ’97 treaty. ‘The Oriental doesn’t tolerate a disobedient child’—those were his words.”


  “Unacceptable and unbelievable!” retorted Catherine Staples. “Either your undersecretary is a liar or he has the IQ, of a fern! He gave you every reason for our Intelligence services to stay out of it, to stay absolutely clean! Even a hint of covert action would be disastrous. That could fire up the wild boys on the Central Committee. Regardless, I don’t believe a word he said. London would never permit it, not even the mention of Special Branch’s name.”


  “Catherine, you’re wrong. You weren’t listening. The man who flew to Washington for the Treadstone file was British, and he was MI-Six. Good Lord, he was murdered for that file.”


  “I heard you before. I simply don’t believe it. Above all else, the Foreign Office would insist that this whole mess remain with the police and only the police. They wouldn’t let MI-Six in the same restaurant with a detective third grade, even on Food Street. Believe me, my dear, I know what I’m talking about. These are very delicate times and no time for hanky-panky, especially the sort that has an official Intelligence organization messing around with an assassin. No, you were brought here and your husband was forced to follow for quite another reason.”


  “For heaven’s sake, what?” cried Marie, shooting forward in her chair.


  “I don’t know. There’s someone else perhaps.”


  “Who?”


  “It’s quite beyond me.”


  Silence. Two highly intelligent minds were pondering the words each had spoken.


  “Catherine,” said Marie finally. “I accept the logic of everything you say, but you also said everything was rife with illogical logic. Suppose I’m right, that the men who held me were not killers or criminals, but bureaucrats following orders they didn’t understand, that government was written all over their faces and in their evasive explanations, even in their concern for my comfort and well-being. I know you think that the McAllister I described to you is a liar or a fool, but suppose he’s a liar and not a fool? Assuming these things—and I believe them to be true—we’re talking about two governments acting in concert during these very delicate times. What then?”


  “Then there’s a disaster in the making,” said Senior Foreign Officer Staples quietly.


  “And it revolves around my husband?”


  “If you’re right, yes.”


  “It’s possible, isn’t it?”


  “I don’t even want to think about it.”


  

  


  CHAPTER FIFTEEN


  



  Forty miles southwest of Hong Kong, beyond the out islands in the South China Sea, is the peninsula of Macao, a Portuguese colony in ceremonial name only. Its historical origins are in Portugal, but its modern, freewheeling appeal to the international set, with its annual Grand Prix and its gambling and its yachts, is based on the luxuries and life-styles demanded by the wealthy of Europe. Regardless, make no mistake. It is Chinese. The controls are in Peking.


  Never! It must not be Macao! The order will be swift, the execution swifter! Your wife will die!


  But the assassin was in Macao, and a chameleon had to enter another jungle.


  Scanning the faces and peering into the shadowed corners of the small, packed terminal, Bourne moved with the crowd out onto the pier of the Macao hydrofoil, a trip that took roughly an hour. The passengers were divided into three distinct categories: returning residents of the Portuguese colony—in the main Chinese and silent; professional gamblers—a racial mix talking quietly when they talked at all, continually glancing around to size up their competition; and late-night revelers—boisterous tourists, exclusively white, many of them drunk, in oddly shaped hats and loud tropical shirts.


  He had left Shenzen and taken the three o’clock train from Lo Wu to Kowloon. The ride was exhausting, his reasoning stunned, his emotions were drained. The impostor-killer had been so close! If only he could have isolated the man from Macao for less than a minute, he could have gotten him out! There were ways. Both their visas were in order; a man doubled up in pain, his throat damaged to the point of speechlessness, could be passed off as a sick man, a diseased man perhaps, an unwelcome visitor whom they would gladly have let go. But it was not to be, not this time. If only he could have seen him!


  And then there was the startling discovery that this new assassin, this myth that was no myth but a brutal killer, had a connection in the People’s Republic. It was profoundly disturbing, for Chinese officials who acknowledged such a man would do so only to use him. It was a complication David did not want. It had nothing to do with Marie and himself, and the two of them were all he cared about. All he cared about! Jason Bourne: Bring in the man from Macao!


  He had gone back to the Peninsula, stopping at the New World Centre to buy a dark, waist-length nylon jacket and a pair of navy blue sneakers with a heavy tread. David Webb’s anxiety was overpowering. Jason Bourne planned without consciously having a plan. He ordered a light meal from room service and picked at it as he sat on the bed staring mindlessly at a television news program. Then David lay back on the pillow, briefly closing his eyes, wondering where the words came from: Rest is a weapon. Don’t forget it. Bourne woke up fifteen minutes later.


  Jason had purchased a ticket for the 8:30 run at a booth in the Mass Transit concourse in the Tsim Sha Tsui during the rush hour. To be certain he was not being followed—and he had to be absolutely certain—he had taken three separate taxis to within a quarter of a mile of the Macao Ferry pier an hour before departure and walked the rest of the way. He had then entered upon a ritual he had been trained to perform. The memory of that training was clouded, but not the practice. He had melted into the crowds in front of the terminal, dodging, weaving, going from one pocket to another, then abruptly standing motionless on the sidelines, concentrating on the patterns of movement behind him, looking for someone he had seen moments before, a face or a pair of anxious eyes directed at him. There had been no one. Yet Marie’s life depended on the certainty, so he had repeated the ritual twice again, ending up inside the dimly lit terminal filled with benches that fronted the dock and the open water. He kept looking for a frantic face, for a head that kept turning, a person spinning in place, intent on finding someone. Again, there had been no one. He was free to leave for Macao. He was on his way there now.


  He sat in a rear seat by the window and watched the lights of Hong Kong and Kowloon fade into a glow in the Asian sky. New lights appeared and disappeared as the hydrofoil gathered speed and passed the out islands, islands belonging to China. He imagined uniformed men peering through infrared telescopes and binoculars, not sure what they were looking for but ordered to observe everything. The mountains of the New Territories rose ominously, the moonlight glancing off their peaks and accentuating their beauty, but also saying: This is where you stop. Beyond here, we are different. It was not really so. People hawked their goods in the squares of Shenzen. Artisans prospered; farmers butchered their animals and lived as well as the educated classes in Beijing and Shanghai—usually with better housing. China was changing, not fast enough for the West, and certainly it was still a paranoid giant, but withal, thought David Webb, the distended stomachs of children, so prevalent in the China of years ago, were disappearing. Many at the top of the inscrutable political ladder were fat, but few in the fields were starving. There had been progress, mused David, whether much of the world approved of the methods or not.


  The hydrofoil decelerated, its hull lowered into the water. It passed through a space between the boulders of a man-made reef illuminated by floodlights. They were in Macao, and Bourne knew what he had to do. He got up, excused himself past his seat companion, and walked up the aisle where a group of Americans, a few standing, the rest sitting, were huddled around their seats, singing an obviously rehearsed rendition of “Mr. Sandman.”


  
    “Boom boom boom boom…

    Mr. Sandman, sing me a song

    Boom boom boom boom

    Oh, Mr. Sandman…”

  


  They were high, but not drunk, not obstreperous. Another group of tourists, by the sound of their speech German, encouraged the Americans, and at the end of the song applauded.


  “Gut!”


  “Sehr gut!”


  “Wunderbar!”


  “Danke, meine Herren.” The American standing nearest Jason bowed to the Germans. A brief, friendly conversation followed, the Germans speaking English and the American replying in German.


  “That was a touch of home,” said Bourne to the American.


  “Hey, a Landsmann! That song also dates you, pal. Some of those oldies are goldies, right? Say, are you with the group?”


  “Which group is that?”


  “Honeywell-Porter,” answered the man, naming a New York advertising agency Jason recognized as having branches worldwide.


  “No, I’m afraid not.”


  “I didn’t think so. There’re only about thirty of us, counting the Aussies, and I thought I pretty much knew everybody. Where are you from? My name’s Ted Mather. I’m from H.P.’s L.A. office.”


  “My name’s Howard Cruett. No office, I teach, but I’m from Boston.”


  “Beanburg! Let me show you your Landsmann, or is it Stadtsmann? Howard, meet Beantown Bernie.” Mather bowed again, this time to a man slumped back in the seat by the window, his mouth open, his eyes closed. He was obviously drunk and wore a Red Sox baseball cap. “Don’t bother to speak, he can’t hear. Bernard the Brain is from our Boston office. You should have seen him three hours ago. J. Press suit, striped tie, pointer in his hand and a dozen charts only he could understand. But I’ll say this for him—he kept us awake. I think that’s why we all had a few—him too many. What the hell, it’s our last night.”


  “Heading back tomorrow?”


  “Late-evening flight. Gives us time to recover.”


  “Why Macao?”


  “A mass itch for the tables. You, too?”


  “I thought I’d give them a whirl. Christ, that cap makes me homesick! The Red Sox may take the pennant, and until this trip I hadn’t missed a game!”


  “And Bernie won’t miss his hat!” The advertising man laughed, leaning over and yanking the baseball cap off Bernard the Brain’s head. “Here, Howard, you wear it. You deserve it!”


  The hydrofoil docked. Bourne got off and went through immigration with the boys from Honeywell-Porter as one of them. As they descended the steep cement staircase down into the poster-lined terminal, Jason—with the visor of his Red Sox cap angled down and his walk unsteady—spotted a man by the left wall studying the new arrivals. In the man’s hand was a photograph, and Bourne knew the face on the photograph was his. He laughed at one of Ted Mather’s remarks as he held on to the weaving Beantown Bernie’s arm.


  Opportunities will present themselves. Recognize them, act on them.


  The streets of Macao are almost as garishly lit as those of Hong Kong; what is lacking is the sense of too much humanity in too little space. And what is different—different and anachronistic—are the many buildings on which are fixed blazing modern signs with pulsating Chinese characters. The architecture of these buildings is very old Spanish—Portuguese, to be accurate—but textbook Spanish, Mediterranean in character. It is as if an initial culture had surrendered to the sweeping incursion of another, but refused to yield its first imprimatur, proclaiming the strength of its stone over the gaudy impermanence of colored tubes of glass. History is purposely denied; the empty churches and the ruins of a burnt-out cathedral exist in a strange harmony with overflowing casinos where the dealers and croupiers speak Cantonese and the descendants of the conquerors are rarely seen. It is all fascinating and not a little ominous. It is Macao.


  Jason slipped away from the Honeywell-Porter group and found a taxi whose driver must have been trained by watching the annual Macao Grand Prix. He was taken to the Kam Pek casino—over the driver’s objections.


  “Lisboa for you, not Kam Pek! Kam Pek for Chinee! Dai suit Fan-tan!”


  “Kam Pek, cheng nei,” said Bourne, adding the Cantonese please, but saying no more.


  The casino was dark. The air was humid and foul, and the curling smoke that spiraled around the shaded lights above the tables sweet and full and pungent. There was a bar set back away from the games; he went to it and sat down on a stool, lowering his body to lessen his height. He spoke in Chinese, the baseball cap throwing a shadow across his face, which was probably unnecessary, as he could barely read the labels of the bottles on the counter. He ordered a drink, and when it came he gave the bartender a generous tip in Hong Kong money.


  “Mgoi,” said the aproned man, thanking him.


  “Hou,” said Jason, waving his hand.


  Establish a benign contact as soon as you can. Especially in an unfamiliar place where there could be hostility. That contact could give you the opportunity or the time you need. Was it Medusa or was it Treadstone? It did not matter that he could not remember.


  He turned slowly on the stool and looked at the tables; he found the dangling placard with the Chinese character for “five.” He turned back to the bar and took out his notebook and ballpoint pen. He then tore off a page and wrote out the telephone number of a Macao hotel he had memorized from the Voyager magazine provided to passengers on the hydrofoil. He printed a name he would recall only if it was necessary and added the following: No friend of Carlos.


  He lowered his glass below the bar counter, spilled the drink, and held up his hand for another. With its appearance, he was more generous than before.


  “Mgoi saai,” said the bartender, bowing.


  “Msa,” said Bourne, again waving his hand, then suddenly holding it steady, a signal for the bartender to remain where he was. “Would you do me a small favor?” he continued in the man’s language. “It would take you no more than ten seconds.”


  “What is it, sir?”


  “Give this note to the dealer at Table Five. He’s an old friend, and I want him to know I’m here.” Jason folded the note and held it up. “I’ll pay you for the favor.”


  “It is my heavenly privilege, sir.”


  Bourne watched. The dealer took the note, opened it briefly as the bartender walked away, and shoved it beneath the table. The waiting began.


  It was interminable, so long that the bartender was relieved for the night. The dealer was moved to another table, and two hours later he was also replaced. And two hours after that still another dealer took over Table Five. The floor beneath him now damp with whisky, Jason logically ordered coffee and settled for tea; it was ten minutes past two in the morning. Another hour and he would go to the hotel whose number he had written down and, if he had to buy shares in its stock, get a room. He was fading.


  The fading stopped. It was happening! A Chinese woman in the slit-skirted dress of a prostitute walked up to Table Five. She sidestepped her way around the players to the right corner and spoke quickly to the dealer, who reached under the counter and unobtrusively gave her the folded note. She nodded and left, heading for the door of the casino.


  He does not appear himself, of course. He uses whores from the street.


  Bourne left the bar and followed the woman. Out in the dark street, which had a number of people in it but was deserted by Hong Kong standards, he stayed roughly fifty feet behind her, stopping every now and then to look into the lighted store windows, then hurrying ahead so as not to lose her.


  Don’t accept the first relay. They think as well as you do. The first could be an indigent looking for a few dollars and who knows nothing. Even the second or the third. You’ll recognize the contact. He’ll be different.


  A stooped old man approached the whore. Their bodies brushed, and she shrieked at him while passing him the note. Jason feigned drunkenness and turned around, taking up the second relay.


  It happened four blocks away, and the man was different. He was a small, well-dressed Chinese, his compact body with its broad shoulders and narrow waist exuding strength. The quickness of his gestures as he paid the seedy old man and began walking rapidly across the street was a warning to any adversary. For Bourne it was an irresistible invitation; this was a contact with authority, a link to the Frenchman.


  Jason dashed to the other side; he was close to fifty yards behind the man and losing ground. There was no point in being subtle any longer; he broke into a run. Seconds later he was directly behind the contact, the soles of his sneakers having dulled the sound of his racing feet. Up ahead was an alleyway that cut between what looked like two office buildings; the windows were dark. He had to move quickly, but move in such a way that would not cause a commotion, not give the night strollers a reason to shout or call for the police. In this, the odds were with him; most of the people wandering around were more drunk or drugged than sober, the rest weary laborers, having finished their working hours, anxious to get home. The contact approached the opening of the alley. Now.


  Bourne rushed ahead to the man’s right side. “The Frenchman!” he said in Chinese. “I have news from the Frenchman! Hurry!” He spun into the alley, and the contact, stunned, his eyes bulging, had no choice but to walk like a bewildered zombie into the mouth of the alleyway. Now!


  Lunging from the shadows, Jason grabbed the man’s left ear, yanking it, twisting it, propelling the contact forward, bringing his knee up into the base of the man’s spine, his other hand on the man’s neck. He threw him down into the bowels of the dark alley, racing with him, crashing his sneaker into the back of the contact’s knee; the man fell, spinning in the fall, and stared up at Bourne.


  “You! It is you!” Then the contact winced in the dim light. “No,” he said, suddenly calm, deliberate. “You are not him.”


  Without a warning move, the Chinese lashed his right leg out, shoving his body off the pavement like a speeding trajectory in reverse. He caught the muscles of Jason’s left thigh, following the blow with his left foot, pummeling it into Bourne’s abdomen as he leaped to his feet, hands extended and rigid, his muscular body moving fluidly, even gracefully, in a semicircle and in anticipation.


  What followed was a battle of animals, two trained executioners, each move made in intense premeditation, each blow lethal if it landed with full impact. One fought for his life, the other for survival and deliverance—and the woman he could not live without, would not live without. Finally, height and weight and a motive beyond life itself made the difference, giving victory to one and defeat to the other.


  Entwined against the wall, both sweating and bruised, blood trickling from mouths and eyes, Bourne hammer-locked the contact’s neck from behind, his left knee jammed into the small of the man’s back, his right leg wrapped around the contact’s ankles, clamping them.


  “You know what happens next!” he whispered breathlessly, spacing the Chinese words for final emphasis. “One snap and your spine goes. It’s not a pleasant way to die. And you don’t have to die. You can live with more money than the Frenchman would ever pay you. Take my word for it, the Frenchman and his killer won’t be around much longer. Take your choice. Now!” Jason strained; the veins in the man’s throat were distended to the point of bursting.


  “Yes, yes!” cried the contact. “I live, not die!”


  They sat in the dark alleyway, their backs against the wall, smoking cigarettes. It was established that the man spoke English fluently, which he had learned from the nuns in a Portuguese Catholic school.


  “You’re very good, you know,” said Bourne, wiping the blood from his lips.


  “I am the champion of Macao. It is why the Frenchman pays me. But you bested me. I am dishonored, no matter what happens.”


  “No you’re not. It’s just that I know a few more dirty tricks than you do. They’re not taught where you were trained, and they never should be. Besides, no one will ever know.”


  “But I am young! You are old.”


  “I wouldn’t go that far. Besides, I stay in pretty good shape, thanks to a crazy doctor who tells me what to do. How old do you think I am?”


  “You are over thirty!”


  “Agreed.”


  “Old!”


  “Thanks.”


  “You are also very strong, very heavy—but it is more than that. I am a sane man. You are not!”


  “Perhaps.” Jason crushed out his cigarette on the pavement. “Let’s talk sensibly,” he said, pulling money from his pocket. “I meant what I said, I’ll pay you well.… Where’s the Frenchman?”


  “Everything is not in balance.”


  “What do you mean?”


  “Balance is important.”


  “I know that, but I don’t understand you.”


  “There is a lack of harmony, and the Frenchman is angry. How much will you pay me?”


  “How much can you tell me?”


  “Where the Frenchman and his assassin will be tomorrow night.”


  “Ten thousand American dollars.”


  “Aiya!”


  “But only if you take me there.”


  “It is across the border!”


  “I have a visa for Shenzen. It’s good for another three days.”


  “It may help, but it is not legal for the Guangdong border.”


  “Then you figure it out. Ten thousand dollars, American.”


  “I will figure it out.” The contact paused, his eyes on the money held out by the American. “May I have what I believe you call an installment?”


  “Five hundred dollars, that’s all.”


  “Negotiations at the border will cost much more.”


  “Call me. I’ll bring you the money.”


  “Call you where?”


  “Get me a hotel room here in Macao. I’ll put my money in its vault.”


  “The Lisboa.”


  “No, not the Lisboa. I can’t go there. Someplace else.”


  “There is no problem. Help me to my feet.… No! It would be better for my dignity if I did not need help.”


  “So be it,” said Jason Bourne.


  Catherine Staples sat at her desk, the disconnected telephone still in her hand; absently she looked at it and hung up. The conversation she had just concluded astonished her. As there was no Canadian Intelligence Force currently operating in Hong Kong, foreign service officers cultivated their own sources within the Hong Kong police for those times when accurate information was needed. These occasions were invariably in the interests of Canadian citizens residing in or traveling through the colony. The problems ranged from those arrested to those assaulted, from Canadians who were swindled to those doing the swindling. Then, too, there were deeper concerns, matters of security and espionage, the former covering visits of ranking government officials, the latter involving means of protection against electronic surveillance and the gaining of sensitive information through acts of blackmail against consulate personnel. It was quiet but common knowledge that agents from the Eastern bloc and fanatically religious Middle East regimes used drugs and prostitutes of both sexes for whatever the preferences of both sexes in a never-ending pursuit of a hostile government’s classified data. Hong Kong was a needle and meat market. And it was in this area that Staples had done some of her best work in the territory. She had saved the careers of two attachés in her own consulate, as well as an American and three British. Photographs of personnel in compromising acts had been destroyed along with the corresponding negatives, the extortionists banished from the colony with threats not simply of exposure but of physical harm. In one instance, an Iranian consular official, yelling in high dudgeon from his quarters at the Gammon House, accused her of meddling in affairs far above her station. She had listened to the ass for as long as she could tolerate the nasal twang, then terminated the call with a short statement: “Didn’t you know? Khomeini likes little boys.”


  All of this had been made possible through her relationship with a late-middle-aged English widower who had opted for retirement from Scotland Yard to become chief of Crown Colonial Affairs in Hong Kong. At sixty-seven, Ian Ballantyne had accepted the fact that his tenure at the Yard was over, but not the use of his professional skills. He was willingly posted to the Far East, where he shook up the Intelligence division of the colony’s police, and in his quiet way shaped an aggressively efficient organization that knew more about Hong Kong’s shadow world than did any of the other agencies in the territory, including MI6, Special Branch. Catherine and Ian had met at one of those bureaucratically dull dinners demanded by consular protocol, and after prolonged conversation laced with wit and appraisal of his table partner, Ballantyne had leaned over and said simply, “Do you think we can still do it, old girl?”


  “Let’s try,” she had replied.


  They had. They enjoyed it, and Ian became a fixture in Staples’s life, no strings or commitments attached. They liked each other; that was enough.


  And Ian Ballantyne had just given the lie to everything Undersecretary of State Edward McAllister told Marie Webb and her husband in Maine. There was no taipan in Hong Kong named Yao Ming, and his impeccable sources—read very well paid—in Macao assured him there had been no double murder involving a taipan’s wife and a drug runner at the Lisboa Hotel. There had been no such killings since the departure of the Japanese occupation forces in 1945. There had been numerous stabbings and gunshot wounds around the tables in the casino, and quite a few deaths in the rooms attributed to overdoses of narcotics, but no such incident as described by Staples’s informer.


  “It’s a fabric of lies, Cathy old girl,” Ian had said. “For what purpose, I can’t fathom.”


  “My source is legitimate, old darling. What do you smell?”


  “Rancid odors, my dear. Someone is taking a great risk for a sizable objective. He’s covering himself, of course—one can buy anything over here, including silence—but the whole damn thing’s fiction. Do you want to tell me more?”


  “Suppose I told you it’s Washington-oriented, not U.K.?”


  “I’d have to contradict you. To go this far London has to be involved.”


  “It doesn’t make sense!”


  “From your viewpoint, Cathy. You don’t know theirs. And I can tell you this—that maniac, Bourne, has us all in a sticky wicket. One of his victims is a man nobody will talk about. I won’t even tell you, my girl.”


  “Will you if I bring you more information?”


  “Probably not, but do try.”


  Staples sat at her desk filtering the words.


  One of his victims is a man nobody will talk about.


  What did Ballantyne mean? What was happening? And why was a former Canadian economist in the center of the sudden storm?


  Regardless, she was safe.


  • • •


  Ambassador Havilland, attaché case in hand, strode into the office in Victoria Peak as McAllister bounced out of the chair, prepared to vacate it for his superior.


  “Stay where you are, Edward. What news?”


  “Nothing, I’m afraid.”


  “Christ, I don’t want to hear that!”


  “I’m sorry.”


  “Where’s the retarded son of a bitch who let this happen?”


  McAllister blanched as Major Lin Wenzu, unseen by Havilland, rose from the couch against the back wall. “I am the retarded son of a bitch, the Chinese who let it happen, Mr. Ambassador.”


  “I’ll not apologize,” said Havilland, turning and speaking harshly. “It’s your necks we’re trying to save, not ours. We’ll survive. You won’t.”


  “I’m not privileged to understand you.”


  “It’s not his fault,” protested the undersecretary of State.


  “Is it yours?” shouted the ambassador. “Were you responsible for her custody?”


  “I’m responsible for everything here.”


  “That’s very Christian of you, Mr. McAllister, but at the moment we’re not reading the Scriptures in Sunday school.”


  “It was my responsibility,” broke in Lin. “I accepted the assignment and I failed. Simply put, the woman outsmarted us.”


  “You’re Lin, Special Branch?”


  “Yes, Mr. Ambassador.”


  “I’ve heard good things about you.”


  “I’m sure my performance invalidates them.”


  “I’m told she also outsmarted a very able doctor.”


  “She did,” confirmed McAllister. “One of the best internists in the territory.”


  “An Englishman,” added Lin.


  “That wasn’t necessary, Major. Any more than your slipping in the word ‘Chinese’ in reference to yourself. I’m not a racist. The world doesn’t know it, but it hasn’t time for that crap.” Havilland crossed to the desk; he placed the attaché case on top, opened it, and removed a thick manila envelope with black borders. “You asked for the Treadstone file. Here it is. Needless to say, it cannot leave this room and when you’re not reading it, lock it in the vault.”


  “I want to start as soon as possible.”


  “You think you’ll find something there?”


  “I don’t know where else to look. Incidentally, I’ve moved to an office down the hall. The vault’s in here.”


  “Feel free to come and go,” said the diplomat. “How much have you told the major?”


  “Only what I was instructed to tell him.” McAllister looked at Lin Wenzu. “He’s complained frequently that he should be told more. Perhaps he’s right.”


  “I’m in no position to press my complaint, Edward. London was firm, Mr. Ambassador. Naturally, I accept the conditions.”


  “I don’t want you to ‘accept’ anything, Major. I want you more frightened than you’ve ever been in your life. We’ll leave Mr. McAllister to his reading and take a stroll. As I was driven in I saw a large attractive garden. Will you join me?”


  “It would be a privilege, sir.”


  “That’s questionable, but it is necessary. You must thoroughly understand. You’ve got to find that woman!”


  Marie stood at the window in Catherine Staples’s flat looking down at the activity below. The streets were crowded, as always, and she had an overpowering urge to get out of the apartment and walk anonymously among those crowds, in those streets, walk around the Asian House in hopes of finding David. At least she would be moving, staring, hearing, hoping—not thinking in silence, half going crazy. But she could not leave; she had given her word to Catherine. She had promised to stay inside, admit no one, and answer the phone only if a second, immediate call was preceded by two previous rings. It would be Staples on the line.


  Dear Catherine, capable Catherine—frightened Catherine. She tried to hide her fear, but it was in her probing questions, asked too quickly, too intensely, her reactions to answers too astonished, frequently accompanied by a shortness of breath, as her eyes strayed, her thoughts obviously racing. Marie had not understood, but she did understand that Staples’s knowledge of the dark world of the Far East was extensive, and when such a knowledgeable person tried to conceal her fear of what she heard, there was far more to the tale than the teller knew.


  The telephone. Two rings. Silence. Then a third. Marie ran to the table by the couch and picked up the phone as the third bell began. “Yes?”


  “Marie, when this liar, McAllister, spoke to you and your husband, he mentioned a cabaret in the Tsim Sha Tsui, if I recall. Am I right?”


  “Yes, he did. He said that an Uzi—that’s a gun—”


  “I know what it is, my dear. The same weapon was supposedly used to kill the taipan’s wife and her lover in Macao, wasn’t that it?”


  “That’s it.”


  “But did he say anything about the men who had been killed in the cabaret over in Kowloon? Anything at all?”


  Marie thought back. “No, I don’t think so. His point was the weapon.”


  “You’re positive.”


  “Yes, I am. I’d remember.”


  “I’m sure you would,” agreed Staples.


  “I’ve gone over that conversation a thousand times. Have you learned anything?”


  “Yes. No such killing as McAllister described to you ever took place at the Lisboa Hotel in Macao.”


  “It was covered up. The banker paid.”


  “Nowhere near what my impeccable source has paid—in more than money. In the coveted, impeccable stamp of his office which can lead to far greater profits for a very long time. In exchange for information, of course.”


  “Catherine, what are you saying?”


  “This is either the clumsiest operation I’ve ever heard of, or a brilliantly conceived plan to involve your husband in ways he would never have considered, certainly never agreed to. I suspect it’s the latter.”


  “Why do you say that?”


  “A man flew into Kai-tak Airport this afternoon, a statesman who’s always been far more than a diplomat. We all know it but the world doesn’t. His arrival was on all our printouts. He demurred when the media tried to interview him, claiming he was strictly on vacation in his beloved Hong Kong.”


  “And?”


  “He’s never taken a vacation in his life.”


  McAllister ran out into the walled garden with its trellises and white wrought-iron furniture and rows of roses and rock-filled ponds. He had put the Treadstone file in the vault, but the words were indelibly printed on his mind. Where were they? Where was he?


  There they were! Sitting on two concrete benches beneath a cherry tree, Lin leaning forward, mesmerized. McAllister could not help it; he broke into a run, out of breath when he reached the tree, staring at the major from Special Branch, MI6.


  “Lin! When Webb’s wife took the call from her husband—the call you terminated—what exactly did she say?”


  “She began talking about a street in Paris where there was a row of trees, her favorite trees, I think she said,” replied Lin, bewildered. “She was obviously trying to tell him where she was, but she was totally wrong.”


  “She was totally right! When I questioned you, you also said that she told Webb that ‘things had been terrible’ on that street in Paris, or something like that—”


  “That’s what she said,” interrupted the major.


  “But that they’d be better over here.”


  “That is what she said.”


  “In Paris a man was killed at the embassy, a man who tried to help them both!”


  “What are you trying to say, McAllister?” interrupted Havilland.


  “The row of trees is insignificant, Mr. Ambassador, but not her favorite tree. The maple tree, the maple leaf. Canada’s symbol! There is no Canadian embassy in Hong Kong, but there is a consulate. That’s their meeting ground. It’s the pattern! It’s Paris all over again!”


  “You didn’t alert friendly embassies—consulates?”


  “Goddamn it!” exploded the undersecretary of State. “What the hell was I going to say? I’m under an oath of silence, remember, sir?”


  “You’re quite right. The rebuke is deserved.”


  “You cannot tie all our hands, Mr. Ambassador,” said Lin. “You are a person I respect greatly, but a few of us, too, must be given a measure of respect if we are to do our jobs. The same respect you just gave me in your telling me of this most frightening thing. Sheng Chou Yang. Incredible!”


  “Discretion must be absolute.”


  “It will be,” said the major.


  “The Canadian consulate,” said Havilland. “Get me the roster of its entire personnel.”


  



  CHAPTER SIXTEEN


  



  The call had come at five o’clock in the afternoon and Bourne was ready for it. No names were exchanged.


  “It is arranged,” said the caller. “We are to be at the border shortly before twenty-one hundred hours, when the guard changes shifts. Your Shenzen visa will be scrutinized and rubber stamps will fly, but none will touch it. Once inside you are on your own, but you did not come through Macao.”


  “What about getting back out? If what you told me is true and things go right, there’ll be someone with me.”


  “It will not be me. I will see you over and to the location. After that, I leave you.”


  “That doesn’t answer my question.”


  “It is not so difficult as getting in, unless you are searched and contraband is found.”


  “There won’t be any.”


  “Then I would suggest drunkenness. It is not uncommon. There is an airfield outside of Shenzen used by special—”


  “I know it.”


  “You were on the wrong airplane, perhaps, that too is not uncommon. The schedules are very bad in China.”


  “How much for tonight?”


  “Four thousand, Hong Kong, and a new watch.”


  “Agreed.”


  • • •


  Some ten miles north of the village of Gongbei the hills rise, soon becoming a minor range of densely forested small mountains. Jason and his former adversary from the alley in Macao walked along the dirt road. The Chinese stopped and looked up at the hills above.


  “Another five or six kilometers and we will reach a field. We will cross it and head up into the second level of woods. We must be careful.”


  “You’re sure they’ll be there?”


  “I carried the message. If there is a campfire, they will be there.”


  “What was the message?”


  “A conference was demanded.”


  “Why across the border?”


  “It could only be across the border. That, too, was part of the message.”


  “But you don’t know why.”


  “I am only the messenger. Things are not in balance.”


  “You said that last night. Can’t you explain what you mean?”


  “I cannot explain it to myself.”


  “Could it be because the conference had to take place over here? In China?”


  “That is part of it, certainly.”


  “There’s more?”


  “Wen ti,” said the guide. “Questions that arise from feelings.”


  “I think I understand.” And Jason did. He had the same questions, the same feelings, when it had become clear to him that the assassin who called himself Bourne was riding in an official vehicle of the People’s Republic.


  “You were too generous with the guard. The watch was too expensive.”


  “I may need him.”


  “He may not be in the same post.”


  “I’ll find him.”


  “He’ll sell the watch.”


  “Good. I’ll bring him another.”


  Crouching, they ran through the tall grass of the field one section at a time, Bourne following the guide, his eyes constantly roving over their flanks and up ahead, finding shadows in the darkness—and yet not total darkness. Fast, low-flying clouds obscured the moon, filtering the light, but every now and then shafts streamed down for brief moments illuminating the landscape. They reached a rising stretch of tall trees and began making their way up. The Chinese stopped and turned, both hands raised.


  “What is it?” whispered Jason.


  “We must go slowly, make no noise.”


  “Patrols?”


  The guide shrugged. “I do not know. There is no harmony.”


  They crawled up through the tangled forest, stopping at every screech of a disturbed bird and the subsequent flutter of wings, letting the moments pass. The hum of the woods was pervasive; the crickets clicked their incessant symphony, a lone owl hooted, to be answered by another, and small ferretlike creatures scampered through the underbrush. Bourne and his guide came to the end of the tall trees; there was a second sloping field of high grass in front of them, and in the distance were the jagged dark outlines of another climbing forest.


  There was also something else. A glow at the top of the next hill, at the summit of the woods. It was a campfire, the campfire! Bourne had to hold himself in check, stop himself from getting up and racing across the field and plunging into the woods, scrambling up to the fire. Patience was everything now, and he was in the dark environs he knew so well; vague memories told him to trust himself—told him that he was the best there was Patience. He would get across the field and silently make his way to the top of the forest; he would find a spot in the woods with a clear view of the fire, of the meeting ground. He would wait, and watch; he would know when to make his move. He had done it so often before—the specifics eluded him, but not the pattern. A man would leave, and like a cat stalking silently through the forest he would follow that man until the moment came. Again, he would know that moment, and the man would be his.


  Marie, I won’t fail us this time. I can move with a kind of terrible purity now—that sounds crazy, I know, but then it’s true.… I can hate with purity—that’s where I came from, I think. Three bleeding bodies floating into a riverbank taught me to hate. A bloody hand print on a door in Maine taught me to reinforce that hate, and never to let it happen again. I don’t often disagree with you, my love, but you were wrong in Geneva, wrong in Paris. I am a killer.


  “What is wrong with you?” whispered the guide, his head close to Jason’s. “You do not follow my signal!”


  “I’m sorry. I was thinking.”


  “So am I, peng you! For our lives!”


  “You don’t have to worry, you can leave now. I see the fire up there on the hill.” Bourne pulled money from his pocket. “I’d rather go alone. One man has less chance of being spotted than two.”


  “Suppose there are other men—patrols? You bested me in Macao, but I am not unworthy in this regard.”


  “If there are such men, I intend to find one.”


  “In the name of Jesus, why?”


  “I want a gun. I couldn’t risk bringing one across the border.”


  “Aiya!”


  Jason handed the guide the money. “It’s all there. Nine thousand five hundred. You want to go back in the woods and count it? I’ve got a small flashlight.”


  “One does not question the man who has bested him. Dignity would not permit such impropriety.”


  “Your words are terrific, but don’t buy a diamond in Amsterdam. Go on, get out of here. It’s my territory.”


  “And this is my gun,” said the guide, taking a weapon from his belt and handing it to Bourne as he took the money. “Use it if you must. The magazine is full—nine shells. There is no registry, no trace. The Frenchman taught me.”


  “You took this across the border?”


  “You brought the watch, I did not. I might have dropped it into a garbage bag but then I saw the guard’s face. I will not need it now.”


  “Thanks. But I should tell you, if you’ve lied to me, I’ll find you. Count on it.”


  “Then the lies would not be mine and the money would be returned.”


  “You’re too much.”


  “You bested me. I must be honorable in all things.”


  Bourne crawled slowly, ever so slowly, across the expanse of tall, starched grass filled with nettles, pulling the needles from his neck and forehead, grateful for the nylon jacket that repelled them. He instinctively knew something his guide did not know, why he did not want the Chinese to come with him. A field with high grass was the most logical place to have patrols; the reeds moved when hidden intruders crawled through them. Therefore one had to observe the swaying grass from the ground and go forward with the prevailing breezes and the sudden mountain winds.


  He saw the start of the woods, trees rising at the edge of the grass. He began to raise himself to a crouching position, then suddenly, swiftly, lowered his body and remained motionless. Up ahead to his right, a man stood on the border of the field, a rifle in his hands, watching the grass in the intermittent moonlight, looking for a pattern of reeds that bent against the breezes. A gust of wind swirled down from the mountains. Bourne moved with it, coming to within ten feet of the guard. Half a foot by half a foot he crawled to the edge of the field; he was now parallel with the man whose concentration was focused in front of him, not on his flanks. Jason inched up so he could see through the reeds. The guard looked to his left. Now!


  Bourne sprang out of the grass and, rushing forward, lunged at the man. In panic, the guard instinctively swung the butt of the rifle to ward off the sudden attack. Jason grabbed the barrel, twisting it over the man’s head, and crashed it down on the exposed skull as he rammed his knee into the guard’s rib cage. The patrol collapsed. Bourne quickly dragged him into the high grass, out of sight. With as few movements as possible, Jason removed the guard’s jacket and ripped the shirt from his back, tearing the cloth into strips. Moments later the man was bound in such a way that with every move he tightened the improvised straps. His mouth was gagged, a torn sleeve wrapped around his head holding the gag in place.


  Normally, as in previous times—Bourne instinctively knew it had been the normal course of similar events—he would have lost no time racing out of the field and starting up through the woods toward the fire. Instead, he studied the unconscious figure of the Oriental below; something disturbed him—something not in harmony. For openers, he had expected the guard would be in the uniform of the Chinese army, for he all too vividly recalled the sight of the government vehicle in Shenzen and knew who was inside. But it was not simply the absence of a uniform, it was the clothes this man wore. They were cheap and filthy, rancid with the smell of grease-laden food. He reached down and twisted the man’s face, opening his mouth; there were few teeth, black with decay. What kind of guard was this, what kind of patrol? He was a thug—no doubt experienced—a brute criminal, contracted in the skid rows of the Orient where life was cheap and generally meaningless. Yet the men at this “conference” dealt in tens of thousands of dollars. The price they paid for a life was very high. Something was not in balance.


  Bourne grabbed the rifle and crawled out of the grass. Seeing nothing, hearing nothing but the murmurs of the forest before him, he got to his feet and raced into the woods. He climbed swiftly, silently, stopping as before with every screech of a bird, every flutter of wings, each abrupt cessation of the cricket symphony. He did not crawl now, he crept on bent legs, holding the barrel of the rifle, a club if the need arose. There could be no gunshots unless his life depended on them, no warning to his quarry. The trap was closing, it was simply a matter of patience now, patience and the final stalk when the jaws of the trap would snap shut. He reached the top of the forest, gliding noiselessly behind a boulder on the edge of the campsite. Silently he lowered the rifle to the ground, withdrew from his belt the gun that the guide had given him and peered around the huge rock.


  What he had expected to find below in the field he now saw. A soldier, standing erect in his uniform, a sidearm strapped to his waist, was roughly twenty feet to the left of the fire. It was as if he wanted to be seen but not identified. Out of balance. The man looked at his watch; the waiting had begun.


  It lasted the better part of an hour. The soldier had smoked five cigarettes; Jason had remained still, barely breathing. And then it happened, slowly, subtly, no heralding trumpets, an entrance devoid of drama. A second figure appeared; he walked casually out of the shadows, parting the final branches of the forest as he came into view. And, without warning, bolts of lightning streaked down from the night sky, burning, searing into David Webb’s head, numbing the mind of Jason Bourne.


  For as the man came into the light of the fire, Bourne gasped, gripping the barrel of the gun to keep from screaming—or from killing. He was looking at a ghost of himself, a haunting apparition from years ago come back to stalk him, no matter who was the hunter now. The face was at once his face yet not his face—perhaps the face as it might have been before the surgeons altered it for Jason Bourne. Like the lean, taut body, the face was younger—younger than the myth he was imitating—and in that youth was strength, the strength of a Delta from Medusa. It was incredible. Even the guarded, catlike walk, the long arms loose at the sides that were so obviously proficient in the deadly arts. It was Delta, the Delta he had been told about, the Delta who had become Cain and finally Jason Bourne. He was looking at himself but not himself, yet withal a killer. An assassin.


  A crack in the distance intruded upon the sounds of the mountain forest. The assassin stopped, then spun away from the fire and dove to his right as the soldier dropped to the ground. A deafening, echoing, staccato burst of gunfire erupted from the woods; the killer rolled over and over on the campsite grass, bullets ripping up the earth as he reached the darkness of the trees. The Chinese soldier was on one knee, firing wildly in the assassin’s direction.


  Then the ear-shattering battle escalated, not from one level to the next but in three separate stages. The explosions were immense. A first grenade destroyed the campsite, followed by a second, uprooting trees, the dry, windblown branches catching fire, and finally a third, hurled high in the air, detonating with enormous force in the area of the woods from which the machine gun had been triggered. Suddenly flames were everywhere, and Bourne shielded his eyes, moving around the boulder, weapon in hand. A trap had been set for the killer and he had walked into it! The Chinese soldier was dead, his gun blown away, as well as most of his body. A figure suddenly raced from the left into the inferno that had been the campsite, then whipped around and ran through the flames, turning twice and, seeing Jason, firing at him. The assassin had doubled back in the woods, hoping to trap and kill those who would kill him. Spinning, Bourne leaped first to his right, then to his left, then fell to the ground, his eyes on the running man. He got to his feet and sprang forward. He could not let him get away! He raced through the raging fires; the figure ahead of him was weaving through the trees. It was the killer! The impostor who claimed to be the lethal myth that had enraged Asia, using that myth for his own purposes, destroying the original and the wife that man loved. Bourne ran as he had never run before, dodging trees and leaping over the underbrush with an agility that denied the years between Medusa and the present. He was back in Medusa! He was Medusa! And with every ten yards he closed the gap by five. He knew the forests, and every forest was a jungle and every jungle was his friend. He had survived in the jungles; without thinking—–only feeling—he knew their curvatures, their vines, the sudden pits and the abrupt ravines. He was gaining, gaining! And then he was there, the killer only feet ahead of him!


  With what seemed like the last breath in his body, Jason lunged—Bourne against Bourne! His hands were the claws of a mountain cat as he gripped the shoulders of the racing figure in front of him, his fingers digging into the hard flesh and bone as he whipped the killer back, his heels dug into the earth, his right knee crashing up into the man’s spine. His rage was such that he consciously had to remind himself not to kill. Stay alive! You are my freedom, our freedom!


  The assassin screamed as the true Jason Bourne hammerlocked his neck, wrenching the head to the right and forcing the pretender down. Both fell to the ground, Bourne’s forearm jammed across the man’s throat, his left hand clenched, repeatedly pounding the killer’s lower abdomen, forcing the air out of the weakening body.


  The face? The face? Where was the face that belonged to years ago? To an apparition that wanted to take him back into a hell that memory had blocked out. Where was the face? This was not it!


  “Delta!” screamed the man beneath him.


  “What did you call me?” shouted Bourne.


  “Delta!” shrieked the writhing figure. “Cain is for Carlos, Delta is for Cain!”


  “Goddamn you! Who—”


  “D’Anjou! I am d’Anjou! Medusa! Tarn Quan! We have no names, only symbols! For God’s sake, Paris! The Louvre! You saved my life in Paris—as you saved so many lives in Medusa! I am d’Anjou! I told you what you had to know in Paris! You are Jason Bourne! The madman who runs from us is but a creation! My creation!”


  Webb stared at the contorted face below, at the perfectly groomed gray moustache and the silver hair that swept back over the aging head. The nightmare had returned…he was in the steaming infested jungles of Tam Quan with no way out and death all around them. Then suddenly he was in Paris, nearing the steps of the Louvre in the blinding afternoon sunlight. Gunshots. Cars screeching, crowds screaming. He had to save the face beneath him! Save the face from Medusa who could supply the missing pieces of the insane puzzle!


  “D’Anjou?” whispered Jason. “You’re d’Anjou?”


  “If you will give me back my throat,” choked the Frenchman, “I will tell you a story. I’m sure you have one to tell me.”


  Philippe d’Anjou surveyed the wreckage of the campsite, now a smoking ruin. He crossed himself as he searched the pockets of the dead “soldier,” removing whatever valuables he found. “We’ll free the man below when we leave,” he said. “There’s no other access to this place. It’s why I posted him there.”


  “And told him to look for what?”


  “Like you, I’m from Medusa. Fields of grass—poets and consumers notwithstanding—are both avenues and traps. Guerrillas know that. We knew that.”


  “You couldn’t have anticipated me.”


  “Hardly. But I could and did anticipate every counter-move my creation might consider. He was to arrive alone. The instructions were clear, but who could trust him, least of all me?”


  “You’re ahead of me.”


  “It’s part of my story. You’ll hear it.”


  They walked down through the woods, the elderly d’Anjou gripping the trunks of trees and saplings to ease the descent. They reached the field, hearing the muted screams of the bound guard as they walked into the tall grass. Bourne cut the cloth straps with his knife and the Frenchman paid him.


  “Zou ba!” yelled d’Anjou. The man fled into the darkness. “He is garbage. They are all garbage, but they kill willingly for a price and disappear.”


  “You tried to kill him tonight, didn’t you? It was a trap.”


  “Yes. I thought he was wounded in the explosions. It’s why I went after him.”


  “I thought he’d doubled back to take you at the rear.”


  “Yes, we would have done that in Medusa—”


  “It’s why I thought you were him.” Jason suddenly shouted in fury. “What have you done?”


  “It’s part of the story.”


  “I want to hear it. Now!”


  “There’s a flat stretch of ground several hundred yards, over there to the left,” said the Frenchman, pointing. “It used to be a grazing field, but recently it’s been used by helicopters flying in to meet with an assassin. Let’s go to the far end and rest—and talk. Just in case what remains of the fire draws anyone from the village.”


  “It’s five miles away.”


  “Still, this is China.”


  The clouds had dispersed, blown away with the night winds; the moon was descending, yet was still high enough to wash the distant mountains with its light. The two men of Medusa sat on the ground. Bourne lit a cigarette as d’Anjou spoke. “Do you remember back in Paris, that crowded café where we talked after the madness at the Louvre?”


  “Sure. Carlos nearly killed us both that afternoon.”


  “You nearly trapped the Jackal.”


  “But I didn’t. What about Paris, the café?”


  “I told you then I was coming back to Asia. To Singapore or Hong Kong, perhaps the Seychelles, I think I said. France was never good for me—or to me. After Dienbienphu—everything I had was destroyed, blown up by our own troops—the talk of reparations was meaningless. Hollow babbling from hollow men. It’s why I joined Medusa. The only possible way to get back my own was with an American victory.”


  “I remember,” said Jason. “What’s that got to do with tonight?”


  “As is obvious, I came back to Asia. Since the Jackal had seen me, the routing was circuitous, which left me time to think. I had to make a clear appraisal of my circumstances and the possibilities before me. As I was fleeing for my life, my assets were not extensive but neither were they pathetic. I took the risk of returning to the shop in St. Honoré that afternoon and frankly stole every sou in and out of sight. I knew the combination of the safe, and fortunately it was well endowed. I could comfortably buy myself across the world, out of Carlos’s reach, and live for many weeks without panic. But what was I to do with myself? The funds would run out, and my skills—so apparent in the civilized world—were not such that would permit me to live out the autumn of my life over here in the comfort that was stolen from me. Still, I had not been a snake in the head of Medusa for nothing. God knows I discovered and developed talents I never dreamed were within me—and found, frankly, that morality was not an issue. I had been wronged, and I could wrong others. And nameless, faceless strangers had tried to kill me countless times, so I could assume the responsibility for the death of nameless, faceless other strangers. You see the symmetry, don’t you? At once removed, the equations became abstract.”


  “I hear a lot of horseshit,” replied Bourne.


  “Then you are not listening, Delta.”


  “I’m not Delta.”


  “Very well. Bourne.”


  “I’m not—go on, perhaps I am.”


  “Comment?”


  “Rien. Go on.”


  “It struck me that regardless of what happened to you in Paris—whether you won or lost, whether you were killed or spared—Jason Bourne was finished. And by all the holy saints, I knew Washington would never utter a word of acknowledgment or clarification; you would simply disappear. ‘Beyond-salvage,’ I believe is the term.”


  “I’m aware of it,” said Jason. “So I was finished.”


  “Naturellement. But there would be no explanations, there could not be. Mon Dieu, the assassin they invented had gone mad—he had killed! No, there would be nothing. Strategists retreat into the darkest shadows when their plans go—‘off the wire,’ I think is the phrase.”


  “I’m aware of that one, too.”


  “Bien. Then you can comprehend the solution I found for myself, for the last days of an older man.”


  “I’m beginning to.”


  “Bien encore. There was a void here in Asia. Jason Bourne was no longer, but his legend was still alive. And there are men who will pay for the services of such an extraordinary man. Therefore I knew what I had to do. It was simply a matter of finding the right contender—”


  “Contender?”


  “Very well, pretender, if you wish. And train him in the ways of Medusa, in the ways of the most vaunted member of that so unofficial, criminal fraternity. I went to Singapore and searched the caves of the outcasts, often fearing for my life, until I found the man. And I found him quickly, I might add. He was desperate; he had been running for his life for nearly three years, staying, as they say, only steps away from those hunting him. He is an Englishman, a former Royal Commando who got drunk one night and killed seven people in the London streets while in a rage. Because of his outstanding service record he was sent to a psychiatric hospital in Kent, from which he escaped and somehow—God knows how—made his way to Singapore. He had all the tools of the trade; they simply needed to be refined and guided.”


  “He looks like me. Like I used to look.”


  “Far more now than he did. The basic features were there, also the tall frame and the muscular body; they were assets. It was merely a question of altering a rather prominent nose and rounding a sharper chin than I remembered your having—as Delta, of course. You were different in Paris, but not so radically that I could not recognize you.”


  “A commando,” said Jason quietly. “It fits. Who is he?”


  “He’s a man without a name but not without a macabre story,” replied d’Anjou, gazing at the mountains in the distance.


  “No name…?”


  “None he ever gave me that he would not contradict in the next breath—none remotely authentic. He guards that name as if it were the sole extension of his life, its revelation inevitably leading to his death. Of course, he’s right; the present circumstances are a case in point. If I had a name, I could forward it through a blind to the British authorities in Hong Kong. Their computers would light up; specialists would be flown from London and a manhunt that I could never mount would be set in motion. They’d never take him alive—he wouldn’t permit it and they wouldn’t care to—and thus my purpose would be served.”


  “Why do the British want him terminated?”


  “Suffice it to say that Washington had its Mai Lais and its Medusa, while London has a far more recent military unit led by a homicidal psychotic who left hundreds slaughtered in his wake—few distinctions were made between the innocent and the guilty. He holds too many secrets, which, if exposed, could lead to violent eruptions of revenge throughout the Mideast and Africa. Practicality comes first, you know that. Or you should.”


  “He led?” asked Bourne, as stunned as he was bewildered.


  “No mere foot soldier he, Delta. He was a captain at twenty-two and a major at twenty-four when rank was next to impossible to obtain due to Whitehall’s service economies. No doubt he’d be a brigadier or even a full general by now if his luck had held out.”


  “That’s what he told you?”


  “In periodic drunken rages when ugly truths would surface—but never his name. They usually occurred once or twice a month, several days at a time when he’d block out his life in a drunken sea of self-loathing. Yet he was always coherent enough before the outbursts came, telling me to strap him down, confine him, protect him from himself.… He would relive horrible events from his past, his voice hoarse, guttural, hollow. As the drink took over he would describe scenes of torture and mutilation, questioning prisoners with knives puncturing their eyes, and their wrists slit, ordering his captives to watch as their lives flowed out of their veins. So far as I could piece the fragments together, he commanded many of the most dangerous and savage raids against the fanatical uprisings of the late seventies and early eighties, from Yemen down to the bloodbaths in East Africa. In one moment of besotted jubilation he spoke of how Idi Amin himself would stop breathing at the mention of his name, so widespread was his reputation for matching—even surpassing—Amin’s strategy of brutality.” D’Anjou paused, nodding his head slowly and arching his brows in the Gallic acceptance of the inexplicable. “He was subhuman—is subhuman—but for all that a highly intelligent so-called officer and a gentleman. A complete paradox, a total contradiction of the civilized man.… He’d laugh at the fact that his troops despised him and called him an animal yet none ever dared to raise an official complaint. ”


  “Why not?” asked Jason, stirred and pained at what he was hearing. “Why didn’t they report him?”


  “Because he always brought them out—most of them out—when the order of battle seemed hopeless.”


  “I see,” said Bourne, letting the remark ride with the mountain breezes. “No, I don’t see,” he cried angrily, as if suddenly, unexpectedly stung. “Command structure is better than that. Why did his superiors put up with him? They had to know!”


  “As I understood his ran tings, he got the jobs done when others couldn’t—or wouldn’t. He learned the secret we in Medusa learned long ago. Play by the enemy’s most ruthless conditions. Change the rules according to the culture. After all, human life to others is not what it is to the Judeo-Christian concept. How could it be? For so many, death is a liberation from intolerable human conditions.”


  “Breathing is breathing!” insisted Jason harshly. “Being is being and thinking is thinking!” added David Webb. “He’s a Neanderthal.”


  “No more than Delta was at certain times. And you got us out of how many—”


  “Don’t say that!” protested the man from Medusa, cutting off the Frenchman. “It wasn’t the same.”


  “But certainly a variation,” insisted d’Anjou. “Ultimately the motives do not really matter, do they? Only the results. Or don’t you care to accept the truth? You lived it once. Does Jason Bourne now live with lies?”


  “At the moment I simply live—from day to day, from night to night—until it’s over. One way or another.”


  “You must be clearer.”


  “When I want to or have to,” replied Bourne icily. “He’s good, then, isn’t he? Your commando—major without a name. Good at what he does.”


  “As good as Delta—perhaps better. You see, he has no conscience, none whatsoever. You, on the other hand, as violent as you were, showed flashes of compassion. Something inside you demanded it. ‘Spare this man,’ you would say. ‘He is a husband, a father, a brother. Incapacitate him, but let him live, let him function later.’…My creation, your impostor, would never do that. He wants always the final solution—death in front of his eyes.”


  “What happened to him? Why did he kill those people in London? Being drunk’s not a good enough reason, not where he’s been.”


  “It is if it’s a way of life you can’t resign from.”


  “You keep your weapon in place unless you’re threatened. Otherwise you invite the threats.”


  “He used no weapon. Only his hands that night in London.”


  “What?”


  “He stalked the streets looking for imagined enemies—that’s what I gathered from his ravings. ‘It was in their eyes!’ he’d scream. ‘It’s always in the eyes! They know who I am, what I am.’ I tell you, Delta, it was both frightening and tedious, and I never got a name, never a specific reference other than Idi Amin, which any drunken soldier of fortune would use to further himself. To involve the British in Hong Kong would mean involving myself, and, after all, I certainly could not do that. The whole thing’s so frustrating, so I went back to the ways of Medusa. Do it yourself. You taught us that, Delta. You constantly told us—ordered us—to use our imagination. That’s what I did tonight. And I failed, as an old man might be expected to fail.”


  “Answer my question,” pressed Bourne. “Why did he kill those people in London?”


  “For a reason as banal as it was pointless—and entirely too familiar. He’d been rejected, and his ego could not tolerate that rejection. I sincerely doubt that any other emotion was involved. As with all his indulgences, sexual activity is simply an animal release; no affection is involved, for he has no capacity for it. Mon Dieu, he was so right!”


  “Again. What happened?”


  “He had returned, wounded, from some particularly brutal duty in Uganda expecting to take up where he left off with a woman in London—someone, I gather, rather highborn, as the English say, a throwback to his earlier days, no doubt. But she refused to see him and hired armed guards to protect her house in Chelsea after he called her. Two of those men were among the seven he killed that night. You see, she claimed his temper was uncontrollable and his bouts of drinking made him murderous, which, of course, they did. But for me he was the perfect contender. In Singapore I followed him outside a disreputable bar and saw him corner two murderous thugs in an alleyway—contrebandiers who had made a great deal of money with a narcotics sale in that filthy waterfront cave—and watched as he backed them against the wall, slashing both their throats with a single sweep of his knife and removing the proceeds from their pockets. I knew then that he had it all. I had found my Jason Bourne. I approached him slowly, silently, my hand extended, holding more money than he had extracted from his victims. We talked. It was the beginning.”


  “So Pygmalion created his Galatea, and the first contract you accepted became Aphrodite and gave it life. Bernard Shaw would love you, and I could kill you.”


  “To what end? You came to find him tonight. I came to destroy him.”


  “Which is part of your story,” said David Webb, looking away from the Frenchman at the fired mountains, thinking of Maine and the life with Marie that had been so violently disrupted. “You bastard!” he suddenly shouted. “I could kill you! Have you any idea what you’ve done?”


  “That is your story, Delta. Let me finish mine.”


  “Make it neat.… Echo. That was your name, wasn’t it? Echo?” The memories came back.


  “Yes, it was. You once told Saigon that you would not travel without ‘old Echo.’ I had to be with your team because I could discern trouble with the tribes and the village chiefs that others could not—which had little to do with my alphabetical symbol. Of course, it was nothing mystic. I had lived in the colonies for ten years. I knew when the Quan-si were lying.”


  “Finish your story,” ordered Bourne.


  “Betrayal,” said d’Anjou, palms outstretched. “Just as you were created, I created my own Jason Bourne. And just as you went mad, my creation did the same. He turned on me; he became the reality that was my invention. Dismiss Galatea, Delta, he became Frankenstein’s monster with none of that creature’s torment. He broke away from me and began to think for himself, do for himself. Once his desperation left him—with my inestimable help and a surgeon’s knife—his sense of authority came back to him, as well as his arrogance, his ugliness. He considers me a trifle. That’s what he called me, a ‘trifle’! An insignificant nonentity who used him! I who created him!”


  “You mean he makes contracts on his own?”


  “Perverted contracts, grotesque and extraordinarily dangerous.”


  “But I traced him through you, through your arrangements at the Kam Pek casino. Table Five. The telephone number of a hotel in Macao and a name.”


  “A method of contact he finds convenient to maintain. And why not? It’s virtually security-proof and what can I do? Go to the authorities and say, ‘See here, gentleman, there’s this fellow I’m somewhat responsible for who insists on using arrangements I created so he can be paid for killing someone.’ He even uses my conduit.”


  “The Zhongguo ren with the fast hands and faster feet?”


  D’Anjou looked at Jason. “So that’s how you did it, how you found this place. Delta hasn’t lost his touch, n’est-ce pas? Is the man alive?”


  “He is, and ten thousand dollars richer.”


  “He’s a money-hungry cochon. But I can hardly criticize, I used him myself. I paid him five hundred to pick up and deliver a message.”


  “That brought your creation here tonight so you could kill him? What made you so sure he’d come?”


  “A Medusan’s instinct, and skeletal knowledge of an extraordinary liaison he has made, a contact so profitable to him and so dangerous it could have all Hong Kong at war, the entire colony paralyzed.”


  “I heard that theory before,” said Jason, recalling McAllister’s words spoken that early evening in Maine, “and I still don’t believe it. When killers kill each other, they’re the ones who usually lose. They blow themselves away and informers come out of the woodwork thinking they might be next.”


  “If the victims are restricted to such a convenient pattern, certainly you are right. But not when they include a powerful political figure from a vast and aggressive nation.”


  Bourne stared at d’Anjou. “China?” he asked softly.


  The Frenchman nodded. “Five men were killed in the Tsim Sha Tsui—”


  “I know that.”


  “Four of those corpses were meaningless. Not the fifth. He was the Vice-Premier of the People’s Republic.”


  “Good God!” Jason frowned, the image of a car coming to him. A car with its windows blacked out and an assassin inside. An official government vehicle of the Chinese government.


  “My sources tell me that the wires burned between Government House and Beijing, practicality and face winning out—this time. After all, what was the Vice-Premier doing in Kowloon, to begin with? Was such an august leader of the Central Committee also one of the corrupted? But, as I say, that is this time. No, Delta, my creation must be destroyed before he accepts another contract that could plunge us all into an abyss.”


  “Sorry, Echo. Not killed. Taken and brought to someone else.”


  “That is your story, then?” asked d’Anjou.


  “Part of it, yes.”


  “Tell me.”


  “Only what you have to know. My wife was kidnapped and brought to Hong Kong. To get her back—and I’ll get her back, or every goddamned one of you will die—I have to deliver your son-of-a-bitch creation. And now I’m one step closer because you’re going to help me, and I mean really help me. If you don’t—”


  “Threats are unnecessary, Delta,” interrupted the former Medusan. “I know what you can do. I’ve seen you do it. You want him for your reasons and I want him for mine. The order of battle is joined.”


  

  


  CHAPTER SEVENTEEN


  



  Catherine Staples insisted that her dinner guest have another vodka martini, demurring for herself, as her glass was still half full.


  “It’s also half empty,” said the thirty-two-year-old American attaché, smiling wanly and nervously, pushing his dark hair away from his forehead. “That’s stupid of me, Catherine,” he added. “I’m sorry, but I can’t forget that you saw the photographs—never mind that you saved my career and probably my life—it’s those goddamned photographs.”


  “No one else saw them except Inspector Ballantyne.”


  “But you saw them.”


  “I’m old enough to be your mother.”


  “That compounds it. I look at you and feel so ashamed, so damned dirty.”


  “My former husband, wherever he is, once said to me that there was absolutely nothing that could or should be considered dirty in sexual encounters. I suspect there was a motive for his making the statement, but I happen to think he was right. Look, John, put them out of your mind. I have.”


  “I’ll do my best.” A waiter approached; the drink was ordered by signal. “Since your call this afternoon I’ve been a basket case. I thought more had surfaced. That was a twenty-four-hour period of pure outer space.”


  “You were heavily and insidiously drugged. On that level you weren’t responsible. And I’m sorry, I should have told you it had nothing to do with our previous business.”


  “If you had, I might have earned my salary for the last five hours.”


  “It was forgetful and cruel of me. I apologize.”


  “Accepted. You’re a great girl, Catherine.”


  “I appeal to your infantile regressions.”


  “Don’t bet too much money on that.”


  “Then don’t you have a fifth martini.”


  “It’s only my second.”


  “A little flattery never hurt anyone.”


  They laughed quietly. The waiter returned with John Nelson’s drink; he thanked the man and turned back to Staples. “I have an idea that the prospect of flattery didn’t get me a free meal at the Plume. This place is out of my range.”


  “Mine, too, but not Ottawa’s. You’ll be listed as a terribly important person. In fact you are.”


  “That’s nice. No one ever told me. I’m in a pretty good job over here because I learned Chinese. I figured that with all those Ivy League recruits, a boy from Upper Iowa College in old Fayette, Big I, ought to have an edge somewhere.”


  “You have it, Johnny. The consulates like you. Our out-posted ‘Embassy Row’ thinks very highly of you, and they should.”


  “If they do, it’s thanks to you and Ballantyne. And only you two.” Nelson paused, sipped his martini, and looked at Staples over the rim of the glass. He lowered his drink and spoke again. “What is it, Catherine? Why am I important?”


  “Because I need your help.”


  “Anything. Anything I can do.”


  “Not so fast, Johnny. It’s deep-water time and I could be drowning myself.”


  “If anyone deserves a lifeline from me, it’s you. Outside of minor problems, our two countries live next door to each other and basically like each other—we’re on the same side. What is it? How can I help you?”


  “Marie St. Jacques…Webb,” said Catherine, studying the attaché’s face.


  Nelson blinked, his eyes roving aimlessly in thought. “Nothing,” he said. “The name doesn’t mean anything to me.”


  “All right, let’s try Raymond Havilland.”


  “Oh, now that’s another barrel of pickled herring.” The attaché widened his eyes and cocked his head. “We’ve all been scuttlebutting about him. He hasn’t come to the consulate, hasn’t even called our head honcho, who wants to get his picture in the papers with him. After all, Havilland’s a class act—kind of metaphysical in this business. He’s been around since the loaves and the fishes, and he probably engineered the whole scam.”


  “Then you’re aware that over the years your aristocratic ambassador has been involved with more than diplomatic negotiations.”


  “Nobody ever says it, but only the naïve accept his above-the-fray posture.”


  “You are good, Johnny.”


  “Merely observant. I do earn some of my pay. What’s the connection between a name I do know and one that I don’t?”


  “I wish I knew. Do you have any idea why Havilland is over here? Any rumors you’ve picked up?”


  “I’ve no idea why he’s here, but I do know you won’t find him at a hotel.”


  “I assume he has wealthy friends—”


  “I’m sure he does, but he’s not staying with them, either.”


  “Oh?”


  “The consulate quietly leased a house in Victoria Peak, and a second marine contingent was flown over from Hawaii for guard duty. None of us in the upper-middle ranks knew about it until a few days ago when one of those dumb things happened. Two marines were having dinner in the Wanchai and one of them paid the bill with a temporary check drawn on a Hong Kong bank. Well, you know servicemen and checks; the manager gave this corporal a hard time. The kid said neither he nor his buddy had had time to round up cash and that the check was perfectly good. Why didn’t the manager call the consulate and talk to a military attaché?”


  “Smart corporal,” broke in Staples.


  “Unsmart consulate,” said Nelson. “The military boys had gone for the day, and our hotshot security personnel in their limitless paranoia about secrecy hadn’t rostered the Victoria Peak contingent. The manager said later that the corporal showed a couple of ID’s and seemed like a nice kid, so he took a chance.”


  “That was reasonable of him. He probably wouldn’t have if the corporal had behaved otherwise. Again, smart marine.”


  “He did behave otherwise. The next morning down at the consulate. He read the riot act in all but barracks language in a voice so loud even I heard him, and my office is at the end of the corridor from the reception room. He wanted to know who the hell we civvies thought they were up there on that mountain and how come they weren’t rostered, since they’d been there for a week. He was one angry gyrene, let me tell you.”


  “And suddenly the whole consulate knew there was a sterile house in the colony.”


  “You said that, Catherine, I didn’t. But I’ll tell you exactly what the memorandum to all personnel instructed us to say—the memo arrived on our desks an hour after the corporal had left, having spent twenty minutes with some very embarrassed security clowns.”


  “And what you were instructed to say is not what you believe.”


  “No comment,” said Nelson. “The house in Victoria was leased for the convenience and security of traveling government personnel as well as representatives of U.S. corporations doing business in the territory.”


  “Hogwash. Especially the latter. Since when does the American taxpayer pick up those kinds of tabs for General Motors and ITT?”


  “Washington is actively encouraging an expansion of trade in line with our widening open-door policy with respect to the People’s Republic. It’s consistent. We want to make things easier, more accessible, and this place is crowded as hell. Try getting a decent reservation on two days’ notice.”


  “You sound like you rehearsed that.”


  “No comment. I’ve told you only what I was instructed to tell you should you bring the matter up—which I’m sure you did.”


  “Of course I did. I have friends in the Peak who think the neighborhood’s going to seed, what with all those corporal types hanging around.” Staples sipped her drink. “Havilland’s up there?” she asked, placing the glass back on the table.


  “Almost guaranteed.”


  “Almost?”


  “Our information officer—her office is next to mine—wanted to get some PR mileage out of the ambassador. She asked the CG which hotel he was at, and she was told that he wasn’t. Then whose residence? Same answer. ‘We’ll have to wait until he calls us, if he does,’ said our boss. She cried on my shoulder, but the order was firm. No tracking him down.”


  “He’s up in the Peak,” concluded Staples quietly. “He’s built himself a sterile house and he’s mounted an operation.”


  “Which has something to do with this Webb, this Marie St. Somebody Webb?”


  “St. Jacques. Yes.”


  “Do you want to tell me about it?”


  “Not now—for your sake as well as mine. If I’m right and anyone thought you’d been given information, you could be transferred to Reykjavik without a sweater.”


  “But you said you didn’t know what the connection was, that you wished you did.”


  “In the sense that I can’t understand the reasons for it if, indeed, it exists. I only know one side of the story and it’s filled with holes. I could be wrong.” Catherine again drank a small portion of her whisky. “Look, Johnny,” she continued. “Only you can make the decision and if it’s negative, I’ll understand. I have to know if Havilland’s being over here has anything to do with a man named David Webb and his wife, Marie St. Jacques. She was an economist in Ottawa before her marriage.”


  “She’s Canadian?”


  “Yes. Let me tell you why I have to know without telling you so much you could get into trouble. If the connection’s there, I have to go one way; if it’s not, I can turn a hundred and eighty degrees and take another route. If it’s the latter, I can go public. I can use the newspapers, radio, television, anything that can spread the word and pull her husband in.”


  “Which means he’s out in the cold,” broke in the attaché. “And you know where she is, but others don’t.”


  “As I said before, you’re very quick.”


  “But if it’s the former—if there is a connection to Havilland, which you believe there is—”


  “No comment. If I answered you, I’d be telling you more than you should know.”


  “I see. It’s touchy. Let me think.” Nelson picked up his martini, but instead of drinking he put it down. “How about an anonymous phone call that I got?”


  “Such as?”


  “A distraught Canadian woman looking for information about her missing American husband.”


  “Why would she have called you? She’s experienced in government circles. Why not the consul general himself?”


  “He wasn’t in. I was.”


  “I don’t want to disabuse you of your dreams of glory, Johnny, but you’re not next in line.”


  “You’re right. And anyone could check the switchboard and find out I never got the call.”


  Staples frowned, then leaned forward. “There is a way if you’re willing to lie a bit further. It’s based on reality. It happened, and no one could say that it didn’t.”


  “What is it?”


  “A woman stopped you in Garden Road when you were leaving the consulate. She didn’t tell you very much but enough to alarm you, and she wouldn’t go inside because she was frightened. She’s the distraught woman looking for her missing American husband. You could even describe her.”


  “Start with her description,” said Nelson.


  Sitting in front of McAllister’s desk, Lin Wenzu read from his notebook as the undersecretary of State listened. “Although the description differs, the differences are minor and easily achieved. Hair pulled back and covered by a hat, no makeup, flat shoes to reduce her height but not that much—it is she.”


  “And she claimed not to recognize the name of anyone in the directory who could be her so-called cousin?”


  “A second cousin on her mother’s side. Just farfetched yet specific enough to be credible. According to the receptionist she was quite awkward, even flustered. She also carried a purse that was so obviously a Gucci imitation that the receptionist took her for a backwoods hick. Pleasant but gullible.”


  “She recognized someone’s name,” said McAllister.


  “If she did, why didn’t she ask to see him? She wouldn’t waste time under the circumstances.”


  “She probably assumed that we’d sent out an alert, that she couldn’t take the chance of being recognized, not on the premises.”


  “I don’t think that would concern her, Edward. With what she knows, what she’s been through, she could be extremely convincing.”


  “With what she thinks she knows, Lin. She can’t be sure of anything. She’ll be very cautious, afraid to make a wrong move. That’s her husband out there, and take my word for it—I saw them together—she’s extremely protective of him. My God, she stole over five million dollars for the simple reason that she thought quite correctly he’d been wronged by his own people. By her lights he deserved it—they deserved it—and let Washington go to hell in a basket.”


  “She did that?”


  “Havilland cleared you for everything. She did that and got away with it. Who was going to raise his voice? She had clandestine Washington just the way she wanted it. Frightened and embarrassed, both to the teeth.”


  “The more I learn, the more I admire her.”


  “Admire her all you like, just find her.”


  “Speaking of the ambassador, where is he?”


  “Having a quiet lunch with the Canadian High Commissioner.”


  “He’s going to tell him everything?”


  “No, he’s going to ask for blind cooperation with a telephone at his table so he can reach London. London will instruct the commissioner to do whatever Havilland asks him to do. It’s all been arranged.”


  “He moves and shakes, doesn’t he?”


  “There’s no one like him. He should be back any minute now—actually, he’s late.” The telephone rang and McAllister picked it up. “Yes?…No, he’s not here. Who?…Yes, of course, I’ll talk to him.” The undersecretary covered the mouthpiece and spoke to the major. “It’s our consul general. I mean American.”


  “Something’s happened,” said Lin, nervously getting out of his chair.


  “Yes, Mr. Lewis, this is McAllister. I want you to know how much we appreciate everything, sir. The consulate’s been most cooperative.”


  Suddenly, the door opened and Havilland walked into the room.


  “It’s the American consul general, Mr. Ambassador,” said Lin. “I believe he was asking for you.”


  “This is no time for one of his damned dinner parties!”


  “Just a minute, Mr. Lewis. The ambassador just arrived. I’m sure you want to speak with him.” McAllister extended the phone to Havilland, who walked rapidly to the desk.


  “Yes, Jonathan, what is it?” His tall, slender body rigid, his eyes fixed on an unseen spot in the garden beyond the large bay window, the ambassador stood in silence, listening. Finally, he spoke. “Thank you, Jonathan, you did the right thing. Say absolutely nothing to anyone and I’ll take it from here.” Havilland hung up and looked alternately at McAllister and Lin. “Our breakthrough, if it is a breakthrough, just came from the wrong direction. Not the Canadian but the American consulate.”


  “It’s not consistent,” said McAllister. “It’s not Paris, not the street with her favorite tree, the maple tree, the maple leaf. That’s the Canadian consulate, not the American.”


  “And with that analysis are we to disregard it?”


  “Of course not. What happened?”


  “An attaché named Nelson was stopped in Garden Road by a Canadian woman trying to find her American husband. This Nelson offered to help her, to accompany her to the police but she was adamant. She wouldn’t go to the police, and neither would she go back with him to his office.”


  “Did she give any reasons?” asked Lin. “She appeals for help and then refuses it.”


  “Just that it was personal. Nelson described her as high-strung, overwrought. She identified herself as Marie Webb and said that perhaps her husband had come to the consulate looking for her. Could Nelson ask around and she’d call him back.”


  “That’s not what she said before,” protested McAllister. “She was clearly referring to what had happened to them in Paris, and that meant reaching an official of her own government, her own country. Canada.”


  “Why do you persist?” asked Havilland. “That’s not a criticism, I simply want to know why.”


  “I’m not sure. Something’s not right. Among other things, the major here established the fact that she did go to the Canadian consulate.”


  “Oh?” The ambassador looked at the man from Special Branch.


  “The receptionist confirmed it. The description was close enough, especially for someone trained by a chameleon. Her story was that she had promised her family she would look up a distant cousin whose last name she had forgotten. The receptionist gave her a directory and she went through it.”


  “She found someone she knew,” interrupted the undersecretary of State. “She made contact.”


  “Then there’s your answer,” said Havilland firmly. “She learned that her husband had not gone to a street with a row of maple trees, so she took the next best course of action. The American consulate.”


  “And identifies herself when she has to know people are looking for her all over Hong Kong?”


  “Giving a false name would serve no purpose,” the ambassador replied.


  “They both speak French. She could have used a French word—toile, for instance. It means web.”


  “I know what it means, but I think you’re reaching.”


  “Her husband would have understood. She would have done something less obvious.”


  “Mr. Ambassador,” interrupted Lin Wenzu, slowly taking his eyes off McAllister. “Hearing your words to the American consul general, that he should say absolutely nothing to anyone, and now fully understanding your concerns for secrecy, I assume Mr. Lewis has not been apprised of the situation.”


  “Correct, Major.”


  “Then how did he know to call you? People frequently get lost here in Hong Kong. A missing husband or a missing wife is not so uncommon.”


  For an instant Havilland’s expression was creased with self-doubt. “Jonathan Lewis and I go back a long time,” he said, his voice lacking its usual authority. “He may be something of a bon vivant, but he’s no fool—he wouldn’t be here if he were. And the circumstances under which the woman stopped his attaché—well, Lewis knows me and he drew certain conclusions.” The diplomat turned to McAllister; when he continued, his authority gradually returned. “Call Lewis back, Edward. Tell him to instruct this Nelson to stand by for a call from you. I’d prefer a less direct approach, but there isn’t time. I want you to question him, question him on anything and everything you can think of. I’ll be listening on the line in your office.”


  “You agree, then,” said the undersecretary. “Something’s wrong.”


  “Yes,” answered Havilland, looking at Lin. “The major saw it and I didn’t. I’d phrase it somewhat differently, but it’s essentially what disturbs him. The question is not why Lewis called me, it’s why an attaché went to him. After all, a highly agitated woman says her husband’s missing but she won’t go to the police, won’t enter the consulate. Normally such a person would be dismissed as a crank. Certainly on the surface it’s not a matter to bring to the attention of an overworked CG. Call Lewis.”


  “Of course. But, first, did things go smoothly with the Canadian commissioner? Will he cooperate?”


  “The answer to your first question is no, things did not go smoothly. As to the second, he has no choice.”


  “I don’t understand.”


  Havilland exhaled in weary irritation. “Through Ottawa he’ll provide us with a list of everyone on his staff who’s had any dealings whatsoever with Marie St. Jacques—reluctantly. That’s the cooperation he’s been instructed to deliver, but he was damned testy about it. To begin with, he himself went through a two-day seminar with her four years ago, and he ventured that probably a quarter of the consulate had done the same. Not that she’d remember them, but they certainly would remember her. She was ‘outstanding,’ was the way he put it. She’s also a Canadian who was thoroughly messed up by a group of American assholes—mind you, he had no compunction at all using the word—in some kind of mentally deranged black operation—yes, that was the phrase he used, ‘mentally deranged’—an idiotic operation mounted by these same assholes—indeed, he repeated it—that has never been satisfactorily explained.” The ambassador stopped briefly, smiling briefly, as he coughed a short laugh. “It was all very refreshing. He didn’t pull a single punch, and I haven’t been talked to like that since my dear wife died. I need more of it.”


  “But you did tell him it was for her own good, didn’t you? That we’ve got to find her before any harm’s done to her.”


  “I got the distinct impression that our Canadian friend had serious doubts about my mental faculties. Call Lewis. God knows when we’ll get that list. Our maple leaf will probably have it sent by train from Ottawa to Vancouver, and then on a slow freighter to Hong Kong, where it’ll get lost in the mailroom. In the meantime, we’ve got an attaché who behaves very strangely. He leaps over fences when no such jumps are required.”


  “I’ve met John Nelson, sir,” said Lin. “He’s a bright lad and speaks a fair Chinese. He’s quite popular with the consulate crowd.”


  “He’s also something else, Major.”


  Nelson hung up the phone. Beads of perspiration had broken out on his forehead; he wiped them off with the back of his hand, satisfied that he had handled himself as well as he did, all things considered. He was especially pleased that he had turned the thrust of McAllister’s questions against the questioner, albeit diplomatically.


  Why did you feel compelled to go to the consul general?


  Your call would seem to answer that, Mr. McAllister. I sensed that something out of the ordinary had happened. I thought the consul should be told.


  But the woman refused to go to the police; she even refused to come inside the consulate.


  As I said, it was out of the ordinary, sir. She was nervous and tense, but she wasn’t a ding-dong.


  A what?


  She was perfectly lucid, you could even say controlled, in spite of her anxiety.


  I see.


  I wonder if you do, sir. I have no idea what the consul general told you, but I did suggest to him that what with the house in Victoria Peak, the marine guards, and then the arrival of Ambassador Havilland, he might consider calling someone up there.


  You suggested it?


  Yes, I did.


  Why?


  I don’t think it would serve any purpose for me to speculate on these matters, Mr. McAllister. They don’t concern me.


  Yes, of course, you We right. I mean—yes, all right. But we must find that woman, Mr. Nelson. I’ve been instructed to tell you that if you can help us it would be greatly to your advantage.


  I want to help in any event, sir. If she reaches me, I’ll try to set up a meeting somewhere and call you. I knew I was right to do what I did, to say what I did.


  We’ll wait for your call.


  Catherine was on target, thought John Nelson, there was one hell of a connection. So much of a connection that he did not dare use his consulate phone to reach Staples. But when he did reach her, he would ask her some very hard questions. He trusted Catherine, but the photographs and their consequences notwithstanding, he was not for sale. He got up from his desk and headed for the door of his office. A suddenly remembered dental appointment would suffice. As he walked down the corridor toward the reception room his thoughts returned to Catherine Staples. Catherine was one of the strongest people he had ever met, but the look in her eyes last night had conveyed not strength, but a kind of desperate fear. It was a Catherine he had never seen before.


  “He diverted your questions to his own ends,” said Havilland, coming through the door, the immense Lin Wenzu behind him. “Do you agree, Major?”


  “Yes, and that means he anticipated the questions. He was primed for them.”


  “Which means someone primed him!”


  “We never should have called him,” said McAllister quietly, sitting behind the desk, his nervous fingers once again massaging his right temple. “Nearly everything he brought up was meant to provoke a response from me.”


  “We had to call him,” insisted Havilland, “if only to learn that.”


  “He stayed in control. I lost it.”


  “You could not have behaved differently, Edward,” said Lin. “To react other than you did would have been to question his motives. In essence, you would have threatened him.”


  “And at the moment, we don’t want him to feel threatened,” agreed Havilland. “He’s getting information for someone, and we’ve got to find out who it is.”


  “And that means Webb’s wife did reach someone she knew and told that person everything.” McAllister leaned forward, his elbows on the desk, his hands tightly clasped.


  “You were right, after all,” said the ambassador, looking down at the undersecretary of State. “A street with her favorite maple trees. Paris. The inevitable repetition. It’s quite clear. Nelson is working for someone in the Canadian consulate—and whoever it is, is in touch with Webb’s wife.”


  McAllister looked up. “Then Nelson’s either a damn fool or a bigger damn fool. By his own admission he knows—–at least, he assumes—that he’s dealing with highly sensitive information involving an adviser to presidents. Dismissal aside, he could be sent to prison for conspiring against the government.”


  “He’s not a fool, I can assure you,” said Lin.


  “Then either someone is forcing him to do this against his will—blackmail most likely—or he’s being paid to find out if there’s a connection between Marie St. Jacques and this house in Victoria Peak. It can’t be anything else.” Frowning, Havilland sat down in the chair in front of the desk.


  “Give me a day,” continued the major from MI6. “Perhaps I can find out. If I can, we’ll pick up whoever it is in the consulate.”


  “No,” said the diplomat whose expertise lay in covert operations. “You have until eight o’clock tonight. We can’t afford that, but if we can avoid a confrontation and any possible fallout, we must try. Containment is everything. Try, Lin. For God’s sake, try.”


  “And after eight o’clock, Mr. Ambassador? What then?”


  “Then, Major, we pull in our clever and evasive attaché and break him. I’d much prefer to use him without his knowing it, without risking alarms, but the woman comes first. Eight o’clock, Major Lin.”


  “I’ll do everything I can.”


  “And if we’re wrong,” went on Havilland, as if Lin Wenzu had not spoken, “if this Nelson has been set up as a blind and knows nothing, I want all the rules broken. I don’t care how you do it or how much it costs in bribes or the garbage you have to employ to get it done. I want cameras, telephone taps, electronic surveillance—whatever you can manage—on every single person in that consulate. Someone there knows where she is. Someone there is hiding her.”


  “Catherine, it’s John,” said Nelson into the pay phone on Albert Road.


  “How good of you to call,” answered Staples quickly. “It’s been a trying afternoon, but do let’s have drinks one of these days. It’ll be so good to see you after all these months, and you can tell me about Canberra. But do tell me one thing now. Was I right in what I told you?”


  “I have to see you, Catherine.”


  “Not even a hint?”


  “I have to see you. Are you free?”


  “I have a meeting in forty-five minutes.”


  “Then later, around five. There’s a place called the Monkey Tree in the Wanchai, on Gloucester—”


  “I know it. I’ll be there.”


  John Nelson hung up. There was nothing else to do but go back to the office. He could not stay away for three hours, not after his conversation with Undersecretary of State Edward McAllister; appearances precluded such an absence. He had heard about McAllister; the undersecretary had spent seven years in Hong Kong, leaving only months before Nelson had arrived. Why had he returned? Why was there a sterile house in Victoria Peak with Ambassador Havilland suddenly in residence? Above all, why was Catherine Staples so frightened? He owed Catherine his life, but he had to have a few answers. He had a decision to make.


  Lin Wenzu had all but exhausted his sources. Only one gave him pause for thought. Inspector Ian Ballantyne, as he usually did, answered questions with other questions, rather than delivering concise answers himself. It was maddening, for one never knew whether or not the vaunted transfer from Scotland Yard knew something about a given subject, in this case an American attaché named John Nelson.


  “Met the chap several times,” Ballantyne had said. “Bright sort. Speaks your lingo, did you know that?”


  “My ‘lingo,’ Inspector?”


  “Well, damn few of us did, even during the Opium War. Interesting period of history, wasn’t it, Major?”


  “The Opium War? I was talking about the attaché John Nelson.”


  “Oh, is there a connection?”


  “With what, Inspector?”


  “The Opium War.”


  “If there is, he’s a hundred and fifty years old and his dossier says thirty-two.”


  “Really? That young, eh?”


  But Ballantyne had employed several pauses too many to satisfy Lin. Regardless, if the old war-horse did know something, he was not going to reveal it. Everyone else—from the Hong Kong and Kowloon police to the “specialists” who worked the American consulate gathering information for payment—gave Nelson as clean a bill of health as was respectable in the territory. If Nelson had a vulnerable side, it was in his extensive and not too discriminating search for sex, but insofar as it was heterosexual, and he was single, it was to be applauded, not condemned. One “specialist” told Lin that he heard Nelson had been warned to have himself medically checked on a fairly regular basis. No crime; the attaché was a cocksman—ask him to dinner.


  The telephone rang; Lin grabbed it. “Yes?”


  “Our subject walked to the Peak Tram and took a taxi to the Wanchai. He is in a café called the Monkey Tree. I am with him. I can see him.”


  “It’s out of the way and very crowded,” said the major. “Has anyone joined him?”


  “No, but he asked for a table for two.”


  “I’ll be there as soon as I can. If you have to leave, I’ll contact you by radio. You’re driving Vehicle Seven, are you not?”


  “Vehicle Seven, sir.… Wait! A woman is walking toward his table. He’s getting up.”


  “Do you recognize her?”


  “It’s too dark here. No.”


  “Pay the waiter. Disrupt the service. But not obviously, only for a few minutes. I’ll use our ambulance and the siren until I’m a block away.”


  “Catherine, I owe you so much, and I want to help you in any way I can, but I have to know more than what you’ve told me.”


  “There’s a connection, isn’t there? Havilland and Marie St. Jacques.”


  “I won’t confirm that—I can’t confirm it—because I haven’t spoken to Havilland. I did, however, speak to another man, a man I’ve heard a lot about who used to be stationed here—one hell of a brain—and he sounded as desperate as you did last night.”


  “I seemed that way to you last night?” said Staples, smoothing her gray-streaked hair. “I wasn’t aware of it.”


  “Hey, come on. Not in your words, maybe, but in the way you talked. The stridency was just below the surface. You sounded like me when you gave me the photographs. Believe me, I can identify.”


  “Johnny, believe me. We may be dealing with something neither one of us should get near, something way up in the clouds that we—I—don’t have the knowledge to make a proper decision.”


  “I have to make a decision, Catherine.” Nelson looked up for the waiter. “Where are those goddamned drinks?”


  “I’m not panting.”


  “I am. I owe you everything and I like you and I know you wouldn’t use the photographs against me, which makes it all worse—”


  “I gave you all there were, and we burned the negatives together.”


  “So my debt’s real, don’t you see that? Jesus, the kid was what—twelve years old?”


  “You didn’t know that. You were drugged.”


  “My passport to oblivion. No secretary of State in my future, only secretary of kiddie-porn. One hell of a trip!”


  “It’s over and you’re being melodramatic. I just want you to tell me if there’s a connection between Havilland and Marie St. Jacques—which I think you can do. Why is that so difficult? I will know what to do then.”


  “Because if I do, I have to tell Havilland that I told you.”


  “Then give me an hour.”


  “Why?”


  “Because I do have several photographs in my vault at the consulate,” lied Catherine Staples.


  Nelson shot back in his chair, stunned. “Oh, God. I don’t believe this!”


  “Try to understand, Johnny. We all play hardball now and then because it’s in the best interests of our employers—our individual countries, if you like. Marie St. Jacques was a friend of mine—is a friend of mine—and her life became nothing in the eyes of self-important men who ran a covert operation that didn’t give a holy damn about her and her husband. They used them both and then tried to kill them both! Let me tell you something, Johnny. I detest your Central Intelligence Agency and your State Department’s so grandly named Consular Operations. It’s not that they’re bastards, it’s that they’re such stupid bastards. And if I sense that an operation is being mounted, again using these two people who’ve been through so much pain, I intend to find out why and act accordingly. But no more blank checks with their lives. I’m experienced and they’re not, and I’m angry enough—no, furious enough—to demand answers.”


  “Oh, Christ—”


  The waiter arrived with their drinks, and as Staples looked up to signify thanks, her eyes were drawn to a man by a telephone booth in the crowded outside corridor watching them. She looked away.


  “What’s it going to be, Johnny?” she continued. “Confirm or deny?”


  “Confirmed,” whispered Nelson, reaching for his glass.


  “The house in Victoria Peak?”


  “Yes.”


  “Who was the man you spoke with, the one who had been stationed here?”


  “McAllister. Undersecretary of State McAllister.”


  “Good Lord!”


  There was excessive movement in the outside corridor. Catherine shielded her eyes and turned her head slightly, which widened her peripheral vision. A large man entered and walked toward the telephone against the wall. There was only one man like him in all of Hong Kong. It was Lin Wenzu, MI6, Special Branch! The Americans had enlisted the best, but it could be the worst for Marie and her husband.


  “You’ve done nothing wrong, Johnny,” said Staples, rising from her chair. “We’ll talk further, but right now I’m going to the ladies’ room.”


  “Catherine?”


  “What?”


  “Hardball?”


  “Very hard, my darling.”


  Staples walked past a shrinking Lin, who turned away. She went into the ladies’ room, waited several seconds, then walked out with two other women and broke away, continuing down the corridor and into the Monkey Tree’s kitchen. Without saying a word to the startled waiters and cooks, she found the exit and went outside. She ran up the alley into Gloucester Road; she turned left, her stride quickening until she found a phone booth. Inserting a coin, she dialed.


  “Hello?”


  “Marie, get out of the flat! My car’s in a garage a block to your right as you leave the building. It’s called Ming’s; the sign’s in red. Get there as quickly as you can! I’ll meet you. Hurry!”


  Catherine Staples hailed a taxi.


  “The woman’s name is Staples, Catherine Staples!” said Lin Wenzu sharply into the phone on the corridor wall of the Monkey Tree, raising his voice to be heard over the din. “Insert the consulate disk and search it through the computer. Quickly! I want her address and make damn-damn sure it’s current!” The muscles of the major’s jaw worked furiously as he waited, listening. The answer was delivered, and he issued another order: “If one of our team’s vehicles is in the area, get on the radio and tell him to head over there. If not, dispatch one immediately.” Lin paused, again listening. “The American woman,” he said quietly into the phone. “They’re to watch for her. If she’s spotted, close in and take her. We’re on our way.”


  “Vehicle Five, respond!” repeated the radio operator, speaking into a microphone, his hand on a switch in the lower right-hand corner of the console in front of him. The room was white and without windows, the hum of the air conditioning low but constant, the whir of the filtering system even quieter. On three walls there were banks of sophisticated radio and computer equipment above spotless white counters made of the smoothest Formica. There was an antiseptic quality about the room; hardness was everywhere. It might have been an electronics laboratory in a well-endowed medical center, but it was not. It was another kind of center. The communications center of MI6, Special Branch, Hong Kong.


  “Vehicle Five responding!” shouted an out-of-breath voice over the speaker. “I received your signal, but I was a street away covering the Thai. We were right. Drugs.”


  “Go on scrambler!” ordered the operator, throwing the switch. There was a whistling sound that stopped as abruptly as it had started. “You’re off the Thai,” continued the radioman. “You’re nearest. Get over to Arbuthnot Road; the Botanical Garden entrance is the quickest way.” He gave the address of Catherine Staples’s building and ended with a final command. “The American woman. Watch for her. Take her.”


  “Aiya,” whispered the breathless agent from Special Branch.


  Marie tried not to panic, imposing a control over herself she did not feel. The situation was ludicrous. It was also deadly serious. She was dressed in Catherine’s ill-fitting robe, having taken a long hot bath and, far worse, having washed her clothes in Staples’s kitchen sink. They were hanging over the plastic chairs on Catherine’s small balcony and were still wet. It had seemed so natural, so logical, to wash away the heat and the dirt of Hong Kong from herself as well as from strangers’ clothes. And the cheap sandals had raised blisters on the soles of her feet; she had broken an ugly one with a needle and walking was difficult. But she dared not walk, she had to run.


  What had happened? Catherine was not the sort of person to issue peremptory commands. Any more than she herself was, especially with David. People like Catherine avoided the imperative approach because it only clouded a victim’s thinking—and her friend Marie St. Jacques was a victim now, not to the degree that poor David was, but a victim nevertheless. Move! How often had Jason said that in Zurich and Paris? So frequently she still tensed at the word.


  She dressed, the wet clothes clinging to her body, and rummaged through Staples’s closet for a pair of slippers. They were uncomfortable but softer than the sandals. She could run; she had to run.


  Her hair! Oh, Christ, the hair! She ran to the bathroom, where Catherine kept a porcelain jar filled with hairpins and clasps. In seconds, she secured her hair on the top of her head, walked rapidly back into the flat’s tiny living room, found her foolish hat and jammed it on.


  The wait for the elevator was interminable! According to the lighted numbers above the panels, both elevators jogged between floors one, three, and seven, neither venturing above to the ninth floor. Preceding residents going out for the evening had programmed the vertical monsters, delaying her descent.


  Avoid elevators whenever you can. They’re traps. Jason Bourne. Zurich.


  Marie looked up and down the hallway. She saw the fire-exit staircase door and ran to it.


  Out of breath, she lunged into the short lobby, composing herself as best she could to deflect the glances directed at her by five or six tenants, some entering, some leaving. She did not count; she could barely see; she had to get out!


  My car’s in a garage a block to your right as you leave the building. It’s called Ming’s. Was it to the right? Or was it left? Out on the pavement she hesitated. Right or left? “Right” meant so many things, “left” was more specific. She tried to think. What had Catherine said? Right! She had to go right; it was the first thing that came to her mind. She had to trust that.


  Your first reflections are the best, the most accurate, because the impressions are stored in your head, like information in a data bank. That’s what your head is. Jason Bourne. Paris.


  She started running. Her left slipper fell off; she stopped, stooping down to retrieve it. Suddenly a car came careening around the gates of the Botanical Gardens across the wide street, and, like an angry heat-searching missile, whipped to its left and zeroed in on her. The automobile swerved in a semicircle, screeching as it spun in the road. A man leaped out and raced toward her.


  



  CHAPTER EIGHTEEN


  



  There was nothing else to do. She was cornered, trapped. Marie screamed, and screamed again, and again, as the Chinese agent approached, her hysteria mounting as the man politely but firmly took her by the arm. She recognized him—he was one of them, one of the bureaucrats! Her screams reached a crescendo. People stopped and turned in the street. Women gasped as startled men stepped hesitantly forward or looked around frantically for the police, several shouting for them.


  “Please, Mrs.…!” cried the Oriental, trying to keep his voice controlled. “No harm will come to you. Allow me to escort you to my vehicle. It is for your own protection. ”


  “Help me!” shrieked Marie as the astonished twilight strollers gathered into a crowd. “This man’s a thief! He stole my purse, my money! He’s trying to take my jewelry!”


  “See here, chap!” shouted an elderly Englishman, hobbling forward, raising his walking stick. “I’ve sent a lad for the police, but until they arrive, by God, I’ll thrash you!”


  “Please, sir,” insisted the man from Special Branch quietly. “This is a matter for the authorities, and I am with the authorities. Permit me to show you my identification.”


  “Easy, myte!” roared a voice with an Australian accent as a man rushed forward, gently pushing the elderly Britisher aside and lowering his cane. “You’re a grand fair dinkum, old man, but don’t half bother yourself! These punks call for a younger type.” The strapping Australian stood in front of the Chinese agent. “Tyke yer hands off the lady, punkhead! And I’d be goddamned quick about it, if I were you.”


  “Please, sir, this is a serious misunderstanding. The lady is in danger and she is wanted for questioning by the authorities.”


  “I don’t see you in no uniform!”


  “Permit me to show you my credentials.”


  “That’s what he said an hour ago when he attacked me in Garden Road!” shouted Marie hysterically. “People tried to help me then! He lied to everyone! Then he stole my purse! He’s been following me!” Marie knew that none of the things she kept screaming made sense. She could only hope for confusion, something that Jason had taught her to use.


  “I’m not saying it agyne, myte!” yelled the Australian, stepping forward. “Tyke yer bloody hands off the lady!”


  “Please, sir. I cannot do that. Other officials are on their way.”


  “Oh, they are, are they? You punkheads travel in gangs, do you? Well, you’ll be a pitiful sight for their eyes when they get here!” The Australian grabbed the Oriental by the shoulder, spinning him to his left. But as the man from Special Branch spun, his right foot—the toe of his leather shoe extended like a knife point—whipped around, crashing up into the Australian’s abdomen. The good Samaritan from Down Under doubled over, falling to his knees.


  “I’ll ask you again not to interfere, sir!”


  “Do you, now? You slope-eyed son of a bitch!” The furious Australian lunged up, hurling his body at the Oriental, his fists pounding the man from Special Branch. The crowd roared its approval, its collective voice filling the street—and Marie’s arm was free! Then other sounds joined the melee. Sirens, followed by three racing automobiles, among them an ambulance. All three swerved in their sudden turns, as tires screeched and the vehicles came to jolting stops.


  Marie plunged through the crowd and reached the inner pavement; she started running toward the red sign a half block away. The slippers had fallen off her feet; the swollen, shredded blisters burned, sending shafts of pain up her legs. She could not allow herself to think about pain. She had to run, run, get away! Then the booming voice surged over and through the noises in the street, and she pictured a large man roaring. It was the huge Chinese they called the major.


  “Mrs. Webb! Mrs. Webb, I beg you! Stop! We mean you no harm! You’ll be told everything! For God’s sake, stop!”


  Told everything! thought Marie. Told lies and more lies! Suddenly people were rushing toward her. What were they doing? Why…? Then they raced past, mostly men, but not all men, and she understood. There was a panic in the street—perhaps an accident, mutilation, death. Let’s go see. Let’s watch! From a distance, mind you.


  Opportunities will present themselves. Recognize them, act on them.


  Marie suddenly whipped around, crouching, lunging through the still-onrushing crowd to the curb, keeping her body as low as possible, and ran back to where she had come so close to recapture. She kept turning her head to her left—watching, hoping. She saw him through the racing bodies! The huge major ran past in the other direction; with him was another man, another well-dressed man, another bureaucrat.


  The crowd was cautious, as the ghoulish are always cautious, inching forward but not so far as to get involved. What they saw was not flattering to the Chinese onlookers or to those who held the martial arts of the Orient in mystical esteem. The lithe, strapping Australian, his language magnificently obscene, was pummeling three separate assailants out of his personal boxing ring. Suddenly, to the astonishment of everyone, the Australian picked up one of his fallen adversaries and let out a roar as loud as the immense major’s. “Fer Christ’s syke! Will you cryzies cut this out? Yer not punkheads, even I can tell that! We was both snookered!”


  Marie ran across the wide street to the entrance of the Botanical Gardens. She stood under a tree by the gate with a direct line of sight to Ming’s Parking Palace. The major had passed the garage, pausing at several alleyways that intersected Arbuthnot Road, sending his subordinate down several of them, constantly looking around for his support troops. They were not there; Marie saw that for herself as the crowd dispersed. All three were breathing hard and leaning against the ambulance, led there by the Australian.


  A taxi drove up to Ming’s. No one, at first, got out, then the driver emerged. He walked into the open garage and spoke to someone behind a glass booth. He bowed in thanks, returned to the cab, and spoke to his passenger. Cautiously his fare opened the door and stepped onto the curb. It was Catherine! She, too, walked into the wide opening, far more rapidly than the driver, and spoke into the glass booth, shaking her head, indicating that she had been told what she did not want to hear.


  Suddenly Lin appeared. He was retracing his steps, obviously angered by the men who were supposed to be tracing his steps. He was about to cross the open garage; he would see Catherine!


  “Carlos!” screamed Marie, assuming the worst, knowing it would tell her everything. “Delta!”


  The major spun around, his eyes wide in shock. Marie raced into the Botanical Gardens; it was the key! Cain is for Delta and Carlos will be killed by Cain…or whatever the codes were that had been spread through Paris! They were using David again! It wasn’t a probability anymore, it was the reality! They—it—the United States government—was sending her husband out to play the role that had nearly killed him, killed by his own people! What kind of bastards were they?…Or, conversely, what kind of ends justified the means supposedly sane men would use to reach them?


  Now more than ever she had to find David, find him before he took risks others should be taking! He had given so much and now they asked for more, demanded more in the crudest way possible. But to find him she had to reach Catherine, who was no more than a hundred yards away. She had to draw out the enemy and get back across the street without the enemy seeing her. Jason, what can I do?


  She hid behind a cluster of bushes, inching farther inside, as the major ran through the Garden’s gates. The immense Oriental stopped and looked around with his squinting, penetrating gaze, then turned and shouted for his subordinate, who had apparently emerged from an alley on Arbuthnot Road. The second man had difficulty getting across the street; the traffic was heavier and slower because of the stationary ambulance and two additional vehicles blocking the normal flow near the entrance to the Botanical Gardens. The major suddenly grew furious as he saw and understood the reasons for the growing traffic.


  “Get those fools to move the cars!” he roared. “And send them over here.… No! Send one to the gates on Albany Road. The rest of you come back here! Hurry!”


  The early-evening strollers became more numerous. Men loosened the ties they had worn all day at their offices, while women carried high-heeled shoes in casual bags, supplanting them with sandals. Wives wheeling baby carriages were joined by husbands; lovers embraced and walked arm in arm among the rows of exploding flowers. The laughter of racing children pealed across the Gardens, and the major held his place by the entrance gate. Marie swallowed, the panic in her growing. The ambulance and the two automobiles were being moved; the traffic began to flow normally.


  A crash! Near the ambulance an impatient driver had rammed the car in front of him. The major could not help himself; the proximity of the accident so close to his official vehicle forced him to move forward, obviously to ascertain whether or not his men were involved. Opportunities will present themselves…use them. Now!


  Marie raced around the far end of the bushes, then dashed across the grass to join a foursome on the gravel path that led out of the Gardens. She glanced to her right, afraid of what she might see but knowing she had to know. Her worst fears were borne out; the huge major had sensed—or seen—the figure of a woman running behind him. He paused for a moment, uncertain, unsure, then broke into a rapid stride toward the gate.


  A horn blew—four short, quick blasts. It was Catherine, waving at her through the open window of a small Japanese car as Marie raced into the street.


  “Get in!” shouted Staples.


  “He saw me!”


  “Hurry!”


  Marie jumped into the front seat as Catherine gunned the small car and swerved out of line, half on the sidewalk, then swung back with a break in the accelerating traffic. She turned into a side street and drove swiftly down it to an intersection where there was a sign with a red arrow pointing right. Central. Business District. Staples turned right.


  “Catherine!” shouted Marie. “He saw me!”


  “Worse,” said Staples. “He saw the car.”


  “A two-door green Mitsubishi!” shouted Lin Wenzu into his hand-held radio. “The license number is AOR-five, three, five, zero—the zero could be a six, but I don’t think so. It doesn’t matter, the first three letters will be enough. I want it flashed on all points, emergency status using the police telephone banks! The driver and the passenger are to be taken into custody and there are to be no conversations with either party. It is a Government House matter and no explanations will be given. Get on this! Now!”


  Staples turned into a parking garage on Ice House Street. The newly lighted, bright red sign of the Mandarin could be seen barely a block away. “We’ll rent a car,” said Catherine as she accepted her ticket from the man in the booth. “I know several head boys at the hotel.”


  “We park? You park?” The grinning attendant obviously hoped for the former.


  “You park,” replied Staples, withdrawing several Hong Kong dollars from her purse. “Let’s go,” she said, turning to Marie. “And stay on my right, in the shadows, close to the buildings. How are your feet?”


  “I’d rather not say.”


  “Then don’t. There’s no time to do anything about them now. Bear up, old girl.”


  “Catherine, stop sounding like C. Aubrey Smith in drag.”


  “Who’s that?”


  “Forget it. I like old movies. Let’s go.”


  Marie hobbling, the two women walked down the street to a side entrance of the Mandarin. They climbed the hotel steps and went inside. “There’s a ladies’ room to the right, past the line of shops,” said Catherine.


  “I see the sign.”


  “Wait there. I’ll be with you as soon as I can make arrangements.”


  “Is there a drugstore here?”


  “I don’t want you walking around. There’ll be descriptions out everywhere.”


  “I understand that, but can you walk around? Just a bit.”


  “Bad time of the month?”


  “No, my feet! Vaseline, skin lotion, sandals—no, not sandals. Rubber thongs, perhaps, and peroxide.”


  “I’ll do what I can, but time is everything.”


  “It’s been that way for the past year. A terrible treadmill. Will it stop, Catherine?”


  “I’m doing my damnedest to see to it. You’re a friend and a countryman, my dear. And I’m a very angry woman—and speaking of such—how many women did you encounter in the hallowed halls of the CIA or its bumbling counterpart at the State Department, Consular Operations?”


  Marie blinked, trying to remember. “None, actually.”


  “Then fuck ’em!”


  “There was a woman in Paris—”


  “There always is, dear. Go to the ladies’ room.”


  “An automobile is a hindrance in Hong Kong,” said Lin, looking at the clock on the wall of his office in the headquarters of MI6, Special Branch. It read 6:34. “Therefore we must assume she intends driving Webb’s wife some distance, hiding her, and will not risk taxi records. Our eight o’clock deadline has been rescinded, the chase now takes its place. We must intercept her. Is there anything we haven’t considered?”


  “Putting the Australian in jail,” suggested the short, well-dressed subordinate firmly. “We suffered casualties in the Walled City, but his were a public embarrassment. We know where he’s staying. We can pick him up.”


  “On what charge?”


  “Obstruction.”


  “To what end?”


  The subordinate shrugged angrily. “Satisfaction, that’s all.”


  “You’ve just answered your own question. Your pride is inconsequential. Stick to the woman—the women.”


  “You’re right, of course.”


  “Every garage, the car rental agencies here on the island and in Kowloon all have been reached by the police, correct?”


  “Yes, sir. But I must point out that the Staples woman could easily call upon one of her friends—her Canadian friends—and she would have an automobile we could not track.”


  “We operate on what we can control, not what we can’t. Besides, from what I knew before and what I have subsequently learned about Foreign Service Officer Staples, I would say she’s acting alone, certainly not under official sanction. She won’t involve anyone else for the time being.”


  “How can you be sure?”


  Lin looked at his subordinate; he had to choose his words carefully. “Just a guess.”


  “Your guesses have a reputation for accuracy.”


  “An inflated judgment. Common sense is my ally.” The telephone rang. The major’s hand shot out. “Yes?”


  “Police Central Four,” droned a male voice.


  “We appreciate your cooperation, Central Four.”


  “A Ming’s Parking Palace responded to our inquiry. The Mitsubishi AOR has a space there leased on a monthly basis. The owner’s name is Staples. Catherine Staples, a Canadian. The car was taken out roughly thirty-five minutes ago.”


  “You’ve been most helpful, Central Four,” said Lin. “Thank you.” He hung up and looked at his anxious subordinate. “We now have three new pieces of information. The first is that the inquiry we sent out through the police was definitely sent out. The second is that at least one garage wrote down the information, and thirdly, Mrs. Staples leases her parking space by the month.”


  “It’s a start, sir.”


  “There are three major and perhaps a dozen minor rental agencies, not counting the hotels, which we’ve covered separately. Those are manageable statistics, but, of course, the garages are not.”


  “Why not?” questioned the subordinate. “At most there are, perhaps, a hundred. Who cares to build a garage in Hong Kong when he could house a dozen shops—businesses? At maximum, the police telephone banks are twenty to thirty operators. They can reach them all.”


  “It’s not the numbers, old friend. It’s the mentality of the employees, for the jobs are not enviable. Those who can write are too lazy or too hostile to bother, and those who can’t, flee from any association with the police.”


  “One garage responded.”


  “A true Cantonese. It was the owner.”


  “The owner should be told!” cried the parking boy in shrill Chinese to the booth attendant at the garage on Ice House Street.


  “Why?”


  “I explained it to you! I wrote it down for you—”


  “Because you go to school and write somewhat better than I do does not make you boss-boss here.”


  “You cannot write at all! You were shit-shit afraid! You called for me when the man on the telephone said it was a police emergency. You illiterates always run from the police. That was the car, the green Mitsubishi I parked on Level Two! If you won’t call the police, you must call the owner.”


  “There are things they don’t teach you in school, boy with small organ.”


  “They teach us not to go against the police. It is bad joss.”


  “I will call the police—or, better, you may be their hero.”


  “Good!”


  “After the two women return, and I have a short talk with the driver.”


  “What?”


  “She thought she was giving me—us—two dollars, but it was eleven. One of the bills was a ten-dollar note. She was very nervous, very upset. She is frightened. She did not watch her money.”


  “You said it was two dollars!”


  “And now I’m being honest. Would I be honest with you if I did not have both our interests in my heart?”


  “In what way?”


  “I will tell this rich, frightened American—she spoke American—that you and I have not called back the police on her behalf. She will reward us on the spot—very, very generously—for she will understand that she may not retrieve her car without doing so. You may watch me from inside the garage by the other telephone. After she pays, I will send another boy for her car, which he will have great trouble finding, for I will give him the wrong location, and you will call the police. The police will arrive, we will have done our heavenly duty, and had a night of money like few other nights in this miserable job.”


  The parking boy squinted, shaking his head. “You’re right,” he said. “They don’t teach such things in school. And I suppose I do not have a choice.”


  “Oh, but you do,” said the attendant, pulling a long knife from his belt. “You can say no, and I will cut out your talk-talk tongue.”


  Catherine approached the concierge’s desk in the Mandarin lobby, annoyed that she did not know either of the two clerks behind the counter. She needed a favor quickly, and in Hong Kong that meant dealing with a person one knew. Then to her relief she spotted the evening shift’s Number one concierge. He was in the middle of the lobby trying to mollify an excited guest. She moved to the right and waited, hoping to catch Lee Teng’s eye. She had cultivated Teng, sending numerous Canadians to him when problems of convenience had seemed insurmountable. He had always been paid handsomely.


  “Yes, may I be of help, Mrs.…?” said the young Chinese clerk, moving in front of Staples.


  “I’ll wait for Mr. Teng, if you please.”


  “Mr. Teng is very busy, Mrs.… A very bad time for Mr. Teng. You are a guest of the Mandarin, Mrs.…?”


  “I’m a resident of the territory and an old friend of Mr. Teng. Where possible I bring my business here so the desk gets the credit.”


  “Ohh…?” The clerk responded to Catherine’s non-tourist status. He leaned forward, speaking confidentially. “Lee Teng has terrible joss tonight. The lady goes to the grand ball at Government House but her clothes go to Bangkok. She must think Mr. Teng has wings under his jacket and jet engines in his armpits, yes?”


  “An interesting concept. The lady just flew in?”


  “Yes, Mrs.… But she had many pieces of luggage. She did not miss the one she misses now. She blames first her husband and now Lee Teng.”


  “Where’s her husband?”


  “In the bar. He offered to take the next plane to Bangkok, but his kindness only made his wife angrier. He will not leave the bar, and he will not get to Government House in a way that will make him pleased with himself in the morning. Bad joss all around.… Perhaps I can be of assistance to you while Mr. Teng does his best to calm everybody.”


  “I want to rent a car and I need one as fast as you can get it for me.”


  “Aiya,” said the clerk. “It is seven o’clock at night, and the rental offices do little leasing in the evening hours. Most are closed.”


  “I’m sure there are exceptions.”


  “Perhaps a hotel car with a chauffeur?”


  “Only if there’s nothing else available. As I mentioned, I’m not a guest here and, frankly, I’m not made of money.”


  “‘Who among us’?” asked the clerk enigmatically. “As the good Christian Book says—somewhere, I think.”


  “Sounds right,” agreed Staples. “Please, get on the phone and do your best.”


  The young man reached beneath the counter and pulled out a plastic-bound list of car rental agencies. He went to a telephone several feet to his right, picked it up, and started dialing. Catherine looked over at Lee Teng; he had steered his irate lady to the wall by a miniature palm in an obvious attempt to keep her from alarming the other guests who sat around the ornate lobby greeting friends and ordering cocktails. He was speaking rapidly, softly, and, by God, thought Staples, he was actually getting her attention. Whatever her legitimate complaints, mused Catherine, the woman was an ass. She wore a chinchilla stole in just about the worst climate on earth for such delicate fur. Not that she, Foreign Service Officer Staples, ever had to consider such a problem. She might have if she had chucked the FSO status and stuck with Owen Staples. The son of a bitch owned at least four banks in Toronto now. Not a bad sort, really, and to add to her sense of guilt, Owen had never remarried. Not fair, Owen! She had run across him three years ago, after her stint in Europe, while attending the Brit-organized conference in Toronto. They had had drinks at the May fair Club in the King Edward Hotel, not so unlike the Mandarin, actually.


  “Come on, Owen. Your looks, your money—and you had the looks before your money—why not? There are a thousand beautiful girls within a five-block radius who’d grab you.”


  “Once was enough, Cathy. You taught me that.”


  “I don’t know, but you make me feel—oh, I don’t know—somehow so guilty. I left you, Owen, but not because I wasn’t fond of you.”


  “‘Fond’ of me?”


  “You know what I mean.”


  “Yes, I think so.” Owen had laughed. “You left me for all the right reasons, and I accepted your leaving without animus for like-minded reasons. If you had waited five minutes longer, I think I would have thrown you out. I’d paid the rent that month.”


  “You bastard!”


  “Not at all, neither of us. You had your ambitions and I had mine. They simply weren’t compatible.”


  “But that doesn’t explain why you never remarried.”


  “I just told you. You taught me, my dear.”


  “Taught you what? That all ambitions are incompatible?”


  “Where they existed in our extremes, yes. You see, I learned that I wasn’t interested on any permanent basis in anyone who didn’t have what I suppose you’d call a passionate ‘drive,’ or an overriding ambition, but I couldn’t live with such a person day in and day out. And those without ambition left something wanting in our relationship. No permanency there.”


  “But what about a family? Children?”


  “I have two children,” Owen had said quietly. “Of whom I’m immensely—fond. I love them very much, and their very ambitious mothers have been terribly kind. Even their subsequent respective husbands have been understanding. While they were growing up I saw my children constantly. So, in a sense, I had three families. Quite civilized, if frequently confusing.”


  “You? The paragon of the community, the banker’s banker! The man they said took a shower in a Dickens’ nightshirt! A deacon of the church!”


  “I gave that up when you left. At any rate, it was simply statecraft on my part. You practice it every day.”


  “Owen, you never told me.”


  “You never asked, Cathy. You had your ambitions and I had mine. But I will tell you my one regret, if you want to hear it.”


  “I do.”


  “I’m genuinely sorry that we never had a child together. Judging by the two I have, he or she would have been quite marvelous.”


  “You bastard, I’m going to cry.”


  “Please don’t. Let’s be honest, neither of us has any regrets.”


  Catherine’s reverie was suddenly interrupted. The clerk lurched back from the telephone, his hands triumphantly on the counter. “You have good joss, Mrs.…!” he cried. “The dispatcher at the Apex agency on Bonham Strand East was still there, and he has cars available but nobody to drive one here.”


  “I’ll take a taxi. Write out the address.” Staples looked around for the hotel drugstore. There were too many people in the lobby, too much confusion. “Where can I buy some—skin lotion or Vaseline, sandals or thongs?” she asked, turning to the clerk.


  “There is a newspaper stand down the hallway to the right, Mrs.… They have many of the items you describe. But, may I please have money, as you must present a receipt to the dispatcher? It is one thousand dollars, Hong Kong, whatever remains to be returned or additional monies to be added—”


  “I don’t have that much on me. I’ll have to use a card.”


  “So much the better.”


  Catherine opened her purse and pulled out a credit card from an inside pocket. “I’ll be right back,” she said, placing it on the counter, as she started for the hallway on the right. For no reason in particular, she glanced over at Lee Teng and his distraught lady. To her brief amusement, the overdressed woman in the foolish fur was nodding appreciatively as Teng pointed to the line of overpriced shops one reached by climbing a staircase above the lobby. Lee Teng was a true diplomat. Without question, he had explained to the overwrought guest that she had an option that would both serve her needs and her nerves and hit her errant husband in his financial solar plexus. This was Hong Kong, and she could purchase the best and the most glittering, and for a price everything would be ready in time for the grand ball at Government House. Staples continued toward the hallway.


  “Catherine!” The name was so sharply spoken Staples froze. “Please, Mrs. Catherine!”


  Rigid, Staples turned. It was Lee Teng, who had broken away from his now mollified guest. “What is it?” she asked, frightened as the middle-aged Teng approached, his face lined with concern, sweat evident on his balding skull.


  “I saw you only moments ago. I had a problem.”


  “I know all about it.”


  “So do you, Catherine.”


  “I beg your pardon?”


  Teng glanced at the counter—oddly enough, not at the young man who had helped her, but at the other clerk, who was at the opposite end of the desk. The man was by himself, with no guests in front of him, and he was looking at his associate. “Damn bad joss!” exclaimed Teng under his breath.


  “What are you talking about?” asked Staples.


  “Come over here,” said the Number one concierge of the night shift as he pulled Catherine to the side, away from the sight of the counter. He reached into his pocket and removed a perforated half-page of paper on which there was a computer printout. “Four copies of this were sent down from upstairs. I managed to obtain three, but the fourth is under the counter.”


  Emergency. Government control. A Canadian woman by the name of Mrs. Catherine Staples may attempt to lease an automobile for personal use. She is fifty-seven years of age, with partially gray hair, of medium height, and a slender figure. Delay all proceedings and contact Police Central Four.”


  Lin Wenzu had drawn a conclusion based on an observation, thought Catherine, along with the knowledge that anyone who willingly drove a car in Hong Kong was either crazy or had a peculiar reason for doing so. He was covering his bases quickly and completely. “The young man just got me a car over in Bonham Strand East. He obviously hasn’t read this.”


  “He found you a rental at this hour?”


  “He’s writing up the credit charge now. Do you think he’ll see this?”


  “It is not him that I worry about. He is in training and I can tell him anything and he will accept what I say. The other one not so; he wants my job badly. Wait here. Stay out of sight.”


  Teng walked to the counter as the clerk was anxiously looking around, the layered credit card slips in his hand. Lee Teng took the charges and put them in his pocket. “That won’t be necessary,” he said. “Our customer has changed her mind. She found a friend in the lobby who will drive her.”


  “Oh? Then I should tell our associate not to bother. As the amount is over the limit, he is clearing it for me. I am still somewhat unsure and he offered—”


  Teng waved him quiet as he crossed to the second clerk on the telephone at the other end of the counter. “You may give me the card and forget the call. There are too many distressed ladies tonight for me! This one has found other means of transportation.”


  “Certainly, Mr. Teng,” said the second clerk obsequiously. He handed over the credit card, apologized quickly to the operator on the line, and hung up the telephone.


  “A bad night.” Teng shrugged, turning, and heading back into the crowded lobby-lounge. He approached Catherine, pulling out his billfold as he did so. “If you are short of money, I will cover it. Don’t use this.”


  “I’m not short at home or at the bank, but I don’t carry so much with me. It’s one of the unwritten rules.”


  “One of the better ones,” said Teng, nodding.


  Staples took the bills in Teng’s hand and looked up at the Chinese. “Do you want an explanation?” she asked.


  “It’s not required, Catherine. Whatever Central Four says, I know you are a good person, and if you are not and you run away and I never see my money again, I am still many thousands, Hong Kong, to the better.”


  “I shan’t run anywhere, Teng.”


  “You will not walk, either. One of the chauffeurs owes me a good turn, and he’s in the garage now. He will drive you to your car in Bonham Strand. Come, I’ll take you down there.”


  “There’s someone else with me. I’m taking her out of Hong Kong. She’s in the ladies’ room.”


  “I’ll wait in the hallway. Do hurry.”


  “Sometimes I think the time passes more quickly when we are flooded with problems,” said the second, somewhat older clerk to his younger associate-in-training as he removed the half-page computer printout from beneath the counter and unobtrusively shoved it into his pocket.


  “If you are right, Mr. Teng has barely experienced fifteen minutes since we came on duty two hours ago. He’s very good, isn’t he?”


  “His lack of head hair helps him. People look upon him as having wisdom even when he has no wise words to offer.”


  “Still, he has a way with people. I wish to be very much like him one day.”


  “Lose some hair,” said the second clerk. “In the meantime, since there is no one bothering us, I have to go to the toilet. By the way, just in case I ever need to know a rental agency open at this hour, it was the Apex on Bonham Strand East, wasn’t it?”


  “Oh, yes.”


  “That was very diligent of you.”


  “I simply went by the list. It was near the end.”


  “Some of us would have stopped before then. You are to be commended.”


  “You are too kind to an unworthy trainee.”


  “I want only the best for you,” said the older clerk. “Always remember that.”


  The older man left the counter. He cautiously went past the potted palms until he saw Lee Teng. The night concierge was standing at the foot of the hallway to the right; it was enough. He was waiting for the woman. The clerk turned quickly and walked up the staircase to the line of shops with less dignity than was proper. He was in a hurry and entered the first boutique at the top of the steps.


  “Hotel business,” he said to the bored saleswoman as he grabbed the phone off the wall behind a glass counter displaying glistening precious stones. He dialed.


  “Police Central Four.”


  “Your directive, sir, regarding the Canadian woman, Mrs. Staples—”


  “Do you have information?”


  “I believe so, sir, but it is somewhat embarrassing for me to relay it.”


  “Why is that? This is an emergency, a government matter!”


  “Please understand, Officer, I am only a minor employee, and it is quite possible the night concierge did not recall your directive. He is a very busy man.”


  “What are you trying to say?”


  “Well, Officer—sir—the woman I overheard asking for the concierge bore a striking resemblance to the description in the government directive. But it would be most embarrassing for me if it was learned that I called you.”


  “You will be protected. You may remain anonymous. What is the information?”


  “Well, sir, I overheard…” With cautious ambivalence, the first assistant clerk did his best for himself and consequently the worst for his superior, Lee Teng. His final statements, however, were concise and without equivocation. “It is the Apex Car Rental Agency in Bonham Strand East. I suggest you hurry, as she is on her way there now.”


  The early-evening traffic was less dense than the rush hour, but still formidable. It was the reason why Catherine and Marie looked uneasily at each other in the backseat of the Mandarin’s limousine; the chauffeur, rather than accelerating into the sudden wide space in front of him, swung the enormous automobile into an empty section of the curb in Bonham Strand East. There was no sign of a rental agency on either side of the street.


  “Why are we stopping?” asked Staples sharply.


  “Mr. Teng’s instructions, Mrs.…” answered the chauffeur turning around in the seat. “I will lock the car with the alarm on. No one will bother you, as the lights flash beneath all four door handles.”


  “That’s very comforting, but I’d like to know why you’re not taking us to the car.”


  “I will bring the car to you, Mrs.…”


  “I beg your pardon?”


  “Mr. Teng’s instructions. He was very firm, and he is making the proper phone call to the Apex garage. It is in the next street, Mrs.… I shall be back presently.” The chauffeur removed his hat and his jacket, placed both on the seat, switched on the alarm and climbed out.


  “What do you make of it?” asked Marie, putting her right leg over her knee and holding tissues she had taken from the ladies’ room against the sole of her foot. “Do you trust this Teng?”


  “Yes, I do,” replied Catherine, her expression bewildered. “I can’t understand it. He’s obviously being extra cautious—but they’re extra risks for himself—and I don’t know why. As I told you back at the Mandarin, that computerized missive about me said ‘Government Control.’ Those two words are not taken lightly in Hong Kong. What in the world is he doing? And why?”


  “Obviously, I can’t answer you,” said Marie. “But I can make an observation.”


  “What is it?”


  “I saw the way he looked at you. I’m not sure you did.”


  “What?”


  “I’d say he’s very fond of you.”


  “Fond…of me?”


  “It’s one way to put it. There are stronger ways, of course.”


  Staples turned away and looked out the window. “Oh, my God,” she whispered.


  “What’s the matter?”


  “A little while ago, back at the Mandarin, and for reasons too unreasonable to analyze—it started with a foolish woman in a chinchilla stole—I thought about Owen.”


  “Owen?”


  “My former husband.”


  “Owen Staples? The banker, Owen Staples?”


  “That’s my name and that’s my boy—was my boy. In those days one stayed with the acquired name.”


  “You never told me your husband was Owen Staples.”


  “You never asked me, my dear.”


  “You’re not making sense, Catherine.”


  “I suppose not,” agreed Staples, shaking her head. “But I was thinking about the time Owen and I met a couple of years ago in Toronto. We had drinks at the Mayfair Club and I learned things about him I never would have believed before. I was genuinely happy for him despite the fact that the bastard nearly made me cry.”


  “Catherine, for heaven’s sake what’s that got to do with right now?”


  “It’s got to do with Teng. We also had drinks one evening, not at the Mandarin, of course, but at a café on the waterfront in Kowloon. He said it wouldn’t be good joss for me to be seen with him here on the island.”


  “Why not?”


  “That’s what I said. You see, he was protecting me then just as he’s protecting me now. And I may have misunderstood him. I assumed he was simply looking after an additional source of income, but I may have been terribly wrong.”


  “In what way?”


  “He said a strange thing that night. He said he wished things were different, that the differences between people were not so obvious and those differences not so disturbing to other people. Of course, I accepted his banalities as a rather amateurish attempt at…at statecraft, as my former husband phrased it. Perhaps it was something else.”


  Marie laughed quietly as their eyes locked. “Dear, dear Catherine. The man’s in love with you.”


  “Christ in Calgary, I don’t need this!”


  Lin Wenzu sat in the front seat of the MI6 Vehicle Two, his patient gaze on the entrance of the Apex agency on Bonham Strand East. Everything was in order; both women would be in his custody within a matter of minutes. One of his men had gone inside and spoken to the dispatcher. The agent had proffered his government identification and was shown the evening’s records by the frightened employee. The dispatcher, indeed, had a reservation for a Mrs. Catherine Staples but it had been canceled, the car in question assigned to another name, the name of a chauffeur from the hotel. And since Mrs. Catherine Staples was no longer leasing a car, the dispatcher saw no reason to call Police Control Four. What was there to say? And no, certainly not, no one else could pick up the car, as it was reserved by the Mandarin.


  Everything was in order, thought Lin. Victoria Peak would feel an enormous sweep of relief the moment he reached the sterile house with his news. The major knew the exact words he would say: “The women are taken—the woman is taken.”


  Across the street a man in shirt sleeves entered the agency door. He appeared hesitant to Lin and there was something.… A taxi suddenly drove up and the major bolted forward, reaching for the door handle—the hesitant man was forgotten.


  “Be alert, lads,” said Lin into the microphone attached to the dashboard radio. “We must be as quick and as unobtrusive as possible. No Arbuthnot Road can be tolerated here. And no weapons, of course. Ready, now!”


  But there was nothing to be ready for; the taxi drove away without disgorging anyone.


  “Vehicle Three!” said the major curtly. “Get that license and call the cab company! I want them in radio contact. Find out exactly what their taxi was doing here! Better yet, follow it and do as I tell you. It could be the women.”


  “I believe there was only a man in the backseat, sir,” said the driver.


  “They could have ducked below the seat! Damned eyes. A man, you say?”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “I smell a rotten squid.”


  “Why, Major?”


  “If I knew, the stench would not be so strong.”


  The waiting continued, and the immense Lin Wenzu began to perspire. The dying sun cast both a blinding orange light through the windshield and pockets of dark shadows along Bonham Strand East.


  “It’s too long,” whispered the major to himself.


  Static erupted from the radio. “We have the report from the cab company, sir.”


  “Go on!”


  “The taxi in question is trying to find an import house on Bonham Strand East, but the driver told his fare that the address must be on Bonham Strand West. Apparently, his passenger is very angry. He got out and threw money into the window only moments ago.”


  “Break away and return here,” ordered Lin as he watched the garage doors opening across the street at the Apex agency. A car emerged, turning left, driven by the shirt-sleeved man.


  The sweat now rolled down the major’s face. Something was not in order; another order was being superimposed. What was it that bothered him? What was it?”


  “Him!” shouted Lin to his startled driver.


  “Sir?”


  “A wrinkled white shirt, but trousers creased like steel. A uniform! A chauffeur! Swing around! Follow him!”


  The driver held his hand on the horn, breaking the line of traffic, as he made a U-turn while the major issued instructions to the backups, ordering one to stay at the Apex agency, the others to take up the new chase.


  “Aiya!” screamed the driver, jamming on his brakes, screeching to a stop, as a huge brown limousine roared out of a side street blocking their way. Only the slightest contact had been made, the government car barely touching the left rear door of the large automobile.


  “Feng zi!” yelled the limousine’s chauffeur, calling Lin’s driver a crazy dog, as he jumped out of his outsized sedan to see if any damage had been done to his vehicle.


  “Lai! Lai!” shrieked the major’s driver, leaping out, ready for combat.


  “Stop it!” roared Wenzu. “Just get him out of here!”


  “It is he who does not move, sir!”


  “Tell him he must do so! Show him your identification!”


  All traffic came to a stop; horns blared, people in automobiles and in the streets yelled angrily. The major closed his eyes and shook his head in frustration. There was nothing he could do but get out of the car.


  As another did from the limousine. A middle-aged Chinese with a balding head. “I gather we have a problem,” said Lee Teng.


  “I know you!” shouted Lin. “The Mandarin!”


  “Many who have the taste to frequent our fine hotel know me, sir. I’m afraid I cannot reciprocate. Have you been a guest, sir?”


  “What are you doing here?”


  “It is a confidential errand for a gentleman at the Mandarin, and I have no intention of saying anything further.”


  “Damn-damn! A government directive was sent out! A Canadian woman named Staples! One of your people called us!”


  “I have no idea what you’re talking about. For the last hour I have been trying to solve a problem for a guest who’s attending the ball at Government House tonight. I’d be happy to furnish you with her name—if your position warrants it.”


  “My position warrants it! I repeat! Why have you stopped us?”


  “I believe it was your man who sped across the changing light.”


  “Not so!” screamed Lin’s driver.


  “Then it is a matter for the courts,” said Lee Teng. “May we proceed?”


  “Not yet,” replied the major, approaching the Mandarin’s concierge. “I repeat again. A government directive was received at your hotel. It stated clearly that a woman named Staples might try to lease a car and you were to report the attempt to Police Central Four.”


  “Then I repeat, sir. I have not been near my desk for well over an hour, nor have I seen any such directive as you describe. However, in cooperation with your unseen credentials, I will tell you that all car rental arrangements would have to be made through my first assistant, a man, quite frankly, I have found quite compromising in many areas.”


  “But you are here!”


  “How many guests at the Mandarin have late business in Bonham Strand East, sir? Accept the coincidence.”


  “Your eyes smile at me, Zhongguo ren.”


  “Without laughter, sir. I will proceed. The damage is minor.”


  “I don’t give a damn if you and your people have to stay there all night,” said Ambassador Havilland. “It’s the only crack we’ve got. The way you’ve described it she’ll return the car and then pick up her own. Goddamn it, there’s a Canadian-American strategy conference at four o’clock tomorrow afternoon. She has to be back! Stay with it! Stay with all the posts! Just bring her in to me!”


  “She will claim harassment. We will be breaking the laws of international diplomacy.”


  “Then break them! Just get her here, in Cleopatra’s carpet, if you have to! I haven’t any time to waste—not a minute!”


  Held firmly in check by two agents, a furious Catherine Staples was led into the room in the house on Victoria Peak. Lin Wenzu had opened the door; he now closed it as Staples faced Ambassador Raymond Havilland and Undersecretary of State Edward McAllister. It was 11:35 in the morning, the sun streaming through the large bay window overlooking the garden.


  “You’ve gone too far, Havilland,” said Catherine, her throaty voice ice-like in its flat delivery.


  “I haven’t gone far enough where you’re concerned, Mrs. Staples. You actively compromised a member of the American legation. You engaged in extortion to the grave disservice of my government.”


  “You can’t prove that because there’s no evidence, no photographs—”


  “I don’t have to prove it. At precisely seven o’clock last night the young man drove up here and told us everything. A sordid little chapter, isn’t it?”


  “Damn fool! He’s blameless, but you’re not! And since you bring up the word ‘sordid,’ there’s nothing he’s done that could match the filth of your own actions.” Without missing a verbal beat, Catherine looked at the undersecretary of State. “I presume this is the liar called McAllister.”


  “You’re very trying,” said the undersecretary.


  “And you’re an unprincipled lackey who does another man’s dirty work. I’ve heard it all and it’s all disgusting! But every thread was woven”—Staples snapped her head toward Havilland—“by an expert. Who gave you the right to play God? Any of you? Do you know what you’ve done to those two people out there? Do you know what you’ve asked of them?”


  “We know,” said the ambassador simply. “I know.”


  “She knows, too, in spite of the fact that I didn’t have the heart to give her the final confirmation. You, McAllister! When I learned it was you up here, I wasn’t sure she could handle it. Not at the moment. But I intend to tell her. You and your lies! A taipan’s wife murdered in Macao—oh, the symmetry of it all, what an excuse to take another man’s wife! Lies! I have my sources and it never happened! Well, get this straight. I’m bringing her in to the consulate under the full protection of my government. And if I were you, Havilland, I’d be damned careful about throwing around alleged illegalities. You and your goddamned people have lied to and manipulated a Canadian citizen into a life-threatening operation—whatever the hell it is this time. Your arrogance is simply beyond belief! But I assure you it’s coming to a stop. Whether my government likes it or not, I’m going to expose you, all of you! You’re no better than the barbarians in the KGB. Well, the American juggernaut of covert operations is going to be handed a bloody setback! I’m sick of you, the world is sick of you!”


  “My dear woman!” shouted the ambassador, losing the last vestiges of control in his sudden anger. “Make all the threats you like, but you will hear me out! And if after you’ve heard what I have to say you wish to declare war, you go right ahead! As the song says, my days are dwindling down, but not millions of others’! I’d like to do what I can to prolong those other lives. But you may disagree, so declare your war, dear lady! And, by Christ, you live with the consequences!”


  



  CHAPTER NINETEEN


  



  Leaning forward in the chair, Bourne snapped the trigger housing out of its recess and checked the weapon’s bore under the light of the floor lamp above him. It was a repetitive, pointless exercise; the bore was spotless. During the past four hours he had cleaned d’Anjou’s gun three times, dismantling it three times and each time oiling each mechanism until each part of the dark metal glistened. The process occupied his time. He had studied d’Anjou’s arsenal of weapons and explosives, but since most of the equipment was in sealed boxes, conceivably tripped against theft, he let them be and concentrated on the single gun. There was only so much pacing one could do in the Frenchman’s flat on the Rua das Lorchas overlooking Macao’s Porto Interior—or Inner Harbor—and they had agreed he was not to go outside in daylight. Inside, he was as safe as he could be anywhere in Macao. D’Anjou, who changed residences at will and whim, had rented the waterfront apartment less than two weeks ago using a false name and a lawyer he had never met, who in turn employed a “rentor” to sign the lease, which the attorney sent by messenger to his unknown client by way of the checkroom at the crowded Floating Casino. Such were the ways of Philippe d’Anjou, formerly Echo of Medusa.


  Jason reassembled the weapon, depressed the shells in the magazine, and cracked it up through the handle. He got out of the chair and walked to the window, the gun in his hand. Across the expanse of water was the People’s Republic, so accessible for anyone who knew the procedures arising from simple human greed. There was nothing new under the sun since the time of the pharaohs where borders were concerned. They were erected to be crossed—one way or another.


  He looked at his watch. It was close to five o’clock; the afternoon sun was descending. D’Anjou had called him from Hong Kong at noon. The Frenchman had gone to the Peninsula with Bourne’s room key, packed his suitcase without checking out, and was taking the one o’clock jetfoil back to Macao. Where was he? The trip took barely an hour, and from the Macao pier to the Rua das Lorchas was no more than ten minutes by cab. But then predictability was not Echo’s strong suit.


  Fragments of the Medusa memories came back to Jason, triggered by the presence of d’Anjou. Although painful and frightening, certain impressions provided a certain comfort, again thanks to the Frenchman. Not only was d’Anjou a consummate liar when it counted most and an opportunist of the first rank, but he was extraordinarily resourceful. Above all, the Frenchman was a pragmatist. He had proven that in Paris, and those memories were clear. If he was delayed, there was a good reason. If he did not appear, he was dead. And this last was unacceptable to Bourne. D’Anjou was in a position to do something Jason wanted above all to do himself but dared not risk Marie’s life in doing it. It was risk enough that the trail of the impostor-assassin had brought him to Macao in the first place, but as long as he stayed away from the Lisboa Hotel he trusted his instincts. He would remain hidden from those looking for him—looking for someone who even vaguely resembled him in height, or build, or coloring. Someone asking questions in the Lisboa Hotel.


  One call from the Lisboa to the taipan in Hong Kong and Marie was dead. The taipan had not merely threatened—threats were too often a meaningless ploy—he had used a far more lethal expedient. After shouting and crashing his large hand on the arm of the fragile chair, he had quietly given his word: Marie would die. It was a promise made by a man who kept his promises, kept his word.


  Yet for all that, David Webb sensed something he could not define. There was about the huge taipan something a bit larger than life, too operatic, that had nothing to do with his size. It was if he had used his immense girth to advantage in a way that large men rarely do, preferring to let only their sheer size do the impressing. Who was the taipan? The answer was at the Lisboa Hotel, and since he dared not go there himself, d’Anjou’s skills could serve him. He had told the Frenchman very little; he would tell him more now. He would describe a brutal double killing, the weapon an Uzi, and say that one of the victims was a powerful taipan’s wife. D’Anjou would ask the questions he could not ask, and if there were answers he would take another step toward Marie.


  Play the scenario.—Alexander Conklin.


  Whose scenario?—David Webb.


  You’re wasting time!—Jason Bourne. Find the impostor. Take him!


  Quiet footsteps in the outside hallway. Jason spun away from the window and raced silently to the wall, pressing his back against it, the gun leveled at the door, where the swinging panel would conceal him. A key was cautiously, quietly inserted. The door swung slowly open.


  Bourne crashed it back into the intruder, spinning around and grabbing the stunned figure in the frame. He yanked him inside and kicked the door shut, the weapon aimed at the head of the fallen man, who had dropped a suitcase and a very large package. It was d’Anjou.


  “That’s one way to get your head blown off, Echo!”


  “Sacre-bleu! It is also the last time I will ever be considerate of you! You don’t see yourself, Delta. You look as you did in Tam Quan, without sleep for days. I thought you might be resting.”


  Another memory, briefly flashed. “In Tam Quan,” said Jason, “you told me I had to sleep, didn’t you? We hid in the brush and you formed a circle around me and damn near gave me an order to get some rest.”


  “It was purely a self-serving request. We couldn’t get ourselves out of there, only you could.”


  “You said something to me then. What was it? I listened.”


  “I explained that rest was as much a weapon as any blunt instrument or firing mechanism man had ever devised.”


  “I used a variation later. It became an axiom for me.”


  “I’m so glad you had the intelligence to listen to your elders. May I please rise? Will you please lower that damned gun?”


  “Oh, sorry.”


  “We have no time,” said d’Anjou, getting up and leaving the suitcase on the floor. He tore the brown paper off the large package. Inside were pressed khaki clothes, two belted holsters and two visored hats; he threw them all on a chair. “These are uniforms. I have the proper identifications in my pocket. I am afraid I outrank you, Delta, but then age has its privileges.”


  “They’re uniforms of the Hong Kong police.”


  “Kowloon, to be precise. We may have our chance, Delta! It’s why I was so long getting back. Kai-tak Airport! The security is enormous, just what the impostor wants in order to show he’s better than you ever were! There’s no guarantee, of course, but I’d stake my life on it—it’s the classic challenge for an obsessed maniac. ‘Mount your forces, I’ll break through them!’ With one kill like that he reestablishes the legend of his utter invincibility. It’s him, I’m sure of it!”


  “Start from the beginning,” ordered Bourne.


  “As we dress, yes,” agreed the Frenchman, removing his shirt and unbuckling his trousers. “Hurry! I have a motor launch across the road. Four hundred horsepower. We can be in Kowloon in forty-five minutes. Here! This is yours! Mon Dieu, the money I’ve spent makes me want to vomit!”


  “The PRC patrols,” said Jason, peeling off his clothes and reaching for the uniform. “They’ll shoot us out of the water!”


  “Idiot, certain known boats are negotiated with by radio in code. There is, after all, honor among us. How do you think we run our merchandise? How do you think we survive? We meet in coves at the Chinese islands of Teh Sa Wei and payments are made. Hurry!”


  “What about the airport? Why are you so sure it’s him?”


  “The Crown governor. Assassination.”


  “What?” shouted Bourne, stunned.


  “I walked from the Peninsula to the Star Ferry with your suitcase. It’s only a short distance, and the ferry is far quicker than a taxi through the tunnel. As I passed the Kowloon Police Hill on Salisbury Road I saw seven patrol cars drive out at emergency speed, one behind the other, all turning left, which is not to the godown. It struck me as odd—yes, two or three for a local eruption, but seven? It was good joss, as these people say. I called my contact on the Hill and he was cooperative—it was also not much of an internal secret any longer. He said if I stayed around I’d see another ten cars, twenty vans, all heading out to Kai-tak within the next two hours. Those I saw were the advance search teams. They had received word through their underground sources that an attempt was to be made on the Crown governor’s life.”


  “Specifics!” commanded Bourne harshly, buckling his trousers and reaching for the long khaki shirt that served as a jacket under the bullet-laden holster belt.


  “The governor is flying in from Beijing tonight with his own entourage from the Foreign Office, as well as another Chinese negotiating delegation. There will be newspaper people, television crews, everyone. Both governments want full coverage. There is to be a joint meeting tomorrow between all the negotiators and leaders of the financial sector.”


  “The ’97 treaty?”


  “Yet another round in the endless verbosity about the Accords. But, for all our sakes, just pray they keep talking pleasantly.”


  “The scenario,” said Jason softly, stopping all movement.


  “What scenario?”


  “The one you yourself brought up, the scenario that had the wires burning between Peking and Government House. Kill a Crown governor for the murder of a vice-premier? Then perhaps a foreign secretary for a ranking member of the Central Committee—a prime minister for a chairman? How far does it go? How many selected killings before the breaking point is reached? How long before the parent refuses to tolerate a disobedient child and marches into Hong Kong? Christ, it could happen. Someone wants it to happen!”


  D’Anjou stood motionless, holding the wide belt of the holster with its ominous strand of brass-capped shells. “What I suggested was no more than speculation based on the random violence caused by an obsessed killer who accepts his contracts without discrimination. There’s enough greed and political corruption on both sides to justify that speculation. But what you’re suggesting, Delta, is quite different. You’re saying it’s a plan, an organized plan to disrupt Hong Kong to the point that the Mainland takes over.”


  “The scenario,” repeated Jason Bourne. “The more complicated it gets, the simpler it appears.”


  The rooftops of Kai-tak Airport were swarming with police, as were the gates and the tunnels, the immigration counters and the luggage areas. Outside, on the immense field of black tarmac, powerful floodlights were joined by roving, sharper searchlights probing every moving vehicle, every inch of visible ground. Television crews uncoiled cables under watching eyes, while interviewers standing behind sound trucks practiced pronunciation in a dozen languages. Reporters and photographers were kept beyond the gates as airport personnel shouted through the amplifiers that roped-off sections on the field would soon be available for all legitimate journalists with proper passes issued by the Kai-tak management. It was madness. And then the totally unexpected happened as a sudden rainstorm swept over the colony from the darkness of the western horizon. It was yet another autumn deluge.


  “The impostor has good luck—good joss—as they say, doesn’t he?” said d’Anjou as he and Bourne in their uniforms marched with a phalanx of police through a covered walkway made of corrugated tin to one of the huge repair hangars. The hammering of the rain was deafening.


  “Luck had nothing to do with it,” replied Jason. “He studied the weather reports from as far away as Sichuan. Every airport has them. He spotted it yesterday, if not two days ago. Weather’s a weapon, too, Echo.”


  “Still, he could not dictate the arrival of the Crown governor on a Chinese aircraft. They are often hours late, usually hours late.”


  “But not days, not usually. When did the Kowloon police get word of the attempt?”


  “I asked specifically,” said the Frenchman. “Around eleven-thirty this morning.”


  “And the plane from Peking was scheduled to arrive sometime this evening?”


  “Yes, I told you that. The newspaper and the television people were ordered to be here by nine o’clock.”


  “He studied the weather reports. Opportunities present themselves. You grab them.”


  “And this is what you must do, Delta! Think like him, be him! It is our chance!”


  “What do you think I’m doing?…When we get to the hangar, I want to break away. Can your ersatz identification make it possible?”


  “I am a British Sector commander from the Mongkok Divisional Police.”


  “What does that mean?”


  “I really don’t know, but it was the best I could do.”


  “You don’t sound British.”


  “Who would know that out here at Kai-tak, old chap?”


  “The British.”


  “I’ll avoid them. My Chinese is better than yours. The Zhongguo ren will respect it. You’ll be free to roam.”


  “I have to be,” said Jason Bourne. “If it’s your commando, I want him before anyone else spots him! Here. Now!”


  • • •


  Roped stanchions were moved out of the high-domed hangar by maintenance personnel in glossy yellow rain slickers. Then a truckload of the yellow coats arrived for the police contingents; men caught them as they were thrown out of the rear of the van. Putting them on, the police then formed several groups to receive instructions from their superiors. Order was rapidly emerging from the confusion compounded by the newly arrived, bewildered troops and the problems caused by the sudden downpour. It was the sort of order Bourne distrusted. It was too smooth, too conventional for the job they faced. Ranks of brightly dressed soldiers marching forward were in the wrong place with the wrong tactics when seeking out guerrillas—even one man trained in guerrilla warfare. Each policeman in his yellow slicker was both a warning and a target—and he was also something else. A pawn. Each could be replaced by another dressed the same way, by a killer who knew how to assume the look of his enemy.


  Yet the strategy of infiltration for the purpose of a kill was suicidal, and Jason knew there was no such commitment on the part of his impostor. Unless…unless the weapon to be used had a sound level so low, the rain would eliminate it…but even then the target’s reaction could not be instantaneous. A cordon would immediately be erected around the killing ground at the first sign of the Crown governor’s collapse, every exit blocked, everyone in the vicinity ordered under guns to remain in place. A delayed reaction? A tiny air dart whose impact was no greater than a pinprick, a minor annoyance to be swatted away like a bothersome fly, as the lethal drop of poison entered the bloodstream to cause death slowly but inevitably, time not a consideration. It was a possibility, but again there were too many obstacles to surmount, too much accuracy demanded beyond the limits of an air-compressed weapon. The Crown governor would undoubtedly be wearing a protective vest, and targeting the face was out. Facial nerves exaggerated pain, and any foreign object making contact so close to the eyes would produce an immediate and dramatic reaction. That left the hands and the throat: the first were too small and conceivably could be moving too fast; the second was simply too limited an area. A high-powered rifle on a rooftop? A rifle of unquestioned accuracy with an infrared telescopic sight? Another possibility—an all too familiar yellow slicker replaced by one worn by an assassin. But again, it was suicidal, for such a weapon would produce an isolated explosion, and to mount a silencer would reduce the accuracy of the rifle to the point where it could not be trusted. The odds were against a killer on a rooftop. The kill would be too obvious.


  And the kill was everything. Bourne understood that, especially under the circumstances. D’Anjou was right. All the factors were in place for a spectacular assassination. Carlos the Jackal could not ask for more—nor could Jason Bourne, reflected David Webb. To pull it off in spite of the extraordinary security would crown the new “Bourne” king of his sickening profession. Then how? Which option would he use? And after the decision was made, what avenue of escape would be most effective, most possible?


  One of the television trucks with their complicated equipment was too obvious a means for an escape. The incoming aircraft’s maintenance crews were checked and double- and triple-checked; an outsider would be spotted instantly. All the journalists would pass through electronic gates that picked up an excess of ten milligrams of metal. And the rooftops were out. How, then?


  “You’re cleared!” said d’Anjou, suddenly appearing at his side, holding a piece of paper in his hand. “This is signed by the prefect of the Kai-tak police.”


  “What did you tell him?”


  “That you are a Jew trained by the Mossad in antiterrorist activities and posted to us in an exchange program. The word will be spread.”


  “Good God, I don’t speak Hebrew!”


  “Who here does? Shrug and continue in your tolerable French—which is spoken here but very badly. You’ll get away with it.”


  “You’re impossible, you know that, don’t you?”


  “I know that Delta, when he was our leader in Medusa, told Command Saigon that he would not go out in the field without ‘old Echo.’”


  “I must have been out of my mind.”


  “You were less in command of it then, I’ll grant you that.”


  “Thanks a lot, Echo. Wish me luck.”


  “You don’t need luck,” said the Frenchman. “You are Delta. You will always be Delta.”


  Removing the bright yellow rain slicker and the visored hat, Bourne walked outside and showed his clearance to the guards by the hangar doors. In the distance, the press was being herded through the electronic gates toward the roped stanchions. Microphones had been placed on the edge of the runway, and police vans were joined by motorcycle patrols forming a tight semicircle around the press conference area. The preparations were about complete, all the security forces in place, the media equipment in working order. The plane from Peking had obviously begun its descent in the downpour. It would land in a matter of minutes, minutes Jason wished could be extended. There were so many things to look for and so little time to search. Where? What? Everything was both possible and impossible. Which option would the killer use? What vantage point would he zero in on for the perfect kill? And how would he most logically escape from the killing ground alive?


  Bourne had considered every option he could think of and ruled each out. Think again! And again! Only minutes left. Walk around and start at the beginning…the beginning. The premise: the assassination of the Crown governor. Conditions: seemingly airtight, with security police training guns from rooftops, blocking every entrance, every exit, every staircase and escalator, all in radio contact. The odds were overwhelmingly against. Suicide.… Yet it was these same heavily negative odds that the impostor-killer found irresistible. D’Anjou had been right again: with one spectacular kill under these conditions an assassin’s supremacy would be established—or reestablished. What had the Frenchman said? With one kill like that he reestablishes the legend of his invincibility.


  Who? Where? How? Think! Look!


  The downpour drenched his Kowloon police uniform. He continuously wiped the water from his face as he moved about peering at everyone and everything. Nothing! And then the muted roar of the jet engines could be heard in the distance. The jet from Peking was making its final approach at the far end of the runway. It was landing.


  Jason studied the crowd standing inside the roped stanchions. An accommodating Hong Kong government, in deference to Peking and in the desire for “full coverage,” had supplied ponchos and squares of canvas and cheap pocket raincoats for all who wanted them. The Kai-tak personnel countered the media’s demands for an inside conference by stating simply—and wisely without explanation—that it was not in the interests of security. The statements would be short, an aggregate of no more than five or six minutes. Certainly the fine members of the journalistic establishment could tolerate a little rain for such an important event.


  The photographers? Metal! Cameras were passed through the gates but not all “cameras” took pictures. A relatively simple device could be inserted and locked into a mount, a powerful firing mechanism that released a bullet—or a dart—with the assistance of a telescopic view-finder. Was that the way? Had the assassin taken that option, expecting to smash the “camera” under his feet and take another from his pocket as he moved swiftly to the outskirts of the crowd, his credentials as authentic as those of d’Anjou and the “antiterrorist” from the Mossad? It was possible.


  The huge jet dropped onto the runway, and Bourne walked quickly into the roped-off area, approaching every photographer he could see, looking—looking for a man who looked like himself. There must have been two dozen men with cameras; he became frantic as the plane from Peking taxied toward the crowd, the flood- and searchlights now centered on the space around the microphones and the television crews. He went from one photographer to the next, rapidly ascertaining that the man could not be the killer, then looking again to see if postures were erect, faces cosmeticized. Again nothing! No one! He had to find him, take him! Before anyone else found him. The assassination was beside the point, it was irrelevant to him! Nothing mattered except Marie!


  Go back to the beginning! Target—the Crown governor. Conditions—highly negative for a kill, the target under maximum security, undoubtedly protected by personal armor, the whole security corps orderly, disciplined, the officers in tight command.… The beginning? Something was missing. Go over it again. The Crown governor—the target, a single kill. Method of the kill: suicide ruled out everything but a delayed-reaction device—an air dart, a pellet—yet the demands of accuracy made such a weapon illogical, and the loud report of a conventional gun would instantly activate the entire security force. Delay? Delayed action, not reaction! The beginning, the first assumption, was wrong! The target was not just the Crown governor. Not a single kill but multiple killings, indiscriminate killings! How much more spectacular! How much more effective for a maniac who wanted to throw Hong Kong into chaos! And the chaos would begin instantly with the security forces. Disorder, escape!


  Bourne’s mind was racing as he roamed through the crowd in the downpour, his eyes darting everywhere. He tried to recall every weapon he had ever known. A weapon that could be fired or released silently, unobtrusively from a restricted, densely populated area, its effect delayed long enough for the killer to reposition himself and make a clean escape. The only device that came to mind was a grenade, but he immediately dismissed it. Then the thought of time-fused dynamite or plastique struck him. The latter was far more manageable in terms of delays and concealment. The plastic explosives could be set in time spans of minutes and fractions of minutes rather than a few seconds only; they could be hidden in small boxes or in wrapped packages, even narrow briefcases—or thicker cases supposedly filled with photographic equipment, not necessarily carried by a photographer. He started again, going back into the crowd of reporters and photographers, his eyes scanning the black tarmac below trousers and skirts, looking for an isolated container that remained stationary on the hard asphalt. Logic made him concentrate on the rows of men and women nearest the roped-off runway. In his mind the “package” would be no more than twelve inches in length if it was thick, twenty if it was an attaché case. A smaller charge would not kill the negotiators of both governments. The airfield lights were strong, but they created myriad shadows, darker pockets within the darkness. He wished he had had the sense to carry a flashlight—he had always carried one, if only a penlight, for it, too, was a weapon! Why had he forgotten? Then to his astonishment he saw flashlight beams crisscrossing the black floor of the airfield, darting between the same trousers and skirts he had been peering beyond. The security police had arrived at the same theory, and why shouldn’t they? La Guardia Airport, 1972; Lod Airport, Tel Aviv, 1974; Rue de Bac, Paris, 1975; Harrods, London, 1982. And a half-dozen embassies from Teheran to Beirut, why shouldn’t they? They were current, he was not. His thinking was slow—and he could not allow that!


  Who? Where?


  The enormous 747 starship of the People’s Republic came into view like a great silver bird, its jet engines roaring through the deluge, whirring down as it was maneuvered into position on alien ground. The doors opened and the parade began. The two leaders of the British and the Chinese delegations emerged together. They waved and walked in unison down the metal staircase, one in the impeccable clothes of Whitehall, the other in the drab, rankless uniform of the People’s army. They were followed by two lines of aides and adjutants, Occidentals and Orientals doing their best to appear congenial with one another for the cameras. The leaders approached the microphones, and as the voices droned over the loudspeakers and through the rain the next minutes were a blur for Jason. A part of his mind was on the ceremony that was taking place under the floodlights, the larger part on the final search—for it would be final. If the impostor was there, he had to find him—before the kill, before the chaos! But, goddamn it, where? Bourne moved out beyond the ropes on the far right to get a better view of the proceedings. A guard objected; Jason showed the man his clearance and remained motionless, studying the television crews, their looks, their eyes, their equipment. If the assassin was among them, which one was he?


  “We are jointly pleased to announce that further progress has been made with regard to the Accords. We of the United Kingdom…”


  “We of the People’s Republic of China—the only true China on the face of the earth—express a desire to find a close communion with those who wish…”


  The speeches were interrupted by each leader giving support to his counterpart, yet letting the world know there was still much to negotiate. There was tension beneath the civility, the verbal placebos, and the plastic smiles. And Jason found nothing he could focus on, nothing, so he wiped the rain from his face and nodded to the guard as he ducked under the rope and moved once again back through the crowd behind the stanchions. He threaded his way to the left side of the press conference.


  Suddenly, Bourne’s eyes were drawn to a series of headlights in the downpour that curved into the runway at the far end of the field and rapidly accelerated toward the stationary aircraft. Then, as if on cue, there was a swelling of applause. The brief ceremony was over, signified by the arrival of the official limousines, each with a motorcycle escort driving up between the delegations and the roped-off crowd of journalists and photographers. Police surrounded the television trucks, ordering all but two preselected cameramen to get inside their vehicles.


  It was the moment. If anything was going to happen, it would happen now. If an instrument of death was about to be placed, its charge to be exploded within the time span of a minute or less, it would have to be placed now!


  Several feet to his left, he saw an officer of a police contingent, a tall man whose eyes were moving as rapidly as his own. Jason leaned toward the man and spoke in Chinese while holding out his clearance, shielding it from the rain with his hand. “I’m the man from the Mossad!” he yelled, trying to be heard through the applause.


  “Yes, I know about you!” shouted the officer. “I was told. We’re grateful you’re here!”


  “Do you have a flashlight—a torch?”


  “Yes, of course. Do you want it?”


  “Very much.”


  “Here.”


  “Clear me!” ordered Bourne, lifting the rope, gesturing for the officer to follow. “I haven’t time to show papers!”


  “Certainly!” The Chinese followed, reaching out and intercepting a guard who was about to stop Jason—by shooting him if it was necessary. “Let him be! He’s one of us! He’s trained in this sort of thing!”


  “The Jew from the Mossad?”


  “It is he.”


  “We were told. Thank you, sir.… But, of course, he can’t understand me.”


  “Oddly enough, he does. He speaks Guangdong hua.”


  “In Food Street there is what they call a Kosur restaurant that serves our dishes—”


  Bourne was now between the row of limousines and the roped stanchions. As he walked down the line of rope, his flashlight directed below on the black tarmac, he gave orders in Chinese and English—shouting yet not shouting; the commands of a reasonable man looking, perhaps, for a lost object. One by one the men and women of the press moved back, explaining to those behind them. He approached the lead limousine; the flags of both Great Britain and the People’s Republic were displayed respectively on the right and left, indicating that England was the host, China the guest. The representatives rode together. Jason concentrated on the ground; the exalted passengers were about to enter the elongated vehicle with their most trusted aides amid sustained applause.


  It happened, but Bourne was not sure what it was! His left shoulder touched another shoulder and the contact was electric. The man he had grazed first lurched forward and then had swung back with such ferocity that Jason was shoved off balance. He turned and looked at the man on the police escort motorcycle, then raised his flashlight to see through the dark plastic oval of the helmet.


  Lightning struck, sharp, jagged bolts crashing into his skull, his eyes riveted as he tried to adjust to the incredible. He was staring at himself—from only years ago! The dark features behind the opaque bubble were his! It was the commando! The impostor! The assassin!


  The eyes that stared back at him also showed panic, but they were quicker than Webb’s. A flattened, rigid hand lashed out, crashing into Jason’s throat, cutting off all speech and thought. Bourne fell back, unable to scream, grabbing his neck, as the assassin lurched off his motorcycle. He rushed past Jason and ducked under the rope.


  Get him! Take him!…Marie! The words were absent—only hysterical thoughts screamed silently in Bourne’s mind. He retched, exploding the chop in his throat, and leaped over the rope, plunging into the crowd, following the path of fallen-away bodies that had been pummeled by the killer in his race to escape.


  “Stop…him!” Only the last word emerged from Jason’s throat; it was a hoarse whisper. “Let me through!” Two words were audible, but no one was listening. From somewhere near the terminal a band was playing in the downpour.


  The path was closed! There were only people, people, people! Find him! Take him! Marie! He’s gone! He’s disappeared! “Let me through!” he screamed, the words now clear but heeded by no one. He yanked and pulled and bucked his way to the edge of the crowd, another crowd facing him behind the glass doors of the terminal.


  Nothing! No one! The killer was gone!


  Killer? The kill!


  It was the limousine, the lead limousine with the flags of both countries! That was the target! Somewhere in that car or beneath that car was the timed mechanism that would blow it to the skies, killing the leaders of both delegations. Result—the scenario…chaos. Takeover!


  Bourne spun around, frantically looking for someone in authority. Twenty yards beyond the rope, standing at attention as the British anthem was being played, was an officer of the Kowloon police. Clipped to his belt was a radio. A chance! The limousines had started their stately procession toward an unseen gate in the airfield.


  Jason yanked the rope, pulling it up, toppling a stanchion, and started running toward the short, erect Chinese officer. “Xun su!” he roared.


  “Shemma?” replied the startled man, instinctively reaching for his holstered gun.


  “Stop them! The cars, the limousines! The one in front!”


  “What are you talking about? Who are you?”


  Bourne nearly struck the man in frustration. “Mossad!” he screamed.


  “You are the one from Israel? I’ve heard—”


  “Listen to me! Get on that radio and tell them to stop! Get everyone out of that car! It’s going to blow! Now!”


  Through the rain the officer looked up into Jason’s eyes, then nodded once and pulled the radio from his belt. “This is an emergency! Clear the channel and patch me to Red Star One. Immediately.”


  “All the cars!” interrupted Bourne. “Tell them to peel away!”


  “Change!” cried the police officer. “Alert all vehicles. Put me through!” And with his voice tense but controlled, the Chinese spoke clearly, emphasizing each word. “This is Colony Five and we have an emergency. With me is the man from the Mossad and I relay his instructions. They are to be complied with at once. Red Star One is to stop instantly and order everyone out of the vehicle, instructing them to run for cover. All other cars are to turn to the left toward the center of the field, away from Red Star One. Execute immediately!”


  Stunned, the crowds watched as in the distance the engines roared in unison. Five limousines swung out of position, racing into the outer darkness of the airport. The first car screeched to a stop; the doors opened and men leaped out, running in all directions.


  Eight seconds later it happened. The limousine called Red Star One exploded forty feet from an open gate. Flaming metal and shattered glass spiraled up into the downpour as the band music halted in midbreath.


  



  Peking. 11:25 P.M.


  Above the northern suburbs of Peking is a vast compound rarely spoken of, and certainly not for public inspection. The major reason is security, but there is also an element of embarrassment in this egalitarian society. For inside this sprawling, forested enclave in the hills are the villas of China’s most powerful figures. The compound is shrouded in secrecy, as befits a complex enclosed by a high wall of gray stone, the entrances guarded by seasoned army veterans, the dense woods within continuously patrolled by attack dogs. And if one were to speculate on the social or political relationships cultivated there, it should be noted that no villa can be seen from another, for each structure is surrounded by its own inner wall, and all personal guards are personally selected after years of obedience and trust. The name, when it is spoken, is Jade Tower Mountain, which refers not to a geological mountain, but to an immense hill that rises above the others. At one time or another, with the ebb and flow of political fortunes, such men as Mao Zedong, Liu Shaoqi, Lin Biao, and Zhou Enlai lived here. Among the residents now was a man shaping the economic destiny of the People’s Republic. The world press referred to him simply as Sheng, and the name was immediately recognizable. His full name was Sheng Chou Yang.


  A brown sedan sped down the road fronting the imposing gray wall. It approached Gate Number Six, and as though preoccupied, the driver suddenly applied the brakes and the car sideslipped into the entrance, stopping inches from the bright orange barrier that reflected the beams of the headlights. A guard approached.


  “Who is it you come to see and what is your name? I will need your official identification.”


  “Minister Sheng,” said the driver. “And my name is not important, nor are my papers required. Please inform the minister’s residence that his emissary from Kowloon is here.”


  The soldier shrugged. Such replies were standard at Jade Tower Mountain, and to press further might result in a conceivable transfer from this heavenly duty where the leftover food was beyond one’s imagination and even foreign beer was given for obedient and cooperative service. Still, the guard used the telephone. The visitor had to be admitted properly. To do otherwise could bring one to kneel in a field and be shot in the back of the head. The guard returned to the gatehouse and dialed the villa of Sheng Chou Yang.


  “Admit him. Quickly!”


  Without going back to the sedan, the guard pressed a button and the orange bar was raised. The car raced in, far too quickly over the gravel, thought the guard. The emissary was in a great hurry.


  “Minister Sheng is in the garden,” said the army officer at the door, looking beyond the visitor, his eyes darting about, peering into the darkness. “Go to him.”


  The emissary rushed through the front room filled with red lacquered furniture to an archway beyond which was a walled garden complete with four connecting lily ponds subtly lit with yellow lights beneath the water. Two intersecting paths of white gravel formed an X between the ponds, and low black wicker chairs and tables were placed at the far end of each path within an oval setting. Seated alone at the end of the eastern leg by the brick wall was a slender man of medium height, with close-cropped, prematurely gray hair and gaunt features. If there was anything about him that might startle someone meeting him for the first time, it was his eyes, for they were the dark eyes of a dead man, the lids never blinking even for an instant. Contrarily, they were also the eyes of a zealot whose blind dedication to a cause was the core of his strength; white heat was in the pupils, lightning in the orbs. These were the eyes of Sheng Chou Yang, and at the moment they were on fire.


  “Tell me!” he roared, both hands gripping the black arms of the wicker chair. “Who does this?”


  “It’s all a lie, Minister! We have checked with our people in Tel Aviv. There is no such man as was described. There is no agent from the Mossad in Kowloon! A lie!”


  “What action did you take?”


  “It is most confusing—”


  “What action?”


  “We are tracing an Englishman in the Mongkok whom no one seems to know about.”


  “Fools and idiots! Idiots and fools! Whom have you spoken with?”


  “Our key man in the Kowloon police. He is bewildered, and I’m sorry to say I think he is frightened. He made several references to Macao, and I did not like his voice.”


  “He is dead.”


  “I will transmit your instructions.”


  “I’m afraid you cannot.” Sheng gestured with his left hand, his right in shadows, reaching beneath the low table. “Come pay your obedience to the Kuomintang,” he commanded.


  The emissary approached the minister. He bowed low and reached for the great man’s left hand. Sheng lifted his right hand. In it was a gun.


  An explosion followed, blowing the emissary’s head away. Fragments of skull and tissue seared into the lily ponds. The army officer appeared in the archway as the corpse sprang back from the impact with the white gravel.


  “Dispose of him,” ordered Sheng. “He heard too much, learned too much…presumed too much.”


  “Certainly, Minister.”


  “And reach the man in Macao. I have instructions for him and they are to be implemented immediately, while the fires in Kowloon still light up the sky. I want him here.”


  As the officer approached the dead courier, Sheng suddenly rose from the chair, and walked slowly to the edge of the nearest pond, his face illuminated by the lights beneath the water. He spoke once again, his voice flat but filled with purpose.


  “Soon all of Hong Kong and the territories,” he said, staring at a lily pad. “Soon thereafter, all of China.”


  “You lead, Minister,” said the officer, watching Sheng, his eyes glowing with devotion. “We follow. The march you promised has begun. We return to our Mother and the land will be ours again.”


  “Yes, it will,” agreed Sheng Chou Yang. “We cannot be denied. I cannot be denied.”


  



  CHAPTER TWENTY


  



  By noon of that paralyzing day when Kai-tak was merely an airport and not an assassination field, Ambassador Havilland had described to a stunned Catherine Staples the broad outlines of the Sheng conspiracy with its roots in the Kuomintang. Objective: a consortium of taipans with a central leader, whose son Sheng was, taking over Hong Kong, and turning the colony into the conspirators’ own financial empire. Inevitable result: the conspiracy would fail, and the raging giant that was the People’s Republic would strike out, marching into Hong Kong, destroying the Accords and throwing the Far East into chaos. In utter disbelief Catherine had demanded substantiation, and by 2:15 had twice read the State Department’s lengthy and top secret dossier on Sheng Chou Yang, but she continued to strenuously object, as the accuracy of authorship could not be verified. At 3:30 she had been taken to the radio room and by satellite-scrambler transmission was presented with an array of “facts” by a man named Reilly of the National Security Council in Washington.


  “You’re only a voice, Mr. Reilly,” Staples had said. “How do I know you’re not down at the bottom of the Peak in the Wanchai?”


  There was at that moment a pronounced click on the line and a voice Catherine and the world knew very well was speaking to her. “This is the President of the United States, Mrs. Staples. If you doubt that, I suggest you call your consulate. Ask them to reach the White House by diplomatic phone and request a confirmation of our transmission. I’ll hang on. You’ll receive it. At the moment I have nothing better to do—nothing more vital.”


  Shaking her head and briefly closing her eyes, Catherine had answered quietly, “I believe you, Mr. President.”


  “Forget about me, believe what you’ve heard. It’s the truth.”


  “It’s just so unbelievable—inconceivable.”


  “I’m no expert, Mrs. Staples, and I never claimed to be, but then neither was the Trojan Horse very believable. Now, that may be legend and Menelaus’ wife may have been a figment of a campfire storyteller’s imagination, but the concept is valid—it’s become a symbol of an enemy destroying his adversary from within.”


  “Menelaus…?”


  “Don’t believe the media, I’ve read a book or two. But do believe our people, Mrs. Staples. We need you. I’ll call your Prime Minister if it will help, but, in all honesty, I’d rather not. He might feel it necessary to confer with others.”


  “No, Mr. President. Containment is everything. I’m beginning to understand Ambassador Havilland.”


  “You’re one up on me. I don’t always understand him.”


  “Perhaps it’s better that way, sir.”


  • • •


  At 3:58 there was an emergency call—highest priority—to the sterile house in Victoria Peak, but it was not for either the Ambassador or Undersecretary of State McAllister. It was for Major Lin Wenzu, and when it came, a frightening vigil began that lasted four hours. The scant information was so electrifying that all concentration was riveted on the crisis, and Catherine Staples telephoned her consulate telling the High Commissioner that she was not well and would not attend the strategy conference with the Americans that afternoon. Her presence in the sterile house was welcome. Ambassador Havilland wanted the foreign service officer to see and understand for herself how close the Far East was to upheaval. How an inevitable error on either Sheng’s or his assassin’s part could bring about an explosion so drastic that troops from the People’s Republic could move into Hong Kong within hours, bringing not only the colony’s world trade to a halt, but with it widespread human suffering—savage rioting everywhere, death squads from the left and the right exploiting resentments going back forty years, racial and provincial factions pitted against one another and the military. Blood would flow in the streets and the harbor, and as nations everywhere had to be affected, global war was a very real possibility. He said these things to her as Lin worked furiously on the telephone, giving commands, coordinating his people with the colony’s police and the airport’s security.


  It all had started with the major from MI6 cupping the phone and speaking in a quiet voice in that Victorian room in Victoria Peak: “Kai-tak tonight. The Sino-British delegations. Assassination. The target is the Crown governor. They believe it’s Jason Bourne.”


  “I can’t understand it!” protested McAllister, leaping from the couch. “It’s premature. Sheng isn’t ready! We’d have gotten an inkling of it if he was—an official statement from his ministry alluding to a proposed commission of some sort. It’s wrong!”


  “Miscalculation?” asked the ambassador coldly.


  “Possibly. Or something else. A strategy we haven’t considered.”


  “Go to work, Major,” said Havilland.


  After issuing his last orders, Lin received a final order himself from Havilland before heading for the airport. “Stay out of sight, Major,” said the ambassador. “I mean that.”


  “Impossible,” replied Lin. “With respect, sir, I must be with my men on the scene. These are experienced eyes.”


  “With equal respect,” continued Havilland. “I must make it a condition of your getting through the outside gate.”


  “Why, Mr. Ambassador?”


  “With your perspicacity, I’m surprised you ask.”


  “I have to! I don’t understand.”


  “Then perhaps it’s my fault, Major. I thought I’d made it clear why we went to such extremes to bring our Jason Bourne over here. Accept the fact that he’s extraordinary, his record proves it. He has his ears not only to the ground, but they’re also locked into the four winds. We must presume, if the medical prognosis is accurate and portions of his memory continue to come back to him, that he has contacts all over this part of the world in nooks and crannies we know nothing about. Suppose—just suppose, Major—that one of those contacts informs him that an emergency alert has been sent out for Kai-tak Airport tonight, that a large security force has been gathered to protect the Crown governor. What do you think he’d do?”


  “Be there,” answered Lin Wenzu softly, reluctantly. “Somewhere.”


  “And suppose again that our Bourne saw you? Forgive me, but you are not easily overlooked. The discipline of his logical mind—logic, discipline, and imagination were always his means of survival—would force him to find out precisely who you are. Need I say more?”


  “I don’t think so,” said the major.


  “The connection is made,” said Havilland, overriding Lin’s words. “There is no taipan with a murdered young wife in Macao. Instead there is a highly regarded field officer of British Intelligence posing as a fictitious taipan, having fed him yet another lie, echoing a previous lie. He will know that once again he has been manipulated by government forces, manipulated in the most brutal fashion possible—the abduction of his wife. The mind, Major, is a delicate instrument, his more delicate than most. There’s only so much stress it can take. I don’t even want to think about what he might do—what we might be forced to do.”


  “It was always the weakest aspect of the scenario, and yet it was the core,” said Lin.


  “‘An ingenious device,’” interrupted McAllister, obviously quoting. “‘Few acts of vengeance are as readily understood as an eye for an eye.’ Your words, Lin.”


  “If so, you should not have chosen me to play your taipan!” insisted the major. “There’s a crisis here in Hong Kong and you’ve crippled me!”


  “It’s the same crisis facing all of us,” said Havilland gently. “Only this time we have a warning. Also, who else could we have chosen? What other Chinese but the proven chief of Special Branch would have been cleared by London for what you were initially told, to say nothing of what you know now? Set up your command post inside the airport’s tower. The glass is dark.”


  In silence the huge major turned angrily and left the room. “Is it wise to let him go?” asked McAllister as he, the ambassador and Catherine Staples watched Lin leave.


  “Certainly,” answered the diplomat of covert operations.


  “I spent several weeks here with MI-Six,” continued the undersecretary rapidly. “He’s been known to disobey in the past.”


  “Only when the orders were given by posturing British officers with less experience than himself. He was never reprimanded; he was right. Just as he knows I’m right.”


  “How can you be sure?”


  “Why do you think he said we’ve crippled him? He doesn’t like it, but he accepts it.” Havilland walked behind the desk and turned to Catherine. “Please sit down, Mrs. Staples. And, Edward, I should like to ask a favor of you, and it has nothing to do with confidentiality. You know as much as I do and you’re probably more current, and I’ll no doubt call for you if I need information. However, I’d like to talk with Mrs. Staples alone.”


  “By all means,” said the undersecretary, gathering up papers on the desk as Catherine sat down in a chair facing the diplomat. “I’ve a great deal of thinking to do. If this Kai-tak thing isn’t a hoax—if it’s a direct order from Sheng—then he’s conceived of a strategy we really haven’t considered, and that’s dangerous. From every avenue, every direction I’ve explored, he has to offer up his clearinghouse, his damned economic commission, under stable conditions, not unstable. He could blow everything apart—but he’s not stupid, he’s brilliant. What’s he doing?”


  “Consider, if you will,” broke in the ambassador, frowning as he sat down, “the reverse of our approach, Edward. Instead of implanting his financial clearinghouse of assorted taipans during a period of stability, he does so in instability—but with sympathy—the point being to restore order quickly. No raging giant but rather a protective father, caring for his emotionally disturbed offspring, wanting to calm it down.”


  “To what advantage?”


  “It takes place rapidly, that’s all. Who would so closely examine a group of respected financiers from the colony put in place during a crisis? After all, they represent stability. It’s something to think about.”


  McAllister held the papers in his hands and looked at Havilland. “It’s too much of a gamble for him,” he said. “Sheng risks losing control of the expansionists in the Central Committee, the old military revolutionaries who are looking for any excuse to move into the colony. A crisis based on violence would play right into their hands. That’s the scenario we gave Webb, and it’s a realistic one.”


  “Unless Sheng’s own position is now strong enough to suppress them. As you said yourself, Sheng Chou Yang has made China a great deal of money, and if there ever was a basically capitalistic people, it’s the Chinese. They have more than a healthy respect for money, it’s an obsession.”


  “They also have respect for the old men of the Long March, and it, too, is obsessive. Without those early Maoists most of China’s younger leadership would be illiterate peasants breaking their backs in the field. They revere those old soldiers. Sheng wouldn’t risk a confrontation.”


  “Then there’s an alternative theory that could be a combination of what we’re both saying. We did not tell Webb that a number of the more vocal leaders of Peking’s old guard haven’t been heard from in months. And in several instances, when the word was officially released, this one or that one had died of natural causes, or a tragic accident, and in one case was removed in disgrace. Now, if our assumption is right, that at least some of these silenced men are victims of Sheng’s hired gun—”


  “Then he’s solidified his position by elimination,” broke in McAllister. “Westerners are all over Peking; the hotels are filled to capacity. What’s one more—especially an assassin who could be anyone—an attaché, a business executive…a chameleon.”


  “And who better than the manipulative Sheng to set up secret meetings between his Jason Bourne and selected victims? Any number of pretexts would do, but primarily military high-tech espionage. The targets would leap at it.”


  “If any of this is near the truth, Sheng’s much further along than we thought.”


  “Take your papers. Request anything you need from our Intelligence people and MI-Six. Study everything, but find us a pattern, Edward. If we lose a Crown governor tonight, we may be on our way to losing Hong Kong in a matter of days. For all the wrong reasons.”


  “He’ll be protected,” muttered McAllister, heading for the door, his face troubled.


  “I’m counting on it,” said the ambassador, as the undersecretary left the room. Havilland turned to Catherine Staples. “Are you really beginning to understand me?” he asked.


  “The words and their implications, yes, but not certain specifics,” replied Catherine, looking oddly at the door the undersecretary of State had just closed. “He’s a strange man, isn’t he?”


  “McAllister?”


  “Yes.”


  “Does he bother you?”


  “On the contrary. He lends a certain credibility to everything that’s been said to me. By you, by that man Reilly—even by your President, I’m afraid.” Staples turned back to the ambassador. “I’m being honest.”


  “I want you to be. And I understand the wavelength you’re on. McAllister’s one of the best analytical minds in the State Department, a brilliant bureaucrat who will never rise to the level of his own worth.”


  “Why not?”


  “I think you know, but if you don’t, you sense it. He’s a thoroughly moral man and that morality has stood in the way of his advancement. Had I been cursed with his sense of moral outrage, I never would have become the man I am—and in my defense, I never would have accomplished what I have. But I think you know that too. You said as much when you came in here.”


  “Now you’re the one being honest. I appreciate it.”


  “I’m glad. I want the air cleared between us because I want your help.”


  “Marie?”


  “And beyond,” said Havilland. “What specifics disturb you? What can I clarify?”


  “This clearinghouse, this commission of bankers and taipans Sheng will propose to oversee the colony’s financial policies—”


  “Let me anticipate,” interrupted the diplomat. “On the surface they will be disparate in character and position and eminently acceptable. As I said to McAllister when we first met, if we thought the whole insane scheme had a prayer, we’d look the other way and wish them great success, but it doesn’t have a chance. All powerful men have enemies; there’ll be skeptics here in Hong Kong and in Peking—jealous factions who’ve been excluded—and they’ll dig deeper than Sheng expects. I think you know what they’ll find.”


  “That all roads, above and below ground, lead to Rome. Rome here being this taipan, Sheng’s father, whose name your highly selective documents never mention. He’s the spider whose webs reach out to every member of that clearinghouse. He controls them. For God’s sake, who the hell is he?”


  “I wish we knew,” said Havilland, his voice flat.


  “You really don’t?” asked Catherine Staples, astonished.


  “If we did, life would be far simpler, and I would have told you. I’m not playing games with you, we’ve never learned who he is. How many taipans are there in Hong Kong? How many zealots wanting to strike back at Peking in any way they can in the cause of the Kuomintang? By their lights China was stolen from them. Their motherland, the graves of their ancestors, their possessions—everything. Many were decent people, Mrs. Staples, but many others were not. The political leaders, the warlords, the landlords, the immensely rich—they were a privileged society that gorged themselves on the sweat and suppression of millions. And if that sounds like a crock of today’s Communist propaganda, it was a classic case of yesterday’s provocation that gave rise to such bilge. We’re dealing with a handful of obsessed expatriates who want their own back. They forget the corruption that led to their own collapse.”


  “Have you thought of confronting Sheng himself? Privately?”


  “Of course, and his reaction is all too predictable. He would feign outrage and tell us bluntly that if we pursue such despicable fantasies in an attempt to discredit him, he’ll void the China Accords, claiming duplicity, and move Hong Kong into Peking’s economic orbit immediately. He’d claim that many of the old-line Marxists on the Central Committee would applaud such a move, and he’d be right. Then he would look at us and probably say, ‘Gentlemen, you have your choice. Good day.’”


  “And if you made Sheng’s conspiracy public the same thing would happen, and he knows you know it,” said Staples, frowning. “Peking would pull out of the Accords blaming Taiwan and the West for messing around. Their face is beet-red with internal capitalistic corruption, so the territory marches to a Marxist drum—actually they wouldn’t have a choice. And what follows is economic collapse.”


  “That’s the way we read it,” agreed Havilland.


  “The solution?”


  “There’s only one. Sheng.”


  Staples nodded her head. “Hardball,” she said.


  “The most extreme act, if that’s what you mean.”


  “That’s obviously what I mean,” said Catherine. “And Marie’s husband, this Webb, is intrinsic to the solution?”


  “Jason Bourne is intrinsic to it, yes.”


  “Because this impostor, this assassin who calls himself Bourne, can be trapped by the extraordinary man he emulates—as McAllister put it, but not in that context. He takes his place and pulls out Sheng where he can implement the solution, the extreme solution.… Hell, he kills him.”


  “Yes. Somewhere in China, of course.”


  “In China…‘of course’?”


  “Yes, making it appear as internal fratricide with no external connections. Peking can’t blame anyone but unknown enemies of Sheng within its own hierarchy. Regardless, at that juncture, if it happens, it’s probably going to be irrelevant. The world won’t officially hear of Sheng’s death for weeks, and when the announcement is made, his ‘sudden demise’ will undoubtedly be attributed to a massive coronary or a cerebral hemorrhage, certainly not to murder. The giant does not parade its aberrations, it conceals them.”


  “Which is precisely what you want.”


  “Naturally. The world goes on, the taipans are cut off from their source, Sheng’s clearinghouse collapses like a house of cards, and reasonable men go forward honoring the Accords for everyone’s benefit.… But we’re a long way from there, Mrs. Staples. To begin with, there’s today, tonight. Kai-tak. It could be the beginning of the end, for we have no immediate countermeasures to put in place. If I appear calm, it’s an illusion born of years of concealing tension. My two consolations at this moment are that the colony’s security forces are among the best on earth, and second—the tragedy of death notwithstanding—is that Peking has been alerted to the situation. Hong Kong’s concealing nothing, nor does it care to. So, in a sense, it becomes both a joint risk and a joint venture to protect the Crown governor.”


  “How does that help if the worst happens?”


  “For what it’s worth, psychologically. It may avert the appearance if not the fact of instability, for the emergency has been labeled beforehand as an isolated act of premeditated violence, not symptomatic of the colony’s unrest. Above all, it’s been shared. Both delegations have their own military escorts; they’ll be put to use.”


  “So on such subtle points of protocol a crisis can be contained?”


  “From what I’ve been told, you don’t need any lessons in containing crises, or precipitating them, either. Besides, everything can go off the wire with one development that throws subtleties into the garbage heap. Despite everything I’ve said, I’m frightened to death. There’s so much room for error and miscalculation—they’re our enemies, Mrs. Staples. All we can do is wait, and waiting is the hardest part, the most draining.”


  “I have other questions,” said Catherine.


  “By all means, ask as many as you like. Make me think, make me sweat, if you can. It may help us both take our minds off the waiting.”


  “You just referred to my questionable abilities in the area of containing crises. But you added—I think more confidently—that I could also precipitate them.”


  “I’m sorry, I couldn’t resist. It’s a bad habit.”


  “I assume you meant the attaché, John Nelson.”


  “Who?…Oh, yes, the young man from the consulate. What he lacks in judgment he makes up in courage.”


  “You’re wrong.”


  “About the judgment?” asked Havilland, his thick eyebrows arched in mild astonishment. “Really?”


  “I’m not excusing his weaknesses, but he’s one of the finest people you’ve got. His professional judgment is superior to that of most of your more experienced personnel. Ask anyone in the consulates who’s been in conferences with him. He’s also one of the few who speak a damn good Cantonese.”


  “He also compromised what he knew was a highly classified operation,” said the diplomat curtly.


  “If he hadn’t, you wouldn’t have found me. You wouldn’t have come within arm’s reach of Marie St. Jacques, which is where you are now. An arm’s reach.”


  “An ‘arm’s reach’…?” Havilland leaned forward, his eyes angry, questioning. “Surely, you won’t continue to hide her.”


  “Probably not. I haven’t decided.”


  “My God, woman, after everything you’ve been told! She’s got to be here! Without her we’ve lost, we’ve all lost! If Webb found out she wasn’t with us, that she’d disappeared, he’d go mad! You’ve got to deliver her!”


  “That’s the point. I can deliver her anytime. It doesn’t have to be when you say.”


  “No!” thundered the ambassador. “When and if our Jason Bourne completes his assignment, a series of telephone calls will be placed putting him in direct contact with his wife!”


  “I won’t give you a telephone number,” said Staples matter-of-factly. “I might as well give you an address.”


  “You don’t know what you’re doing! What do I have to say to convince you?”


  “Simple. Reprimand John Nelson verbally. Suggest counseling, if you wish, but keep everything off the record and keep him here in Hong Kong, where his chances for recognition are the best.”


  “Jesus Christ!” exploded Havilland. “He’s a drug addict!”


  “That’s ludicrous but typical of the primitive reaction of an American ‘moralist’ given a few key words.”


  “Please, Mrs. Staples—”


  “He was drugged; he doesn’t take drugs. His limit is three vodka martinis, and he likes girls. Of course, a few of your male attachés prefer boys, and their limit is nearer six martinis, but who’s counting? Frankly, I personally don’t give a damn what adults do within the four walls of a bedroom—I don’t really believe that whatever it is affects what they do outside the bedroom—but Washington has this peculiar preoccupation with—”


  “All right, Mrs. Staples! Nelson is reprimanded—by me—and the consul general will not be informed and nothing goes into his record. Are you satisfied?”


  “We’re getting there. Call him this afternoon and tell him that. Also tell him to get his extracurricular act together for his own benefit.”


  “That will be a pleasure. Is there anything else?”


  “Yes, and I’m afraid I don’t know how to put it without insulting you.”


  “That hasn’t fazed you.”


  “It fazes me now because I know far more than I did three hours ago.”


  “Then insult me, dear lady.”


  Catherine paused, and when she spoke her voice was a cry for understanding. It was hollow yet vibrant and filled the room. “Why? Why did you do it? Wasn’t there another way?”


  “I presume you mean Mrs. Webb.”


  “Of course I mean Mrs. Webb, and no less her husband! I asked you before, have you any idea what you’ve done to them? It’s barbaric and I mean that in the full ugliness of the word. You’ve put both of them on some kind of medieval rack, literally pulling their minds and their bodies apart, making them live with the knowledge that they may never see each other again, each believing that with a wrong decision one can cause the other’s death. An American lawyer once asked a question in a Senate hearing, and I’m afraid I must ask it of you.… Have you no sense of decency, Mr. Ambassador?”


  Havilland looked wearily at Staples. “I have a sense of duty,” he said, his voice tired, his face drawn. “I had to develop a situation rapidly that would provoke an immediate response, a total commitment to act instantly. It was based on an incident in Webb’s past, a terrible thing that turned a civilized young scholar into—the phrase used to describe him was the ‘supreme guerrilla.’ I needed that man, that hunter, for all the reasons you’ve heard. He’s here, he’s hunting, and I assume his wife is unharmed and we obviously never intended anything else for her.”


  “The incident in Webb’s past. That was his first wife? In Cambodia?”


  “You know, then?”


  “Marie told me. His wife and two children were killed by a lone jet fighter sweeping down along a river, strafing the water where they were playing.”


  “He became another man,” said Havilland, nodding. “His mind snapped, and it became his war despite the fact that he had little or no regard for Saigon. He was venting his outrage in the only way he knew how, fighting an enemy who had stolen his life from him. He would usually take on only the most complex and dangerous assignments where the objectives were major, the targets within the framework of command personnel. One doctor said that in his mental warp Webb was killing the killers who sent out other mindless killers. I suppose it makes sense.”


  “And by taking his second wife in Maine you raised the specter of his first loss. The incident that turned him into this ‘supreme guerrilla,’ then later as Jason Bourne, hunter of Carlos the Jackal.”


  “Yes, Mrs. Staples, hunter,” interjected the diplomat quietly. “I wanted that hunter on the scene immediately. I couldn’t waste any time—not a minute—and I didn’t know any other way to get immediate results.”


  “He’s an Oriental scholar!” cried Catherine. “He understands the dynamics of the Orient a hell of a lot better than any of us, the so-called experts. Couldn’t you have appealed to him, appealed to his sense of history, pointing out the consequences of what could happen?”


  “He may be a scholar, but he’s first a man who believes—with certain justification—that he was betrayed by his government. He asked for help and a trap was set to kill him. No appeals of mine would have broken through that barrier.”


  “You could have tried!”


  “And risk delay when every hour counted? In a way, I’m sorry you’ve never been put in my position. Then, perhaps, you might really understand me.”


  “Question,” said Catherine, holding up her hand defiantly. “What makes you think that David Webb will go into China after Sheng if he does find and take the impostor? As I understand it, the agreement is for him to deliver the man who calls himself Jason Bourne and Marie is returned to him.”


  “At that point, if it occurs, it doesn’t really matter. That’s when we’ll tell him why we did what we did. That’s when we’ll appeal to his Far East expertise and the global consequences of Sheng’s and the taipans’ machinations. If he walks away, we have several experienced field agents who can take his place. They’re not men you’d care to bring home to meet your mother, but they’re available and they can do it.”


  “How?”


  “Codes, Mrs. Staples. The original Jason Bourne’s methods always included codes between himself and his clients. That was the structured myth, and the impostor has studied every aspect of the original. Once this new Bourne is in our hands we’ll get the information we need one way or another—confirmed by chemicals, of course. We’ll know how to reach Sheng, and that’s all we have to know. One meeting in the countryside outside Jade Tower Mountain. One kill and the world goes on. I’m not capable of coming up with any other solution. Are you?”


  “No,” said Catherine softly, slowly shaking her head. “It’s hardball.”


  “Give us Mrs. Webb.”


  “Yes, of course, but not tonight. She can’t go anywhere, and you’ve got enough to worry about with Kai-tak. I took her to a flat in Tuen Mun in the New Territories. It belongs to a friend of mine. I also brought her to a doctor who bandaged her feet—she bruised them badly running from your Lin Wenzu—and he gave her a sedative. My God, she’s a wreck; she hasn’t slept in days, and the pills didn’t do much for her last night; she was too tense, still too frightened. I stayed with her and she talked until dawn. Let her rest. I’ll pick her up in the morning.”


  “How will you manage it? What will you say?”


  “I’m not sure. I’ll call her later and try to keep her calm. I’ll tell her I’m making progress—more, perhaps, than I thought I would. I just want to give her hope, to ease the tension. I’ll tell her to stay near the phone, get as much rest as she can, and I’ll drive up in the morning, I think with good news.”


  “I’d like to send a backup with you,” said Havilland. “Including McAllister. He knows her, and I honestly believe his moral suasion will be communicated. It will bolster your case.”


  “It might,” agreed Catherine, nodding. “As you said, I sensed it. All right, but they’re to stay away until I’ve talked to her, and that could take a couple of hours. She has a finely honed distrust of Washington, and I’ve got a lot of convincing to do. That’s her husband out there and she loves him very much. I can’t and I won’t tell her that I approve of what you did, but I can say that in light of the extraordinary circumstances—not excluding the conceivable economic collapse of Hong Kong—I understand why you did it. What she has to understand—if nothing else—is that she’s closer to her husband being with you than being away from you. Of course, she may try to kill you, but that’s your problem. She’s a very feminine, good-looking woman, more than attractive, quite striking actually, but remember she’s a ranch girl from Calgary. I wouldn’t advise being alone with her in a room. I’m sure she’s wrestled calves to the ground far stronger than you.”


  “I’ll bring in a squad of marines.”


  “Don’t. She’d turn them against you. She’s one of the most persuasive people I’ve ever met.”


  “She has to be,” replied the ambassador, leaning back in his chair. “She forced a man with no identity, with overwhelming feelings of guilt, to look into himself and walk out of the tunnels of his own confusion. No easy task.… Tell me about her—not the dry facts of a dossier, but the person.”


  Catherine did, telling what she knew from observation and instinct. Time passed; the minutes and the half hours punctuated with repeated phone calls apprising Havilland of the conditions at Kai-tak Airport. The sun descended beyond the walls of the garden outside. A light supper was provided by the staff.


  “Would you ask Mr. McAllister to join us?” said Havilland to a steward.


  “I asked Mr. McAllister if I could bring him something, sir, and he was pretty firm about it. He told me to get out and leave him alone.”


  “Then never mind, thank you.”


  The phone calls kept coming; the subject of Marie St. Jacques was exhausted, and the conversation now turned exclusively on the developments at Kai-tak. Staples watched the diplomat in amazement, for the more intense the crisis became, the slower and more controlled was his speech.


  “Tell me about yourself, Mrs. Staples. Only what you care to professionally, of course.”


  Catherine studied Raymond Havilland and began quietly. “I sprang from an ear of Ontario corn.…”


  “Yes, of course,” said the ambassador with utter sincerity, glancing at the phone.


  Staples now understood. This celebrated statesman was carrying on an innocuous conversation while his mind was riveted on an entirely different subject. Kai-tak. His eyes kept straying to the telephone; his wrist turned constantly so that he could look at his watch, and yet he never missed the breaks in their dialogue where he was expected to voice a response.


  “My former husband sells shoes—”


  Havilland’s head snapped up from looking at his watch. He would not have been thought capable of an embarrassed smile, but he showed one at that moment. “You’ve caught me,” he said.


  “A long time ago,” said Catherine.


  “There’s a reason. I know Owen Staples quite well.”


  “It figures. I imagine you move in the same circles.”


  “I saw him last year at the Queens Plate race in Toronto. I think one of his horses ran respectably well. He looked quite grand in his cutaway, but then he was one of the Queen Mother’s escorts.”


  “When we were married, he couldn’t afford a suit off the rack.”


  “You know,” said Havilland, “when I read up on you and learned about Owen, I had a fleeting temptation to call him. Not to say anything, obviously, but to ask him about you. Then I thought, My God, in this age of post-marital civility, suppose they still talk with each other. I’d be tipping my hand.”


  “We’re still talking, and you tipped your hand when you flew into Hong Kong.”


  “For you, perhaps. But only after Webb’s wife reached you. Tell me, what did you think when you first heard I was here?”


  “That the U.K. had called you in for consultation on the Accords.”


  “You flatter me—”


  The telephone rang, and Havilland’s hand flew out for it. The caller was Lin Wenzu, reporting the progress being made at Kai-tak, or more substantively, as was apparent, the lack of progress.


  “Why don’t they simply call the whole damn thing off?” asked the ambassador angrily. “Pile them into their cars and get the hell out of there!” Whatever reply the major offered only served to further exasperate Havilland. “That’s ridiculous! This isn’t a show of gamesmanship, it’s a potential assassination! No one’s image or honor is involved under the circumstances, and believe me, the world isn’t hanging by its collective teeth waiting for that damned press conference. Most of it’s asleep, for God’s sake!” Again the diplomat listened. Lin’s remarks not only astonished him, they infuriated him. “The Chinese said that? It’s preposterous! Peking has no right to make such a demand! It’s—” Havilland glanced at Staples. “It’s barbaric! Someone should tell them it’s not their Asian faces that are being saved; it’s the Anglo Crown governor’s, and his face is attached to his head, which could be blown off!” Silence; the ambassador’s eyes blinked in angry resignation. “I know, I know. The heavenly red star must continue to shine in a heavenly blackout. There’s nothing you can do, so do your best, Major. Keep calling. As one of my grandchildren puts it, I’m ‘eating bananas,’ whatever the hell that means.” Havilland hung up and looked over at Catherine. “Orders from Peking. The delegations are not to run in the face of Western terrorism. Protect all concerned, but carry on.”


  “London would probably approve. The ‘Carry on’ has a familiar ring.”


  “Orders from Peking…” said the diplomat softly, not hearing Staples. “Orders from Sheng!”


  “Are you quite sure of that?”


  “It’s his ballgame! He calls the shots. My God, he is ready!”


  The tension grew geometrically with each quarter hour, until the air was filled with electricity. The rains came, pounding the bay window with a relentless tattoo. A television set was rolled in and turned on, the American ambassador-at-large and the Canadian foreign service officer watching in fear and in silence. The huge jet taxied in the downpour to its appointed rendezvous with the crowds of reporters and camera crews. The English and the Chinese honor guards emerged first, simultaneously from both sides of the open door. Their appearance was startling, for instead of a stately processional expected of such military escorts, these squads moved rapidly into flanking positions down the metal steps, elbows bent skyward, sidearms gripped, guns at the ready. The leaders then filed out waving to the onlookers; they started down the staircase followed by two lines of awkwardly grinning subordinates. The strange “press conference” began, and Undersecretary of State Edward McAllister burst into the room, the heavy door crashing into the wall as he flung it open.


  “I have it!” he cried, a page of paper in his hand. “I’m sure I have it!”


  “Calm down, Edward! Speak sensibly.”


  “The Chinese delegation!” shouted McAllister out of breath, racing to the diplomat and thrusting the paper at him. “It’s headed by a man named Lao Sing! The second in command is a general named Yunshen! They’re powerful, and they’ve opposed Sheng Chou Yang for years, objecting to his policies openly on the Central Committee! Their inclusion in the negotiating teams was Sheng’s apparent willingness to have a balance—which made him look fair in the eyes of the old guard.”


  “For God’s sake, what are you trying to say?”


  “It’s not the Crown governor! Not just him! It’s all of them! With one action he removes his two strongest opponents in Peking and clears the path for himself. Then, as you put it, he implants his clearinghouse—his taipans—during a period of instability, now shared by both governments!”


  Havilland yanked the telephone out of its cradle. “Get me Lin at Kai-tak,” he ordered the switchboard. “Quickly!…Major Lin, please. At once!…What do you mean, he’s not there? Where is he?…Who’s this?…Yes, I know who you are. Listen to me and listen carefully! The target is not the Crown governor alone, it’s worse. It includes two members of the Chinese delegation. Separate all parties—You know that?…A man from the Mossad? What the hell…? There’s no such arrangement, there couldn’t be!…Yes, of course, I’ll get off the line.” Breathing rapidly, his lined face pale, the diplomat looked at the wall and spoke in a barely audible voice. “They found out, from God knows where, and are taking immediate countermeasures.… Who? For Christ’s sake, who was it?”


  “Our Jason Bourne,” said McAllister quietly. “He’s there.”


  On the television screen a distant limousine jolted to a stop while others peeled away into the darkness. Figures fled from the stationary car in panic, and seconds later the screen was filled with a blinding explosion.


  “He’s there,” repeated McAllister, whispering. “He’s there!”


  



  CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE


  



  The motor launch pitched violently in the darkness and the torrential rains. The crew of two bailed out the water that continuously swept back over the gunwales as the grizzled Chinese-Portuguese captain, squinting through the cabin’s large windows, inched his way forward toward the black outlines of the island. Bourne and d’Anjou flanked the boat’s owner; the Frenchman spoke, raising his voice over the downpour. “How far do you judge it to the beach?”


  “Two hundred meters, plus or minus ten or twenty,” said the captain.


  “It’s time for the light. Where is it?”


  “In the locker beneath you. On the right. Another seventy-five meters and I hold. Any farther, the rocks can be dangerous in this weather.”


  “We have to get into the beach!” cried the Frenchman. “It’s imperative, I told you that!”


  “Yes, but you forgot to tell me there would be this rain, these swells. Ninety meters, and you can use the little boat. The engine is strong, you’ll get there.”


  “Merde!” spat out d’Anjou, opening the locker and pulling out a casement light. “That could leave a hundred-plus meters!”


  “In any event it would not be less than fifty, I told you that.”


  “And between the two is deep water!”


  “Shall I turn around and head for Macao?”


  “And get us blown up by the patrols? You make payment when it is due or you do not make your destination! You know that!”


  “One hundred meters, no more.”


  D’Anjou nodded testily while holding the casement light up to his chest. He pressed a button, immediately releasing it, and for a brief moment an eerie, dark blue flash illuminated the pilot’s window. Seconds later a corresponding blue signal was seen through the mottled glass from the island’s shoreline. “You see, mon capitaine, had we not come in for the rendezvous this miserable scow would have been blown out of the water.”


  “You were fond enough of her this afternoon!” said the helmsman, working furiously at the wheel.


  “That was yesterday afternoon. It is now one-thirty the next morning and I have come to know your thieving ways.” D’Anjou replaced the light in the locker and glanced at Bourne, who was looking at him. Each was doing what he had done many times in the days of Medusa—checking out a partner’s apparel and equipment. Both men had rolled their clothing in canvas bags—trousers, sweaters and thin rubber skullcaps, all black. The only equipment other than Jason’s automatic and the Frenchman’s small .22 caliber pistol were scabbarded knives—all unseen. “Get in as close as you can,” said d’Anjou to the captain. “And remember, you won’t receive the final payment if you’re not here when we return.”


  “Suppose they take your money and kill you?” cried the pilot, spinning the wheel. “Then I’m out!”


  “I’m touched,” said Bourne.


  “Have no fear of that,” answered the Frenchman, glaring at the Chinese-Portuguese. “I’ve dealt with this man many times over many months. Like you, he is the pilot of a fast boat and every bit the thief you are. I line his Marxist pockets so that his mistresses live like concubines of the Central Committee. Also, he suspects I keep records. We are in God’s hands, perhaps better.”


  “Then take the light,” muttered the captain grudgingly. “You may need it, and you’re no good to me stranded or ripped up on the rocks.”


  “Your concern overwhelms me,” said d’Anjou, retrieving the light and nodding at Jason. “We’ll familiarize ourselves with the skiff and its motor.”


  “The motor’s under thick canvas. Don’t start it until you’re in the water!”


  “How do we know it will start?” asked Bourne.


  “Because I want my money, Silent One.”


  The ride into the beach drenched them both, both bracing themselves against the panels of the small boat, Jason gripping the sides and d’Anjou the rudder and the stern so as to keep from pitching overboard. They grazed a shoal. Metal ground against the rocks as the Frenchman swerved the rudder to starboard, pushing the throttle to maximum.


  The strange, dark blue flash came once again from the beach. They had strayed in the wet darkness; d’Anjou angled the boat toward the signal and within minutes the bow struck sand. The Frenchman swung the stick down, elevating the motor, as Bourne leaped overboard, grabbing the rope and pulling the small craft up on the beach.


  He gasped, startled by the figure of a man suddenly next to him, gripping the line in front of him. “Four hands are better than two,” shouted the stranger, an Oriental, in perfectly fluent English—English with an American accent.


  “You’re the contact?” yelled Jason, bewildered, wondering if the rain and the waves had distorted his hearing.


  “That’s such a foolish term!” replied the man, shouting back. “I’m simply a friend!”


  Five minutes later, having beached the small boat, the three men walked through the thick, shorefront foliage, which was suddenly replaced by scrubby trees. The “friend” had constructed a primitive lean-to out of a ship’s tarpaulin; a small fire faced the dense woods in front, unseen from the sides and the rear, concealed by the tarp. The warmth was welcome; the winds and the drenching rain had chilled Bourne and d’Anjou. They sat cross-legged around the fire and the Frenchman spoke to the uniformed Chinese.


  “This was hardly necessary, Gamma—”


  “Gamma?” erupted Jason.


  “I’ve implemented certain traditions of our past, Delta. Actually, I could have used Tango or Fox Trot—it wasn’t all Greek, you know. The Greek was reserved for the leaders.”


  “This is a bullshit conversation. I want to know why we’re here. Why you haven’t paid him and we get the hell out?”


  “Man…!” said the Chinese, drawing out the word, purposely emphasizing the American idiom. “This cat’s uptight! What’s his beef?”


  “My beef, man, is that I want to get back to that boat. I really don’t have time for tea!”


  “How about Scotch?” said the officer of the People’s Republic, reaching behind him, pulling his arm forward, and displaying a bottle of perfectly acceptable whisky. “We’ll have to share the cork, as it were, but I don’t think we’re infectious people. We bathe, we brush our teeth, we sleep with clean whores—at least my heavenly government makes sure they’re clean.”


  “Who the hell are you?” asked Jason Bourne.


  “‘Gamma’ will do, Echo’s convinced me of that. As to what I am, I leave that to your imagination. You might try USC—that’s the University of Southern California—with graduate studies in Berkeley—all those protests in the sixties, surely you remember them.”


  “You were a part of that crowd?”


  “Certainly not! I was a staunch conservative, a member of the John Birch Society who wanted them all shot! Screeching freaks with no regard for their nation’s moral commitments.”


  “This is a bullshit conversation.”


  “My friend Gamma,” interrupted d’Anjou, “is the perfect intermediary. He is an educated double or triple or conceiveably a quadruple agent working all sides for the benefit of his own interests. He is the totally amoral man, and I respect him for that.”


  “You came back to China? To the People’s Republic?”


  “It’s where the money was,” admitted the officer. “Any repressive society offers vast opportunities for those willing to take minor risks on behalf of the repressed. Ask the commissars in Moscow and the Eastern bloc. Of course, one must have contacts in the West and possess certain talents that can also serve the regimental leaders. Fortunately, I’m an exceptional sailor, courtesy of friends in the Bay Area who owned yachts and small motor craft. I’ll return one day. I really do like San Francisco.”


  “Don’t try to fathom his Swiss accounts,” said d’Anjou. “Instead, let’s concentrate on why Gamma has made us such a pleasant retreat in the rainstorm.” The Frenchman took the bottle and drank.


  “It will cost you, Echo,” said the Chinese.


  “With you, what doesn’t? What is it?” D’Anjou passed the bottle to Jason.


  “I may speak in front of your companion?”


  “Anything.”


  “You’ll want the information. I guarantee it. The price is one thousand American.”


  “That’s it?”


  “It should be enough,” said the Chinese officer, taking the bottle of Scotch from Bourne. “There are two of you, and my patrol boat is half a mile away in the south cove. My crew thinks I’m holding a secret meeting with our undercover people in the colony.”


  “I’ll ‘want the information,’ and you’ll ‘guarantee it.’ For those words I’m to produce a thousand dollars without a struggle when it’s entirely possible you have a dozen Zhongguo ren outside in the bush.”


  “Some things must be taken on faith.”


  “Not my money,” countered the Frenchman. “You don’t get a sou until I have an idea what you’re selling.”


  “You are Gallic to the core,” said Gamma, shaking his head. “Very well. It concerns your disciple, the one who no longer follows his master, but instead picks up his thirty pieces of silver and a great deal more.”


  “The assassin?”


  “Pay him!” ordered Bourne, rigid, staring at the Chinese officer.


  D’Anjou looked at Jason and the man called Gamma, then pulled up his sweater and unbuckled his soaking wet trousers. He reached below his waist and forced up an oilcloth money belt; he unzipped the center pocket, slipped out the bills one after another with his fingers and held them out for the Chinese officer. “Three thousand for tonight and one for this new information. The rest is counterfeit. I always carry an extra thousand for contingencies, but only a thousand—”


  “The information,” broke in Jason Bourne.


  “He paid for it,” replied Gamma. “I shall address him.”


  “Address whomever the hell you like, just talk.”


  “Our mutual friend in Guangzhou,” began the officer speaking to d’Anjou. “The radioman at Headquarters One.”


  “We’ve done business,” said the Frenchman guardedly.


  “Knowing I’d be meeting you here at this hour, I refueled at the pumps in Zhuhai Shi shortly after ten-thirty. There was a message for me to reach him—we have a safe relay. He told me there was a call rerouted through Beijing with an unidentified Jade Tower priority code. It was for Soo Jiang—”


  D’Anjou bolted forward, both hands on the ground. “The pig!”


  “Who is he?” asked Bourne quickly.


  “Supposedly chief of Intelligence for Macao operations,” replied the Frenchman, “but he would sell his mother to a brothel if the price was right. At the moment he is the conduit to my once and former disciple. My Judas!”


  “Who’s suddenly been summoned to Beijing,” interrupted the man called Gamma.


  “You’re sure of that?” said Jason.


  “Our mutual friend is sure,” answered the Chinese, still looking at d’Anjou. “An aide to Soo came to Headquarters One and checked all of tomorrow’s flights from Kai-tak to Beijing. Under his department’s authorization he reserved space—a single space—on every one. In several cases it meant that the original passengers were reduced to stand-by status. When an officer at Headquarters One asked for Soo’s personal confirmation, the aide said he had left for Macao on urgent business. Who has business in Macao at midnight? Everything’s closed.”


  “Except the casinos,” volunteered Bourne. “Table Five. The Kam Pek. Totally controlled circumstances.”


  “Which, in light of the reserved space,” said the Frenchman, “means that Soo isn’t sure when he will reach the assassin.”


  “But he is sure he’ll reach him. Whatever message he’s carrying is nothing short of an order that has to be complied with.” Jason looked at the Chinese officer. “Get us into Beijing,” he said. “The airport, the earliest flight. You’ll be rich, I guarantee it.”


  “Delta, you’re mad!” cried d’Anjou. “Peking is out of the question!”


  “Why? No one’s looking for us and there are French, English, Italians, Americans—God knows who else—all over the city. We’ve both got passports that’ll get us through.”


  “Be reasonable!” pleaded Echo. “We’ll be in their nets. Knowing what we know, if we’re spotted in the vaguest questionable circumstances we’ll be killed on the spot! He’ll show up again down here, most likely in a matter of days.”


  “I don’t have days,” said Bourne coldly. “I’ve lost your creation twice. I’m not going to lose him a third time.”


  “You think you can possibly take him in China?”


  “Where else would he least expect a trap?”


  “Madness! You are mad!”


  “Make the arrangements,” Jason ordered the Chinese officer. “The first flight out of Kai-tak. When I’ve got the tickets, I’ll hand over fifty thousand dollars American to whoever gives them to me. Send someone you can trust.”


  “Fifty thousand.…?” The man called Gamma stared at Bourne.


  The skies over Peking were hazy, the dust traveling on the winds from the North China plains creating pockets of vapid yellows and dull browns in the sunlight. The airport, like all other internationals, was immense, the runways a crisscrossing patchwork of black avenues, several over two miles in length. If there was a difference between Peking airport and its Western counterparts, it was in the huge dome-shaped terminal with its adjacent hotel and various freeways leading into the complex. Although contemporary in design, there was an underlying sense of functionalism and an absence of eye-pleasing touches. It was an airport to be used and admired for its efficiency, not for its beauty.


  Bourne and d’Anjou went through customs with a minimum of effort, the way eased for them by their fluent Chinese. The guards were actually pleasant, barely glancing at their minimal luggage, more curious about their linguistic ability than their possessions. The chief official accepted without question the story of two Oriental scholars on a holiday where pleasant travels would no doubt find their way into the lecture halls. They converted a thousand dollars each into renminbi—literally, the People’s Money—and were given nearly two thousand yuan apiece in return. And Bourne took off the glasses he had purchased in Washington from his friend Cactus.


  “One thing bewilders me,” said the Frenchman as they stood in front of an electronic sign showing the next three hours of arrivals and departures. “Why would he be flown in on a commercial plane? Certainly, whoever is paying him has government or military aircraft at his disposal.”


  “Like ours, those aircraft have to be signed out and accounted for,” answered Jason. “And whoever it is has to keep his distance from your assassin. He has to come in as a tourist or a businessman and then the convoluted process of making contact begins. At least that’s what I’m counting on.”


  “Madness! Tell me, Delta, if you do take him—and I add that it’s a significant ‘if’ because he’s extraordinarily capable—have you any idea how to get him out?”


  “I’ve got money, American money, large bills, more than you can imagine. It’s in the lining of my jacket.”


  “That’s why we stopped at the Peninsula, isn’t it? Why you told me not to check you out yesterday. Your money’s there.”


  “It was. In the hotel safe. I’ll get him out.”


  “On the wings of Pegasus?”


  “No, probably a Pan Am flight with the two of us helping a very sick friend. Actually, somewhere along the line I think you gave me the idea.”


  “Then I am a mental case!”


  “Stay by the window,” said Bourne. “There’s another twelve minutes before the next plane is due from Kai-tak, but then that could mean two minutes or twelve hours. I’m going to buy us both a present.”


  “Madness,” mumbled the Frenchman, too tired to do more than shake his head.


  Jason returned, directing d’Anjou into a corner within sight of the immigration doors, which were kept closed except for those passengers emerging from customs. Bourne reached into his inside jacket pocket and pulled out a long, thin, brightly covered box with the sort of gaudy wrapping found in souvenir shops the world over. He removed the top; inside on ersatz felt was a narrow brass letter-opener, with Chinese characters along the handle. The point was obviously honed and sharp. “Take it,” said Jason. “Put it in your belt.”


  “How’s the balance?” asked Medusa’s Echo as he slid the blade under his trousers.


  “Not bad. It’s about halfway to the base of the handle and brass gives it weight. The thrust should be decent.”


  “Yes, I recall,” said d’Anjou. “One of the first rules was never to throw a knife, but one evening at dusk you watched a Gurkha take out a scout ten feet away without firing a shot or risking hand-to-hand combat. His carbine bayonet spun through the air like a whirling missile, right into the scout’s chest. The next morning you ordered the Gurkha to teach us—some did better than others.”


  “How did you do?”


  “Reasonably well. I was older than all of you, and whatever defenses I could learn that did not take great physical exertion I felt drawn to. Also I kept practicing. You saw me; you commented on it frequently.”


  Jason looked at the Frenchman. “It’s funny, but I don’t remember any of that.”


  “I just naturally thought…I’m sorry, Delta.”


  “Forget it. I’m learning to trust things I don’t understand.”


  The vigil continued, reminding Bourne of his wait in Lo Wu as one trainload after another crossed the border, no one revealed until a short, elderly man with a limp became someone else in the distance. The 11:30 plane was over two hours late. Customs would take an additional fifty minutes.


  “That one!” cried d’Anjou, pointing to a figure walking out of the immigration doors.


  “With a cane?” asked Jason. “With a limp?”


  “His shabby clothes cannot conceal his shoulders!” exclaimed Echo. “The gray hair is too new; he hasn’t brushed it sufficiently, and the dark glasses too wide. Like us, he is tired. You were right. The summons to Beijing had to be complied with, and he is careless.”


  “Because ‘rest is a weapon’ and he disregarded it?”


  “Yes. Last night Kai-tak had to have taken its toll on him, but, more important, he had to obey. Merde! His fees must be in the hundreds of thousands!”


  “He’s heading for the hotel,” said Bourne. “Stay back here, I’ll follow him—at a distance. If he spotted you, he’d run and we could lose him.”


  “He could spot you!”


  “Not likely. I invented the game. Also, I’ll be behind him. Stay here. I’ll come back for you.”


  Carrying his flight bag, his gait snowing the weariness of jet lag, Jason fell in line with the disembarked passengers heading into the hotel, his eyes on the gray-haired man up ahead. Twice the former British commando stopped and turned around, and twice, with each brief movement of the shoulders, Bourne also turned and bent down, as if brushing an insect from his leg or adjusting the strap of his flight bag, his body and face out of sight. The crowd at the registration counter grew and Jason was eight people behind the killer in the second line, making himself as inconspicuous as possible, continually stooping to kick his flight bag ahead. The commando reached the female clerk; he showed his papers, signed the register, and limped with his cane toward a bank of brown elevators on the right. Six minutes later Bourne faced the same clerk. He spoke in Mandarin.


  “Ni neng bang-zhu wo ma?” he began, asking for help. “It was a sudden trip and I’ve no place to stay. Just for the night.”


  “You speak our language very well,” said the clerk, her almond-shaped eyes wide in appreciation. “You do us honor,” she added politely.


  “I hope to do much better during my stay here. I’m on a scholarly trip.”


  “It is the best kind. There are many treasures in Beijing, and elsewhere, of course, but this is the heavenly city. You have no reservation?”


  “I’m afraid not. Everything was last-minute, if you know what I mean.”


  “As I speak both languages, I can tell you that you said it correctly in ours. Everything is rush-rush. I’ll see what I can do. It will not be terribly grand, of course.”


  “I can’t afford terribly grand,” said Jason shyly. “But I have a roommate—we can share the same bed, if necessary.”


  “I’m certain it will be on such short notice.” The clerk’s fingers leafed through the file cards. “Here,” she said. “A single back room on the second floor. I think it may fit your economics—”


  “We’ll take it,” agreed Bourne. “By the way, a few minutes ago I saw a man in this line whom I’m sure I know. He’s getting on now, but I think he was an old professor of mine when I studied in England. Gray-haired, with a cane…I’m certain it’s he. I’d like to call him.”


  “Oh, yes, I remember.” The clerk now separated the most recent registration cards in front of her. “The name is Wadsworth, Joseph Wadsworth. He’s in three-twenty-five. But you may be wrong. His occupation is listed as an off-shore oil consultant from Great Britain.”


  “You’re right, wrong man,” said Jason, shaking his head in embarrassment. He took the key to the room.


  “We can take him! Now!” Bourne gripped d’Anjou’s arm, pulling the Frenchman away from the deserted corner of the terminal.


  “Now? So easily? So quickly? It is incredible!”


  “The opposite,” said Jason, leading d’Anjou toward the crowded row of glass doors that was the entrance to the hotel. “It’s completely credible. Your man’s mind is on a dozen different things right now. He’s got to stay out of sight. He can’t place a call through a switchboard, so he’ll remain in his room waiting for a call to him giving him his instructions.” They walked through a glass door, looked around and headed to the left of the long counter. Bourne continued, speaking rapidly. “Kai-tak didn’t work last night, so he has to consider another possibility. His own elimination on the basis that whoever discovered the explosives under the car saw him and identified him—which is the truth. He has to insist that his client be alone at the arranged rendezvous so he can reach him one on one. It’s his ultimate protection.” They found a staircase and started climbing. “And his clothes,” went on Medusa’s Delta, “he’ll change them. He can’t appear as he was and he can’t appear as he is. He has to be someone else.” They reached the third floor, and Jason, his hand on the knob, turned to d’Anjou. “Take my word for it, Echo, your boy’s involved. He’s got exercises going on in his head that would challenge a Russian chess player.”


  “Is this the academic speaking or the man they once called Jason Bourne?”


  “Bourne,” said David Webb, his eyes cold, his voice ice. “If it ever was, it’s now.”


  The flight bag strapped over his shoulder, Jason slowly opened the staircase door, inching his body into the frame. Two men in dark pin-striped suits walked up the hallway toward him complaining at the apparent lack of room service; their speech was British. They opened the door to their room and went inside. Bourne pulled the staircase door back and pushed d’Anjou through; they walked down the corridor. The room numbers were in Chinese and English.


  341, 339, 337—they were in the right hallway, the room was along the left wall. Three Indian couples suddenly emerged from a brown elevator, the women in their saris, the men in tight-fitting trousers; they passed Jason and d’Anjou chattering, looking for their rooms, the husbands obviously annoyed to be carrying their own luggage.


  335, 333, 331—


  “This is the end!” screamed a female voice as an obese woman in hair curlers strode martially out of a door on the right wearing a bathrobe. The nightgown underneath trailed below, twice snarling her feet. She yanked it up, revealing a pair of legs worthy of a rhinoceros. “The toilet doesn’t work and you can forget the phone!”


  “Isabel, I told you!” shouted a man in red pajamas peering through the open door. “It’s the jet lag. Get some sleep and remember this isn’t Short Hills! Don’t nitpick. Expand yourself!”


  “Since I can’t use the bathroom, I have no choice! I’ll find some slant-eyed bastard and yell like hell! Where are the stairs? I wouldn’t walk into one of those goddamned elevators. If they move at all, it’s probably sideways and right through the walls into a seven forty-seven!”


  The distraught woman swept by on her way to the staircase exit. Two of the three Indian couples had difficulty with their keys, finally managing to negotiate the locks with loud, well-placed kicks, and the man in the red pajamas slammed the door of his room after shouting to his wife in high dudgeon. “It’s like that class reunion at the club! You’re so embarrassing, Isabel!”


  329, 327…325. The room. The hallway was deserted.


  They could hear the strains of Oriental music from behind the door. The radio was turned up, the volume loud, to be made louder with the first ring of a telephone bell. Jason pulled d’Anjou back and spoke quietly against the wall. “I don’t remember any Gurkhas or any scouts—”


  “A part of you did, Delta,” interrupted Echo.


  “Maybe, but that’s beside the point. This is the beginning of the end of the road. We’ll leave our bags out here. I’ll go for the door and you follow hard. Keep your blade ready. But I want you to understand something, and there can’t be a mistake—don’t throw it unless you absolutely have to. If you do, go for his legs. Nothing above the waist.”


  “You put more faith in an older man’s accuracy than I do.”


  “I’m hoping I won’t have to call on it. These doors are made of hollow plywood and your assassin’s got a lot on his mind. He’s thinking about strategy, not about us. How could we know he’s here, and even if we did, how could we get across the border on such short notice? And I want him! I’m taking him! Ready?”


  “As I ever will be,” said the Frenchman, lowering his small suitcase and pulling the brass letter-opener from his belt. He held the blade in his hand, his fingers spread, seeking the balance.


  Bourne slipped the flight bag off his shoulder to the floor and quietly positioned himself in front of Room 325. He looked at d’Anjou. Echo nodded, and Jason sprang toward the door, his left foot a battering ram, crashing into the space below the lock. The door plunged inward, as though blown apart; wood shattered, hinges were torn from their bolts. Bourne lunged inside, rolling over and over on the floor, his eyes spinning in all directions.


  “Arrêtez!” roared d’Anjou.


  A figure came through an inner doorway—the gray-haired man, the assassin! Jason sprang to his feet, hurling himself at his quarry, grabbing the man’s hair, yanking him to the left, then to the right, crashing him back into the doorframe. Suddenly the Frenchman screamed as the brass blade of the letter-opener flashed through the air, embedding itself in the wall, the handle quivering. It was off the mark, a warning.


  “Delta! No!”


  Bourne stopped all movement, his quarry pinned, helpless under his weight and grip.


  “Look!” cried d’Anjou.


  Jason slowly moved back, his arms rigid, caging the figure in front of him. He stared into the gaunt, wrinkled face of a very old man with thinning gray hair.


  

  


  CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO


  



  Marie lay on the narrow bed staring up at the ceiling. The rays of the noonday sun streamed through the shadeless windows, filling the small room with blinding light and too much heat. Sweat matted her face, and her torn blouse clung to her moist skin. Her feet ached from the midmorning madness that had begun as a walk down an unfinished coastal road to a rocky beach below—a stupid thing to do, but at the time the only thing she could do; she had been going out of her mind.


  The sounds of the street floated up, a strange cacophony of high-pitched voices, sudden shrieks and bicycle bells and the blaring horns of trucks and public buses. It was as if a crowded, bustling, hustling section of Hong Kong had been ripped out of the island and set down in some faraway place where a wide river and endless fields and distant mountains replaced Victoria Harbor and the countless rows of ascending tall buildings made of glass and stone. In a sense the transplant had happened, she reflected. The miniature city of Tuen Mun was one of those space-oriented phenomena that had sprung up north of Kowloon in the New Territories. One year it had been an arid river plain, the next a rapidly developing metropolis of paved roads and factories, shopping districts, and spreading apartment buildings, all beckoning those from the south with the promise of housing and jobs in the thousands, and those who heeded the call brought with them the unmistakable hysteria of Hong Kong’s commerce. Without it they would be filled with innocuous anxieties too placid to contend with; these were the descendants of Guangzhou—the province of Canton—not world-weary Shanghai.


  Marie had awakened with the first light, what sleep she had managed had been wracked with nightmares—and knew that she faced another suspension of time until Catherine called her. Staples had telephoned late last night, dragging her out of a sleep induced by total exhaustion, only to tell her cryptically that several unusual things had happened that could lead to favorable news. She was meeting a man who had taken an interest, a remarkable man who could help. Marie was to stay in the flat by the telephone in case there were new developments. Since Catherine had instructed her not to use names or specifics on the phone, Marie had not questioned the brevity of the call. “I’ll phone you first thing in the morning, my dear.” Staples had abruptly hung up.


  She had not called by 8:30 or by 9:00, and by 9:36 Marie could stand it no longer. She reasoned that names were unnecessary, each knew the other’s voice, and Catherine had to understand that David Webb’s wife was entitled to something “first thing in the morning.” Marie had dialed Staples’s flat in Hong Kong; there was no answer, so she dialed again to make sure she had spun the correct numbers. Nothing. In frustration and without caring, she had called the consulate.


  “Foreign Service Officer Staples, please. I’m a friend from the Treasury Board in Ottawa. I’d like to surprise her.”


  “The connection’s very good, honey.”


  “I’m not in Ottawa, I’m here,” said Marie, picturing the face of the talkative receptionist only too well.


  “Sorry, hon, Mrs. Staples is off-premises with no instructions. To tell you the truth, the High Commish is looking for her too. Why don’t you give me a number—”


  Marie lowered the phone into its cradle, panic rising in her. It was nearly 10:00, and Catherine was an early riser. “First thing in the morning” might be anytime between 7:30 and 9:30, most likely splitting the difference, but not ten o’clock, not under the circumstances. And then twelve minutes later the phone had rung. It was the beginning of a far less subtle panic.


  “Marie?”


  “Catherine, are you all right?”


  “Yes, of course.”


  “You said ‘first thing in the morning’! Why didn’t you call before? I’ve been going out of my mind! Can you talk?”


  “Yes, I’m in a public booth—”


  “What’s happened? What’s happening? Who’s the man you met with?”


  There had been a brief pause on the line from Hong Kong. For an instant it seemed awkward and Marie had not known why. “I want you to stay calm, my dear,” said Staples. “I didn’t call before because you need all the rest you can get. I may have the answers that you want, that you need. Things are not as terrible as you think, and you must stay calm.”


  “Damn it, I am calm, at least I’m reasonably sensible! What the hell are you talking about?”


  “I can tell you that your husband’s alive.”


  “And I can tell you that he’s very good at what he does—what he did. You’re not telling me anything!”


  “I’m driving out to see you in a few minutes. The traffic’s rotten, as usual, made worse by all the security surrounding the Sino-British delegations, tying up the streets and the tunnel, but it shouldn’t take me more than an hour and a half, perhaps two.”


  “Catherine, I want answers!”


  “I’m bringing them to you, a few at least. Rest, Marie, try to relax. Everything’s going to be all right. I’ll be there soon.”


  “This man,” asked David Webb’s wife, pleading. “Will he be with you?”


  “No, I’ll be alone, no one with me. I want to talk. You’ll see him later.”


  “All right.”


  Had it been Staples’s tone of voice? Marie had wondered after hanging up. Or that Catherine had literally told her nothing after admitting she could talk freely over a public phone? The Staples she knew would try to allay the fears of a terrified friend if she had concrete facts to offer in comfort, even a single piece of vital information, if the fabric of the whole was too complex. Something. David Webb’s wife deserved something! Instead there had been a diplomat’s talk, the allusion to but not the substance of reality. Something was wrong, but it was beyond her understanding. Catherine had protected her, taken enormous risks for her both professionally, in terms of not seeking guidance from her consulate, and personally, in confronting acute physical danger. Marie knew that she should feel gratitude, overwhelming gratitude, but instead she felt a growing sense of doubt. Say it again, Catherine, she had screamed inside herself, say everything will be all right! I can’t think anymore. I can’t think in here! I’ve got to get out…I’ve got to have air!


  She had lurched about unsteadily for the clothes they had bought for her when they had reached Tuen Mun last night, clothes purchased after Staples had taken her to a doctor who ministered to her feet, applying cushioned gauze, giving her hospital slippers and prescribing thick-soled sneakers if she had to do any extended walking during the next several days. Actually, Catherine had picked out the clothes while Marie waited in the car, and considering the tension Staples was under, her selections were both functional and attractive. A light green, sheer cotton skirt was complemented by a white cotton blouse and a small white-shell purse. Also a pair of dark green slacks—shorts were inappropriate—and a second, casual blouse. All were successful counterfeits of well-known designers, the labels correctly spelled.


  “They’re very nice, Catherine. Thank you.”


  “They go with your hair,” Staples had said. “Not that anyone in Tuen Mun will notice—I want you to stay in the flat—but we’ll have to leave here sometime. Also, in case I get stuck at the office and you need anything, I’ve put some money in the purse.”


  “I thought I wasn’t supposed to leave the flat, that we were going to pick up a few things at a market.”


  “I don’t know what’s back in Hong Kong any more than you do. Lin could be so furious he might dig up an old colonial law and put me under house arrest.… There’s a shoe store in Blossom Soon Street. You’ll have to go inside and try on the sneakers yourself. I’ll come with you, of course.”


  Several moments had passed and Marie spoke. “Catherine, how do you know so much about this place? I’ve yet to see another Occidental in the streets. Whose flat is it?”


  “A friend’s,” said Staples without further elaboration. “There’s no one using it a great deal of the time, so I come up here to get away from it all.” Catherine had said no more; the subject was not to be explored. Even when they had talked for most of the night, no amount of prodding had brought forth any more information from Staples. It was a topic she simply would not discuss.


  Marie had put on the slacks and the blouse and struggled with the outsized sneakers. Cautiously she had walked down the stairs and into the busy street, instantly aware of the stares she attracted, wondering whether she should turn around and go back inside. She could not; she was finding a few minutes of freedom from the stifling confines of the small apartment and they were like a tonic. She strolled slowly, painfully, down the pavement, mesmerized by the color and the hectic movement and the unending, staccato chatter all around her. As in Hong Kong, garish signs rose everywhere above the buildings, and everywhere people haggled with one another alongside stands and in storefront doorways. It was as if a slice of the colony had been uprooted and set down on a vast frontier.


  She had found an unfinished road at the end of a back street, the work apparently abandoned but only temporarily, as leveling machinery—unused and rusting—stood on the borders. Two signs in Chinese were on either side of the road at the top of a slope. Taking each step carefully, she made her way down the steep decline to the deserted shoreline and sat on a cluster of rocks; the minutes of freedom were opening up precious moments of peace. She looked out and watched the boats sailing from the docks of Tuen Mun, as well as those heading in from the People’s Republic. From what she could see, the first were fishing craft, nets draped over bows and gunwales, while those from the Chinese Mainland were mostly small cargo ships, their decks bulging with crates of produce. There were also the sleek, gray navy patrol boats flying the colors of the People’s Republic. Ominous black guns were mounted on all sides of the various craft, uniformed men standing motionless next to them, peering through binoculars. Every now and then a naval vessel would pull alongside a fishing boat, provoking wildly excited gestures from the fishermen. Stoic responses were the replies as the powerful patrols would slowly spin and slip away. It was all a game, thought Marie. The North was quietly asserting its total control while the South was left to protest the disturbance of its fishing grounds. The former had the strength of hard steel and a disciplined chain of command, the latter soft nets and perseverance. No one was the victor except those opposing sisters, Boredom and Anxiety.


  “Jing-cha!” shouted a male voice from behind in the distance.


  “Shei!” shrieked a second. “Ni zai zher gan shemma?”


  Marie spun around. Two men up on the road had broken into a run; they were racing down the unfinished access toward her, their screams directed at her, commanding her. Awkwardly she got to her feet, steadying herself on the rocks as they ran up to her. Both men were dressed in some sort of paramilitary clothing, and as she looked at them she realized they were young—late teenagers, twenty at most.


  “Bu xing!” barked the taller boy, looking back up the hill, and gesturing for his companion to grab her. Whatever it was, it was to be done quickly. The second boy pinned her arms from behind.


  “Stop this!” cried Marie, struggling. “Who are you?”


  “Lady speaks English,” observed the first young man. “I speak English,” he added proudly, unctuously. “I worked for a jeweler in Kowloon.” Again he glanced up at the unfinished road.


  “Then tell your friend to take his hands off me!”


  “The lady does not tell me what to do. I tell the lady.” The postadolescent came closer, his eyes fixed on the swell of Marie’s breasts under the blouse. “This is forbidden road, a forbidden part of the shore. The lady did not see the signs?”


  “I don’t read Chinese. I’m sorry, I’ll leave. Just tell him to let go of me.” Suddenly Marie felt the body of the young man behind her pressing against her own. “Stop it!” she yelled, hearing quiet laughter in her ear, feeling a warm breath on her neck.


  “Is the lady to meet a boat with criminals from the People’s Republic? Does she signal men on the water?” The taller Chinese raised both his hands to Marie’s blouse, his fingers on the top buttons. “Is she concealing a radio perhaps, a signaling device? It is our duty to learn these things. The police expect it of us.”


  “Goddamn you, take your hands off me!” Marie twisted violently, kicking out in front of her. The man behind pulled her back off her feet as the taller boy grabbed her legs, straddling them with his own and scissoring them. She could not move; her body was stretched taut diagonally up from the rocky beach, held firmly in place. The first Chinese ripped off her blouse and then her brassiere, and cupped her breasts with both hands. She screamed and thrashed and screamed again until she was slapped and two fingers pincered her throat, cutting off all sound but throated coughs. The nightmare of Zurich came back to her—rape and death on the Guisan Quai.


  They carried her to a stretch of tall grass, the boy behind clamping his hand over her mouth, then replacing it quickly with his right arm, cutting off air and any screams she might have managed as he yanked her forward. She was thrown to the ground, one of her attackers now covering her face with his bare stomach as the other began pulling off her slacks and thrusting his hands between her legs. It was Zurich, and instead of writhing in the cold Swiss darkness there was the wet heat of the Orient; instead of the Limmat, another river, far wider, far more deserted; instead of one animal there were two. She could feel the body of the tall Chinese on top of her, thrusting in his panic, furious that he was not able to enter her, her thrashing repelling his assault. For an instant the boy across her face reached under his trousers to his groin—there was a brief moment of space and for Marie the world went mad! She sank her teeth into the flesh above her, drawing blood, feeling the sickening flesh in her mouth.


  Screams followed; her arms were released. She kicked as the young Oriental rolled away clutching his stomach; she crashed her knee up into the exposed organ above her waist, then clawed at the wild-eyed, sweating face of the taller man, now screaming herself—yelling, pleading, shouting as she had never shouted in her life before. Holding his testicles beneath his shorts, the infuriated boy threw himself down on her, but rape was no longer a consideration, he wanted only to keep her quiet. Suffocating, the darkness had begun to close in on Marie—and then she had heard other voices in the distance, excited voices closing that distance, and she knew she had to send up a final cry for help. In a desperate surge, she dug her nails into the contorted face above her, for an instant freeing her mouth from the grip.


  “Here! Down here! Over here!”


  Bodies were suddenly swarming around her; she could hear slaps and kicks and furious screams, but none of the madness was directed at her. Then the darkness had come, her last thoughts only partly about herself. David! David, for God’s sake where are you? Stay alive, my dearest! Don’t let them take your mind again. Above all, don’t allow that! They want mine and I won’t give it to them! Why are they doing this to us? Oh, my God, why?


  She had awakened on a cot in a small room with no windows, a young Chinese woman wiping her forehead with a cool, perfumed cloth. “Where…?” whispered Marie. “Where is this? Where am I?”


  The girl smiled sweetly and shrugged, nodding at a man on the other side of the cot, a Chinese Marie judged to be in his thirties, dressed in tropical clothes, a white guayabera instead of a shirt. “Permit me to introduce myself,” said the man in accented but clear English. “My name is Jitai, and I am with the Tuen Mun branch of the Hang Chow Bank. You are in the back room of a fabric shop belonging to a friend and client, Mr. Chang. They brought you here and called for me. You were attacked by two hoodlums of the Di-di Jing Cha, which can be translated as the Young People’s Auxiliary Police. It is one of those well-meant social programs that have many benefits, but on occasion also have their very rotten apples, as you Americans say.”


  “Why do you think I’m American?”


  “Your speech. While you were unconscious you spoke about a man named David. A dear friend, no doubt. You wish to find him.”


  “What else did I say?”


  “Nothing, really. You were not very coherent.”


  “I don’t know anyone named David,” said Marie firmly. “Not in that way. It must have been one of those deliriums that go back to the first grade.”


  “It is immaterial. It is your well-being that matters. We are filled with shame and sorrow at what happened.”


  “Where are those two punks, those bastards?”


  “They are caught and will be punished.”


  “I hope they spend ten years in jail.”


  The Chinese frowned. “To bring that about will mean involving the police—a formal complaint, a hearing before a magistrate, so many legalities.” Marie stared at the banker. “Now, if you wish, I will accompany you to the police and act as your interpreter, but it was our opinion that we should first hear your desires in this regard. You have been through so much—and you are alone here in Tuen Mun for reasons only you know.”


  “No, Mr. Jitai,” said Marie quietly. “I’d rather not press charges. I’m all right, and vengeance isn’t a high priority with me.”


  “It is with us, madame.”


  “What do you mean?”


  “Your attackers will carry our shame to their wedding beds, where their performances will be less than expected.”


  “I see. They are young—”


  “This morning, as we have learned, is not their first offense. They are filth, and lessons must be taught.”


  “This morning? Oh, my God, what time is it? How long have I been here?”


  The banker looked at his watch. “Nearly an hour.”


  “I’ve got to get back to the apartment—the flat—right away. It’s important.”


  “The ladies wish to mend your clothing. They’re excellent seamstresses and it will not take long. However, they believed you should not wake up without your clothes.”


  “I haven’t time. I have to get back now. Oh, Christ! I don’t know where it is and I don’t have an address!”


  “We know the building, madame. A tall, attractive white woman alone in Tuen Mun is noticed. Word spreads. We’ll take you there at once.” The banker turned and spoke in rapid Chinese, addressing a half-opened door behind him, as Marie sat up. She was suddenly aware of the crowd of people peering inside. She got to her feet—her painful feet—and stood for a moment, weaving but slowly finding her balance, holding the ripped folds of her blouse together.


  The door was pulled back and two old women entered, each carrying an article of brightly colored silk. The first was a kimonolike garment, which was gently lowered over her head to cover her torn blouse and much of her soiled green slacks. The second was a long, wide sash, which was wrapped around her waist and tied, also gently. Tense as she was, Marie saw that each article was exquisite.


  “Come, madame,” said the banker, touching her elbow. “I will escort you.” They walked out into the fabric shop, Marie nodding and trying to smile as the crowd of Chinese men and women bowed to her, their dark eyes filled with sadness.


  She had returned to the small apartment, removed the beautiful sash and garment, and lay down on the bed trying to make sense where no reason was to be found. She buried her face in the pillow, trying to push the horrible images of the morning out of her head, but the ugliness was beyond purging. Instead, it made the sweat pour out of her, and the tighter she closed her eyes, the more violent the images became, interweaving the terrible memories of Zurich on the Guisan Quai when a man named Jason Bourne had saved her life.


  She stifled a scream and leaped off the bed, standing there, trembling. She walked into the tiny kitchen and turned on the faucet, reaching for a glass. The stream of water was weak and thin and she watched vacantly as the glass filled, her mind elsewhere.


  There are times when people should put their heads on hold—God knows I do it more than a reasonably respected psychiatrist should.… Things overwhelm us…we have to get our acts together. Morris Panov, friend to Jason Bourne.


  She shut off the faucet, drank the lukewarm water, and went back toward the confining room that served the triple functions of sleeping, sitting, and pacing. She stood in the doorframe and looked around, knowing what she found so grotesque about her sanctuary. It was a cell, as surely as if it were in some remote prison. Worse, it was a very real form of solitary confinement. She was again isolated with her thoughts, with her terrors. She walked to a window as a prisoner might, and peered at the world outside. What she saw was an extension of her cell; she was not free down in that teeming street below either. It was not a world she knew, and it did not welcome her. Quite aside from the obscene madness of the morning on the beach, she was an intruder who could neither understand nor be understood. She was alone, and that loneliness was driving her crazy.


  Numbly Marie gazed at the street. The street? There she was? Catherine! She was standing with a man by a gray car, their heads turned, watching three other men ten yards behind them by a second car. All five were glaringly apparent, for they were like no other people in the street. They were Occidentals in a sea of Chinese, strangers in an unfamiliar place. They were obviously excited, concerned about something, as they kept nodding their heads and looking in all directions, especially across the street. At the apartment house. Three of the men had close-cropped hair—military cuts…marines. American marines!


  Catherine’s companion, a civilian to judge by his hair, was talking rapidly, his index finger jabbing the air.… Marie knew him! It was the man from the State Department, the one who had come to see them in Maine! The undersecretary with the dead eyes, who kept rubbing his temples and barely protested when David told him he did not trust him. It was McAllister! He was the man Catherine said she was to meet.


  Suddenly, abstract and terrible pieces of the horrible puzzle fell into place as Marie watched the scene below. The two marines by the second car crossed the street and separated. The one standing with Catherine talked briefly with McAllister, then ran to his right, pulling a small hand-held radio from his pocket. Staples spoke to the undersecretary of State and glanced up at the apartment house. Marie spun away from the window.


  I’ll be alone, no one with me.


  All right.


  It was a trap! Catherine Staples had been reached. She was not a friend; she was the enemy! Marie knew she had to run. For God’s sake, get away! She grabbed the white-shell purse with the money, and for a split second stared at the silks from the fabric shop. She picked them up and ran out of the flat.


  There were two hallways, one running the width of the building along the front with a staircase on the right leading down to the street, the other hallway bisecting the first to form an inverted T, and leading to a door in the rear. It was a second staircase used for carrying garbage to the bins in the back alley. Catherine had casually pointed it out when they arrived, explaining that there was an ordinance forbidding refuse in the street, which was the main thoroughfare of Tuen Mun. Marie raced down the bisecting hall to the rear door and opened it. She gasped, suddenly confronted by the stooped figure of an old man with a straw broom in his hand. He squinted at her for a moment, then shook his head, his expression one of intense curiosity. She stepped out into the dark landing as the Chinese went inside; she held the door slightly open, waiting for the sight of Staples emerging from the front stairs. If Catherine, finding the flat empty, quickly returned to the staircase so as to rush down into the street to McAllister and the marine contingent, Marie could slip back into the apartment and pick up the clothes Staples had bought for her. In her panic she had only fleetingly thought about them, grabbing the silks instead, not daring to lose precious moments rummaging through the closet where Catherine had hung them, stuffed among various other clothing. She thought about them now. She could not walk, much less run through the streets in a torn blouse and filthy slacks. Something was wrong. It was the old man! He just stood there staring at the crack in the doorframe.


  “Go away!” whispered Marie.


  Footsteps. The clacking of high-heeled shoes walking rapidly up the metal staircase in the front of the building. If it was Staples, she would pass the bisecting hallway on her way to the flat.


  “Deng yi deng!” yelped the old Chinese, still standing motionless with his broom, still staring at her. Marie closed the door further, watching through barely a half inch of space.


  Staples came into view, glancing briefly, curiously at the old man, apparently having heard his sharp, high-pitched angry voice. Without breaking stride she continued down the hall, intent only on reaching the flat. Marie waited; the pounding in her chest seemed to echo throughout the dark stairwell. Then the words came, pleas shouted in hysteria. “No! Marie! Marie, where are you?” The footsteps hammered now, racing on the cement. Catherine rounded the corner and began running toward the old Chinese and the door—toward her. “Marie, it’s not what you think! For God’s sake, stop!”


  Marie Webb spun and ran down the dark steps. Suddenly, a shaft of bright yellow sunlight spread up the staircase, and just as suddenly was no more. The ground-floor door three stories below had been opened; a figure in a dark suit had entered swiftly, a marine taking up his post. The man raced up the steps; Marie crouched in the corner of the second landing. The marine reached the top step, about to round the turn, steadying himself on the railing. Marie lunged out, her hand—the hand with the bunched silks—crashing into the astonished soldier’s face, catching him off balance; she slammed her shoulder into the marine’s chest, sending him reeling backwards down the staircase. Marie passed his tumbling body on the steps as she heard the screams from above. “Marie! Marie! I know it’s you! For Christ’s sake, listen to me!”


  She lurched out into the alley, and another nightmare began its dreadful course, played out in the blinding sunlight of Tuen Mun. Running through the connecting thoroughfare behind the row of apartment buildings, her feet now bleeding inside the sneakers, Marie threw the kimonolike garment over her head and stopped by a row of garbage cans, where she removed her green slacks and threw them inside the nearest one. She then draped the wide sash over her head, covering her hair, and ran into the next alleyway that led to the main street. She reached it and seconds later walked into the mass of humanity that was a slice of Hong Kong in the new frontier of the colony. She crossed the street.


  “There!” shouted a male voice. “The tall one!”


  The chase began again, but abruptly, without any indication, it was different. A man raced down the pavement after her, suddenly stopped by a wheeled stand blocking his way; he tried to shove it aside, only to put his hands into recessed pots of boiling fat. He screamed, overturning the cart, and was now met with shrieks by the proprietor obviously demanding payment, as he and others surrounded the marine, forcing him back into the curb.


  “There’s the bitch!”


  As Marie heard the words she was confronted by a phalanx of women shoppers. She spun to her right and ran into another alley off the street, an alley she suddenly discovered was a dead end, ending with the wall of a Chinese temple. It happened again! Five young men—teenagers in paramilitary outfits—suddenly appeared from a doorway and gestured for her to pass.


  “Yankee criminal! Yankee thief!” The shouts were in the cadence of a rehearsed foreign language. The young men locked arms and without violence intercepted the man with close-cropped hair, crowding him against a wall.


  “Get out of my way, you pricks!” shouted the marine. “Get out of my way or I’ll take every one of you brats!”


  “You raise your arms…or a weapon—” cried a voice in the background.


  “I never said anything about a weapon!” broke in the soldier from Victoria Peak.


  “But if you do either,” continued the voice, “they will release their arms, and five Di-di Jing Cha—so many trained by our American friends—will certainly contain one man.”


  “Goddamn it, sir! I’m only trying to do my job! It’s none of your business!”


  “I’m afraid it is, sir. For reasons you do not know.”


  “Shit!” The marine leaned against the wall, out of breath, and looked at the smiling young faces in front of him.


  “Lai!” said a woman to Marie, pointing to a wide, oddly shaped door with no visible handle on what appeared to be a thick, impenetrable exterior. “Xiao xin. Kaa-fill.”


  “Careful? I understand.” An aproned figure opened the door and Marie rushed inside, instantly feeling the harsh blasts of cold air. She was standing in a large walk-in refrigerator where carcasses of meat hung eerily on hooks under the glow of mesh-encased light bulbs. The man in the apron waited a full minute, his ear at the door. Marie wrapped the wide silk sash around her neck and clutched her arms to ward off the sudden, bitter cold made worse by the contrasting oppressive heat outside. Finally, the clerk gestured for her to follow him; she did so, threading her way around the carcasses until they reached the huge refrigerator’s entrance. The Chinese yanked a metal lever and pushed the heavy door open, nodding for Marie, who was shivering, to walk through. She now found herself in a long, narrow deserted butcher shop, the bamboo blinds on the front windows filtering the intense noonday sunlight. A white-haired man stood behind the counter by the far-right window, peering through the slats at the street outside. He beckoned for Marie to join him quickly. Again she did as she was instructed, and noticed an oddly shaped floral wreath behind the glass of the front door, which appeared to be locked.


  The older man indicated that Marie should look through the window. She parted two curved bamboo slats and gasped, astonished at the scene outside. The search was at its frenzied peak. The marine with scalded hands kept waving them in the air as he went from store to store across the street. She saw Catherine Staples and McAllister in a heated conversation with a crowd of Chinese who obviously were objecting to the foreigners disturbing the peaceful if hectic way of life in Tuen Mun. McAllister in his panic apparently had shouted something offensive and was challenged by a man twice his age, an ancient in an Oriental gown, who had to be restrained by younger, cooler heads. The undersecretary of State backed away, his arms raised, pleading innocence, as Staples shouted to no avail in her efforts to extricate them both from the angry mob.


  Suddenly, the marine with the wounded hands came crashing out of a doorway across the street; shattered glass flew in all directions as he rolled on the pavement, yelling in pain as his hands touched the cement. He was pursued by a young Chinese dressed in the white tunic, sash, and knee-length trousers of a martial-arts instructor. The marine sprang to his feet, and as his Oriental adversary ran up to him he pounded a low left hook into the young man’s kidney, and followed it with a well-aimed right fist into the Oriental face, pummeling his assailant back into the storefront while screaming in agony at the pain both blows caused his scalded hands.


  A last marine from Victoria Peak came running down the street, one leg limping, his shoulders sagging as if damaged from a fall—a fall down a flight of stairs, thought Marie, as she watched in amazement. He came to the aid of his anguished comrade and was very effective. The amateurish attempts at combat by the berobed students of the unconscious martial-arts instructor were met by a flurry of slashing legs, crashing chops, and the whirling maneuvers of a judo expert.


  Suddenly again, with no warning whatsoever, the cacophonic strains of Oriental music swelled in the street, the cymbals and the primitive wood instruments reaching abrupt Crescendos with each stride of the ragtag band that marched down the street, its followers carrying placards mounted with flowers. The fighting stopped as arms were restrained everywhere. Silence spread along the main avenue of commerce of Tuen Mun. The Americans were confused; Catherine Staples choked back her frustration and Edward McAllister threw up his hands in exasperation.


  Marie watched, literally hypnotized by the change outside. Everything came to a stop, as if a halt had been ordered by an announcement from some sepulchral presence not to be denied. She shifted her angle of sight between the bamboo blinds and looked at the ragged group approaching. It was led by the banker Jitai! It was heading for the butcher shop!


  Her eyes darting, Marie saw Catherine Staples and McAllister race past the odd gathering in front of the shop. Then across the street the two marines once again took up the chase. They all disappeared in the blinding sunlight.


  There was a knock on the front door of the butcher shop. The old man with white hair removed the wreath and opened it. The banker, Jitai, walked in and bowed to Marie.


  “Did you enjoy the parade, madame?” he asked.


  “I wasn’t sure what it was.”


  “A funeral march for the dead. In this instance, no doubt, for the slain animals in Mr. Woo’s cold storage.”


  “You…? This was all planned?”


  “In a state of readiness, you might say,” explained Jitai. “Frequently our cousins from the north manage to get across the border—not the thieves but family members wishing to join their own—and the soldiers want only to capture them and send them back. We must be prepared to protect our own.”


  “But me…? You knew?”


  “We watched; we waited. You were in hiding, running from someone, that much we did know. You told us that when you said you did not care to go before the magistrate, to ‘press charges,’ as you put it. You were directed into the alley outside.”


  “The line of women with the shopping bags—”


  “Yes. They crossed the street when you did. We must help you.”


  Marie glanced at the anxious faces of the crowd beyond the bamboo slats, then looked at the banker. “How do you know I’m not a criminal?”


  “It doesn’t matter. The outrage against you resulting from two of our people is what matters. Also, madame, you do not look or speak like a fugitive from justice.”


  “I’m not. And I do need help. I have to get back to Hong Kong, to a hotel where they won’t find me, where there’s a telephone I can use. I don’t really know who, but I have to reach people who can help me…help us.” Marie paused, her eyes locked with Jitai’s. “The man named David is my husband.”


  “I can understand,” said the banker. “But first you have to see a doctor.”


  “What?”


  “Your feet are bleeding.”


  Marie looked down. Blood had seeped through the bandages, penetrating the canvas of her sneakers. They were a sickening mess. “I guess you’re right,” she agreed.


  “Then there will be clothes, transportation—I myself will find you a hotel under any name you wish. And there is the matter of money. Do you have funds?”


  “I don’t know,” said Marie, putting the silks on the counter and opening the white-shell purse. “That is, I haven’t looked. A friend—someone that I thought was a friend—left me money.” She pulled out the bills Staples had placed in the purse.


  “We are not wealthy here in Tuen Mun, but perhaps we can help. There was talk of taking up a collection.”


  “I’m not a poor woman, Mr. Jitai,” interrupted Marie. “If that is necessary and, frankly, if I’m alive, every cent will be returned with interest far in excess of the prime rate.”


  “As you wish. I am a banker. But what would such a lovely lady like yourself know of interests and prime rates?” Jitai smiled.


  “You’re a banker and I’m an economist. What do bankers know about the impacts on floating currencies caused by inflated interests, especially in the prime rates?” Marie smiled for the first time in a very long time.


  She had over an hour to think in the countryside quiet as she sat in the taxi that drove her down to Kowloon. It would be another forty-five minutes once they reached the less quiet outskirts, particularly a congested district called Mongkok. The contrite people of Tuen Mun had been not only generous and protective, but inventive as well. The banker, Jitai, apparently had confirmed that the hoodlums’ victim was indeed a white woman in hiding and running for her life, and therefore, as she was in the process of reaching people who might help her, perhaps her appearance might be altered. Western clothes were brought from several shops, clothes that struck Marie as odd; they seemed drab and utilitarian, neat but dreary. Not cheap, but the kind of clothes that would be selected by a woman who had either no sense of design or felt herself above it. Then after an hour in the back room of a beauty shop she understood why such a costume had been chosen. The women fussed over her; her hair was washed and blown dry, and when the process was over she had looked in the mirror, barely breathing as she did so. Her face—drawn, pale and tired—was framed by a shell of hair no longer a striking auburn but mouse-gray with subtle tinges of white. She had aged more than a decade; it was an extension of what she had attempted after escaping from the hospital but far bolder, far more complete. She was the Chinese image of the upper-middle-class, serious, no-nonsense tourist—probably a widow—who peremptorily issued instructions, counted her money, and never went anywhere without a guidebook, which she continuously checked off with each site visited on her well-organized itinerary. The people of Tuen Mun knew such tourists well and their portrait was accurate. Jason Bourne would approve.


  There were other thoughts, however, that occupied her on the ride to Kowloon, desperate thoughts that she tried to control and keep in perspective, pushing away the panic that could so easily engulf her, causing her to do the wrong thing, make a wrong move that could harm David—kill David. Oh, God, where are you? How can I find you? How?


  She searched her memory for anyone who could help her, constantly rejecting every name and every face that came to her because in one way or another each had been a part of that horrible strategy so ominously termed beyond-salvage—the death of an individual the only acceptable solution. Except, of course, Morris Panov, but Mo was a pariah in the eyes of the government; he had called the official killers by their rightful names: incompetents and murderers. He would get nowhere, and conceivably bring about a second order for beyond-salvage.


  Beyond-salvage…A face came to her, a face with tears running down his cheeks, muted cries for mercy in his tremulous voice, a once-close friend of a young foreign service officer and his wife and children in a remote outpost called Phnom Penh. Conklin! His name was Alexander Conklin! Throughout David’s long convalescence he had tried repeatedly to see her husband, but David would not permit it, saying that he would kill the CIA man if he walked through the door. The crippled Conklin had wrongfully, stupidly made accusations against David, not listening to the pleas of an amnesiac, instead assuming treachery and “turning”—to the point where he had tried to kill David himself outside of Paris. And, finally, he had mounted a last attempt on New York’s Seventy-first Street, at a sterile house called Treadstone 71, that nearly succeeded. When the truth about David was known, Conklin had been consumed with guilt, shattered by what he had done. She had actually felt sorry for him; his anguish was so genuine, his guilt so devastating to him. She had talked with Alex over coffee on the porch, but David would never see him. He was the only one she could think of that made sense—any sense at all!


  The hotel was called the Empress, on Chatham Road in Kowloon. It was a small hotel in the crowded Tsim Sha Tsui frequented by a mix of cultures, neither rich nor poor, by and large salesmen from the East and West who had business to do without the largess of executive expense accounts. The banker, Jitai, had done his job; a single room had been reserved for a Mrs. Austin, Penelope Austin. The “Penelope” had been Jitai’s idea, for he had read many English novels, and Penelope seemed “so right.” So be it, as Jason Bourne would have said, thought Marie.


  She sat on the edge of the bed and reached for the telephone, unsure of what to say but knowing she had to say it. “I need the number of a person in Washington, D.C., in the United States,” she said to the operator. “It’s an emergency.”


  “There is a charge for overseas information—”


  “Charge it,” broke in Marie. “It’s urgent. I’ll stay on the line.”


  “Yes?” said the voice filled with sleep. “Hello?”


  “Alex, it’s Marie Webb.”


  “Goddamn you, where are you? Where are both of you? We found you!”


  “I don’t know what you’re talking about. I haven’t found him and he hasn’t found me. You know about all this?”


  “Who the hell do you think almost broke my neck last week when he flew into Washington? David! I’ve got relays on every phone that can reach me! Mo Panov’s got the same! Where are you?”


  “Hong Kong—Kowloon, I guess. The Empress Hotel, under the name of Austin. David reached you?”


  “And Mo! He and I have turned every trick in the deck to find out what the hell is going on and we’ve been stonewalled! No, I take it back—not stonewalled—no one else knows what’s going on either! I’d know if they did! Good Christ, Marie, I haven’t had a drink since last Thursday!”


  “I didn’t know you missed it.”


  “I miss it! What’s happening?”


  Marie told him, including the unmistakable stamp of government bureaucracy on the part of her captors, and her escape, and the help given by Catherine Staples that turned into a trap, engineered by a man named McAllister, whom she had seen on the street with Staples.


  “McAllister? You saw him?”


  “He’s here, Alex. He wants to take me back. With me he controls David, and he’ll kill him! They tried before!”


  There was a pause on the line, a pause filled with anguish. “We tried before,” said Conklin softly. “But that was then, not now.”


  “What can I do?”


  “Stay where you are,” ordered Alex. “I’ll be on the earliest plane to Hong Kong. Don’t go out of your room. Don’t make any more calls. They’re searching for you, they have to be.”


  “David’s out there, Alex! Whatever they’ve forced him to do because of me, I’m frightened to death!”


  “Delta was the best man ever developed in Medusa. No one better ever walked into that field. I know. I saw.”


  “That’s one aspect, and I’ve taught myself to live with it. But not the other, Alex! His mind! What will happen to his mind?”


  Conklin paused again, and when he spoke his voice was pensive. “I’ll bring a friend with me, a friend to all of us. Mo won’t refuse. Stay put, Marie. It’s time for a showdown. And, by Christ, there’s going to be one!”


  



  CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE


  



  “Who are you?” screamed Bourne in a frenzy, gripping the old man by the throat and pressing him into the wall.


  “Delta, stop it!” commanded d’Anjou. “Your voice! People will hear you. They’ll think you’re killing him. They’ll call the desk.”


  “I may kill him and the phones don’t work!” Jason released the impostor’s impostor, released his throat but gripped the front of his shirt, ripping it as he swung the man down into a chair.


  “The door,” continued d’Anjou steadily, angrily. “Put it in place as best you can, for God’s sake. I want to get out of Beijing alive, and every second with you diminishes my prospects. The door!”


  Half crazed, Bourne whipped around, picked up the shattered door and shoved it into the frame, adjusting the sides and kicking them into place. The old man massaged his throat and suddenly tried to spring out of the chair.


  “Non, mon ami!” said the Frenchman, blocking him. “Stay where you are. Do not concern yourself with me, only with him. You see, he really might kill you. In his rage he has no respect for the golden years, but since I’m nearly there, I do.”


  “‘Rage’? This is an outrage!” sputtered the old man, coughing his words. “I fought at El Alamein and, by Christ, I’ll fight now!” Again the old man struggled out of the chair, and again d’Anjou pushed him back as Jason returned.


  “Oh, the stoically heroic British,” observed the Frenchman. “At least you had the grace not to say Agin-court.”


  “Cut the crap!” shouted Bourne, pushing d’Anjou aside and leaning over the chair, his hands on both arms, crowding the old man back into the seat. “You tell me where he is and you tell me quickly, or you may wish you never got out of El Alamein!”


  “Where who is, you maniac?”


  “You’re not the man downstairs! You’re not Joseph Wadsworth going up to Room three-twenty-five!”


  “This is Room three-twenty-five and I am Joseph Wadsworth! Brigadier, retired, Royal Engineers!”


  “When did you check in?”


  “Actually, I was spared that drudgery,” replied Wadsworth haughtily. “As a professional guest of the government, certain courtesies are extended. I was escorted through customs and brought directly here. I must say the room service is hardly up to snuff—God knows, it’s not the Connaught—and the damned telephone’s mostly on the fritz.”


  “I asked you when!”


  “Last night, but since the plane was six hours late, I suppose I should say this morning.”


  “What were your instructions?”


  “I’m not sure it’s any of your business.”


  Bourne whipped out the brass letter-opener from his belt and held the sharp point against the old man’s throat. “It is, if you want to get out of that chair alive.”


  “Good God, you are a maniac.”


  “You’re right, I haven’t much time for sanity. In fact, none at all. The instructions!”


  “They’re harmless enough. I was to be picked up sometime around twelve noon, and as it’s now after three, one can assume that the People’s government is not run by the clock any more than its airline.”


  D’Anjou touched Bourne’s arm. “The eleven-thirty plane,” said the Frenchman quietly. “He’s the decoy and knows nothing.”


  “Then your Judas is here in another room,” replied Jason over his shoulder. “He has to be!”


  “Don’t say any more, he’ll be questioned.” With sudden and unexpected authority, d’Anjou edged Bourne away from the chair and spoke in the impatient tones of a superior officer. “See here, Brigadier, we apologize for the inconvenience, it’s a damned nuisance, I know. This is the third room we’ve broken into—we learned the name of each occupant for the purposes of shock interrogation.”


  “Shock what? I don’t understand.”


  “One of four people on this floor has smuggled in over five million dollars’ worth of narcotics. Since it wasn’t the three of you, we have our man. I suggest you do as the others are doing. Say your room was broken into by a raging drunk, furious over the accommodations—that’s what they’re saying. There’s a lot of that going around, and it’s best not to be put under suspicion, even by mistaken association. The government here often overreacts.”


  “Wouldn’t want that,” sputtered Wadsworth, formerly of the Royal Engineers. “Damned pension’s little enough to get by on. This is a bloody feather from the goose’s ass.”


  “The door, Major,” ordered d’Anjou, addressing Jason. “Easy, now. Try to keep it upright.” The Frenchman turned to the Englishman. “Stand by and hold it, Brigadier. Just lean it back and give us twenty minutes to get our man, then do whatever you like. Remember, a raging drunk. For your own sake.”


  “Yes, yes, of course. A drunk. Raging.”


  “Come, Major!”


  Out in the hallway they picked up their bags and started rapidly toward the staircase. “Hurry up!” said Bourne. “There’s still time. He has to make his change—I’d have to make it! We’ll check the street entrances, the taxi stands, try to pick two logical ones, or, goddamn it, illogical ones. We’ll each take one and work out signals.”


  “First there are two doors,” broke in d’Anjou breathlessly. “In this hallway. Pick any two you wish, but do it quickly. Kick them in and yell abusive language, slurring your words, of course.”


  “You were serious?”


  “Never more so, Delta. As we saw for ourselves, the explanation is entirely plausible, and embarrassment will restrict any formal investigation. The management will no doubt persuade our brigadier to keep his mouth shut. They could lose their comfortable jobs. Quickly now! Take your choice and do the job!”


  Jason stopped at the next door on the right. He braced himself, then rushed toward it, crashing his shoulder into the middle of the flimsy upper panel. The door flew open.


  “Madad demaa!” screamed a woman in Hindi, half out of her sari, which was draped around her feet.


  “Kyaa baat hai?” shrieked a naked man racing out of the bathroom, hastily covering his genitals.


  Both stood gaping at the mad intruder, who lurched about with unfocused eyes as he swept articles off the nearest bureau, yelling in a coarse, drunken voice. “Rotten hotel! Toilets don’t work, phones don’t work! Nothing—Jesus, this isn’t my room! Shhorry…”


  Bourne weaved out, ‘slamming the door shut behind him.


  “That was fine!” said d’Anjou. “They had trouble with the lock. Hurry. One more. That one!” The Frenchman pointed to a door on the left. “I heard laughter inside. Two voices.”


  Again Jason crashed into a door, smashing it open, roaring his drunken complaints. However, instead of being met by two startled guests, he faced a young couple, both bare to the waist, each drawing on a pinched cigarette, inhaling deeply, their eyes glazed.


  “Welcome, neighbor,” said the young American male, his voice floating, his diction precise, if at quarter speed. “Don’t let things trouble you so. The phones don’t work, but our can does. Use it, share it. Don’t get so uptight.”


  “What the hell are you doing in my room?” yelled Jason even more drunkenly, his slur now obscuring his words.


  “If this is your room, macho boy,” interrupted the girl, swaying in her chair, “you were privy to private things and we’re not like that.” She giggled.


  “Christ, you’re stoned!”


  “And without taking the Lord’s name in vain,” countered the young man, “you’re very drunk.”


  “We don’t believe in alcohol,” added the spaced-out girl. “It produces hostility. It rises to the surface like Lucifer’s demons.”


  “Get yourself detoxified, neighbor,” continued the young American liltingly. “Then get healthy with grass. I will lead you into the fields where you will find your soul again—”


  Bourne raced out of the room, slamming the door, and grabbed d’Anjou’s arm. “Let’s go,” he said, adding as they approached the staircase, “If that story you gave the brigadier gets around, those two will spend twenty years deballing sheep in Outer Mongolia.”


  The Chinese proclivity for close observation and intense security dictated that the airport hotel have a single large entrance in the front for guests, and a second for employees at the side of the building. The latter was replete with uniformed guards who scrutinized everyone’s working papers and searched all purses and bags and bulging pockets when the employees left for the day. The lack of familiarity between guards and workers suggested that the former were changed frequently, putting space between potential bribes and bribers.


  “He won’t chance the guards,” said Jason as they passed the employees’ exit after hastily checking their two suitcases, pleading lateness for a meeting due to the delayed plane. “They look as if they get Brownie points for picking up anyone who steals a chicken wing or a bar of soap.”


  “They also intensely dislike those who work here,” agreed d’Anjou. “But why are you so certain he’s still in the hotel? He knows Beijing. He could have taken a taxi to another hotel, another room.”


  “Not looking the way he did on the plane, I told you that. He wouldn’t allow it. I wouldn’t. He wants the freedom to move around without being spotted or followed. He’s got to have it for his own protection.”


  “If that’s the case, they could be watching his room right now. Same results. They’ll know what he looks like.”


  “If it were me—and that’s all I’ve got to go on—he’s not there. He’s made arrangements for another room.”


  “You contradict yourself!” objected the Frenchman as they approached the crowded entrance of the airport hotel. “You said he’d be receiving his instructions by phone. Whoever calls will ask for the room they assigned him, certainly not the decoy’s, not Wadsworth’s.”


  “If the phones are working—a condition that’s a plus for your Judas, incidentally—it’s a simple matter to have calls transferred from one room to another. A plug is inserted in the switchboard if it’s primitive, or programmed if it’s computerized. It’s not a big deal. A business conference, old friends on the plane—read that any way you like—or no explanation at all, which is probably best.”


  “Fallacy!” proclaimed d’Anjou. “His client here in Beijing will alert the hotel operators. He’ll be wired into the switchboard.”


  “That’s the one thing he won’t do,” said Bourne, pushing the Frenchman through a revolving door out onto the pavement, which was crawling with confused tourists and businessmen trying to arrange transportation. “It’s a gamble he can’t afford to take,” continued Jason as they walked past a line of small, shabby buses and well-aged taxis at the curb. “Your commando’s client has to keep maximum distance between the two of them. There can’t be the slightest possibility that a connection could be traced, so that means everything’s restricted to a very tight, very elite circle, with no runs on a switchboard, no calling attention to anyone, especially your commando. They won’t risk wandering around the hotel either. They’ll stay away from him, let him make the moves. There are too many secret police here; someone in that elite circle could be recognized.”


  “The phones, Delta. From all we’ve heard, they’re not working. What does he do then?”


  Jason frowned while walking, as if trying to recall the unremembered. “Time’s on his side, that’s the plus. He’ll have backup instructions to follow in case he’s not reached within a given period of time after his arrival—for whatever reasons—and there could be any number considering the precautions they have to take.”


  “In that event they’d still be watching for him, wouldn’t they? They’d wait somewhere outside and try to pick him up, no?”


  “Of course, and he knows that. He has to get by them and reach his position without being seen. It’s the only way he retains control. It’s his first job.”


  D’Anjou gripped Bourne’s elbow. “Then I think I’ve just spotted one of the spotters.”


  “What?” Jason turned, looking down at the Frenchman and slowing his pace.


  “Keep walking,” ordered d’Anjou. “Head over to that truck, the one half out on the street with the man on the extension ladder.”


  “It follows,” said Bourne. “It’s the telephone repair service.” Remaining anonymous in the crowds, they reached the truck.


  “Look up. Look interested. Then look to your left. The van quite far ahead of the first bus. Do you see it?”


  Jason did, and instantly he knew the Frenchman was right. The van was white and fairly new and had tinted glass windows. Except for the color it could be the van that had picked up the assassin in Shenzen, at the Lo Wu border. Bourne started to read the Chinese characters on the door panel. “Niao Jing Shan.… My God, it’s the same! The name doesn’t matter—it belongs to a bird sanctuary, the Jing Shan Bird Sanctuary! In Shenzen it was Chutang, here something else. How did you notice it?”


  “The man in the open window, the last window on this side. You can’t see him too clearly from here, but he’s looking back at the entrance. He’s also somewhat of a contradiction—for an employee of a bird sanctuary, that is.”


  “Why?”


  “He’s an army officer, and by the cut of his tunic and the obviously superior fabric, one of high rank. Is the glorious People’s Army now conscripting egrets for its assault troops? Or is he an anxious man waiting for someone he’s been ordered to pick up and follow, using a rather acceptable cover flawed by an angle of sight that demands an open window?”


  “Can’t go anywhere without Echo,” said Jason Bourne, once Delta, the scourge of Medusa. “Bird sanctuaries—Christ, it’s beautiful. What a smoke screen. So removed, so peaceful. It’s one hell of a cover.”


  “It’s so Chinese, Delta. The righteous mask conceals the unrighteous face. The Confucian parables warn of it.”


  “That’s not what I’m talking about. Back in Shenzen, at Lo Wu, where I missed your boy the first time, he was picked up by a van then—a van with tinted windows—and it also belonged to a government bird sanctuary.”


  “As you say, an excellent cover.”


  “It’s more than that, Echo. It’s some kind of mark or identification.”


  “Birds have been revered in China for centuries,” said d’Anjou, looking at Jason, his expression puzzled. “They’ve always been depicted in their great art, the great silks. They’re considered delicacies for both the eye and the palate.”


  “In this case they could be a means to something much simpler, much more practical.”


  “Such as?”


  “Bird sanctuaries are large preserves. They’re open to the public but subject to government regulations, as they are everywhere.”


  “Your point, Delta?”


  “In a country where any ten people opposed to the official line are afraid to be seen together, what better place than a nature preserve that usually stretches for miles? No offices or houses or apartments being watched, no telephone taps or electronic surveillance. Just innocent bird-watchers in a nation of bird lovers, each holding an official pass that permits him entry when the sanctuary is officially closed—day or night.”


  “From Shenzen to Peking? You’re implying a situation larger than we had considered.”


  “Whatever it is,” said Jason, glancing around. “It doesn’t concern us. Only he does.… We’ve got to separate but stay in sight. I’ll head over—”


  “No need!” broke in the Frenchman. “There he is!”


  “Where?”


  “Move back! Closer to the truck. In its shadow.”


  “Which one is he?”


  “The priest patting the child, the little girl,” answered d’Anjou, his back to the truck, staring into the crowd in front of the hotel’s entrance. “A man of the cloth,” continued the Frenchman bitterly. “One of the guises I taught him to use. He had a priestly black suit made for him in Hong Kong complete with an Anglican benediction sewn into the collar under the name of a Savile Row tailor. It was the suit I recognized first. I paid for it.”


  “You come from a wealthy diocese,” said Bourne, studying the man he wanted more than his life to race over and take, to subdue and force up into a hotel room and start on the road back to Marie. The assassin’s cover was good—more than good—and Jason tried to analyze that judgment. Gray sideburns protruded below the killer’s dark hat; thin steel-rimmed glasses were perched low on the nose of his pale, colorless face. His eyes wide and his brows arched, he showed joy and wonder at what he saw in this unfamiliar place. All were God’s works and God’s children, signified by the act of being drawn to a little Chinese girl and patting her head lovingly, smiling and nodding graciously to the mother. That was it, thought Jason, in grudging respect. The son of a bitch exuded love. It was in his every gesture, every hesitant movement, every glance of his gentle eyes. He was a compassionate man of the cloth, a shepherd of his flock. And as such, in a crowd he might be glanced at but instantly dismissed by eyes seeking out a killer.


  Bourne remembered. Carlos! The Jackal had been dressed in the clothes of a priest, his dark Latin features above the starched white collar, walking out of the church in Neuilly-sur-Seine in Paris. Jason had seen him! They had seen each other, their eyes locking, each knowing who the other was without words being spoken. Get Carlos. Trap Carlos. Cain is for Charlie and Carlos is for Cain! The codes had exploded in his head as he raced after the Jackal in the streets of Paris…only to lose him in the traffic, as an old beggar, squatting on the pavement, smiled obscenely.


  This was not Paris, thought Bourne. There was no army of dying old men protecting this assassin. He would take this jackal in Peking.


  “Be ready to move!” said d’Anjou, breaking into Jason’s memories. “He’s nearing the bus.”


  “It’s full.”


  “That’s the point. He’ll be the last one on. Who refuses a pleading priest in a hurry? One of my lessons, of course.”


  Again the Frenchman was right. The door of the small, packed shabby bus began to close, stopped by the inserted arm of the priest, who wedged his shoulder inside and obviously begged to be released, as he had been caught. The door snapped open; the killer pressed himself inside and the door closed.


  “It’s the express to Tian An Men Square,” said d’Anjou. “I have the number.”


  “We have to find a taxi. Come on!”


  “It will not be easy, Delta.”


  “I’ve perfected a technique,” replied Bourne, walking out of the shadow of the telephone truck as the bus passed by, the Frenchman at his heels. They weaved through the crowd in front of the airport hotel and proceeded down the line of taxis until they reached the end. A last cab rounded the circle, about to join the line, when Jason rushed into the street, holding up the palms of his hands unobtrusively. The taxi came to a stop as the driver pushed his head out the window.


  “Shemma?”


  “Wei!” cried Bourne, running to the driver and holding up fifty American dollars’ worth of unmetered yuan. “Bi yao bang zhu,” he said, telling the man he needed help badly and would pay for it.


  “Hao!” exclaimed the driver as he grabbed the money. “Bingle ba!” he added, justifying his action on behalf of a tourist who was suddenly ill.


  Jason and d’Anjou climbed in, the driver vocally annoyed that there was a second fare entering the curbside door. Bourne dropped another twenty yuan over the seat, and the man was mollified. He swung his cab around, away from the line of taxis, and retraced his path out of the airport complex.


  “Up ahead there is a bus,” said d’Anjou, leaning forward in the seat, addressing the driver in an awkward attempt at Mandarin. “Can you understand me?”


  “Your tongue is Guangzhou, but I understand.”


  “It is on the way to Tian An Men Square.”


  “Which gate?” asked the driver. “Which bridge?”


  “I don’t know. I know only the number on the front of the bus. It is seven-four-two-one.”


  “Number one ending,” said the driver. “Tian Gate, second bridge. Imperial city entrance.”


  “Is there a parking section for the buses?”


  “There will be a line of many bus-vehicles. All are filled. They are very crowded. Tian An Men is very crowded this angle of the sun.”


  “We should pass the bus I speak of on the road, which is favorable to us for we wish to be at Tian An Men before it arrives. Can you do this?”


  “Without difficulty,” answered the driver, grinning. “Bus-vehicles are old and often break down. We may get there several days before it reaches the heavenly north gate.”


  “I hope you’re not serious,” interrupted Bourne.


  “Oh, no, generous tourist. All the drivers are superior mechanics—when they have the good fortune to locate their engines.” The driver laughed contemptuously and pressed his foot on the accelerator.


  Three minutes later they passed the “bus-vehicle” carrying the killer. Forty-six minutes after that they reached the sculptured white marble bridge over the flowing waters of a man-made moat that fronted the massive Gate of Heavenly Peace, where the leaders of China displayed themselves on the wide platform above, approving the paraded instruments of war and death. Inside the misnomered gate is one of the most extraordinary human achievements on earth. Tian An Men Square. The electrifying vortex of Beijing.


  The majesty of its sheer vastness first catches the visitor’s eye, then the architectural immensity of the Great Hall of the People on the right, where reception areas accommodate as many as three thousand people. The single banquet hall seats over five thousand, the major “conference room” ten thousand with space to spare. On the opposite side of the Gate, reaching toward the clouds, is a four-sided shaft of stone, an obelisk mounted on a two-story terrace of balustraded marble, all glistening in the sunlight, while in the shadows below on the huge base of the structure are carved the struggles and triumphs of Mao’s revolution. It is the Monument to the People’s Heroes, Mao first in the pantheon. There are other buildings, other structures—memorials, museums, gates and libraries—as far as the eye can see. But, above all, the eye is struck by the compelling vastness of open space. Space and people…and for the ear something else, totally unexpected. A dozen of the world’s great stadiums, all dwarfing Rome’s Colosseum, could be placed within Tian An Men Square and not exhaust the acreage; people in the hundreds of thousands can wander about the open areas and still leave room for hundreds of thousands more. But there is an absence of an element whose lack would never have been found in Rome’s bloody arena, much less tolerated in the contemporary great stadiums of the world. Sound; it is barely there, only decibels above silence, interrupted by the soft rippling notes of bicycle bells. The quiet is at first peaceful, and then frightening. It is as though an enormous, transparent geodesic dome had been lowered over a hundred acres, as an unspoken, but understood, command from a nether kingdom repeatedly informs those below that they are in a cathedral. It is unnatural, unreal, and yet there is no hostility toward the unheard voice, only acceptance—and that is more frightening. Especially when the children are quiet.


  Jason observed these things quickly and dispassionately. He paid the driver the sum based on the odometer reading and shifted his concentration to the purpose and the problems facing him and d’Anjou. For whatever reason, whether a phone call had reached him or whether he had opted for back-up instructions, the commando was on his way to Tian An Men Square. The pavane would begin with his arrival, the slow steps of the cautious dance bringing the killer closer and closer to his client’s representative, the assumption being that the client would remain out of sight. But no contact would be made until the impostor was convinced the rendezvous was clean. Therefore the “priest” would mount his own surveillance, circling the appointed coordinates of the meeting ground, searching out whatever armed minions were in place. He would take one, perhaps two, pressing them at the point of a knife or jamming a silenced gun into their ribs to elicit the information he needed; a false look in the eyes would tell him that the conference was a prelude to execution. Finally, if the landscape seemed clear, he would propel a minion under a gun to approach the client’s representative and give his ultimatum: the client himself must show up and walk into the net of the assassin’s making. Anything else was unacceptable; the central figure, the client, had to be the deadly balance. A second meeting ground would be established. The client would arrive first, and at the first sign of deception he would be blown away. That was the way of Jason Bourne. It would be the commando’s if he had half a brain in his head.


  Bus number 7421 rolled lethargically into place at the end of the line of vehicles disgorging tourists. The assassin in priestly garb emerged, helping an elderly woman down to the pavement, patting her hand as he nodded his gentle good-byes. He turned away, walked rapidly to the rear of the bus, and disappeared around it.


  “Stay a good thirty feet behind and watch me,” said Jason. “Do as I do. When I stop, you stop; when I turn, you turn. Be in a crowd; go from one group to another, but make sure there are always people around you.”


  “Be careful, Delta. He is not an amateur.”


  “Neither am I.” Bourne ran to the end of the bus, stopped, and edged his way around the hot, foul-smelling louvers of the rear engine. His priest was about fifty yards ahead, his black suit a dark beacon in the hazy sunlight. Crowds or no crowds, he was easy to follow. The commando’s cover was acceptable, his playing of it even more so, but like most covers there was always the glaring but unrecognized liability. It was in limiting those liabilities that the best distinguished themselves from the merely better. Professionally, Jason approved the clerical status, not the clerical color. A Roman priest might be wedded to black, but not an Anglican vicar; a solid gray was perfectly acceptable under the collar. Gray faded in the sunlight, black did not.


  Suddenly, the assassin broke away from the crowd and walked up behind a Chinese soldier taking pictures, the camera at eye level, the soldier’s head moving constantly. Bourne understood. This was no insignificant enlisted man on leave in Beijing; he was too mature, his uniform too well tailored—as d’Anjou had remarked about the army officer in the truck. The camera was a transparent device to scan the crowds; the initial meeting ground was not far away. The commando, now playing his role to the fullest, clasped a fatherly right hand on the military man’s left shoulder. His left was unseen, but his black coat filled the space between them—a gun had been jammed into the officer’s ribs. The soldier froze, his expression stoic even in his panic. He moved with the assassin, the commando now gripping his arm and issuing orders. The soldier abruptly, out of character, bent over, holding his left side, recovering quickly and shaking his head; the weapon had been rammed again into his rib cage. He would follow orders, or he would die in Tian An Men Square. There was no compromise.


  Bourne spun around, lowering his body and tying a perfectly firm shoelace, apologizing to those behind him. The assassin had checked his rear flank; the evasive action was demanded. Jason stood up. Where was he? Where was the impostor? There! Bourne was bewildered; the commando had let the soldier go! Why? The army officer was suddenly running through the crowds, screaming, his gestures wildly spastic, then in a frenzy he collapsed, and chattering, excited people gathered around his unconscious body.


  Diversion! Watch him. Jason raced ahead, feeling the time was right. It had been not a gun but a needle—not jammed but puncturing the soldier’s rib cage. The assassin had taken out one protector; he would look for another, and perhaps another after that. The scenario Bourne had predicted was being played out. And as the killer’s concentration was solely on his search for his next victim, the time was right! Now! Jason knew he could take out anyone on earth with a paralyzing blow to the kidneys, especially a man whose least concern was an attack on himself—for the quarry was attacking and his concentration was absolute. Bourne closed the gap between himself and the impostor. Fifty feet, forty, thirty-five, thirty…he broke away from one crowd into another…the black-suited “priest” was within reach. He could take him! Marie!


  A soldier. Another soldier! But now, instead of an assault there was communication. The army man nodded and gestured to his left. Jason looked over, bewildered. A short Chinese in civilian clothing and carrying a government briefcase was standing at the foot of a wide stone staircase that led up to the entrance of an immense building with granite pillars everywhere supporting twin sloping pagoda roofs. It was directly behind the Heroes’ Monument, the carved calligraphy over the huge doors proclaiming it to be the Chairman Mao Memorial Hall. Two lines were moving up the steps, guards separating the individual groups. The civilian was between the two lines, the briefcase a symbol of authority; he was left alone. Suddenly, without any indication that he would make such a move, the tall assassin gripped the soldier’s arm, propelling the smaller army man in front of him. The officer’s back arched, his shoulders snapping upright; a weapon had been shoved into his spine, the commands specific.


  As the excitement mounted and the crowds and the police kept running to the collapsed first soldier, the assassin and his captive walked steadily toward the civilian at the steps of the Mao Memorial. The man was afraid to move, and again Bourne understood. These men were known to the killer; they were at the core of the tight, elite circle that led to the assassin’s client, and that client was nearby. They were no mere minions; once they appeared the lesser figures took on lesser importance, for these men rarely exposed themselves. The diversion, which was now reduced to a mild disturbance as the police swiftly controlled the crowds and carried the body away, had given the impostor the seconds he needed to control the chain that led to the client. The soldier in his grip was dead if he disobeyed, and with a single shot any reasonably competent marksman could kill the man by the steps. The meeting was in two stages, and as long as the assassin controlled the second stage he was perfectly willing to proceed. The client was obviously somewhere inside the vast mausoleum and could not know what was happening outside, nor would a mere minion dare follow his superiors up into the conference area.


  There was no more time for analyzing, Jason knew. He had to act. Quickly. He had to get inside Mao Zedong’s monument and watch, wait for the meeting to conclude one way or another—and the repugnant possibility that he might have to protect the assassin crossed his mind. Yet it was within the realm of reality and the only plus for him was the fact that the impostor had followed a scenario he himself might have created. And if the conference was peaceful, it was simply a matter of following the assassin, by then inevitably buoyed by the success of his tactics as well as by whatever the client delivered—and taking an unsuspecting supreme egotist in Tian An Men Square.


  Bourne turned, looking for d’Anjou. The Frenchman was on the edge of a controlled tourist group; he nodded, as if he had read Delta’s thoughts. He pointed to the ground beneath him, then made a circle with his index finger. It was a silent signal from their days in Medusa. It meant he would remain where he was, but if he had to move he would stay in sight of that specific location. It was enough. Jason crossed behind the assassin and his prisoner, and walked diagonally through the crowd, rapidly negotiating the open space to the line on the right half of the staircase and up to the guard. He spoke pleadingly in polite Mandarin: “High Officer, I’m most embarrassed! I was so taken by the calligraphy on the People’s Monument that I lost my group, which passed through here only minutes ago.”


  “You speak our language very well,” said the astonished guard, apparently used to the strange accents of tongues he neither knew nor cared to know. “You are most courteous.”


  “I’m simply an underpaid teacher from the West who has an enduring love of your great nation, High Officer.”


  The guard laughed. “I’m not so high, but our nation is great. My daughter wears blue jeans in the street.”


  “I beg your pardon?”


  “It’s nothing. Where is your tour-group identification?”


  “My what?”


  “The name tag to be worn on all outer clothing.”


  “It kept falling off,” said Bourne, shaking his head helplessly. “It wouldn’t stay pinned. I must have lost it.”


  “When you catch up, see your guide and get another. Go ahead. Get in back of the line on the steps. Something is going on. The next group may have to wait. You’ll miss your tour.”


  “Oh? Is there a problem?”


  “I don’t know. The official with the government briefcase gives us our orders. I believe he counts the yuan that could be made here, thinking this holy place should be like Beijing’s underground train.”


  “You’ve been most kind.”


  “Hurry, sir.”


  Bourne rushed up the steps, bending down behind the crowd, once again tightening a secure shoelace, his head angled to watch the assassin’s progress. The imposter talked quietly to the civilian with the soldier still in his grip—but something was odd. The short Chinese in the dark suit nodded, but his eyes were not on the impostor; they were focused beyond the commando. Or were they? Jason’s angle of vision was not the best. No matter, the scenario was being followed, the client reached on the assassin’s terms.


  He walked through the doors into the semidarkness, as awed as everyone in front of him by the sudden appearance of the enormous white marble sculpture of a seated Mao, rising so high and so majestically that one nearly gasped in its presence. Too, theatricality was not omitted. The shafts of light that played on the exquisite, seemingly translucent marble created an ethereal effect that isolated the gigantic sitting figure from the velvet tapestry behind it and the outer darkness around it. The massive statue with its searching eyes seemed alive and aware.


  Jason pulled his own eyes away and looked for doorways and corridors. There were none. It was a mausoleum, a hall dedicated to a nation’s saint. But there were pillars, wide high shafts of marble that provided areas of seclusion. In the shadows behind any one of them could be the meeting ground. He would wait. He would stay in other shadows and watch.


  His group entered the second great hall, and it was, if anything, more electrifying than the first. Facing them was a crystal glass coffin encasing the body of Chairman Mao Zedong, draped in the Red flag, the waxen corpse in peaceful repose—the closed eyes, however, any second likely to open wide and glare in fiery disapproval. There were flowers surrounding the raised sarcophagus, and two rows of dark green pine trees in huge ceramic pots lined the opposing walls. Again shafts of light played a dramatic symphony of color, pockets of darkness pierced by intersecting beams that washed over the brilliant yellows and reds and blues of the banks of flowers.


  A commotion somewhere in the first hall briefly intruded on the awed silence of the crowd, but was arrested as rapidly as it had begun. As the last tourist in line, Bourne broke away without being noticed by the others. He slipped behind a pillar, concealed in the shadows, and peered around the glistening white marble.


  What he saw paralyzed him as a dozen thoughts clashed in his head—above all, the single word trap! There was no group following his own! It was the last admitted—he was the last person admitted—before the heavy doors were closed. That was the sound he had heard—the shutting of the doors and the disappointed groans from those outside waiting to be admitted.


  Something is going on.… The next group may have to wait.… A kindly guard on the steps.


  My God, from the beginning it was a trap! Every move, every appearance had been calculated! From the beginning! The information paid for on a rain-soaked island, the nearly unobtainable airline tickets, the first sight of the assassin at the airport—a professional killer capable of a far better disguise, his hair too obvious, his clothes inadequate to cover his frame. Then the complication with an old man, a retired brigadier from the Royal Engineers—so illogically logical! So right, the scent of deception so accurate, so irresistible! A soldier in a truck’s window, not looking for him but for them! The priestly black suit—a dark beacon in the sunlight, paid for by the impostor’s creator—so easily spotted, so easily followed. Christ, from the beginning! Finally, the scenario played out in the immense square, a scenario that could have been written by Bourne himself—again irresistible to the pursuer. A reverse trap: Catch the hunter as he stalks his quarry!


  Frantically Jason looked around. Ahead in the distance was a steady shaft of sunlight. The exit doors were at the other end of the mausoleum; they would be watched, each tourist studied as he left.


  Footsteps. Over his right shoulder. Bourne spun to his left, pulling the brass letter-opener from his belt. A figure in a gray Mao suit, the cut military, cautiously passed by the wide pillar in the dim outer light of the pine trees. He was no more than five feet away. In his hand was a gun, the bulging cylinder on the barrel a guarantee that a detonation would be reduced to the sound of a spit. Jason made his lethal calculations in a way David Webb would never understand. The blade had to be inserted in such a way as to cause instant death. No noise could come from his enemy’s mouth as the body was pulled back into darkness.


  He lunged, the rigid fingers of his left hand clamped vise-like over the man’s face as he plunged the letter-opener into the soldier’s neck, the blade rushing through sinew and fragile cartilage, severing the windpipe. In one motion, Bourne dropped his left hand, clutching the large weapon still in his enemy’s grip, and swung the corpse around, dropping with it under the branches of the row of pine trees lined up along the right wall. He slid the body out of sight into the dark shadows between two large ceramic pots holding the roots of two trees. He crawled over the corpse, the weapon in front of his face, and made his way back against the wall toward the first hall, to where he could see without being seen.


  A second uniformed man crossed through the shaft of light that lit up the darkness of the entrance to the second hall. He stood in front of Mao’s crystal coffin, awash in the eerie beams, and looked around. He raised a hand-held radio to his face and spoke, listening; five seconds later his expression changed to one of concern. He began walking rapidly to his right, tracing the assigned path of the first man. Jason scrambled back toward the corpse, hands and knees silently pounding the marble floor, and moved out toward the edge of the low-slung branches.


  The soldier approached, walking more slowly, studying the last people in the line up ahead. Now! Bourne sprang up as the man passed, hammerlocking his neck, choking off all sound as he pulled him back down under the branches, the gun pressed far up in the flesh of the soldier’s stomach. He pulled the trigger; the muffled report was like a burst of air, no more. The man expunged a last violent breath and went limp.


  He had to get out! If he was trapped and killed in the awesome silence of the mausoleum, the assassin would roam free and Marie’s death would be assured. His enemies were closing the reverse trap. He had to reverse the reversal and somehow survive! The cleanest escape is made in stages, using whatever confusion there is or can be created.


  Stages One and Two were accomplished. A certain confusion already existed if other men were whispering into radios. What had to be brought about was a focal point of disruption so violent and unexpected that those hunting him in the shadows would themselves become the subjects of a sudden, hysterical search.


  There was only one way and Jason felt no obscure heroic feelings of I-may-die-trying. He had to do it! He had to make it work. Survival was everything, for reasons beyond himself. The professional was at his apex, calm and deliberate.


  Bourne stood up and walked through branches, crossing the open space to the pillar in front of him. He then ran to the one behind, and then the one behind that, the first pillar in the second hall, thirty feet from the dramatically lit coffin. He edged his body around the marble and waited, his eyes on the entrance door.


  It happened. They happened. The officer who was the assassin’s “captive” emerged with the short civilian carrying his government briefcase. The soldier held a radio at his side; he brought it up to speak and listen, then shook his head, placing the radio in his right-hand pocket and removing the gun from his holster. The civilian nodded once, reached under his jacket and pulled out a short-barreled revolver. Each walked forward toward the glass coffin containing the remains of Mao Zedong, then looked at each other and began to separate, one to the left, one to the right.


  Now! Jason raised his weapon, took rapid aim and fired. Once! A hair to the right. Twice! The spits were like coughs in shadows as both men fell into the sarcophagus. Grabbing the edges of his coat, Bourne gripped the hot cylinder on the barrel of his pistol and spun it off. There were five shells left. He squeezed the trigger in rapid succession. The explosions filled the mausoleum, echoing off the marble walls, shattering the crystal glass of the coffin, the bullets embedding themselves in the spastically jerked corpse of Mao Zedong, one penetrating a bloodless forehead, another blowing out an eye.


  Sirens erupted; clamoring bells split the air and deafened the ear, as soldiers, appearing at once from everywhere, raced in panic toward the scene of the horrible outrage. The two lines of tourists, feeling trapped in the eerie light of the house of death, exploded into hysteria. En masse, the crowds rushed toward the doors and the sunlight, trampling those in their paths. Jason Bourne joined them, crashing his way into the center of an inside column. Reaching the blinding light of Tian An Men Square, he raced down the steps.


  D’Anjou! Jason ran to his right, rounding the stone corner, and ran down the side of the pillared structure until he reached the front. Guards were doing their best to calm the agitated crowds while trying to find out what had happened. A riot was in the making.


  Bourne studied the place where he had last seen d’Anjou, then moved his eyes over a grid area within which the Frenchman might logically be seen. Nothing, no one even vaguely resembling him.


  Suddenly, there was the screeching of tires far off on a thoroughfare to Jason’s left. He whipped around and looked. A van with tinted windows had circled the stanchioned pavement and was speeding toward the south gate of Tian An Men Square.


  They had taken d’Anjou. Echo was gone.


  



  CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR


  



  “Qu’est-ce qu’il y a?


  “Des coups de feu! Les gardes sont paniqués!”


  Bourne heard the shouts and, running, joined the group of French tourists led by a guide whose concentration was riveted on the chaos taking place on the steps of the mausoleum. He buttoned his jacket, covering the gun in his belt, and slipped the perforated silencer into his pocket. Glancing around, he moved quickly back through the crowd next to a man taller than himself, a well-dressed man with a disdainful expression on his face. Jason was grateful that there were several others of nearly equal height in front of them; with luck and in the excitement he might remain inconspicuous. Above, at the top of the mausoleum’s stairs, the doors had been partially opened. Uniformed men were racing back and forth along the stairs. Obviously the leadership was a shambles, and Bourne knew why. It had fled, had simply disappeared, wanting no part of the terrible events. All that concerned Jason now was the assassin. Would he come out? Or had he found d’Anjou, capturing his creator himself and leaving with Echo in the van, convinced that the original Jason Bourne was trapped, a second unlikely corpse in the desecrated mausoleum.


  “Qu’est-ce que c’est?” asked Jason, addressing the tall, well-dressed Frenchman beside him.


  “Another ungodly delay, no doubt,” replied the man in a somewhat effeminate Parisian accent. “This place is a madhouse, and my tolerance is at an end! I’m going back to the hotel.”


  “Can you do that?” Bourne upgraded his French from middle-class to a decent université. It meant so much to a Parisien. “I mean, are we permitted to leave our tour? We hear constantly that we must stay together.”


  “I’m a businessman, not a tourist. This ‘tour,’ as you call it, was not part of my agenda. Frankly, I had the afternoon off—these people linger endlessly over decisions—and thought I’d take in a few sights, but there wasn’t a French-speaking driver available. The concierge assigned me—mind you, assigned me—to this group. The guide, you know, is a student of French literature and speaks as though she had been born in the seventeenth century. I haven’t a clue what this so-called tour is all about.”


  “It’s the five-hour excursion,” explained Jason accurately, reading the Chinese characters printed on the identification tag affixed to the man’s lapel. “After Tian An Men Square we visit the Ming tombs, then drive out to watch the sunset from the Great Wall.”


  “Now, really, I’ve seen the Great Wall! My God, it was the first place all twelve of those bureaucrats from the Trade Commission took me, prattling incessantly through the interpreter that it was a sign of their permanence. Shit! If the labor wasn’t so unbelievably cheap and the profits so extraordinary—”


  “I, too, am in business, but for a few days also a tourist. My line is wicker imports. What’s yours, if I may ask?”


  “Fabrics, what else? Unless you consider electronics, or oil, or coal, or perfume—even wicker.” The businessman allowed himself a superior and knowing smile. “I tell you, these people are sitting on the wealth of the world and they haven’t the vaguest idea what to do with it.”


  Bourne looked closely at the tall Frenchman. He thought of Medusa’s Echo and a Gallic aphorism that proclaimed that the more things changed the more they remained the same. Opportunities will present themselves. Recognize them, act on them. “As I said,” continued Jason while staring up at the chaos on the staircase, “I, too, am a businessman, who is taking a short sabbatical—courtesy of our government’s tax incentives for those of us who plow the foreign fields—but I’ve traveled a great deal here in China and have learned a good deal of the language.”


  “Wicker has come up in the world,” said the Parisien sardonically.


  “Our quality product is a white-enameled staple of the Côte d’Azur, as well as points north and south. The family Grimaldi has been a client for years.” Bourne kept his eyes on the staircase.


  “I stand corrected, my business friend…in the foreign fields.” For the first time the Frenchman actually looked at Jason.


  “And I can tell you now,” said Bourne, “that no more visitors will be permitted into Mao’s tomb, and that everyone on every tour in the vicinity will be cordoned off and possibly detained.”


  “My God, why?”


  “Apparently something terrible happened inside and the guards are shouting about foreign gangsters.… Did you say you were assigned to this tour but not really a part of it?”


  “Essentially, yes.”


  “Grounds for at least speculation, no? Detention, almost certainly.”


  “Inconceivable!”


  “This is China—”


  “It cannot be! Millions upon millions of francs are hanging in the balance! I’m only here on this horrid tour because—”


  “I suggest you leave, my business friend. Say you were out for a stroll. Give me your identification tag and I’ll get rid of it for you—”


  “Is that what it is?”


  “Your country of origin and passport number are on it. It’s how they control your movements while you’re on a guided tour.”


  “I’m forever in your debt!” cried the businessman, ripping the plastic tag off his lapel. “If you’re ever in Paris—”


  “I spend most of the time with the prince and his family in—”


  “But of course! Again, my thanks!” The Frenchman, so different and yet so much like Echo, left in a hurry, his well-dressed figure conspicuous in the hazy, grayish-yellow sunlight as he headed toward the Heavenly Gate—as obvious as the false quarry who had led a hunter into a trap.


  Bourne pinned the plastic tag to his own lapel and now became part of an official tour; it was his way out of the gates of Tian An Men Square. After the group had been hastily diverted from the mausoleum to the Great Hall, the bus passed through the northern gate, and Jason saw through the window the apoplectic French businessman pleading with the Beijing police to let him pass. Fragments of reports of the outrage had been fitted together. The word was spreading. A white foreigner had horribly defiled the coffin and the hallowed body of Chairman Mao. A white terrorist from a tour without the proper identification on his outer clothing. A guard on the steps had reported such a man.

  



  “I do recalleth,” said the tour guide in obsolete French. She was standing by the statue of an angry lion on that extraordinary Avenue of Animals, where huge stone replicas of large cats, horses, elephants, and ferocious mythical beasts lined the road, guarding the final way to the tombs of the Ming Dynasty. “But my memory faileth where your usage of our language concerns my immediate reflections. And I do feel without reflected doubt that you just performed that indulgence.”


  A student of French literature and speaks as though she were in the seventeenth century…an indignant businessman, now undoubtedly far more indignant.


  “I didn’t before,” replied Bourne in Mandarin, “because you were with others and I didn’t care to stand out. But let’s speak your language now.”


  “You do so very well.”


  “I thank you. Then you do recall that I was added to your tour at the last minute?”


  “The manager of the Beijing Hotel actually spoke to my superior, but, yes, I do recall.” The woman smiled and shrugged. “In truth, as it is such a large group, I only recall giving a tall man his tour-group emblem, and it is in front of my face right now. You will have to pay additional yuan on your hotel bill. I am sorry, but then you are not part of the tourist program.”


  “No, I’m not, because I’m a businessman negotiating with your government.”


  “May you do well,” said the guide with her piquant smile. “Some do, some do not.”


  “My point is that I may not be able to do anything,” said Jason, smiling back. “My Chinese speech is far better than my Chinese reading. A few minutes ago several words fell into place for me and I realized I’m to be at the Beijing Hotel in about a half hour from now for a meeting. How can I do that?”


  “It is a question of finding transportation. I will write out what you need and you can present it to the guards at the Dahongmen—”


  “The Great Red Gate?” interrupted Bourne. “The one with the arches?”


  “Yes. There are bus-vehicles that will take you back to Beijing. You may be late, but then it is customary, I understand, for government people to be late also.” She took out a notebook from the pocket of her Mao jacket and then a reedlike ballpoint pen.


  “I won’t be stopped?”


  “If you are, ask those who stop you to call the government people,” said the guide, writing out instructions in Chinese and tearing off the page.


  • • •


  “This is not your tour group!” barked the operator of the bus in lower-class Mandarin, shaking his head and stabbing his finger at Jason’s lapel. The man obviously expected his words to have no effect whatsoever on the tourist, so he compensated with exaggerated gestures and a strident voice. It was also apparent that he hoped that one of his superiors under the arches of the Great Red Gate would take notice of his alertness. One did.


  “What’s the problem?” asked a well-spoken soldier, walking rapidly up to the door of the bus, parting his way through the tourists behind Bourne.


  Opportunities will present themselves.…


  “There’s no problem,” said Jason curtly, even arrogantly, in Chinese, as he withdrew the guide’s note, thrusting it into the hand of the young officer. “Unless you wish to be responsible for my missing an urgent meeting with a delegation from the Trade Commission, whose military procurements chief is a General Liang-Somebody-or-other.”


  “You speak the Chinese language.” Startled, the soldier pulled his eyes away from the note.


  “I’d say that’s obvious. So does General Liang.”


  “I do not understand your anger.”


  “Perhaps you’ll understand General Liang’s,” interrupted Bourne.


  “I do not know a General Liang, sir, but then there are so many generals. You are upset with the tour?”


  “I’m upset with the fools who told me it was a three-hour excursion when it turns out to be five hours! If I miss this meeting because of incompetence there’ll be several very upset commissioners, including a powerful general of the People’s army who’s anxious to conclude certain purchases from France.” Jason paused, holding up his hand, then continued quickly in a softer voice. “If, however, I get there on time I’ll certainly commend—by name—anyone who might help me.”


  “I will help you, sir!” said the young officer, his eyes bright with dedication. “This sick whale of a bus could take you well over an hour, and that is only if this miserable driver stays on the road. I have at my disposal a much faster vehicle and a fine driver who will escort you. I would do so myself, but it would not be proper to leave my post.”


  “I’ll also mention your commitment to duty to the general.”


  “It’s my natural instinct, sir. My name is—”


  “Yes, do let me have your name. Write it on that slip of paper.”


  Bourne sat in the bustling lobby of the Beijing Hotel’s east wing, a half-folded newspaper covering his face, the left edge off-center so he could see the line of doors that was the entrance. He was waiting, watching for the sight of Jean-Louis Ardisson of Paris. It had not been difficult for Jason to learn his name. Twenty minutes ago he had walked up to the guided-tour travel desk and said to the female clerk in his best Mandarin, “I’m sorry to bother you, but I’m first interpreter for all French delegations having business with government industry, and I’m afraid I’ve lost one of my confused sheep.”


  “You must be a fine interpreter. You speak excellent Chinese. What happened to your…bewildered sheep?” The woman permitted herself a slight giggle at the phrase.


  “I’m not sure. We were having coffee in the cafeteria, about to go over his schedule, when he looked at his watch and said he would call me later. He was going on one of the five-hour tours and apparently was late. It was an inconvenience for me, but I know what happens when visitors first arrive in Peking. They’re overwhelmed.”


  “I believe they are,” agreed the clerk. “But what can we do for you?”


  “I need to know the correct spelling of his name, and whether he has a middle name or what’s called a baptismal name—the specifics that must be included on the government papers that I’ll fill out for him.”


  “But how can we help?”


  “He left this behind in the cafeteria.” Jason held up the French businessman’s identification tag. “I don’t know how he even got on the tour.”


  The woman laughed casually as she reached under the counter for the day’s tour ledger. “He was told the departure area and the guide understood; each carries a list. Those things fall off all the time, and she no doubt gave him a temporary ticket.” The clerk took the tag and began turning pages as she continued, “I tell you, the idiots who make these are not worth the small yuan they are paid. We have all these precise regulations, these strict rules, and we are made to look foolish at the beginning. Who is who?” The woman stopped, her finger on an entry in the ledger. “Oh, bad-luck spirits,” she said softly, looking up at Bourne. “I do not know if your sheep is bewildered, but I can tell you he bleats a great deal. He believes himself very grand and was himself very disagreeable. When he was told there was no chauffeur who spoke French, he took it as an insult to his nation’s honor as well as his own—which was more important to him. Here, you read the name. I cannot pronounce it.”


  “Thank you so much,” said Jason, reading.


  He had then gone to a house phone marked “English” and asked the operator for Mr. Ardisson’s room.


  “You may dial it, sir,” said the male operator, a note of triumph in his voice—this was high technology. “It is Room one-seven-four-three. Very fine accommodations. Very fine view of the Forbidden City.”


  “Thank you.” Bourne had dialed. There was no answer. Monsieur Ardisson had not yet returned, and under the circumstances he might not return for quite a while. Still, a sheep that was known for bleating a great deal would not stay silent if his dignity was affronted or his business was in jeopardy. Jason decided to wait. The outlines of a plan were coming into focus. It was a desperate strategy based on probabilities, but it was all he had left. He bought a month-old French magazine at the newsstand and sat down, feeling suddenly drained and helpless.


  The face of Marie intruded on David Webb’s inner screen, and then the sound of her voice filled the close air around him, echoing in his ears, suspending thought and creating a terrible pain at the center of his forehead. Jason Bourne removed the intrusion with the force of a sledgehammer. The screen went dark, its last flickering light rejected by harsh commands spoken by an ice-cold authority: Stop it! There is no time. Concentrate on what we must think about. Nothing else!


  Jason’s eyes strayed intermittently, constantly returning to the entrance. The clientele of the east-wing lobby was international, a mix of languages, of clothing from Fifth and Madison avenues, Savile Row, St. Honoré, and the Via Condotti, as well as the more somber apparel of both Germanys and the Scandinavian countries. The guests wandered in and out of the brightly lighted shops, amused and intrigued by the pharmacy selling only Chinese medicines, and flocking into the crafts shop next to a large relief map of the world on the wall. Every now and then someone with an entourage came through the doors; also, obsequious interpreters bowing and translating between uniformed government officials trying to appear casual and weary executives from across the globe whose eyes were dazed from jet lag and the need for sleep, to be preceded, perhaps, by whisky. This might be Red China, but negotiations were older than capitalism, and the capitalists, aware of their fatigue, would not discuss business until they could think straight. Bravo Adam Smith and David Hume.


  There he was! Jean-Louis Ardisson was being escorted through the doors by no fewer than four Chinese bureaucrats, all of whom were doing their best to mollify him. One rushed ahead to the lobby liquor store as the others detained him by the elevator, chattering continuously through the interpreter. The buyer returned carrying a plastic bag, the bottom stretched and sagging under the weight of several bottles. There were smiles and bows as the elevator doors opened. Jean-Louis Ardisson accepted his booty and walked inside, nodding once as the doors closed.


  Bourne remained seated watching the lights as the elevator ascended. Fifteen, sixteen, seventeen. It had reached the top floor, Ardisson’s floor. Jason got up and walked back to the bank of telephones. He looked at the sweep hand of his watch; he could only guess at the timing, but a man in an agitated state would not stroll slowly to his room once he left the elevator. The room signified a measure of peace, even the relief of solitude after several hours of tension and panic. To be held for questioning by the police in a foreign country was frightening for anyone, but it became terrifying when an incomprehensible language and radically different faces were added to the knowledge that the prisoner was in a country where people frequently disappeared without explanation. After such an ordeal a man would enter his room and in no particular order would collapse, trembling in fear and exhaustion; light one cigarette after another, forgetting where he left the last one; take several strong drinks, swallowing rapidly for a faster effect; and grab the telephone to share his dreadful experience, unconsciously hoping to minimize the aftereffects of his terror by sharing them. Bourne could allow Ardisson’s collapsing, and as much wine or liquor as the man could handle, but he could not permit the telephone. There could be no sharing, no lessening of the terror. Rather, Ardisson’s terror had to be extended, amplified to the point where he would be paralyzed, fearing for his life if he left his room. Forty-seven seconds had elapsed; it was time to call.


  “Allo?” The voice was strained, breathless.


  “I’ll speak quickly,” said Jason quietly in French. “Stay where you are and do not use the telephone. In precisely eight minutes I’ll knock on your door, twice rapidly, then once. Admit me, but no one else before me. Especially a maid or a housekeeper.”


  “Who are you?”


  “A countryman who must speak to you. For your own safety. Eight minutes.” Bourne hung up and returned to the chair, counting off the minutes and calculating the time it took an elevator with the usual number of passengers to go from one floor to the next. Once on a specific floor, thirty seconds were enough to reach any room. Six minutes went by, and Jason walked to an elevator where the lighted numbers indicated it would be the next to reach the lobby. Eight minutes were ideal for priming a subject; five were too few, not long enough for the right degree of tension. Six were better but passed too quickly. Eight, however, while still within an urgent time span, provided those additional moments of anxiety that wore down a subject’s resistance. The plan was not yet clear in Bourne’s mind. The objective, however, was crystallized, absolute. It was all he had left, and every instinct in his Medusan body told him to go after it. Delta One knew the Oriental mind. In one respect it had not varied for centuries. Secrecy was worth ten thousand tigers, if not a kingdom.


  He stood outside the door of 1743, looking at his watch. Eight minutes precisely. He knocked twice, paused, then knocked once again. The door opened and a shocked Ardisson stared at him.


  “C’est vous!” cried the businessman, bringing his hand to his lips.


  “Soyez tranquille,” said Jason, stepping inside and closing the door. “We have to talk,” he continued in French. “I must know what happened.”


  “You! You were next to me in that horrid place. We spoke. You took my identification! You were the cause of everything!”


  “Did you mention me?”


  “I didn’t dare. It would have looked as if I had done something illegal—giving my pass to someone else. Who are you? Why are you here? You’ve caused me enough trouble for one day! I think you should leave, monsieur.”


  “Not until you tell me exactly what happened.” Bourne walked across the room and sat down in a chair next to a red lacquered table. “It’s urgent that I know.”


  “Well, it’s not urgent that I tell you. You have no right to walk in here, make yourself comfortable, and give me orders.”


  “I’m afraid I do have that right. Ours was a private tour and you intruded.”


  “I was assigned to that damn tour!”


  “On whose orders?”


  “The concierge, or whatever you call that idiot downstairs.”


  “Not him. Above him. Who was it?”


  “How would I know? I haven’t the vaguest idea what you’re talking about.”


  “You left.”


  “My God, it was you who told me to leave!”


  “I was testing you.”


  “Testing…? This is unbelievable!”


  “Believe,” said Jason. “If you’re telling the truth, no harm will come to you.”


  “Harm?”


  “We do not kill the innocent, only the enemy.”


  “Kill…the enemy?”


  Bourne reached under his jacket, took the gun from his belt, and placed it on the table. “Now, convince me you’re not the enemy. What happened after you left us?”


  Stunned, Ardisson staggered back into the wall, his wide, frightened eyes riveted on the weapon. “I swear by all the saints you are talking to the wrong man,” he whispered.


  “Convince me.”


  “Of what?”


  “Your innocence. What happened?”


  “I…Down in the square,” began the terrified businessman, “I thought about the things you said, that something terrible had happened inside Mao’s tomb, and that the Chinese guards were shouting about foreign gangsters, and how people were going to be cordoned off and detained—especially someone like me who was not really part of the tour group.… So I started to run—my God, I couldn’t possibly be placed in such a situation! Millions of francs are involved, half the cost of Singapore, profits on a scale unheard of in the high-fashion industry! I’m no mere bargainer, I represent a consortium!”


  “So you began running and they stopped you,” interrupted Jason, anxious to get the nonessentials out of the way.


  “Yes! They spoke so rapidly I didn’t understand a word anyone was saying, and it was an hour before they found an official who spoke French!”


  “Why didn’t you simply tell them the truth? That you were with our tour.”


  “Because I was running away from that damned tour and I had given you my damned identification card! How would that look to these barbarians who see a fascist criminal in every white face?”


  “The Chinese people are not barbarians, monsieur,” said Bourne gently. Then suddenly he shouted. “It is only their government’s political philosophy that’s barbaric! Without the grace of Almighty God, with only Satan’s benediction!”


  “I beg your pardon?”


  “Later, perhaps,” replied Jason, his voice abruptly calm again. “So an official who spoke French arrived. What happened then?”


  “I told him I was out for a stroll—your suggestion, monsieur. And that I suddenly remembered I was expecting a call from Paris and was hurrying back to the hotel, which accounted for my running.”


  “Quite plausible.”


  “Not for the official, monsieur. He began abusing me, making the most insulting remarks and insinuating the most dreadful things. I wonder what in the name of God happened in that tomb?”


  “It was a beautiful piece of work, monsieur,” answered Bourne, his eyes wide.


  “I beg your pardon?”


  “Later perhaps. So the official was abusive?”


  “Entirely! But he went too far when he attacked Paris fashions as a decadent bourgeois industry! I mean, after all, we are paying money for their damned fabrics—they certainly don’t have to know the margins, of course.”


  “So what did you do?”


  “I carry a list of the names with whom I’m negotiating—some are rather important, I understand, as they should be, considering the money. I insisted the official contact them, and I refused—and I did refuse—to answer any more questions until at least several of them arrived. Well, after another two hours they did, and let me tell you, that changed things! I was brought back here in a Chinese version of a limousine—damned cramped for a man of my size—and four escorts. And far worse, they told me that our final conference is postponed yet again. It will not take place tomorrow morning but instead in the evening. What kind of hour is that to do business?” Ardisson pushed himself away from the wall, breathing hard, his eyes now pleading. “That’s all there is to tell you, monsieur. You really do have the wrong man. I am not involved in anything over here but my consortium.”


  “You should be!” cried Jason accusingly, raising his voice again. “To do business with the godless is to debase the work of the Lord!”


  “I beg your pardon?”


  “You have satisfied me,” said the chameleon. “You are simply a mistake.”


  “A what?”


  “I will tell you what happened inside the tomb of Mao Zedong. We did it. We shot up the crystal coffin as well as the body of the infamous unbeliever!”


  “You what?”


  “And we will continue to destroy the enemies of Christ wherever we find them! We will bring His message of love back into the world if we have to kill every diseased animal who thinks otherwise! It will be a Christian globe or no globe at all!”


  “Surely there is room for negotiation. Think of the money, the contributions.”


  “Not from Satan!” Bourne rose from the chair, picked up the gun and shoved it under his belt, then buttoned his jacket and tugged at the cloth as though it were a military tunic. He approached the distraught businessman. “You are not the enemy, but you’re close, monsieur. Your billfold, please, and your trade papers, including the names of those with whom you negotiate.”


  “Money…?”


  “We do not accept contributions. We have no need of them.”


  “Then why?”


  “For your protection as well as ours. Our cells here must check out individuals to see whether or not you’re being used as a dupe. There is evidence we may have been infiltrated. Everything will be returned to you tomorrow.”


  “I really must protest—”


  “Don’t,” broke in the chameleon, reaching under his jacket, his hand remaining there. “You asked who I was, no? Suffice it to say that as our enemies employ the services of such as the P.L.O. and the Red Armies, the Ayatollah’s fanatics and Baader-Meinhof, we have mounted our own brigades. We neither seek nor offer any quarter. It is a struggle unto death.”


  “My God!”


  “We fight in His name. Do not leave this room. Order your meals from room service. Do not call your colleagues or your counterparts here in Beijing. In other words, stay out of sight and pray for the best. In truth, I must tell you that if I myself was followed and it is known that I came to your room, you will simply disappear.”


  “Unbelievable…!” His eyes suddenly unfocused, Ardisson’s whole body began to tremble.


  “Your billfold and your papers, please.”


  • • •


  Showing the full array of Ardisson’s papers, including the Frenchman’s list of government negotiators, Jason hired a car under the name of Ardisson’s consortium. He made it plain to a relieved dispatcher at the China International Travel Service on Chaoyangmen Street that he both read and spoke Mandarin, and as the rented car would be driven by one of the Chinese officials, no driver was required. The dispatcher told him the car would be at the hotel by 7:00 P.M. If everything fell into place, he would have twenty-four hours to move as freely as a Westerner could in Beijing. The first ten of those hours would tell him whether or not a strategy conceived in desperation would lead him out of the darkness or plunge both Marie and David Webb into an abyss. But Delta One knew the Oriental mind. For a score of centuries it had not varied in one respect. Secrecy was worth ten thousand tigers, if not a kingdom.


  Bourne walked back to the hotel, stopping in the crowded shopping district of Wang Fu Jing, around the corner of the hotel’s east wing. At number 255 was the Main Department Store, where he made the necessary purchases of clothing and hardware. At number 261 he found a shop named Tuzhang Menshibu, translated as the Seal Engraving Store, where he selected the most official-looking stationery he could find. (To his amazement and delight, Ardisson’s list included not one but two generals, and why not? The French produced the Exocet, and although hardly high-fashion, it was high on the list of high-tech military.) Finally, at the Arts Store, numbered 265 on the Wang Fu Jing, he bought a calligraphy pen and a map of Beijing and its environs, as well as a second map showing the roads leading from Beijing to the southern cities.


  Carrying his purchases back to the hotel, he went to a desk in the lobby and began his preparations. First, he wrote a note in Chinese relieving the driver of the rented car of all responsibility in turning the automobile over to the foreigner. It was signed by a general and amounted to an order. Second, he spread out the map and circled a small green area on the outskirts of northwest Beijing.


  The Jing Shan Bird Sanctuary.


  Secrecy was worth ten thousand tigers, if not a kingdom.


  

  


  CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE


  



  Marie leaped out of the chair at the shrill, jangling bell of the telephone. She ran, limping and wincing, across the room and picked it up. “Yes?”


  “Mrs. Austin, I presume.”


  “Mo?…Mo Panov! Thank God.” Marie closed her eyes in gratitude and relief. It had been nearly thirty hours since she had spoken to Alexander Conklin, and the waiting and the tension—above all, the helplessness—had driven her to the edge of panic. “Alex said he was going to ask you to come with him. He thought you would.”


  “Thought? Was there a doubt? How are you feeling, Marie? And I don’t expect an answer from Pollyanna.”


  “Going mad, Mo. I’m trying not to, but I’m going mad!”


  “As long as you haven’t completed the journey I’d say you were remarkable, and the fact that you’re fighting every step of the way even more so. But then you don’t need any chicken-soup psychology from me. I just wanted an excuse to hear your voice again.”


  “To find out whether I was a babbling wreck,” said Marie gently, making a statement.


  “We’ve been through too much together for such a third-rate subterfuge—I’d never get away with it with you. Which I just didn’t.”


  “Where’s Alex?”


  “Talking into the pay phone next to me; he asked me to call you. Apparently he wants to speak with you while whoever it is he’s talking to is still on the line.… Wait a second. He’s nodding. The next voice you hear, et cetera, et cetera.”


  “Marie?”


  “Alex? Thank you. Thank you for coming—”


  “As your husband would say, ‘No time for that.’ What were you wearing when they last saw you?”


  “Wearing?”


  “When you got away from them.”


  “I got away twice. The second time was in Tuen Mun.”


  “Not then,” interrupted Conklin. “The contingent was small and there was too much confusion—if I remember what you told me. A couple of marines actually saw you but nobody else did. Here. Here in Hong Kong. That’d be the description they’d start with, the one that would stick in their minds. What were you wearing then?”


  “Let me think. At the hospital—”


  “Later,” broke in Alex. “You said something to me about swapping clothes and buying a few things. The Canadian consulate, Staples’s apartment. Can you remember?”


  “Good Lord, how can you remember?”


  “No mystery, I make notes. It’s one of the by-products of alcohol. Hurry, Marie. Just generally, what were you wearing?”


  “A pleated skirt—yes, a gray pleated skirt, that was it. And a kind of bluish blouse with a high collar—”


  “You’d probably change that.”


  “What?”


  “Never mind. What else?”


  “Oh, a hat, a fairly wide-brimmed hat to cover my face.”


  “Good!”


  “And a fake Gucci purse I bought in the street. Oh, and sandals to make me shorter.”


  “I want the height. We’ll stick to heels. That’s fine, that’s all I need.”


  “For what, Alex? What are you doing?”


  “Playing Simon Says. I know perfectly well the State Department passport computers picked me up, and with my smooth, athletic walk even State’s warthogs could spot me in customs. They won’t know a damn thing, but someone’s giving them orders and I want to know who else shows up.”


  “I’m not sure I understand.”


  “I’ll explain later. Stay where you are. We’ll get there as soon as we can make a clean break. But it has to be very clean—sterile, in fact—so it may take an hour or so.”


  “What about Mo?”


  “He has to stay with me. If we separate now, at the least they’ll follow him, at worst they’ll take him in.”


  “What about you?”


  “They won’t touch me beyond a tight surveillance.”


  “You’re confident.”


  “I’m angry. They can’t know what I’ve left behind or with whom or what my instructions are if there’s a break in any prearranged phone calls. For them, right now I’m a walking—limping—megabomb that could blow apart their entire operation, whatever the hell it is.”


  “I know you say there’s no time, Alex, but I’ve got to tell you something. I’m not sure why, but I have to. I think one of the things about you that so hurt and enraged David was the fact that he thought you were the best at what you did. Every once in a while, when he’d have a few drinks or his mind wandered—opening a door or two for him—he’d shake his head sadly or pound his fist furiously and ask himself, Why? ‘Why?’ he’d say. ‘He was better than that…he was the best.’”


  “I was no match for Delta. No one was. Ever.”


  “You sound awfully good to me.”


  “Because I’m not coming in from the cold, I’m going out. With a better reason than I’ve ever had in my life before.”


  “Be careful, Alex.”


  “Tell them to be careful.” Conklin hung up the phone, and Marie felt the tears rolling slowly down her cheeks.


  Morris Panov and Alex left the gift shop in the Kowloon railroad station and headed for the escalator that led to the lower level, Tracks 5 and 6. Mo, the friend, was perfectly willing to follow his former patient’s instructions. But, Panov, the psychiatrist, could not resist offering his professional opinion.


  “No wonder you people are all fucked up,” he said, carrying a stuffed panda under his arm and a brightly colored magazine in his hand. “Let me get this straight. When we go downstairs, I walk to the right, which is Track six, and then proceed to my left toward the rear of the train, which we assume will arrive within minutes. Correct, so far?”


  “Correct,” answered Conklin, beads of sweat on his forehead as he limped beside the doctor.


  “I then wait by the last pillar, holding this foul-smelling stuffed animal under my arm while glancing through the pages of this extremely pornographic magazine, until a woman approaches me.”


  “Correct again,” said Alex as they stepped down into the escalator. “The panda’s a perfectly normal gift; it’s a favorite with Westerners. Think of it as a present to her kid. The porno magazine simply completes the recognition signal. Pandas and dirty pictures with naked women don’t usually go together.”


  “On the contrary, the combination could be positively Freudian.”


  “Score one for the funny farm. Just do as I say.”


  “Say? You never told me what I was to say to the woman.”


  “Try ‘Nice to meet you,’ or ‘How’s the kid?’ It doesn’t matter. Give her the panda and get back to this escalator as fast as you can without running.” They reached the lower platform, and Conklin touched Panov’s elbow, angling the doctor to the right. “You’ll do fine, Coach. Just do as I say and come back here. Everything’s going to be all right.”


  “That’s easier said from where I usually sit.”


  Panov walked down to the end of the platform as the train from Lo Wu thundered into the station. He stood by the last pillar, and as passengers by the hundreds poured out the doors the doctor awkwardly held the black-and-white panda under his arm and raised the magazine in front of his face. And when it happened, he nearly collapsed.


  “You must be Harold!” exclaimed the loud falsetto voice as a tall figure, heavily made up under a soft, wide-brimmed hat and dressed in a gray pleated skirt, slapped his shoulder. “I’d know you anywhere, darling!”


  “Nice to meet you. How’s the kid?” Morris could barely speak.


  “How’s Alex?” countered the suddenly bass male voice quietly. “I owe him and I pay my debts, but this is crazy! Has he still got both his oars in the water?”


  “I’m not sure any of you do,” said the astonished psychiatrist.


  “Quickly,” said the strange figure. “They’re closing in. Give me the panda, and when I start running, fade into the crowd and get out of here! Give it to me!”


  Panov did as he was told, aware that several men were breaking through the straggling groups of passengers and converging on them. Suddenly, the heavily rouged man in women’s clothes ran behind the thick pillar and emerged on the other side. He kicked off his high heels, circled the pillar again, and like a broken-field football back raced into the crowd nearest the train, passing a Chinese who tried to grab him, dodging through pummeled bodies and startled faces. Behind him other men took up the chase, thwarted by the increasingly hostile passengers who began using suitcases and knapsacks to ward off the bewildering assaults. Somehow in the near riot the panda was put in the hands of a tall Occidental female who was also holding an unfolded train schedule. The woman was grabbed by two well-dressed Chinese; she screamed; they looked at her, yelled at each other, and plunged ahead.


  Morris Panov again did as he had been instructed to do: he quickly mingled with the departing crowd on the opposite side of the platform and walked rapidly along the edge of Track 5 back to the escalator, where a line had formed. There was a line but no Alex Conklin! Suppressing his panic, Mo slowed his pace but kept walking, looking around, scanning the crowds, as well as those riding up on the escalator. What had happened? Where was the CIA man?


  “Mo!”


  Panov spun to his left, the brief shout both a relief and a warning. Conklin had edged his way partially around a pillar thirty feet beyond the escalator. From his quick, rapid gestures he made it clear that he had to stay where he was, and for Mo to reach him, but slowly, cautiously. Panov assumed the air of a man annoyed with the line, a man who would wait for the crowd to thin out before attempting to get on the escalator. He wished he smoked or at least had not thrown the pornographic magazine down onto the tracks; either would have given him something to do. Instead, he clasped his hands behind his back and strolled casually along the deserted area of the platform, glancing around twice, frowning at the line. He reached the pillar, slid behind it, and gasped.


  At Conklin’s feet lay a stunned, middle-aged man in a raincoat, with Conklin’s clubbed foot in the center of his back. “I’d like you to meet Matthew Richards, Doctor. Matt’s an old Far East hand going back to the early Saigon days when we first knew each other. Of course, he was younger then and a lot more agile. But then, again, weren’t we all.”


  “For Christ’s sake, Alex, let me up!” pleaded the man named Richards, shaking his head as best he could in his supine position. “My head hurts like hell! What did you hit me with, a crowbar?”


  “No, Matt. The shoe belonging to my nonexistent foot. Heavy, isn’t it? But then it has to take a lot of abuse. As to letting you up, you know I can’t do that until you answer my questions.”


  “Goddamn it, I have answered them! I’m a lousy case officer, not the station chief. We picked you up from a D.C. directive that said to put you under surveillance. Then State moved in with another ‘direct,’ which I didn’t see!”


  “I told you, I find that hard to believe. You’ve got a tight unit here; everybody sees everything. Be reasonable, Matt, we go back a long time. What did the State directive say?”


  “I don’t know. It was eyes-only for the SC!”


  “That’s ‘station chief,’ Doctor,” said Conklin, looking over at Panov. “It’s the oldest cop-out we have. We use it all the time when we get in rhubarbs with other government agencies. ‘What do I know? Ask the SC.’ That way our noses are clean because no one wants to hassle a station chief. You see, SC’s have a direct line to Langley, and depending on the Oval Yo-Yo, Langley has a direct line to the White House. It’s very politicized, let me tell you, and has very little to do with gathering intelligence.”


  “Very enlightening,” said Panov, staring at the supine man, not knowing what else to say, grateful that the platform was now practically deserted, and the pillar at the rear was in shadows.


  “No cop-out!” yelled Richards, struggling under the pressing weight of Conklin’s heavy boot. “Jesus, I’m telling you the truth! I get out next February! Why would I want any trouble from you or anybody else at headquarters?”


  “Oh, Matt, poor Matt, you never were the best or the brightest. You just answered your own question. You can taste that pension just like me, and you don’t want any waves. I’m listed as a pickup, a tight surveillance, and you don’t want to louse up a directive where you’re concerned. Okay, pal, I’ll wire back an evaluation report that’ll get you transferred to Central American demolitions until your time’s up—if you last that long.”


  “Cut it out!”


  “Imagine, being skunk-trapped behind a pillar in a crowded train station by a lousy cripple. They’ll probably let you mine a few harbors all by yourself.”


  “I don’t know anything!”


  “Who are the Chinese?”


  “I don’t—”


  “They’re not the police, so who are they?”


  “Government.”


  “What branch? They had to tell you that—the SC had to tell you. He couldn’t expect you to work blind.”


  “That’s just it, we are! The only thing he told us was that they were cleared by D.C. on the top floors. He swore that was all he knew! What the hell were we supposed to do? Ask to see their driver’s licenses?”


  “So no one’s accountable because no one knows anything. It’d turn out nice if they were Chin-Comms picking up a defector, wouldn’t it?”


  “The SC’s accountable. We lay it on him.”


  “Oh, the higher morality of it all. ‘We just follow orders, Herr General.’” Conklin employed the hard German G for the rank. “And, naturally, Herr General doesn’t know anything either because he’s following his orders.” Alex paused, squinting. “There was one man, a big fellow who looked like a Chinese Paul Bunyan.” Conklin stopped. Richards’s head suddenly twitched, as did his body. “Who is he, Matt?”


  “I don’t know…for sure.”


  “Who?”


  “I’ve seen him, that’s all. He’s hard to miss.”


  “That isn’t all. Because he is hard to miss and considering the places where you’ve seen him, you asked questions. What did you learn?”


  “Come on, Alex! It’s just gossip, nothing set in concrete.”


  “I love gossip. Tattle, Matt, or this ugly, heavy thing on my leg may just have to pound your face. You see, I can’t control it; it’s got a mind of its own and it doesn’t like you. It can be very hostile, even to me.” With effort, Conklin suddenly raised his club foot and pounded it down between Richards’s shoulder blades.


  “Christ! You’re breaking my back!”


  “No, I think it wants to break your face. Who is he, Matt?” Again, grimacing, Alex raised his false foot and lowered it now on the base of the CIA man’s skull.


  “All right! As I said, it’s not gospel, but I’ve heard he’s high up in Crown CI.”


  “Crown CI,” explained Conklin to Morris Panov, “means British Counter Intelligence here in Hong Kong, which means a branch of MI-Six, which means they take their orders from London.”


  “Very enlightening,” said the psychiatrist, as bewildered as he was appalled.


  “Very,” agreed Alex. “May I have your necktie, Doctor?” asked Conklin as he began removing his own. “I’ll replace it out of contingency funds because we now have a new wrinkle. I’m officially at work. Langley is apparently funding—by way of Matthew’s salary and time—something involving an ally’s Intelligence operation. As a civil servant under a like classification I should put my shoulder to the wheel. I need your necktie, too, Matt.”


  Two minutes later, Case Officer Richards lay behind the pillar, his feet and hands tied and his mouth drawn taut, all accomplished with three neckties.


  “We’re sterile,” said Alex, studying what remained of the crowd beyond the pillar. “They’ve all gone after our decoy, who’s probably halfway to Malaysia by now.”


  “Who was she—he? I mean, he certainly wasn’t a woman.”


  “No sexism intended, but a woman probably couldn’t have made it out of here. He did, taking the others with him—after him. He jumped over the escalator railing and worked his way up. Let’s go. We’re clear.”


  “But who is he?” pressed Panov, as they walked around the pillar toward the escalator and the few stragglers forming a short line.


  “We’ve used him occasionally over here, mainly as a pair of eyes for out-of-the-way border installations, which he knows something about, since he has to get past them with his merchandise.”


  “Narcotics?”


  “He wouldn’t touch them; he’s a top-notch jock. He runs stolen gold and jewels, operating between Hong Kong, Macao, and Singapore. I think it has something to do with what happened to him a number of years ago. They took away his medals for conduct unbecoming just about everything. He posed for some raunchy photographs when he was in college and needed the money. Later, through the good offices of a sleazy publisher with the ethics of an alley cat, they surfaced and he was crucified, ruined.”


  “That magazine I carried!” exclaimed Mo as they both stepped onto the escalator.


  “Something like it, I guess.”


  “What medals?”


  “1976 Olympics. Track and field. The high hurdles were his specialty.”


  Speechless, Panov stared at Alexander Conklin as they rose on the escalator, nearing the entrance to the terminal. A platoon of sweepers carrying wide brooms over their shoulders appeared on the opposite escalator heading down to the platform. Alex jerked his head toward them, snapped the fingers of his right hand, and with the thumb extended, jabbed the air in the direction of the terminal’s exit doors above. The message was clear. Within moments a bound CIA agent would be found behind a pillar.


  “That’d be the one they call the major,” said Marie, sitting in a chair opposite Conklin while Morris Panov knelt beside her, examining her left foot. “Ouch!” she cried, pulling back her crossed leg. “I’m sorry, Mo.”


  “Don’t be,” said the doctor. “It’s a nasty bruise spread over the second and third metatarsals. You must have taken quite a spill.”


  “Several. You know about feet?”


  “Right now I feel more secure with podiatry than psychiatry. You people live in a world that would drive my profession back to the Middle Ages—not that most of us aren’t still there; the words are just cuter.” Panov looked up at Marie, his eyes straying to her severely styled gray-streaked hair. “You had fine medical treatment, dark-redhead-that-was. Except the hair. It’s atrocious.”


  “It’s brilliant,” corrected Conklin.


  “What do you know? You were a patient of mine.” Mo returned to the foot. “They’re both healing nicely—the cuts and the blisters, that is—the bruise will take longer. I’ll pick up some things later and change the dressings.” Panov got up and pulled a straight-backed chair away from the small writing table.


  “You’re staying here then?” asked Marie.


  “Down the hall,” said Alex. “I couldn’t get either of the rooms next door.”


  “How did you even manage that?”


  “Money. This is Hong Kong, and reservations are always getting lost by somebody who isn’t around.… Back to the major.”


  “His name is Lin Wenzu. Catherine Staples told me he was with British Intelligence, speaks English with a U.K. accent.”


  “She was sure?”


  “Very. She said he was considered the best Intelligence officer in Hong Kong, and that included everyone from the KGB to the CIA.”


  “It’s not hard to understand. His name is Wenzu, not Ivanovitch or Joe Smith. A talented native is sent to England, educated and trained, and brought back to assume a responsible position in government. Standard colonial policy, especially in the area of law enforcement and territorial security.”


  “Certainly from a psychological viewpoint,” added Panov, sitting down. “There are fewer resentments that way, and another bridge is built to the governed foreign community.”


  “I understand that,” said Alex, nodding, “but something’s missing; the pieces don’t fit. It’s one thing for London to give a green light for an undercover D.C. operation—which everything we’ve learned tells us this is, only more bizarre than most—but it’s another for MI-Six to lend us their local people in a colony the U.K. is still running.”


  “Why?” asked Panov.


  “Several reasons. First, they don’t trust us—oh, not that they mistrust our intentions, just our brains. In some ways they’re right, in others they’re dead wrong, but that’s their judgment. Second, why risk exposing their personnel for the sake of decisions made by an American bureaucrat with no expertise in on-the-scene deep-cover administration? That’s the sticking point, and London would reject it out of hand.”


  “I assume you’re referring to McAllister,” said Marie.


  “Till the cows come home from a field of new alfalfa.” Conklin shook his head, exhaling as he did so. “I’ve done my research, and I can tell you he’s either the strongest or the weakest factor in this whole damned scenario. I suspect the latter. He’s pure, cold brains, like McNamara before his conversion to doubt.”


  “Knock off the bullshit,” said Mo Panov. “What do you mean in straight talk, not chicken soup? Leave that to me.”


  “I mean, Doctor, that Edward Newington McAllister is a rabbit. His ears spring up at the first sign of conflict or off-the-wire lapses, and he scampers off. He’s an analyst and one of the best, but he is not qualified to be a case officer, to say nothing of a station chief, and don’t even consider his being the strategist behind a major covert operation. He’d be laughed off the scene, believe me.”


  “He was terribly convincing with David and me,” broke in Marie.


  “He was given that script. ‘Prime the subject,’ he was told. Stick to the convoluted narrative that would become clearer to the subject in stages once he made his first moves, which he had to make because you were gone.”


  “Who wrote the script?” asked Panov.


  “I wish I knew. No one I reached in Washington knows, and that includes a number of people who should know. They weren’t lying; after all these years I can spot a swallow in a voice. It’s so damn deep and filled with so many contradictions it makes Treadstone Seventy-one look like an amateur effort—which it wasn’t.”


  “Catherine said something to me,” interrupted Marie. “I don’t know whether it will help or not, but it stuck in my mind. She said a man flew into Hong Kong, a ‘statesman,’ she called him, someone who was ‘far more than a diplomat,’ or something like that. She thought there might be a connection with everything that’s happened.”


  “What was his name?”


  “She never told me. Later, when I saw McAllister down in the street with her, I assumed it was he. But maybe not. The analyst you just described and the nervous man who spoke to David and me is hardly a diplomat, much less a statesman. It had to be someone else.”


  “When did she say this to you?” asked Conklin.


  “Three days ago, when she was hiding me in her apartment in Hong Kong.”


  “Before she drove you up to Tuen Mun?” Alex leaned forward in the chair.


  “Yes.”


  “She never mentioned him again?”


  “No, and when I asked her, she said there was no point in either of us getting our hopes up. She had more digging to do, was the way she put it.”


  “You settled for that?”


  “Yes, I did, because at the time I thought I understood. I had no reason to question her then. She was taking a personal and professional risk helping me—accepting my word on her own without asking for consular advice, which others might have done simply to protect themselves. You mentioned the word ‘bizarre,’ Alex. Well, let’s face it, what I told her was so bizarre it was outrageous—including a fabric of lies from the U.S. State Department, vanishing guards from the Central Intelligence Agency, suspicions that led to the higher levels of your government. A lesser person might have backed away and covered herself.”


  “Gratitude notwithstanding,” said Conklin gently, “she was withholding information you had a right to know. Christ, after everything you and David have been through—”


  “You’re wrong, Alex,” interrupted Marie softly. “I told you I thought I understood her, but I didn’t finish. The cruelest thing you can do to a person who’s living every hour in panic is to offer him or her a hope that turns out false. When the crash comes it’s intolerable. Believe me, I’ve spent over a year with a man desperately looking for answers. He’s found quite a few, but those he followed only to find them wrong nearly broke him. Dashed hopes are no fun for the one hoping.”


  “She’s right,” said Panov, nodding his head and looking at Conklin. “And I think you know it, don’t you?”


  “It happened,” replied Alex, shrugging and looking at his watch. “At any rate, it’s time for Catherine Staples.”


  “She’ll be watched, guarded!” It was Marie who now sat forward in her chair, her expression concerned, her eyes questioning. “They’ll assume you both came over here because of me, and that you reached me and I told you about her. They’ll expect you to go after her. They’ll be waiting for you. If they could do what they’ve done so far, they could kill you!”


  “No, they couldn’t,” said Conklin, getting up and limping toward the bedside telephone. “They’re not good enough,” he added simply.


  “You’re a goddamned basket case!” whispered Matthew Richards from behind the wheel of the small car parked across the street from Catherine Staples’s apartment.


  “You’re not very grateful, Matt,” said Alex, sitting in the shadows next to the CIA man. “Not only did I not send in that evaluation report, but I also let you get me back under surveillance. Thank me, don’t insult me.”


  “Shit!”


  “What did you tell them back at the office?”


  “What else? I was mugged, for Christ’s sake.”


  “By how many?”


  “At least five teenaged punks. Zhongguo ren.”


  “And if you fought back, making a lot of ruckus, I might have spotted you.”


  “That’s the story board,” agreed Richards quietly.


  “And when I called you, naturally it was one of the street people you’ve cultivated who saw a white man with a limp.”


  “Bingo.”


  “You might even get a promotion.”


  “I just want to get out.”


  “You’ll make it.”


  “Not this way.”


  “So it was old Havilland himself who blew into town.”


  “You didn’t get that from me! It was in the papers.”


  “The sterile house in Victoria Peak wasn’t in the papers, Matt.”


  “Hey, come on, that was a trade-off! You’re nice to me, I’m nice to you. No lousy report about me getting clobbered by a shoe with no foot in it and you get an address. Anyway, I’d deny it. You got it from Garden Road. It’s all over the consulate, thanks to a pissed-off marine.”


  “Havilland,” mused Alex out loud. “It fits. He’s tight-ass with the British, even talks like them.… My God, I should have recognized the voice!”


  “The voice?” asked a perplexed Richards.


  “Over the phone. Another page in the scenario. It was Havilland! He wouldn’t let anyone else do it! ‘We’ve lost her.’ Oh, Jesus, and I was sucked right in!”


  “Into what?”


  “Forget it.”


  “Gladly.”


  An automobile slowed down and stopped across the street in front of Staples’s apartment house. A woman got out of the rear curbside door, and seeing her in the wash of the streetlights, Conklin knew who it was. Catherine Staples. She nodded to the driver, turned around and walked across the pavement to the thick glass doors of the entrance.


  Suddenly, an engine roaring at high pitch filled the quiet street by the park. A long black sedan swerved out of a space somewhere behind them and screeched to a stop beside Staples’s car. Staccato explosions thundered from the second vehicle. Glass was shattered both in the street and across the pavement as the windows of the parked automobile were blown away, along with the driver’s head, and the doors of the apartment house riddled, collapsing in bloody fragments, as the body of Catherine Staples was nailed into the frame under the fusillade of bullets.


  Tires spinning, the black sedan raced away in the dark street, leaving the carnage behind, blood and torn flesh everywhere.


  “Jesus Christ!” roared the CIA man.


  “Get out of here,” ordered Conklin.


  “Where? For Christ’s sake, where?”


  “Victoria Peak.”


  “Are you out of your mind?”


  “No, but somebody else is. One blue-blooded son of a bitch has been taken. He’s been had. And he’s going to hear it first from me. Move!”


  



  CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX


  



  Bourne stopped the black Shanghai sedan on the dark, tree-lined, deserted stretch of road. According to the map, he had passed the Eastern Gate of the Summer Palace—actually once a series of ancient royal villas set down on acres of sculptured countryside dominated by a lake known as Kunming. He had followed the shoreline north until the colored lights of the vast pleasure ground of emperors past faded, giving way to the darkness of the country road. He extinguished the headlights, got out, and carried his purchases, now in a waterproof knapsack, to the wall of trees lining the road, and dug his heel into the ground. The earth was soft, making his task easier, for the possibility that his rented car might be searched was real. He reached inside the knapsack, pulled out a pair of workman’s gloves and a long-bladed hunting knife. He knelt down and dug a hole deep enough to conceal the sack; he left the top of it open, picked up the knife and cut a notch in the trunk of the nearest tree to expose the white wood beneath the bark. He replaced the knife and gloves in the knapsack, pressed it down into the earth and covered it with dirt. He returned to the car, checked the odometer, and started the engine. If the map was as accurate about distances as it was in detailing those areas in and around Beijing where it was prohibited to drive, the entrance to the Jing Shan Sanctuary was no more than three-quarters of a mile away around a long curve up ahead.


  The map was accurate. Two floodlights converged on the high green metal gate beneath huge panels depicting brightly colored birds; the gate was closed. In a small glass-enclosed structure on the right sat a single guard. At the sight of Jason’s approaching headlights he sprang up and ran out. It was difficult to tell whether the man’s jacket and trousers were a uniform or not; there was no evidence of a weapon.


  Bourne drove the sedan up to within feet of the gate, climbed out, and approached the Chinese behind it, surprised to see that the man was in his late fifties or early sixties.


  “Bei tong, bei tong!” began Jason before the guard could speak, apologizing for disturbing him. “I’ve had a terrible time,” he continued rapidly, pulling out the list of the French-assigned negotiators from his inside pocket. “I was to be here three and a half hours ago, but the car didn’t arrive and I couldn’t reach Minister—” He picked out the name of a textile minister from the list. “—Wang Xu, and I’m sure he’s as upset as I am!”


  “You speak our language,” said the bewildered guard. “You have a car with no driver.”


  “The minister cleared it. I’ve been to Beijing many, many times. We were going to have dinner together.”


  “We are closed, and there is no restaurant here.”


  “Did he leave a note for me, perhaps?”


  “No one leaves anything here but lost articles. I have very nice Japanese binoculars I could sell you cheap.”


  It happened. Beyond the gate, about thirty yards down the dirt road, Bourne saw a man in the shadows of a tall tree, a man wearing a long tunic—four buttons—an officer. Around his waist was a thick holster belt. A weapon.


  “I’m sorry, I have no use for binoculars.”


  “A present, perhaps?”


  “I have few friends and my children are thieves.”


  “You are a sad man. There is nothing but children and friends—and the spirits, of course.”


  “Now, really, I simply want to find the minister. We are discussing renminbi in the millions!”


  “The binoculars are but a few yuan.”


  “All right! How much?”


  “Fifty.”


  “Get them for me,” said the chameleon impatiently, reaching into his pocket, his gaze casually straying beyond the green fence as the guard rushed back to the gatehouse. The Chinese officer had retreated farther into the shadows but was still watching the gate. The pounding in Jason’s chest once again felt like kettledrums—as it so often had in the days of Medusa. He had turned a trick, exposed a strategy. Delta knew the Oriental mind. Secrecy. The lone figure did not, of course, confirm it, but he did not deny it, either.


  “Look how grand they are!” cried the guard, running back to the fence and holding out the binoculars. “One hundred yuan.”


  “You said fifty!”


  “I didn’t notice the lenses. Far superior. Give me the money and I’ll throw them over the gate.”


  “Very well,” said Bourne, about to push the money through the crisscrossing mesh of the fence. “But under one condition, thief. If by any chance you are questioned about me, I choose not to be embarrassed.”


  “Questioned? That’s foolish. There’s no one here but me.”


  Delta was right.


  “But in case you are, I insist you tell the truth! I am a French businessman urgently seeking this minister of textiles because my car was unpardonably delayed. I will not be embarrassed!”


  “As you wish. The money, please.”


  Jason shoved the yuan bills through the fence; the guard clutched them and threw the binoculars over the gate. Bourne caught them and looked pleadingly at the Chinese. “Have you any idea where the minister might have gone?”


  “Yes, and I was about to tell you without additional money. Men so grand as you and he would no doubt go to the dining house named Ting Li Guan. It is a favorite of rich foreigners and powerful men of our heavenly government.”


  “Where is it?”


  “In the Summer Palace. You passed it on this road. Go back fifteen, twenty kilometers, and you will see the great Dong An Men gate. Enter it, and the guides will direct you, but show your papers, sir. You travel in a very unusual way.”


  “Thank you!” yelled Jason, running to the car. “Vive la France!”


  “How beautiful,” said the guard, shrugging, heading back to his post and counting his money.


  The officer walked quietly up to the gatehouse and tapped on the glass. Astonished, the night watchman leaped out of his chair and opened the door.


  “Oh, sir, you startled me! I see you were locked inside. Perhaps you fell asleep in one of our beautiful resting places. How unfortunate. I will open the gate at once!”


  “Who was that man?” asked the officer calmly.


  “A foreigner, sir. A French businessman who has had much misfortune. As I understood him, he was to meet the minister of textiles here hours ago and then proceed to dinner, but his automobile was delayed. He’s very upset. He does not wish to be embarrassed.”


  “What minister of textiles?”


  “Minister Wang Xu, I believe he said.”


  “Wait outside, please.”


  “Certainly, sir. The gate?”


  “In a few minutes.” The soldier picked up the telephone on the small counter and dialed. Seconds later he spoke again. “May I have the number of a minister of textiles named Wang Xu?…Thank you.” The officer pressed down the center bar, released it, and dialed again. “Minister Wang Xu, please?”


  “I am he,” said a somewhat disagreeable voice at the other end of the line. “Who is this?”


  “A clerk at the Trade Council Office, sir. We’re doing a routine check on a French businessman who has you listed as a reference—”


  “Great Christian Jesus, not that idiot Ardisson! What’s he done now?”


  “You know him, sir?”


  “I wish I didn’t! Special this, special that! He thinks that when he defecates, the odor of lilacs fills the stalls.”


  “Were you to have dinner with him tonight, sir?”


  “Dinner? I might have said anything to keep him quiet this afternoon! Of course, he hears only what he wants to hear and his Chinese is terrible. On the other hand, it’s perfectly possible that he would use my name to obtain a reservation when he didn’t have one. I told you, special this, special that! Give him whatever he wants. He’s a lunatic but harmless enough. We’d send him back to Paris on the next plane if the fools he represents weren’t paying so much for such third-rate material. He’s cleared for the best illegal whores in Beijing! Just don’t bother me, I’m entertaining.” The minister abruptly hung up.


  His mind at ease, the army officer replaced the phone and walked outside to the night watchman. “You were accurate,” he said.


  “The foreigner was most agitated, sir. And very confused.”


  “I’m told both conditions are normal for him.” The army man paused for a moment, then added, “You may open the gate now.”


  “Certainly, sir.” The guard reached into his pocket and pulled out a ring of keys. He stopped, looking over at the officer. “I see no automobile, sir. It is many kilometers to any transportation. The Summer Palace would be the first—”


  “I’ve telephoned for a car. It should be here in ten or fifteen minutes.”


  “I’m afraid I will not be here then, sir. I can see the light of my relief’s bicycle down the road now. I am off duty in five minutes.”


  “Perhaps I’ll wait here,” said the officer, dismissing the watchman’s words. “There are clouds drifting down from the north. If they bring rain, I could use the gatehouse for shelter until my car arrives.”


  “I see no clouds, sir.”


  “Your eyes are not what they once were.”


  “Too true.” The repeated ringing of a bicycle bell broke the outer silence. The relief guard approached the fence as the watchman started to unlock the gate. “These young ones announce themselves as though they were descending spirits from heaven.”


  “I should like to say something to you,” said the officer sharply, stopping the watchman in his tracks. “Like the foreigner, I, too, do not wish to be embarrassed for catching an hour of much needed sleep in a beautiful resting place. Do you like your job?”


  “Very much, sir.”


  “And the opportunity to sell such things as Japanese binoculars turned over to you for safekeeping?”


  “Sir?”


  “My hearing’s acute and your shrill voice is loud.”


  “Sir?”


  “Say nothing about me and I will say nothing about your unethical activities, which would undoubtedly send you into a field with a pistol put to your head. Your behavior is reprehensible.”


  “I have never seen you, sir! I swear on the spirits in my soul!”


  “We in the party reject such thoughts.”


  “Then on anything you like!”


  “Open the gate and get out of here.”


  “First my bicycle, sir!” The watchman ran to the far edge of the fence, wheeled out his bicycle and unlocked the gate. He swung it back, nodding with relief as he literally threw the new man the ring of keys. Mounting the saddle of his bicycle, he sped off down the road.


  The second guard walked casually through the gate holding his bicycle by the handlebars. “Can you imagine?” he said to the officer. “The son of a Kuomintang warlord taking the place of a feeble-minded peasant who would have served us in the kitchens.”


  Bourne spotted the white notch in the tree trunk and drove the sedan off the road between two pine trees. He turned off the lights and got out. Rapidly he broke numerous branches to camouflage the car in the darkness. Instinctively, he worked quickly—he would have done so in any event—but to his alarm, within seconds after he finished concealing the sedan, headlights appeared far down on the road to Beijing. He bent down, kneeling in the underbrush and watched the automobile pass by, fascinated by the sight of a bicycle strapped to its roof, then concerned when moments later the noise of the engine was abruptly cut off; the car had stopped around the bend up ahead. Wary that some part of his own car had been seen by an experienced field man who would park out of sight and return on foot, Jason raced across the road into the tangled brush beyond the trees. He ran in spurts to his right, from pine to pine, to the midpoint of the curve where again he knelt in the shadowed greenery, waiting, studying every foot of the thoroughfare’s borders, listening for any sound that did not belong to the hum of the deserted country road.


  Nothing. Then finally something, and when he saw what it was, it simply did not make sense. Or did it? The man on the bicycle with a friction light on the front fender was pedaling up the road as if his life depended on a speed he could not possibly attain. As he drew closer Bourne saw that it was the watchman…on a bicycle…and a bicycle had been strapped to the roof of the car that had stopped around the bend. Had it been for the watchman? Of course not; the car would have proceeded to the gate.… A second bicycle? A second watchman—arriving on a bicycle? Of course. If what he believed was true, the guard at the gate would be changed, a conspirator put in his place.


  Jason waited until the watchman’s light was barely a speck in the distant darkness, then ran in the road back to his car and the tree with the notch in the bark. He now dug up the knapsack and began sorting out the articles of his trade. He removed his jacket and white shirt and put on a black turtleneck sweater; he secured the sheath of the hunting knife to the belt of his dark trousers and shoved the automatic with a single shell in it on the other side. He picked up two spools connected by a three-foot strand of thin wire, and thought that the lethal instrument was far better than the one he had fashioned in Hong Kong. Why not? He was much closer to his objective, if anything he had learned in that distant Medusa had any value. He rolled the wire into both spools equally, and carefully pushed them down inside his trousers’ right back pocket, then picked up a small penlight and clipped it to the lower edge of his right front pocket. He placed a long, double strand of outsized Chinese firecrackers, which was folded and held in place by an elastic band, in his left front pocket along with three books of matches and a small wax candle. The most awkward item was a hand-held medium-gauge wire cutter, the size of a pair of pliers. He inserted it head down into his left back pocket, then sprang the release so that the two short handles were pressed against the cloth, thus locking the instrument in its shell. Finally, he reached for a wrapped pile of clothing that was coiled so tight its dimensions were no more than that of a rolling pin. He centered it on his spine, pulled the elastic band around his waist, and snapped the clips into place. He might never use the clothes but then he could leave nothing to chance—he was too close!


  I’ll take him, Marie! I swear I’ll take him and we’ll have our life again. It’s David and I love you so! I need you so!


  Stop it! There are no people, only objectives. No emotions, only targets and kills and men to be eliminated who stand in the way. I have no use for you, Webb. You’re soft and I despise you. Listen to Delta—listen to Jason Bourne!


  The killer who was a killer by necessity buried the knapsack with his white shirt and tweed jacket and stood up between the pine trees. His lungs swelled at the thought of what was before him, one part of him frightened and uncertain, the other furious, ice-cold.


  Jason started walking north into the curve, going from tree to tree as he had done before. He reached the car that had passed him with the bicycle strapped to its roof; parked on the side of the road, it had a large sign taped under the front window. He edged closer and read the Chinese characters, smiling to himself as he did so:


  This is a disabled official vehicle of the government. Tampering with any part of the mechanism is a serious crime. Theft of this vehicle will result in the swift execution of the offender.


  In the lower left-hand corner there was a column in small print:


  People’s Printing Plant Number 72. Shanghai.


  Bourne wondered how many hundreds of thousands of such signs had been made by Printing Plant 72. Perhaps they took the place of a warranty, two with each vehicle.


  He backed into the shadows and continued around the bend until he reached the open space in front of the floodlit gate. His eyes followed the line of the green fence. On the left it disappeared into the forest darkness. On the right it extended perhaps two hundred feet beyond the gatehouse, running the length of a parking lot with numbered areas for tour buses and taxis, where it angled sharply south. As he expected, a bird sanctuary in China would be enclosed, a deterrent for poachers. As d’Anjou had phrased it: “Birds have been revered in China for centuries. They’re considered delicacies for the eyes and the palate.” Echo. Echo was gone. He wondered if d’Anjou had suffered…No time.


  Voices! Bourne snapped his head back toward the gate as he lurched into the nearest foliage. The Chinese army officer and a new, much younger watchman—no, now definitely a guard—walked out from behind the gatehouse. The guard was wheeling a bicycle while the officer held a small radio to his ear.


  “They’ll start arriving shortly after nine o’clock,” said the army man, lowering the radio and shoving down the antenna. “Seven vehicles each three minutes apart.”


  “The truck?”


  “It will be the last.”


  The guard looked at his watch. “Perhaps you should get the car, then. If there’s a telephone check, I know the routine.”


  “A good thought,” agreed the officer, clamping the radio to his belt and taking the bicycle’s right handlebar. “I have no patience with those bureaucratic females who bark like chows.”


  “But you must have,” insisted the guard, laughing. “And you must take out the lonely ones, the ugly ones, and perform at your best between their legs. Suppose you received a poor report? You could lose this heavenly job.”


  “You mean that feeble-minded peasant you relieved—”


  “No, no,” broke in the guard, releasing the bicycle. “They seek out the younger ones, the handsome ones, like me. From our photographs, of course. He’s different; he pays them yuan from his sales of lost items. I sometimes wonder if he makes a profit.”


  “I have trouble understanding you civilians.”


  “Correction, if I may, Colonel. In the true China I am a captain in the Kuomintang.”


  Jason was stunned by the younger man’s remark. What he had heard was incredible! In the true China I am a captain in the Kuomintang. The true China? Taiwan? Good God, had it started? The war of the two Chinas? Was that what these men were about? Madness! Wholesale slaughter! The Far East would be blown off the face of the earth! Christ! In his hunt for an assassin had he stumbled on the unthinkable?


  It was too much to absorb, too frightening, too cataclysmic. He had to move quickly, putting all thought on hold, concentrating only on movement. He read the radium dial of his watch. It was 8:54, and he had very little time to do what had to be done. He waited until the army officer bicycled past, then made his way cautiously, silently through the foliage until he saw the fence. He approached it, taking out the penlight from his pocket, flashing it twice to judge the dimensions. They were extraordinary. Its height was no less than twelve feet, and the top angled outward like the inner barricade of a prison fence with coils of barbed wire strung along the parallel strands of steel. He reached into his back pocket, squeezed the handles together and removed the wire cutter. He then probed with his left hand in the darkness, and when he found the crisscrossing wires closest to the ground, he placed the head of the cutter to the lowest.


  Had David Webb not been desperate, and Jason Bourne not furious, the job would not have been accomplished. The fence was no ordinary fence. The gauge of the metal was far, far stronger than that of any barricade enclosing the most violent criminals on earth. Each strand took all the strength Jason had as he manipulated the cutter back and forth until the metal snapped free. And each snap came, but only with the passing of precious minutes.


  Again Bourne looked at the glowing dial of his watch. 9:06. Using his shoulder, his feet digging into the ground, he bent the barely two-foot vertical rectangle inward through the fence. He crawled inside, sweat drenching his body everywhere, and lay on the ground breathing heavily. No time. 9:08.


  He rose unsteadily to his knees, shook his head to clear it and started to his right, holding the fence for support until he came to the corner that fronted the parking area. The floodlit gate was two hundred feet to his left.


  Suddenly, the first vehicle arrived. It was a Russian Zia limousine, vintage late sixties. It circled into the parking lot and took the first position on the right beside the gatehouse. Six men got out and walked in martial unison toward what was apparently the main path of the bird sanctuary. They disappeared in the dark, the beams of flashlights illuminating their way. Jason watched closely; he would be taking that path.


  Three minutes later, precisely on schedule, a second car drove through the gate and parked alongside the Zia. Three men got out of the back while the driver and the front-seat passenger talked. Seconds later the two men emerged, and it was all Bourne could do to control himself when his stare centered in on the passenger, the tall, slender passenger who moved like a cat as he walked to the rear of the automobile to join the driver. It was the assassin! The chaos at Kai-tak Airport had demanded the elaborate trap in Beijing. Whoever was stalking this assassin had to be caught quickly and silenced. Information had to be leaked, reaching the assassin’s creator—for who else knew the hired killer’s tactics better than the one who had taught them to him? Who else wanted revenge more than the Frenchman? Who else was capable of unearthing the other Jason Bourne? D’Anjou was the key, and the impostor’s client knew it.


  And Jason Bourne’s instincts—born of the gradually, painfully remembered Medusa—were accurate. When the trap had so disastrously collapsed inside Mao’s tomb, a desecration that would shake the republic, the elite circle of conspirators had to regroup swiftly, secretly, beyond the scrutiny of their peers. An unparalleled crisis faced them; there was no time to lose in determining their next moves.


  Paramount, however, was secrecy. Wherever they met, secrecy was their most crucial weapon. In the true China I am a captain in the Kuomintang. Christ! Was it possible?


  Secrecy. For a lost kingdom? Where better could it be found than in the wild acreages of idyllic government bird sanctuaries, official parks controlled by powerful moles from the Kuomintang in Taiwan? A strategy that came out of desperation had led Bourne to the core of an incredible revelation. No time! It’s not your business! Only he is!


  Eighteen minutes later the six automobiles were in place, the passengers dispersed, joining their colleagues somewhere within the dark forest of the sanctuary. Finally, twenty-one minutes after the arrival of the Russian limousine, a canvas-covered truck lumbered through the gate, making a wide circle and parking next to the last entry, no more than thirty feet from Jason. Shocked, he watched as bound and gagged men and women with gaping mouths held in place by strands of cloth were pushed out of the van; without exception they fell, rolling on the ground, moaning in protest and in pain. Then just within the covered opening a man was struggling, twisting his short, thin body and kicking at the two guards, who held him off and finally threw him down on the graveled parking lot. It was a white man.… Bourne froze. It was d’Anjou! In the glow of the distant floodlights he could see that Echo’s face was battered, his eyes swollen. When the Frenchman pulled himself to his feet, his left leg kept bending and collapsing, yet he would not give in to his captors’ taunting; he remained defiantly on his feet.


  Move! Do something! What? Medusa—we had signals. What were they? Oh God, what were they? Stones, sticks, rocks…gravel! Throw something to make a sound, a small distracting sound that could be anything—away from an area, ahead, as far ahead as possible! Then follow it up quickly. Quickly!


  Jason dropped to his knees in the shadows of the right-angled fence. He reached down and grabbed a small handful of gravel and threw it in the air over the heads of prisoners struggling to their feet. The brief clatter on the roofs of several cars was by and large lost amid the stifled cries of the bound captives. Bourne repeated the action, now with a few more stones. The guard standing next to d’Anjou glanced over in the direction of the splattering gravel, then dismissed the sound when his attention was suddenly drawn to a woman who had gotten to her feet and had started to run toward the gate. He raced over, grabbed her by the hair, and threw her back into the group. Again Jason reached for more stones.


  He stopped all movement. D’Anjou had fallen to the ground, his weight on his right knee, his bound hands supporting him on the gravel. He watched the distracted guard, then slowly he turned in Bourne’s direction. Medusa was never far away from Echo—he had remembered. Swiftly, Jason shoved the palm of his hand out, once, twice. The dim reflected light off his flesh was enough; the Frenchman’s gaze was drawn to it. Bourne moved his head forward in the shadows. Echo saw him! Their eyes made contact. D’Anjou nodded, then turned away, and awkwardly, painfully rose to his feet as the guard returned.


  Jason counted the prisoners. There were two women and five men, including Echo. They were herded by the guards, both of whom had removed heavy night sticks from their belts and used them as prods, driving the group toward the path outside the parking lot. D’Anjou fell. He collapsed on his left leg, twisting his body as he dropped to the ground. Bourne watched closely; there was something strange about the fall. Then he understood. The fingers of the Frenchman’s hands, which were tied together in front, were spread apart. Covering the movement with his body, Echo scooped up two fistfuls of gravel, and as a guard approached, pulling him to his feet, d’Anjou again stared briefly in Jason’s direction. It was a signal. Echo would drop the tiny stones as long as they lasted so that his fellow Medusan would have a path to follow.


  The prisoners were directed to the right, out of the graveled area, as the young guard, the “captain in the Kuomintang,” locked the gate. Jason ran out of the shadows of the fence into the shadows of the truck, pulling the hunting knife from its sheath as he crouched by the hood, looking at the gatehouse. The guard was just outside the door, speaking into the hand-held radio that connected him to the meeting ground. The radio would have to be taken out. So would the man.


  Tie him up. Use his clothes to gag him.


  Kill him! There can’t be any additional risks. Listen to me!


  Bourne dropped to the ground, plunging the hunting knife into the truck’s left front tire, and as it deflated he ran to the rear and did the same. Rounding the back of the truck, he raced into the space between it and the adjacent automobile. Pivoting back and forth as he moved forward, he slashed the remaining tires of the truck and those on the left side of the car. He repeated the tactic down the line of vehicles until he had slashed all the tires except those of the Russian Zia, only ten-odd yards away from the gatehouse. It was time for the guard.


  Tie him—


  Kill him! Each step has to be covered, and each step leads back to your wife!


  Silently, Jason opened the door of the Russian automobile, reached inside and released the hand brake. Closing the door as quietly as he had opened it, he judged the distance from the hood to the fence; it was approximately eight feet. Gripping the window frame, he pressed his full weight forward, grimacing as the huge car began to roll. Giving the vehicle a final, surging shove, he dashed in front of the car next to the Zia as the limousine crashed into the fence. He lowered himself out of sight and reached into his right back pocket.


  Hearing the crash, the startled guard ran around the gatehouse and into the parking lot, shifting his eyes in all directions, then staring at the stationary Zia. He shook his head, as if accepting a vehicle’s unexplained malfunction, and walked over to the door.


  Bourne sprang out of the darkness, the spools in both hands, the wire arcing over the guard’s head. It was over in less than three seconds, no sound emitted other than a sickening expulsion of air. The garrote was lethal; the captain from the Kuomintang was dead.


  Removing the radio from the man’s belt, Jason searched the clothes. There was always the possibility that something might be found, something of value. There was—were! The first was a weapon—not surprisingly, an automatic. The same caliber as the one he had taken from another conspirator in Mao’s tomb. Special guns for special people, another recognition factor, the armaments consistent. Instead of one shell, he now had the full complement of nine, in addition to a silencer that precluded disturbing the revered dead in a revered mausoleum. The second was a billfold that contained money and an official document proclaiming the bearer to be a member of the People’s Security Forces. The conspirators had colleagues in high places. Bourne rolled the corpse under the limousine, slashed the left tires and raced around the car, plunging his hunting knife into those on the right. The huge automobile settled into the ground. The captain from the Kuomintang was provided a secure, concealed resting place.


  Jason ran to the gatehouse, debating whether or not to shoot out the floodlights, and he decided against it. If he survived he would need the illumination of the landmark. If—if? He had to survive! Marie! He went inside and, kneeling below the window, removed the shells from the guard’s automatic, inserting them into his own. He then looked around for schedules or instructions; there was a roster tacked to the wall next to the ring of keys hanging on a nail. He grabbed the keys.


  A telephone rang! The earsplitting bell reverberated off the glass walls of the small gatehouse. If there’s a telephone check, I know the routine. A captain from the Kuomintang. Bourne rose, picked up the phone from the counter and crouched again, spreading his fingers over the mouthpiece.


  “Jing Shan,” he said hoarsely. “Yes?”


  “Hello, my thrusting butterfly,” answered a female voice in what Jason determined to be decidedly uncultured Mandarin. “How are all your birds tonight?”


  “They’re fine but I’m not.”


  “You don’t sound like yourself. This is Wo, isn’t it?”


  “With a terrible cold and vomiting and running back to the stalls every two minutes. Nothing stays down or inside.”


  “Will you be all right in the morning? I don’t wish to be contaminated.”


  Take out the lonely ones, the ugly ones.…


  “I wouldn’t want to miss our date—”


  “You’ll be too weak. I’ll call you tomorrow night.”


  “My heart withers like the dying flower.”


  “Cow dung!” The woman hung up.


  As he talked Jason’s eyes strayed to a pile of heavy coiled chain in the corner of the gatehouse, and he understood. In China, where so many mechanical things failed, the chain was a backup should the lock in the center of the gate refuse to close. On top of the coiled chain was an ordinary steel padlock. One of the keys on the ring should fit it, he thought, as he inserted several until the lock sprang open. He gathered up the chain and started outside, then stopped, turned around, and ripped the telephone out of the wall. One more piece of malfunctioning equipment.


  At the gate he uncoiled the chain and wound the entire length around the midpoint of the two center posts until there was a bulging mass of coiled steel. He pressed four links of the chain together so that the open spaces were clear, inserted the curved bar, and secured the lock. Everything was stretched taut, and contrary to generally accepted belief, firing a bullet into the mass of hard metal would not blow it apart, only heighten the possibility that a deflected bullet might kill the one firing and endanger the lives of anyone else in the area. He turned and started down the center path, once more staying in the shadows of the border.


  The path was dark. The glow from the floodlit gate was blocked by the dense woods of the bird sanctuary, but the light was still visible in the sky. Cupping his penlight in the palm of his left hand, his arm stretched downward toward the ground, he could see every six or seven feet a small piece of gravel. Once he saw the first two or three he knew what to look for: tiny discolorations on the dark earth, the distance relatively consistent between them. D’Anjou had squeezed up each stone, probably between his thumb and forefinger, rubbing it as hard as he could to remove the grime of the parking lot and impart the oils of his flesh so that each might stand out. The battered Echo had not lost his presence of mind.


  Suddenly, there were two stones, not one, and only inches apart. Jason looked up, squinting in the tiny glow of the concealed penlight. The two stones were no accident, but another signal. The main path continued straight ahead, but the one taken by the herded prisoners veered sharply to the right. Two stones meant a turn.


  Then, abruptly, there was a change in the relative distances between the pebbles. They were farther and farther apart, and just when Bourne thought there were no more, he saw another. Suddenly, there were two on the ground, marking another intersecting path. D’Anjou knew he was running out of stones and so had begun a second strategy, a tactic that quickly became clear to Jason. As long as the prisoners remained on a single path, there would be no stones, but when they turned into other paths, two pieces of gravel indicated the direction.


  He skirted the edges of marshes, and went deep into fields and out of them, everywhere hearing the sudden fluttering of wings and the screeches of disturbed birds as they winged off into the moonlit sky. Finally there was only one narrow path and it led down into a glen of sorts—


  He stopped, instantly extinguishing the cupped penlight. Below, about a hundred feet down the narrow path he saw the glow of a cigarette. It moved slowly, casually up and down, an unconcerned man smoking, but still a man placed where he was for a reason. Then Jason studied the darkness beyond—because it was a different darkness; specks of light flickered now and then through the dense woods of the descending glen. Torches, perhaps, for there was nothing constant about the barely discernible light. Of course, torches. He had reached it. Below in the distant glen, beyond the guard with his cigarette, was the meeting ground.


  Bourne lurched into the tangled brush on the right side of the path. He started down only to find that the serpentine reeds were like fishnets, stalks woven together by years of erratic winds. To rip them apart or to break them would create noise inconsistent with the normal sounds of the sanctuary. Snaps and zipperlike scratchings were not the sudden fluttering of wings or the screeches of disturbed inhabitants. They were man-made and signified a different intrusion. He reached for his knife, wishing the blade were longer, and began a journey that had he remained on the path would have taken him no more than thirty seconds. It took him now nearly twenty minutes to slice his way silently to within sight of the guard.


  “My God!” Jason held his breath, suppressing the cry in his throat. He had slipped; the slithering, hissing creature beneath his left foot was at least a yard and a half in length. It coiled around his leg, and in panic he clutched a part of the body, pulling it away from his flesh, and severing it in midair with his knife. The snake thrashed violently about for several seconds, then the spasms stopped; it was dead, uncoiled at his foot. He closed his eyes and shivered, letting the moment pass. Again he crouched and crept closer to the guard, who was now lighting another cigarette or trying to light it with one match after another that failed to ignite. The guard seemed furious with his government-subsidized book of matches.


  “Ma de shizi, shizi!” he said under his breath, the cigarette in his mouth.


  Bourne crawled forward, slicing the last few reeds of thick grass until he was six feet from the man. He sheathed the hunting knife, and again reached into his right back pocket for the garrote. There could be no misplaced blade that permitted a scream; there could only be utter silence broken by an unheard expulsion of air.


  He’s a human being! A son, a brother, a father!


  He is the enemy. He’s our target. That’s all we have to know. Marie is yours, not theirs.


  Jason Bourne lunged out of the grass as the guard inhaled his first draft of tobacco. The smoke exploded from his gaping mouth. The garrote was arced in place, the trachea severed as the patrol fell back in the underbrush, his body limp, his life over.


  Whipping out the bloody wire, Jason shook it in the grass, then rolled the spools together and shoved them back into his pocket. He pulled the corpse deeper into the foliage, away from the path, and began searching the pockets. He first found what felt like a thick wad of folded toilet tissue, not at all uncommon in China where such paper was continuously in short supply. He unsnapped his penlight, cupped it and looked at his find, astonished. The paper was folded and soft but it was not tissue. It was renminbi, thousands of yuan, more than several years’ income for most Chinese. The guard at the gate, the “captain of the Kuomintang,” had money—somewhat more than Jason thought usual—but nowhere near this amount. A billfold was next. There were photographs of children, which Bourne quickly replaced, a driving permit, a housing allocation certificate, and an official document proclaiming the bearer to be…a member of the People’s Security Forces! Jason pulled out the paper he had taken from the first guard’s billfold and placed both side by side on the ground. They were identical. He folded both and put them into his pocket. A last item was as puzzling as it was interesting. It was a pass allowing the bearer access to Friendship Stores, those shops that serve foreign travelers and are all but prohibited to the Chinese except for the highest government officials. Whoever the men were below, thought Bourne, they were a strange and rarefied group. Subordinate guards carried enormous sums of money, enjoyed official privileges light years beyond their positions, and bore documents identifying themselves as members of the government’s secret police. If they were conspirators—and everything he had seen and heard from Shenzen to Tian An Men Square to this wildlife preserve would seem to confirm it—the conspiracy reached into the hierarchy of Beijing. No time! It’s not your concern!


  The weapon strapped to the man’s waist was, as he expected, similar to the one in his belt, as well as the gun he had thrown into the woods at the Jing Shan gate. It was a superior weapon, and weapons were symbols. A sophisticated weapon was no less a mark of status than an expensive watch, which might have many imitators, but those who had a schooled eye for the merchandise would know the genuine article. One might merely show it to confirm one’s status, or deny it as government issue from an army that bought its weapons from every available source in the world. It was a subtle point of recognition—only one superior kind allocated to one elite circle. No time! It’s no concern of yours! Move!


  Jason extracted the shells, put them in his pocket, and threw the gun into the forest. He crawled out to the path and started slowly, silently, down toward the flickering light beyond the wall of high trees below.


  It was more than a glen, it was a huge well dug out of prehistoric earth, a rupture dating from the Ice Age that had not healed. Birds flapped above, in fear and curiosity; owls hooted in angry dissonance. Bourne stood at the edge of the precipice looking down through the trees at the gathering below. A pulsating circle of torches illuminated the meeting ground. David Webb gasped, wanting to vomit, but the ice-cold command dictated otherwise: Stop it. Watch. Know what we’re dealing with.


  Suspended from the limb of a tree by a rope attached to his bound wrists, his arms stretched out above him, his feet barely inches off the ground, a male prisoner writhed in panic, muted cries coming from his throat, his eyes wild and pleading above his gagged mouth.


  A slender, middle-aged man dressed in a Mao jacket and trousers stood in front of the violently twisting body. His right hand was extended, clasping the jeweled hilt of an upended sword, its blade long and thin, its point resting in the earth. David Webb recognized the weapon—weapon and not a weapon. It was a ceremonial sword of a fourteenth-century warlord belonging to a ruthless class of militarists who destroyed villages and towns and whole countrysides, and were even suspected of opposing the will of the Yuan emperors—Mongols who left nothing but fire and death and the screams of children in their wake. The sword was also used for ceremonies far less symbolic, far more brutal than rites performed at the dynasty’s courts. David felt a wave of nausea and apprehension gripping him as he watched the scene below.


  “Listen to me!” shouted the slender man in front of the prisoner as he turned to address his audience. His voice was high-pitched but deliberate, instructive. Bourne did not know him, but his was a face that would be hard to forget. The close-cropped gray hair, the gaunt, pale features—above all, the stare. Jason could not see the eyes clearly, but it was enough that the fires of the torches danced off them. They, too, were on fire.


  “The nights of the great blade begin!” screamed the slender man suddenly. “And they will continue night after night until all those who would betray us are sent to hell! Each of these poisonous insects have committed crimes against our holy cause, crimes we are aware of, all of which could lead to the great crime demanding the great blade.” The speaker turned to the suspended prisoner. “You! Indicate the truth and only the truth! Do you know the Occidental?”


  The prisoner shook his head, throated moans accompanying the wild movement.


  “Liar!” shrieked a voice from the crowd. “He was in the Tian An Men this afternoon!”


  Again the prisoner shook his head spastically in panic.


  “He spoke against the true China!” shouted another. “I heard him in the Hua Gong Park among the young people!”


  “And in the coffee house on the Xidan Bei!”


  The prisoner convulsed, his wide, stunned eyes fixed in shock on the crowd. Bourne began to understand. The man was hearing lies and he did not know why, but Jason knew. The star-chamber inquisition was in session; a troublemaker, or a man with doubts, was being eliminated in the name of a greater crime. And on the outside possibility that he might have committed it. The nights of the great blade begin—night after night! It was a reign of terror inside a small, bloody kingdom within a vast land where centuries of bloodstained warlords had prevailed.


  “He did these things?” shouted the gaunt-faced orator. “He said these things?”


  A frenzied chorus of affirmatives filled the glen.


  “In the Tian An Men.…!”


  “He talked to the Occidental.…!”


  “He betrayed us all.…!”


  “He caused the trouble at the hated Mao’s tomb.…!”


  “He would see us dead, our cause lost.…!”


  “He speaks against our leaders and wants them killed.…!”


  “To oppose our leaders,” said the orator, his voice calm but rising, “is to vilify them, and, by so doing, to remove the care one must accord the precious gift called life. When these things occur, the gift must be taken away.”


  The suspended man writhed more furiously, his cries growing louder and matching the moans of the other prisoners who were forced to kneel in front of the speaker in full view of the imminent execution. Only one kept refusing, continuously trying to rise in disobedience and disrespect, and continuously beaten down by the guard nearest him. It was Philippe d’Anjou. Echo was sending another message to Delta, but Jason Bourne could not understand it.


  “…this diseased, ungrateful hypocrite, this teacher of the young, who was welcomed like a brother into our dedicated ranks because we believed the words he spoke—so courageously, we thought—in opposition to our motherland’s tormentors, is no more than a traitor. His words are hollow. He is a sworn companion of the treacherous winds and they would take him to our enemies, the tormentors of Mother China! In his death may he find purification!” The now shrill-voiced orator pulled the sword out of the ground. He raised it above his head.


  And so that his seed may not be spread, recited the scholar David Webb to himself, recalling the words of the ancient incantation and wanting to close his eyes, but unable to, ordered by his other self not to. We destroy the well from which the seed springs, praying to the spirits to destroy all it has entered here on earth.


  The sword arced vertically down, hacking into the groin and genitalia of the screaming, twisting body.


  And so that his thoughts may not be spread, diseasing the innocent and the weak, we pray to the spirits to destroy them wherever they may be, as we here destroy the well from which they spring.


  The sword was now swung horizontally, slashing through the prisoner’s neck. The writhing body fell to the ground under a shower of blood from the severed head, which the slender man with the eyes of fire continued to abuse with the blade until there was no recognition of a human face.


  The rest of the terrified prisoners filled the glen with wails of horror as they groveled on the ground, soiling themselves, begging for mercy. Except one. D’Anjou rose to his feet and stared in silence at the messianic man with the sword. The guard approached. Hearing him, the Frenchman turned and spat in his face. The guard, mesmerized, perhaps sickened by what he had seen, backed away. What was Echo doing? What was his message?


  Bourne then looked over at the executioner with the gaunt face and the close-cropped gray hair. He was wiping the long blade of the sword with a white silk scarf as aides removed the body and what was left of the prisoner’s skull. He pointed to a striking, attractive woman who was being dragged by the two guards over to the rope. Her posture was erect, defiant. Delta studied the executioner’s face. Beneath the maniacal eyes, the man’s thin mouth was stretched into a slit. He was smiling.


  He was dead. Sometime. Somewhere. Perhaps tonight. A butcher, a bloodstained, blind fanatic who would plunge the Far East into an unthinkable war—China against China, the rest of the world to follow.


  Tonight!


  

  


  CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN


  



  “This woman is a courier, one of those to whom we gave our trust,” went on the orator, gradually escalating his voice like a fundamentalist minister, preaching the gospel of love while his eye is on the work of the devil. “The trust was not earned but given in faith, for she is the wife of one of our own, a brave soldier, a first son of an illustrious family of the true China. A man who as I speak now risks his life infiltrating our enemies in the south. He, too, gave her his trust…and she betrayed that trust, she betrayed that gallant husband, she betrayed us all! She is no more than a whore who sleeps with the enemy! And while her lust is satiated how many secrets has she revealed, how much deeper is her betrayal? Is she the Occidental’s contact here in Beijing? Is she the one who informs on us, who tells our enemies what to look for, what to expect? How else could this terrible day have happened? Our most experienced, dedicated men set a trap for our enemies that would have cut them down, ridding ourselves of Western criminals who see only riches by groveling in front of China’s tormentors. It is related that she was at the airport this morning. The airport! Where the trap was in progress! Did she give her wanton body to a dedicated man, drugging him, perhaps? Did her lover tell her what to do, what to say to our enemies? What has this harlot done?”


  The scene was set, thought Bourne. A case so flagrantly leapfrogging over facts and “related” facts that even a court in Moscow would send a puppet prosecutor back to the drawing board. The reign of terror within the warlord tribe continued. Weed out the misfits among the misfits. Find the traitor. Kill anyone who might be he or she.


  A subdued but angry chorus of “Whore!” and “Traitor!” came from the audience, as the bound woman struggled with the two guards. The orator held up his hands for silence. It was immediate.


  “Her lover was a despicable journalist for the Xinhua News Agency, that lying, discredited organ of the despicable regime. I say ‘was,’ for as of an hour ago the loathsome creature is dead, shot through the head, his throat cut, for all to know that he, too, was a traitor! I have spoken myself to this whore’s husband, for I accord him honor. He instructed me to do as our ancestral spirits demand. He wants nothing further to do with her—”


  “Aiyaaa!” With extraordinary strength and fury the woman ripped the tightly bound cloth from her mouth. “Liar!” she screamed. “Killer of killers! You killed a decent man and I have betrayed no one! It is I who have been betrayed! I was not at the airport, and you know it! I have never seen this Occidental and you know that, too! I knew nothing of this trap for Western criminals and you can see the truth in my face! How could I?”


  “By whoring with a dedicated servant of the cause and corrupting him, drugging him! By offering him your breasts and misused tunnel-of-corruption, withholding, withdrawing, until the herbs make him mad!”


  “You’re mad! You say these things, these lies, because you sent my husband south and came to me for many days, first with promises and then with threats. I was to service you. It was my duty, you said! You lay with me and I learned things—”


  “Woman, you are contemptible! I came to you pleading with you to leave honor to your husband, to the cause! To abandon your lover and seek forgiveness.”


  “A lie! Men came to you, taipans from the south sent by my husband, men who could not be seen near your high offices. They came secretly to the shops below my flat, the flat of a so-called honorable widow—another lie you left for me and my child!”


  “Whore!” shrieked the wild-eyed man with the sword.


  “Liar to the depths of the northern lakes!” shouted the woman in reply. “Like you, my husband has many women and cares nothing for me! He beats me and you tell me it is his right, for he is a great son of the true China! I carry messages from one city to another, which if found on me would bring me torture and death, and I receive only scorn, never paid for my railroad fares, or the yuan withheld from my place of work, for you tell me it is my duty! How is my girl child to eat? The child your great son of China barely recognizes, for he wanted only sons!”


  “The spirits would not grant you sons, for they would be women, disgracing a great house of China! You are the traitor! You went to the airport and reached our enemies permitting a great criminal to escape! You would enslave us for a thousand years—”


  “You would make us your cattle for ten thousand!”


  “You don’t know what freedom is, woman.”


  “Freedom? From your mouth? You tell me—you tell us—you will give us back the freedoms our elders had in the true China but what freedoms, liar? The freedom that demands blind obedience, that takes the rice from my child, a child dismissed by a father who believes only in lords—warlords, landlords, lords of the earth! Aiya!” The woman turned to the crowd, rushing forward, away from the orator. “You!” she cried. “All of you! I have not betrayed you, nor our cause, but I have learned many things. All was not as this great liar says! There is much pain and restriction, which we all know, but there was pain before, restriction before!…My lover was no evil man, no blind follower of the regime, but a literate man, a gentle man, and a believer in eternal China! He wanted the things we want! He asked only for time to correct the evils that had infected the old men in the committees that lead us. There will be changes, he told me. Some are showing the way. Now!…Do not permit the liar to do this to me! Do not permit him to do it to you!”


  “Whore! Traitor!” The blade came slashing through the air, decapitating the woman. Her headless body lurched to the left, her head to the right, both spouting geysers of blood. The messianic orator then swung the sword down, slicing into her remains, but the silence that had fallen on the crowd was heavy, awesome. He stopped; he had lost the moment. He regained it swiftly. “May the sacred ancestral spirits grant her peace and purification!” he shouted, his eyes roving, stopping, staring at each member of his congregation. “For it is not in hatred that I end her life, but in compassion for her weakness. She will find peace and forgiveness. The spirits will understand—but we must understand here in the motherland! We cannot deviate from our cause—we must be strong! We must—”


  Bourne had had enough of this maniac. He was hatred incarnate. And he was dead. Sometime. Somewhere. Perhaps tonight—if possible, tonight!


  Delta unsheathed his knife and started to his right, crawling through the dense Medusan woods, his pulse strangely quiet, a furious core of certainty growing within him—David Webb had vanished. There were so many things he could not remember from those clouded, faraway days, but there was much, too, that came back to him. The specifics were unclear but not his instincts. Impulses directed him, and he was at one with the darkness of the forest. The jungle was not an adversary; instead it was his ally, for it had protected him before, saved him before in those distant, disordered memories. The trees and the vines and the underbrush were his friends; he moved through and around them like a wild cat, surefooted and silent.


  He turned to his left above the ancient glen and began his descent while focusing on the tree where the assassin stood so casually. The orator had once again altered his strategy in dealing with his congregation. He was cutting his losses in place of cutting up another woman—a sight the sons of mothers found borderline madness, regardless of any earthly cause. The impassioned pleas of a dead, mutilated female prisoner had to be put out of mind. A master of his craft—his art—the orator knew when to revert to the gospel of love, momentarily omitting Lucifer. Aides had swiftly removed the evidence of violent death, and the remaining woman was summoned with a gesture of the ceremonial sword. She was no more than eighteen, if that, and a pretty girl, weeping and vomiting, as she was dragged forward.


  “Your tears and your illness are not called for, child,” said the orator in his most paternal voice. “It was always our intent to spare you, for you were asked to perform duties beyond your competence at your age, privileged to learn secrets beyond your understanding. Youth frequently speaks when it should be silent.… You were seen in the company of two Hong Kong brothers—but not our brothers. Men who work for the disgraced English Crown, that enfeebled, decadent government that sold out the motherland to our tormentors. They gave you trinkets, pretty jewelry and lip rouge and French perfume from Kowloon. Now, child, what did you give them?”


  The young girl, hysterically coughing vomit through her gag, shook her head furiously, the tears streaming down her face.


  “Her hand was beneath a table, between a man’s legs, in a café on the Guangquem!” shouted an accuser.


  “It was one of the pigs who work for the British!” added another.


  “Youth is subject to arousal,” said the orator, looking up at those who had spoken, his eyes glaring, as if commanding silence. “There is forgiveness in our hearts for such young exuberance—as long as betrayal is no part of that arousal, that exuberance.”


  “She was at the Qian Men Gate.…!”


  “She was not in the Tian An Men. I, myself, have determined it!” shouted the man with the sword. “Your information is wrong. The only question that remains is a simple one. Child! Did you speak of us? Could your words have been conveyed to our enemies here or in the south?”


  The girl writhed on the ground, her whole body swaying frantically back and forth, denying the implied accusation.


  “I accept your innocence, as a father would, but not your foolishness, child. You are too free with your associations, your love of trinkets. When these do not serve us, they can be dangerous.”


  The young woman was put in the custody of a smug, obese middle-aged member of the chorus for “instruction and reflective meditation.” From the expression on the man’s face it was clear that his mandate would be far more inclusive than that prescribed by the orator. And when he was finished with her, a child-siren who had elicited secrets from the Beijing hierarchy that demanded young girls—believing that such liaisons, as Mao had decreed, extended their life spans—would disappear.


  Two of the three remaining Chinese men were literally put on trial. The initial charge was trafficking in drugs, their network the Shanghai-Beijing axis. Their crime, however, was not distributing narcotics, but constantly skimming off the profits, depositing huge sums of money into personal accounts in numerous Hong Kong banks. Several in the audience stepped forward to corroborate the damning evidence, stating that as subordinate distributors they had given the two “bosses” great sums of cash never recorded in the organization’s secret books. That was the initial charge, but not the major one. It came with the high-pitched singsong voice of the orator. “You travel south to Kowloon. Once, twice, often three times a month. The Kai-tak Airport.…You!” screamed the zealot with the sword, pointing to the prisoner on his left. “You flew back this afternoon. You were in Kowloon last night. Last night! The Kai-tak! We were betrayed last night at the Kai-tak!” The orator walked ominously out of the light of the torches to the two petrified men kneeling in front. “Your devotion to money transcends your devotion to our cause,” he intoned like a sorrowful but angry patriarch. “Brothers in blood and brothers in thievery. We’ve known for many weeks now, known because there was so much anxiety in your greed. Your money had to multiply like rodents in putrid sewers, so you went to the criminal triads in Hong Kong. How enterprising, industrious, and how grossly stupid! You think certain triads are unknown to us or we to them? You think there are not areas where our interests might converge? You think they have less loathing for traitors than we do?”


  The two bound brothers groveled in the dirt, rising to their knees in supplication, shaking their heads in denial. Their muted cries were pleas to be heard, to be allowed to speak. The orator approached the prisoner on his left and yanked the gag downward, the rope scraping the man’s flesh.


  “We betrayed no one, great sir!” he shrieked. “I betrayed no one! I was at the Kai-tak, yes, but only in the crowds. To observe, sir! To be filled with joy!”


  “To whom did you speak?”


  “No one, great sir! Oh, yes, the clerk. To confirm my flight for the next morning, sir, that was all, I swear on the spirits of our ancestors. My young brother’s and mine, sir.”


  “The money. What about the money you stole?”


  “Not stole, great sir. I swear it! We believed in our proud hearts—hearts made proud by our cause—that we could use the money to advantage for the true China! Every yuan of profit was to be returned to the cause!”


  The crowd thundered its response. Derisive catcalls were hurled at the prisoners; dual thematic fugues of treachery and theft filled the glen. The orator raised his arms for silence. The voices trailed off.


  “Let the word be spread,” he said slowly with gathering force. “Those of our growing band who might harbor thoughts of betrayal be warned. There is no mercy in us, for none was shown us. Our cause is righteous and pure and even thoughts of treachery are an abomination. Spread the word. You don’t know who we are or where we are—whether a bureaucrat in a ministry or a member of the security police. We are nowhere and we are everywhere. Those who waver and doubt are dead.… The trial of these poisonous dogs is over. It’s up to you, my children.”


  The verdict was swift and unanimous: guilty on the first count, probable on the second. The sentence: one brother would die, the other would live, to be escorted south to Hong Kong, where the money would be retrieved. The choice was to be decided by the age-old ritual of yi zang li, literally “one funeral.” Each man was given an identical knife with blades that were serrated and razor-sharp. The area of combat was a circle, the diameter ten paces. The two brothers faced each other and the savage ritual began as one made a desperate lunge and the other sidestepped away from the attack, his blade lacerating the attacker’s face.


  The duel within the deadly circle, as well as the audience’s primitive reactions to it, covered whatever noise Bourne made in his decision to move quickly. He raced down through the underbrush, snapping branches and slashing away the webbed reeds of high grass, until he was twenty feet behind the tree where the assassin was standing. He would return and move closer, but first there was d’Anjou. Echo had to know he was there.


  The Frenchman and the last male Chinese prisoner were off to the right of the circle, the guards flanking them. Jason crept forward as the crowd roared insults and encouragement at the gladiators. One of the combatants, both now covered with blood, had delivered a near-fatal blow with his knife, but the life he wanted to end would not surrender. Bourne was no more than eight or nine feet from d’Anjou; he felt around the ground and picked up a fallen branch. With another roar from the crazed audience he snapped it twice. From the three sections he held in his hand he stripped the foliage and reduced the bits of wood into manageable sticks. He took aim and hurled the first end over end, keeping the trajectory low. It fell short of the Frenchman’s legs. He threw the second; it struck the back of Echo’s knees! D’Anjou nodded his head twice to acknowledge Delta’s presence. Then the Frenchman did a strange thing. He began moving his head slowly back and forth. Echo was trying to tell him something. Suddenly, d’Anjou’s left leg collapsed and he fell to the ground. He was yanked up harshly by the guard on his right, but the man’s concentration was on the bloody battle taking place within the one-funeral circle.


  Again Echo shook his head slowly, deliberately, finally holding it steady and staring to his left, his gaze on the assassin who had moved away from the tree to watch the deadly combat. And then he turned his head once more, now directing his stare at the maniac with the sword.


  D’Anjou collapsed again, this time struggling to his feet before the guard could touch him. As he rose he moved his thin shoulders back and forth. And breathing deeply, Bourne closed his eyes in the only brief moment of grief he could permit himself. The message was clear. Echo was taking himself out, telling Delta to go after the assassin—and while doing so, to kill the evangelical butcher. D’Anjou knew he was too battered, too weak to be any part of an escape. He would only be an impediment, and the impostor came first…Marie came first. Echo’s life was over. But he would have his bonus in the maniacal butcher’s death, the zealot who would surely take his life.


  A deafening scream filled the glen; the crowd was abruptly silent. Bourne snapped his head to the left, where he could see beyond the edge of the row of onlookers. What he saw was as sickening as what he had seen during the past violent minutes. The messianic orator had sunk his ceremonial sword in the neck of a combatant; he pulled it out as the bloodied corpse rattled in death and sprawled on the ground. The minister of killing raised his head and spoke. “Surgeon!”


  “Yes, sir?” said a voice from the crowd.


  “Tend to the survivor. Mend him as best you can for his imminent journey south. If I’d let this continue, both would be dead and our money gone. These close-knit families bring years of hostility to the yi zang li. Take his brother away and throw him into the swamps with the others. All will be sweet carrion for the more aggressive birds.”


  “Yes, sir.” A man with a black medicine bag stepped forward into the dirt-ringed circle as the dead body was hauled away and a stretcher appeared out of the darkness from the far end of the crowd. Everything had been planned, everything considered. The doctor administered a hypodermic into the arm of the moaning, blood-covered brother, who was carried out of the circle of brotherly death. Wiping his sword with a fresh silk cloth, the orator nodded his head in the direction of the two remaining prisoners.


  Stunned, Bourne watched as the Chinese beside d’Anjou calmly undid his bound wrists and reached up to the back of his neck, untying the supposedly strangling strip of cloth and rope that supposedly kept his gaping mouth incapable of any sound but throated moans. The man walked over to the orator and spoke in a raised voice, addressing both his leader and the crowd of followers. “He says nothing and he reveals nothing, yet his Chinese is fluent and he had every opportunity to speak to me before we boarded the truck and the gags were in place. Even then I communicated with him by loosening my own, offering to do the same for him. He refused. He is obstinate and corruptly brave, but I am sure he knows what he will not tell us.”


  “Tong ku, tong ku!” Wild shouts came from the crowd, demanding torture. To these were added instructions narrowing the area for pain to be inflicted to the testicles of the Occidental.


  “He is old and frail and will collapse into unconsciousness, as he has done before,” insisted the false prisoner. “Therefore I suggest the following, with our leader’s permission.”


  “If there’s a chance of success, whatever you wish,” said the orator.


  “We have offered him his freedom in exchange for the information, but he does not trust us. He’s been dealing with the Marxists too long. I propose taking our reluctant ally to the Beijing airport and using my position to secure him passage on the next plane to Kai-tak. I will clear him through immigration, and all he must do before boarding with his ticket is give me the information. Where is there a greater show of trust? We will be in the midst of our enemies, and if his conscience is so offended, all he has to do is raise his voice. He has seen and heard more than any person who ever walked away from us alive. We might in time become true allies, but first there must be trust.”


  The orator studied the provocateur’s face, then shifted his gaze to d’Anjou, who stood erect, peering out of his swollen eyes, listening without expression. Then the man with the bloodstained sword turned and addressed the assassin by the tree, suddenly speaking in English. “We have offered to spare this insignificant manipulator if he tells us where his comrade can be found. Do you agree?”


  “The Frenchman will lie to you!” said the killer in a clipped British accent, stepping forward.


  “To what purpose?” asked the orator. “He has his life, his freedom. He has little or no regard for others, his entire dossier is proof of that.”


  “I’m not sure,” said the Englishman. “They worked together in an outfit called Medusa. He talked about it all the time. There were rules—codes, you might call them. He’ll lie.”


  “The infamous Medusa was made up of human refuse, men who would kill their brothers in the field if it could save their own lives.”


  The assassin shrugged. “You asked for my opinion,” he said. “That’s it.”


  “Let us ask the one to whom we are prepared to offer mercy.” The orator reverted to Mandarin, issuing orders, as the assassin returned to the tree and lit a cigarette. D’Anjou was brought forward. “Untie his hands; he’s not going anywhere. And remove the rope from his mouth. Let him be heard. Show him we can extend…trust, as well as less attractive aspects of our nature.”


  D’Anjou shook his hands at his sides, then raised his right and massaged his mouth. “Your trust is as compassionate and convincing as your treatment of prisoners,” he said in English.


  “I forgot.” The orator raised his eyebrows. “You understand us, don’t you?”


  “Somewhat more than you think,” replied Echo.


  “Good. I prefer speaking English. In a sense, this is between us, isn’t it?”


  “There’s nothing between us. I try never to deal with madmen, they’re so unpredictable.” D’Anjou glanced over at the assassin by the tree. “I’ve made mistakes, of course. But somehow I think one will be rectified.”


  “You can live,” said the orator.


  “For how long?”


  “Longer than tonight. The remainder is up to you, your health and your abilities.”


  “No, it’s not. It’s all ended when I walk off that plane in Kai-tak. You won’t miss as you did last evening. There’ll be no security forces, no bulletproof limousines, just one man walking in or out of the terminal, and another with a silenced pistol or a knife. As your rather unconvincing fellow ‘prisoner’ of mine put it, I’ve been here tonight. I’ve seen, I’ve heard, and what I’ve seen and heard marks me for death.… Incidentally, if he wonders why I didn’t confide in him, tell him he was far too obvious, too anxious. And that suddenly loosened mouthpiece. Really! He could never become a pupil of mine. Like you, he has unctuous words, but he’s fundamentally stupid.”


  “Like me?”


  “Yes, and there’s no excuse for you. You’re a well-educated man, a world traveler—it’s in your speech. Where did you matriculate? Was it Oxford? Cambridge?”


  “The London School of Economics,” said Sheng Chou Yang, unable to stop himself.


  “Well put—the old school tie, as the English say. Yet for all of that you’re hollow. A clown. You’re not a scholar, not even a student, only a zealot with no sense of reality. You’re a fool.”


  “You dare say this to me?”


  “Fengzi,” said Echo, turning to the crowd. “Shenjing bing!” he added, laughing, explaining that he was conversing with a crazy corkscrew.


  “Stop that!”


  “Wei shemme?” continued the enfeebled Frenchman, asking Why?—including the crowd as he spoke in Chinese. “You’re taking these people to their oblivion because of your lunatic theories of changing lead into gold! Piss into wine! But as that unfortunate woman said—whose gold, whose wine? Yours or theirs?” D’Anjou swept his hand toward the crowd.


  “I warn you!” cried Sheng in English.


  “You see!” shouted Echo hoarsely, weakly in Mandarin. “He will not talk with me in your language! He hides from you! This spindly-legged little man with the big sword—is it to make up for what he lacks elsewhere? Does he hack women with his blade because he has no other equipment and can do nothing else with them? And look at that balloon head with the foolish flat top—”


  “Enough!”


  “—and the eyes of a screeching, disobedient, ugly child! As I say, he’s nothing more than a crazy corkscrew. Why give him your time? He’ll give you only piss in return, no wine at all!”


  “I’d stop it if I were you,” said Sheng, stepping forward with his sword. “They’ll kill you before I do.”


  “Somehow I doubt that,” answered d’Anjou in English. “Your anger clouds your hearing, Monsieur Windbag. Did you not detect a snicker or two? I did.”


  “Gou le!” roared Sheng Chou Yang, ordering Echo to be silent. “You will give us the information we must have,” he continued, his shrill Chinese the bark of a man accustomed to being obeyed. “The games are finished and we will not tolerate you any longer! Where is the killer you brought from Macao?”


  “Over there,” said d’Anjou casually, gesturing his head toward the assassin.


  “Not him! The one who came before. This madman you called back from the grave to avenge you! Where is your rendezvous? Where do you meet? Your base here in Beijing, where is it?”


  “There is no rendezvous,” answered Echo, reverting to English. “No base of operations, no plans to meet.”


  “There were plans! You people always concern yourselves with contingencies, emergencies. It’s how you survive!”


  “Survived. Past tense, I fear me.”


  Sheng raised his sword. “You tell us or you die—unpleasantly, monsieur.”


  “I’ll tell you this much. If he could hear my voice, I would explain to him that you are the one he must kill. For you are the man who will bring all Asia to its knees with millions drowning in oceans of their brothers’ blood. He must tend to his own business, I understand that, but I would tell him with my last breath that you must be part of that business! I would tell him to move. Quickly!”


  Mesmerized by d’Anjou’s performance, Bourne winced as if struck. Echo was sending a final signal! Move! Now! Jason reached into his left front pocket and pulled out the contents as he crawled swiftly through the woods beyond the staging area of the savage rituals. He found a large rock rising several feet out of the ground. The air was still behind it and its size more than enough to conceal his work. As he started he could hear d’Anjou’s voice; it was weak and tremulous, but nevertheless defiant. Echo was finding resources within himself not only to face his final moments but also to buy Delta the precious few he needed.


  “…Don’t be hasty, mon général Genghis Khan, or whoever you are. I am an old man and your minions have done their work. As you observed, I’m not going anywhere. On the other hand, I’m not sure I care for where you intend to send me.… We were not clever enough to perceive the trap you set for us. If we had been, we would never have walked into it, so why do you think we were clever enough to agree on a rendezvous?”


  “Because you did walk into it,” said Sheng Chou Yang calmly. “You followed—he followed—the man from Macao into the mausoleum. The madman expected to come out. Your contingencies would include both chaos and a rendezvous.”


  “On the surface your logic might appear unassailable—”


  “Where?” shouted Sheng.


  “My inducement?”


  “Your life!”


  “Oh, yes, you mentioned that.”


  “Your time runs short.”


  “I shall know my time, monsieur!” A last message. Delta understood.


  Bourne struck a match, cupping the flame, and lit the thin wax candle, the fuse embedded an eighth of an inch below the top. He quickly crawled deeper into the woods, unraveling the string attached to the succeeding double rolls of fireworks. He reached the end and started back toward the tree.


  “…What guarantee do I have for my life?” persisted Echo, perversely enjoying himself, a master of chess plotting his own inevitable death.


  “The truth,” replied Sheng. “It’s all you need.”


  “But my former pupil tells you that I’ll lie—as you have lied so consistently this evening.” D’Anjou paused and repeated his statement in Mandarin. “Liao jie?” he said to the onlookers, asking if they understood.


  “Stop that!”


  “You repeat yourself incessantly. You really must learn to control it. It’s such a tiresome habit.”


  “And my patience is at an end! Where is your madman?”


  “In your line of work, mon général, patience is not only a virtue but a necessity.”


  “Hold it!” shouted the assassin, springing away from the tree, astonishing everyone. “He’s stalling you! He’s playing with you. I know him!”


  “For what reason?” asked Sheng, his sword poised.


  “I don’t know,” said the British commando. “I just don’t like it, and that’s reason enough for me!”


  Ten feet behind the tree, Delta looked at the radium dial of his watch, concentrating on the second hand. He had timed the burning candle in the car, and the time was now. Closing his eyes, pleading with something he could not understand, he grabbed a handful of earth and hurled it high to the right of the tree, arcing it farther to the right of d’Anjou. When he heard the first drops of the shower, Echo raised his voice to the loudest roar he could command.


  “Deal with you?” he screamed. “I would as soon deal with the archangel of darkness! I may yet have to, but then again I may not, for a merciful God will know that you have committed sins beyond any I have approached, and I leave this earth wanting only to take you with me! Your obscene brutality aside, mon général, you are a fatuous, hollow bore, a cruel joke on your people! Come die with me, General Dung!”


  With his final words, d’Anjou flung himself at Sheng Chou Yang, clawing at his face, spitting into the wide, astonished eyes. Sheng leaped back, swinging the ceremonial sword, slashing the blade into the Frenchman’s head. Mercifully quick, it was over for Echo.


  It began! A staccato burst of fireworks filled the glen, resounding through the woods, swelling in intensity as the stunned crowd reacted in shock. Men threw themselves to the ground, others scrambled behind trees and into the underbrush, yelling in panic, frightened for their lives.


  The assassin lurched behind the tree trunk, crouching, a weapon in his hand. Bourne, with the silencer affixed to his gun, strode up to the killer and stood over him. He took aim and fired, blowing the weapon out of the assassin’s hand, the flesh between the commando’s thumb and forefinger erupting in blood. The killer spun around, his eyes wide, his mouth gaping in shock. Jason fired again, now creasing the assassin’s cheekbone.


  “Turn around!” ordered Bourne, shoving the barrel of his gun into the commando’s left eye. “Now, grab the tree! Grab it! Both arms, tight, tighter!” Jason rammed the weapon into the back of the killer’s neck as he peered around the trunk. Several of the torches that were stuck in the ground had been ripped up, their flames extinguished.


  Another series of explosions came from deeper within the woods. Panicked men began to fire their guns in the direction of sounds. The assassin’s leg moved! Then his right hand! Bourne fired two shots directly into the tree; the bullets seared the wood, shattering the bark less than an inch from the commando’s skull. He gripped the trunk, his body still, rigid.


  “Keep your head to the left!” said Jason harshly. “You move once more and it’s blown away!” Where was he? Where was the killer maniac with the sword? Delta owed that much to Echo. Where…there! The man with the fanatical eyes was rising from the ground, looking everywhere at once, shouting orders to those near him and demanding a weapon. Jason stepped away from the tree and raised his gun. The zealot’s head stopped moving. Their eyes met. Bourne fired just as Sheng pulled a guard in front of him. The soldier arched backward, his neck snapping under the impact of the bullets. Sheng held on to the body, using it as a shield, as Jason fired twice more, jolting the guard’s corpse. He could not do it! Whoever the maniac was, he was covered by a dead soldier’s body! Delta could not do what Echo had told him to do! General Dung would survive! I’m sorry, Echo! No time! Move! Echo was gone.… Marie!


  The assassin shifted his head, trying to see. Bourne squeezed the trigger. Bark exploded in the killer’s face and he whipped his hands up to his eyes, then shook his head, blinking to regain his vision.


  “Get up!” ordered Jason, gripping the assassin’s throat and pivoting the commando toward the path he had broken through the underbrush as he raced down into the glen. “You’re coming with me!”


  A third series of fireworks, deeper still in the woods, exploded in rapid, overlapping bursts. Sheng Chou Yang screamed hysterically, commanding his followers to go in two directions—toward the vicinity of the tree and after the detonating sounds. The explosions stopped as Bourne propelled his prisoner into the brush, ordering the killer to lie prone, Jason’s foot on the back of his neck. Bourne crouched, feeling the ground; he picked up three rocks and threw them in the air one after another past the men searching the area around the tree, each rock thrown farther away. The diversion had its effect.


  “Nali!”


  “Shu ner!”


  “Bu! Caodi ner!”


  They began moving forward, weapons at the ready. Several rushed ahead, plunging into the overgrowth. Others joined them as the fourth and last cannonade of fireworks burst forth. In spite of the distance the reports were as loud or louder than the previous explosions. It was the final stage, the climax of the display, longer and more booming than the explosions preceding it.


  Delta knew that time was now measured in minutes, and if ever a forest was a friend, this one had to be now. In moments, perhaps seconds, men would find the hollow shells of exploded fireworks strewn on the ground and the tactical distraction would be exposed. A massive, hysterical race for the gate would follow.


  “Move!” ordered Bourne, grabbing the assassin’s hair, pulling him to his feet, and shoving him forward. “Remember, you bastard, there isn’t a trick you’ve learned I haven’t perfected, and that makes up for a certain difference in our ages! You look the wrong way, you’ve got two bullet holes for eye sockets. Move out!”


  As they raced up the broken path through the wooded glen, Bourne reached into his pocket and pulled out a handful of shells. While the assassin ran in front of him, breathlessly rubbing his eyes and wiping away the blood from his cheek, Jason removed the clip from his automatic, replaced his full complement of bullets, and cracked the magazine back into place. Hearing the sound of a weapon being dismantled, the commando whipped his head around but realized he was too late; the gun was already reassembled. Bourne fired, grazing the killer’s ear. “I warned you,” he said, breathing loud but steadily. “Where do you want it? In the center of your forehead?” He leveled the automatic in front of him.


  “Good Christ, that butcher was right!” cried the British commando holding his ear. “You are a madman!”


  “And you’re dead unless you move. Faster!”


  They reached the corpse of the guard who had been posted on the narrow path leading down to the deep glen. “Go to the right!” ordered Jason.


  “Where, for Christ’s sake? I can’t see!”


  “There’s a path. You’ll feel the space. Move!”


  Once on the bird sanctuary’s series of dirt thoroughfares, Bourne kept jamming his automatic into the assassin’s spine, forcing the killer to run faster, faster! For a moment David Webb returned, and a grateful Delta acknowledged him. Webb was a runner, a ferocious runner, for reasons that went back in time and tortured memories past Jason Bourne to the infamous Medusa. Racing feet and sweat and the wind against his face made living each day easier for David, and at the moment Jason Bourne was breathing hard but nowhere near as breathlessly as the younger, stronger assassin.


  Delta saw the glow of light in the sky—the gate was at the end of a field and past three dark, twisting paths. No more than half a mile! He fired a shot between the commando’s churning legs. “I want you to run faster!” he said, imposing control on his voice, making it seem that the strenuous movement had minor effect on him.


  “Jesus, I can’t! I’ve got no wind left!”


  “Find it,” commanded Jason.


  Suddenly, in the distance behind them they heard the hysterical shouts of men ordered by their maniacal leader back to the gate, told to find and kill an intruder so dangerous that their very lives and fortunes were hanging in the balance. The jagged, paper remnants of fireworks had been found; a radio had been activated with no response from a gatehouse. Find him! Stop him! Kill him!


  “If you have any ideas, Major, forget them!” yelled Bourne.


  “Major?” said the commando, barely able to speak, as he kept running.


  “You’re an open book to me, and what I’ve read makes me sick! You watched d’Anjou die like a slaughtered pig. You grinned, you bastard.”


  “He wanted to die! He wanted to kill me!”


  “I’ll kill you if you stop running. But before I do, I’ll slice you up from your balls to your throat so slowly you’ll wish you’d gone with the man who created you.”


  “Where’s my choice? You’ll kill me anyway!”


  “Maybe I won’t. Ponder it. Maybe I’m saving your life. Think about it!”


  The assassin ran faster. They raced through the final dark path, running into the open space of the floodlit gate.


  “The parking lot!” shouted Jason. “The far right end!” Bourne stopped. “Hold it!” The bewildered assassin stood still in his tracks. Jason took out his penlight, then aimed his automatic. As he walked up to the killer’s back he fired five shots, missing with one. The floodlights exploded; the gate fell into darkness and Bourne rammed the gun into the base of the commando’s skull. He turned on the penlight, shining it into the side of the assassin’s face. “The situation is in hand, Major,” he said. “The operation proceeds. Move, you son of a bitch!”


  Racing across the darkened parking lot, the killer stumbled, sprawling prone on the gravel. Jason fired twice in the glow of the penlight; the bullets ricocheted away from the commando’s head. He got to his feet and continued running past the cars and the truck to the end of the lot.


  “The fence!” cried Bourne in a loud whisper. “Head over to it.” At the edge of the gravel he gave another order. “Get on your hands and knees—look straight ahead! You turn around, I’m the last thing you’ll see. Now, crawl!” The assassin reached the broken opening in the fence. “Start through it,” said Jason, once more reaching into his pocket for shells and quietly removing the automatic’s magazine. “Stop!” he whispered when the psychotic former commando was halfway through. He replaced the expended bullets in the darkness and cracked the magazine into its chamber. “Just in case you were counting,” he said. “Now get through there and crawl two lengths away from the fence. Hurry up!”


  As the assassin scrambled under the bent wire, Bourne crouched and surged through the opening inches behind him. Expecting otherwise, the commando whipped around, rising to his knees. He was met by the beam of the penlight, the glow illuminating the weapon leveled at his head. “I’d have done the same,” said Jason, getting to his feet. “I’d have thought the same. Now go back to the fence, reach under, and yank that section back into place. Quickly!”


  The killer did as he was told, straining as he pulled the thick wire mesh down. At the three-quarter mark Bourne spoke. “That’s enough. Get up and walk past me with your hands behind your back. Go straight ahead, shouldering your way through the branches. My light’s on your hands. If you unclasp them I’ll kill you. Am I clear?”


  “You think I’d snap a limb back in your face?”


  “I would.”


  “You’re clear.”


  They reached the road in front of the eerily dark gate. The distant shouts were clearer now, the advance party was nearer. “Down the road,” said Jason. “Run!” Three minutes later he snapped on the penlight. “Stop!” he shouted. “That pile of green over there, can you see it?”


  “Where?” asked the breathless assassin.


  “My beam’s on it.”


  “They’re branches, parts of the pine trees.”


  “Pull them away. Hurry up!”


  The commando began throwing the branches aside, in moments revealing the black Shanghai sedan. It was time for the knapsack. Bourne spoke. “Follow my light, to the left of the hood.”


  “To what?”


  “The tree with the white notch on the trunk. See it?”


  “Yes.”


  “Under it, about eighteen inches in front, there’s loose dirt. Beneath there’s a knapsack. Dig it out for me.”


  “Fucking technician, aren’t you.”


  “Aren’t you?”


  Without replying, the sullen killer dug through the dirt and pulled the knapsack out of the ground. With the straps in his right hand, he stepped forward as if to hand the bag to his captor. Then suddenly he swung the knapsack, sweeping it diagonally up toward Jason’s weapon and the penlight as he lunged forward, the fingers of his hands spread like the extended claws of a furious cat.


  Bourne was prepared. It was the precise moment he would have used to gain the advantage, however transient, for it would have given him the seconds he needed to race away into the darkness. He stepped back, smashing the automatic into the assassin’s head as the lunging figure passed him.


  He crashed his knee down into the back of the splayed-out commando, grabbing the assassin’s right arm while clenching the penlight between his teeth.


  “I warned you,” said Jason, yanking the killer up by his right arm. “But I also need you. So instead of your life, we’ll do a little bullet surgery.” He put the barrel of his automatic laterally against the flesh of the assassin’s arm muscle and pulled the trigger.


  “Jesus!” screamed the killer as the spit echoed and blood erupted.


  “No bone was broken,” said Delta. “Only muscle tissue, and now you can forget about using your arm. You’re fortunate that I’m a merciful man. In that knapsack is gauze and tape and disinfectant. You can repair yourself, Major. Then you’re going to drive. You’ll be my chauffeur in the People’s Republic. You see, I’ll be in the backseat with my gun at your head, and I have a map. If I were you, I wouldn’t make a wrong turn.”


  * * *


  Twelve of Sheng Chou Yang’s men raced to the gate, with only four flashlights among them.


  “Wei shemme? Cuo wu!”


  “Mafan! Feng Kuang!”


  “You mao bing!”


  “Wei fan!”


  A dozen screaming voices were raised against the unlit floodlights, blaming everything and everyone from inefficiency to treachery. The gatehouse was checked; the electric switches and the telephone were found to be inoperative, the guard was nowhere in evidence. Several studied the coiled chain around the gate’s lock and issued orders to the others. Since none could get out, they reasoned, the offenders had to be inside the sanctuary.


  “Biao!” shouted the infiltrator who had been d’Anjou’s false prisoner. “Quan bu zai zheli!” he shrieked, telling the others to share the lights and search the parking lot, the surrounding woods, and the swamps beyond. The hunters spread out with guns extended, racing across the parking area in different directions. Seven additional men arrived, only one carrying a flashlight. The false prisoner demanded it and proceeded to explain the situation so as to form another search party. He was countered by objections that one light among them was insufficient for the darkness. In frustration the organizer roared a series of profanities, ascribing incredible stupidity to everyone but himself.


  The dancing flames of torches grew brighter as the last of the conspirators arrived from the glen, led by the striding figure of Sheng Chou Yang, the ceremonial sword swinging at his side in its belted scabbard. He was shown the coiled chain and apprised of the circumstances by the infiltrator.


  “You’re not thinking correctly,” said Sheng, exasperated. “Your approach is wrong! That chain was not placed there by one of our people to keep the criminal or criminals inside. Instead, it was put there by the offender or the offenders to delay us, to keep us inside!”


  “But there are too many obstacles—”


  “Studied and considered!” Shouted Sheng Chou Yang. “Must I repeat myself? These people are survivors. They stayed alive in that criminal battalion called Medusa because they considered everything! They climbed out!”


  “Impossible,” protested the younger man. “The top pipe and the extended panel of barbed wire are electrified, sir. Any weight in excess of thirty pounds activates them. That way the birds and animals are not electrocuted.”


  “Then they found the source of the current and shut it off!”


  “The switches are inside, and at least seventy-five meters from the gate concealed in the ground. Even I’m not sure where they are.”


  “Send someone up,” ordered Sheng.


  The subordinate looked around. Twenty feet away two men were talking quietly, rapidly, to each other, and it was doubtful either had heard the heated conversation. “You!” said the young leader, pointing to the man on the left.


  “Sir?”


  “Scale the fence!”


  “Yes, sir!” The lesser subordinate ran to the fence and leaped up, his hands gripping the open, crisscrossing squares of wire mesh, as his feet worked furiously below. He reached the top pipe and started over the angled panel of coiled barbed wire. “Aiyaaa!”


  A shattering cascade of static was accompanied by blinding, blue-white bolts of fired electricity. His body rigid, his hair and eyebrows singed to their roots, the climber fell backward, hitting the earth with the impact of a heavy flat rock. Flashlight beams converged. The man was dead.


  “The truck!” screamed Sheng. “This is idiocy! Bring out the truck and break through! Do as I say! Instantly!”


  Two men raced into the parking lot and within seconds the roar of the truck’s powerful engine filled the night. The gears whined as the reverse was found. The heavy truck lurched backward, its whole chassis shaking violently until it came to a sudden, leaden stop. The deflated tires spun, smoke curling up from the burning rubber. Sheng Chou Yang stared in growing apprehension and fury.


  “The others!” he shrieked. “Start the others! All of them!”


  One by one the vehicles were started, and one after another each lurched in reverse only to rattle and groan, sinking into the gravel, unable to move. In a frenzy, Sheng ran up to the gate, pulled out a gun, and fired twice into the coiled chain. A man on his right screamed, holding his bleeding forehead, as he fell to the ground. Sheng raised his face to the dark sky and screamed a primeval roar of protest. He yanked out his ceremonial sword and began crashing it repeatedly down on the chained lock of the gate. It was an exercise in futility.


  The blade broke.


  



  CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHT


  



  “There’s the house, the one with the high stone wall,” said CIA Case Officer Matthew Richards as he drove the car up the hill in Victoria Peak. “According to our information, there are marines all over the place, and it won’t do me any goddamned good being seen with you.”


  “I gather you want to owe me a few more dollars,” said Alex Conklin, leaning forward and peering through the windshield. “It’s negotiable.”


  “I just don’t want to be involved, for Christ’s sake! And dollars I haven’t got.”


  “Poor Matt, sad Matt. You take things too literally.”


  “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”


  “I’m not sure I do, either, but drive by the house as if you were going to somebody else’s place. I’ll tell you when to stop and let me out.”


  “You will?”


  “Under conditions. Those are the dollars.”


  “Oh, shit.”


  “They’re not hard to take and I may not even call them in. The way I see it now, I’ll want to stay on ice and out of sight. In other words, I want a man inside. I’ll call you several times a day asking you if our lunch or dinner dates are still on, or whether I’ll see you at the Happy Valley Race—”


  “Not there,” interrupted Richards.


  “All right, the Wax Museum—anything that comes to mind, except the track. If you say ‘No, I’m busy,’ I’ll know I’m not being closed in on. If you say ‘Yes,’ I’ll get out.”


  “I don’t even know where the hell you’re staying! You told me to pick you up on the corner of Granville and Carnarvon.”


  “My guess is that your unit will be called in to keep the lines straight and the responsibility where it belongs. The British will insist on it. They’re not going to take a solo fall if D.C. blows it. These are touchy times for the Brits over here, so they’ll cover their colonial asses.”


  They passed the gate. Conklin shifted his gaze and studied the large Victorian entrance.


  “I swear, Alex, I don’t know what you’re talking about.”


  “That’s better yet. Do you agree? Are you my guru inside?”


  “Hell, yes. I can do without the marines.”


  “Fine. Stop here. I’ll get out and walk back. As far as anyone’s concerned I took the tram to the Peak, got a cab to the wrong house, and made my way to the right address only a couple of hundred feet down the road. Are you happy, Matt?”


  “Ecstatic,” said the case officer, scowling, as he braked the car.


  “Get a good night’s sleep. It’s been a long time since Saigon, and we all need more rest as we get older.”


  “I heard you were a lush. It’s not true, is it?”


  “You heard what we wanted you to hear,” replied Conklin flatly. This time, however, he was able to cross the fingers of both hands before he climbed awkwardly out of the car.


  A brief knock and the door was flung open. Startled, Havilland looked up as Edward McAllister, his face ashen, walked rapidly into the room. “Conklin’s at the gate,” said the undersecretary. “He’s demanding to see you and says he’ll stay there all night if he has to. He also says if it gets chilly, he’ll build a fire in the road to keep warm.”


  “Crippled or not, he hasn’t lost his panache,” said the ambassador.


  “This is totally unexpected,” continued McAllister, massaging his right temple. “We’re not prepared for a confrontation.”


  “It seems we haven’t a choice. That’s a public road out there, and it’s the province of the colony’s Fire Department in the event our neighbors become alarmed.”


  “Surely, he wouldn’t—”


  “Surely, he would,” broke in Havilland. “Let him in. This isn’t only unexpected, it’s extraordinary. He hasn’t had time to assemble his facts or organize an attack that would give him leverage. He’s openly exposing his involvement, and given his background in covert to black operations, he wouldn’t do that lightly. It’s far too dangerous. He, himself, once gave the order for beyond-salvage.”


  “We can presume he’s in touch with the woman,” protested the undersecretary, heading for the telephone on the ambassador’s desk. “That gives him all the facts he needs!”


  “No, it doesn’t. She hasn’t got them.”


  “And you,” said McAllister, his hand on the phone. “How does he know to come to you?”


  Havilland smiled grimly. “All he’d have to hear is that I’m in Hong Kong. Besides, we spoke, and I’m sure he’s put it all together.”


  “But this house?”


  “He’ll never tell us. Conklin’s an old Far East hand, Mr. Undersecretary, and he has contacts we can’t presume to know about. And we won’t know what brings him here unless he’s admitted, will we?”


  “No, we won’t.” McAllister picked up the phone; he dialed three digits. “Officer of the Guard?…Let Mr. Conklin through the gate, search him for a weapon, and escort him yourself to the East Wing office.… He what?…Admit him quickly and put the damn thing out!”


  “What happened?” asked Havilland as the undersecretary hung up the phone.


  “He started a fire on the other side of the road.”


  Alexander Conklin limped into the ornate Victorian room as the marine officer closed the door. Havilland rose from the chair and came around the desk, his hand extended.


  “Mr. Conklin?”


  “Keep your hand, Mr. Ambassador. I don’t want to get infected.”


  “I see. Anger precludes civility?”


  “No, I really don’t want to catch anything. As they say over here, you’re rotten joss. You’re carrying something. A disease, I think.”


  “And what might that be?”


  “Death.”


  “So melodramatic? Come, Mr. Conklin, you can do better than that.”


  “No, I mean it. Less than twenty minutes ago I saw someone killed, cut down in the street with forty or fifty bullets in her. She was blown into the glass doors of her apartment house, her driver shot up in the car. I tell you the place is a mess, blood and glass all over the pavement—”


  Havilland’s eyes were wide with shock, but it was the hysterical voice of McAllister that stopped the CIA man. “Her? She? Was it the woman?”


  “A woman,” said Conklin, turning to the undersecretary, whose presence he had not yet acknowledged. “You McAllister?”


  “Yes.”


  “I don’t want to shake your hand either. She was involved with both of you.”


  “Webb’s wife is dead?” yelled the undersecretary, his whole body paralyzed.


  “No, but thanks for the confirmation.”


  “Good God!” cried the long-standing ambassador of the State Department’s clandestine activities. “It was Staples. Catherine Staples!”


  “Give the man an exploding cigar. And thanks again for the second confirmation. Are you planning to have dinner with the Canadian consulate’s High Commissioner soon? I’d love to be there—just to watch the renowned Ambassador Havilland at work. Gosh and golly, I betcha us low-level types could learn an awful lot.”


  “Shut up, you goddamned fool!” shouted Havilland, crossing behind the desk and plummeting into his chair; he leaned back, his eyes closed.


  “That’s the one thing I’m not going to do,” said Conklin, stepping forward, his clubbed foot pounding the floor. “You are accountable…sir!” The CIA man leaned over, gripping the edge of the desk. “Just as you’re accountable for what’s happened to David and Marie Webb! Who the fuck do you think you are? And if my language offends you, sir, look up the derivation of the offending word. It comes from a term in the Middle Ages meaning to plant a seed in the ground, and in a way that’s your specialty! Only in your case they’re rotten seeds—you dig in clean dirt and turn it into filth. Your seeds are lies and deception. They grow inside of people, turning them into angry and frightened puppets, dancing on your strings to your goddamned scenarios! I repeat, you aristocratic son of a bitch, who the fuck do you think you are?”


  Havilland half opened his lidded eyes and leaned forward. His expression was that of an old man willing to die, if only to remove the pain. But those same eyes were alive with a cold fury that saw things others could not see. “Would it serve your argument if I said to you that Catherine Staples said essentially the same thing to me?”


  “Serves it and completes it!”


  “Yet she was killed because she joined forces with us. She didn’t like doing that, but in her judgment there was no alternative.”


  “Another puppet?”


  “No. A human being with a first-rate mind and a wealth of experience who understood what faced us. I mourn her loss—and the manner of her death—more than you can imagine.”


  “Is it her loss, sir or is it the fact that your holy operation was penetrated?”


  “How dare you?” Havilland, his voice low and cold, rose from the chair and stared at the CIA man. “It’s a little late for you to be moralizing, Mr. Conklin. Your lapses have been all too apparent in the areas of deception and ethics. If you’d had your way, there’d be no David Webb, no Jason Bourne. You put him beyond-salvage, no one else did. You planned his execution and nearly succeeded.”


  “I’ve paid for that lapse. Christ, how I’ve paid for it!”


  “And I suspect you’re still paying for it, or you wouldn’t be in Hong Kong now,” said the ambassador, nodding his head slowly, the coldness leaving his voice. “Lower your cannons, Mr. Conklin, and I’ll do the same. Catherine Staples really did understand, and if there’s any meaning in her death, let’s try to find it.”


  “I haven’t the vaguest idea where to start looking.”


  “You’ll be given chapter and verse…just as Staples was.”


  “Maybe I shouldn’t hear it.”


  “I have no choice but to insist that you do.”


  “I guess you weren’t listening. You’ve been penetrated! The Staples woman was killed because it was assumed she had information that called for her to be taken out. In short, the mole who’s bored his way in here saw her in a meeting or meetings with both of you. The Canadian connection was made, the order given, and you let her walk around without protection!”


  “Are you afraid for your life?” asked the ambassador.


  “Constantly,” replied the CIA man. “And right now I’m also concerned with someone else’s.”


  “Webb’s?”


  Conklin paused, studying the old diplomat’s face. “If what I believe is true,” he said quietly. “There’s nothing I can do for Delta that he can’t do better for himself. But if he doesn’t make it, I know what he’d ask me to do. Protect Marie. And I can do that best by fighting you, not listening to you.”


  “And how do you propose fighting me?”


  “The only way I know how. Down and very dirty. I’ll spread the word in all those dark corners in Washington that this time you’ve gone too far, you’ve lost your grip, maybe at your age even looney. I’ve got Marie’s story, Mo Panov’s—”


  “Morris Panov?” interrupted Havilland cautiously. “Webb’s psychiatrist?”


  “You get another cigar. And, last of all, my own contribution. Incidentally, to jog your memory, I’m the only one who talked to David before he came over here. All together, including the slaughter of a Canadian foreign service officer, they’d make interesting reading—as affidavits, carefully circulated, of course.”


  “By so doing you’d jeopardize everything.”


  “Your problem, not mine.”


  “Then, again, I’d have no choice,” said the ambassador, ice once more in his eyes and in his voice. “As you issued an order for beyond-salvage, I’d be forced to do the same. You wouldn’t leave here alive.”


  “Oh, my God!” whispered McAllister from across the room.


  “That’d be the dumbest thing you could do,” said Conklin, his eyes locked with Havilland’s. “You don’t know what I’ve left behind or with whom. Or what’s released if I don’t make contact by a certain time with certain people and so on. Don’t underestimate me.”


  “We thought you might resort to that kind of tactic,” said the diplomat, walking away from the CIA man as if dismissing him, and returning to his chair. “You also left something else behind, Mr. Conklin. To put it kindly, perhaps accurately, you were known to have a chronic illness called alcoholism. In anticipation of your imminent retirement, and in recognition of your long-past accomplishments, no disciplinary measures were taken, but neither were you given any responsibility. You were merely tolerated, a useless relic about to go to pasture, a drunk whose paranoid outbursts were the talk and concern of your colleagues. Whatever might surface from whatever source would be categorized and substantiated as the incoherent ramblings of a crippled, psychopathic alcoholic.” The ambassador leaned back in the chair, his elbow resting on the arm, the long fingers of his right hand touching his chin. “You are to be pitied, Mr. Conklin, not censured. The dovetailing of events might be dramatized by your suicide—”


  “Havilland!” cried McAllister, stunned.


  “Rest easy, Mr. Undersecretary,” said the diplomat. “Mr. Conklin and I know where we’re coming from. We’ve both been there before.”


  “There’s a difference,” objected Conklin, his gaze never wavering from Havilland’s eyes. “I never took any pleasure from the game.”


  “You think I do?” The telephone rang. Havilland shot forward, grabbing it. “Yes?” The ambassador listened, frowning, staring at the darkened bay window. “If I don’t sound shocked, Major, it’s because the news reached me a few minutes ago.… No, not the police but a man I want you to meet tonight. Say, in two hours, is that convenient?…Yes, he’s one of us now.” Havilland raised his eyes to Conklin. “There are those who say he’s better than most of us, and I daresay his past service record might bear that out.… Yes, it’s he.… Yes, I’ll tell him…What? What did you say?” The diplomat again looked at the bay window, the frown returning. “They covered themselves quickly, didn’t they? Two hours, Major.” Havilland hung up the phone, both elbows on the table, his hands clasped. He took a deep breath, an exhausted old man gathering his thoughts, about to speak.


  “His name is Lin Wenzu,” said Conklin, startling both Havilland and McAllister. “He’s Crown CI which means MI-Six-oriented, probably Special Branch. He’s Chinese and U.K.-educated and considered about the best Intelligence officer in the territory. Only his size works against him. He’s easily spotted.”


  “Where—?” McAllister took a step toward the CIA man.


  “A little bird, Cock Robin,” said Conklin.


  “A redheaded cardinal, I presume,” said the diplomat.


  “Actually, not anymore,” replied Alex.


  “I see.” Havilland unclasped his hands, lowering his arms on the desk. “He knows who you are, too.”


  “He should. He was part of the detail at the Kowloon station.”


  “He told me to congratulate you, to tell you that your Olympian outraced them. He got away.”


  “He’s sharp.”


  “He knows where to find him but won’t waste the time.”


  “Sharper still. Waste is waste. He told you something else, too, and since I overheard your flattering assessment of my past, would you care to tell me what it was?”


  “Then you’ll listen to me?”


  “Or be carried out in a box? Or boxes? Where’s the option?”


  “Yes, quite true,” said the diplomat. “I’d have to go through with it, you know.”


  “I know you know, Herr General.”


  “That’s offensive.”


  “So are you. What did the major tell you?”


  “A terrorist tong from Macao telephoned the South China News Agency claiming responsibility for the killings. Only, they said the woman was incidental, the driver was the target. As a native member of the hated British secret security arm, he had shot to death one of their leaders on the Wanchai waterfront two weeks ago. The information was correct. He was the protection we assigned to Catherine Staples.”


  “It’s a lie!” shouted Conklin. “She was the target!”


  “Lin says it’s a waste of time to pursue a false source.”


  “Then he knows?”


  “That we’ve been penetrated?”


  “What the hell else?” said the exasperated CIA man.


  “He’s a proud Zhongguo ren and has a brilliant mind. He doesn’t like failure in any form, especially now. I suspect he’s started his hunt.… Sit down, Mr. Conklin. We have things to talk about.”


  “I don’t believe this!” cried McAllister in a deeply emotional whisper. “You talk of killings, of targets, of ‘beyond-salvage’…of a mocked-up suicide—the victim here, talking about his own death—as if you were discussing the Dow-Jones or a restaurant menu! What kind of people are you?”


  “I’ve told you, Mr. Undersecretary,” said Havilland gently. “Men who do what others won’t, or can’t, or shouldn’t. There’s no mystique, no diabolical universities where we were trained, no driving compulsion to destroy. We drifted into these areas because there were voids to fill and the candidates were few. It’s all rather accidental, I suppose. And with repetition you find that either you do or you don’t have the stomach for it—because somebody has to. Would you agree, Mr. Conklin?”


  “This is a waste of time.”


  “No, it’s not,” corrected the diplomat. “Explain to Mr. McAllister. Believe me, he’s valuable and we need him. He has to understand us.”


  Conklin looked at the undersecretary of State, his expression without charity. “He doesn’t need any explanations from me, he’s an analyst. He sees it all as clearly as we do, if not clearer. He knows what the hell is going on down in the tunnels, he just doesn’t want to admit it, and the easiest way to remove himself is to pretend to be shocked. Beware the sanctimonious intellect in any phase of this business. What he gives in brains he takes away with phony recriminations. He’s the deacon in a whore house gathering material for a sermon he’ll write when he goes home and plays with himself.”


  “You were right before,” said McAllister, turning toward the door. “This is a waste of time.”


  “Edward?” Havilland, clearly angry with the crippled CIA man, called out sympathetically to the undersecretary. “We can’t always choose the people we deal with, which is obviously the case now.”


  “I understand,” said McAllister coldly.


  “Study everyone on Lin’s staff,” went on the ambassador. “There can’t be more than ten or twelve who know anything about us. Help him. He’s your friend.”


  “Yes, he is,” said the undersecretary, going out the door.


  “Was that necessary?” snapped Havilland when he and Conklin were alone.


  “Yes, it was. If you can convince me that what you’ve done was the only route you could take—which I doubt—or if I can’t come up with an option that’ll get Marie and David out with their lives, if not their sanity, then I’ll have to work with you. The alternative of beyond-salvage is unacceptable on several grounds, basically personal, but also because I owe the Webbs. Do we agree so far?”


  “We work together, one way or another. Checkmate.”


  “Given the reality, I want that son of a bitch, McAllister, that rabbit, to know where I’m coming from. He’s in as deep as any of us, and that intellect of his had better go down into the filth and come up with every plausibility and every possibility. I want to know whom we should kill—even those marginally important—to cut our losses and get the Webbs out. I want him to know that the only way he can save his soul is to bury it with accomplishment. If we fail, he fails, and he can’t go back teaching Sunday school anymore.”


  “You’re too harsh on him. He’s an analyst, not an executioner.”


  “Where do you think the executioners get their input? Where do we get our input? From whom? The paladins of congressional oversight?”


  “Checkmate, again. You’re as good as they say you were. He’s come up with the breakthroughs. It’s why he’s here.”


  “Talk to me, sir,” said Conklin, sitting in the chair, his back straight, his club foot awkwardly at an angle. “I want to hear your story.”


  “First the woman. Webb’s wife. She’s all right? She’s safe?”


  “The answer to your first question is so obvious I wonder how you can ask it. No, she’s not all right. Her husband’s missing and she doesn’t know whether he’s alive or dead. As to the second, yes, she’s safe. With me, not with you. I can move us around and I know my way around. You have to stay here.”


  “We’re desperate,” pleaded the diplomat. “We need her!”


  “You’ve also been penetrated, that doesn’t seem to sink in. I won’t expose her to that.”


  “This house is a fortress!”


  “All it takes is one rotten cook in the kitchen. One lunatic on a staircase.”


  “Conklin, listen to me! We picked up a passport check—everything fits. It’s him, we know it. Webb’s in Peking. Now! He wouldn’t have gone in if he wasn’t after the target—the only target. If somehow, God knows how, your Delta comes out with the merchandise and his wife isn’t in place, he’ll kill the one connection we must have! Without it we’re lost. We’re all lost.”


  “So that was the scenario from the beginning. Reductio ad absurdum. Jason Bourne hunts Jason Bourne.”


  “Yes. Painfully simple, but without the escalating complications he never would have agreed. He’d still be in that old house in Maine, poring over his scholarly papers. We wouldn’t have our hunter.”


  “You really are a bastard,” said Conklin slowly, softly, a certain admiration in his voice. “And you were convinced he could still do it? Still handle this kind of Asia the way he did years ago as Delta?”


  “He has physical checkups every three months, it’s part of the government protection program. He’s in superb condition—something to do with his obsessive running, I understand.”


  “Start at the beginning.” The CIA man settled into the chair. “I want to hear it step by step because I think the rumors are true. I’m in the presence of a master bastard.”


  “Hardly, Mr. Conklin,” said Havilland. “We’re all groping. I’ll want your comments, of course.”


  “You’ll get them. Go ahead.”


  “All right. I’ll begin with a name I’m sure you’ll recognize. Sheng Chou Yang. Any comment?”


  “He’s a tough negotiator, and I suspect that underneath his benevolent exterior there’s a ramrod. Still, he’s one of the most reasonable men in Peking. There should be a thousand like him.”


  “If there were, the chances of a Far East holocaust would be a thousand times greater.”


  Lin Wenzu slammed his fist down on the desk, jarring the nine photographs in front of him and making the attached summaries of their dossiers leap off the surface. Which? Which one? Each had been certified through London, each background checked and rechecked and triple-checked; there was no room for error. These were not simply well-schooled Zhongguo ren selected by bureaucratic elimination but the products of an intensive search for the brightest minds in government—and in several cases outside of government—who might be recruited into this most sensitive of services. It had been Lin’s contention that the writing was on the wall—the Great Wall, perhaps—and that a superior special Intelligence force manned by the colony’s own could well be its first line of defense prior to 1997, and, in the event of a takeover, its first line of cohesive resistance afterwards. The British had to relinquish leadership in the area of secret Intelligence operations for reasons that were as clear as they were unpalatable to London: the Occidental could never fully understand the peculiar subtleties of the Oriental mind, and these were not the times to render misleading or poorly evaluated information. London had to know—the West had to know—exactly where things stood…for Hong Kong’s sake, for the sake of the entire Far East.


  Not that Lin believed that his growing task force of Intelligence gatherers was pivotal to policy decisions; he did not. But he believed thoroughly, intensely, that if the colony was to have a Special Branch it should be staffed and run by those who could do the job best, and that did not include veterans, however brilliant, of the European-oriented British secret services. For starters, they all looked alike and were not compatible with either the environment or the language. And after years of work and proven worth, Lin Wenzu had been summoned to London and for three days grilled by unsmiling Far East Intelligence specialists. On the morning of the fourth day, however, the smiles had appeared along with the recommendation that the major be given command of the Hong Kong branch with wide powers of authority. And for a number of years thereafter he had lived up to the commission’s confidence, he knew that. He also knew that now, in the single most vital operation of his professional and personal life, he had failed. There were thirty-eight Special Branch officers in his command, and he had selected nine—hand-picked nine—to be part of this extraordinary, insane operation. Insane until he had heard the ambassador’s extraordinary explanation. The nine were the most exceptional of the thirty-eight-man task force, each capable of assuming command if their leader was taken out; he had written as much in their evaluation reports. And he had failed. One of the hand-picked nine was a traitor.


  It was pointless to restudy the dossiers. Whatever inconsistencies he might find would take too long to unearth, for they—or it—had eluded his own experienced eyes as well as London’s. There was no time for intricate analyses, the painfully slow exploration of nine individual lives. He had only one choice. A frontal assault on each man, and the word “front” was intrinsic to his plan. If he could play the role of a taipan, he could play the part of a traitor. He realized that his plan was not without risk—a risk neither London nor the American, Havilland, would tolerate, but it had to be taken. If he failed, Sheng Chou Yang would be alerted to the secret war against him and his countermoves could be disastrous, but Lin Wenzu did not intend to fail. If failure was written on the northern winds, nothing else would matter, least of all his life.


  The major reached for his telephone. He pushed the button on his console for the radio operator in the computerized communication center of MI6, Special Branch.


  “Yes, sir?” said the voice from the white, sterile room.


  “Who in Dragonfly is still on duty?” asked Lin, naming the elite unit of nine who reported in but never gave explanations.


  “Two, sir. In vehicles three and seven, but I can reach the rest in a few minutes. Five have checked in—they’re at home—and the remaining two have left numbers. One is at the Pagoda Cinema until eleven-thirty, when he’ll return to his flat, but he can be reached by beeper until then. The other is at the Yacht Club in Aberdeen with his wife and her family. She’s English, you know.”


  Lin laughed softly. “No doubt charging the British family’s bill to our woefully inadequate budget from London.”


  “Is that possible, Major? If so, would you consider me for Dragonfly, whatever it is?”


  “Don’t be impertinent.”


  “I’m sorry, sir—”


  “I’m joking, young man. Next week I’ll take you to a fine dinner myself. You do excellent work and I rely on you.”


  “Thank you, sir!”


  “The thanks are mine.”


  “Shall I contact Dragonfly and put out an alert?”


  “You may contact each and every one, but quite the opposite of an alert. They’ve all been overworked, without a clean day off in several weeks. Tell each that, of course, I want any changes of locations to be reported, but unless informed otherwise we’re secure for the next twenty-four hours, and the men in vehicles three and seven may drive them home but not up into the Territories for drinks. Tell them I said they should all get a good night’s sleep, or however they wish to pass the time.”


  “Yes, sir. They’ll appreciate that, sir.”


  “I myself will be wandering around in vehicle four. You may hear from me. Stay awake.”


  “Of course, Major.”


  “You’ve got a dinner coming, young man.”


  “If I may, sir,” said the enthusiastic radio operator, “and I know I speak for all of us. We wouldn’t care to work for anyone but you.”


  “Perhaps two dinners.”


  Parked in front of an apartment house on Yun Ping Road, Lin lifted the microphone out of its cradle below the dashboard. “Radio, it’s Dragonfly Zero.”


  “Yes, sir?”


  “Switch me to a direct telephone line with a scrambler. I’ll know we’re on scrambler when I hear the echo on my part of the call, won’t I?”


  “Naturally, sir.”


  The faint echo pulsated over the line, with the dial tone. The major punched in the numbers; the ringing began and a female voice answered.


  “Yes?”


  “Mr. Zhou. Kuai!” said Lin, his words rushed, telling the woman to hurry.


  “Certainly,” she replied in Cantonese.


  “Zhou here,” said the man.


  “Xun su! Xiao Xi!” Lin spoke in a throated whisper; it was the sound of a desperate man pleading to be heard. “Sheng! Contact instantly! Sapphire is gone!”


  “What? Who is this?”


  The major pressed down the bar and pushed a button to the right of the microphone. The radio operator spoke instantly.


  “Yes, Dragonfly?”


  “Patch into my private line, also on scrambler, and reroute all calls here. Right away! This will be standard procedure until I instruct otherwise. Understood?”


  “Yes, sir,” said a subdued radioman.


  The mobile phone buzzed and Lin picked it up, speaking casually. “Yes?” he answered, feigning a yawn.


  “Major, this is Zhou! I just had a very strange call. A man phoned me—he sounded badly hurt—and told me to contact someone named Sheng. I was to say that Sapphire was gone.”


  “Sapphire?” said the major, suddenly alert. “Say nothing to anyone, Zhou! Damned computers—I don’t know how it happened, but that call was meant for me. This is beyond Dragonfly. I repeat, say nothing to anyone!”


  “Understood, sir.”


  Lin started the car and drove several blocks west to Tanlung Street. He repeated the exercise, and again the call came over his private line.


  “Major?”


  “Yes?”


  “I just got off the phone with someone who sounded like he was dying! He wanted me to…”


  The explanation was the same: a dangerous error had been made, beyond the purview of Dragonfly. Nothing was to be repeated. The order was understood.


  Lin called three more numbers, each time from in front of each recipient’s apartment or boardinghouse. All were negative; each man reached him within moments after a call with his startling news and none had raced outside to a random sterile pay phone. The major knew only one thing for certain. Whoever the infiltrator was, he would not use his home phone to make contact. Telephone bills recorded all numbers dialed, and all bills were submitted for departmental audit. It was a routine containment procedure that was welcomed by the agents. Excess charges were picked up by Special Branch as if they were related to business.


  The two men in vehicles three and seven, having been relieved of duty, had checked in with headquarters by the fifth telephone call. One was at a girlfriend’s house and made it plain that he had no intention of leaving for the next twenty-four hours. He pleaded with the radioman to take all “emergency calls from clients,” telling everyone who tried to reach him that his superiors had sent him to the Antarctic. Negative. It was not the way of a double agent, including the humor. He neither cut himself off nor revealed the whereabouts or the identity of a drop. The second man was, if possible, more negative. He informed headquarters-communications that he was available for any and all problems, major or minor, related or unrelated to Dragonfly, even to answering the phones. His wife had recently given birth to triplets, and he confided in a voice that bordered on panic—according to the radioman—he got more rest on the job than at home. Negative.


  Seven down and seven negative. That left one man at the Pagoda Cinema for another forty minutes, and the other at the Yacht Club in Aberdeen.


  His mobile phone hummed—emphatically, it seemed, or was it his own anxiety? “Yes?”


  “I just received a message for you, sir,” said the radio operator. “‘Eagle to Dragonfly Zero. Urgent. Respond.’”


  “Thank you.” Lin looked at the clock in the center of the dashboard. He was thirty-five minutes late for his appointment with Havilland and the legendary crippled agent from years past, Alexander Conklin. “Young man?” said the major, bringing the microphone back to his lips.


  “Yes, sir?”


  “I have no time for the anxious if somewhat irrelevant ‘Eagle,’ but I don’t wish to offend him. He’ll call again when I don’t respond, and I want you to explain that you’ve been unable to reach me. Of course, when you do, you’ll give me the message immediately.”


  “It will be a delight, Major.”


  “I beg your pardon?”


  “The ‘Eagle’ who called was very disagreeable. He shouted about appointments that should be kept when they were confirmed and that…”


  Lin listened to the secondhand diatribe and made a mental note that if he survived the night he would talk to Edward McAllister about telephone etiquette, especially during emergencies. Sugar brought gentle expressions, salt only grimaces. “Yes, yes, I understand, young man. As our ancestors might say, ‘May the eagle’s beak be caught in its elimination canal.’ Just do as I say, and in the meantime—in fifteen minutes from now—raise our man at the Pagoda Cinema. When he calls in, give him my unlisted fourth-level number and patch it into this frequency, scrambler continuing, of course.”


  “Of course, sir.”


  Lin sped east on Hennessy Road past Southorn Park to Fleming, where he turned south into Johnston and east again on Burrows Street and the Pagoda Cinema. He swerved into the parking lot, taking the spot reserved for the assistant manager. He stuck a police card in the front window, got out, and ran up to the entrance. There were only a few people at the window for the midnight showing of Lust in the Orient, an odd choice for the agent inside. Nevertheless, to avoid calling attention to himself, since he had six minutes to go, he stood behind three men who were waiting in front of the booth. Ninety seconds later he had paid for and received his ticket. He went inside, gave it to the taker, and adjusted his eyes to the darkness and to the pornographic motion picture on the distant screen. It was an odd choice of entertainment for the man he was testing, but he had vowed to himself he would permit no prejudgments, no balancing of one suspect against another.


  It was admittedly difficult in this case, however. Not that he particularly liked the man who was somewhere in that darkened theater, watching along with the feverishly attentive audience the sexual gymnastics of the wooden “actors.” In truth he did not like the man; he simply recognized the fact that he was among the best in his command. The agent was arrogant and unpleasant, but he was also a brave soul whose defection from Beijing was eighteen months in the making, his every hour in the Communist capital a threat to his life. He had been a high-ranking officer in the Security Forces, with access to invaluable Intelligence information. And in a heartrending gesture of sacrifice he had left behind a beloved wife and girl child when he escaped south, protecting them with a charred, bullet-ridden corpse that he made sure was identified as himself—a hero of China shot and then burned by a roving band of hoodlums in the recent crime wave that had swept through the Mainland. Mother and daughter were secure, pensioned by the government, and like all high-level defectors, he was subjected to the most rigorous examinations designed to trap potential infiltrators. Here his arrogance had actually helped him. He had made no attempt to ingratiate himself; he was what he was and he had done what he had done for the good of Mother China. Either the authorities could accept him with all he had to offer or he would look elsewhere. Everything checked, except the well-being of his wife and child. They were not being taken care of in the manner the defector had expected. Therefore money was filtered through to her place of work without explanation. She could be told nothing; if there was the slightest suspicion that her husband was alive, she could be tortured for information she did not possess. The in-depth profile of such a man was not the profile of a double agent, regardless of his taste in films.


  That left the man in Aberdeen, and he was something of a puzzle to Lin. The agent was older than the others, a small man who always dressed impeccably, a logician and former accountant who professed such loyalty that once Lin had almost made him a confidant, but had pulled himself up short when he was close to revealing things he should not reveal. Perhaps because the man was nearer his own age he felt a stronger kinship.… On the other hand, what an extraordinary cover for a mole from Beijing. Married to an Englishwoman, and a member of the rich and social Yacht Club by way of marriage. Everything was in place for him; he was respectability itself. It seemed incredible to Lin that his closest colleague, the man who had imposed such order on his personal life but still wanted to arrest an Australian brawler for causing Dragonfly to lose face, could have been reached by Sheng Chou Yang and corrupted.… No, impossible! Perhaps, thought the major, he should go back and examine further a comical off-duty agent who wanted all clients to be told he was in the Antarctic, or the overworked father of triplets who was willing to answer phones to escape his domestic chores.


  These speculations were not in order! Lin Wenzu shook his head as if ridding his mind of such thoughts. Now. Here. Concentrate! His sudden decision to move came from the sight of a stairway. He walked over to it and climbed the steps to the balcony; the projection room was directly in front of him. He knocked once on the door and went inside, the weight of his body breaking the cheap, thin bolt on the door.


  “Ting zhi!” yelled the projectionist; a woman was on his lap, his hand under her skirt. The young woman leaped away from her perch and turned to the wall.


  “Crown Police,” said the major, showing his identification. “And I mean no harm to either of you, please believe that.”


  “You shouldn’t!” replied the projectionist. “This isn’t exactly a place of worship.”


  “That might be disputed, but it certainly isn’t a church.”


  “We operate with a fully paid license—”


  “You have no argument from me, sir,” interrupted Lin. “The Crown simply needs a favor, and it could hardly be against your interests to provide it.”


  “What is it?” asked the man, getting up, angrily watching the woman slip through the door.


  “Stop the film for, say, thirty seconds and turn up the lights. Announce to the audience that there was a break and that it will be repaired quickly.”


  The projectionist winced. “It’s almost over! There’ll be screaming!”


  “As long as there are lights. Do it!”


  The projector ground down with a whir; the lights came up, and the announcement was made over the loudspeaker. The projectionist was right. Catcalls echoed throughout the motion picture house, accompanied by waving arms and numerous extended third fingers. Lin’s eyes scanned the audience—back and forth, row by row.


  There was his man.… Two men—the agent was leaning forward talking to someone Lin Wenzu had never seen before. The major looked at his watch, then turned to the projectionist. “Is there a public phone downstairs?”


  “When it works, there is. When it isn’t broken.”


  “Is it working now?”


  “I don’t know.”


  “Where is it?”


  “Below the staircase.”


  “Thank you. Start the film again in sixty seconds.”


  “You said thirty!”


  “I’ve changed my mind. And you do enjoy the privileges of a good job because of a license, don’t you?”


  “They’re animals down there!”


  “Put a chair against the door,” said Lin, going outside. “The lock’s broken.”


  In the lobby beneath the staircase the major passed the exposed pay phone. Barely pausing, he yanked the spiral cord out of the box, and proceeded outside to his car, stopping at the sight of a phone booth across the road. He raced over and read the number, instantly memorizing it, and ran back to the car. He climbed into the seat and looked at his watch; he backed up the automobile, drove out into the street, and double-parked several hundred feet beyond the theater’s marquee. He turned his headlights off and watched the entrance.


  A minute and fifteen seconds later the defector from Beijing emerged, looking first to his right, then to his left, obviously agitated. He then looked straight ahead, seeing what he wanted to see, what Lin expected him to see, since the telephone in the theater was not working. It was the phone booth on the other side of the road. Lin dialled as his subordinate ran over to it, spinning into the plastic shell that faced the street. It rang before the man could insert his coins.


  “Xun su! Xiao Xi!” Lin coughed as he whispered. “I knew you would find the phone! Sheng! Contact instantly! Sapphire is gone!” He replaced the microphone, but left his hand on the instrument, expecting to remove it with the agent’s incoming call on his private line.


  It did not come. He turned in his seat and looked back at the open, plastic shell of the pay phone across the road. The agent had dialed another number, but the defector was not speaking to him. There was no need to drive to Aberdeen.


  The major silently got out of the car, walked across the street into the shadows of the far pavement, and started toward the pay phone. He stayed in the relative darkness, moving slowly, calling as little attention to his bulk as he could, cursing, as he often did, the genes that had produced his outsized figure. Remaining well back in the shadows, he approached the phone. The defector was eight feet away, his back to Lin, talking excitedly, exasperation in every sentence.


  “Who is Sapphire? Why this telephone? Why would he reach me?…No, I told you, he used the leader’s name!…Yes, that’s right, his name! No code, no symbol! It was insane!”


  Lin Wenzu heard all he had to hear. He pulled out his service automatic and walked rapidly out of the darkness.


  “The film broke and they turned up the lights! My contact and I were—”


  “Hang up the phone!” ordered the major.


  The defector spun around. “You!” he screamed.


  Lin rushed the man, his immense body crushing the double agent into the plastic shell as he grabbed the phone, smashing it into the metal box. “Enough!” he roared.


  Suddenly, he felt the blade slicing with ice-cold heat into his abdomen. The defector crouched, the knife in his left hand, and Lin squeezed the trigger. The sound of the explosion filled the quiet street as the traitor dropped to the pavement, his throat ripped open by the bullet, blood streaming down his clothes, staining the concrete below.


  “Ni made!” screamed a voice on the major’s left, cursing him. It was the second man, the contact who had been inside the theater talking with the defector. He raised a gun and fired as the major lunged, and Lin’s huge bleeding torso fell into the man like a wall. Flesh blew apart in Lin’s upper right chest, but the killer’s balance was shaken. The major fired his automatic; the man fell clutching his right eye. He was dead.


  Across the street, the pornographic film had ended and the crowd began to emerge on the street, sullen, angry, ungratified. And with what remained of his enormous strength, the badly wounded Lin picked up the bodies of the two dead conspirators and half dragged, half carried them back to his car. A number of people from the Pagoda’s audience watched him with glazed or disinterested stares. What they saw was a reality they could not contend with or comprehend. It was beyond the narrow confines of their fantasies.


  Alex Conklin rose from the chair and limped awkwardly, noisily to the darkened bay window. “What the hell do you want me to say?” he asked, turning and looking at the ambassador.


  “That given the circumstances I took the only road open to me, the only one that would have recruited Jason Bourne.” Havilland held up his hand. “Before you answer, I should tell you in all fairness that Catherine Staples did not agree with me. She felt I should have appealed to David Webb directly. He was, after all, a Far East scholar, an expert who would understand stakes, the tragedy that could follow.”


  “She was nuts,” said Alex. “He would have told you to shove it.”


  “Thank you for that.” The diplomat nodded his head.


  “Just hold it,” Conklin broke in. “He would have said that to you not because he thought you were wrong, but because he didn’t think he could do it. What you did—by taking Marie away from him—was to make him go back and be someone he wanted to forget.”


  “Oh?”


  “You really are one son of a bitch, you son of a bitch.”


  Sirens suddenly erupted, ringing throughout the enormous house and the grounds, as searchlights began spinning through the windows. Gunfire accompanied the sound of smashing metal as tires screeched outside. The ambassador and the CIA man lurched to the floor; in seconds it was all over. Both men got to their feet as the door was crashed open. His chest and stomach drenched in blood, Lin Wenzu staggered in, carrying two dead bodies under his arms.


  “Here is your traitor, sir,” said the major, dropping both corpses. “And a colleague. With these two, I believe we’ve cut off Dragonfly from Sheng—” Wenzu’s eyes rolled upward until the sockets were white. He gasped and fell to the floor.


  “Call an ambulance!” shouted Havilland to the people who had gathered at the door.


  “Get gauze, tape, towels, antiseptic—for Christ’s sake, anything you can find!” yelled Conklin, limping, racing over to the fallen Chinese. “Stop the goddamned bleeding!”


  



  CHAPTER TWENTY-NINE


  



  Bourne sat in the racing shadows of the backseat, the intermittent moonlight bright, creating brief explosions of light and dark inside the automobile. At sudden, irregular, unexpected moments he leaned forward and pressed the barrel of his gun into the back of his prisoner’s neck. “Try crashing off the road and there’s a bullet in your head. Do you understand me?”


  And always there was the same reply, or a variation of it, spoken in a clipped British accent. “I’m not a fool. You’re behind me and you’ve got a weapon and I can’t see you.”


  Jason had ripped the rearview mirror from its bracket, the bolt having cracked easily in his hand. “Then I’m your eyes back here, remember that. I’m also the end of your life.”


  “Understood,” the former officer in the Royal Commandos repeated without expression.


  The government road map spread out on his lap, the penlight cupped in his left hand, the automatic in his right, Bourne studied the roads heading south. As each half hour passed and landmarks were spotted, Jason understood that time was his enemy. Although the assassin’s right arm was effectively immobilized, Bourne knew he was no match for the younger, stronger man in sheer stamina. The concentrated violence of the last three days had taken its toll physically, mentally, and—whether he cared to acknowledge it or not—emotionally, and while Jason Bourne did not have to acknowledge it, David Webb proclaimed it with every fiber of his emotional being. The scholar had to be kept at bay, deep down inside, his voice stilled.


  Leave me alone! You’re worthless to me!


  Every now and then Jason felt the dead weight of his lids closing over his eyes. He would snap them open and abuse some part of his body, pinching hard the soft sensitive flesh of his inner thigh or digging his nails into his lips, to create instant pain so as to dispel the exhaustion. He recognized his condition—only a suicidal fool would not—and there was no time or place to remedy it with an axiom he had stolen from Medusa’s Echo. Rest is a weapon, never forget it. Forget it, Echo…brave Echo…there’s no time for rest, no place to find it.


  And while he accepted his own assessment of himself, he also had to accept his evaluation of his prisoner. The killer was totally alert; his sharpness was in his skill at the wheel, for Jason demanded speed over the strange, unfamiliar roads. It was in his constantly moving head, and it was in his eyes whenever Bourne saw them, and he saw them frequently whenever he directed the assassin to slow down and watch for an off-shooting road on the right or the left. The imposter would turn in the seat—the sight of his so-familiar features always a shock to Jason—and ask whether the road ahead was the one his “eyes” wanted. The questions were superfluous; the former commando was continuously making his own assessment of his captor’s physical and mental condition. He was a trained killer, a lethal machine who knew that survival depended on gaining the advantage over his enemy. He was waiting, watching, anticipating the moment when his adversary’s eyelids might close for that brief instant or when the weapon might suddenly drop to the floor, or his enemy’s head might recline for a second into the comfort of the backseat. These were the signs he was waiting for, the lapses he could capitalize on to violently alter the circumstances. Bourne’s defense, therefore, depended upon his mind, in doing the unexpected so that the psychological balance remained in his favor. How long could it last—could he last?


  Time was his enemy, the assassin in front of him a secondary problem. In his past—that vaguely remembered past—he had handled killers before, manipulated them before, because they were human beings subject to the wiles of his imagination. Christ, it came down to that! So simple, so logical—and he was so tired.… His mind. There was nothing else left! He had to keep thinking, had to keep prodding his imagination and make it do its work. Balance, balance! He had to keep it on his side! Think. Act. Do the unexpected!


  He removed the silencer from his weapon, leveled the gun at the closed right-front window, and pulled the trigger. The explosion was ear-shattering, reverberating throughout the enclosed car, as the glass splintered, blowing out into the rushing night air.


  “What the hell was that for?” screamed the impostor-assassin, clutching the wheel, holding an involuntary swerve in control.


  “To teach you about balance,” answered Jason. “You should understand that I’m unbalanced. The next shot could blow your head away.”


  “You’re a fucking lunatic, that’s what you are!”


  “I’m glad you understand.”


  The map. One of the more civilized things about a PRC road map—and consistent with the quality of its vehicles—was the starred indicators of garages which were open twenty-four hours a day along the major routes. One had only to think of the confusion that might result from military and official transports breaking down to understand the necessity; it was heaven-sent for Bourne.


  “There’s a gas station about four miles down this road,” he said to the assassin—to Jason Bourne, he reflected. “Stop and refill and don’t say a word—which would be foolish if you tried, because you obviously can’t speak the language. You must memorize the few pathetic words you need.”


  “You do speak it?”


  “It’s why I’m the original and you’re the fake.”


  “You can bloody well have it, Mr. Original!”


  Jason fired the gun again, blowing the rest of the window away. “The fake!” he yelled, raising his voice over the sound of the wind. “Remember that.”


  Time was the enemy.


  He took a mental inventory of what he had, and it was not much. Money was his primary ammunition; he had more than a hundred Chinese could make in a hundred lifetimes, but money in itself was not the answer. Only time was the answer. If he had a prayer to get out of the vast land of China, it had to be by air, not on the ground. He would not last that long. Again, he studied the map. It would take thirteen to fifteen hours to reach Shanghai—if the car held up and if he held up, and if they could get by the provincial checkpoints where he knew there would be alarms out for a Westerner, or two Westerners, attempting to pass through. He would be taken—they would be taken. And even if they reached Shanghai, with its relatively lax airport, how many complications might arise?


  There was an option—there were always options. It was crazy and outrageous, but it was the only thing left.


  Time was the enemy. Do it. There is no other choice.


  He circled a small symbol on the outskirts of the city of Jinan. An airport.


  Dawn. Wetness everywhere. The ground, the tall grass, and the metal fence glistened with morning dew. The single runway beyond was a shining black shaft cutting across the close-cropped field, half green with today’s moisture, half dullish brown from the pounding of yesterday’s broiling sun. The Shanghai sedan was far off the airport road, as far off as the assassin could drive it, again concealed by foliage. The impostor was once more immobilized, now by the thumbs. Pressing the gun into his right temple, Jason had ordered the assassin to wind the spools of wire into double slipknots around each thumb, and then he had snapped the spools away with his cutter, run the wire back and coiled the two remaining strands tightly around the killer’s wrists. As the commando discovered, with any slight pressure, such as twisting or separating his hands, the wire dug deeper into his flesh.


  “If I were you,” said Bourne, “I’d be careful. Can you imagine what it would be like having no thumbs? Or if your wrists were cut?”


  “Fucking technician!”


  “Believe it.”


  Across the airfield a light was turned on in a one-story building with a row of small windows along the side. It was a barracks of sorts, simple in design and functional. Then there were other lights—naked bulbs, the glows more like glares. A barracks. Jason reached for the coiled roll of clothing he had removed from the small of his back; he undid the straps, unfurled the garments over the grass and separated them. There was a large Mao jacket, a pair of rumpled outsized trousers, and a visored cloth hat that was standard for the clothes. He put on the hat and the jacket, buttoning the latter over his dark sweater, then stood up and pulled the large trousers over his own. A webbed cloth belt held them in place. He smoothed the drab, bulky jacket over the trousers, and turned to the assassin, who was watching him with astonishment and curiosity.


  “Get over to the fence,” said Jason, bending down and digging into his knapsack. “Get on your knees and lean into it,” he continued, pulling out a five-foot length of thin nylon rope. “Press your face into the links. Eyes front! Hurry up!”


  The killer did as he was told, his bound hands awkwardly, painfully in front of him between his body and the fence, his head pressed into the wire mesh. Bourne walked rapidly over and quickly threaded the rope through the fence on the right side of the assassin’s neck, and with his fingers reaching through the open squares he swung the line across the commando’s face and pulled the rope back through. He yanked it taut and knotted it at the base of the assassin’s skull. He had worked so swiftly and so unexpectedly that the former officer could barely get out the words before he realized what had happened. “What the hell are you—oh, Christ!”


  “As that maniac remarked about d’Anjou before he hacked into his head, you’re not going anywhere, Major.”


  “You’re going to leave me here?” asked the killer, stunned.


  “Don’t be foolish. We’re on the buddy system. Where I go, you go. Actually, you’re going first.”


  “Where?”


  “Through the fence,” said Jason, taking the wire cutter from the knapsack. He began cutting a pattern around the assassin’s torso, relieved that the wire links were nowhere near as thick as those at the bird sanctuary. The outline complete, Bourne stepped back and raised his right foot, placing it between the impostor’s shoulder blades. He shoved his leg forward. Killer and fence fell collapsing onto the grass on the other side.


  “Jesus!” cried the commando in pain. “Pretty fucking funny, aren’t you?”


  “I don’t feel remotely amusing,” replied Jason. “Every move I make is very unfunny, very serious. Get up and keep your voice down.”


  “For Christ’s sake, I’m tied to the damn fence!”


  “It’s free. Get up and turn around.” Awkwardly the assassin staggered to his feet. Bourne surveyed his work; the sight of the outline of wire mesh attached to the killer’s upper body, as though held in place by a protruding nose, was funny. But the reason for its being there was not funny at all. Only with the assassin secure in front of his eyes was all risk eliminated. Jason could not control what he could not see, and what he could not see could cost him his life.… Far more important, the life of David Webb’s wife—even David Webb. Stay away from me! Don’t interfere! We’re too close!


  Bourne reached over and yanked the bowknot free, holding on to one end of the line. The fence fell away, and before the assassin could adjust, Jason whipped the rope around the commando’s head, raising it so that the line was caught in the killer’s mouth. He pulled it tight, tighter, stretching the assassin’s jaw open until it was a gaping dark hole surrounded by a border of white teeth, the flesh creased in place, unintelligible sounds emerging from the commando’s throat.


  “I can’t take credit for this, Major,” said Bourne, knotting the thin nylon rope, the remaining thirty-odd inches hanging loose. “I watched d’Anjou and the others. They couldn’t talk, they could only gag on their own vomit. You saw them, too, and you grinned. How does it feel, Major?…Oh, I forgot, you can’t answer, can you?” He shoved the assassin forward, then gripped his shoulder, sending him to the left. “We’ll skirt the end of the runway,” he said. “Move!”


  As they rounded the airfield grass, staying in the darkness of the borders, Jason studied the relatively primitive airport. Beyond the barracks was a small circular building with a profusion of glass but no lights shining except a single glare in a small square structure set in the center of the roof. The building was Jinan’s terminal, he thought, the barely lit square on top the control tower. To the left of the barracks, at least two hundred feet to the west, was a dark, open, high-ceilinged maintenance hangar with huge wheeled ladders near the wide doors reflecting the early light. It was apparently deserted, with the crews still in their quarters. Down in the southern perimeter of the field, on both sides of the runway and barely discernible, were five aircraft, all props and none imposing. The Jinan Airport was a secondary, even tertiary, landing field, undoubtedly being upgraded, as were so many airports in China in the cause of foreign investment, but it was a long way from international status. Then, again, the air corridors were channels in the sky and not subject to the cosmetic or technological whims of airports. One simply had to enter those channels and stay on course. The sky acknowledged no borders; only earthbound men and machines did. Combined, they were another problem.


  “We’re going into the hangar,” whispered Jason, jabbing the commando’s back. “Remember, if you make any noise, I won’t have to kill you—they will. And I’ll have my chance to get away because you’ll be giving it to me. Don’t doubt it. Get down!”


  Thirty yards away a guard walked out of the cavernous structure, a rifle slung over his shoulder, his arms stretching as his chest swelled with a yawn. Bourne knew it was the moment to act; a better one might not present itself. The assassin was prone, his wire-bound hands beneath him, his gaping mouth pressed into the earth. Grabbing the loose nylon rope, Jason gripped the killer’s hair, yanking up his head, and looped the line twice around the commando’s neck. “You move, you choke,” whispered Bourne, getting to his feet.


  He ran silently to the hangar’s wall, then quickly walked to the corner and peered around the edge. The guard had barely moved. Then Jason understood—the man was urinating. Perfectly natural and perfectly perfect. Bourne stepped away from the building, dug his right foot into the grass and rushed forward, his weapon a rigid right hand preceded by an arcing left foot striking the base of the guard’s spine. The man collapsed, unconscious. Jason dragged him back to the corner of the hangar, then across the grass to where the assassin lay immobile, afraid to move.


  “You’re learning, Major,” said Bourne, again grabbing the commando’s hair and pulling the nylon rope from around his neck. The fact that the looped rope would not have choked the impostor, any more than a loose clothesline wound around a person’s neck would, told Delta something. His prisoner could not think geometrically; stresses were not a strong point in the killer’s imagination, only the spoken threat of death. It was something to bear in mind. “Get up,” ordered Jason. The assassin did so, his gaping mouth swallowing air, his eyes full of hatred. “Think about Echo,” said Bourne, his own eyes returning the killer’s loathing. “Excuse me, I mean d’Anjou. The man who gave you your life back—a life, at any rate, and one you apparently took to. Your Pygmalion, old chap!…Now, hear me, and hear me well. Would you like the rope removed?”


  “Auggh!” grunted the assassin, nodding his head, his eyes reduced from hatred to pleading.


  “And your thumbs released?”


  “Auggh, auggh!”


  “You’re not a guerrilla, you’re a gorilla,” said Jason, pulling the automatic from his belt. “But as we used to say in the old days—before your time, chap—there are ‘conditions.’ You see, either we both get out of here alive, or we disappear, our mortal remains consigned to a Chinese fire, no past, no present—certainly no retrospective regarding our subzero contributions to society.… I see I’m boring you. Sorry, I’ll forget the whole thing.”


  “Auggh!”


  “Okay, if you insist. Naturally, I won’t give you a weapon, and if I see you trying to grab one, you’re dead. But if you behave, we might—just might—get away. What I’m really saying to you, Mr. Bourne, is that whoever your client is over here can’t allow you to live any more than he can me. Understand? Dig? Capisce?”


  “Auggh!”


  “One thing more,” added Jason, tugging at the rope that fell over the commando’s shoulder. “This is nylon, or polyurethane, or whatever the hell they call it. When it’s burned, it just swells up like a marshmallow; there’s no way you can untie it. It’ll be attached to both your ankles, both knots curled up into cement. You’ll have a step-span of approximately five feet—only because I’m a technician. Do I make myself clear?”


  The assassin nodded, and as he did so Bourne sprang to his right, kicking the back of the commando’s knees, sending the impostor to the ground, his bound thumbs bleeding. Jason knelt down, the gun in his left hand pressed into the killer’s mouth, the fingers of his right undoing the bowknot behind the commando’s head.


  “Christ Almighty!” cried the assassin as the rope fell away.


  “I’m glad you’re of a religious persuasion,” said Bourne, dropping the weapon and rapidly lashing the rope around the commando’s ankles, forming a square knot on each; he ignited his lighter and fired the ends. “You may need it.” He picked up the gun, held it against the killer’s forehead, and uncoiled the wire around his prisoner’s wrists. “Take off the rest,” he ordered. “Be careful with the thumbs, they’re damaged.”


  “My right arm’s no piece of cake, either!” said the Englishman, struggling to remove the slipknots. His hands freed, the assassin shook them, then sucked the blood from his wounds. “You got your magic box, Mr. Bourne?” he asked.


  “Always an arm’s length away, Mr. Bourne,” replied Jason. “What do you need?”


  “Tape. Fingers bleed. It’s called gravity.”


  “You’re well schooled.” Bourne reached behind him for the knapsack and pulled it forward, dropping it in front of the commando, his gun leveled at the killer’s head. “Feel around. It’s a spool near the top.”


  “Got it,” said the assassin, removing the tape and rapidly winding it around his thumbs. “This is one rotten fucking thing to do to anybody,” he added when he had finished.


  “Think of d’Anjou,” said Jason flatly.


  “He wanted to die, for Christ’s sake! What the hell was I supposed to do?”


  “Nothing. Because you are nothing.”


  “Well then, that kind of puts me on your level, doesn’t it, sport? He made me into you!”


  “You don’t have the talent,” said Jason Bourne. “You’re lacking. You can’t think geometrically.”


  “What does that mean?”


  “Ponder it.” Delta rose to his feet. “Get up,” he commanded.


  “Tell me,” said the assassin, pushing himself off the ground and staring at the weapon aimed at his head. “Why me? Why did you ever get out of the business?”


  “Because I was never in it.”


  Suddenly, floodlights—one after another—began to wash over the field, and with a single brilliant illumination, yellow marker lights appeared along the entire length of the runway. Men ran out of the barracks, a number toward the hangar, others behind their quarters where the engines of unseen vehicles abruptly roared. The lights of the terminal were turned on; activity was at once everywhere.


  “Take his jacket off and the hat,” ordered Bourne, pointing the gun at the unconscious guard. “Put them on.”


  “They won’t fit!”


  “You can have them altered in Savile Row. Move!”


  The impostor did as he was told, his right arm so much a problem that Jason had to hold the sleeve for him. With Bourne prodding the commando with the gun, both men ran to the wall of the hangar, then moved cautiously toward the end of the building.


  “Do we agree?” asked Bourne, whispering, looking at the face that was so like his own years ago. “We get out or we die?”


  “Understood,” answered the commando. “That screaming bastard with his bloody fancy sword is a fucking lunatic. I want out!”


  “That reaction wasn’t on your face.”


  “If it had been, the maniac might have turned on me!”


  “Who is he?”


  “Never got a name. Only a series of connections to reach him. The first was a man at the Guangdong garrison named Soo Jiang—”


  “I’ve heard the name. They call him the Pig.”


  “It’s probably accurate, I don’t know.”


  “Then what?”


  “A number is left at Table Five at the casino in—”


  “The Kam Pek, Macao,” interrupted Jason. “What then?”


  “I call the number and speak French. This Soo Jiang is one of the few slants who speak the language. He sets the time of the meet; it’s always the same place. I go across the border to a field up in the hills where a chopper comes in and someone gives me the name of the target. And half the money for the kill.… Look! Here it comes! He’s circling into his approach.”


  “My gun’s at your head.”


  “Understood.”


  “Did your training include flying one of those things?”


  “No. Only jumping out of them.”


  “That won’t do us any good.”


  The incoming plane, its red lights blinking on the wings, swept down, out of the brightening sky toward the runway. The jet landed smoothly. It taxied to the end of the asphalt, swung to the right, and headed back to the terminal.


  “Kai guan qi you!” shouted a voice from in front of the hangar, the man pointing at three fuel trucks off to the side, explaining which one was to be used.


  “They’re gassing up,” said Jason. “The plane’s taking off again. Let’s get on it.”


  The assassin turned, his face—that face—pleading. “For Christ’s sake, give me a knife, something!”


  “Nothing.”


  “I can help!”


  “This is my show, Major, not yours. With a knife you’d slice my stomach apart. No way, chap.”


  “Da long xia!” cried the same voice from in front of the hangar, describing government officials in terms of large crayfish. “Fang song,” he continued, telling everyone to relax, that the plane would taxi away from the terminal and the first of the three fuel trucks should be driven out to meet it.


  The officials disembarked; the plane circled in place and began charging back over the runway while the tower instructed the pilot where he would refuel. The truck raced out; men leaped from the carriage and began pulling the hoses from their recesses.


  “It’ll take about ten minutes,” said the assassin. “It’s a Chinese version of an upgraded DC-Three.”


  The aircraft came to a stop, the engines cut, as rolling ladders were pushed to the wings and men scaled them. The fuel tanks were opened, the nozzles inserted amid constant chatter between the maintenance crews. Suddenly the hatch door in the center of the fuselage was reopened, the metal steps slapping down to the ground. Two men in uniform walked out.


  “The pilot and his flight officer,” said Bourne, “and they’re not stretching their legs. They’re checking every damn thing those people are doing. We’ll time this very carefully, Major, and when I say ‘Move,’ you move.”


  “Straight to the hatch,” agreed the assassin. “When the second bloke hits the first step.”


  “That’s about it.”


  “Diversion?”


  “In what way?”


  “You had a pretty fancy one last night. You had your own Yank Fourth of July, you did.”


  “Wrong way. Besides, I used them all up.… Wait a minute. The fuel truck.”


  “You blow it, there goes the plane. Also, you couldn’t time it to the blokes getting back on board.”


  “Not that truck,” said Jason, shaking his head and staring beyond the commando. “The one over there.” Bourne gestured at the nearer of the two red trucks directly in front of them, about a hundred feet away. “If it went up, the first order of business would be to get the plane out of there.”


  “And we’d be a lot closer than we are now. Let’s do it.”


  “No,” corrected Jason. “You’ll do it. Exactly the way I tell you with my gun inches from your head. Move!”


  The assassin in front, they raced out to the truck, covered by the dim light and the commotion around the plane. The pilot and his flight officer were shining flashlights over the engines and barking impatient orders to the maintenance crews. Bourne ordered the commando to crouch down in front of him as he knelt over the open knapsack and withdrew the roll of gauze. He removed the hunting knife from his belt, pulled a coiled hose off its rack, dropping it to the ground, and slid his left hand to the base where it entered the tank.


  “Check them,” he told the commando. “How much longer? And move slowly, Major. I’m watching you.”


  “I said I wanted out. I’m not going to screw up!”


  “Sure, you want out, but I’ve got a hunch you’d rather go it alone.”


  “The thought never occurred to me.”


  “Then you’re not my man.”


  “Thanks a lot.”


  “No, I meant it. The thought would have occurred to me.… How much longer?”


  “Between two and three minutes, as I judge.”


  “How good is your judgment?”


  “Twenty-odd missions in Oman, Yemen, and points south. Aircraft similar in structure and mechanism. I know it all, sport. It’s old hat. Two to three minutes, no more than that.”


  “Good. Get back here.” Jason pricked the hose with his knife and made a small incision, enough to permit a steady stream of gasoline to flow out, but little enough so that the pump barely operated. He rose to his feet, covering the assassin with his gun as he handed him the roll of gauze. “Pull out about six feet and drench it with the fuel that’s leaking down there.” The killer knelt down and followed Bourne’s instructions. “Now,” continued Jason, “stuff the end into the slit where I’ve cut the hose. Farther—farther. Use your thumb!”


  “My arm’s not what it used to be!”


  “Your left hand is! Press harder!” Bourne looked quickly over at the refueling—refueled—aircraft. The commando’s judgment had been accurate. Men were climbing off the wings and winding the hoses back into the fuel truck. Suddenly, the pilot and the flight officer were making their final check. They would head for the hatch door in less than a minute! Jason reached into his pocket for matches and threw them down in front of the assassin, his weapon leveled at the killer’s head. “Light it. Now!”


  “It’ll go up like a goddamned stick of nitro! It’ll blow us both into the sky, especially me!”


  “Not if you do it right! Lay the gauze on the grass, it’s wet—”


  “Retarding the fire—?”


  “Hurry up! Do it!”


  “Done!” The flame leaped up from the end of the cloth strip, then instantly fell back and began its gradual march up the gauze. “Bloody technician,” said the commando under his breath as he rose to his feet.


  “Get in front of me,” ordered Bourne as he strung the knapsack to his belt. “Start walking straight forward. Lower your height and shrink your shoulders like you did in Lo Wu.”


  “Jesus Christ! You were—?”


  “Move!”


  The fuel truck began backing away from the plane, then circled forward, swinging around the rolling ladders, heading to its left beyond where the first red truck was parked…and circling again, now to the right behind both stationary trucks to take up its position next to the one with the lighted gauze heading into its fuel tank. Jason whipped his head around, his eyes riveted on the fired tape. It had burst into its final flame! One spark entering the leaking petcock and the exploding tank would send hot metal into its sister trucks’ vulnerable shells. Any second!


  The pilot gestured to his flight officer. They marched together toward the hatch door.


  “Faster!” yelled Bourne. “Be ready to run!”


  “When?”


  “You’ll know. Keep your shoulders low! Bend your spine, goddamn it!” They turned right toward the plane, passing through an oncoming crowd of maintenance personnel heading back to the hangar. “Gongju ne?” cried Jason, admonishing a colleague for having left behind a valuable set of tools by the aircraft.


  “Gong ju?” shouted a man at the end of the crowd, grabbing Bourne’s arm and holding up a toolbox. Their eyes met and the crewman was stunned, his face contorted in shock. “Tian a!” he screamed.


  It happened. The fuel truck exploded, sending erratic pillows of fire pulsating into the sky as deadly shards of twisted metal pierced the space above and to the sides of the flaming vehicle. The crews screamed en masse; men raced in all directions, most to the protection of the hangar.


  “Run!” shouted Jason. The assassin did not have to be told; both men raced to the plane and the hatch door, where the pilot, who had climbed inside, was peering out in astonishment while the flight officer remained frozen on the ladder. “Kuai!” yelled Bourne, keeping his face in the shadows and forcing the commando’s head down on the metal steps. “Jiu feiji…!” he added, screaming, telling the pilot to get out of the fire zone for the safety of the plane—that he was maintenance and would secure the hatchway.


  A second truck blew up, the opposing walls of explosives forming a volcanic eruption of fire and spewing metal.


  “You’re right!” shouted the pilot in Chinese, grabbing his officer copilot by the shirt and pulling him inside; both raced up the short aisle to the flight deck.


  It was the moment, thought Jason. He wondered. “Get in!” he ordered the commando as the third fuel truck blasted over the field and into the early light.


  “Right!” yelled the assassin, raising his head and straightening his body for the leap up the steps. Then suddenly, as another deafening explosion took place and the plane’s engines roared, the killer spun around on the ladder, his right foot plunging toward Bourne’s groin, his hand lashing out to deflect the weapon.


  Jason was ready. He crashed the barrel of his gun into the commando’s ankle, then swung it up, smashing it across the assassin’s temple; blood flowed as the killer fell back into the fuselage. Bourne leaped up the steps, kicking the unconscious body of the impostor back across the metal floor. He yanked the hatchway into place, slamming the latches down and securing the door. The plane began to taxi, instantly swerving to the left away from the flaming center of danger. Jason ripped the knapsack from his belt, pulled out a second length of nylon rope and tied the assassin’s wrists to two widely separated seat clamps. There was no way the commando could free himself—none that Bourne could think of—but just in case he was mistaken, Jason cut the rope attached to the assassin’s ankles, separated his legs and tied each foot to the opposite clamps across the aisle.


  He got up and started toward the flight deck. The aircraft was now on the runway, racing down the blacktop; suddenly the engines were cut. The plane was stopping in front of the terminal, where the group of government officials was gathered, watching the evergrowing conflagrations taking place less than a quarter of a mile away to the north.


  “Kai ba!” said Bourne, placing the barrel of his automatic against the back of the pilot’s head. The copilot whirled around in his seat. Jason spoke in clear Mandarin as he shifted his arm. “Watch your dials, and prepare for takeoff, then give me your maps.”


  “They will not clear us!” yelled the pilot. “We are to pick up five outgoing commissioners!”


  “To where?”


  “Baoding.”


  “That’s north,” said Bourne.


  “Northwest,” insisted the copilot.


  “Good. Head south.”


  “It will not be permitted!” shouted the pilot.


  “Your first duty is to save the aircraft. You don’t know what’s going on out there. It could be sabotage, a revolt, an uprising. Do as I tell you, or you’re both dead. I really don’t care.”


  The pilot snapped his head around and looked at Jason. “You are a Westerner! You speak Chinese but you are a Westerner! What are you doing?”


  “Commandeering this aircraft. You’ve got plenty of runway left. Take off! South! And give me the maps.”


  The memories came back. Distant sounds, distant sights, distant thunder.


  “Snake Lady, Snake Lady! Respond! What are your sector coordinates?”


  They were heading into Tam Quan and Delta would not break silence. He knew where they were and that was all that mattered. Command Saigon could go to hell, he wasn’t about to give the North Viet monitoring posts an inkling as to where they were going.


  “If you won’t or can’t respond, Snake Lady, stay below six hundred feet! This is a friend talking, you assholes! You don’t have many down here! Their radar will pick you up over six-fifty.”


  I know that, Saigon, and my pilot knows it, even if he doesn’t like it, and I still won’t break silence.


  “Snake Lady, we’ve completely lost you! Can any retard on that mission read an air map?”


  Yes, I can read one very well, Saigon. Do you think I’d go up with my team trusting any of you? Goddamnit, that’s my brother down there! I’m not important to you but he is!


  “You’re crazy, Western man!” yelled the pilot. “In the name of the spirits, this is a heavy aircraft and we’re barely over the treetops!”


  “Keep your nose up,” said Bourne, studying a map. “Dip and grab altitude, that’s all.”


  “That is also foolishness!” shouted the copilot. “One downdraft at this level and we are into the forests! We are gone!”


  “The weather reports on your radio say there’s no turbulence anticipated—”


  “That is above,” screamed the pilot. “You don’t understand the risks! Not down here!”


  “What was the last report out of Jinan?” asked Jason, knowing full well what it was.


  “They have been trying to track this flight to Baoding,” said the officer. “They have been unable to do so for the past three hours. They are now searching the Hengshui mountains.… Great spirits, why am I telling you? You heard the reports yourself! You speak better than my parents, and they were educated!”


  “Two points for the Republic’s Air Force.… Okay, take a hundred-and-sixty-degree turn in two and a half minutes and climb to an altitude of a thousand feet. We’ll be over water.”


  “We’ll be in range of the Japanese! They’ll shoot us down!”


  “Put out a white flag—or better still, I’ll get on the radio. I’ll think of something. They may even escort us to Kowloon.”


  “Kowloon!” shrieked the flight officer. “We’ll be shot!”


  “Entirely possible,” agreed Bourne. “But not by me,” he added. “You see, in the final analysis, I have to get there without you. As a matter of fact, you can’t even be a part of my scene. I can’t allow that.”


  “You’re making positively no sense!” said the exasperated pilot.


  “You just make a hundred-and-sixty-degree turn when I tell you.” Jason studied the airspeed, calibrating the knots on the map, and calculated the estimated distance he wanted. Below, through the window, he saw the coast of China fall behind them. He looked at his watch; ninety seconds had passed. “Make your turn, Captain,” he said.


  “I would have made it anyway!” cried the pilot. “I am not of the divine wind of the Kamikaze. I do not fly into my own death.”


  “Not even for your heavenly government?”


  “Least of all.”


  “Times change,” said Bourne, his concentration once more on the air map. “Things change.”


  “Snake Lady, Snake Lady! Abort! If you can hear me, get out of there and return to base camp. It’s a no-win! Do you read me? Abort!.”


  “What do you want to do, Delta?”


  “Keep flying, mister. In three more minutes you can get out of here.”


  “That’s me. What about you and your people?”


  “We’ll make it.”


  “You’re suicidal, Delta.”


  “Tell me about it.… All right, everyone check your chutes and prepare for cast-off. Someone help Echo, put his hand on the cord.”


  “Déraisonnable!”


  The airspeed held steady at close to 370 miles per hour. The route Jason chose, flying at low altitude through the Formosa Strait—past Longhai and Shantou on the Chinese coast, and Hsinchu and Fengshan on Taiwan—was something over 1,435 miles. Therefore the estimate of four hours, plus or minus minutes, was reasonable. The out islands north of Hong Kong would be visible in less than half an hour.


  Twice during the flight they had been challenged by radio, once from the Nationalist garrison on Quemoy, the other from a patrol plane out of Raoping. Each time Bourne took over communications, explaining in the first instance that they were on a search mission for a disabled ship bringing Taiwanese goods into the Mainland, for the second a somewhat more ominous declaration that as part of the People’s Security Forces they were scouting the coast for contraband vessels that had undoubtedly eluded the Raoping patrols. For this last communication, he not only was unpleasantly arrogant but also used the name and the official—highly classified—identification number of a dead conspirator who lay underneath a Russian limousine in the Jing Shan Bird Sanctuary. Whether either interrogator believed him or not was, as he expected, irrelevant. Neither cared to disturb the status quo ante. Life was complicated enough. Let things be, let them go. Where was the threat?


  “Where’s your equipment?” asked Jason, addressing the pilot.


  “I’m flying it!” replied the man, studying his instruments, visibly shaking at each eruption of static from the radio, each reporting communication from commercial aircraft. “As you may or may not know, I have no flight plan. We could be on a collision course with a dozen different planes!”


  “We’re too low,” said Bourne, “and the visibility’s fine. I’ll trust your eyes not to bump into anybody.”


  “You’re insane!” shouted the copilot.


  “On the contrary. I’m about to walk back into sanity. Where’s your emergency equipment? The way you people build things, I can’t imagine that you don’t have any.”


  “Such as?” asked the pilot.


  “Life rafts, signaling devices—parachutes.”


  “Great spirits!”


  “Where?”


  “The compartment in the rear of the plane, the door to the right of the galley.”


  “It’s all for the officials,” added the copilot dourly. “If there are problems, they are supplied.”


  “That’s reasonable,” said Bourne. “How else would you attend to business?”


  “Madness.”


  “I’m going aft, gentlemen, but my gun will be pointed right back here. Keep on course, Captain. I’m very experienced and very sensitive. I can feel the slightest variation in the air, and if I do, we’re all dead. Understood?”


  “Maniac!”


  “Tell me about it.” Jason got up from the deck and walked back through the fuselage, stepping over his roped-up, splayed-out prisoner, who had given up the struggle to free himself, the layers of dried blood covering the wound at his left temple. “How are things, Major?”


  “I made a mistake. What else do you want?”


  “Your warm body in Kowloon, that’s what I want.”


  “So some son of a bitch can put me in front of a firing squad?”


  “That’s up to you. Since I’m beginning to put things together, some son of a bitch might even give you a medal if you play your cards the way you should play them.”


  “You’re very big with the cryptics, Bourne. What does that mean?”


  “With luck, you’ll find out.”


  “Thanks a lot!” shouted the Englishman.


  “No thanks to me. You gave me the idea, sport. I asked you if, in your training, you’d learned how to fly one of these things. Do you remember what you told me?”


  “What?”


  “You said you only knew how to jump out of them.”


  “Holy shit!”


  The commando, the parachute securely strapped to his back, was bound upright between two seats, legs and hands tied together, his right hand lashed to the release cord.


  “You look crucified, Major, except that the arms should be extended.”


  “For God’s sake, will you make sense?”


  “Forgive me. My other self keeps trying to express himself. Don’t do anything stupid, you bastard, because you’re going out that hatch! Hear me? Understood?”


  “Understood.”


  Jason walked to the flight deck, sat on the deck, picked up the map, and spoke to the flight officer. “What’s the check?” he asked.


  “Hong Kong in six minutes if we don’t ‘bump into anybody.’”


  “I have every confidence in you, but defection notwithstanding, we can’t land at Kai-tak. Head north into the New Territories.”


  “Aiya!” screamed the pilot. “We cross radar! The mad Gurkhas will fire on anything remotely Mainland!”


  “Not if they don’t pick you up, Captain. Stay below six hundred feet up to the border, then climb over the mountains at Lo Wu. You can make radio contact with Shenzen.”


  “And what in the name of the spirits do I say?”


  “You were hijacked, that’s all. You see, I can’t allow you to be a part of me. We can’t land in the colony. You’d draw attention to a very shy man—and his companion.”


  The parachutes snapped open above them, the sixty-foot rope connecting them by their waists stretched in the winds, as the aircraft sped north toward Shenzen.


  They landed in the waters of a fish hatchery south of Lok Ma Chau. Bourne hauled in the rope, pulling the bound assassin toward him, as the owners of the hatchery screamed on the banks of their squared-off pond. Jason held up money—more money than the husband and wife could earn in a year.


  “We are defectors!” he cried. “Rich defectors! Who cares?”


  No one cared, least of all the owners of the hatchery. “Mgoi! Mgoissaai!” they kept repeating, thanking the strange pink creatures who fell from the sky, as Bourne dragged the assassin out of the water.


  The Chinese garments discarded and the commando’s wrists lashed behind his back, Bourne and his captive reached the road that headed south into Kowloon. Their drenched clothes were drying rapidly under the heat of the sun, but their appearance would not attract what few vehicles there were on the road and the fewer still that might be willing to pick up hitchhikers. It was a problem that had to be solved. Solved quickly, accurately. Jason was exhausted; he could barely walk and his concentration was fading. One misstep and he could lose—but he could not lose! Not now!


  Peasants, mainly old women, trudged along the borders of the pavement, their outsized, wide-brimmed black hats shielding withered faces from the sun, yokes spread across ancient shoulders supporting baskets of produce. A few looked curiously at the disheveled Westerners, but only briefly; their world did not invite surprises. It was enough to survive; their memories were strong.


  Memories. Study everything. You’ll find something you can use.


  “Get down,” said Bourne to the assassin. “On the side of the road.”


  “What? Why?”


  “Because if you don’t, you won’t see three more seconds of daylight.”


  “I thought you wanted my warm body in Kowloon!”


  “I’ll take a cold body if I have to. Down! On your back! Incidentally, you can shout as loud as you want, no one will understand you. You might even be helping me.”


  “Christ, how?”


  “You’re in trauma.”


  “What?”


  “Down! Now!”


  The killer lowered himself to the pavement, rolled over on his back, and stared into the bright sunlight, his chest heaving with awkward gulps of breath. “I heard the pilot,” he said. “You are a fucking maniac!”


  “To each his own interpretation, Major.” Suddenly, Jason turned in the road and began shouting to the peasant women. “Jiu ming!” he screamed. “Qing bangmang!” He pleaded with the ancient survivors to help his hurt companion, who had either a broken back or crushed ribs. He reached into his knapsack and pulled out money, explaining that every minute counted, that medical help was required as soon as possible. If they could give assistance, he would pay a great deal for their kindness.


  As one, the peasants rushed forward, their eyes not on the patient but on the money, their hats flying in the wind, their yokes forgotten.


  “Na gunzi lai!” yelled Bourne, asking for splints or sticks of wood that would hold the damaged man rigid.


  The women ran into the fields, returning with long bamboo stalks, slicing away the fibers that would give the poor man in pain a measure of relief when he was strapped in place. And having done so amid much vociferous expressions of sympathy and in spite of the patient’s protestations in English, they accepted Bourne’s money and went on their way.


  Except one. She spotted a truck coming down from the north.


  “Duo shao qian?” she said, leaning into Jason’s ear, asking him how much he would pay.


  “Ni shuo ne,” answered Bourne, telling her to name a price.


  She did and Delta accepted. With her arms outstretched, the woman walked out onto the road, and the truck stopped. A second negotiation was made with the driver, and the assassin was loaded onto the van, supine, strapped to the bamboo. Jason climbed on behind him.


  “How are you doing, Major?”


  “This thing is filled with lousy, fucking ducks!” screamed the commando, staring around at the banks of wooden cages on all sides, the odor overpowering, sickening.


  A particular fowl, in its infinite wisdom, chose the moment to squirt a stream of excrement into the assassin’s face.


  “Next stop, Kowloon,” said Jason Bourne, closing his eyes.


  



  CHAPTER THIRTY


  



  The telephone rang. Marie spun around in the chair—stopped by Mo Panov’s raised hand. The doctor walked across the hotel room, picked up the bedside phone and spoke. “Yes?” he said quietly. He frowned as he listened, then as if he realized that his expression might alarm the patient, he looked over at Marie and shook his head, his hand now dismissing whatever urgency she might have attached to the call. “All right,” he continued after nearly a minute. “We’ll stay put until we hear from you, but I have to ask you, Alex, and forgive my directness. Did anyone feed you drinks?” Panov winced as he pulled the phone briefly away from his ear. “My only response is that I’m entirely too kind and experienced to speculate on your antecedents. Talk to you later.” He hung up.


  “What’s happened?” asked Marie, half out of the chair.


  “Far more than he could go into, but it was enough.” The psychiatrist paused, looking down at Marie. “Catherine Staples is dead. She was shot down in front of her apartment house several hours ago—”


  “Oh, my God,” whispered Marie.


  “That huge Intelligence officer,” continued Panov. “The one we saw in the Kowloon station whom you called the major and Staples identified as a man named Lin Wenzu—”


  “What about him?”


  “He’s severely wounded and in critical condition at the hospital. That’s where Conklin called from, a pay phone in the hospital.”


  Marie studied Panov’s face. “There’s a connection between Catherine’s death and Lin Wenzu, isn’t there?”


  “Yes. When Staples was killed, it was apparent that the operation had been penetrated—”


  “What operation? By whom?”


  “Alex said that’ll all come later. In any event, things are coming to a boil and this Lin may have given his life to rip out the penetration—‘neutralizing it,’ was the way Conklin put it.”


  “Oh, God,” cried Marie, her eyes wide, her voice on the edge of hysteria. “Operations! Penetrations…neutralizing, Lin, even Catherine—a friend who turned on me—I don’t care about those things! What about David??”


  “They say he went into China.”


  “Good Christ, they’ve killed him!” screamed Marie, leaping out of the chair.


  Panov rushed forward and grabbed her by the shoulders. He gripped her harder, forcing her spastically shaking head to stop its movement, insisting in silence that she look at him. “Let me tell you what Alex said to me.… Listen to me!”


  Slowly, breathlessly, as if trying to find a moment of clarity in her confusion and exhaustion, Marie stood still, staring at her friend. “What?” she whispered.


  “He said that in a way he was glad David was up there—or out there—because in his judgment he had a better chance to survive.”


  “You believe that?” screamed David Webb’s wife, tears filling her eyes.


  “Perhaps,” said Panov, nodding, and speaking softly. “Conklin pointed out that here in Hong Kong David could be shot or stabbed in a crowded street—crowds, he said, were both an enemy and a friend. Don’t ask me where these people find their metaphors, I don’t know.”


  “What the hell are you trying to tell me?”


  “What Alex told me. He said they made him go back, made him be someone he wanted to forget. Then he said there never was anyone like ‘Delta.’ ‘Delta’ was the best there ever was.… David Webb was ‘Delta,’ Marie. No matter what he wanted to put out of his mind, he was ‘Delta,’ Jason Bourne was an afterthought, an extension of the pain he had to inflict on himself, but his skills were honed as ‘Delta.’…In some respects I know your husband as well as you do.”


  “In those respects, far better, I’m sure,” said Marie, resting her head against the comforting chest of Morris Panov. “There were so many things he wouldn’t talk about. He was too frightened, or too ashamed.… Oh, God, Mo! Will he come back to me?”


  “Alex thinks ‘Delta’ will come back.”


  Marie leaned away from the psychiatrist and looked into his eyes; through the tears her stare was rigid. “What about David?” she asked in a plaintive whisper. “Will he come back?”


  “I can’t answer that. I wish I could, but I can’t.”


  “I see.” Marie released Panov and walked to a window, and looked down at the crowds below in the congested, garishly lighted streets. “You asked Alex if he’d been drinking. Why did you do that, Mo?”


  “The moment the words came out I regretted them.”


  “Because you offended him?” asked Marie, turning back to the psychiatrist.


  “No. Because I knew you’d heard them and you’d want an explanation. I couldn’t refuse you that.”


  “Well?”


  “It was the last thing he said to me—two things, actually. He said you were wrong about Staples—”


  “Wrong? I was there. I saw. I heard her lies!”


  “She was trying to protect you without sending you into panic.”


  “More lies! What was the other?”


  Panov held his place and spoke simply, his eyes locked with Marie’s. “Alex said that as crazy as things seemed, they weren’t really so crazy, after all.”


  “My God, they’ve turned him!”


  “Not all the way. He won’t tell them where you are—where we are. He told me we should be ready to move within minutes after his next call. He can’t take the chance of coming back here. He’s afraid he’ll be followed.”


  “So we’re running again—with nowhere to go but back into hiding. And all of a sudden there’s a rotten growth in our collective armor. Our crippled St. George who slays dragons now wants to lie with them.”


  “That’s not fair, Marie. That’s not what he said, not what I said.”


  “Bullshit, Doctor! That’s my husband out there, or up there! They’re using him, killing him, without telling us why! Oh, he may—just may—survive because he’s so terribly good at what he does—did—which was everything he despised, but what’s going to be left of the man and his mind? You’re the expert, Doctor! What’s going to be left when all the memories come back? And they damn well better come back, or he won’t survive!”


  “I told you, I can’t answer that.”


  “Oh, you’re terrific, Mo! All you’ve got is carefully qualified positions and no answers, not even well-couched projections. You’re hiding! You should have been an economist! You missed your calling!”


  “I miss a lot of things. Almost including the plane to Hong Kong.”


  Marie stood motionless, as if struck. She burst into a new wave of tears as she ran to Panov, embracing him. “Oh, God, I’m sorry, Mo! Forgive me, forgive me!”


  “I’m the one who should apologize,” said the psychiatrist. “It was a cheap shot.” He tilted her head back, gently stroking the gray hair streaked with white. “Lord, I can’t stand that wig.”


  “It’s not a wig, Doctor.”


  “My degrees, by way of Sears Roebuck, never included cosmetology.”


  “Only taking care of feet.”


  “They’re easier than heads, take my word for it.”


  The telephone rang. Marie gasped and Panov stopped breathing. He slowly turned his head toward the hateful ringing.


  “You try that again or anything like it and you’re dead!” roared Bourne, gripping the back of his hand where the flesh was darkening from the force of the blow. The assassin, his wrists tied in front of him beneath the sleeves of his jacket, had lunged against the door of the cheap hotel, jamming Jason’s left hand into the doorframe.


  “What the hell do you expect me to do?” the former British commando yelled. “Walk gently into that good night smiling at my own firing squad?”


  “So you’re a closet reader, too,” said Bourne, watching the killer clutch his rib cage, where Jason’s right foot had landed an agonizing blow. “Maybe it’s time I asked you why you’re in the business I was never actually a part of. Why, Major?”


  “Are you really interested, Mr. Original?” grunted the assassin, falling into a worn-out armchair against the wall. “Then it’s my turn to ask why.”


  “Perhaps because I never understood myself,” said David Webb. “I’m quite rational about that.”


  “Oh, I know all about you! It was part of the Frenchman’s training. The great Delta was bonkers! His wife and kiddies were blown up in the water in a place called Phnom Penh by a stray jet. This oh-so-civilized scholar went crazy, and it’s a fact nobody could control him and nobody gave a damn because he and the teams he led did more damage than most of the search-and-destroys put together. Saigon said you were suicidal, and from its point of view, the more so the better. They wanted you and the garbage you commanded to buy it. They never wanted you back. You were an embarrassment!”


  Snake Lady, Snake Lady…this is a friend talking, you assholes. You don’t have many down here.… Abort! It’s a no-win!


  “I know, or I think I know that part of it,” said Webb. “I asked about you.”


  The assassin’s eyes grew wide as he stared at his bound wrists. When he spoke, it was barely above a whisper, the voice that emerged an echo of itself, and unreal. “Because I’m psycho, you son of a bitch! I’ve known it since I was a kid. The nasty dark thoughts, the knives into animals just to watch their eyes and their mouths. Raping a neighbor’s daughter, a vicar’s kid, because I knew she couldn’t say anything, and then catching up with her on the street afterwards and walking her to school. I was eleven years old. And later, at Oxford, during club hazing, holding a lad under water, just below the surface, until he drowned—to watch his eyes, his mouth. Then going back to classes and excelling in that nonsense any damn fool could do who had the wits to get out of a thundershower. There I was the right sort of fellow, as befitted the son of the father.”


  “You never sought help?”


  “Help? With a name like Allcott-Price?”


  “Allcott—?” Stunned, Bourne stared at his prisoner. “General Allcott-Price? Montgomery’s boy genius in World War Two? ‘Slaughter Allcott,’ the man who led the flank attack on Tobruk, and later barreled through Italy and Germany? England’s Patton?”


  “I wasn’t alive then, for Christ’s sake! I was a product of his third wife—perhaps his fourth, for all I know. He was very large in that department—women, I mean.”


  “D’Anjou said you never told him your real name.”


  “He was bloody well right! The general, swilling his brandy in his oh-so-superior club in St. James’s, has passed the word. ‘Kill him! Kill the rotten seed and never let the name out. He’s no part of me, the woman was a whore!’ But I am part of him and he knows it. He knows where I get my kicks from, the sadistic bastard, and we both have a slew of citations for doing what we like doing best.”


  “He knew, then? About your sickness?”


  “He knew…he knows. He kept me out of Sandhurst—our West Point, in case you don’t know—because he didn’t want me anywhere near his precious army. He figured they’d find me out and it’d dim his precious image. He damn near had apoplexy when I joined up. He won’t have a decent night’s sleep until he’s told quietly that I’m out—dead out with all the traces buried.”


  “Why are you telling me who you are?”


  “Simple,” replied the former commando, his eyes boring into Jason’s. “The way I read it, whichever way it goes, only one of us is going to make it through. I’ll do my damnedest to see that it’s me, I told you that. But it may not be—you’re no slouch—and if it isn’t, you’ll have a name you can shock the goddamn world with, probably make a bloody fortune in the bargain, what with literary and cinema rights, that sort of thing.”


  “Then the general will spend the rest of his life sleeping peacefully.”


  “Sleep? He’ll probably blow his brains out! You weren’t listening. I said he’d be told quietly, all the traces buried, no name surfacing. But this way nothing’s buried. It’s all hanging out like Maggie’s drawers, the whole sick sordid mess with no apologies on my part, chap. I know what I am, I accept it. Some of us are just plain different. Let’s say we’re antisocial, to put it one way; hard-core violent is another; rotten, still another. The only difference with my being different is that I’m bright enough to know it.”


  “And accept it,” said Bourne quietly.


  “Wallow in it! Positively intoxicated by the highs! And let’s look at it this way. If I lose and the story blows, how many practicing antisocials might be fired up by it? How many other different men are out there who’d be only too happy to take my place, as I took yours? This bloody world is crawling with Jason Bournes. Give them direction, give them an idea, and they’ll flock to the source and be off and running. That was the Frenchman’s essential genius, can’t you see?”


  “I see garbage, that’s all I see.”


  “Your eyesight’s not too shabby. That’s what the general will see—a reflection of himself—and he’ll have to live with the exposure, choke with it.”


  “If he wouldn’t help you, you should have helped yourself, committed yourself. You’re bright enough to know that.”


  “And cut off all the fun, all the highs? Unthinkable, sport! You go your way and find the most expendable outfit in the service, hoping the accident will happen that will put an end to it before they peg you for what you are. I found the outfit, but the accident never happened. Unfortunately, competition brings out the best in all of us, doesn’t it? We survive because somebody else doesn’t want us to.… And then, of course, there’s drink. It gives us confidence, even the courage to do the things we’re not sure we can do.”


  “Not when you’re working.”


  “Of course not, but the memories are there. The whisky bravado that tells you you can do it.”


  “False,” said Jason Bourne.


  “Not entirely,” countered the assassin. “You draw strength from what you can.”


  “There are two people,” said Jason. “One you know, the other you don’t—or you don’t want to.”


  “False!” repeated the commando. “He wouldn’t be there unless I wanted my kicks, don’t kid yourself. And don’t delude yourself, either, Mr. Original. You’d be better off putting a bullet in my head, because I’ll take you if I can. I’ll kill you if I can.”


  “You’re asking me to destroy what you can’t live with.”


  “Cut the crap, Bourne! I don’t know about you, but I get my kicks! I want them! I don’t want to live without them!”


  “You just asked me again.”


  “Stow it, you fucker!”


  “And again.”


  “Stop it!” The assassin lurched out of the chair. Jason took two steps forward, his right foot again lashing out, again pounding the killer’s ribs, sending him back into the chair. Allcott-Price screamed in pain.


  “I won’t kill you, Major,” said Bourne quietly. “But I’ll make you wish you were dead.”


  “Grant me a last wish,” coughed the killer, holding his chest with his bound hands. “Even I’ve done that for targets.… I can take the unexpected bullet, but I can’t take the Hong Kong garrison. They’d hang me late at night when no one’s around, just to make it official, according to the regs. They’d put a thick rope around my neck and make me stand on a platform. I can’t take that!”


  Delta knew when to switch gears. “I told you before,” he said calmly. “That may not be in store for you. I’m not dealing with the British in Hong Kong.”


  “You’re not what?”


  “You assumed it, but I never said it.”


  “You’re lying!”


  “Then you’re less talented than I thought, which wasn’t much to begin with.”


  “I know. I can’t think geometrically!”


  “You certainly can’t.”


  “Then you’re a premium man—what you Americans call a bounty hunter—but you’re working privately.”


  “In a sense, yes. And I have an idea that the man who sent me after you may want to hire you, not kill you.”


  “Jesus Christ—”


  “And my price was heavy. Very heavy.”


  “Then you are in the business.”


  “Only this once. I couldn’t refuse the reward. Lie down on the bed.”


  “What?”


  “You heard me.”


  “I have to go to the loo.”


  “Be my guest,” replied Jason, walking to the bathroom door and opening it. “It’s not one of my favorite sports, but I’ll be watching you.” The assassin relieved himself with Bourne’s gun trained on him. Finished, he walked out into the small, shabby room in the cheap hotel south of the Mongkok. “The bed,” said Bourne again, gesturing with his weapon. “Get prone and spread your legs.”


  “That fairy behind the desk downstairs would love to hear this conversation.”


  “You can phone him later on your own time. Down. Quickly!”


  “You’re always in a hurry—”


  “More than you’ll ever understand.” Jason lifted his knapsack from the floor and put it on the bed, pulling out the nylon cords, as the deranged killer crawled on top of the soiled spread. Ninety seconds later the commando’s ankles were lashed to the bed’s rear metal springs, his neck circled with the thin white line, the rope stretched and knotted to the springs in front. Finally, Bourne slipped off the pillowcase and tied it around the major’s head, covering his eyes and ears, leaving his mouth free to breathe. His wrists bound beneath him, the assassin was again immobilized. But now his head began to twitch in sudden jerks and his mouth stretched with each spasm. Extreme anxiety had overcome former Major Allcott-Price. Jason recognized the signs dispassionately.


  The squalid hotel he had managed to find had no such conveniences as a telephone. The only communication with the outside world was a knock on the door, which meant either the police or a wary desk clerk informing the guest that if the room was to be occupied another hour, an additional day’s rent was required. Bourne crossed to the door, slipped silently out into the dingy corridor, and headed for the pay phone he had been told was at the far end of the hallway.


  He had committed the telephone number to memory, waiting—praying, if it were possible—for the moment when he would dial it. He inserted a coin and did so now, his breath short, the blood racing to his head. “Snake Lady!” he said into the phone, drawing out the two words in harsh, flat emphasis. “Snake Lady, Snake—!”


  “Qing, qing,” broke in an impersonal voice over the line, speaking rapidly in Chinese. “We are experiencing a temporary disruption of service for many telephones on this exchange. Service should be resumed shortly. This is a recording.… Qing, qing—”


  Jason replaced the phone; a thousand fragmented thoughts, like broken mirrors, collided in his mind. He walked rapidly back down the dimly lit corridor, passing a whore in a doorway counting money. She smiled at him, raising her hands to her blouse; he shook his head and ran to the room. He waited fifteen minutes, standing quietly by the window, hearing the guttural sounds that emerged from his prisoner’s throat. He returned to the door and once more stepped outside noiselessly. He walked to the phone, again inserted money and dialed.


  “Qing—” He slammed the telephone down, his hands trembling, the muscles of his jaw working furiously, as he thought about the prostrate “merchandise” he had brought back to exchange for his wife. He picked up the phone for a third time and, using his last coin, dialed O. “Operator,” he began in Chinese, “this is an emergency! It’s most urgent I reach the following number.” He gave it to her, his voice rising in barely controlled panic. “A recording explained that there was difficulty on the line, but this is an emergency—”


  “One minute, please. I will attempt to be of assistance.” Silence followed, every second filled with a growing echo in his chest, reverberating like an accelerating kettledrum. His temples throbbed; his mouth was dry, his throat parched—burning, as a new fever spread through him.


  “The line is temporarily in disuse, sir,” said a second female voice.


  “The line? That line?”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “Not ‘many telephones’ on the exchange?”


  “You asked the operator about a specific number, sir. I would not know about other numbers. If you have them, I will gladly check for you.”


  “The recording specifically said many telephones, yet you’re saying one line! Are you telling me you can’t confirm a…a multiple malfunction?”


  “A what?”


  “Whether a whole lot of phones aren’t working! You’ve got computers. They spell out trouble spots. I told the other operator this is an emergency!”


  “If it is medical, I will gladly summon an ambulance. If you will give me your address—”


  “I want to know whether a lot of phones are out or whether it’s just one! I have to know that!”


  “It will take me some time to gather such information, sir. It’s past nine o’clock in the evening and the repair stations are on reduced crews—”


  “But they can tell you if there’s an area problem, goddamn it!”


  “Please, sir, I am not paid to be abused.”


  “Sorry, I’m sorry!…Address? Yes, the address! What’s the address of the number I gave you?”


  “It is unpublished, sir.”


  “But you have it!”


  “Actually, I do not, sir. The laws of confidentiality are most strict in Hong Kong. My screen shows only the word ‘unpublished.’”


  “I repeat! This really is a matter of life and death!”


  “Then let me reach a hospital.… Oh, sir, please wait. You were correct, sir. My screen now shows that the last three digits of the number you gave me are electronically crossing over into one another, so the repair station is attempting to correct the problem.”


  “What’s the geographical location?”


  “The prefix is ‘five,’ therefore it is on the island of Hong Kong.”


  “Narrower! Whereabouts on the island?”


  “Digits on telephone numbers have nothing to do with specific streets or locations. I’m afraid I cannot help you any further, sir. Unless you care to give me your address so that I might send an ambulance.”


  “My address…?” said Jason bewildered, exhausted, on the edge of panic. “No,” he continued, “I don’t think I’ll do that.”


  Edward Newington McAllister bent over the desk as the woman replaced the phone. She was visibly shaken, her Oriental face pale from the strain of the call. The undersecretary of State hung up a separate phone on the other side of the desk, a pencil in his right hand, an address on a notepad before him. “You were absolutely wonderful,” he said, patting the woman’s arm. “We have it. We’ve got him. You kept him on long enough—longer than he would have permitted in the old days—the trace is confirmed. At least the building, and that’s enough. A hotel.”


  “He speaks very fine Chinese. The dialect is rather Northern, but he adjusts to Guangdong hua. He also did not trust me.”


  “It doesn’t matter. We’ll put people around the hotel. Every entrance and exit. It’s on a street called Shek Lung.”


  “Below the Mongkok, in the Yau Ma Ti, actually,” said the woman interpreter. “There’s probably only one entrance, through which the garbage is taken every morning, no doubt.”


  “I have to reach Havilland at the hospital. He shouldn’t have gone there!”


  “He appeared to be most anxious,” offered the interpreter.


  “Last statements,” said McAllister, dialing. “Vital information from a dying man. It’s permitted.”


  “I don’t understand any of you.” The woman got up from the desk as the undersecretary moved around and sat in the chair. “I can follow instructions, but I don’t understand you.”


  “Good Lord, I forgot. You have to leave now. What I’m discussing is highly classified.… We’re extremely appreciative and I can assure you you have our gratitude and, I’m quite certain, a bonus, but I’m afraid I must ask you to leave.”


  “Gladly, sir,” said the interpreter. “And you may forget the gratitude, but please include the bonus. I learned that much in Economics Eight at the University of Arizona.” The woman left.


  “Emergency, police facilities!” McAllister fairly shouted into the phone. “The ambassador, please. It’s urgent! No, no names are required, thank you, and bring him to a telephone where we can talk privately.” The undersecretary massaged his left temple, digging deeper and deeper into his scalp until Havilland got on the line.


  “Yes, Edward?”


  “He called. It worked. We know where he is! A hotel in the Yau Ma Ti.”


  “Surround it, but don’t make any moves! Conklin has got to understand. If he smells what he thinks is rotten bait, he’ll pull back. And if we don’t have the wife, we don’t have our assassin. For God’s sake, don’t blow this, Edward! Everything must be tight—and very, very delicate! Beyond-salvage could well be the next order of business.”


  “Those aren’t words I’m used to, Mr. Ambassador.”


  There was a pause on the line; when Havilland spoke his voice was cold. “Oh, yes, they are, Edward. You protest too much. Conklin was right about that. You could have said no at the beginning, at Sangre de Cristo in Colorado. You could have walked away but you didn’t, you couldn’t. In some ways you’re like me—without my accidental advantages, of course. We think and outthink; we take sustenance from our manipulations. We swell with pride with every progressive move in the human chess game—where every move can have terrible consequences for someone—because we believe in something. It all becomes a narcotic, and the sirens’ songs are really an appeal to our egos. We have our minor powers because of our major intellects. Admit it, Edward—I have. And if it makes you feel any better, I’ll say what I said before. Someone has to do it.”


  “Nor do I care for out-of-context lectures,” said McAllister.


  “You’ll receive no more from me. Just do as I tell you. Cover all the exits at that hotel, but inform every man that no overt moves are to be made. If Bourne goes anywhere, he’s to be discreetly followed, not touched under any circumstances. We must have the woman before contact is made.”


  Morris Panov picked up the phone. “Yes?”


  “Something’s happened.” Conklin spoke rapidly, quietly. “Havilland left the waiting room to take an emergency call. Is anything going on over there?”


  “No, nothing. We’ve just been talking.”


  “I’m worried. Havilland’s men could have found you.”


  “Good Lord, how?”


  “Checking every hotel in the colony for a white man with a limp, that’s how.”


  “You paid the clerk not to say anything to anyone. You said it was a confidential business conference—perfectly normal.”


  “They can pay, too, and say it’s a confidential government matter that brings generous rewards or equally generous harassment. Guess who takes precedence?”


  “I think you’re overreacting,” protested the psychiatrist.


  “I don’t care what you think, Doctor, just get out of there. Now. Forget Marie’s luggage—if she has any. Leave as quickly as you can.”


  “Where should we go?”


  “Where it’s crowded, but where I can find you.”


  “A restaurant?”


  “It’s been too many years and they change names every twenty minutes over here. Hotels are out; they’re too easily covered.”


  “If you’re right, Alex, you’re taking too much time—”


  “I’m thinking!…All right. Take a cab to the foot of Nathan Road at Salisbury—have you got that? Nathan and Salisbury. You’ll see the Peninsula Hotel, but don’t go inside. The strip heading north is called the Golden Mile. Walk up and down on the right side, the east side, but stay within the first four blocks. I’ll find you, as soon as I can.”


  “All right,” said Panov. “Nathan and Salisbury, the first four blocks north on the right.… Alex, you’re quite certain you’re right, aren’t you?”


  “On two counts,” answered Conklin. “For starters, Havilland didn’t ask me to go with him to find out what the ‘emergency’ was—that’s not our arrangement. And if the emergency isn’t you and Marie, it means Webb’s made contact. If that’s the case, I’m not trading away my only bargaining chip, which is Marie. Not without onsight guarantees. Not with Ambassador Raymond Havilland. Now, get out of there!”


  Something was wrong! What was it? Bourne had returned to the filthy hotel room and stood at the foot of the bed watching his prisoner, whose twitch was more pronounced now, his stretched body spastically reacting to each nervous movement. What was it? Why did the conversation with the Hong Kong operator bother him so? She was courteous and helpful; she even tolerated his abuse. Then what was it?…Suddenly, words from a long-forgotten past came to him. Words spoken years ago to an unknown operator without a face, with only an irritable voice.


  I asked you for the number of the Iranian consulate.


  It is in the telephone book. Our switchboards are full and we have no time for such inquiries. Click. Line dead.


  That was it! The operators in Hong Kong—with justification—were among the most peremptory in the world. They wasted no time, no matter how persistent the customer. The workload in this congested, frenetic financial megalopolis would not permit it. Yet the second operator had been the soul of tolerance.… I would not know about other numbers. If you have them, I will gladly check for you.… If you will give me your address.… Unless you care to give me your address.… The address! And without really considering the question, he had instinctively answered. No, I don’t think I’ll do that. From deep within him an alarm had gone off.


  A trace! They had bounced him around, keeping him on the line long enough to put an electronic trace on his call! Pay phones were the most difficult to track down. The vicinity was determined first; next the location or premises, and finally the specific instrument, but it was only a matter of minutes or fractions of minutes between the first step and the last. Had he stayed on long enough? And if so, to what degree of progress? The vicinity? The hotel? The pay phone itself? Jason tried to reconstruct his conversation with the operator—the second operator—when the trace would have begun. Maddeningly, frantically, but with all the precision he could summon, he tried to recapture the rhythm of their words, their voices, realizing that when he had accelerated she had slowed down. It will take me some time.… Actually, I do not, sir. The laws of confidentiality are most strict in Hong Kong—a lecture! Oh, sir, please wait. You were correct…my screen now shows—a mollifying explanation, taking up time. Time! How could he have allowed it? How long…?


  Ninety seconds—two minutes at the outside. Timing was an instinct for him, rhythms remembered. Say two minutes. Enough to determine a vicinity, conceivably to pinpoint a location, but, given the hundreds of thousands of miles of trunk lines, probably inadequate to pick up a specific phone. For some elusive reason images of Paris came to him, then the blurred outlines of telephone booths as he and Marie raced from one to another through the blinding Paris streets, making blind, untraceable calls, hoping to unravel the enigma that was Jason Bourne. Four minutes. It takes that long, but we have to get out of the area! They’ve got that by now!


  The taipan’s men—if there was a huge, obese taipan, to begin with—might have traced the hotel, but it was unlikely they would have tracked the pay phone or the floor. And there was another time span to be considered, one that could work for him if he in turn worked quickly. If the trace had been made and the hotel unearthed, it would take the hunters some time to reach the southern Mongkok, presuming they were in Hong Kong, which the telephone prefix indicated. The key at the moment was speed. Quickly.


  “The blindfold stays, Major, but you’re moving,” he said to the assassin as he swiftly undid the gag and the knots on the mattress springs, coiling the three nylon ropes and stuffing them into the commando’s jacket.


  “What? What did you say?”


  Bourne raised his voice. “Get up. We’re going for a walk.” Jason grabbed his knapsack, opened the door and checked the hallway. A drunk staggered into a room on the left and slammed the door. The right corridor was clear, all the way up to the pay phone and the fire exit beyond it. “Move,” ordered Bourne, shoving his prisoner.


  The fire escape would have been rejected by underwriters at a glance. The metal was corroded and the railings bent under pressure. If one was escaping a fire, a smoke-filled staircase might have been preferable. Still, if it descended in the darkness without collapsing, that was all that mattered. Jason grabbed the commando’s lapel, leading him down the creaking metal steps until they reached the first landing. Beneath there was a broken ladder extended in its track halfway to the alley below. The drop to the pavement was no more than six or seven feet, easily negotiated going down and—more important—coming back up.


  “Sleep well,” said Bourne, taking aim in the dim light and crashing his knuckles into the base of the commando’s skull. The assassin collapsed on the staircase as Bourne whipped out the cords and secured the killer to the steps and the railing, at the last yanking down the pillowcase, covering the impostor’s mouth and tying the cloth tighter. The nocturnal sounds of Hong Kong’s Yau Ma Ti and the nearby Mongkok would easily cover whatever cries Allcott-Price might manage—if he awoke before Jason awakened him, which was doubtful.


  Bourne climbed down the ladder, dropping into the narrow alleyway only seconds before three young men appeared, running around the corner from the busy street. Out of breath, they huddled in the shadows of a doorway as Jason remained on his knees—he hoped out of sight. Beyond the alley’s entrance another group of youths raced by in pursuit, shouting angrily. The three young men lurched from the darkened doorway and ran out, heading in the opposite direction, away from their pursuers. Bourne got up and walked quickly to the mouth of the alley, looking back up at the fire escape. The assassin could not be seen.


  He collided simultaneously with two running bodies. Bouncing off them and into the wall, he could only assume that the young men were part of the crowd chasing the previous three who had hidden in the doorway. One of these, however, held a knife menacingly in his hand. Jason did not need this confrontation, he could not permit it! Before the youth realized what had happened, Bourne lashed out and gripped the young man’s wrist, twisting it clockwise until the blade fell from the youngster’s hand while he screamed in pain.


  “Get out of here!” shouted Jason in harsh Cantonese. “Your gang is no match for your elders and betters! If we see any of you around here, your mothers will get corpses for their labors. Get out!”


  “Aiya!”


  “We look for thieves! For eye-eyes from the north! They steal, they—”


  “Out!”


  The young men fled from the alleyway, disappearing into the semicrowded street in the Yau Ma Ti. Bourne shook his hand, the hand the assassin had tried to crush in the hotel doorframe. In his anxiety he had forgotten about the pain; it was the best way to tolerate it.


  He looked up at the sound—sounds. Two dark sedans came racing down Shek Lung Street and stopped in front of the hotel. Both vehicles had official written all over them. Jason watched in anguish as men climbed out of each car, two from the first, three from the one behind it.


  Oh, God, Marie! We’re going to lose! I’ve killed us—oh, Christ, I’ve killed us!


  He fully expected the five men to rush into the hotel, question the desk clerk, take up positions and make their moves. They would learn that the occupants of Room 301 had not been seen leaving the premises; therefore presumably they were still upstairs. The room would be broken into in less than a minute, the fire escape discovered seconds later! Could he do it? Could he climb back up, cut loose the killer, get him down into the alley and escape? He had to! He took a last look before racing back to the ladder.


  Then he stopped. Something was wrong—something unexpected, totally unexpected. The first man from the lead car had removed his suit coat—his official dress coat—and loosened his tie. He ran his hand through his hair, disheveling it, and walked—unsteadily?—toward the entrance of the run-down hotel. His four companions were spreading out away from the cars, looking up at the windows, two over to the right, two to the left, toward the alleyway—toward him. What was happening? These men were not acting officially. They were behaving like criminals, like mafiosi closing in on a kill they could not be associated with—a trap laid for others, not themselves. Good God, had Alex Conklin been wrong back at Dulles Airport in Washington?


  Play the scenario. It’s deep down and it’s there. Play it out. You can do it, Delta!


  No time. There was no time to think any longer. There were no precious instants to lose thinking about the existence or the nonexistence of a huge, obese taipan, too operatic to be real. The two men heading toward him had spotted the alleyway. They began running—toward the alley, toward the “merchandise,” toward the destruction and death of everything Jason held dear in this rotten world he would gladly leave but for Marie.


  The seconds were ticked off in milliseconds of premeditated violence, at once accepted and at once reviled. David Webb was silenced as Jason Bourne again assumed complete command. Get away from me! This is all we’ve got left!


  The first man fell, his rib cage shattered, his voice stilled by the force of a blow to his throat. The second man was accorded preferential treatment. It was vital that he be cognizant, even alert, for what followed. He dragged both men into the deepest shadows of the alley, ripping their clothes with his knife, binding their feet, their arms and their mouths with strips of their own clothing.


  His arms pinned beneath Jason’s knees, the blade of the knife breaking the flesh around the socket of his left eye, Bourne gave his ultimatum to the second man. “My wife! Where is she? Tell me now! Or lose your eye, then the other one! I’ll carve you up, Zhongguo ren, believe me!” He ripped the gag from the man’s mouth.


  “We are not your enemy, Zhangfu!” cried the Oriental in English, using the Cantonese word for husband. “We have been trying to find her! We hunt everywhere!”


  Jason stared down at the man, the knife trembling in his hand, his temples throbbing, his personal galaxy about to explode, the heavens to rain down fire and pain beyond his imagination. “Marie!” he screamed in agony. “What have you done with her? I was given a guarantee! I bring out the merchandise and my wife is returned to me! I was to hear her voice on the phone but the phone doesn’t work! Instead, a trace is put on me and suddenly you’re here but my wife isn’t! Where is she?”


  “If we knew, she would be here with us.”


  “Liar!” cried Bourne, drawing out the word.


  “I’m not lying to you, sir, nor should I be killed for not lying to you. She escaped from the hospital—”


  “The hospital?”


  “She was ill. The doctor insisted. I was there, outside her room, watching over her! She was weak, but she got away—”


  “Oh, Christ! Sick? Weak? Alone in Hong Kong? My God, you’ve killed her.”


  “No, sir! Our orders were to see to her comforts—”


  “Your orders,” said Jason Bourne, his voice flat and cold. “But not your taipan’s. He followed other orders, orders given before in Zurich and Paris and on Seventy-first Street in New York. I’ve been there—we’ve been there. And now you’ve killed her. You used me, as you used me before, and when you thought it was over, you took her away from me. What’s the ‘death of one more daughter’? Silence is everything.” Jason suddenly gripped the man’s face with his left hand, the knife poised in his right. “Who’s the fat man? Tell me, or the blade goes in! Who’s the taipan?”


  “He’s not a taipan! He is British-schooled and trained, an officer much respected in the territory. He works with your countrymen, the Americans. He’s with the Intelligence Service.”


  “I’m sure he is.… From the beginning it was the same. Only this time it wasn’t the Jackal but me. I was moved around the chessboard until I had no choice but to hunt myself—an extension of myself, a man called Bourne. When he brings him in, kill him. Kill her. They know too much.”


  “No!” cried the Oriental, perspiring, his eyes wide, staring at the blade pressing into his flesh. “We are told very little, but I have heard nothing like that!”


  “What are you doing here, then?” asked Jason harshly.


  “Surveillance, I swear it! That’s all!”


  “Until the guns move in?” said Bourne icily. “So your three-piece suits can stay clean, no blood on your shirts, no traces back to those nameless, faceless people you work for.”


  “You’re wrong! We are not like that, our superiors are not like that!”


  “I told you, I’ve been there. You’re like that, believe me.… Now you’re going to tell me something. Whatever this is, it’s down and dirty and totally secure. Nobody runs an operation like that without a camouflaged base. Where is it?”


  “I don’t understand you.”


  “Headquarters or Base Camp One, or a sterile house, or a coded Command Center—whatever the hell you want to call it. Where is it?”


  “Please, I cannot—”


  “You can. You will. If you don’t, you’re blind, your eyes cut out of your head. Now!”


  “I have a wife, children!”


  “So did I. Both counts. I’m losing patience.” Jason stopped, only slightly reducing the pressure of the blade. “Besides, if you’re so sure you’re right—that your superiors aren’t what I say they are, where’s the harm? Accommodations can be reached.”


  “Yes!” yelled the frightened man. “Accommodations! They are good men. They won’t harm you!”


  “They won’t have a chance,” whispered Bourne.


  “What, sir?”


  “Nothing. Where is it? Where’s this oh-so-quiet headquarters? Now!”


  “Victoria Peak!” said the petrified Intelligence subordinate. “The twelfth house down on the right, with high walls…”


  Bourne listened to the description of a sterile house, a quiet, patrolled estate among other estates in a wealthy district. He heard what he had to hear; there was nothing else he needed. He smashed the heavy bone handle of the knife into the man’s skull, replaced the gag, and rose to his feet. He looked up at the fire escape, at the barely discernible outline of the assassin’s body.


  They wanted Jason Bourne and were willing to kill for him. They would get two Jason Bournes and die for their lies.


  



  CHAPTER THIRTY-ONE


  



  Ambassador Havilland confronted Conklin in the hospital corridor outside the police emergency room. The diplomat’s decision to speak with the CIA man in the busy white-walled hallway was predicated on the fact that it was busy—nurses and attendants, doctors and interns, roamed the halls conferring and answering phones that seemed to ring continuously. Under the circumstances Conklin would be unlikely to indulge in a loud, heated argument. Their discussion might be charged, but it would be quiet; the ambassador could make his case better under those conditions.


  “Bourne’s made contact,” said Havilland.


  “Let’s go outside,” said Conklin.


  “We can’t,” replied the diplomat. “Lin may be about to die any minute or we may be able to see him any minute. We can’t miss that opportunity and the doctor knows we’re here.”


  “Then let’s go back inside.”


  “There are five other people in the emergency room. You don’t want them overhearing us any more than I do.”


  “Christ, you cover your ass, don’t you?”


  “I have to think of all of us. Not one or two or three of us, but all of us.”


  “What do you want from me?”


  “The woman, of course. You know that.”


  “I know that—of course. What are you prepared to offer?”


  “My God, Jason Bourne!”


  “I want David Webb. I want Marie’s husband. I want to know that he’s alive and well in Hong Kong. I want to see him with my own eyes.”


  “That’s impossible.”


  “Then you’d better tell me why.”


  “Before he shows himself he expects to speak with his wife within thirty seconds of contact. That’s the agreement.”


  “But you just said he made contact!”


  “He did. We didn’t. We couldn’t afford to without having Marie Webb near the phone.”


  “You’ve lost me!” said Conklin angrily.


  “He had his own conditions, not unlike yours, which is certainly understandable. You were both—”


  “What were they?” broke in the CIA man.


  “If he made the call, it meant that he had the impostor—it was the bilateral agreement.”


  “Jesus! ‘Bilateral’?”


  “Both sides agreed to it.”


  “I know what it means! You just send me into space, that’s all.”


  “Keep your voice down.… His condition was that if we did not produce his wife within thirty seconds, whoever was on the phone would hear a gunshot, meaning that the assassin was dead, that Bourne had killed him.”


  “Good old Delta.” Conklin’s lips formed a thin half-smile. “He never missed a trick. And I suspect he had a follow-up, right?”


  “Yes,” said Havilland grimly. “A point of exchange is to be mutually agreed upon—”


  “Not bilaterally?”


  “Shut up!…He’ll be able to see his wife walking alone, under her own power. When he’s satisfied, he’ll come out with his prisoner—under a gun, we presume—and the exchange will be made. From the initial contact to the switch, everything is to take place in a matter of minutes, certainly no more than half an hour.”


  “Double time with no one orchestrating any extraneous moves.” Conklin nodded. “But if you didn’t respond, how do you know he made contact?”


  “Lin put a flag on the telephone number with a second relay to Victoria Peak. Bourne was told that the line was temporarily out of service, and when he tried to get a verification—which under the circumstances he had to do—he was relayed to the Peak. We kept him on the line long enough to trace the location of the pay phone he was using. We know where he is. Our people are on the way there now with orders to stay out of sight. If he smells or sees anything, he’ll kill our man.”


  “A trace?” Alex studied the diplomat’s face, not kindly. “He let you keep him talking long enough for that?”


  “He’s in a state of extreme anxiety, we counted on it.”


  “Webb, maybe,” said Conklin. “Not Delta. Not when he thinks about it.”


  “He’ll keep calling,” insisted Havilland. “He has no choice.”


  “Maybe, maybe not. How long has it been since his last call?”


  “Twelve minutes,” answered the ambassador, looking at his watch.


  “And the first one?”


  “About a half hour.”


  “And every time he calls you know about it?”


  “Yes. The information’s relayed to McAllister.”


  “Phone him and see if Bourne’s tried again.”


  “Why?”


  “Because, as you put it, he’s in a state of extreme anxiety and will keep calling. He can’t help himself.”


  “What are you trying to say?”


  “That you may have made a mistake.”


  “Where? How?”


  “I don’t know, but I do know Delta.”


  “What could he do without reaching us?”


  “Kill,” said Alex simply.


  Havilland turned, looked down the busy hallway, and started walking toward the floor’s reception desk. He spoke briefly to a nurse; she nodded and he picked up a telephone. He talked for a moment and hung up. Frowning, he returned to Conklin. “It’s odd,” he remarked. “McAllister feels the way you do. Edward expected Bourne to call every five minutes, if he waited that long.”


  “Oh?”


  “He was led to believe that telephone service might be restored at any moment.” The ambassador shook his head, as if dismissing the improbable. “We’re all too tense. There could be a number of explanations starting with coins for a pay phone to unsettled bowels.”


  The emergency-room door opened and the British doctor appeared. “Mr. Ambassador?”


  “Lin?”


  “A remarkable man. What he’s been through would kill a horse, but then they’re about the same size and a horse can’t manifest a will to live.”


  “Can we see him?”


  “There’d be no point, he’s still unconscious—stirring now and then but nowhere near coherent. Every minute he rests without a reversal is encouraging.”


  “You understand how urgent it is that we talk to him, don’t you?”


  “Yes, Mr. Havilland, I do. Perhaps more than you realize. You know that I was the one responsible for the woman’s escape—”


  “I do know,” said the diplomat. “I was also told that if she could fool you she could probably fool the best internist at the Mayo Clinic.”


  “That’s dubious, but I like to think I’m competent. Instead, I feel like an idiot. I’ll do everything in my power to help you and my good friend Major Lin. The judgment was medical and mine, the error mine, not his. If he makes it through the next hour or so, I believe he has a chance to live. If that happens, I’ll bring him to and you can question him as long as you keep your questions brief and simple. If I think a reversal is too severe and that he’s slipping away, I’ll also call you.”


  “That’s fair, Doctor. Thank you.”


  “I could do no less. It’s what Lin would want. I’ll go back to him now.”


  The waiting began. Havilland and Alex Conklin reached their own bilateral agreement. When Bourne next tried to reach the number for Snake Lady, he was to be told that the line would be clear in twenty minutes. During that time Conklin would be driven to the sterile house on Victoria Peak, prepared to take the call. He would set up the exchange, telling David that Marie was safe and with Morris Panov. The two men returned to the police emergency room and sat in opposite chairs, each silent minute compounding the strain.


  The minutes, however, stretched into quarter hours and these into over an hour. Three times the ambassador called the Peak to ask if there was any word from Jason Bourne. There was none. Twice the English doctor came out to report on Lin’s condition. It was unchanged, a fact that allowed for hope rather than diminishing it. Once the emergency-room telephone rang and both Havilland and Conklin snapped their heads toward it, their eyes riveted on the nurse who calmly answered. The call was not for the ambassador. The tension mounted between the two men as every now and then they would look at each other with the same message in their eyes. Something was wrong. Something had gone off the wire. A Chinese doctor came out and approached two people in the back of the room, a young woman and a priest; he spoke quietly. The woman screamed, then sobbed and fell into the enveloping arms of the priest. A new police widow had been created. She was led away to say a last good-bye to her husband.


  Silence.


  The telephone rang again, and again the diplomat and the CIA man stared at the counter.


  “Mr. Ambassador,” said the nurse, “it’s for you. The gentleman says it’s most urgent.” Havilland got up and hurried to the desk, nodding his thanks, as he took the phone.


  Whatever it was, it had happened. Conklin watched, never thinking he would see what he saw now. The consummate diplomat’s face became suddenly ashen; his thin, usually tight lips were now parted, his dark brows arched, his eyes wide and hollow. He turned and spoke to Alex, his voice barely audible; it was the whisper of fear.


  “Bourne’s gone. The impostor’s gone. Two of the men were found bound and severely injured.” He returned to the phone, his eyes narrowing as he listened. “Oh, my God!” he cried, turning back to Conklin.


  The CIA man was not there.


  David Webb had disappeared, only Jason Bourne remained. Yet he was both more and less than the hunter of Carlos the Jackal. He was Delta the predator, the animal wanting only vengeance for a priceless part of his life that had been taken from him once again. And as an avenging predator, he went through the motions—the instinctive logistics—in a trancelike state, each decision precise, each movement deadly. His eye was on the kill, and his human brain had become animal.


  He wandered the squalid streets of the Yau Ma Ti, his prisoner in tow, wrists still in traction, finding what he wanted to find, paying thousands of dollars for items worth a fraction of the amounts paid. Word spread up into the Mongkok about the strange man and his even stranger silent companion, who was bound and feared for his life. Other doors were opened to him, doors reserved for the runners of contraband—drugs, exported whores, jewels, gold, and materials of destruction, deception, death—and exaggerated warnings accompanied the word about this obsessed man carrying thousands on his person.


  He is a maniac and he is white and he will kill quickly. It is said two throats were slit by those dishonest to him. It is heard that a Zhongguo ren was shot to death because he cheated on a delivery. He is mad. Give him what he wants. He pays hard cash. Who cares? It is not our problem. Let him come. Let him go. Just take his money.


  By midnight Delta had the tools of his lethal trade. And success was uppermost in the Medusan’s mind. He had to succeed. The kill was everything.


  Where was Echo? He needed Echo. Old Echo was his good luck charm!


  Echo was dead, slain by a madman with a ceremonial sword in a peaceful forest of birds. Memories.


  Echo.


  Marie.


  I’ll kill them for what they did to you!


  He stopped a dilapidated taxi in the Mongkok and, showing money, asked the driver to step outside.


  “Yes, what is, sir?” asked the man in broken English.


  “What’s your car worth?” said Delta.


  “I do not understand.”


  “How much? Money? For your car!”


  “You feng kuang!”


  “Bu!” shouted Delta, telling the driver he was not unbalanced. “How much will you take for your car?” he continued in Chinese. “Tomorrow morning you can say it was stolen. The police will find it.”


  “It’s my only source of livelihood and I have a large family! You are crazy!”


  “How’s four thousand, American?”


  “Aiya. Take it!”


  “Kuai!” said Jason, telling the man to hurry. “Help me with this diseased one. He has the shaking sickness and must be tied down so he can’t hurt himself.”


  The owner of the taxi, his eyes on the large bills in Bourne’s hand, helped Jason throw the assassin into the back seat, holding the killer down as the man from Medusa whipped the nylon ropes around the commando’s ankles, knees and elbows, once again gagging and blindfolding him with the strips of cloth ripped from the cheap hotel’s pillowcase. Unable to understand what was being said—shouted in Chinese—the prisoner could only passively resist. It was not merely the punishment inflicted on his wrists with each protesting movement, it was something he saw as he stared at his captor. There was a change in the original Jason Bourne; he had gone into another world, a far darker world. The kill was in the Medusan’s extended periods of silence. It was in his eyes.


  As he drove through the congested tunnel from Kowloon to the island of Hong Kong, Delta primed himself for the assault, imagining the obstacles that would face him, conjuring up the countermeasures he would employ. All were overdrawn and excessive, thus preparing himself for the worst.


  He had done the same in the jungles of Tam Quan. There was nothing he had not considered, and he had brought them out—all but one. A piece of garbage, a man who had no soul but the want for gold, a traitor who would sell the lives of his comrades for small advantage. It was where it had all begun. In the jungles of Tam Quan. Delta had executed the piece of garbage, blown his temple out with a bullet, as this garbage was on a radio relaying their position to the Cong. The garbage was a man from Medusa named Jason Bourne, left to rot in the jungles of Tam Quan. He was the beginning of the madness. Yet Delta had brought out all the others, including a brother he could not remember. He had brought them out through two hundred miles of enemy territory because he had studied the probabilities and imagined the improbabilities—the latter far more important to their escape, for they had happened, and his mind was prepared for the unexpected. It was the same now. There was nothing a sterile house in Victoria Peak could mount that he could not surmount. Death would be answered with death.


  He saw the high walls of the estate and drove casually past them—slowly, as a guest or a tourist might, unsure of his way down the stately road. He spotted the glass of the concealed searchlights, noted the barbed wire coiled above the wall. He zeroed in on the two guards in back of the enormous gate. They were in shadows, but the cloth of their marine field jackets reflected what light there was—a mistake, the cloth should have been dulled or replaced by less military apparel. The high wall ended in front; it was the corner; the stone stretched to the right as far as the eye could see. The sterile house was obvious to the trained eye. To the innocent it was clearly the residence of an important diplomat, an ambassador, perhaps, who required protection because of the dangerous times. Terrorism was everywhere; hostages were prized, deterrents the order of the day. Cocktails were served at sundown amid the quiet laughter of the elite who moved governments, but outside the guns were ready, cocked with the darkness, ready to fire. Delta understood. It was why he carried his bulging knapsack.


  He drove the battered car off the side of the road. There was no need to conceal it; he would not be coming back. He did not care to come back. Marie was gone and it was over. Whatever lives he had led were finished. David Webb. Delta. Jason Bourne. They were the past. He wanted only peace. The pain had exceeded the limits of his endurance. Peace. But first he must kill. His enemies, Marie’s enemies, all the enemies of the men and women everywhere who were driven by the nameless, faceless manipulators would be taught a lesson. A minor lesson, of course, for sanitized explanations would come from the experts, made plausible by complicated words and distorted half-truths. Lies. Stave off doubts, eliminate the questions, be as outraged as the people themselves and march to the drums of consensus. The objective is everything, the insignificant players nothing but necessary digits in the deadly equations. Use them, drain them, kill them if you must, just get the jobs done because we say so. We see things others cannot see. Do not question us. You have no access to our knowledge.


  Jason climbed out of the car, opened the rear door, and with his knife sliced the ropes away from the assassin’s ankles and knees. He then removed the blindfold, keeping the gag in place. He grabbed his prisoner by the shoulder and—


  The blow was paralyzing! The killer spun in place, crashing his right knee up into Bourne’s left kidney, swinging his clasped bound hands up into Jason’s throat as Delta buckled over. A second knee caught Bourne’s rib cage; he fell to the ground as the commando raced into the road. No. It can’t happen! I need his gun, his firepower. It’s part of the strategy!


  Delta rose to his feet, his chest and side bursting with pain, and plunged after the running figure in the road. In seconds the killer would be enveloped in darkness! The man from Medusa ran faster, the pain forgotten, concentrating only on the assassin in the part of his mind that still functioned. Faster, faster! Suddenly headlights shot up from the bottom of the hill, catching the assassin in their beams. The commando lurched to the side of the road to avoid the light. Bourne stayed on the right side of the pavement until the last instant, knowing he was gaining precious yards as the car raced past. His arms useless, the killer stumbled on the soft shoulder of the road; he crawled quickly, awkwardly back to the asphalt, and, getting to his feet, began to run again. It was too late. Delta hurled his shoulder into the base of his prisoner’s spine; both men went down. The commando’s guttural roars were the sounds of an animal in fury. Jason turned the assassin over and jammed his knee brutally into his prisoner’s stomach.


  “You listen to me, scum!” he said breathlessly, the sweat rolling down his face. “Whether you die or not makes no difference to me. A few minutes from now you won’t concern me any longer, but until then you’re part of the plan, my plan! And whether or not you die then will be up to you, not me. I’m giving you a chance, which is more than you ever did for a target. Now, get up! Do everything I tell you or your one chance will be blown away with your head—which is exactly what I promised them.”


  They stopped back at the car. Delta picked up his knapsack and, removing a gun he had taken in Beijing, showed it to the commando. “You begged me for a weapon at the airport in Jinan, remember?” The assassin nodded, his eyes wide, his mouth stretched under the tension of the cloth gag. “It’s yours,” continued Jason Bourne, his voice flat, without emotion. “Once we’re over that wall up there—you in front of me—I’ll hand it to you.” The killer frowned, his eyes narrowing. “I forgot,” said Delta. “You couldn’t see it. There’s a sterile house about five hundred feet up the road. We’re going in. I’m staying, taking out everyone I can. You? You’ve got nine shells and I’ll give you a bonus. One ‘bubble.’” The Medusan lifted a packet of plastique from the Mongkok out of the knapsack and showed it to his prisoner. “As I read it, you’d never get back over the wall; they’d cut you down. So your only way out is through the gate; it’ll be somewhere diagonally to the right. To get there you’ll have to kill your way through. The timer on the plastic can be set as low as ten seconds. Handle it any way you like, I don’t care. Capisce?”


  The assassin raised his bound hands, then gestured at the gag. The sounds from his throat indicated that Jason should free his arms and remove the cloth.


  “At the wall,” said Delta. “When I’m ready, I’ll cut the ropes. But when I do, if you try to take the gag off before I tell you, there goes your chance.” The killer stared at him and nodded once.


  Jason Bourne and the lethal pretender walked up the road on Victoria Peak toward the sterile house.


  Conklin limped down the hospital steps as rapidly as he could, holding on to the center rail, looking frantically for a taxi in the drive below. There was none; instead a uniformed nurse stood alone reading the South China Times in the glow of the outdoor lights. Every now and then she glanced up toward the parking-lot entrance.


  “Excuse me, miss,” said Alex, out of breath. “Do you speak English?”


  “A little,” replied the woman, obviously noticing his limp and his agitated voice. “You are with difficulty?”


  “Much difficulty. I have to find a taxi. I have to reach someone right away and I can’t do it by phone.”


  “They will call one for you at the desk. They call for me every night when I leave.”


  “You’re waiting…?”


  “Here it comes,” said the woman as approaching headlights shone through the parking-lot entrance.


  “Miss!” cried Conklin. “This is urgent. A man is dying and another may die if I don’t reach him! Please. May I—”


  “Bie zhaoji,” exclaimed the nurse, telling him to calm down. “You have urgency, I have none. Take my taxi. I will ask for another.”


  “Thank you,” said Alex as the cab pulled up to the curb. “Thank you!” he added, opening the door and climbing inside. The woman nodded pleasantly and shrugged as she turned and started back up the steps. The glass doors above crashed open and Conklin watched through the rear window as the nurse nearly collided into two of Lin’s men. One stopped her and spoke; the other reached the curb and squinted, peering out of the light into the receding darkness beyond. “Hurry!” said Alex to the driver as they passed through the gate. “Kuai diar, if that’s right.”


  “It will do,” answered the driver wearily in fluent English. “‘Hurry’ is better, however.”


  The base of Nathan Road was the galactic entrance to the luminescent world of the Golden Mile. The blazing colored lights, the dancing, flickering, shimmering lights, were the walls of this congested, urban valley of humanity where seekers sought and sellers shrieked for attention. It was the bazaar of bazaars, a dozen tongues and dialects vying for the ears and the eyes of the ever-shifting crowds. It was here, in this gauntlet of freewheeling commercial chaos, that Alex Conklin got out of the cab. Walking painfully, his limp pronounced, the veins of his footless leg swelling, he hurried up the east side of the street, his eyes roving like those of an angry wildcat seeking its young in the territory of hyenas.


  He reached the end of the fourth block, the last block. Where were they? Where was the slender, compact Panov and the tall, striking, auburn-haired Marie? His instructions had been clear, absolute. The first four blocks north on the right side, the east side. Mo Panov had recited them back to him.… Oh, Christ! He had been looking for two people, one whose physical appearance could belong to hundreds of men in those four crowded blocks. But his eyes had been searching for the tall, dark-redheaded woman—which she was no longer! Her hair had been dyed gray with streaks of white! Alex started back down toward Salisbury Road, his eyes now attuned to what he should look for, not what his painful memories told him he would find.


  There they were! On the outskirts of a crowd surrounding a street vendor whose cart was piled high with silks of all descriptions and labels—the silks relatively genuine, the labels as ersatz as the distorted signatures.


  “Come on with me!” said Conklin, his hands on both their elbows.


  “Alex!” cried Marie.


  “Are you all right?” asked Panov.


  “No,” said the CIA man. “None of us is.”


  “It’s David, isn’t it?” Marie grabbed Conklin’s arm, gripping it.


  “Not now. Hurry up. We have to get out of here.”


  “They’re here?” Marie gasped, her gray-haired head turning right and left, fear in her eyes.


  “Who?”


  “I don’t know!” she shouted over the din of the crowds.


  “No, they’re not here,” said Conklin. “Come on. I’ve got a taxi holding down by the Pen.”


  “What pen?” asked Panov.


  “I told you. The Peninsula Hotel.”


  “Oh, yes, I forgot.” All three started walking down Nathan Road, Alex—as was obvious to Marie and Morris Panov—with difficulty. “We can slow down, can’t we?” asked the psychiatrist.


  “No, we can’t!”


  “You’re in pain,” said Marie.


  “Knock it off! Both of you. I don’t need your horse-shit.”


  “Then tell us what’s happened!” yelled Marie as they crossed a street filled with carts they had to dodge, and buyers and sellers and tourist-voyeurs who made for the exotic congestion of the Golden Mile.


  “There’s the taxi,” said Conklin as they approached Salisbury Road. “Hurry up. The driver knows where to go.”


  Inside the cab, Panov between Marie and Alex, she once again reached out, clutching Conklin’s arm. “It is David, isn’t it?”


  “Yes. He’s back. He’s here in Hong Kong.”


  “Thank God!”


  “You hope. We hope.”


  “What does that mean?” asked the psychiatrist sharply.


  “Something’s gone wrong. The scenario’s off the wire.”


  “For Christ’s sake!” exploded Panov. “Will you speak English!”


  “He means,” said Marie, staring at the CIA man, “that David either did something he wasn’t supposed to do, or didn’t do something he was expected to do.”


  “That’s about it.” Conklin’s eyes drifted toward the lights of Victoria Harbor and the island of Hong Kong beyond. “I used to be able to read Delta’s moves, usually before he made them. Then later, when he was Bourne, I was able to track him when others couldn’t, because I understood his options and knew which ones he would take. That is, until things happened to him, and no one could predict anything because he’d lost touch with the Delta inside him. But Delta’s back now, and as happened so often so long ago, his enemies have underestimated him. I hope I’m wrong—Jesus, I hope I’m wrong!”


  His gun against the back of the assassin’s neck, Delta moved silently through the underbrush in front of the high wall of the sterile house. The killer balked; they were within ten feet of the darkened entrance. Delta jammed the weapon into the commando’s flesh and whispered, “There aren’t any trip lights in the wall or on the ground. They’d be set off by tree rats every thirty seconds. Keep going! I’ll tell you when to stop.”


  The order came four feet from the gate. Delta grabbed his prisoner by the collar and swung him around, the barrel of the gun still touching the assassin’s neck. The man from Medusa then reached into his pocket, pulled out a globule of plastique and stretched his arm out as far as he could toward the gate. He pressed the adhesive side of the packet against the wall; he had pre-set the small digital timer in the soft center of the explosive for seven minutes, the number chosen both for luck and to give him time to get the killer and himself in place several hundred feet away. “Move!” he whispered.


  They rounded the corner of the wall and proceeded along the side to the midpoint, from where the end of the stone was visible in the moonlight. “Wait here,” said Delta, reaching into his knapsack, which was strapped across his chest like a bandolier, the bag on his right side. He pulled out a square black box, five inches wide, three high, and two deep. At its side was a coiled forty-foot line of thin, black plastic tubing. It was a battery-amplified speaker; he placed it on top of the wall and snapped a switch in the back; a red light glowed. He uncoiled the thin tubing as he shoved the killer forward. “Another twenty or thirty feet,” he said. They reached the spot acceptable to the Medusan. The branches of a cascading willow tree were spread out above the wall, arcing downward. Concealment. “Here!” he whispered harshly, and stopped the commando by gripping his shoulder. He removed the wire cutters from the knapsack and pushed the assassin against the wall; they faced each other. “I’m cutting you loose now, but not free. Do you understand that?” The commando nodded, and Delta snipped the ropes between his prisoner’s wrists and elbows while leveling his gun at the assassin’s head. He stepped back and bent his right leg forward in front of the killer as he handed him the wire cutters. “Stand on my leg and cut the coils. You can reach them if you jump a bit and slide your hand under for a grip. Don’t try anything. You haven’t got a gun yet, but I have, and as I’m sure you’ve gathered, I don’t care anymore.”


  The prisoner did as he was told. The leap from Delta’s leg was minimal; the assassin’s left arm expertly slithered between the coils, his hand gripping the opposite side of the top of the wall. He severed the coiled wire noiselessly, holding the cutters against the metal on one side to reduce the sound of snapping tension. The open space above was now five feet wide. “Climb up there,” said Delta.


  The killer did so, and as his left leg swung over the wall, Delta leaped up to grab the assassin’s trousers and pulled himself up against the stone, swinging his own left leg over the top. He straddled the wall simultaneously with the commando.


  “Nicely done, Major Allcott-Price,” he said, a small circular microphone in his hand, his weapon again aimed at the assassin’s head. “Not much longer now. If I were you, I’d study the grounds.”


  * * *


  Under Conklin’s urgent pleas to the driver, the taxi sped up the road in Victoria Peak. They passed a broken-down car off the side of the road; it seemed out of place in the elegant surroundings, and Alex swallowed as he saw it, wondering in dread if it was really disabled. “There’s the house!” cried the CIA man. “For God’s sake, hurry! Go up to the—”


  He did not—could not—finish. Up ahead a shattering explosion filled the road and the night. Fire and stone flew in all directions, as first a large part of the wall collapsed and then the huge iron gates fell forward in eerie slow motion beyond the flames.


  “Oh, my God, I was right,” said Alexander Conklin softly to himself. “Delta’s come back. He wants to die. He will die.”


  



  CHAPTER THIRTY-TWO


  



  “Not yet!” roared Jason Bourne as the wall blew apart beyond the stately gardens filled with rows of lilacs and roses. “I’ll tell you when,” he added quietly, holding the small circular microphone in his free hand.


  The assassin grunted, his instincts roused to their primeval limits, his desire to kill equal to his desire to survive, the one dependent upon the other. He was on the edge of madness; only the barrel of Delta’s gun stopped him from an insane assault. He was still human, and it was better to try to live than to accept death through default. But when, when? The nervous tic returned to Allcott-Price’s face; his lower lip twitched as screams and shouts and the sound of men running in panic filled the gardens. The killer’s hands trembled as he stared at Delta in the dim, pulsating light of the distant flames.


  “Don’t even think about it,” said the man from Medusa. “You’re dead if you make a move. You’ve studied me, so you know there’s no reprieve. You make it, you make it on your own. Swing your leg over the wall and be ready to jump when I tell you. Not before.” Without warning, Bourne suddenly brought the microphone to his lips and snapped a switch. When he spoke, his amplified words echoed eerily throughout the grounds, a haunting, reverberating sound that matched the thunder of the explosion, made more ominous by its calm simplicity, its frigidity.


  “You marines. Take cover and stay out of this. It’s not your fight. Don’t die for the men who brought you here. To them you’re garbage. You’re expendable—as I was expendable. There’s no legitimacy here, no territory to be defended, no honor of your country in question. You’re here for the sole purpose of protecting killers. The only difference between you and me is the fact that they used me, too, but now they want to kill me because I know what they’ve done. Don’t die for these men, they’re not worth it. I give you my word I won’t fire on you unless you shoot at me, and then I’ll have no choice. But there’s another man here who isn’t going to make any deals—”


  A fusillade of gunfire erupted, shattering the source of the sound, blasting the unseen speaker randomly off the wall. Delta was ready; it was bound to happen. One of the faceless, nameless manipulators had given an order and it was carried out. He reached into the knapsack, removing a fifteen-inch pre-set tear gas launcher, the canister in place. It could smash heavy glass at fifty yards; he aimed and pulled the trigger. A hundred feet away a bay window was shattered and the fog of gas billowed throughout the room inside. He could see figures running beyond the fragmented glass. Lamps and chandeliers were extinguished, supplanted by a startling array of floodlights positioned in the eaves of the great house and the trunks of the surrounding trees. Suddenly the grounds were awash with blinding white light. The branches of the overhanging tree would be a magnet for darting eyes and leveled weapons, and he understood that no appeal of his would countermand the orders. He had delivered that appeal both as an honest warning and as a salve for what conscience remained to a barely thinking, barely feeling robot avenger. In the shadows of the mind he had left he did not want to take the lives of youngsters called to serve the paranoid egos of manipulators—he had seen too much of that in Saigon years ago. He wanted only the lives of those inside the sterile house, and he intended to have them. Jason Bourne would not be denied. They had taken everything from him, and his personal account was now going to be settled. For the man from Medusa the decision was made—he was a puppet on the strings of his own rage, and apart from that rage his life was over.


  “Jump!” whispered Delta, swinging his right leg over the wall, pummeling the assassin down to the ground. He followed while the commando was in midair and grabbed the assassin’s shoulder as the startled killer—arms extended on his knees—righted himself on the grass. Bourne dragged him out of sight into a latticed arbor with a profusion of bougainvillaea that reached nearly six feet high. “Here’s your gun, Major,” said the original Jason Bourne. “Mine’s on you, and don’t you forget it.”


  The assassin simultaneously grabbed the weapon and tore the cloth from his mouth, coughing and spitting out saliva, as a savage burst of gunfire tore leaves and branches all along the wall. “Your little lecture didn’t do much fucking good, did it?”


  “I didn’t expect it to. The truth of the matter is that they want you, not me. You see, I’m really expendable now. That was their plan from the beginning. I bring you out and I’m dead. My wife’s dead. We know too much. She because she learned who they were—she had to, she was the bait—me because they knew I’d put some figures together in Peking. You’re messed up with a bloodbath, Major. A megabomb that can blow the whole Far East apart, and will if saner heads in Taiwan don’t isolate and rip out those lunatic clients of yours. Only, I don’t give a shit anymore. Play your goddamned games and blow yourselves up. I just want to get inside that house.”


  A squad of marines assaulted the wall, running alongside the stone, rifles poised, ready to fire. Delta pulled a second plastique from his knapsack, set the miniaturized digital timer for ten seconds, and threw the packet as far as he could toward the rear garden wall, away from the guards. “Come on!” he ordered the commando, ramming his weapon into the killer’s spine. “You in front! Down this path. Nearer the house.”


  “Give me one of those! Give me a plastic!”


  “I don’t think so.”


  “Christ, you gave me your word!”


  “Then either I lied or I changed my mind.”


  “Why? What do you care?”


  “I care. I didn’t know there were so many kids. Too many kids. You could take out ten of them with one of these, maim a lot more.”


  “It’s a little late for you to become such a fucking Christian!”


  “The club’s not that exclusive; it never was. I know who I want and who I don’t want and I don’t want kids in pressed GI pajamas. I want the men inside that—”


  The explosion came some forty yards away at the rear of the grounds. Trees and dirt, bushes and whole beds of flowers flamed into the air—a panorama of greens and browns and speckled dots of color within the billowing gray smoke illuminated by the hot, white floodlights. “Move!” whispered Delta. “To the end of the row. It’s about sixty feet from the house and there’s a pair of doors—” Bourne closed his eyes in angry futility as a series of seemingly unending spurts of rifle fire filled the rear gardens. They were children. They fired blindly out of fear, killing imaginary demons but no targets. And they would not listen.


  Another group of marines, these obviously led by an experienced officer, took up equidistant positions in front of the great house and circled it, legs bent, feet dug in for recoils, weapons angled forward. The manipulators had called for their Praetorian guard. So be it. Delta again reached into his knapsack, felt around his arsenal, and removed one of the two manual firebombs he had purchased in the Mongkok. It was similar to a grenade at the top—circular but covered with a shield of heavy plastic. The base, however, was a handle, five inches long, so that the thrower could hurl the explosive farther and with greater accuracy. The trick was in the throwing, the accuracy, and the timing. For once the plastic was removed, the shell of the bomb itself would adhere to any surface by an instant steel-like adhesive activated by air, and with the explosion of a chemical would shoot out in all directions, prolonging the flames, embedding itself in all porous surfaces, seeping and burning. From the removal of the plastic covering to the explosion took fifteen seconds. The sides of the great house, the sterile house, were the standard Victorian clapboard above an imposing lower border of stone. Delta shoved the assassin into a cluster of roses, stripped off the plastic, and heaved the firebomb into the clapboard far above and to the left of the French doors thirty-odd feet away. It stuck to the wood, the rest was waiting for the seconds to pass while the rifle fire—hesitant now, diminishing—ceased altogether.


  The wall of the house blew apart. A gaping hole revealed a formal Victorian bedroom, complete with a canopied bed and delicate English furniture. The flames spread instantly, shooting spokes of fire from a central hub, spewing along the clapboard and spitting inside the house.


  An order was given, and again there was an eruption of rifle fire, bullets spraying the flower beds away from the rear garden wall and the contingent of marines who had raced in the direction of the previous explosion. Commands and countercommands were shouted in anger and frustration as two officers appeared, sidearms in their hands. One rounded the circle of protecting guards, checking their positions and their weapons, peering in front of each. The other headed for the side wall and began retracing the route of the first squad, his eyes constantly shifting to his inner flanks, to the succeeding rows of flowers. He stopped beneath the willow tree and studied the wall, then the grass. He raised his head and looked over at the arbor of bougainvillaea. With his weapon, now steadied by both hands, he started toward the arbor.


  Delta watched the soldier through the bushes, his own gun still pressed into the commando’s back. He removed another plastique, set the timer, and threw it over the bushes far forward toward the side wall. “Go through there!” ordered Bourne, pivoting the assassin by the shoulder and sending him into the row of bushes on the left. Jason plunged through after the commando, cracking the barrel of his automatic into the killer’s head, stopping him as he lurched for the knapsack. “Just a few more minutes, Major, then you’re on your own.”


  The fourth explosion tore away six feet of the side wall, and as though they expected enemy troops to pour through, the marine guards opened fire on the collapsing stone. In the distance, on the roads of Victoria Peak, two-note sirens wailed in counterpoint to the sounds of carnage taking place within the grounds of the sterile house. Delta pulled out his next to last plastic packet, set the timer for ninety seconds, and heaved it toward the corner of the rear wall where the grounds were deserted. It was the beginning of his final diversion, the rest would be cold mathematics. He removed the tear gas launcher, inserted a canister, and spoke to the commando. “Turn around.” The assassin did so, the barrel of Bourne’s gun in front of his eyes. “Take this,” said Delta. “You can hold it with one hand. When I tell you, fire it into the stone to the right of the French doors. The gas will spread, blinding most of those kids. They won’t be able to shoot, so don’t waste bullets, you haven’t got that many.”


  The killer did not at first reply. Instead, he raised his weapon level with Bourne’s and aimed it at Jason’s head. “Now we’re one-on-one, Mr. Original,” said the commando. “I told you I could take a bullet in the head, I’ve been waiting for it for years. But somehow I don’t think you can take the idea of not getting inside that house.” There was a sudden roar of voices and yet another fusillade of gunfire as a squad of marines rushed the collapsed side wall. Delta watched, waiting for the instant when the assassin’s concentration would break for that split second. The instant did not come. Instead the commando continued quietly, his voice tense but controlled, as he stared at Jason Bourne. “They must be expecting an invasion, the silly geese. When in doubt attack, as long as your flanks are covered, isn’t that right, Mr. Original?…Empty your bag of tricks, Delta. It was ‘Delta,’ wasn’t it?”


  “There’s nothing left.” Bourne cocked the hammer of his automatic. The assassin did the same.


  “Then let’s have a feel around,” said the commando, his left hand slowly reaching out, softly touching the knapsack strapped on Delta’s right hip, their eyes locked. The killer felt the canvas, squeezing the harsh cloth in several places. Again slowly, he withdrew his hand. “With all the shalt-nots in the bloody big Book, none ever mentions a lie, does it? Except false witness, of course, which isn’t the same. I guess you took the lapse to heart, sport. There’s a shell-framed automatic repeater in there and two or three clips, I judge by the curves, holding at least fifty rounds apiece.”


  “Forty, to be exact.”


  “That’s a lot of firepower. That little beast could get me out of here. Give! Or one of us goes right here. Right now.”


  The fifth plastique explosion shook the ground; the startled assassin blinked. It was enough. Bourne’s hand shot up, deflecting the killer’s gun, crashing his heavy automatic into the commando’s left temple with the force of a hammer.


  “Son of a bitch!” cried the assassin hoarsely as he fell to his left, Jason’s knee on his wrist, the killer’s gun wrenched free.


  “You keep begging for a quick demise, Major,” said Bourne as pandemonium reached its height within the grounds of the Victorian sterile house. The squad of marines that had charged the collapsed side wall were ordered to assault the rear of the gardens. “You really don’t like yourself, do you? But you’ve got a good idea. I will empty my bag of tricks. It’s almost time now.”


  Bourne removed the straps and upturned his open knapsack. The contents fell on the grass, the flames from the ever-expanding fire on the second floor of the sterile house illuminating them. There was one firebomb and one plastique left, and, as was accurately described by the assassin, a hand-held repeating MAC-10 machine pistol that needed only its stock frame and a clip to be inserted in order to fire. He inserted the frame of the lethal weapon, cracked in one of the four clips, and shoved the remaining three into his belt. He then released the spring of the launcher, put the canister in place, and reset the mechanism. It was ready to go—to save the lives of children, children called to die by the aging egos of manipulators. The firebomb remained. He knew where to direct it. He lifted it up, tore off the shield, and threw it with all his strength toward the A-framed apex above the French doors. It clung to the wood. It was the moment. He pulled the trigger of the launcher, sending the canister of gas into the stone to the right of the French doors. It exploded, bouncing off the wall to the ground; the vapors spread instantly, clouds of gas swirling, choking men within its billowing periphery. Weapons were clung to, but free hands rubbed swollen, watery eyes and covered inflamed nostrils.


  The second firebomb exploded, tearing away the elegant Victorian facade above the French doors, shattering the panes of glass, whole sections of the upper wall plummeting down into the tiled foyer beyond. Flames spread upward toward the eaves and inside, firing drapes and upholstery. The marine guards scrambled away from the thunderous explosion and the flames into the clouds of tear gas. A number now dropped their rifles, as all lurched in every direction, colliding with one another, trying to get away from the fumes, gagging, coughing, seeking relief.


  Delta rose to a crouch, the machine pistol in his hand, yanking the assassin up beside him. It was time; the chaos was complete. The swirling gas in front of the shattered French doors was being sucked in by the heat of the flames; it would dissipate sufficiently for him to make headway. Once inside, his search would be quick, over in moments. The directors of a covert operation that required a sterile house in foreign territory would stay within the protective confines of the house itself for two reasons. The first was that the size and disposition of the attacking force could not be accurately estimated and the risk of capture or death outside was too great. The second was more practical: papers had to be destroyed, burned, not shredded, as they had learned in Teheran. Directives, dossiers, operational progress reports, background materials, all had to go. The sirens in Victoria Peak were growing louder, nearer; the frantic race up the steep roads was nearly over.


  “It’s the countdown,” said Bourne, setting the timer on the last plastique explosive. “I’m not giving this to you, but I’ll use it to advantage—both yours and mine. Thirty seconds, Major Allcott-Price.” Jason arced the packet as far as he could toward the right front wall.


  “My weapon! For Christ’s sake, give me the gun!”


  “It’s on the ground. Under my foot.”


  The assassin lurched down. “Let go of it!”


  “When I want to—and I will want to. But if you try to take it, the next thing you’ll see is a cell in the Hong Kong garrison, and—according to you—a scaffold, a thick rope, and a hangman in your immediate future.”


  The killer looked up in panic. “You goddamned liar! You lied!”


  “Frequently. Don’t you?”


  “You said—”


  “I know what I said. I also know why you’re here, and why instead of nine shells you have three.”


  “What?”


  “You’re my diversion, Major. When I let you free with the gun, you’ll head for the gate or a blown-out section of the wall—whichever, it’s your choice. They’ll try to stop you. You’ll fire back, naturally, and while they concentrate on you, I’ll get inside.”


  “You bastard!”


  “My feelings are hurt, but then I don’t have feelings any longer, so it doesn’t matter. I simply have to get inside—”


  The last explosion blew up a sculptured tree, its roots smashing into a weakened section of the wall, stones falling out of place, the wall itself half crumbling, splitting rocks forming a V at the center of secondary impact. Marines from the gate contingent rushed forward.


  “Now!” roared Delta, rising to his full height.


  “Give me the gun! Let go of it!”


  Jason Bourne suddenly froze. He could not move—except that by some instinct or other he crashed his knee up into the killer’s throat, sending the assassin over on his side. A man had appeared beyond the shattered glass doors of the burning foyer. A handkerchief covered his face, but it could not cover his limp. His limp! With his clubbed foot the silhouetted figure kicked down the left frame of the French doors and awkwardly walked down the three steps to the short flagstone patio fronting the once stately gardens. He dragged himself forward and yelled as loud as he could, ordering the guards who could hear him to hold their fire. The figure did not have to lower his handkerchief, Delta knew the face. It was the face of his enemy. It was Paris, a cemetery outside of Paris. Alexander Conklin had come to kill him. Beyond-salvage was the order from on high.


  “David! It’s Alex! Don’t do what you’re doing! Stop it! It’s me, David! I’m here to help you!”


  “You’re here to kill me! You came to kill me in Paris, you tried again in New York! Treadstone Seventy-one! You’ve got a short memory, you bastard!”


  “You don’t have any memory, goddamn you! You became Delta, that’s what they wanted! I know the whole story, David. I flew over here because we put it together! Marie, Mo Panov, and I! We’re all here. Marie’s safe!”


  “Lies! Tricks! All of you, you killed her! You would have killed her in Paris, but I wouldn’t let you near her! I kept her away from you!”


  “She’s not dead, David! She’s alive! I can bring her to you! Now!”


  “More lies!” Delta crouched and pulled the trigger, spraying the patio, the bullets ricocheting up into the burning foyer, but for reasons unknown to him they did not cut down the man himself. “You want to pull me out so you can give the order and I’m dead. Beyond-salvage carried out! No way, executioner! I’m going inside! I want the silent, secret men behind you! They’re there! I know they’re there!” Bourne grabbed the fallen assassin and pulled him to his feet, handing him the gun. “You wanted a Jason Bourne, he’s yours! I’m setting him loose among the roses. Kill him while I kill you!”


  Half madman, half survivor, the commando lunged through the flowering bushes away from Bourne. He raced first down the path, then instantly returned, seeing that the marine guards were at the north and south areas of the wall. If he showed himself on the east border of the garden, he was caught between both contingents. He was dead if he moved.


  “I haven’t any more time, Conklin!” yelled Bourne. Why couldn’t he kill the man who had betrayed him? Squeeze the trigger! Kill the last of Treadstone Seventy-one! Kill. Kill! What stopped him?


  The assassin threw himself over the row of flowers, clutching the warm barrel of Bourne’s machine gun, wrenching it downward, leveling and firing his own gun at Jason. The bullet grazed Bourne’s forehead, and in fury, Jason yanked back the trigger of the repeating weapon. Bullets thundered into the ground, the vibrations within their small, deadly arena earth-shattering. He grabbed the Englishman’s gun, twisting it counter-clockwise. The assassin’s mutilated right arm was no match for the man from Medusa. The gun exploded as Bourne wrenched it free. The impostor fell back on the grass, his eyes glazed, within them the knowledge that he had lost.


  “David! For God’s sake, listen to me! You have to—”


  “There is no David here!” screamed Jason, his knee rammed into the assassin’s chest. “My rightful name is Bourne, sprung from Delta, spawned by Medusa! The Snake Lady! Remember?”


  “We have to talk!”


  “We have to die! You have to die! The secret men inside are my contract with myself, with Marie! They have to die!” Bourne gripped the lapel of the assassin’s jacket, pulling him up on his feet. “I repeat! Here’s your Jason Bourne! He’s all yours!”


  “Don’t shoot! Hold your fire!” roared Conklin as bewildered segments of the three marine contingents began to close in and the deafening sirens of the Hong Kong police roared to a stop at the demolished gate.


  The man from Medusa slammed his shoulder into the commando’s back, propelling the killer out into the light of the roaring flames and the floodlights. “There he is! That’s the prize you wanted!”


  There was a burst of rifle fire as the assassin reeled out, then dove to the ground, rolling over and over to avoid the bullets.


  “Stop it! Not him! For Christ’s sake, hold your fire. Don’t kill him!” screamed Conklin.


  “Not him?” roared Jason Bourne. “Not him? Only me! Isn’t that right, you son of a bitch? Now, you do die! For Marie, for Echo, for all of us!”


  He squeezed the trigger of the machine gun, but still the bullets would not hit their mark! He swung around and, swinging back and forth, aimed his deadly weapon at both converging squads of marines. Again, he fired several prolonged bursts, crouching, ducking, moving from place to place behind the roses. Yet he angled the barrel above their heads! Why? The children could not stop him. But then the children in their pressed GI issue should not die for the manipulators. He had to get inside the sterile house. Now! No moments were left. It was now!


  “David!” A woman’s voice. Oh Christ, a woman’s voice! “David, David, David!” A figure in a flowing skirt ran out of the sterile house. She grabbed Alexander Conklin and pushed him away. She stood alone on the patio. “It’s me, David! I’m here! I’m safe! Everything’s all right, my darling!”


  Another trick, another lie. It was an old woman with gray hair, white hair! “Get out of my way, lady, or I’ll kill you. You’re just another lie, another trick!”


  “David, it’s me! Can’t you hear me—”


  “I can see you! A trick!”


  “No, David!”


  “My name’s not David. I told your scum friend, there’s no David here!”


  “Don’t!” screamed Marie, desperately shaking her head and running in front of several marines who had crawled out on the grass, away from the swirling, vanishing clouds of gas. They were on their knees with a clear view of Bourne, getting their bearings, leveling their rifles unsteadily at him. Marie positioned herself between the recovering guards and their target. “Haven’t you done enough to him? For God’s sake, somebody stop them!”


  “And get blown away by some son of a bitch terrorist?” yelled a youthful voice from the ranks by the front wall.


  “He’s not what you think! Whatever he is, the people inside made him that way! You heard him. He won’t fire on you if you don’t shoot!”


  “He’s already fired,” roared an officer.


  “You’re still standing!” yelled back Alex Conklin from the edge of the patio. “And he’s a better marksman with more weapons than any man here! Account for it! I can!”


  “I don’t need you!” thundered Jason Bourne, once again triggering a burst of machine-gun fire into the burning wall of the sterile house.


  Suddenly the assassin was on his feet, crouching, then lunging for the marine nearest him, a hatless youngster still coughing from the gas. The killer grabbed the guard’s rifle, kicking him in the head, and fired the weapon into the next nearest marine, who lurched backward grabbing his stomach. The killer spun around; he spotted an officer with a machine pistol not unlike Bourne’s; he shot him in the neck, and grabbed the weapon from the falling body. He paused for only a split second evaluating his chances, then whipped the machine pistol up under his left arm. Delta watched, instinctively knowing what the commando would do, knowing, too, that his diversion was about to take place.


  The assassin did it. He fired again, one round after another, into the closed ranks of the young, inexperienced marines by the front wall, racing, dodging his way across the short stretch of grass into the shoulder-high row of flowers on Bourne’s left. It was his only escape route, the least illuminated—the collapsed right rear wall.


  “Stop him!” shouted Conklin, limping frantically across the patio. “But don’t shoot! Don’t kill him! For Christ’s sake, don’t kill him!”


  “Bullshit!” came the reply from someone in the squad of marines by the left rear wall. The assassin, twisting, turning, crouching, his rifle on repeat fire, quickly worked his way toward the broken wall, pinning the guards down by his rapid bursts. The rifle chamber ran out of shells; he threw the weapon down, swinging the murderous machine pistol into place, and started his last race toward the broken wall, spraying the prone contingent of marines. He was there! The darkness beyond was his escape!


  “You motherfucker!” It was a teenager’s cry, the voice immature, in torment, but nevertheless lethal. “You killed my buddy! You blew his fucking face off! You’re going to buy it, you shithead!”


  A young black marine leaped away from his dead white companion and raced toward the wall as the assassin swung around, vaulting over the stone. Another burst from the killer caught the marine in the shoulder; he lunged to the ground, rolled over twice to his left, and fired four rounds of ammunition.


  They were followed by an agonizing, hysterical scream of defiance. It was the scream of death; the assassin, his eyes wide in hatred, fell into the jagged rocks. Major Allcott-Price, formerly of the Royal Commandos, was gone.


  Bourne started forward, his weapon raised. Marie ran to the border of the patio, the distance between them no more than a few feet. “Don’t do it, David!”


  “I’m not David, lady! Ask your scum-ball friend, we go back a long time. Get out of my way!” Why couldn’t he kill her? One burst, and he was free to do what he had to do! Why?


  “All right!” screamed Marie, holding her place. “There is no David, all right? You’re Jason Bourne! You’re Delta! You’re anything you want to be, but you’re also mine! You’re my husband!” The revelation had the impact of a sudden bolt of lightning on the guards who heard it. The officers, their elbows bent, held up their hands—the universal command to hold fire—as they and the men stared in astonishment.


  “I don’t know you!”


  “My voice is my own. You know it, Jason.”


  “A trick! An actress, a mimic! A lie! It’s been done before.”


  “And if I look different, it’s because of you, Jason Bourne!”


  “Get out of my way or get killed!”


  “You taught me in Paris! On the rue de Rivoli, the Hotel Meurice, the newsstand on the corner. Can you remember? The newspapers with the story out of Zurich, my photograph on all the front pages! And the small hotel in the Montparnasse when we were checking out, the concierge reading the paper, my picture in front of his face! You were so frightened you told me to run outside.… The taxi! Do you remember the taxi? On the way to Issy-les-Moulineaux—I’ll never forget that impossible name. ‘Change your hair,’ you said. ‘Pull it up or push it back!’ You said you didn’t care what I did so long as I changed it! You asked me if I had an eyebrow pencil—you told me to thicken my brows, make them longer! Your words, Jason! We were running for our lives and you wanted me to look different, to remove any likeness to the photograph that was all over Europe! I had to become a chameleon because Jason Bourne was a chameleon. He had to teach his lover, his wife! That’s all I’ve done, Jason!”


  “No!” cried Delta, drawing the word out into a scream, the mists of confusion enveloping him, sending his mind into the outer regions of panic. The images were there! Rue de Rivoli, the Montparnasse, the taxi. Listen to me. I am a chameleon called Cain and I can teach you many things I do not care to teach you but I must. I can change my color to accommodate the forest, I can shift with the wind by smelling it. I can find my way through natural and man-made jungles. Alpha, Bravo, Charlie, Delta.… Delta is for Charlie and Charlie is for Cain. I am Cain. I am death. And I must tell you who I am and lose you.


  “You do remember!” shouted David Webb’s wife.


  “A trick! The chemicals—I said the words. They gave you the words! They have to stop me!”


  “They gave me nothing! I want nothing from them. I only want my husband! I’m Marie!”


  “You’re a lie! They killed her!” Delta squeezed the trigger and the fusillade of bullets exploded the earth at Marie’s feet. Rifles were quickly brought up to firing positions.


  “Don’t do it!” screamed Marie, whipping her head over at the marine guards, her eyes glaring, her voice a command. “All right, Jason. If you don’t know me, I don’t want to live. I can’t be plainer than that, my darling. It’s why I understand what you’re doing. You’re throwing your life away because a part of you that’s taken over thinks I’m gone and you don’t want to live without me. I understand that very well because I don’t want to live without you.” Marie took several steps across the grass and stood motionless.


  Delta raised the machine gun, the snub-nosed sight on the barrel centering on the gray hair streaked with white. His index finger closed around the trigger. Suddenly, involuntarily, his right hand began to tremble, then his left. The murderous weapon began to waver, at first slowly, back and forth, then faster—in circles—as Bourne’s head swayed in fitful jerks; the trembling spread; his neck began to lose control.


  There was a commotion within the gathering crowd at the smoldering ruins of the gate and the guardhouse several hundred feet away. A man struggled; he was held by two marines. “Let me go, you goddamned fools! I’m a doctor, his doctor!” With a surge of strength, Morris Panov broke away and raced across the lawn into the glare of the floodlights. He stopped twenty feet from Bourne.


  Delta began to moan; the sound and the rhythm was barbaric. Jason Bourne dropped the weapon…and David Webb fell to his knees weeping. Marie started toward him.


  “No!” commanded Panov, his voice quietly emphatic, stopping Webb’s wife. “He has to come to you. He must.”


  “He needs me!”


  “Not that way. He has to recognize you. David has to recognize you and tell his other self to let him free. You can’t do that for him. He has to do it for himself.”


  Silence. Floodlights. Fire.


  And like a cringing, beaten child, David Webb raised his head, the tears streaming down his cheeks. Slowly, painfully, he rose to his feet and ran into the arms of his wife.


  



  CHAPTER THIRTY-THREE


  



  They were in the sterile house, in the white-walled communications center—in an antiseptic cell belonging to some futuristic laboratory complex. White-faced computers rose above the white counters on the left, dozens of thin, dark rectangular mouths sporadically indented, their teeth digital readouts forming luminescent green numbers that constantly changed with inviolate frequency alterations and less sophisticated, less secure means of sending and receiving information. On the right was a large white conference table above the white-tiled floor, the only deviation from color conformity and asepsis being several black ashtrays. The players were in place around the table. The technicians had been dismissed, all systems put on hold, only the ominous Red-Alert, a three-by ten-inch panel in the central computer remained active; an operator was outside the closed door should the alarming red lights appear. Beyond this sacrosanct, isolated room the Hong Kong fire fighters were hosing down the last of the smoldering embers as the Hong Kong police were calming the panicked residents from the nearby estates on Victoria Peak—many of whom were convinced that Armageddon had arrived in the form of a Mainland onslaught—telling everyone that the terrible events were the work of a deranged criminal killed by government emergency units. The skeptical Peakers were not satisfied. The times were not on their side; their world was not as it should be and they wanted proof. So the corpse of the dead assassin was paraded on a stretcher past the curious onlookers, the punctured, blood-drenched body partially uncovered for all to see. The stately residents returned to their stately homes, having by this time contemplated all manner of insurance claims.


  The players sat in white plastic chairs, living, breathing robots waiting for a signal to commence, none really possessing the courage or the energy to open the proceedings. Exhaustion, mingled with the fear of violent death, marked their faces—marked all but one face. His possessed the deep lines and dark shadows of extreme fatigue, but there was no hollow fear in his eyes, only passive, bewildered acceptance of things still beyond his understanding. Minutes ago death had held no fear for him; it was preferable to living. Now, in his confusion, with his wife gripping his hand, he could feel the swelling of distant anger, distant in the sense that it was far back in the recesses of his mind, relentlessly pushing forward like the faraway thunder over a lake in an approaching summer storm.


  “Who did this to us?” said David Webb, his voice barely above a whisper.


  “I did,” answered Havilland, at the end of the rectangular white table. The ambassador leaned slowly forward, returning Webb’s deathlike stare. “If I were in a court of law seeking mercy for an ignominious act, I would have to plead extenuating circumstances.”


  “Which were?” asked David in a monotone.


  “First, there is the crisis,” said the diplomat. “Second, there was yourself.”


  “Explain that,” interrupted Alex Conklin at the other end of the table, facing Havilland. Webb and Marie were on his left in front of the white wall, Morris Panov and Edward McAllister opposite them. “And don’t leave anything out,” added the rogue Intelligence officer.


  “I don’t intend to,” said the ambassador, his eyes remaining on David. “The crisis is real, the catastrophe imminent. A cabal has been formed deep in Peking by a group of zealots led by a man so deeply entrenched in the hierarchy of his government, so revered as a philosopher-prince that he cannot be exposed. No one would believe it. Anyone who attempted to expose him would become a pariah. Worse, any attempt at exposure would risk a backlash so severe that Peking would cry insult and outrage, and revert to suspicion and intransigence. But if the conspiracy is not aborted, it will destroy the Hong Kong Accords and blow the colony apart. The result will be the immediate occupation by the People’s Republic. I don’t have to tell you what that would mean—economic chaos, violence, bloodshed and undoubtedly war in the Far East. How long could such hostilities be contained before other nations are forced to choose sides? The risk is unthinkable.”


  Silence. Eyes locked with eyes.


  “Fanatics from the Kuomintang,” said David, his voice flat and cold. “China against China. It’s been the war cry of maniacs for the past forty years.”


  “But only a cry, Mr. Webb. Words, talk, but no movement, no strikes, no ultimate strategy.” Havilland cupped his hands on the table, breathing deeply. “There is now. The strategy’s in place, a strategy so oblique and devious, so long in the making, they believe it can’t fail. But of course it will, and when it does, the world will be faced with a crisis of intolerable proportions. It could well lead to the final crisis, the one we can’t survive. Certainly the Far East won’t.”


  “You’re not telling me anything I haven’t seen for myself. They’ve gone down deep in high places, and they’re probably spreading, but they’re still fanatics, a lunatic fringe. And if the maniac I saw who was running the show is anything like the others, they’d all be hanged in Tian An Men Square. It’d be televised and approved by every group opposed to capital punishment. He was—is—a messianic sadist, a butcher. Butchers aren’t statesmen. They’re not taken seriously.”


  “Herr Hitler was in 1933,” observed Havilland. “The Ayatollah Khomeini only a few years ago. But then you obviously don’t know who their true leader is. He’d never show himself under any circumstances where you might even remotely see him. However, I can assure you he’s a statesman and taken very seriously. However, again, his objective is not Peking. It’s Hong Kong.”


  “I saw what I saw and heard what I heard, and it’ll all be with me for a long time.… You don’t need me, you never did! Isolate them, spread the word in the Central Committee, call in Taiwan to disown them—they will! Times change. They don’t want that war any more than Peking does.”


  The ambassador studied the Medusan, obviously evaluating David’s information, realizing that Webb had seen enough in Peking to draw conclusions of his own, but not enough to understand the essence of the Hong Kong conspiracy. “It’s too late,” said the diplomat. “The forces have been set in motion. Treachery at the highest levels of China’s government, treachery by the hands of the despised Nationalists, assumed to be in collusion with Western financial interests. Even the devoted followers of Deng Xiaoping could not accept that blow to Peking’s pride, that loss of international face—the role of the duped cuckold. Neither would we if it was learned that General Motors, IBM, and the New York Stock Exchange were being run by American traitors, trained in the Soviet, diverting billions to projects not in our nation’s interests.”


  “The analogy is accurate,” broke in McAllister, his fingers at his right temple. “Cumulatively, that’s what Hong Kong will be to the People’s Republic—that and a hundred thousand times more. But there’s another element, and it’s as alarming as anything else we’ve learned. I should like to bring it up now—in my position as an analyst, as someone who’s supposed to calculate the reactions of adversaries and potential adversaries—”


  “Make it short,” interrupted Webb. “You talk too much and you keep rubbing your head too much and I don’t like your eyes. They belong on a dead fish. You talked too much in Maine. You’re a liar.”


  “Yes. Yes, I understand what you’re saying and why you’re saying it. But I’m a decent man, Mr. Webb. I believe in decency.”


  “I don’t. Not any longer. Go on. This is all very enlightening, and I don’t understand a goddamned thing because nobody’s said a goddamned thing that makes sense. What’s your contribution, liar?”


  “The organized crime factor.” McAllister swallowed at David’s repeated insult, but still delivered the statement as if he expected everyone to understand. When faced with blank looks, he added. “The triads!”


  “Mafia-structured groups, Oriental style,” said Marie, her eyes on the undersecretary of State. “Criminal brotherhoods.”


  McAllister nodded. “Narcotics, illegal immigration, gambling, prostitution, loan-sharking—all the usual pursuits.”


  “And some not so usual,” added Marie. “They’re deep into their own form of economics. They own banks—indirectly, of course—throughout California, Oregon, the State of Washington, and up into my country, in British Columbia. They launder money in the millions every day by way of international transfers.”


  “Which only serves to compound the crisis,” said McAllister emphatically.


  “Why?” asked David. “What’s your point?”


  “Crime, Mr. Webb. The leaders of the People’s Republic are obsessed with crime. Reports indicate that over a hundred thousand executions have taken place during the last three years with little distinction made between misdemeanors and felonies. It’s consistent with the regime—the origins of the regime. All revolutions believe they are conceived in purity; the purity of the cause is everything. Peking will make ideological adjustments to benefit from the West’s marketplace, but there’ll be no accommodation for even the hint of organized crime.”


  “You make them sound like a collection of paranoids,” interjected Panov.


  “They are. They can’t afford to be anything else.”


  “Ideologically?” asked the psychiatrist skeptically.


  “Sheer numbers, Doctor. The purity of the revolution is the cover, but it’s the numbers that frighten them. A huge, immensely populated country with vast resources—my God, if organized crime moved in, and with a billion people inside its borders, don’t think for a minute the overlords aren’t champing at the bit—it could become a nation of triads. Villages, towns, whole cities could be divided into ‘family’ terrains, all profiting from the influx of Western capital and technology. There’d be an explosion of illegal exports flooding the contraband markets across the world. Narcotics from uncountable hills and fields that could not possibly be patrolled, weapons from subsidiary factories set up through graft, textiles from hundreds of underground plants using stolen machinery and peasant labor crippling those industries in the West. Crime.”


  “That’s a ‘great leap forward’ no one over here’s been able to accomplish in the last forty years,” said Conklin.


  “Who would dare try?” asked McAllister. “If a person can be executed for stealing fifty yuan, who’s going to go for a hundred thousand? It takes protection, organization, people in high places. This is what Peking fears, why it’s paranoid. The leaders are terrified of corrupters in high places. The political infrastructure could be eroded. The leaders would lose control, and that they will not risk. Again, their fears are paranoid, but for them they’re terribly real. Any hint that powerful criminal factions are in league with internal conspirators, all infiltrating their economy, would be enough for them to disown the Accords and send their troops down into Hong Kong.”


  “Your conclusion’s obvious,” said Marie. “But where’s the logic? How could it happen?”


  “It’s happening, Mrs. Webb,” answered Ambassador Havilland. “It’s why we needed Jason Bourne.”


  “Somebody had better start at the beginning,” said David.


  The diplomat did. “It began over thirty years ago when a brilliant young man was sent from Taiwan back to the land of his father’s birth and given a new name, a new family. It was a long-range plan; its roots were in zealotry and revenge…”


  Webb listened as the incredible story of Sheng Chou Yang unfolded, each block in place, each fact convincingly the truth, for there was no reason any longer for lies. Twenty-seven minutes later, when he had finished, Havilland picked up a black-bordered file folder. He lifted the cover, revealing a clasped sheaf of some seventy-odd pages, closed it, and reached over, placing it in front of David. “This is everything we know, everything we’ve learned—the detailed specifics of everything I’ve told you. It can’t leave this house except as ashes, but you’re welcome to read it. If you have any doubts or questions, I swear to you I’ll move every source in the United States government—from the Oval Office to the National Security Council—to satisfy you. I could do no less.” The diplomat paused, his eyes fixed on Webb’s. “Perhaps we have no right to ask it, but we need your help. We need all the information you can give us.”


  “So you can send someone in to take out this Sheng Chou Yang.”


  “Essentially, yes. But it’s far more complex than that. Our hand must be invisible. It can’t be seen or even remotely suspected. Sheng’s covered himself brilliantly. Peking looks upon him as a visionary, a great patriot who works slavishly for Mother China—you might say, a saint. His security is absolute. The people around him, his aides, his guards, they’re his protective shock troops, their allegiance is solely to him.”


  “Which is why you wanted the impostor,” interrupted Marie. “He was your link to Sheng.”


  “We knew he had accepted contracts from him. Sheng had to—has to—eliminate his opposition, both those who oppose him ideologically and those he intends to exclude from his operations.”


  “In this latter group,” McAllister broke in, “are the leaders of rival triads that Sheng doesn’t trust, that the fanatics of the Kuomintang don’t trust. He knows that if they’re around to see that they’re being squeezed out, a destabilizing gangland war would erupt, which Sheng couldn’t tolerate any more than the British can with Peking up the street. Within the past two months seven triad overlords have been killed, their organizations crippled.”


  “The new Jason Bourne was Sheng’s perfect solution,” continued the ambassador. “The hired assassin with no political or national ties, for, above all, the killings could never be traced back to China.”


  “But he went to Peking,” objected Webb. “It’s where I tracked him. Even if it started out as a trap for me, which it was—”


  “A trap for you?” exclaimed Havilland. “They knew about you?”


  “I came face-to-face with my successor two nights ago at the airport. We each knew who the other was—it was impossible not to know. He wasn’t going to keep it a secret and take the fall for a failed contract.”


  “It was you,” interrupted McAllister. “I knew it!”


  “So did Sheng and his people. I was the new gun in town and had to be stopped, killed on a priority-one basis. They couldn’t risk what I’d pieced together. The trap was conceived that night, set that night.”


  “Jesus!” cried Conklin. “I read about Kai-tak in Washington. The papers said it was assumed to be right-wing lunatics. Keep the Commies out of capitalism. Instead, it was you?”


  “Both governments had to come up with something for the world press,” added the undersecretary. “Just as we have to say something about tonight—”


  “My point is,” said David, ignoring McAllister. “This Sheng called for the commando, used him to mount a trap for me, and by doing so made him part of the inner circle. That’s no way for a concealed client to keep his distance from a hired killer.”


  “It is if he didn’t expect him to walk out of that circle alive,” replied Havilland, glancing at the undersecretary of State. “It’s Edward’s theory, and one to which I subscribe, that when the final contract was carried out, or when it was deemed that he knew too much and was therefore a liability, the impostor was to be killed collecting a payment—believing, of course, that he was being given another assignment. Everything untraceable, the slate clean. The events at Kai-tak no doubt sealed his death warrant.”


  “He wasn’t smart enough to see it,” said Jason Bourne. “He couldn’t think geometrically.”


  “I beg your pardon?” asked the ambassador.


  “Nothing,” answered Webb, again staring at the diplomat. “So everything you told me was part truth, part lie. Hong Kong could blow apart, but not for the reasons you gave me.”


  “The truth was our credibility; you had to accept that, accept our deep, frightening concerns. The lies were to recruit you.” Havilland leaned back in his chair. “And I can’t be any more honest than that.”


  “Bastards,” said Webb, his voice low, ice-like.


  “I’ll grant you that,” agreed Havilland. “But as I mentioned before, there were extenuating circumstances, specifically two. The crisis and yourself.”


  “And?” said Marie.


  “Let me ask you, Mr. Webb…Mrs. Webb. If we had come to you and stated our case, would you have joined forces with us? Would you willingly have become Jason Bourne again?”


  Silence. All eyes were on David as his own strayed blankly over the surface of the table, then rested on the file folder. “No,” he said softly. “I don’t trust you.”


  “We knew that,” agreed Havilland, again nodding his head. “But from our point of view we had to recruit you. You were able to do what no one else could do, and insofar as you did it, I submit that that judgment was correct. The cost was terrible, no one underestimates it, but we felt—I felt—that there was no other choice. Time and the consequences were against us—are against us.”


  “As much as before,” said Webb. “The commando’s dead.”


  “The commando?” McAllister leaned forward.


  “Your assassin. The impostor. What you did to us was all for nothing.”


  “Not necessarily,” objected Havilland. “It will depend on what you can tell us. News of a death up here will be in tomorrow’s headlines, we can’t stop it, but Sheng can’t know whose death. No photographs were taken, no press was here at the time, and those who’ve arrived since have been cordoned off several hundred yards away by the police. We can control the information by simply providing it.”


  “What about the body?” asked Panov. “There are medical procedures—”


  “Overruled by MI-Six,” said the ambassador. “This is still British territory, and communications between London, Washington, and Government House were swift. The impostor’s face was too shattered for anyone who saw it to give a description, and his remains are in custody, beyond scrutiny. It was Edward’s thinking, and he was damn quick about it.”


  “There’s still David and Marie,” persisted the psychiatrist. “Too many people saw them, heard them.”


  “Only several squads of marine guards were close enough to see and hear clearly,” said McAllister. “The entire contingent is being flown back to Hawaii in an hour, including two dead and seven wounded. They’ve left the premises and are sequestered at the airport. There was a great deal of confusion and panic. The police and the firemen were occupied elsewhere; none were in the gardens. We can say anything we like.”


  “That seems to be a habit with you,” commented Webb.


  “You heard the ambassador,” said the undersecretary, avoiding David’s gaze. “We didn’t feel we had a choice.”


  “Be fair to yourself, Edward.” Again Havilland looked at Webb while addressing the undersecretary. “I didn’t feel we had a choice. You strenuously objected.”


  “I was wrong,” said McAllister firmly as the diplomat snapped his eyes over at him. “But that’s irrelevant,” continued the undersecretary quickly. “We’ve got to decide what we’re going to say. The consulate’s been swamped by calls from the press—”


  “The consulate?” broke in Conklin. “Some sterile house!”


  “There wasn’t time for a proper leasing cover,” said the ambassador. “It was kept as quiet as possible and we prepared a plausible story. So far as we know, there were no questions, but the police report had to list the owner and the lessee. How’s Garden Road handling it, Edward?”


  “Simply that the situation hasn’t been clarified. They’re waiting for us, but they can’t stall much longer. It’s better that we prepare something than leave the circumstances to speculation.”


  “Infinitely,” agreed Havilland. “I suspect that means you have something in mind.”


  “It’s stop-gap, but it could serve, if I heard Mr. Webb correctly.”


  “About what?”


  “You’ve used the word ‘commando’ several times, I assume not as a figure of speech. The assassin was a commando?”


  “Former. An officer and a mental case. Homicidal, to be accurate.”


  “Did you get an identity, learn his name?”


  David looked hard at the analyst, recalling Allcott-Price’s words, spoken in a warped sense of sick triumph.… If I lose and the story blows, how many practicing antisocials will be fired up by it? How many other ‘different’ men are out there who’d be only too happy to take my place, as I took yours? This bloody world is crawling with Jason Bournes. Give them direction, an idea—and they’ll be off and running.… “I never found out who he was,” said Webb simply.


  “But nevertheless he was a commando.”


  “That’s right.”


  “Not a Ranger or a Green Beret or Special Forces—”


  “No.”


  “I assume therefore that you mean he was British.”


  “Yes.”


  “Then we’ll put out a story that implicitly denies those specifics. Not an Englishman, no military record—go in the opposite direction.”


  “A white male American,” said Conklin quietly, with even a measure of respect, as he looked at the undersecretary of State. “Give him a name and a history from a dead file. Preferably fourth-rate garbage, a psychopath with a hang-up so heavy he goes after someone up here.”


  “Something like that, but perhaps not entirely,” said McAllister, awkwardly shifting his position in the chair, as if he did not care to disagree with the experienced CIA man. Or something else. “White male, yes. American, yes. Certainly a man with an obsession so compelling that he’s driven to wholesale slaughter, his fury directed at a target—as you say—up here.”


  “Who?” asked David.


  “Me,” replied McAllister, his eyes locked with Webb’s.


  “Which means me,” said David. “I’m that man, that obsessed man.”


  “Your name would not be used,” continued the undersecretary calmly, coldly. “We could invent an American expatriate who several years ago was hunted by the authorities throughout the Far East for crimes ranging from multiple murders to running narcotics. We’ll say I cooperated with the police in Hong Kong, Macao, Singapore, Japan, Malaysia, Sumatra, and the Philippines. Through my efforts his operations were effectively shut down and he lost millions. He learns I’ve returned and am posted here on Victoria Peak. He comes after me, the man who ruined him.” McAllister paused, turning to David. “Since I spent a number of years here in Hong Kong, I can’t imagine that Peking overlooked me. I’m sure there’s an extensive dossier on an analyst who made a number of enemies during his tour of duty here. I did make enemies, Mr. Webb. It was my job. We were trying to increase our influence in this part of the world, and wherever Americans were involved in criminal activities, I did my level best to help the authorities apprehend them, or, at the least, force them out of Asia. It was the best way to show our good intentions, going after our own. It was also the reason State recalled me to Washington. And by using my name we lend a certain authenticity for Sheng Chou Yang. You see, we knew each other. He’ll speculate on a dozen possibilities—I hope the right one, but none remotely connected to a British commando.”


  “The right speculation,” interrupted Conklin quietly, “being the fact that no one over here has heard from the first Jason Bourne in a couple of years.”


  “Exactly.”


  “So I’m the corpse that’s in custody,” said Webb, “beyond scrutiny.”


  “You could be, yes,” said McAllister. “You see, we don’t know what Sheng knows, how deep his penetration went. The only thing we want to establish is that the dead man is not his assassin.”


  “Leaving the way open for another impostor to go back up and draw Sheng out for the kill,” added Conklin, respectfully. “You’re something, Mr. Analyst. A son of a bitch, but something.”


  “You’d be exposing yourself, Edward,” said Havilland, his gaze leveled at the undersecretary. “I never asked that of you. You do have enemies.”


  “I want to do it this way, Mr. Ambassador. You employ me to render the best judgments that I can, and in my judgment this is the most productive course. There’s got to be a convincing smoke screen. My name can provide it—for Sheng. The rest can be couched in ambiguous language, language that everyone we want to reach will understand.”


  “So be it,” said Webb, suddenly closing his eyes, hearing the words Jason Bourne had spoken so often.


  “David—” Marie touched his face.


  “Sorry.” Webb fingered the file folder in front of him, then opened it. On the first page was a photograph with a name printed underneath. It was identified as the face of Sheng Chou Yang, but it was far more than that. It was the face. It was the face of the butcher! The madman who hacked women and men to death with his jeweled ceremonial sword, who forced brothers to fight with razor-sharp knives until one killed the other, who took a brave, tortured Echo’s life with a slash to the head. Bourne stopped breathing, enraged by the unimaginable cruelty, as bloody images overcame him. As he stared at the photograph the sight of Echo, throwing his life away to save Delta, brought him back to that clearing in the forest. Delta knew that it was Echo’s death that had made the assassin’s capture possible. Echo had died defiantly, accepting his unbearably painful execution, so that a fellow Medusan could not only make good his escape, but obey a final gesture telling him that the madman with the sword must be killed!


  “This,” whispered Jason Bourne, “is the son of your unknown taipan?”


  “Yes,” said Havilland.


  “Your revered philosopher-prince? The Chinese saint no one can expose?”


  “Again, yes.”


  “You were wrong! He showed himself! Christ, did he show himself!”


  Stunned, the ambassador shot forward. “You’re certain?”


  “There’s no way I could be more certain.”


  “The circumstances must have been extraordinary,” said the astonished McAllister. “And it certainly confirms that the impostor never would have gotten out of there alive. Still, the circumstances must have been earth-shaking for him!”


  “Considering the fact that no one outside of China ever learned about them, they were. Mao’s tomb became a shooting gallery. It was part of the trap, and they lost. Echo lost.”


  “Who?” asked Marie, still gripping his hand.


  “A friend.”


  “Mao’s tomb?” repeated Havilland. “Extraordinary!”


  “Not at all,” said Bourne. “How bright. The last place in China a target would expect an attack. He goes in thinking he’s the pursuer following his quarry, expecting to pick him up outside, on the other side. The lights are dim, his guard down. And all the while he’s the quarry, hunted, isolated, set up for the kill. Very bright.”


  “Very dangerous for the hunters,” said the ambassador. “For Sheng’s people. One misstep and they could have been taken. Insanity!”


  “No missteps were possible. They would have killed their own if I hadn’t killed them. I understand that now. When everything went off the wire, they simply disappeared. With Echo.”


  “Back to Sheng, please, Mr. Webb.” Havilland was himself obsessed, his eyes pleading. “Tell us what you saw, what you know.”


  “He’s a monster,” said Jason quietly, his eyes glazed, staring at the photograph. “He comes from hell, a Savonarola who tortures and kills—men, women, kids—with a smile on his face. He gives sermons like a prophet talking to children, but underneath he’s a maniac who rules his gang of misfits by sheer terror. Those shock troops you mentioned aren’t troops, they’re goons, sadistic thugs who’ve learned their craft from a master. He’s Auschwitz, Dachau, and Bergen-Belsen all rolled into one. God help us all if he runs anything over here.”


  “He can, Mr. Webb,” said Havilland quietly, his terrified gaze fixed on Jason Bourne. “He will. You’ve just described a Sheng Chou Yang the world has never seen, and at this moment he is the most powerful man in China. As Adolf Hitler marched victoriously into the Reichstag, so Sheng will march into the Central Committee, making it his puppet. What you’ve told us is far more catastrophic than anything we’ve conceived of—China against China.… Armageddon to follow. Oh, my God!”


  “He’s an animal,” whispered Jason hoarsely. “He has to kill like a predator, but his only hunger is for killing—not for food but for the kill.”


  “You’re talking in generalities.” McAllister’s interruption was cold but intense. “We have to know more—I have to know more!”


  “He called a conference.” Bourne spoke dreamily, his head swaying, his eyes again riveted on the photograph. “It was the start of—the nights of the great blade, he said. There was a traitor, he said. The conference was something only a madman could create, torches everywhere, held in the countryside, an hour out of Peking, in a bird sanctuary—can you believe it? A bird sanctuary—and he really did what I say he did. He killed a man suspended by ropes, hacking his sword into the screaming body. Then a woman who tried to argue her innocence, cutting her head off—her head! In front of everyone! And then two brothers—”


  “A traitor?” whispered McAllister, ever the analyst. “Did he find one? Did anyone confess? Is there any kind of counterinsurgency?”


  “Stop it!” cried Marie.


  “No, Mrs. Webb! He’s going back. He’s reliving it. Look at him. Can’t you see? He’s there.”


  “I’m afraid our irritating colleague is right, Marie,” said Panov softly, watching Webb. “He’s in and out, trying to find his own reality. It’s okay. Let him ride it. It could save us all a lot of time.”


  “Bullshit!”


  “Forever accurate, my dear, and forever debatable. Shut up.”


  “…There was no traitor, no one who spoke, only the woman with doubts. He killed her and there was silence, an awful silence. He was warning everyone, telling everyone that they, the true China, were everywhere and at the same time they were invisible. In the ministries, in the security police, everywhere.… And then he killed Echo, but Echo knew he had to die. He wanted to die quickly because he couldn’t live much longer anyway. After they tortured him, he was in awful shape. Still, if he could give me time—”


  “Who is Echo, David?” asked Morris Panov. “Tell us, please.”


  “Alpha, Bravo, Charlie, Delta, Echo…Foxtrot—”


  “Medusa,” said the psychiatrist. “It’s Medusa, isn’t it? Echo was in Medusa.”


  “He was in Paris. The Louvre. He tried to save my life, but I saved his. That was okay, it was right. He saved mine before, years ago. ‘Rest is a weapon,’ he said. He put the others around me and made me sleep. And then we got out of the jungle.”


  “‘Rest is a weapon’ ….” Marie spoke quietly and closed her eyes, pressing her husband’s hand, the tears falling down her cheeks. “Oh, Christ!”


  “…Echo saw me in the woods. We used the old signals we used before, years ago. He hadn’t forgotten. None of us ever forget.”


  “Are we in the countryside, in the bird sanctuary, David?” asked Panov, gripping McAllister’s shoulder to stop him from intruding.


  “Yes,” replied Jason Bourne, his eyes now floating, unfocused. “We both know. He’s going to die. So simple, so clear. Die. Death. No more. Just buy time, precious minutes. Then maybe I can do it.”


  “Do what—Delta?” Panov drew out the name in quiet emphasis.


  “Take out the son of a bitch. Take out the butcher. He doesn’t deserve to live, he has no right to live! He kills too easily—with a smile on his face. Echo saw it. I saw it. Now it’s happening—everything’s happening at once. The explosions in the forest, everybody running, shouting. I can do it now! He’s a clean kill.… He sees me! He’s staring at me! He knows I’m his enemy! I am your enemy, butcher! I’m the last face you’ll see!…What’s wrong? Something’s wrong! He’s shielding himself! He’s pulling someone in front of him. I have to get out! I can’t do it!”


  “Can’t or won’t?” asked Panov, leaning forward. “Are you Jason Bourne or are you David Webb? Who are you?”


  “Delta!” screamed the victim, stunning everyone at the table by his outburst. “I am Delta! I am Bourne! Cain is for Delta and Carlos is for Cain!” The victim, whoever he was, collapsed back in the chair, his head snapped down into his chest. He was silent. No one spoke.


  It took several minutes—none knew how long, none counted—until the man who was unable to establish an identity for himself raised his head. His eyes were now half free, half prisoner of the agony he was experiencing. “I’m sorry,” said David Webb. “I don’t know what happened to me. I’m sorry.”


  “No apologies, David,” said Panov. “You went back. It’s understandable. It’s okay.”


  “Yes, I went back. Screwy, isn’t it?”


  “Not at all,” said the psychiatrist. “It’s perfectly natural.”


  “I have to go back, that’s understandable, too, isn’t it, Mo?”


  “David!” screamed Marie, reaching for him.


  “I have to,” said Jason Bourne, gently holding her wrists. “No one else can do it, it’s as simple as that. I know the codes. I know the way.… Echo traded in his life for mine, believing I’d do it, that I’d kill the butcher. I failed then. I won’t fail now.”


  “What about us?” Marie clutched him, her voice reverberating off the white walls. “Don’t we matter?”


  “I’ll come back, I promise you,” said David, removing her arms and looking into her eyes. “But I have to go back, can’t you understand?”


  “For these people? These liars!”


  “No, not for them. For someone who wanted to live—above everything. You didn’t know him; he was a survivor. But he knew when his life wasn’t worth the price of my death. I had to live and do what I had to do. I had to live and come back to you, he knew that, too. He faced the equation and made his decision. Somewhere along the line we all have to make that decision.” Bourne turned to McAllister. “Is there anyone here who can take a picture of a corpse?”


  “Whose?” asked the undersecretary of State.


  “Mine,” said Jason Bourne.


  



  CHAPTER THIRTY-FOUR


  



  The grisly photograph was taken on the white conference table by a sterile house technician under the reluctant supervision of Morris Panov. A bloodstained white sheet covered Webb’s body; it was angled across his throat revealing a blood-streaked face, the eyes wide, the features clear.


  “Develop the roll as fast as you can and bring me the contacts,” instructed Conklin.


  “Twenty minutes,” said the technician, heading for the door, as McAllister entered the room.


  “What’s happening?” asked David, sitting up on the table. Marie, wincing, wiped his face with a warm, wet towel.


  “The consulate press people called the media,” replied the undersecretary. “They said they’d issue a statement in an hour or so, as soon as all the facts were in place. They’re mocking one up now. I gave them the scenario with a go-ahead to use my name. They’ll work it out with embassy obfuscation and read it to us before issuing it.”


  “Any word on Lin?” asked the CIA man.


  “A message from the doctor. He’s still critical but holding on.”


  “What about the press down the road?” asked Havilland. “We’ve got to let them in here sooner or later. The longer we wait, the more they’ll think it’s a cover-up. We can’t afford that, either.”


  “We’ve still got some rope in that area,” said McAllister. “I sent word that the police—at great risk to themselves—were sweeping the grounds for undetonated explosives. Reporters can be very patient under those conditions. Incidentally, in the scenario I gave the press people, I told them to stress the fact that the man who attacked the house was obviously an expert with demolitions.”


  Jason Bourne, one of the most proficient demolitions men to come out of Medusa, looked at McAllister. The undersecretary looked away. “I’ve got to get out of here,” Jason said. “I’ve got to get to Macao as quickly as possible.”


  “David, for God’s sake!” Marie stood in front of her husband, staring at him, her voice low and intense.


  “I wish it didn’t have to be this way,” said Webb, getting off the table. “I wish it didn’t,” he repeated softly, “but it does. I have to be in place. I have to start the sequence to reach Sheng before the story breaks in the morning papers, before that photograph appears confirming the message I’m sending through channels he’s convinced no one knows about. He’s got to believe I’m his assassin, the man he was going to kill, not the Jason Bourne from Medusa who tried to kill him in that forest glen. He has to get word from me—from who he thinks I am—before he’s given any other information. Because the information I’m sending him is the last thing he wants to hear. Everything else will seem insignificant.”


  “The bait,” said Alex Conklin. “Feed him the critical information first and the cover falls in place because he’s stunned, preoccupied, and accepts the printed official version, in particular the photograph in the newspapers.”


  “What are you going to tell him?” asked the ambassador, his voice conveying the fact that he disliked the prospect of losing control of this blackest of operations.


  “What you told me. Part truth, part lie.”


  “Spell it out, Mr. Webb,” said Havilland firmly. “We owe you a great deal but—”


  “You owe me what you can’t pay me!” snapped Jason Bourne, interrupting. “Unless you blow your brains out right here in front of me.”


  “I understand your anger, but still I must insist. You’ll do nothing to jeopardize the lives of five million people, or the vital interests of the United States government.”


  “I’m glad you got the sequence right—for once. All right, Mr. Ambassador, I’ll tell you. It’s what I would have told you before, if you’d had the decency, the decency, to come to me and ‘state your case.’ I’m surprised it never occurred to you—no, not surprised, shocked—but I guess I shouldn’t be. You believe in your rarefied manipulations, in the trappings of your quiet power…you probably think you deserve it all because of your great intellect, or something like that. You’re all the same. You relish complexity—and your explanations of it—so that you can’t see when the simple route is a hell of a lot more effective.”


  “I’m waiting to be instructed,” said Havilland coldly.


  “So be it,” said Bourne. “I listened very carefully during your ponderous explanation. You took pains to explain why no one could officially approach Sheng and tell him what you knew. You were right, too. He’d have laughed in your face, or spit in your eye, or told you to pound sand—whatever you like. Sure, he would’ve. He’s got the leverage. You pursue your ‘outrageous’ accusations, he pulls Peking out of the Hong Kong Accords. You lose. You try to go over his head, good luck. You lose again. You have no proof but the words of several dead men who’ve had their throats cut, members of the Kuomintang who’d say anything to discredit party officials in the People’s Republic. He smiles and, without saying it, lets you know that you’d better go along with him. You figure you can’t go along because the risks are too great—if the whistle blows on Sheng, the Far East blows. You were right about that, too—more for the reasons ‘Edward’ gave us than you did. Peking might possibly overlook a corrupt commission as one of those temporary concessions to greed, but it won’t permit a spreading Chinese Mafia to infiltrate its industry or its labor forces or its government. As ‘Edward’ said, they could lose their jobs—”


  “I’m still waiting, Mr. Webb,” said the diplomat.


  “Okay. You recruited me, but you forgot the lesson of Treadstone Seventy-one. Send out an assassin to catch an assassin.”


  “That’s the one thing we did not forget,” broke in the diplomat, now astonished. “We based everything on it.”


  “For the wrong reasons,” said Bourne sharply. “There was a better way to reach Sheng and draw him out for the kill. I wasn’t necessary. My wife wasn’t necessary! But you couldn’t see it. Your superior brain had to complicate everything.”


  “What was it I couldn’t see, Mr. Webb?”


  “Send in a conspirator to catch a conspirator. Unofficially.… It’s too late for that now, but it’s what I would have told you.”


  “I’m not sure you’ve told me anything.”


  “Part truth, part lie—your own strategy. A courier is sent to Sheng, preferably a half-senile old man who’s been paid by a blind and fed the information over the phone. No traceable source. He carries a verbal message, ears only, Sheng’s only, nothing on paper. The message contains enough of the truth to paralyze Sheng. Let’s say that the man sending it is someone in Hong Kong who stands to lose millions if Sheng’s scheme falls apart, a man smart enough and frightened enough not to use his name. The message could allude to leaks, or traitors in the boardrooms, or excluded triads banding together because they’ve been cut out—all the things you’re certain will happen. The truth. Sheng has to follow up, he can’t afford not to. Contacts are made and a meeting is arranged. The Hong Kong conspirator is every bit as anxious to protect himself as Sheng, and every bit as leery, demanding a neutral meeting ground. It’s set. It’s the trap.” Bourne paused, glancing at McAllister. “Even a third-rate demolitions grunt could show you how to carry it off.”


  “Very quick and very professional,” said the ambassador. “And with a glaring flaw. Where do we find such a conspirator in Hong Kong?”


  Jason Bourne studied the elder statesman, his expression bordering on contempt. “You make him up,” he said. “That’s the lie.”


  Havilland and Alex Conklin were alone in the white-walled room, each at either end of the conference table facing the other. McAllister and Morris Panov had gone to the undersecretary’s office to listen on separate telephones to a mocked-up profile of an American killer created by the consulate for the benefit of the press. Panov had agreed to provide the appropriate psychiatric terminology with the correct Washington overtones. David Webb had asked to be alone with his wife until it was time to leave. They had been taken to a room upstairs; the fact that it was a bedroom had not occurred to anyone. It was merely a door to an empty room at the south side of the old Victorian house, away from the water-soaked men and ruins on the north side. Webb’s departure had been estimated by McAllister to be in fifteen minutes or less. A car would drive Jason Bourne and the undersecretary to Kai-tak Airport. In the interests of speed and because the hydrofoils stopped running at 2100 hours, a medical helicopter would fly them to Macao, where all immigration permits would be cleared for the delivery of emergency supplies to the Kiang Wu Hospital on the Rua Coelho do Amaral.


  “It wouldn’t have worked, you know,” said Havilland, looking over at Conklin.


  “What wouldn’t have?” asked the man from Langley, his own thoughts broken off by the diplomat’s statement. “What David told you?”


  “Sheng never would have agreed to a meeting with someone he didn’t know, with someone who didn’t identify himself.”


  “It’d depend on how it was presented. That kind of thing always does. If the critical information is mind-blowing and the facts authentic, the subject doesn’t have much of a choice. He can’t question the messenger—he doesn’t know anything—so he has to go after the source. As Webb put it, he can’t afford not to.”


  “Webb?” asked the ambassador flatly, his brows arched.


  “Bourne, Delta. Who the hell knows? The strategy’s sound.”


  “There are too many possible miscalculations, too many chances for a misstep when one side invents a mythical party.”


  “Tell that to Jason Bourne.”


  “Different circumstances. Treadstone had a willing agent provocateur to go after the Jackal. An obsessed man who chose extreme risk because he was trained for it and had lived with violence too long to let go. He didn’t want to let go. There was no place else for him.”


  “It’s academic,” said Conklin, “but I don’t think you’re in a position to argue with him. You sent him out with all the odds against him and he comes back with the assassin in tow—and he finds you. If he said it could be done another way, he’s probably right, and you can’t say he isn’t.”


  “I can say, however,” said Havilland, resting his forearms on the table and fixing his eyes on the CIA man, “that what we did really did work. We lost the assassin, but we gained a willing, even obsessed provocateur. From the beginning he was the optimum choice, but we never for a minute thought that he could be recruited to do the final job willingly by himself. Now he won’t let anybody else do it; he’s going back in, demanding his right to do it. So in the end we were right—I was right. One sets the forces in motion, on a collision course, always watching, ready to abort, to kill, if one has to, but knowing that as the complications mount and the closer they come to each other’s throat, the nearer the solution is. Ultimately—in their hatreds, their suspicions, their passions—they create their own violence, and the job is done. You may lose your own people, but one has to weigh that loss against what it’s worth to disrupt the enemy, to expose him.”


  “You also risk exposing your own hand, the hand you insisted has to be kept out of sight.”


  “How so?”


  “Because it’s not the end yet. Say Webb doesn’t make it. Say he’s caught, and you can bet your elegant ass the order will be to take him alive. When a man like Sheng sees that a trap is set to kill him, he’ll want to know who’s behind it. If pulling out a fingernail or ten doesn’t do it—and it probably wouldn’t—they’ll needle him full of juice and find out where he comes from. He’s heard everything you’ve told him—”


  “Even down to the point where the United States government cannot be involved,” interrupted the diplomat.


  “That’s right, and he won’t be able to help himself. The chemicals will bring it all out. Your hand’s revealed. Washington is involved.”


  “By whom?”


  “By Webb, for Christ’s sake! By Jason Bourne, if you like.”


  “By a man with a history of mental illness, with a record of random aggression and self-deception? A paranoid schizophrenic whose logged telephone calls show a man disintegrating into dementia, making insane accusations, wild threats aimed at those trying to help him?” Havilland paused, then added quietly, “Come now, Mr. Conklin, such a man does not speak for the United States government. How could he? We’ve been searching for him everywhere. He’s an irrational, fantasizing time bomb who finds conspiracies wherever his sick, tortured mind takes him. We want him back in therapy. We also suspect that because of his past activities he left the country with an illegal passport—”


  “Therapy…?” Alex broke in, stunned by the old man’s words. “Past activities?”


  “Of course, Mr. Conklin. If it’s necessary, especially over a hot line—Sheng’s hot line—we’re willing to admit that he once worked for the government and was severely damaged by that work. But in no way is it possible he would have any official standing. Again, how could he? This tragic, violent man may have been responsible for the death of a wife he claims disappeared.”


  “Marie? You’d use Marie?”


  “We’d have to. She’s in the logs, in the affidavits volunteered by men who knew Webb as a mental patient, who tried to help him.”


  “Oh, Jesus!” whispered Alex, mesmerized by the cold, precise elder statesman of covert operations. “You told him everything because you had your own backups. Even if he was taken, you could cover your ass with official logs, psychiatric evaluation—you could disassociate yourself! Oh, God, you bastard.”


  “I told him the truth because he would have known it if I tried to lie to him again. McAllister, of course, went further, emphasizing the organized crime factor which is all too true but a sensitive issue I’d prefer not to bring up. Nobody does. But then I didn’t tell Edward everything. He hasn’t yet put enough distance between his ethics and the demands of his job. When he does, he may join me on the heights, but I don’t think he’s capable.”


  “You told David everything in case he was taken,” went on Conklin, not listening to Havilland. “If the kill doesn’t happen, you want him taken. You’re counting on the amphetamines and the scopolamine. The drugs! Then Sheng will get the message that his conspiracy’s known to us and he’ll get it unofficially, not from us but from an unsanctioned mental case. Jesus! It’s a variation of what Webb told you!”


  “Unofficially,” agreed the diplomat. “So much is achieved that way. No confrontations, very smooth. Very cheap. No cost at all, really.”


  “Except a man’s life!” shouted Alex. “He’ll be killed. He has to be killed from everyone’s point of view.”


  “The price, Mr. Conklin, if it must be paid.”


  Alex waited, as if he expected Havilland to finish his statement. Nothing was forthcoming, only the strong, sad eyes gazing into his. “That’s all you’ve got to say? It’s the price—if it has to be paid?”


  “The stakes are far higher than we imagined—far higher. You know that as well as I do, so don’t look so shocked.” The ambassador leaned back in his chair somewhat stiffly. “You’ve made such decisions before, such calculations.”


  “Not like this. Never like this! You send in your own and you know the risks, but you don’t set up a field man sealing off his escape route! He was better off believing—believing—he was bringing in the assassin to get his wife back!”


  “The objective is different. Infinitely more vital.”


  “I know that. Then you don’t send him! You get the codes and send someone else! Someone who isn’t half dead from exhaustion!”


  “Exhausted or not, he’s the best man for the job and he insists on doing it.”


  “Because he doesn’t know what you’ve done! How you’ve boxed him in, made him the messenger who has to be killed!”


  “I had no choice. As you say, he found me. I had to tell him the truth.”


  “Then, I repeat, send in someone else! A hit team recruited on the outside by a blind, no connection to us, just payment for a professional kill, the target Sheng. Webb knows how to reach Sheng, he told you that. I’ll convince him to give you the codes or the sequence or whatever the hell it is, and you buy a hit team!”


  “You’d put us on a level with the Qaddafis of this world?”


  “That’s so puerile I can’t find words to—”


  “Forget it,” broke in Havilland. “If it was ever traced back to us—and it could be—we’d have to launch against China before they dropped something on us. Unthinkable.”


  “What you’re doing here is unthinkable!”


  “There are more important priorities than the survival of a single individual, Mr. Conklin, and again you know that as well as I do. It’s been your life’s work—if you’ll forgive me—but the present case is on a higher level than anything you ever experienced. Let’s call it a geopolitical level.”


  “Son of a bitch!”


  “Your own guilt is showing now, Alex—if I may call you Alex—since you call in question my immediate family line. I never put Jason Bourne beyond-salvage. My most fervent hope is that he’ll succeed, that the kill will take place. If that happens, he’s free; the Far East is rid of a monster and the world will be spared an Oriental Sarajevo. That’s my job, Alex.”


  “At least tell him! Warn him!”


  “I can’t. Any more than you would in my position. You don’t tell a tueur à gages—”


  “Come again, elegant ass?”


  “A man sent in to kill must have the confidence of his convictions. He can’t, for a second, reflect on his motives or his reasons. He must have no doubts at all. None. The obsession must be intact. It’s his only chance to succeed.”


  “Suppose he doesn’t succeed? Suppose he’s killed?”


  “Then we start again as quickly as possible putting someone else in his place. McAllister will be with him in Macao and learn the sequence codes to reach Sheng. Bourne’s agreed to that. If the worst happens, we might even try his conspirator-for-a-conspirator theory. He says it’s too late, but he could be wrong. You see, I’m not above learning, Alex.”


  “You’re not above anything,” Conklin said angrily, getting out of the chair. “But you forgot something—you forgot what you said to David. There’s a glaring flaw.”


  “What’s that?”


  “I won’t let you get away with it.” Alex limped toward the door. “You can ask so much of a man, but there comes a point when you don’t ask any more. You’re out, elegant ass. Webb’s going to be told the truth. The whole truth.”


  Conklin opened the door. He faced the back of a tall marine, who, upon hearing the sound of the door opening, did a precise about-face, his rifle at port arms.


  “Get out of my way, soldier,” said Alex.


  “Sorry, sir!” barked the marine, his eyes distant, staring straight ahead.


  Conklin turned back to the diplomat seated behind the desk. Havilland shrugged. “Procedures,” he said.


  “I thought these people were out of here. I thought they were sequestered at the airport.”


  “The ones you saw are. These are a squad from the consulate contingent. Thanks to Downing Street’s bending a few rules, this is officially U.S. territory now. We are entitled to a military presence.”


  “I want to see Webb!”


  “You can’t. He’s leaving.”


  “Who the hell do you think you are?”


  “My name is Raymond Oliver Havilland. I am ambassador-at-large for the government of the United States of America. My decisions are to be carried out without debate during periods of crisis. This is a period of crisis. Fuck off, Alex.”


  Conklin closed the door and walked awkwardly back to his chair. “What’s next, Mr. Ambassador? Do the three of us get bullets in our heads or are we given lobotomies?”


  “I’m sure we can all come to a mutual understanding.”


  They held each other, Marie knowing that he was only partly there, only partly himself. It was Paris all over again, when she knew a desperate man named Jason Bourne, who was trying to stay alive, but not sure he would, or even should, his self-doubts in some ways as lethal to him as those who wanted him killed. But it was not Paris. There were no self-doubts now, no tactics feverishly improvised to elude pursuers, no race to trap the hunters. What reminded her of Paris was the distance she felt between them. David was trying to reach her—generous David, compassionate David—but Jason Bourne would not let him go. Jason was now the hunter, not the hunted, and this strengthened his will. It was summed up in a word he used with staccato regularity: Move!


  “Why, David? Why?”


  “I told you. Because I can. Because I have to. Because it has to be done.”


  “That’s not an answer, my darling.”


  “All right.” Webb gently released his wife and held her by the shoulders, looking into her eyes. “For us, then.”


  “Us?”


  “Yes. I’d see those images for the rest of my life. They’d keep coming back and they’d tear me apart because I’d know what I left behind and I wouldn’t be able to handle it. I’d go into tailspins and take you with me because for all your brains you haven’t the sense to bail out.”


  “I’d rather go into senseless tailspins with you than without you. Read that as seeing you alive.”


  “That’s not an argument.”


  “I think it’s considerable.”


  “I’ll be calling the moves, not making them.”


  “What the hell does that mean?”


  “I want Sheng taken out, I mean that. He doesn’t deserve to live, but I won’t be doing the taking—”


  “The God image doesn’t suit you!” interrupted Marie sharply. “Let others make that decision. Walk away from it. Stay safe.”


  “You’re not listening to me. I was there and I saw him—heard him. He doesn’t deserve to live. In one of his diatribes he called life a precious gift. That may be debatable, depending on the life, but life doesn’t mean a thing to him. He wants to kill—maybe he has to, I don’t know, ask Panov—it’s in his eyes. He’s Hitler and Mengele and Genghis Khan…the chain-saw killer—whatever—but he has to go. And I have to make sure he goes.”


  “But why?” pleaded Marie. “You haven’t answered me!”


  “I did, but you didn’t hear me. One way or another I’d see him every day, hear that voice. I’d be watching him toy with terrified people before killing them, butchering them. Try to understand. I’ve tried and I’m no expert, but I’ve learned a few things about myself. Only an idiot wouldn’t. It’s the images, Marie, the goddamned pictures that keep coming back, opening doors—memories I don’t want to know about, but have to. The clearest and simplest way I can put it is that I can’t take any more. I can’t add to that collection of bad surprises. You see, I want to get better—not entirely cured, I can accept that, live with it—but I can’t slide back, either. I won’t slide back. For both our sakes.”


  “And you think by engineering a man’s death you’ll get rid of those images?”


  “I think it’ll help, yes. Everything’s relative, and I wouldn’t be here if Echo hadn’t thrown his life away so I could live. It’s not always fashionable to say it, but like most people I have a conscience. Or maybe it’s guilt because I survived. I simply have to do it because I can.”


  “You’ve convinced yourself?”


  “Yes, I have. I’m best equipped.”


  “And you say you’re calling the moves, not making them?”


  “I wouldn’t have it any other way. I’m coming back because I want a long life with you, lady.”


  “What’s my guarantee? Who’s going to make the moves?”


  “The whore who got us into this.”


  “Havilland?”


  “No, he’s the pimp. McAllister’s the whore, he always was. The man who believes in decency, who wears it on his sleeve until the power boys ask him to put out. He’ll probably call in the pimp and that’s fine. Between them they can do it.”


  “But how?”


  “There are men—and women—who will kill if the price is high enough. They may not have the egos of the mythical Jason Bourne or the very real Carlos the Jackal, but they’re everywhere in that goddamned filthy shadow world. Edward, the whore, told us he made enemies throughout the Far East, from Hong Kong to the Philippines, from Singapore to Tokyo, all in the name of Washington, who wanted influence over here. If you make enemies, you know who they are, know the signals to send out to reach them. That’s what the whore and the pimp are going to do. I’ll set up the kill, but someone else will do the killing, and I don’t care how many millions it costs them. I’ll watch from a distance to make sure that the butcher’s killed, that Echo gets what’s coming to him, that the Far East is rid of a monster who can plunge it into a terrible war—but that’s all I’ll do. Watch. McAllister doesn’t know it, but he’s coming with me. We’re extracting our pound of flesh.”


  “Who’s talking now?” asked Marie. “David or Jason?”


  The husband paused, his silent thoughts deep. “Bourne,” he said finally. “It has to be Bourne until I’m back.”


  “You know that?”


  “I accept it. I don’t have a choice.”


  There was a soft, rapid knocking at the bedroom door. “Mr. Webb. It’s McAllister. It’s time to leave.”


  



  CHAPTER THIRTY-FIVE


  



  The Emergency Medical Service helicopter roared across Victoria Harbor past the out islands of the South China Sea toward Macao. The patrol boats of the People’s Republic had been apprised by way of the naval station in Gongbei; there would be no firing at the low-flying aircraft on an errand of mercy. As McAllister’s luck would have it, a visiting party official from Peking had been admitted to the Kiang Wu Hospital with a bleeding duodenal ulcer. He required RH-negative blood, which was continuously in short supply. Let them come, let them go. If the official were a peasant from the hills of Zhuhai, he’d be given the blood of a goat and let him hope for the best.


  Bourne and the undersecretary of State wore the white, belted coveralls and caps of the Royal Medical Corps, with no rank of substance indicated on their sleeves; they were merely grousing subordinates ordered to carry blood to a Zhongguo ren belonging to a regime that was in the process of further dismantling the Empire. Everything was being done properly and efficiently in the new spirit of cooperation between the colony and its soon-to-be new masters. Let them come, let them go. It’s all a lifetime away and for us without meaning. We will not benefit. We never benefit. Not from them, not from those above.


  The hospital’s rear parking area had been cleared of vehicles. Four searchlights outlined the threshold. The pilot shuttered the aircraft into vertical-hold, then began his descent, clammering down toward the concrete landing zone. The sight of the lights and the sound of the roaring helicopter had drawn crowds on the street beyond the hospital’s gates on the Rua Coelho do Amaral. That was all to the good, thought Bourne, looking down from the open hatchway. He trusted that even more onlookers would be attracted for the chopper’s departure in roughly five minutes as the slapping blades continued to rotate at slow speed, the searchlights remained on, and the cordon of police stayed in place—all signs of this most unusual activity. Crowds were the best that he and McAllister could hope for; in the confusion they could become part of the curious onlookers as two other men in the white coveralls of the Royal paramedics took their places by rushing to the aircraft, their bodies bent beneath the rotors, for the return trip to Hong Kong.


  Grudgingly, Jason had to admire McAllister’s ability to move his chess pieces. The analyst had the convictions of his connivance. He knew which buttons to press to shift his pawns. In the current crisis the pawn was a doctor at the Kiang Wu Hospital who several years ago had diverted IMF medical funds to his own clinic on the Almirante Sergio. Since Washington was a sponsor of the International Monetary Fund, and since McAllister had caught the doctor with his hands in the till, he was in a position to expose him and had threatened to do so. Yet the doctor had prevailed. The physician had asked McAllister how he expected to replace him—there was a dearth of competent doctors in Macao. Would it not be better for the American to overlook his indiscretion if his clinic serviced the indigent? With records of such service? The choirboy in McAllister had capitulated, but not without remembering the doctor’s indiscretion—and his debt. It was being paid tonight.


  “Come on!” yelled Bourne, rising and gripping one of the two canisters of blood. “Move!”


  McAllister clung to a wall bar on the opposite side of the aircraft as the helicopter thump-crashed onto the cement. He was pale, his face frozen into a mask of itself. “These things are an abomination,” he mumbled. “Please wait till we’re settled.”


  “We’re settled. It’s your schedule, analyst. Move.”


  Directed by the police, they raced across the parking area to a pair of double doors held open by two nurses. Inside, a white-jacketed Oriental doctor, the inevitable stethoscope hanging from a pocket, grabbed McAllister’s arm.


  “Good to see you again, sir,” he said in fluent but heavily accented English. “Although it is under curious circumstances—”


  “So were yours three years ago,” broke in the analyst sharply, breathlessly, peremptorily cutting off the once-errant doctor. “Where do we go?”


  “Follow me to the blood laboratory. It is at the end of the corridor. The head nurse will check the seals and sign the receipts, after which you will also follow me into another room where the two men who will take your places are waiting. Give them the receipts, change clothes, and they will leave.”


  “Who are they?” asked Bourne. “Where did you find them?”


  “Portuguese interns,” replied the doctor. “Unmonied young doctors sent from Pedroso to complete their residencies out here.”


  “Explanations?” pressed Jason as they started down the hallway.


  “None, actually,” answered the Macaoan. “What you call in English, ‘a trade.’ Perfectly legitimate. Two British medics who wish to spend a night over here and two overworked interns who deserve a night in Hong Kong. They will return on the hydrofoil in the morning. They’ll know nothing, they’ll suspect nothing. They will simply be pleased that an older doctor recognized their needs and deserts.”


  “You found the right man, analyst.”


  “He’s a thief.”


  “You’re a whore.”


  “I beg your pardon?”


  “Nothing. Let’s go.”


  Once the canisters were delivered, the seals inspected, and the receipts signed, Bourne and McAllister followed the doctor into a locked adjacent office that held drug supplies and had its own door to the corridor, also locked. The two Portuguese interns were waiting in front of the glass cabinets; one was taller than the other and both were smiling. There were no introductions, just nods and a short statement by the doctor, addressing the undersecretary of State.


  “On the basis of your descriptions—not that I needed yours—I’d say their sizes are about right, wouldn’t you?”


  “They’ll do,” replied McAllister as he and Jason began removing the white coveralls. “These are outsized. If they run fast enough and keep their heads down, they’ll be okay. Tell them to leave the garments and the receipts with the pilot. He’s to sign us in once he gets to Hong Kong.” Bourne and the analyst changed into dark, rumpled trousers and loose-fitting jackets. Each handed his counterpart his coveralls and cap. McAllister said, “Tell them to hurry. Departure’s scheduled for less than two minutes.”


  The doctor spoke in broken Portuguese, then turned back to the undersecretary. “The pilot can’t go anywhere without them, sir.”


  “Everything’s timed and officially cleared down to the minute,” the analyst snapped, fear now in his voice. “There’s no room for someone to become any more curious than necessary. Everything has to be clockwork. Hurry!”


  The interns dressed; the caps were low and in place and the receipts for the canisters of blood were in their pockets. The doctor issued his last instructions to the Americans as he handed them two orange hospital passes. “We’ll go out together; the door locks automatically. I will immediately escort our young doctors, thanking them loudly and profusely past the police ranks until they can dash to the aircraft. You head to the right, then left into the front lobby and the entrance. I hope—I really do hope—that our association, as pleasant as it has been, is now finished.”


  “What are these for?” asked McAllister, holding up his hospital pass.


  “Probably—hopefully—nothing. But in case you are stopped they explain your presence and you will not be questioned.”


  “Why? What do they say?” There was no fact, no fragment of data, that the analyst could leave unexplained.


  “Quite simply,” said the doctor, looking calmly at McAllister, “they describe you as indigent expatriates, totally without funds, whom I generously treat at my clinic without charge. For gonorrhea, to be precise. Naturally, there are the usual identifying features—height, approximate weight, hair and eye coloring, nationality. Yours are more complete, I’m afraid, as I had not met your friend. Naturally, again, there are duplicates in my files, and no one could mistake it was you, sir.”


  “What?”


  “Once you are out on the streets I believe my long-ago debt is canceled. Wouldn’t you agree?”


  “Gonorrhea?”


  “Please, sir, as you say, we must hurry. Everything clockwork.” The doctor opened the door, ushered out the four men and instantly headed to the left with the two interns toward the side entrance and the medical helicopter.


  “Let’s go,” whispered Bourne, touching McAllister’s arm and starting to the right.


  “Did you hear that man?”


  “You said he was a thief.”


  “He was. Is!”


  “There are times when a person shouldn’t take that bromide about stealing from a thief too literally.”


  “What does that mean?”


  “Simply this,” said Jason Bourne, looking down at the analyst at his side. “He’s got you on several counts. Collusion, corrupt practices, and gonorrhea.”


  “Oh, my God.”


  They stood at the rear of the crowds by the high fence watching the helicopter roar up from the landing zone and then soar off into the night sky. One by one the searchlights were turned off, and the parking lot was once again lit by its dim lamps. Most of the police climbed into a van; those remaining walked casually back to their previous posts while several of them lighted cigarettes, as if to announce the excitement was over. The crowds began to disperse amid questions hurled at anyone and everyone. Who was it? Someone very important, no? What do you think happened? Do you think we’ll ever be told? Who cares? We had our show, so let’s have a drink, yes? Will you look at that woman? A first-class whore, I think, don’t you agree? She’s my first cousin, you bastard!


  The excitement was over.


  “Let’s go,” said Jason. “We have to move.”


  “You know, Mr. Webb, you have two commands you use with irritating frequency. ‘Move’ and ‘Let’s go.’”


  “They work.” Both men started across the Amaral.


  “I’m as aware as you are that we must move quickly, only you haven’t explained where we’re going.”


  “I know I haven’t,” said Bourne.


  “I think it’s time you did.” They kept walking, with Bourne setting the pace. “You called me a whore,” continued the undersecretary.


  “You are.”


  “Because I agreed to do what I thought was right, what had to be done?”


  “Because they used you. The boys in power used you and they’ll throw you away without thinking twice. You saw limousines and high-level conferences in your future and you couldn’t resist. You were willing to throw away my life without looking for an alternative—which is what you’re paid to do. You were willing to risk the life of my wife because the pull was too great. Dinners with the Forty Committee, perhaps even becoming a member; quiet, confidential meetings in the Oval Office with the celebrated Ambassador Havilland. To me that’s being a whore. Only, I repeat, they’ll throw you out without a second thought.”


  Silence. For nearly a long Macao block. “You think I don’t know that, Mr. Bourne?”


  “What?”


  “That they’ll throw me out.”


  Again Jason looked down at the meticulous bureaucrat at his side. “You know that?”


  “Of course I do. I’m not in their league and they don’t want me in it. Oh, I’ve got the credentials and the mind, but I don’t have that extraordinary sense of performance that they have. I’m not prepossessing. I’d freeze in front of a television camera—although I watch idiots who do perform consistently make the most ridiculous errors. So, you see, I recognize my limitations. And since I can’t do what these men can do, I have to do what’s best for them and for the country. I have to think for them.”


  “You thought for Havilland? You came to us in Maine and took my wife from me! There weren’t any other options in that swollen brain of yours?”


  “None that I could come up with. None that covered everything as thoroughly as Havilland’s strategy. The assassin was the untraceable link to Sheng. If you could hunt him down and bring him in, it was the shortcut we needed to draw Sheng out.”


  “You had a hell of a lot more confidence in me than I did.”


  “We had confidence in Jason Bourne. In Cain—in the man from Medusa called Delta. You had the strongest motive possible: to get your wife back, the wife you love very much. And there would be no connection whatsoever to our government—”


  “We smelled a covert scenario from the beginning!” exploded Bourne. “I smelled it, and so did Conklin.”


  “Smelling isn’t tasting,” protested the analyst, as they rushed down a dark cobblestoned alley. “You knew nothing concrete that you could have divulged, no intermediary who pointed to Washington. You were obsessed with finding a killer who was posing as you so that an enraged taipan would return your wife to you—a man whose own wife had supposedly been murdered by the assassin who called himself Jason Bourne. At first I thought it was madness, but then I saw the serpentine logic of it all. Havilland was right. If there was one man alive who could bring in the assassin, and in that way neutralize Sheng, it was you. But you couldn’t have any connection to Washington. Therefore you had to be maneuvered within the framework of an extraordinary lie. Anything less, and you might have reacted more normally. You might have gone to the police, or to government authorities, people you knew in the past—what you could remember of the past, which was also to our advantage.”


  “I did go to people I knew before.”


  “And learned nothing except that the more you threatened to break silence, the more likely the government would put you back in therapy. After all, you came from Medusa and had a history of amnesia, even schizophrenia.”


  “Conklin went to others—”


  “And was initially told only enough for us to find out what he knew, what he’d pieced together. I gather he was once one of the best we had.”


  “He was. He still is.”


  “He put you beyond-salvage.”


  “History. Under the circumstances, I might have done the same. He learned a lot more than I did in Washington.”


  “He was led to believe exactly what he wanted to believe. It was one of Havilland’s really more brilliant strokes and done at a moment’s notice. Remember, Alexander Conklin is a burned-out, bitter man. He has no love for the world he spent his adult life in, nor for the people with whom he shared that life. He was told that a possible black operation may have gone off the wire, that the scenario may have been taken over by hostile elements.” McAllister paused as they emerged from the alley and rounded a corner in the late-night Macao crowds; colored lights were flashing everywhere. “It was back to the square-one lie, don’t you see?” continued the analyst. “Conklin was convinced that someone else had moved in, that your situation was hopeless and so was your wife’s unless you followed the new scenario run by the hostile elements that had taken over.”


  “That’s what he told me,” said Jason, frowning, remembering the lounge at Dulles Airport and the tears that had come to his eyes. “He told me to play out the scenario.”


  “He had no choice.” McAllister suddenly gripped Bourne’s arm, nodding toward a darkened storefront up ahead on the right. “We have to talk.”


  “We are talking,” said the man from Medusa sharply. “I know where we’re going and there’s no time to lose.”


  “You have to take the time,” insisted the analyst. The desperation in his voice forced Bourne to stop and look at him, and then to follow him into the recessed storefront. “Before you do anything, you have to understand.”


  “What do I have to understand? The lies?”


  “No, the truth.”


  “You don’t know what the truth is,” said Jason.


  “I know, perhaps better than you do. As you said, it’s my job. Havilland’s strategy would have proved sound had it not been for your wife. She escaped; she got away. She caused the strategy to fall apart.”


  “I’m aware of that.”


  “Then surely you’re aware of the fact that whether or not he’s identified her, Sheng knows about her and understands her importance.”


  “I hadn’t thought about it one way or the other.”


  “Think about it now. Lin Wenzu’s unit was penetrated when it and all of Hong Kong were searching for her. Catherine Staples was killed because she was linked to your wife and it was correctly perceived that through this mystery woman she either had learned too much or was closing in on some devastating truths. Sheng’s orders obviously are to eliminate all opposition, even potential opposition. As you saw in Peking, he’s a fanatic and sees substance where there are only shadows—enemies in every dark corner.”


  “What’s your point?” asked Bourne impatiently.


  “He’s also brilliant and his people are all over the colony.”


  “So?”


  “When the story breaks in the morning papers and on television, he’ll make certain assumptions and have the house in Victoria Peak as well as MI-Six scrutinized every minute of every hour, even if he has to hold hostage the estate next door and once again infiltrate British Intelligence.”


  “Goddamn it, what are you driving at?”


  “He’ll find Havilland and then he’ll find your wife.”


  “And?”


  “Suppose you fail? Suppose you’re killed? Sheng won’t rest until he learns everything there is to learn. The key is undoubtedly the woman with Havilland, the tall woman everyone was looking for. She has to be because she’s the enigma at the center of the mystery and is connected to the ambassador. If anything happens to you, Havilland will be forced to let her go, and Sheng will have her picked up—at Kai-tak, or Honolulu or Los Angeles or New York. Believe me, Mr. Webb, he won’t stop until he’s caught her. He has to know what’s been mounted against him, and she is the key. There’s no one else.”


  “Again, your point?”


  “Everything could happen all over again with far more horrible results.”


  “The scenario?” asked Jason, bloody images of the glen in the bird sanctuary assaulting him.


  “Yes,” said the analyst firmly. “Only, this time your wife is taken for real, not simply as part of the strategy to recruit you. Sheng would make certain of it.”


  “Not if he’s dead!”


  “Probably not. However, there’s the very real risk of failure—that he’ll remain alive.”


  “You’re trying to say something but you’re not saying it!”


  “All right, I’ll say it now. As the assassin, you’re the link to Sheng, the one to reach him, but I’m the one who can draw him out.”


  “You?”


  “It was the reason I told the embassy to use my name in the press release. You see, Sheng knows me, and I listened carefully when you outlined your conspirator-for-a-conspirator theory to Havilland. He didn’t buy it and, frankly, I didn’t either. Sheng wouldn’t accept a conference with an unknown person, but he will with someone he knows.”


  “Why with you?”


  “Part truth, part lie,” said the analyst, repeating Bourne’s words.


  “Thanks for listening so carefully. Now, explain that.”


  “The truth first, Mr. Webb, or Bourne, or whatever you want to be called. Sheng is aware both of my contributions to my government and of my obvious lack of progress. I’m a bright but unseen, unknown bureaucrat who’s been passed over because I lack those qualities that could elevate me, lead me to a degree of prominence, and to lucrative jobs in the private sector. In a way, I’m like Alexander Conklin without his drinking problem, but not without a degree of his bitterness. I was as good as Sheng and he knew it, but he made it and I didn’t.”


  “A touching confessional,” said Jason, impatiently again. “But why would he meet with you? How could you draw him out—for a kill, Mr. Analyst, and I trust you know what that means?”


  “Because I want a piece of that Hong Kong pie of his. I was nearly killed last night. It was the final indignity, and now after all these years I want something for myself, for my family. That’s the lie.”


  “You’re on tenth base. I can’t find you.”


  “Because you’re not listening between the lines. That’s what I’m paid to do, remember?…I’ve had it. I’m at the end of my professional rope. I was sent over here to trace down and analyze a rumor out of Taiwan. This rumor about an economic conspiracy in Peking seemed to me to have substance, and if it was true, there could be only one source in Peking: my old counterpart from the Sino-American trade conferences, the power behind China’s new trade policies. Nothing like this could be done without him, not even contemplated. So I assumed there was at best enough substance for me to contact him, not to blow the whistle but officially to dispose of the rumor for a price. I could even go so far as to say I see nothing against my government’s interests, and certainly not against mine. The main point is that he’d have to meet with me.”


  “Then what?”


  “Then you’d tell me what to do. You said a demolitions ‘grunt’ could do it, so why can’t I? Except not with explosives, I couldn’t handle that. A weapon, instead.”


  “You’d get killed.”


  “I’ll accept the risk.”


  “Why?”


  “Because it has to be done, Havilland’s right about that. And the instant Sheng sees you’re not the impostor, that you’re the original assassin, the one who tried to kill him in that bird sanctuary, his guards would cut you down.”


  “I never intended for him to see me,” said Bourne quietly. “You were going to take care of that, but not this way.”


  In the shadows of the dark storefront, McAllister stared at the Medusan. “You’re taking me with you, aren’t you?” asked the analyst finally. “Force me, if you have to.”


  “Yes.”


  “I thought so. You wouldn’t have agreed so readily to my coming with you to Macao. You could have told me how to reach Sheng back at the airport and demanded that we give you a certain amount of time before we acted. We wouldn’t have violated it; we’re too frightened. Regardless, you can see now that you don’t have to force me. I even brought along my diplomatic passport.” McAllister paused for a single beat, then added, “And a second one that I removed from the technicians’ file—it belongs to that tall fellow who took the picture of you on the table.”


  “You what?”


  “All State Department technical personnel dealing in classified matters must surrender their passports. It’s a security measure and for their own protection—”


  “I have three passports,” interrupted Jason. “How the hell do you think I got around?”


  “We knew you had at least two based on the Bourne records. You used one of the previous names flying into Peking, the one that said you had brown eyes, not hazel. How did you manage that?”


  “I wore glasses—clear glass. By way of a friend who uses an odd name and is better than anyone you’ve got.”


  “Oh, yes. A black photographer and ID specialist who calls himself Cactus. Actually, he worked secretly for Treadstone, but then you obviously remembered that, or the fact that he used to come and visit you in Virginia. According to the records, he had to be let go because he deals with criminal elements.”


  “If you touch him, I’ll blow you out of the bureaucratic waters.”


  “There’s no intention of doing so. Right now, however, we’ll simply transfer one of the three photographs that best suits the features described in the technician’s passport.”


  “It’s a waste of time.”


  “Not at all. Diplomatic passports have considerable advantages, especially over here. They eliminate the time-consuming process of a temporary visa, and although I’m sure you have sources to buy one, this is easier. China wants our money, Mr. Bourne, and our technology. We’ll be passed through quickly and Sheng will be able to check immigration and ascertain that I am who I say I am. We’ll also be provided with priority transportation if we want it, and that might be important, depending upon our sequential telephone conversations with Sheng and his aides.”


  “Our sequential what?”


  “You’ll talk with his subordinates in whatever sequence is required. I’ll tell you what to say, but when the final clearance is given, I’ll speak with Sheng Chou Yang.”


  “You’re a flake!” yelled Jason, as much into the dark glass of the storefront as at McAllister. “You’re an amateur in this kind of thing!”


  “In what you do, I am, indeed. But not in what I do.”


  “Why didn’t you tell Havilland about this grand plan of yours?”


  “Because he wouldn’t have permitted it. He would have placed me under house arrest because he thinks I’m inadequate. He’ll always think so. I’m not a performer. I don’t have those glib answers that ring with sincerity but are also woefully uninformed. This, however, is different, and the performers see it so clearly because it’s all part of their global, macho theatrics. Economics aside, this is a conspiracy to undermine the leadership of a suspicious, authoritarian regime. And who’s at the core of this conspiracy that has to fail? Who are these infiltrators whom Peking trusts as its own? China’s most deeply committed enemies—their own brothers from the Kuomintang on Taiwan. Again, to use the vernacular, when the shit hits the fan—as it surely will—the performers on all sides will step up to the podiums and scream their screams of treason and righteous ‘internal revolt’ because there’s nothing else the performers can do. The embarrassment’s total, complete, and on the world’s stage, massive embarrassment leads to massive violence.”


  It was Bourne’s turn to stare at the analyst. As he did, Marie’s words came to him, from a different context but not irrelevant in the present case. “That’s not an answer,” he said. “It’s a point of view, but it’s not an answer. Why you? I hope it’s not to prove your decency. That would be very foolish. Very dangerous.”


  “Oddly enough,” said McAllister, frowning, briefly looking at the ground. “Where you and your wife are concerned, I suppose that’s part of it—a minor part.” The undersecretary of State raised his eyes and continued calmly, “But the basic reason, Mr. Bourne, is that I’m rather tired of being Edward Newington McAllister, maybe a brilliant but surely an inconsequential analyst. I’m the mind in the back room that’s brought out when things get too complicated, and then sent back after he’s rendered a judgment. You might say I’d like that chance for a moment in the sun—out of the back room, as it were.”


  Jason studied the undersecretary in the shadows. “A couple of moments ago you said there was the risk of my failing, and I’m experienced. You’re not. Have you considered the consequences if you fail?”


  “I don’t think I will.”


  “You don’t think you will,” repeated Bourne flatly. “May I ask why?”


  “I’ve thought it out.”


  “That’s nice.”


  “No, I mean it,” protested McAllister. “The strategy is fundamentally simple: to get Sheng alone with me. I can do that but you can’t do it for me. And you certainly can’t get him alone with you. All I need is a few seconds—and a weapon.”


  “If I allowed it, I don’t know which would frighten me more. Your succeeding or your failing. May I remind you that you’re an undersecretary of State for the United States government? Suppose you’re caught? It’s goodbye, Charlie, for everyone.”


  “I’ve considered that since the day I arrived back in Hong Kong.”


  “You what?”


  “For weeks I’ve thought that this might be the solution, that I might be the solution. The government’s covered. It’s all written down in my papers back on Victoria Peak, with a copy for Havilland and another set to be delivered to the Chinese consulate in Hong Kong in seventy-two hours. The ambassador may even have found his set by now. So, you see, there’s no turning back.”


  “What the hell have you done!”


  “Described what amounts to a blood feud between Sheng and myself. Given my record and the time I spent over here, as well as Sheng’s well-known penchant for secrecy, it’s actually quite plausible. Certainly his enemies in the Central Committee will leap at it. If I’m killed or captured, so much attention will be focused on Sheng, so many questions regardless of his denials, he won’t dare move—if he survives.”


  “Good Christ, save me,” said Bourne, stunned.


  “It’s not necessary for you to know the particulars, but you’ll recognize the main point of your conspirator-for-a-conspirator theory. In essence I accuse him of going back on his word, of cutting me out of his Hong Kong manipulations after I spent years secretly helping him develop the structure. He’s cutting me out because he doesn’t need me any longer and he knows I can’t possibly say anything because I’d be ruined. I wrote that I was even frightened for my life.”


  “Forget it!” shouted Jason. “Forget the whole goddamned thing! It’s crazy!”


  “You’re assuming I’ll fail. Or be captured. I’m assuming neither—with your help, of course.”


  Bourne took a deep breath and lowered his voice. “I admire your courage, even your latent sense of decency, but there’s a better way and you can provide it. You’ll have your moment in the sun, Mr. Analyst, but not this way.”


  “What way, then?” asked the undersecretary of State, now bewildered.


  “I’ve seen you operate, and Conklin was right. You may be a son of a bitch but you’re something. You reach into the Foreign Office in London and know who can change the rules. You spent six years over here digging around the dirty-tricks business, tracking killers and thieves and the pimps of the Far East in the name of neighborly government policy. You know which button to press and where the bodies are buried. You even remembered a squirrely doctor here in Macao who owed you a favor and you made him pay.”


  “That’s all second nature. One doesn’t easily forget such people.”


  “Find me others. Find me killers for a price. Between you and Havilland the two of you can do it. You’re going to get on the phone to him and tell him these are my demands. He’s to transfer a million—five million if he has to—over here to Macao in the morning, and by midafternoon I want a killer unit here ready to go up into China. I’ll make the arrangements. I know a rendezvous that’s been used before in the hills of Guangdong; there are fields that can easily be reached by helicopter, where Sheng or his lieutenants used to meet with the commando. Once he gets my message he’ll make the trip, take my word for it. You just do your part. Dig around that head of yours and come up with three or four experienced scumbags. Tell them the risk is minimal and the price high. That’s your moment in the sun, Mr. Analyst. It should be irresistible. You’ll have something on Havilland for the rest of his life. He’ll make you his chief aide, probably Secretary of State, if you want it. He can’t afford not to.”


  “Impossible,” said McAllister quietly, his eyes locked with Jason’s.


  “Well, maybe Secretary of State’s a bit much—”


  “What you have just suggested is impossible,” broke in the undersecretary.


  “Are you telling me there aren’t such men, because if you are, you’re lying again.”


  “I’m sure there are. I might even know of several and I’m sure others are on that list of names Lin gave you when he was playing the role of the white-suited taipan in the Walled City. But I wouldn’t touch them. Even if Havilland ordered me to, I’d refuse.”


  “Then you don’t want Sheng! Everything you said was just another lie. Liar!”


  “You’re wrong, I do want Sheng. But to use your words, not this way.”


  “Why not?”


  “Because I won’t put my government, my country, in that kind of compromised position. Actually, I think Havilland would agree with me. Hiring killers is too traceable, the transferring of money too traceable. Someone gets angry or boastful or drunk; he talks and an assassination is laid at Washington’s feet. I couldn’t be a part of that. I refer you to the Kennedys’ attempts on Castro’s life using the Mafia. Insanity.… No, Mr. Bourne, I’m afraid you’re stuck with me.”


  “I’m not stuck with anyone! I can reach Sheng; you can’t!”


  “Complicated issues can usually be reduced to simple equations if certain facts are remembered.”


  “What does that mean?”


  “It means I insist we do things my way.”


  “Why?”


  “Because Havilland has your wife.”


  “She’s with Conklin! With Mo Panov! He wouldn’t dare—”


  “You don’t know him,” McAllister interrupted. “You insult him but you don’t know him. He’s like Sheng Chou Yang. He’ll stop at nothing. If I’m right—and I’m sure I am—Mrs. Webb, Mr. Conklin, and Dr. Panov are guests at the house in Victoria Peak for the duration.”


  “Guests?”


  “That house arrest I mentioned a few minutes ago.”


  “Son of a bitch!” whispered Jason, the muscles in his face pulsating.


  “Now, how do we reach Peking?”


  With his eyes closed, Bourne answered. “A man at the Guangdong garrison named Soo Jiang. I speak to him in French and he leaves a message for us here in Macao. At a table in a casino.”


  “Move!” said McAllister.


  

  


  CHAPTER THIRTY-SIX


  



  The telephone rang, startling the naked woman who quickly sat up in the bed. The man lying next to her was suddenly wide awake; he was wary of any intrusion, especially one in the middle of the night, or, more accurately, the early hours of the morning. The expression on his soft, round Oriental face, however, showed that such intrusions were not infrequent, only unnerving. He reached for the phone on the bedside table.


  “Wei?” he said softly.


  “Macao lai dianhua,” replied the switchboard operator at headquarters, Guangdong garrison.


  “Connect me on scrambler and remove all recording devices.”


  “It is done, Colonel Soo.”


  “I will conduct my own study of that,” said Soo Jiang, sitting up and reaching for a small, flat, rectangular object with a raised circle at one end.


  “It’s not necessary, sir.”


  “I would hope not for your sake.” Soo placed the circle over the mouthpiece and pressed a button. Had there been an intercept on the line, the piercing whistle that suddenly erupted for one second would have continued pulsating until the listening device was removed or a listener’s eardrum was punctured. There was only silence, magnified by the moonlight streaming through the window. “Go ahead, Macao,” said the colonel.


  “Bon soir, mon ami,” said the voice from Macao, the French instantly accepted as being spoken by the impostor. “Comment ça va?”


  “Vous?” gasped Soo Jiang, stunned, swinging his short fat legs from under the sheet and planting them on the floor. “Attendez!” The colonel turned to the woman. “You. Out. Get out of here,” he ordered in Cantonese. “Take your clothes and put them on in the front room. Keep the door open so I can see you leave.”


  “You owe me money!” whispered the woman stridently. “For two times you owe me money, and double for what I did for you below!”


  “Your payment is in the fact that I may not have your husband fired. Now get out! You have thirty seconds or you have a penniless husband.”


  “They call you the Pig,” said the woman, grabbing her clothes and rushing to the bedroom door, where she turned, glaring at Soo. “Pig!”


  “Out.”


  Seconds later Soo returned to the phone, continuing in French. “What happened? The reports from Beijing are incredible! No less so the news from the airfield in Shenzen. He took you prisoner!”


  “He’s dead,” said the voice from Macao.


  “Dead?”


  “Shot by his own people, at least fifty bullets in his body.”


  “And you?”


  “They accepted my story. I was an innocent hostage picked up in the streets and used as a shield as well as a decoy. They treated me well and, in fact, kept me from the press at my insistence. Of course, they’re trying to minimize everything, but they won’t have much success. The newspaper and television people were all over the place, so you’ll read about it in the morning papers.”


  “My God, where did it happen?”


  “An estate on Victoria Peak. It’s part of the consulate and damned secret. That’s why I have to reach your leader-one. I learned things that he should know about.”


  “Tell me.”


  The “assassin” laughed derisively. “I sell this kind of information, I don’t give it away—especially not to pigs.”


  “You’ll be well taken care of,” insisted Soo.


  “Too well in my book.”


  “What do you mean by ‘leader-one’?” asked the colonel dismissing the remark.


  “Your head man, the chief, the big rooster—whatever you want to call him. He was the man in that forest preserve who did all the talking, wasn’t he? The one who used his sword with such efficiency, the wild-eyed corkscrew with the short hair, the one I tried to warn about the Frenchman’s delaying tactics—”


  “You dare…? You did that?”


  “Ask him. I told him something was wrong, that the Frenchman was stalling him. Christ, I paid for his not listening to me! He should have hacked that French bastard when I told him to! Now you tell him I want to talk to him!”


  “Even I do not talk to him,” said the colonel. “I reach only subordinates by their code names. I don’t know their real ones—”


  “You mean the men who fly down to the hills in Guangdong to meet me and deliver the assignments?” interrupted Bourne.


  “Yes.”


  “I won’t talk to any of them!” exploded Jason, now posing as his own impostor. “I want to talk to the man. And he’d better want to talk to me.”


  “You will speak with others first, but still, even for them, there must be very strong reasons. They do the summoning, others do not. You should know that by now.”


  “All right, you can be the courier. I was with the Americans for almost three hours, mounting the best cover I ever mounted in my life. They questioned me at length and I answered them openly—I don’t have to tell you that I have backups all over the territory, men and women who’ll swear I’m a business associate, or that I was with them at a specific time, no matter who calls—”


  “You don’t have to tell me that,” Soo broke in. “Please, just give me the message I’m to convey. You talked with the Americans. Then what?”


  “I listened, too. The colonials have a stupid habit of talking too freely among themselves in the presence of strangers.”


  “I hear a British voice now. The voice of superiority. We’ve all heard it before.”


  “You’re damned right. The wogs don’t do that, and God knows you slants don’t either.”


  “Please, sir, continue.”


  “The one who took me prisoner, the man who was killed by the Americans, was an American himself.”


  “So?”


  “I leave a signature with my kills. The name has a long history. It’s Jason Bourne.”


  “We know that. And?”


  “He was the original! He was an American, and they’ve been hunting him for nearly two years.”


  “And?”


  “They think Beijing found him and hired him. Someone in Beijing who needed the most important kill of his life, who needed to kill a man in that house. Bourne’s for sale to anybody, an equal-opportunity employee, as the Americans might say.”


  “Your language is elusive. Please be clearer!”


  “There were several others in that room with the Americans. Chinese from Taiwan who said outright that they oppose most of the leaders of the secret societies in the Kuomintang. They were angry. Frightened, too, I think.” Bourne stopped. Silence.


  “Yes?” pressed the colonel apprehensively.


  “They said a number of other things. They also kept mentioning the name of someone called Sheng.”


  “Aiya!”


  “That’s the message you’ll convey and I’ll expect a response at the casino within three hours. I’ll send someone to pick it up and don’t try anything foolish. I have people there who can start a riot as easily as they can roll a seven. Any interference and your men are dead.”


  “We remember the Tsim Sha Tsui a few weeks ago,” said Soo Jiang. “Five of our enemies killed in a back room while a cabaret erupts in violence. There’ll be no interference; we’re not fools where you are concerned. We often wondered if the original Jason Bourne was as proficient as his successor.”


  “He wasn’t.” Bring up the possibility of a riot at the casino in case Sheng’s people try to trap you. Say their men will be killed. You don’t have to elaborate. They’ll understand.… The analyst knew whereof he spoke. “A question,” said Jason, genuinely interested. “When did you and the others decide I wasn’t the original?”


  “At first sight,” replied the colonel. “The years leave their marks, don’t they? The body may remain agile, even improve with care, but the face reflects time; it is inescapable. Your face could not possibly be the face of the man from Medusa. That was over fifteen years ago and you are, at best, a man in your early thirties. The Medusa did not recruit children. You were the reincarnation of the Frenchman.”


  “The code word is ‘crisis’ and you have three hours,” said Bourne, hanging up the phone.


  “This is crazy!” Jason stepped out of the open glass booth in the all-night telephone complex and looked angrily at McAllister.


  “You did it very well,” said the analyst, writing on a small notepad. “I’ll pay the bill.” The undersecretary started toward the raised platform where the operators accepted payments for international calls.


  “You’re missing the point,” continued Bourne at McAllister’s side, his voice low, harsh. “It can’t work. It’s too unorthodox, too obvious for anyone to buy it.”


  “If you were demanding a meeting I’d agree with you, but you’re not. You’re only asking for a telephone conversation.”


  “I’m asking him to acknowledge the core of his whole goddamned scam! That he is the core!”


  “To quote you again,” said the analyst, picking up the bill on the counter and holding out money, “he can’t afford not to respond. He has to.”


  “With preconditions that’ll throw you out of the box.”


  “I’ll want your input in such matters, of course.” McAllister took his change, nodding thanks to the weary female operator, and started for the door, Jason beside him.


  “I may not have any input to give.”


  “Under the circumstances, you mean,” said the analyst, as they stepped out onto the crowded pavement.


  “What?”


  “It’s not the strategy that upsets you, Mr. Bourne, because it’s basically your strategy. What makes you furious is that I’m the one implementing it, not you. Like Havilland, you don’t think I’m capable.”


  “I don’t think this is the time or the occasion for you to prove you’re Machine Gun Kelly! If you fail, your life’s the last thing that concerns me. Somehow the Far East comes first, the world comes first.”


  “There’s no way I can fail. I told you, even if I fail, I don’t. Sheng loses no matter whether he lives or not. In seventy-two hours the consulate in Hong Kong will make sure of it.”


  “Premeditated self-sacrifice isn’t something I approve of,” said Jason, as they started up the street. “Self-deluding heroics always get in the way and screw things up. Besides, your so-called strategy reeks of a trap. They’ll smell it!”


  “They would if you negotiated with Sheng and not me. You tell me it’s unorthodox, too obvious, the movements of an amateur. That’s fine. When Sheng hears me on the phone, everything will fall into place for him. I am the embittered amateur, the man who’s never been in the field, the first-rate bureaucrat who’s been passed over by the system he’s served so well. I know what I’m doing, Mr. Bourne. You just get me a weapon.”


  The request was not difficult to fulfill. Over in Macao’s Porto Interior, on the Rua das Lorchas, was d’Anjou’s flat, which was a minor arsenal of weapons, the tools of the Frenchman’s trade. It was simply a matter of getting inside and selecting those arms most easily dismantled so as to cross the relatively lax border at Guangdong with diplomatic passports. But it took something over two hours, the process of selection being the most time-consuming as Jason put gun after gun in McAllister’s hand, with Jason watching the analyst’s grip and the expression on his face. The weapon finally chosen was the smallest, lowest calibrated pistol in d’Anjou’s arsenal, a Charter Arms .22 with a silencer.


  “Aim for the head, at least three bullets in the skull. Anything else would be a beesting.”


  McAllister swallowed, staring at the gun, as Jason studied the weapons, deciding which had the greatest firepower in the smallest package. He chose for himself three Interdynamic KG-9 machine pistols that used outsized clips holding thirty rounds of ammunition.


  With their weapons concealed beneath their jackets, they entered the half-filled Kam Pek casino at 3:35 in the morning and walked to the end of the long mahogany bar. Bourne went to the seat he had occupied previously. The undersecretary sat four stools away. The bartender recognized the generous customer who had given him close to a week’s salary less than a week ago. He greeted him like a patron with a long history of dispensing largesse.


  “Nei hou a!”


  “Mchoh La. Mgoi,” said Bourne, saying that he was fine, in good health.


  “The English whisky, isn’t it?” asked the bartender, sure of his memory, hoping it would produce a reward.


  “I told friends at the casino in the Lisboa that they should talk to you. I think you’re the best man behind a bar in Macao.”


  “The Lisboa? That’s where the true money is! I thank you, sir.” The bartender rushed to pour Jason a drink that would have crippled Caesar’s legions. Bourne nodded without comment, and the man turned reluctantly to McAllister four chairs away. Jason noted that the analyst ordered white wine, paid with precision, and wrote the amount in his notebook. The bartender shrugged, performed the unpleasant service, and walked to the center of the sparsely occupied bar, keeping his eyes on his favored customer.


  Step one.


  He was there! The well-dressed Chinese in the tailored dark suit, the martial-arts veteran who did not know enough dirty moves, the man he had fought in an alley and who had led him up into the hills of Guangdong. Colonel Soo Jiang was taking no risks under the circumstances. He wanted only the most proven conduits working tonight. No impoverished old men, no whores.


  The man walked slowly past several tables, as if studying the action, appraising the dealers and the players, trying to determine where he should test his luck. He arrived at Table Five and, after observing the play of the cards for nearly three minutes, casually sat down and withdrew a roll of bills from his pocket. Among them, thought Jason, was a message marked Crisis.


  Twenty minutes later the impeccably dressed Chinese shook his head, put his money back in his pocket, and got up from the table. He was the shortcut to Sheng! He knew his way around both Macao and the border at Guangdong, and Bourne knew he had to reach this man, and reach him quickly! He glanced first at the bartender, who had gone to the end of the bar to prepare drinks for a waiter who was serving the tables, then over at McAllister.


  “Analyst!” he whispered sharply. “Stay here!”


  “What are you doing?”


  “Saying hello to my mother, for Christ’s sake!” Jason got off the stool and started for the door after the conduit. Passing the bartender, he said in Cantonese. “I’ll be right back.”


  “It’s no problem, sir.”


  Out on the pavement, Bourne followed the well-dressed man for several blocks until he turned into a narrow, dimly lit side street and approached an empty parked car. He was meeting no one; he had delivered the message and was getting out of the area. Jason rushed forward, and as the conduit opened the car door he touched the man’s shoulder. The conduit spun around, crouching, his experienced left foot lashing out viciously. Bourne jumped back, raising his hands in a gesture of peace.


  “Let’s not go through this again,” he said in English, for he remembered the man spoke English, taught him by Portuguese nuns. “I still hurt from the beating you gave me a week ago.”


  “Aiya! You!” The conduit raised his hands in a like gesture of noncombat. “You do me honor when I do not deserve it. You bested me that night, and for that reason I have practiced six hours a day to improve myself.… You bested me, then. But not now.”


  “Considering your age and then considering mine, take my word for it, you weren’t bested. My bones ached far more than yours did, and I’m not about to check out your new training schedule. I’ll pay you a lot of money, but I won’t fight you. The word for it is cowardice.”


  “Not you, sir,” said the Oriental, lowering his hands and grinning. “You are very good.”


  “Yes, me, sir,” replied Jason. “You scare the hell out of me. And you did me a great favor.”


  “You paid me well. Very well.”


  “I’ll pay you better now.”


  “The message was for you?”


  “Yes.”


  “Then you have taken the Frenchman’s place?”


  “He’s dead. Killed by the people who sent the message.”


  The conduit looked bewildered, perhaps even sad. “Why?” he asked. “He serviced them well and he was an old man, older than you.”


  “Thanks a lot.”


  “Did he betray those he serviced?”


  “No, he was betrayed.”


  “The Communists?”


  “Kuomintang,” said Bourne, shaking his head.


  “Dong wu! They are no better than the Communists. What do you want from me?”


  “If everything goes right, pretty much what you did before, but this time I want you to stay around. I want to hire a pair of eyes.”


  “You go up into the hills in Guangdong?”


  “Yes.”


  “You need assistance crossing the border, then?”


  “Not if you can find me someone who can shift a photograph from one passport to another.”


  “It is done every day. The children can do it.”


  “Good. Then we’re down to my hiring your eyes. There’s a degree of risk, but not much. There’s also twenty thousand dollars, American. Last time I paid you ten, this time it’s twenty.”


  “Aiya, a fortune!” The conduit paused, studying Bourne’s face. “The risk must be great.”


  “If there’s trouble, I’ll expect you to get out. We’ll leave the money here in Macao, accessible only to you. Do you want the job, or do I look elsewhere?”


  “These are the eyes of the hawk bird. Look no further.”


  “Come back with me to the casino. Wait outside, down the street, and I’ll have the message picked up.”


  The bartender was only too pleased to do as Jason requested. He was confused by the odd word “crisis” that was to be used until Bourne explained that it was the name of a race horse. He carried a “special” drink to a bewildered player at Table Five and returned with the sealed envelope under his tray. Jason had scanned the nearby tables looking for turning heads and shifting eyes amid the spiraling clouds of smoke; he saw none. The sight of the maroon-jacketed bartender among the maroon-jacketed waiters was too common to draw attention. As instructed, the tray was placed between Bourne and McAllister. Jason shook a cigarette out of his pack and shoved a book of matches down the bar toward the non-smoking analyst. Before the perplexed undersecretary could understand, Bourne got off his stool and walked over to him. “Have you got a light, mister?”


  McAllister looked at the matches, quickly picked them up, tore one out and struck it, holding the flame up for the cigarette. When Jason returned to his seat, the sealed envelope was in his hand. He opened it, removed the paper inside and read the typewritten English script: Telephone Macao—32-61-443.


  He looked around for a pay phone and then realized that he had never used one in Macao, and even if there were instructions, he was not familiar with the Portuguese colony’s coins. It was always the little things that loused up the bigger things. He signaled the bartender, who reached him before his hand was back on the bar.


  “Yes, sir? Another whisky, sir?”


  “Not for a week,” said Bourne, placing Hong Kong money in front of him. “I have to make a phone call to someone here in Macao. Tell me where a pay phone is and let me have the proper coins, will you, please?”


  “I could not permit so fine a gentleman as yourself to use a common telephone, sir. Between us, I believe many of the customers here may be diseased.” The bartender smiled. “Allow me, sir. I have a telephone on my counter—for very special people.”


  Before Jason could protest or give thanks, a telephone was put in front of him. He dialed as McAllister stared at him.


  “Wei?” said a female voice.


  “I was instructed to call this number,” replied Bourne in English. The dead impostor had not known Chinese.


  “We will meet.”


  “We won’t meet.”


  “We insist.”


  “Then desist. You know me better than that, or you should. I want to talk to the man, and only the man.”


  “You are presumptuous.”


  “You’re less than an idiot. So’s the skinny preacher with the big sword unless he talks to me.”


  “You dare—”


  “I’ve heard that once before tonight,” interrupted Jason sharply. “The answer is yes, I do dare. He’s got a hell of a lot more to lose than I do. He’s only one client, and my list is growing. I don’t need him, but right now I think he needs me.”


  “Give me a reason that can be confirmed.”


  “I don’t give reasons to corporals. I was once a major, or didn’t you know that?”


  “There’s no need for insults.”


  “There’s no need for this conversation. I’ll call you back in thirty minutes. Offer me something better, offer me the man. And I’ll know if it’s himself because I’ll ask a question or two that only he can answer. Ciao, lady.” Bourne hung up.


  “What are you doing?” whispered an agitated McAllister four chairs away.


  “Arranging your day in the sun, and I hope you’ve got some lotion. We’re getting out of here. Give me five minutes, then follow me. Turn right out the door and keep walking. We’ll pick you up.”


  “We?”


  “There’s someone I want you to meet. An old friend—young friend—whom I think you’ll approve of. He dresses like you do.”


  “Someone else? Are you insane?”


  “Don’t blow your cool, analyst, we’re not supposed to know each other. No, I’m not insane. I just hired a backup in case I’m outthought. Remember, you wanted my input in such matters.”


  The introductions were short and no names were used, but it was evident that McAllister was impressed by the stocky, broad-shouldered, well-dressed Chinese.


  “Are you an executive with one of the firms over here?” asked the analyst as they walked toward the side street where the conduit’s car was parked.


  “In a manner of speaking, yes, sir. My own firm, however. I run a courier service for very important people.”


  “But how did he find you?”


  “I’m sorry, sir, but I’m sure you can understand. Such information is confidential.”


  “Good Lord,” muttered McAllister, glancing at the man from Medusa.


  “Get me to a phone in twenty minutes,” said Jason in the front seat. The bewildered undersecretary sat in the back.


  “They are using a relay, then?” asked the conduit. “They did so many times with the Frenchman.”


  “How did he handle them?” asked Bourne.


  “With delays. He would say, ‘Let them sweat.’ May I suggest an hour?”


  “You’re on. Is there a restaurant open around here?”


  “Over in the Rua Mercadores.”


  “We need food, and the Frenchman was right—he was always right. Let them sweat.”


  “He was a decent man to me,” said the conduit.


  “At the end he was some kind of eloquent if perverted saint.”


  “I do not understand, sir.”


  “It’s not necessary that you do. But I’m alive and he’s not because he made a decision.”


  “What kind of decision, sir?”


  “That he should die so that I could live.”


  “Like the Christian Scriptures. The nuns taught them to us.”


  “Hardly,” said Jason, amused at the thought. “If there’d been another way out we would have taken it. There wasn’t. He simply accepted the fact that his death was my way out.”


  “I liked him,” said the conduit.


  “Take us to the restaurant.”


  It was all Edward McAllister could do to contain himself. What he did not know and what Bourne would not discuss at the table was choking him with frustration. Twice he tried to broach the subject of relays and the current situation and twice Jason cut him off, admonishing the undersecretary with a stare, as the conduit, in gratitude, looked away. There were certain facts the Chinese knew about and there were other facts he did not care to know about for his own safety.


  “Rest and food,” mused Bourne, finishing the last of his tian-suan rou. “The Frenchman said they were weapons. He was right, of course.”


  “I suggest he needed the first more than you did, sir,” said the conduit.


  “Perhaps. Anyway, he was a student of military history. He claimed more battles were lost from fatigue than from inferior firepower.”


  “This is all very interesting,” McAllister interrupted sharply, “but we’ve been here for some time and I’m sure there are things we should be doing.”


  “We will, Edward. If you’re uptight, think what they’re going through. The Frenchman also used to say that the enemy’s exposed nerves were our best allies.”


  “I’m becoming rather tired of your Frenchman,” said McAllister testily.


  Jason looked at the analyst and spoke quietly. “Don’t ever say that to me again. You weren’t there.” Bourne checked his watch. “It’s over an hour. Let’s find a phone.” He turned to the conduit. “I’ll need your help,” he added. “You just put in the money. I’ll dial.”


  “You said you’d call back in thirty minutes!” spat out the woman at the other end of the line.


  “I had business to take care of. I have other clients and I’m not too crazy about your attitude. If this is going to be a waste of time, I’ve got other things to do and you can answer to the man when the typhoon comes.”


  “How could that happen?”


  “Come on, lady! Give me a trunk filled with more money than you’ve ever thought about and I might tell you. On the other hand, I probably wouldn’t. I like to be owed favors by men in high places. You’ve got ten seconds and I hang up.”


  “Please. You will meet a man who will take you to a house on the Guia Hill where there is highly sophisticated communications equipment—”


  “And where a half-dozen of your goons will crack my skull and throw me into a room where a doctor fills me with juice and you get it all for nothing!” Bourne’s anger was only partly feigned; Sheng’s troops were the ones behaving like amateurs. “I’ll tell you about another piece of sophisticated equipment. It’s called a telephone and I don’t think there’d be communications from Macao to the Guangdong garrison if you didn’t have scramblers. Of course, you bought them in Tokyo because if you made them yourselves they probably wouldn’t work! Use one. I’m calling you just once more, lady. Have a number for me. The man’s number.” Jason hung up.


  “That’s interesting,” said McAllister several feet away from the pay phone, glancing briefly at the Chinese conduit who had returned to the table. “You used the stick when I would have used the carrot.”


  “Used the what?”


  “I would have emphasized what extraordinary information I had to reveal. Instead, you threatened, as if you were dismissing whoever it was.”


  “Spare me,” answered Bourne, lighting a cigarette, grateful that his hand was not shaking. “For your edification I did both. The threat emphasizes the revelation and the dismissal reinforces both.”


  “Your input is showing,” said the undersecretary of State, a hint of a smile on his face. “Thank you.”


  The man from Medusa looked hard at the man from Washington. “If this damn thing works, can you do it, analyst? Can you whip out the gun and pull the trigger? Because if you can’t, we’re both dead.”


  “I can do it,” said McAllister calmly. “For the Far East. For the world.”


  “And for your day in the sun.” Jason started toward the table. “Let’s get out of here. I don’t want to use this phone again.”


  The serenity of Jade Tower Mountain was belied by the frantic activity inside the villa of Sheng Chou Yang. The turmoil was caused not by the number of people, for there were only five, but by the intensity of the players. The minister listened as his aides came and went from the garden bringing news of the latest developments and timidly offered advice, which was instantly withdrawn at the first sign of displeasure.


  “Our people have confirmed the story, sir!” cried a uniformed middle-aged man rushing from the house. “They’ve talked to the journalists. Everything was as the assassin described and a photograph of the dead man was distributed to the newspapers.”


  “Get it,” ordered Sheng. “Have it wired here at once. This whole thing is incredible.”


  “It’s being done,” said the soldier. “The consulate sent an attaché to the South China News. It should be arriving within minutes.”


  “Incredible,” repeated Sheng softly, his eyes straying to the lily pads in the nearest of the four man-made ponds. “The symmetry is too perfect, the timing too perfect, and that means something is imperfect. Someone has imposed order.”


  “The assassin?” asked another aide.


  “For what purpose? He has no idea that he would have been a corpse before the night was over in the sanctuary. He thought he was privileged, but we were only using him to trap his predecessor, unearthed by our man in Special Branch.”


  “Then who?” questioned another.


  “That’s the dilemma. Who? Everything is at once tempting yet clumsy. It’s all too apparent, fraught with unprofessional ego. The assassin, if he’s telling the truth, has to believe he has nothing to fear from me, but still he threatens, conceivably throwing over a most profitable client. Professionals don’t do that, and that’s what bothers me.”


  “You are suggesting a third party, Minister?” asked the third aide.


  “If so,” said Sheng, his eyes now riveted on a single lily pad, “someone with no experience or with the intelligence of an ox. It’s a dilemma.”


  “It’s here, sir!” shouted a young man, racing into the garden, holding a teletyped photograph.


  “Give it to me. Quickly!” Sheng grabbed the paper and angled it into the glare of a floodlight. “It is he! I’ll never forget that face as long as I breathe! Clear everything! Tell the woman in Macao to give our assassin the number and electronically sweep all conceivable interceptions. Failure is death.”


  “Instantly, Minister!” The operator ran back to the house.


  “My wife and my children,” said Sheng Chou Yang reflectively. “They may be upset by all this disturbance. Will one of you please go inside and explain that affairs of state keep me from their beloved presence?”


  “It is my honor, sir,” said an aide.


  “They suffer so from the demands of my work. They are all angels. One day they will be rewarded.”


  Bourne touched the conduit’s shoulder, then pointed to the lighted marquee of a hotel on the right side of the street. “We’ll check in here, then head for a phone booth on the other side of the city. Okay?”


  “It’s wise,” said the Chinese. “They are all over the telephone company.”


  “And we’ve got to get some sleep. The Frenchman never stopped telling me that rest was also a weapon. Christ, why do I keep repeating myself?”


  “Because you’re obsessed,” said McAllister from the backseat.


  “Tell me about it. No, don’t.”


  Jason dialed the number in Macao that tripped a relay in China into a swept telephone in Jade Tower Mountain. As he did so he looked at the analyst. “Does Sheng speak French?” he asked quickly.


  “Of course,” said the undersecretary. “He deals with the Quai d’Orsay and speaks the language of everyone he negotiates with. It’s one of his strengths. But why not use Mandarin? You know it.”


  “The commando didn’t, and if I speak English he might wonder where the British accent went. French’ll cover it, as it did with Soo Jiang, and I’ll also know whether or not it’s Sheng.” Bourne stretched a handkerchief across the mouthpiece as he heard a second, echoing ring fifteen hundred miles away. The scramblers were in place.


  “Wei?”


  “Comme le colonel, je préfère le français.”


  “Shemma?” cried the voice, bewildered.


  “Fawen,” said Jason, the Mandarin for French.


  “Fawen? Wo buhui!” replied the man excitedly, stating that he did not speak French. The call was expected. Another voice intruded; it was in the background and too low to be heard. And then it was there on the line.


  “Pourquoi vous parlez français?” It was Sheng! No matter the language, Bourne would never forget the orator’s singsong delivery. It was the zealous minister of an unmerciful God seducing an audience before assaulting it with fire and brimstone.


  “Let’s say I feel more comfortable.”


  “Very well. What is this incredible story you bring? This madness during which a name was mentioned?”


  “I was also told you speak French,” interrupted Jason.


  There was a pause in which only Sheng’s steady breathing could be heard. “You know who I am?”


  “I know a name that doesn’t mean anything to me. It does to someone else, though. Someone you knew years ago. He wants to talk to you.”


  “What?” screamed Sheng. “Betrayal!”


  “Nothing of the sort, and if I were you, I’d listen to him. He saw right through everything I told them. The others didn’t, but he did.” Bourne glanced at McAllister beside him; the analyst nodded his head, as if to say that Jason was convincingly using the words the undersecretary had given him. “He took one look at me and put the figures together. But then the Frenchman’s original boy was pretty well shot up; his head was a bloody cauliflower.”


  “What have you done?”


  “Probably the biggest favor you ever got, and I expect to be paid for it. Here’s your friend. He’ll use English.” Bourne handed the phone to the analyst, who spoke instantly.


  “It’s Edward McAllister, Sheng.”


  “Edward…?” The stunned Sheng Chou Yang could not complete the name.


  “This conversation is off the record, with no official sanction. My whereabouts are unlogged and unknown. I’m speaking solely for my own benefit—and yours.”


  “You…astonish me, my old friend,” said the minister slowly, fearfully collecting himself.


  “You’ll read about it in the morning papers and it’s undoubtedly on all the newscasts from Hawaii already. The consulate wanted me to disappear for a few days—the fewer questions the better—and I knew just whom I wanted to go with.”


  “What happened, and how did you—”


  “The similarity in their appearance was too obvious to be coincidental,” broke in the undersecretary of State. “I suppose d’Anjou wanted to trade on the legend as totally as possible, and that included the physical characteristics for those who had seen Jason Bourne in the past. An unnecessary fillip, in my opinion, but it was effective. In the panic on Victoria Peak—and from the nearly unrecognizable face—no one else noticed that striking resemblance. But then none of the others knew Bourne. I did.”


  “You?”


  “I drove him out of Asia. I’m the one he came to kill, and consistent with his perverse sense of irony and revenge, he decided to do it by leaving the corpse of your assassin on Victoria Peak. Fortunately for me, his ego didn’t permit him to evaluate your man’s abilities correctly. Once the firing started, our now mutual associate overpowered him and threw him into the guns.”


  “Edward, the information is coming too fast, I cannot assimilate it. Who brought Jason Bourne back?”


  “Obviously the Frenchman. His pupil and immensely successful meal ticket had defected from him. He wanted revenge and knew where to find the one man who could give him that. His colleague from Medusa, the original Jason Bourne.”


  “Medusa!” whispered Sheng with loathing.


  “Despite their reputation, in certain units there were intense loyalties. You save a man’s life, he doesn’t forget.”


  “What led you to the preposterous conclusion that I have anything to do with the man you call an assassin—”


  “Please, Sheng,” interrupted the analyst. “It’s too late for protestations. We’re talking. But I’ll answer your question. It was in the pattern of several killings. It started with a vice-premier of China in the Tsim Sha Tsui and four other men. They all were your enemies. And at Kai-tak the other night, two of your most vocal critics in the Peking delegation—targets of a bomb. There were also rumors; there always are in the underworld. The whispers spoke of messages between Macao and Guangdong, of powerful men in Beijing—of one man with immense power. And finally there was the file.… The figures added up. You.”


  “The file? What is this, Edward?” asked Sheng, feigning strength. “Why is this an unofficial, unreported communication between us?”


  “I think you know.”


  “You’re a brilliant man. You know I would not ask if I did. We’re above such pavanes.”


  “A brilliant bureaucrat kept in the back room, wouldn’t you also say?”


  “In truth, I expected better things for you. You provided most of the words and the moves for your so-called negotiators during the trade conferences. And everyone knows you did exemplary work in Hong Kong. By the time you left, Washington had every major influence in the territory in its orbit.”


  “I’ve decided to retire, Sheng. I’ve given twenty years of my life to my government, but I won’t give it my death. I won’t be ambushed and shot at or truck-bombed. I won’t become a target for terrorists, whether it’s here or in Iran or Beirut. It’s time I got something for myself, for my family. Times change, people change, and living’s expensive. My pension and my prospects are far less than I deserve.”


  “I agree with you completely, Edward, but what has it got to do with me? We were compromisers together—adversaries, to be sure, as in a courtroom, but certainly not enemies in the arena of violence. And what in the name of heaven is this foolishness about my name being mentioned by jackals of the Kuomintang?”


  “Spare me.” The analyst glanced over at Bourne. “Whatever was said by our mutual associate, the words were provided by me; they weren’t his. Your name was never mentioned in Victoria Peak, and there were no Taiwanese in our interrogation of your man. I gave him those words because there’s a certain validity in them for you. As to your name, it’s for a restricted few, their eyes only. It’s in the file I mentioned, a file locked in my office in Hong Kong. It’s marked ‘Ultra Maximum Security.’ There is only one copy of this file, and it’s buried in a vault in Washington to be released or destroyed only by me. However, should the unexpected happen—say, a plane crash, or if I disappeared, or was killed—the file would be turned over to the National Security Council. The information in this file, in the wrong hands, could prove catastrophic for the entire Far East.”


  “I am intrigued, Edward, by your candid, if incomplete, information.”


  “Meet with me, Sheng. And bring money, a great deal of money—American money. Our mutual associate tells me there are hills in Guangdong where your people flew down to see him. Meet me there tomorrow, between ten o’clock and midnight.”


  “I must protest, my adversarial friend. You have not provided me with an incentive.”


  “I can destroy both copies of that file. I was sent over here to track down a story out of Taiwan, a story so detrimental to all our interests that a hint of its contents could start a chain of events that terrifies everyone. I believe there’s considerable substance to the story, and if I’m right, it can be traced directly to my old counterpart during the Sino-American conferences. It couldn’t be happening without him.… It’s my last assignment, Sheng, and a few words from me can remove that file from the face of the earth. I simply determine the information to be totally false and dangerously inflammatory, compiled by your enemies in Taiwan. The few who know about it want to believe that, take my word for it. The file is then sent to the shredder. So is the copy in Washington.”


  “You still have not told me why I should listen to you!”


  “The son of a Kuomintang taipan would know. The leader of a cabal in Beijing would know. A man who could be disgraced and decapitated tomorrow morning certainly would know.”


  The pause was long, the breathing erratic over the line. Finally, Sheng spoke.


  “The hills in Guangdong. He knows where.”


  “Only one helicopter,” said McAllister. “You and the pilot, no one else.”


  

  


  CHAPTER THIRTY-SEVEN


  



  Darkness. The figure dressed in the uniform of a United States marine dropped down from the top of the wall at the rear of the grounds in the house on Victoria Peak. He crept to his left, passing a sheet of interwoven strands of barbed wire that filled a space where a section of the wall had been blown away, and proceeded around the edge of the property. Staying in the shadows, he raced across the lawn to the corner of the house. He peered around at the demolished bay windows of what had been a large Victorian study. In front of the shattered glass and the profusion of broken frames stood a marine guard, an M-16 rifle planted casually on the grass, the end of the barrel in his hand, a .45 automatic strapped to his belt. The addition of a rifle to the smaller weapon was a sign of max-alert—the intruder understood this, and smiled to see that the guard did not think it necessary to hold the M-16 in his hands. Marines and poised weapons were not welcome. The stock of a rifle would crash into a man’s head before he knew it was into its whip. The intruder waited for the opportune moment; it came when the guard’s chest swelled with a long yawn and his eyes briefly closed as he inhaled deeply. The intruder raced around the corner, springing off his feet, the wire of a garrote looping over the guard’s head. It was over in seconds. There was barely a sound.


  The killer left the body where it lay, as it was far darker in this area of the grounds than elsewhere. Many of the rear floodlights had been shattered by the explosions. He got to his feet and edged his way to the next corner, where he took out a cigarette, lighting it with the cupped flame from a butane lighter. He then stepped out into the glare of the floodlights and walked casually around the corner toward the huge, charred French doors where a second marine was at his post on the brick steps. The intruder held the cigarette in his left hand, which covered his face as he drew on it.


  “Out for a smoke?” asked the guard.


  “Yeah, I couldn’t sleep,” said the man, with an American accent that was a product of the Southwest.


  “Those fuckin’ cots weren’t made for sleeping. Just sit on one and you know it.… Hey, wait a minute! Who the hell are you?”


  The marine had no chance to level his rifle. The intruder lunged, thrusting his knife straight into the guard’s throat with deadly accuracy, cutting off all sound, all life. The killer quickly dragged the corpse around the corner of the building and left it in the shadows. He wiped the blade off on the dead man’s uniform, reinserted it beneath his tunic, and returned to the French doors. He entered the house.


  He walked down the long, dimly lit corridor at the end of which stood a third marine in front of a wide, sculptured door. The guard angled his rifle downward and looked at his watch. “You’re early,” he said. “I’m not due to be relieved for another hour and twenty minutes.”


  “I’m not with this unit, buddy.”


  “You with the Oahu group?”


  “Yeah.”


  “I thought they got you jokers out of here pronto and back to Hawaii. That’s the scuttlebutt.”


  “A few of us were ordered to stay behind. We’re down at the consulate now. That guy, what’s-his-name, McAllister, has been taking our testimonies all night.”


  “I tell you, pal, this whole goddamned thing is weird!”


  “You got it, triple weird. By the way, where’s that fruitcake’s office? He sent me up here to bring him back his special pipe tobacco.”


  “It figures. Mix some grass in it.”


  “Which office?”


  “Earlier I saw him and the doctor go in that first door on the right. Then later, before he left, he went in here.” The guard tilted his head to indicate the door behind him.


  “Whose place is that?”


  “I don’t know his name, but he’s the top banana. They call him the ambassador.”


  The killer’s eyes narrowed. “The ambassador?”


  “Yeah. The room’s fractured. Half of it’s blown apart by that fucking maniac, but the safe’s intact, which is why I’m here and another guy outside in the tulips. Must be a couple of million in there for extracurricular activities.”


  “Or something else,” said the intruder softly. “The first door on the right, huh?” he added, turning and reaching under his tunic.


  “Hold it,” said the marine. “Why didn’t the gate send word in here?” He reached for the hand-held radio strapped to his belt. “Sorry, but I’ve got to check you out, buddy. It’s standard—”


  The killer threw his knife. As it plunged into the guard’s chest he hurled himself on the marine, his thumbs centering in on the man’s throat. Thirty seconds later he opened the door of Havilland’s office and dragged the dead man inside.


  They crossed the border in full darkness, business suits and regimental ties replacing the rumpled, nondescript clothes they had worn previously. Added to their attire were two proper attaché cases strapped with diplomatique tape, indicating government documents beyond the scrutiny of immigration points. In truth, the cases held their weapons, as well as several additional items Bourne had picked up in d’Anjou’s flat after McAllister produced the sacrosanct plastic tape that was respected even by the People’s Republic—respected as long as China wanted the same courtesy extended to its own foreign service personnel. The conduit from Macao whose name was Wong—at least that was the name he offered—was impressed by the diplomatic passports, but for safety’s sake, as well as for the $20,000 American for which he said he felt a moral obligation, decided to prepare the border-crossing his way.


  “It’s not as difficult as perhaps I led you to believe before, sir,” explained Wong. “Two of the guards are cousins on my blessed mother’s side—may she rest with the holy Jesus—and we help each other. I do more for them than they do for me, but then I am in a better position. Their stomachs are fuller than most in the city of Zhuhai Shi and both have television sets.”


  “If they’re cousins,” said Jason, “why did you object to the watch I gave one of them before? You said it was too expensive.”


  “Because he’ll sell it, sir, and I don’t care to see him spoiled. He’ll expect too much from me.”


  On such considerations, thought Bourne, were the tightest borders in the world patrolled. Regardless, they were directed by Wong to enter the last gate on the right at precisely 8:55; he would cross separately a few minutes later. Their red-striped passports were studied, sent to an inside office, and amid many abrupt smiles on the part of a cousin, the honored diplomats were rapidly passed through. They were instantly welcomed to China by the prefect of the Zhuhai Shi–Guangdong Province Control who returned their passports. She was a short, broad-shouldered, muscular woman. Her English was obscured by a thick accent but was understandable.


  “You have government business in Zhuhai Shi?” she asked, her smile belied by her clouded, vaguely hostile eyes. “The Guangdong garrison, perhaps? I can arrange auto transport, please?”


  “Bu xiexie,” said the undersecretary of State, declining, and then for courtesy’s sake reverting to English to show respect for his host’s diligence in learning it. “It’s a minor conference, lasting for only a few hours, and we’ll return to Macao later tonight. We’ll be contacted here, so we’ll have some coffee and wait.”


  “In my office, please?”


  “Thank you, but I think not. Your people will be looking for us in the…kafie dian—the café.”


  “Over on the left-right, sir. On the street. Welcome again to the People’s Republic.”


  “Your courtesy will not be forgotten,” said McAllister, bowing.


  “You are with thanks,” replied the heavyset woman, nodding and striding away.


  “To use your words, analyst,” said Bourne, “you did that very well. But I should tell you she’s not on our side.”


  “Of course not,” agreed the undersecretary. “She’s been instructed to call someone either here at the garrison or in Beijing confirming that we’ve crossed over. That someone will reach Sheng, and he’ll know it’s me—and you. No one else.”


  “He’s airborne,” said Jason as they walked slowly toward the dimly lit coffee shop at the end of a dingy concrete walkway that emerged on the street. “He’s on his way here. Incidentally, we’ll be followed, you know that, don’t you?”


  “No, I don’t know that,” replied McAllister, looking briefly at Bourne. “Sheng will be cautious. I’ve given him enough information to alarm him. If he thought there was only one file—which happens to be the truth—he might take chances, thinking he could buy it from me and kill me. But he thinks, or has to assume, that there’s a copy in Washington. That’s the one he wants destroyed. He won’t do anything to upset me or to make me panic and run. Remember, I’m the amateur and I frighten easily. I know him. He’s putting it all together now and is probably carrying more money to me than I’ve ever dreamed of. Of course, he expects to get it back once the files are destroyed and he does kill me. So, you see, I have a very strong reason not to fail—or not to succeed by failing.”


  The man from Medusa again stared at the man from Washington. “You’ve really thought this out, haven’t you?”


  “Thoroughly,” answered McAllister, looking straight ahead. “For weeks. Every detail. Frankly, I didn’t think you’d be a part of it because I thought you’d be dead, but I knew I could reach Sheng. Somehow—unofficially, of course. Any other way, including a confidential conference, would entail protocol, and even if I got him alone, without his aides, I couldn’t touch him. It would look like a government-sanctioned assassination. I considered reaching him directly, for old times’ sake, and using words that would trigger a response—pretty much what I did last night. As you said to Havilland, the simplest ways are usually the best. We tend to complicate things.”


  “In your defense, you frequently have to. You can’t be caught with a smoking gun.”


  “That’s such a trite expression,” said the analyst with a derisive laugh. “What does it mean? That you were led or misled into an error of inconsequential consequence? Policy doesn’t revolve around a single man’s embarrassment, or it shouldn’t. I’m constantly appalled by the people’s cries for righteousness when they have no idea, no concept, of how we have to deal.”


  “Maybe the people every now and then want a straight answer.”


  “They can’t have one,” said McAllister as they approached the door of the coffee shop, “because they couldn’t understand.”


  Bourne stood in front of the door without opening it. “You’re blind,” he said, his eyes locked with the undersecretary’s. “I wasn’t given a straight answer, either, much less an explanation. You’ve been in Washington too long. You should try a couple of weeks in Cleveland or Bangor, Maine. It might broaden that perspective of yours.”


  “Don’t lecture me, Mr. Bourne. Less than forty-six percent of our population care enough to cast a ballot—which determines the directions we take. It’s all left to us—the performers and the professional bureaucrats. We’re all you’ve got.… May we go inside, please? Your friend Mr. Wong said we were to spend only a few minutes being seen having coffee and then go out on the street. He said he’d meet us there in exactly twenty-five minutes, and twelve have already elapsed.”


  “Twelve? Not ten or fifteen, but twelve?”


  “Precisely.”


  “What do we do if he’s two minutes late? Shoot him?”


  “Very funny,” said the analyst, pushing the door open.


  They walked out of the coffee shop and into the dark, bruised pavement of the run-down square fronting the Guangdong checkpoint. As it was a slow time at the gates, there were no more than a dozen people crossing the thoroughfare, disappearing into the darkness. Of the three streetlights in the immediate vicinity, only one was working, dimly. Visibility was poor. The twenty-five-minute mark passed, and was stretched to thirty, then approached thirty-eight. Bourne spoke.


  “Something’s wrong. He should have made contact by now.”


  “Two minutes and we shoot him?” said McAllister, instantly disliking his own attempt at humor. “I mean, I gathered that staying calm was everything.”


  “For two minutes, not close to fifteen,” replied Jason. “It’s not normal,” he added softly, as if to himself. “On the other hand, it could be normally abnormal. He wants us to make contact with him.”


  “I don’t understand—”


  “You don’t have to. Just walk alongside me, as if we were strolling, passing the time until we’re met. If she sees us, the lady wrestler won’t be surprised. Chinese officials are notoriously late for conferences; they feel it gives them the advantage.”


  “‘Let them sweat’?”


  “Exactly. Only that’s not who we’re meeting now. Come on, let’s go to the left; it’s darker, away from the light. Be casual; talk about the weather, anything. Nod your head, shake it, shrug—just keep up steady, low-keyed movements.”


  They walked for about fifty feet when it happened. “Kam Pek!” The name of the casino in Macao was whispered, shot out of the shadows beyond a deserted newsstand.


  “Wong?”


  “Stay where you are and make a show of conversation, but listen to me!”


  “What’s happened?”


  “You’re being followed.”


  “Two points for a brilliant bureaucrat,” said Jason. “Any comment, Mr. Undersecretary?”


  “It’s unexpected but not illogical,” answered McAllister. “A safeguard, perhaps. False passports abound over here, as we happen to know.”


  “Queen Kong checked us out. Strike one.”


  “Then, perhaps, to make sure we don’t link up with the kind of people you suggested last night,” whispered the analyst, his words too low to be heard by the Chinese conduit.


  “That’s possible.” Bourne raised his voice slightly so that the conduit could hear him, his eyes on the border gate’s entrance. There was no one. “Who’s following us?”


  “The Pig.”


  “Soo Jiang?”


  “Ever so, sir. It is why I must stay out of sight.”


  “Anyone else?”


  “No one that I could see, but I don’t know who is on the road to the hills.”


  “I’ll take him out,” said the man from Medusa called Delta.


  “No!” objected McAllister. “His orders from Sheng may include confirming that we remain alone, that we don’t meet others. You just agreed it was possible.”


  “The only way he could do that is to reach others himself. He can’t do that—if he can’t do that. And your old friend wouldn’t permit a radio transmission while he’s in a plane or a chopper. It could be picked up.”


  “Suppose there are specific signals—a flare or a powerful flashlight beamed up, telling the pilot everything’s clear?”


  Jason looked at the analyst. “You do think things out.”


  “There is a way,” said Wong from the shadows, “and it is a privilege I should like to reserve for myself, no additional charge.”


  “What privilege?”


  “I will kill the Pig. It will be done in such a way that cannot be compromised.”


  “What?” Astonished, Bourne started to turn his head.


  “Please, sir! Look straight ahead.”


  “Sorry. But why?”


  “He fornicates indiscriminately, threatening the women he favors with loss of employment for themselves and their husbands, even brothers and cousins. Over the past four years he has brought shame to many families, including mine on my blessed mother’s side.”


  “Why hasn’t he been killed before now?”


  “He travels with armed guards, even in Macao. Yet in spite of this, several attempts have been made by enraged men. They resulted in reprisals.”


  “Reprisals?” asked McAllister quietly.


  “People were chosen, again indiscriminately, and charged with stealing supplies and equipment from the garrison. The punishment for such crimes is death in the fields.”


  “Jesus,” muttered Bourne. “I won’t ask questions. You’ve got reason enough. But how tonight?”


  “His guards are not with him now. They may be waiting for him on the road to the hills, but they are not with him now. You start out, and if he follows you I will follow him. If he does not follow you, I will know that your journey will not be interrupted and I will catch up with you.”


  “Catch up with us?” Bourne frowned.


  “After I kill the Pig and leave his pig body in its proper and, for him, disgraceful place. The female toilet.”


  “And if he does follow us?” asked Jason.


  “My opportunity will come, even as I serve as your eyes. I will see his guards, but they will not see me. No matter what he does, the moment will be there when he separates himself, if only by a few feet in the darkness. It will be enough, and it will be assumed he has brought shame to one of his own men.”


  “We’ll get started.”


  “You know the way, sir.”


  “As if I had a road map.”


  “I will meet you at the base of the first hill beyond the high grass. Do you remember it?”


  “It’d be hard to forget. I nearly bought a grave in China there.”


  “After seven kilometers, head into forest toward the fields.”


  “I intend to, you taught me. Have a good hunt, Wong.”


  “I will, sir. I have reason enough.”


  The two Americans walked across the ravaged old square, away from the dim light into complete darkness. An obese figure in civilian clothes watched them from the shadows of the concrete walkway. He looked at his watch and nodded, half smiling to himself in satisfaction. Colonel Soo Jiang then turned and walked back through the man-made tunnel into the stark immigration complex with iron gates and wooden booths and barbed wire in the distance, all bathed in dull gray light. He was greeted by the prefect of the Zhuhai Shi–Guangdong Province Control, who strode purposefully, martially, enthusiastically, toward him.


  “They must be very important men, Colonel,” said the prefect, her eyes not at all hostile, but instead with a look that bordered on blind worship. And fear.


  “Oh, they are, they are,” agreed the colonel.


  “Surely they have to be for such an illustrious officer as yourself to make sure of their requirements. I made the telephone call to the man in Guangzhou, as you requested, and he thanked me, but he did not get my name—”


  “I will make sure he has it,” Soo broke in wearily.


  “And I will keep only my best people on the gates to greet them when they return later tonight to Macao.”


  Soo looked at the woman. “That won’t be necessary. They will be taken to Beijing for strictly confidential, highest-level conferences. My orders are to remove all records of their having crossed the Guangdong border.”


  “That confidential?”


  “Ever so, Madame Comrade. These are secret affairs of state and must be kept as such even from your most intimate associates. Your office, please.”


  “At once,” said the broad-shouldered woman, turning with military precision. “I have tea or coffee, and even the British whisky from Hong Kong.”


  “Ah, yes, the British whisky. May I escort you, comrade? My work is finished.”


  The two somewhat grotesquely Wagnerian figures marched in waddling lockstep toward the streaked glass door of the prefect’s office.


  “Cigarettes!” whispered Bourne, gripping McAllister’s shoulder.


  “Where?”


  “Up ahead, off the road on the left. In the woods!”


  “I didn’t see them.”


  “You weren’t looking for them. They’re being cupped but they’re there. The barks of the trees get a touch of light one moment, then they’re dark the next. No rhythm, just erratic. Men smoking. Sometimes I think the Far East likes cigarettes more than sex.”


  “What do we do?”


  “Exactly what we’re doing, only louder.”


  “What?”


  “Keep walking and say whatever comes to mind. They won’t understand. I’m sure you know ‘Hiawatha’ or ‘Horatio on the Bridge,’ or in your wild college days maybe Aura Lee. Don’t sing, just say the words; it’ll keep your mind off things.”


  “But why?”


  “Because this is what you predicted. Sheng is making sure that we don’t link up with anyone who could be a threat to him. Let’s give him that reassurance, okay?”


  “Oh, my God! Suppose one of them speaks English?”


  “It’s highly unlikely, but if you’d rather, we’ll just improvise a conversation.”


  “No, I’m not good at that. I hate parties and dinners, I never know what to say.”


  “That’s why I suggested the doggerel. I’ll interrupt whenever you pause. Go ahead now, speak casually but rapidly. This is no place for Chinese scholars who speak fast English.… The cigarettes are out. They’ve spotted us! Go on!”


  “Oh, Lord…very well. Ah, ah…‘Sitting on O’Reilly’s porch, telling tales of blood and slaughter—’”


  “That’s very appropriate!” said Jason, glaring at his pupil.


  “‘Suddenly it came to me, why not shag O’Reilly’s daughter—’”


  “Why, Edward, you constantly surprise me.”


  “It’s an old fraternity song,” whispered the analyst.


  “What? I can’t hear you, Edward. Speak up.”


  “‘Fiddilly-eye-eee, fiddilly-eye-ohh, fiddilly-eye-eee to the one ball Reilly—’”


  “That’s terrific!” interrupted Bourne as they passed the section of the woods where only seconds ago concealed men had been smoking. “I think your friend will appreciate your point of view. Any further thoughts?”


  “I forgot the words.”


  “Your thoughts, you mean. I’m sure they’ll come to you.”


  “Something about ‘old man Reilly.’…Oh, yes, I remember. First there was ‘Shag, shag and shag some more, shag until the fun was over,’ and then came old Reilly.… ‘Two horse pistols by his side, looking for the dog who shagged his daughter.’ I did remember.”


  “You belong in a museum, if Ripley owns one.… But look at it this way, you can research the entire project back in Macao.”


  “What project?…There was another that was always great fun. ‘A hundred bottles of beer on the wall, a hundred bottles of beer; one fell down’—Oh, Lord, it’s been so long. It was repetitious reduction—‘ninety-nine bottles of beer on the wall—’”


  “Forget it, they’re out of earshot.”


  “Oh? Earshot? Thank God!”


  “You sounded fine. If any of those clowns understood a word of English, they’re even more confused than I am. Well done, analyst. Come on, let’s walk faster.”


  McAllister looked at Jason. “You did that on purpose, didn’t you? You prodded me into remembering something—anything—knowing I’d concentrate and not panic.”


  Bourne did not answer; he simply made a statement. “Another hundred feet and you keep going by yourself.”


  “What? You’re leaving me?”


  “For about ten, maybe fifteen, minutes. Here, keep walking and angle your arm up so I can put my briefcase on it and open the damn thing.”


  “Where are you going?” asked the undersecretary as the attaché case rested awkwardly on his left arm. Jason opened it, took out a long-bladed knife, and closed the case. “You can’t leave me alone!”


  “You’ll be all right, nobody wants to stop you—us. If they did, it would have been done.”


  “You mean that could have been an ambush?”


  “I was counting on your analytical mind that it wasn’t. Take the case.”


  “But what are you—”


  “I have to see what’s back there. Keep walking.”


  The man from Medusa spun off to his left and entered the woods at a turn in the road. Running rapidly, silently, instinctively avoiding the tangled underbrush at the first touch of resistance, he moved to his right in a wide semicircle. Minutes later he saw the glow of cigarettes, and, moving like a forest cat, crept closer and closer until he was within ten feet of the group of men. The intermittent moonlight, filtered through the massive trees, provided enough illumination for him to count the number. There were six, each armed with a lightweight machine gun strapped over his shoulders.… And there was something else, something that was strikingly inconsistent. Each of the men wore the four-buttoned, tailored uniforms of high officers in the army of the People’s Republic. And from the snatches of conversation he could hear, it was clear that they spoke Mandarin, not Cantonese, which was the normal dialect for soldiers, even officers, of the Guangdong garrison. These men were not from Guangdong. Sheng had flown in his own elite guard.


  Suddenly, one of the officers snapped his lighter and looked at his watch. Bourne studied the face above the flame. He knew it, and seeing it confirmed his judgment. It was the face of the man who had tried to trap Echo by posing as a prisoner on the truck that terrible night, the officer Sheng treated with a degree of deference. A thinking killer with a soft voice.


  “Xian zai, ” said the man, stating that the moment had come. He picked up a hand-held radio and spoke. “Da li shi, da li shi!” he barked, raising his party by the code name Marble. “They are alone, there is no one else. We will proceed as instructed. Prepare for the signal.”


  The six officers rose in unison, adjusted their weapons, and extinguished their cigarettes by grinding them under their boots. They started rapidly for the back country road.


  Bourne scrambled around on his hands and knees, got to his feet and raced through the woods. He had to reach McAllister before Sheng’s contingent closed in on him and saw through the sporadic moonlight that the analyst was alone. Should the guards become alarmed they might send a different “signal”: Conference aborted. He reached the turn in the road and ran faster, jumping over fallen branches other men would not see, slithering through vines and linked foliage others would not anticipate. In less than two minutes he sprang silently out of the woods at McAllister’s side.


  “Good God!” gasped the undersecretary of State.


  “Be quiet!”


  “You’re a maniac!”


  “Tell me about it.”


  “It would take hours.” With trembling hands, McAllister handed Jason his attaché case. “At least, this didn’t explode.”


  “I should have told you not to drop it or jar it too much.”


  “Oh, Jesus!…Isn’t it time to get off the road? Wong said—”


  “Forget it. We’re staying in plain view until we reach the field on the second hill, then you’ll be more in view than me. Hurry up. Some kind of signal’s going to be given, which means you were right again. A pilot’s going to get clearance to land—no radio communication, just a light.”


  “We’re to meet Wong somewhere. At the base of the first hill, I think he said.”


  “We’ll give him a couple of minutes, but I think we can forget him, too. He’ll see what I saw, and if it were me, I’d head back to Macao and twenty thousand, American, and say I lost my way.”


  “What did you see?”


  “Six men armed with enough firepower to defoliate one of the hills here.”


  “Oh, my God, we’ll never get out!”


  “Don’t give up yet. That’s one of the things I’ve been thinking about.” Bourne turned to McAllister as he quickened their pace. “On the other hand,” he added, his voice deadly serious. “The risk was always there—doing things your way.”


  “Yes, I know. I won’t panic. I will not panic.” The woods were suddenly gone; the dirt road now cut a path through fields of tall grass. “What do you think those men are here for?” asked the analyst.


  “Backups in case of a trap, which any low life in this business would think it was. I told you that, and you didn’t want to believe me. But if something you said is accurate, and I think it is, they’ll stay far out of sight—to make sure you won’t panic and run. If that’s the case, it’ll be our way out.”


  “How?”


  “Head to the right, through the field,” replied Jason without answering the question. “I’ll give Wong five minutes, unless we spot a signal somewhere or hear a plane, but no more. And that long only because I really want the pair of eyes I paid for.”


  “Could he get around those men without being seen?”


  “He can if he’s not on his way back to Macao.”


  They reached the end of the field of high grass and the base of the first hill where trees rose out of the ascending ground. Bourne looked at his watch, then at McAllister. “Let’s get up there, out of sight,” he said, gesturing at the trees above them. “I’ll stay here; you go up farther, but don’t walk out on that field, don’t expose yourself, stay at the edge. If you see any lights or hear a plane, whistle. You can whistle, can’t you?”


  “Actually, not very well. When the children were younger and we had a dog, a golden retriever—”


  “Oh, for Christ’s sake! Throw rocks down through the trees, I’ll hear them. Go on!”


  “Yes, I understand. Move.”


  Delta—for he was Delta now—began his vigil. The moonlight was constantly intercepted by the drifting, low-flying clouds and he kept straining his eyes, scanning the field of tall grass, looking for a break in the monotonous pattern, for bent reeds moving toward the base of the hill, toward him. Three minutes passed, and he had nearly decided it was a waste of time when a man suddenly lurched out of the grass on his right and plunged into the foliage. Bourne lowered his attaché case and pulled the long knife from his belt.


  “Kam Pek!” whispered the man.


  “Wong?”


  “Yes, sir,” said the conduit, walking around the trunks of trees, approaching Jason. “I am greeted with a knife?”


  “There are a few other people back there, and frankly, I didn’t think you’d show up. I told you you could get out if the risks looked too great. I didn’t think it’d happen so early on, but I would have accepted it. Those are impressive weapons they’re carrying.”


  “I might have taken advantage of the situation, but, added to the money, you afforded me an act of immense gratification. For many others as well. More people than you can imagine will give thanks.”


  “Soo the Pig?”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “Wait a minute,” said Bourne, alarmed. “Why are you so sure they’ll think one of those men did it?”


  “What men?”


  “That patrol of machine guns back there! They’re not from Guangdong, not from the garrison. They’re from Beijing!”


  “The act took place in Zhuhai Shi. At the gate.”


  “Goddamn you! You’ve blown everything! They were waiting for him!”


  “If they were, sir, he never would have arrived.”


  “What?”


  “He was getting drunk with the prefect of the gate. He went to relieve himself, which was where I confronted him. He is now next door, lying in a soiled female commode, his throat slit, his genitals removed.”


  “Good God…Then he didn’t follow us?”


  “Nor did he show any indication of doing so.”


  “I see—no, I don’t see. He was cut out of tonight. It’s strictly a Beijing operation. Yet he was the primary contact down here—”


  “I would know nothing of such matters,” broke in Wong defensively.


  “Oh, sorry. No, you wouldn’t.”


  “Here are the eyes you hired, sir. Where do you wish me to look and what do you want me to do?”


  “Did you have any trouble getting by that patrol in the road?”


  “None. I saw them, they did not see me. They are now sitting in the woods at the edge of the field. If it would be of help to you, the man with the radio instructed the one he reached to leave once the ‘signal’ was given. I don’t know what that means, but I presume it concerns a helicopter.”


  “You presume?”


  “The Frenchman and I followed the English major here one night. It’s how I knew where to take you before. A helicopter landed and men came out to meet the Englishman.”


  “That’s what he told me.”


  “Told you, sir?”


  “Never mind. Stay here. If that patrol across the field starts coming over, I want to know about it. I’ll be up in the field before the second hill, on the right. The same field where you and Echo saw the helicopter.”


  “Echo?”


  “The Frenchman.” Delta paused, thinking quickly. “You can’t light a match, you can’t draw attention to yourself—” Suddenly, there were the sharp if muted sounds of objects striking other objects. Trees! Rocks! McAllister was signaling him!


  “Grab stones, pieces of wood or rocks, and keep throwing them into the woods on the right. I’ll hear them.”


  “I will fill my pockets with some now.”


  “I have no right to ask you this,” said Delta, picking up the attaché case, “but do you have a weapon?”


  “A three-fifty-seven-caliber magnum with a beltful of ammunition, courtesy of my cousin on my mother’s side, may she rest with the holy Jesus.”


  “I hope I don’t see you, and if I don’t, good-bye, Wong. Another part of me may not approve of you, but you’re a hell of a man. And believe me, you really did beat me last time.”


  “No, sir, you bested me. But I would like to try again.”


  “Forget it!” cried the man from Medusa, racing up the hill.


  Like a giant, monstrous bird, its lower body pulsating with blinding light, the helicopter descended onto the field. As arranged, McAllister stood in full view, and, as expected, the chopper’s searchlight zeroed in on him. Also, as arranged, Jason Bourne was forty-odd yards away, in the shadows of the woods—visible, but not clearly. The rotors wound down to a grinding, abrasive halt. The silence was emphatic. The door opened, the stairs sprang out, and the slender, gray-haired Sheng Chou Yang walked down the steps, carrying a briefcase.


  “So good to see you after all these years, Edward,” called out a taipan’s first son. “Would you care to inspect the aircraft? As you requested, there is no one but myself and my most trusted pilot.”


  “No, Sheng, you can do it for me!” yelled McAllister, several hundred feet away, pulling a canister from inside his jacket and throwing it toward the helicopter. “Tell the pilot to step outside for a few minutes and spray the cabin. If there’s anyone inside, he—or they—will come out quickly.”


  “This is so unlike you, Edward. Men like us know when to trust one another. We’re not fools.”


  “Do it, Sheng!”


  “Of course I will.” Under orders, the pilot stepped out of the aircraft. Sheng Chou Yang picked up the canister and sprayed the immobilizing fog into the helicopter. Several minutes elapsed; no one came out. “Are you satisfied, or should I blow the damn thing up, which would serve neither of us. Come, my friend, we’re beyond these games. We always were.”


  “But you became what you are. I remained what I was.”


  “We can correct that, Edward! I can demand your presence at all our conferences. I can elevate you to a position of prominence. You’ll be a star in the foreign service firmament.”


  “It’s true, then, isn’t it? Everything in the file. You’re back. The Kuomintang is back in China—”


  “Let’s talk quietly together, Edward.” Sheng glanced at the presumed assassin in the shadows, then gestured to his right. “This is a private matter.”


  Bourne moved quickly; he raced to the aircraft while the two negotiators were standing with their backs to him. As the pilot climbed into the chopper and reached his seat, the man from Medusa was behind him.


  “An jing!” whispered Jason, ordering the man to keep silent, his KG-9 machine pistol reinforcing the command. Before the stunned pilot could react, Bourne whipped a strip of heavy cloth over the man’s head, bridling it across the shocked, open mouth and yanked it taut. Then, pulling a long, thin nylon cord from his pocket, Jason lashed the man to the seat, pinning his arms. There would be no sudden lift-off.


  Returning his weapon to the belt under his jacket, Bourne crawled out of the helicopter. The huge machine blocked his view of McAllister and Sheng Chou Yang, which meant that it blocked theirs of him. He walked rapidly back to his previous position, constantly turning his head, prepared to change direction if the two men emerged on either side of the aircraft; the chopper was his visual shield. He stopped; he was near enough; it was time to appear casual. He took out a cigarette and struck a match, lighting it. He then strolled aimlessly, to his left, to where he could just barely see the two figures on the other side of the helicopter. He wondered what was being said between the two enemies. He wondered what McAllister was waiting for.


  Do it, analyst. Do it now! It’s your maximum opportunity. Every moment you delay you give away time, and time holds complications! Goddamn it, do it!


  Bourne froze. He heard the sound of a stone hitting a tree close to where he had walked out on the field. Then another much nearer and another quickly following. It was Wong’s warning! Sheng’s patrol was crossing the field below!


  Analyst, you’ll get us killed! If I run over and shoot, the sound will bring six men rushing us with more firepower than we can handle! For Christ’s sake, do it!


  The man from Medusa stared at Sheng and McAllister, his self-hatred rising, close to exploding. He never should have let it happen this way. Death by the hands of an amateur, an embittered bureaucrat who wanted his moment in the sun.


  “Kam Pek!” It was Wong! He had crossed through the woods on the second level and was behind him, concealed in the trees.


  “Yes? I heard the stones.”


  “You will not like what you hear now, sir.”


  “What is it?”


  “The patrol crawls up the hill.”


  “It’s a protective action,” said Jason, his eyes riveted on the two figures in the field. “We may still be all right. They can’t see a hell of a lot.”


  “I am not sure that matters, sir. They prepare themselves. I heard them—they’ve locked their weapons into firing positions.”


  Bourne swallowed, a sense of futility spreading over him. For reasons he could not fathom, it was a reverse trap. “You’d better get out of here, Wong.”


  “May I ask? Are these the people who killed the Frenchman?”


  “Yes.”


  “And for whom the Pig, Soo Jiang, has worked so obscenely these past four years?”


  “Yes.”


  “I believe I will stay, sir.”


  Without saying a word, the man from Medusa walked back to his attaché case. He picked it up and threw it into the woods. “Open it,” he said. “If we get out of this, you can spend your days at the casino without picking up messages.”


  “I do not gamble.”


  “You’re gambling now, Wong.”


  “Did you really think that we, the great warlords of the most ancient and cultured empire the world has ever known, would leave it to unwashed peasants and their ill-born offspring, schooled in the discredited theories of egalitarianism?” Sheng stood in front of McAllister; he held his briefcase across his chest with both hands. “They should be our slaves, not our rulers.”


  “It was that kind of thinking that lost you the country—you, the leaders, not the people. They weren’t consulted. If they were, there might have been accommodations, compromises, and you would still have it.”


  “One does not compromise with Marxist animals—or with liars. As I will not compromise with you, Edward.”


  “What was that?”


  With his left hand Sheng snapped his briefcase open and pulled out the file stolen from Victoria Peak. “Do you recognize it?” he asked calmly.


  “I don’t believe it!”


  “Believe, my old adversary. A little ingenuity can produce anything.”


  “It’s impossible!”


  “It’s here. In my hand. And the opening page clearly states that there is only one copy, to be sent by military escort under Ultra Maximum Security wherever it goes. Quite correctly, in my judgment, for your appraisal was accurate when we spoke over the telephone. The contents would inflame the Far East—make war unavoidable. The right-wingers in Beijing would march on Hong Kong—right-wingers there, you’d call them left on your side of the world. Foolish, isn’t it?”


  “I had a copy made and sent to Washington,” broke in the undersecretary, quickly, quietly, firmly.


  “I don’t believe that,” said Sheng. “All diplomatic transmissions, by telephone-computer or by pouch, must be cleared by the highest superior officer. The notorious Ambassador Havilland wouldn’t permit it, and the consulate wouldn’t touch it without his authorization.”


  “I sent a copy to the Chinese consulate!” shouted McAllister. “You’re finished, Sheng!”


  “Really? Who do you think receives all communications from all outside sources at our consulate in Hong Kong? Don’t bother to answer, I’ll do it for you. One of our people.” Sheng paused, his messianic eyes suddenly on fire. “We are everywhere, Edward! We will not be denied! We will have our nation back, our empire!”


  “You’re insane. It can’t work. You’ll start a war!”


  “Then it will be a just war! Governments across the world will have to choose. Individual rule or state rule. Freedom or tyranny!”


  “Too few of you gave freedom and too many of you were tyrants.”


  “We will prevail—one way or the other.”


  “My God, that’s what you want! You want to push the world to the brink, force it to choose between annihilation and survival! That’s how you think you’ll get what you want, that the choice of survival will win out! This economic commission, your whole Hong Kong strategy, is just a beginning! You want to spread your poison to the whole Far East! You’re a zealot, you’re blind! Can’t you see the tragic consequences—”


  “Our nation was stolen from us and we will have it back! We cannot be stopped! We march!”


  “You can be stopped,” said McAllister quietly, his right hand edging to the fold in his jacket. “I’ll stop you.”


  Suddenly, Sheng dropped his briefcase, revealing a gun. He fired as McAllister instinctively recoiled in terror, grabbing his shoulder.


  “Dive!” roared Bourne, racing in front of the aircraft in the wash of its lights, releasing a burst of gunfire from his machine pistol. “Roll, roll! If you can move, roll away!”


  “You!” Sheng screamed, firing two rapid shots down into the fallen undersecretary of State, then raising his weapon and repeatedly pulling the trigger, aiming at the zigzagging man from Medusa running toward him.


  “For Echo!” shouted Bourne at the top of his lungs. “For the people you hacked to death! For the teacher on a rope you butchered! For the woman that you couldn’t stop—oh, Christ! For those two brothers, but mainly for Echo, you bastard!” A short burst exploded from the machine pistol—then no more, and no amount of pressure on the trigger could activate it! It was jammed! Jammed! Sheng knew it; he leveled his weapon carefully as Jason threw the gun down, pounding toward the killer. Sheng fired; Delta instinctively pivoted to his right, spinning in midair as he pulled his knife from his belt, then planted his foot on the ground, reversing direction, and abruptly lunged toward Sheng. The knife found its mark and the man from Medusa ripped open the fanatic’s chest. The actual killer of hundreds and would-be killer of millions was dead.


  His hearing had been suspended; it wasn’t now. The patrol had raced out of the woods, bursts from machine guns filling the night and the field.… Other bursts came from beyond the helicopter—Wong had opened the attaché case and found what he needed. Two soldiers of the patrol fell; the remaining four dropped to the ground; one crawled back into the woods—he was shouting. The radio! He was reaching other men, other backups! How far away were they? How near?


  Priorities! Bourne raced behind the aircraft and over to Wong, who was crouched by a tree at the edge of the woods. “There’s another one of those in there!” he whispered. “Give it to me!”


  “Conserve your ammunition,” said Wong. “There’s not much more.”


  “I know that. Stay here and pin them down as best you can but keep your fire low to the ground.”


  “Where are you going, sir?”


  “Circling back through the trees.”


  “That’s what the Frenchman would have ordered me to do.”


  “He was right. He was always right.” Jason dashed deeper into the woods with the bloody knife in his belt; his lungs were bursting, his legs straining, his eyes peering into the forest darkness. He threaded his way through the dense foliage as fast as he could, making as little noise as he could.


  Two snaps! Thick twigs on the ground broken by having been stepped on! He saw the shrouded silhouette of a figure coming toward him and spun around the trunk of a tree. He knew who it was—the officer with the radio, the thoughtful, soft-spoken killer from the Beijing sanctuary, an experienced combat soldier: Take to the flanks and outflank. What he lacked was guerrilla training, and that lack would cost him his life. One did not step on thick objects in the forest.


  The officer walked by, crouching. Jason sprang, his left arm encircling the man’s neck, the gun in his hand slammed against the soldier’s head, the knife once again doing its work. Bourne knelt down over the corpse, put his weapon in his belt, and took the officer’s powerful machine gun. He found two additional clips of ammunition; the odds were better now. It was even possible they would get out alive. Was McAllister alive? Or had a frustrated bureaucrat’s moment in the sun ended in perpetual darkness. Priorities!


  He circled the field’s curving border to the point where he had entered it. Wong’s sporadic gunfire was keeping the three remaining men of Sheng’s elite patrol where they were, afraid to move. Suddenly, something made him turn around—a hum in the distance, a bright fleck in his eye. It was both! The sound was that of a racing engine, the fleck a moving searchlight scanning the dark sky. Above the descending trees he could make out a vehicle—a truck—with a searchlight mounted on its van, operated by an experienced hand. The truck sped off the road, obscured now by the high grass; only the bright searchlight was visible, moving faster and faster toward the base of the hill barely two hundred yards below. Priorities. Move!


  “Hold fire!” Bourne roared, lurching away from his position. The three officers spun around in place on the ground, their machine guns erupting, bullets spraying the space from which the voice had come.


  The man from Medusa stepped out. It was over in seconds as the powerful weapon blew up the earth and those killers who would have killed him.


  “Wong!” he shouted, running into the field. “Come on! With me!” Seconds later he reached the bodies of McAllister and Sheng—one still alive, one a corpse. Jason bent over the analyst, who was moving both arms, his right hand stretched out, trying desperately to reach something. “Mac, can you hear me?”


  “The file!” whispered the undersecretary of State. “Get the file!”


  “What—?” Bourne looked over at the body of Sheng Chou Yang, and, in the dim wash of the moonlight, saw the last thing in the world he thought he would see. It was Sheng’s black-bordered dossier, one of the most secret, most explosive documents on earth. “Jesus Christ!” said Jason softly, reaching for it. “Listen to me, analyst!” Bourne raised his voice as Wong joined them. “We have to move you, and it may hurt, but we haven’t a choice!” He glanced up at Wong and continued, “There’s another patrol on its way here and it’s closing in. An emergency backup, and by my estimate they’ll be here in less than two minutes. Grit your teeth, Mr. Undersecretary. We move!”


  Together Jason and Wong carried McAllister toward the helicopter. Suddenly, Bourne cried out. “Christ, wait a minute!…No, go on—you carry him,” he shouted to the conduit. “I have to go back!”


  “Why?” whispered the undersecretary, in agony.


  “What are you doing, sir?” cried Wong.


  “Food for revisionist thought,” shouted Jason enigmatically as he raced back to the body of Sheng Chou Yang. When he reached it, he bent down and shoved a flat object under the dead man’s tunic. He rose and ran back to the aircraft as Wong was carefully, gently, placing McAllister across two of the backseats. Bourne leaped in the front, took out his knife and slashed the nylon cord that bound the pilot, then cut the cloth that gagged him. The pilot had a spasm of coughing and gasping; even before it subsided, Jason gave his orders.


  “Kai feiji ba!” he shouted.


  “You may speak English,” the pilot gasped. “I am fluent. It was a requirement.”


  “Airborne, you son of a bitch! Now!”


  The pilot snapped the switches and started the rotors as a swarm of soldiers, clearly visible in the helicopter’s lights, broke into the field. The new patrol instantly saw the five dead men of Sheng’s elite guard. The entire squad began firing at the slowly ascending aircraft.


  “Get the hell out of here!” roared Jason.


  “The armor on this equipment is Sheng’s armor,” said the pilot calmly. “Even the glass will withstand heavy fire. Where do we go?”


  “Hong Kong!” shouted Bourne, astonished to see that the pilot, now ascending rapidly, powerfully, turned to him, smiling.


  “Surely, the generous Americans or the benevolent British will grant me asylum, sir? It is a dream from the spirits!”


  “I’ll be goddamned,” said the man from Medusa as they reached the first layer of low-flying clouds.


  “This was a most efficient idea, sir;” said Wong from the shadows at the rear of the helicopter. “How did it occur to you?”


  “It worked once before,” said Jason, lighting a cigarette. “History—even recent history—usually repeats itself.”


  “Mr. Webb?” whispered McAllister.


  “What is it, analyst? How are you feeling?”


  “Never mind that. Why did you go back—back to Sheng?”


  “To give him a farewell present. A bankbook. A confidential account in the Cayman Islands.”


  “What?”


  “It won’t do anybody any good. The names and the account numbers have been scissored out. But it’ll be interesting to see how Peking reacts to its existence, won’t it?”


  



  CHAPTER THIRTY-EIGHT


  



  Edward Newington McAllister, on crutches, limped into the once impressive study of the old house on Victoria Peak, its huge bay windows now covered with heavy plastic, the carnage all too apparent. Ambassador Raymond Havilland watched as the undersecretary of State threw the Sheng file on his desk.


  “I believe this is something you lost,” said the analyst, angling his crutches and settling down in the chair with difficulty.


  “The doctors tell me that your wounds aren’t critical,” said the diplomat. “I’m pleased.”


  “You’re pleased? Who the hell are you to be so royally pleased?”


  “It’s a manner of speaking—sounds arrogant, if you like—but I mean it. What you did was extraordinary, beyond anything I would have imagined.”


  “I’m sure of that.” The undersecretary shifted his position, easing his wounded shoulder into the back of the chair. “Actually, I didn’t do it. He did.”


  “You made it possible, Edward.”


  “I was out of my element—my territory, as it were. These people do things the rest of us only dream about, or fantasize, or watch on a screen, disbelieving every moment because it’s so outrageously implausible.”


  “We wouldn’t have such dreams, or fantasize, or stay mesmerized by invention, if the fundamentals weren’t in the human experience. They do what they do best just as we do what we do best. To each his own territory, Mr. Undersecretary.”


  McAllister stared at Havilland, his look uncompromising. “How did it happen? How did they get the file?”


  “Another kind of territory. A professional. Three young men were killed, quite horribly. An impenetrable safe was penetrated.”


  “Inexcusable!”


  “Agreed,” said Havilland, leaning forward, suddenly raising his voice. “Just as your actions were inexcusable! Who in God’s name do you think you are to have done what you did? What right had you to take matters in your own hands—inexperienced hands? You’ve violated every oath you’ve ever taken in the service of your government! Dismissal is inadequate! Thirty years in prison would more suitably fit your crimes! Have you any idea what might have happened? A war that could plunge the Far East—the world—into hell!”


  “I did what I did because I could do it. That’s a lesson I learned from Jason Bourne, our Jason Bourne. Regardless, you have my resignation, Mr. Ambassador. Effective immediately—unless you’re pressing charges.”


  “And let you loose?” Havilland collapsed back in his chair. “Don’t be ridiculous. I’ve talked with the President and he agrees. You’re going to be chairman of the National Security Council.”


  “Chairman—? I can’t handle it!”


  “With your own limousine and all kinds of other crap.”


  “I won’t know what to say!”


  “You know how to think, and I’ll be at your side.”


  “Oh, my God!”


  “Relax. Just evaluate. And tell those of us who speak what to say. That’s where the real power is, you know. Not those who speak, but those who think.”


  “It’s all so sudden, so—”


  “So deserved, Mr. Undersecretary,” interrupted the diplomat. “The mind is a marvelous thing. Let’s never underestimate it. Incidentally, the doctor tells me Lin Wenzu will pull through. He’s lost the use of his left arm, but he’ll live. I’m sure you’ll have a recommendation to forward to MI-Six, London. They’ll respect it.”


  “Mr. and Mrs. Webb? Where are they?”


  “In Hawaii, by now. With Dr. Panov and Mr. Conklin, of course. They don’t think much of me, I’m afraid.”


  “Mr. Ambassador, you didn’t give them much reason to.”


  “Perhaps not, but then that’s not my job.”


  “I think I understand. Now.”


  “I hope your God has compassion for men like you and me, Edward. I should not care to meet Him if He doesn’t.”


  “There’s always forgiveness.”


  “Really? Then I should not care to know Him. He’d turn out to be a fraud.”


  “Why?”


  “Because He unleashed upon the world a race of unthinking, bloodthirsty wolves who care not one whit about the tribe’s survival, only their own. That’s hardly a perfect God, is it?”


  “He is perfect. We’re the imperfect ones.”


  “Then it’s only a game for Him. He puts His creations in place, and for His own amusement watches them blow themselves up. He watches us blow ourselves up.”


  “They’re our explosives, Mr. Ambassador. We have free will.”


  “According to the Scriptures, however, it’s all His will, isn’t that so? Let His will be done.”


  “It’s a gray area.”


  “Perfect! One day you might really be Secretary of State.”


  “I don’t think so.”


  “Nor do I,” agreed Havilland. “But in the meantime we do our jobs—keep the pieces in place, stop the world from destroying itself. Thank the spirits, as they say here in the East, for people like you and me, and Jason Bourne and David Webb. We push the hour of Armageddon always a day away. What happens when we’re not here?”


  Her long auburn hair fell over his face, her body pressed against his, her lips next to his lips. David opened his eyes and smiled. It was as though there had been no nightmare that had jarringly interrupted their lives, no outrage inflicted upon them that had brought them to the edge of an abyss that held horror and death. They were together, and the splendid comfort of that reality filled him with profound gratitude. It was, and that was enough—more than he ever thought possible.


  He began to reconstruct the events of the past twenty-four hours and his smile widened, a brief laugh escaping from his throat. Things were never as they should be, never as one expected. He and Mo Panov had had far too much to drink on the flight from Hong Kong to Hawaii, while Alex Conklin had stayed with iced tea or club soda or whatever newly reformed drunks want others to know they’re staying with—no lectures, just quiet martyrdom. Marie had held the eminent Dr. Panov’s head while the noted psychiatrist threw up in the British military aircraft’s suffocatingly small toilet, and had covered Mo with a blanket when he fell into a dead sleep. She had then gently but firmly rejected her husband’s amorous advances, but had made up for those rejections when she and a sobered mate reached the hotel in Kahala. A splendid, delirious night of making love that adolescents dream of, washing away the terrors of the nightmare.


  Alex? Yes, he remembered. Conklin had taken the first commercial flight out of Oahu to Los Angeles and Washington. “There are heads to break” was the way he had phrased it. “And I intend to break them.” Alexander Conklin had a new mission in his fragmented life. It was called accountability.


  Mo? Morris Panov? Scourge of the chicken-soup psychologists and the charlatans of his profession? He was next door in the adjoining room, no doubt nursing the most massive hangover of his life.


  “You laughed,” whispered Marie, her eyes closed, nestling her face into his throat. “What the hell is so funny?”


  “You, me, us—everything.”


  “Your sense of humor positively escapes me. On the other hand, I think I hear a man named David.”


  “That’s all you’ll ever hear from now on.”


  There was a knock on the door, not the door to the hallway but the one to the adjoining room. Panov. Webb got out of bed, walked rapidly to the bathroom and grabbed a towel, whipping it around his naked waist. “Just a second, Mo!” he called out, going to the door.


  Morris Panov, his face pale but composed, stood there with a suitcase in his hand. “May I enter the Temple of Eros?”


  “You’re there, friend.”


  “I should hope so.… Good afternoon, my dear,” said the psychiatrist, addressing Marie in the bed, as he went to a chair by the glass door that led to the balcony overlooking the Hawaiian beach. “Don’t fuss, don’t prepare a meal, and if you get out of bed, don’t worry. I’m a doctor. I think.”


  “How are you, Mo?” Marie sat up, pulling the sheet over her.


  “Far better than I was three hours ago, but you wouldn’t know anything about that. You’re maddeningly sane.”


  “You were stretched, you had to let loose.”


  “If you charge a hundred dollars an hour, lovely lady, I’ll mortgage my house and sign up for five years of therapy.”


  “I’d like that defined,” said David, smiling and sitting down opposite Panov. “Why the suitcase?”


  “I’m leaving. I have patients back in Washington and I like to think they may need me.”


  The silence was moving, as David and Marie looked at Morris Panov. “What do we say, Mo?” asked Webb. “How do we say it?”


  “You don’t say anything, I’ll do the talking. Marie has been hurt, pained beyond normal endurance. But then her endurance is beyond normality and she can handle it. Perhaps outrageously, we expect as much from certain people. It’s unfair, but that’s the way it is.”


  “I had to survive, Mo,” said Marie, looking at her husband. “I had to get him back. That’s the way it was.”


  “You, David. You’ve gone through a traumatizing experience, one that only you can deal with and you don’t need any chicken-soup crap from me to face it. You are you now, not anybody else. Jason Bourne is gone. He can’t come back. Build your life as David Webb—concentrate on Marie and David—that’s all there is and all there should be. And if at any moment the anxieties come back—they probably won’t, but I’d appreciate your manufacturing a few—call me and I’ll take the next plane up to Maine. I love you both, and Marie’s beef stew is outstanding.”


  Sundown, the brilliant orange circle settling on top of the western horizon, slowly disappearing into the Pacific. They walked along the beach, their hands gripped fiercely, their bodies touching—so natural, so right.


  “What do you do when there’s a part of you that you hate?” said Webb.


  “Accept it,” answered Marie. “We all have a dark side, David. We wish we could deny it, but we can’t. It’s there. Perhaps we can’t exist without it. Yours is a legend called Jason Bourne, but that’s all it is.”


  “I loathe him.”


  “He brought you back to me. That’s all that matters.”


  
    
      
    
  


  
    
      

    


    
      THE BOURNE ULTIMATUM
    


    


    
      Robert Ludlum
    


    
      

    


    
      

    


    
      

    


    
      

    


    
      

    


    
      

    


    
      [image: 832064881]

    

  


  
    



    



    



    



    



    



    



    



    For Bobbi and Leonard Raichert,

    two lovely people who have enriched

    our lives—Our Thanks

  


  


  Table of Contents


  
    Title Page



    Dedication


  


  



  Prologue


  
    

  


  
    
      
        
          CHAPTER ONE
        


        
          CHAPTER TWO
        


        
          CHAPTER THREE
        


        
          CHAPTER FOUR
        


        
          CHAPTER FIVE
        


        
          CHAPTER SIX
        


        
          CHAPTER SEVEN
        


        
          CHAPTER EIGHT
        


        
          CHAPTER NINE
        


        
          

        


        
          CHAPTER TEN
        


        
          CHAPTER ELEVEN
        


        
          CHAPTER TWELVE
        


        
          CHAPTER THIRTEEN
        


        
          CHAPTER FOURTEEN
        


        
          CHAPTER FIFTEEN
        


        
          CHAPTER SIXTEEN
        


        
          CHAPTER SEVENTEEN
        


        
          CHAPTER EIGHTEEN
        


        
          CHAPTER NINETEEN
        


        
          

        


        
          CHAPTER TWENTY
        


        
          CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE
        


        
          CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO
        


        
          CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE
        


        
          CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR
        


        
          CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE
        


        
          CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX
        


        
          CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN
        


        
          CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHT
        


        
          CHAPTER TWENTY-NINE
        


        
          

        


        
          CHAPTER THIRTY
        


        
          CHAPTER THIRTY-ONE
        


        
          CHAPTER THIRTY-TWO
        


        
          CHAPTER THIRTY-THREE
        


        
          CHAPTER THIRTY-FOUR
        


        
          CHAPTER THIRTY-FIVE
        


        
          CHAPTER THIRTY-SIX
        


        
          CHAPTER THIRTY-SEVEN
        


        
          CHAPTER THIRTY-EIGHT
        


        
          CHAPTER THIRTY-NINE
        


        
          

        


        
          CHAPTER FORTY
        


        
          CHAPTER FORTY-ONE
        


        
          CHAPTER FORTY-TWO
        


        
          

        


        
          Epilogue
        

      

    

  


  


  



  Prologue


  Darkness had descended on Manassas, Virginia, the countryside alive with nocturnal undercurrents, as Bourne crept through the woods bordering the estate of General Norman Swayne. Startled birds fluttered out of their black recesses; crows awoke in the trees and cawed their alarms, and then, as if calmed by a foraging co-conspirator, kept silent.


  Manassas! The key was here! The key that would unlock the subterranean door that led to Carlos the Jackal, the assassin who wanted only to destroy David Webb and his family.… Webb! Get away from me, David! screamed Jason Bourne in the silence of his mind. Let me be the killer you cannot be!


  With each scissoring cut into the thick, high wire fence, he understood the inevitable, confirmed by his heavy breathing and the sweat that fell from his hairline. No matter how hard he tried to keep his body in reasonable shape, he was fifty years of age; he could not do with ease what he did thirteen years ago in Paris when, under orders, he had stalked the Jackal. It was something to think about, not dwell upon. There were Marie and his children now—David’s wife, David’s children—and there was nothing he could not do as long as he willed it! David Webb was disappearing from his psyche, only the predator Jason Bourne would remain.


  He was through! He crawled inside and stood up, instinctively, rapidly checking his equipment with the fingers of both hands. Weapons: an automatic, as well as a CO2 dart pistol; Zeiss Ikon binoculars; a scabbarded hunting knife. They were all the predator needed, for he was now behind the lines in enemy territory, the enemy that would lead him to Carlos.


  Medusa. The bastard battalion from Vietnam, the unlogged, unsanctioned, unacknowledged collection of killers and misfits who roamed the jungles of Southeast Asia directed by Command Saigon, the original death squads who brought Saigon more intelligence input than all the search-and-destroys put together. Jason Bourne had come out of Medusa with David Webb only a memory—a scholar who had another wife, other children, all slaughtered.


  General Norman Swayne had been an elite member of Command Saigon, the sole supplier of the old Medusa. And now there was a new Medusa: different, massive, evil incarnate cloaked in contemporary respectability, searching out and destroying whole segments of global economies, all for the benefit of the few, all financed by the profits from a long-ago bastard battalion, unlogged, unacknowledged—nonhistory. This modern Medusa was the bridge to Carlos the Jackal. The assassin would find the principals irresistible as clients, and both camps would demand the death of Jason Bourne. That had to happen! And for it to happen, Bourne had to learn the secrets concealed within the grounds belonging to General Swayne, head of all procurements for the Pentagon, a panicked man with a small tattoo on his inner forearm. A Medusan.


  Without sound or warning, a black Doberman crashed through the dense foliage, its frenzy in full force. Jason whipped the CO2 pistol from its nylon holster as the salivating attack dog lunged for his stomach, its teeth bared. He fired into its head; the dart took effect in seconds. He cradled the animal’s unconscious body to the ground.


  Cut its throat! roared Jason Bourne in silence.


  No, countered his other self, David Webb. Blame the trainer, not the animal.


  Get away from me, David!


  



  CHAPTER ONE


  The cacophony spun out of control as the crowds swelled through the amusement park in the countryside on the outskirts of Baltimore. The summer night was hot, and nearly everywhere faces and necks were drenched with sweat, except for those screaming as they plunged over the crests of a roller coaster, or shrieking as they plummeted down the narrow, twisting gullies of racing water in torpedo sleds. The garishly colored, manically blinking lights along the midway were joined by the grating sounds of emphatic music metallically erupting out of an excess of loudspeakers—calliopes presto, marches prestissimo. Pitchmen yelled above the din, nasally hawking their wares in monotonic harangues while erratic explosions in the sky lit up the darkness, sending sprays of myriad fireworks cascading over a small adjacent black lake. Roman candles bright, arcing bursts of fire blinding.


  A row of Hit-the-Gong machines drew contorted faces and thick necks bulging with veins as men sought furiously and frequently in frustration to prove their manhood, crashing heavy wooden mallets down on the deceitful planks that too often refused to send the little red balls up to the bells. Across the way, others shrieked with menacing enthusiasm as they crashed their Dodge ’Em carts into the whirling, surrounding vehicles, each collision a triumph of superior aggression, each combatant a momentary movie star who overcomes all odds against him. Gunfight at O. K. Corral at 9:27 in the evening in a conflict that meant nothing.


  Farther along was a minor monument to sudden death, a shooting gallery that bore little resemblance to the innocent minimum-caliber variety found in state fairs and rural carnivals. Instead, it was a microcosm of the most lethal equipment of modern weaponry. There were mocked-up versions of MAC-10 and Uzi machine pistols, steel-framed missile launchers and antitank bazookas, and, finally, a frightening replica of a flamethrower spewing out harsh, straight beams of light through billowing clouds of dark smoke. And again there were the perspiring faces, continuous beads of sweat rolling over maniacal eyes and down across stretched necks—husbands, wives and children—their features grotesque, twisted out of shape as if each were blasting away at hated enemies—wives, husbands, parents and offspring. All were locked in a never-ending war without meaning—at 9:29 in the evening, in an amusement park whose theme was violence. Unmitigated and unwarranted, man against himself and all his hostilities, the worst, of course, being his fears.


  A slender figure, a cane gripped in his right hand, limped past a booth where angry, excited customers were hurling sharp-pointed darts into balloons on which were stenciled the faces of public figures. As the rubber heads exploded the bursts gave rise to fierce arguments for and against the sagging, pinched remnants of political icons and their dart-wielding executioners. The limping man continued down the midway, peering ahead through the maze of strollers as if he were looking for a specific location in a hectic, crowded, unfamiliar part of town. He was dressed casually but neatly in a jacket and sport shirt as though the oppressive heat had no effect on him and the jacket was somehow a requirement. His face was the pleasant face of a middle-aged man, but worn with premature lines and deep shadows under the eyes, all of which was the result more of the life he had led than of the accumulated years. His name was Alexander Conklin, and he was a retired covert operations officer in the Central Intelligence Agency. He was also at this moment apprehensive and consumed with anxiety. He did not wish to be in this place at this hour, and he could not imagine what catastrophic event had taken place that forced him to be there.


  He approached the pandemonium of the shooting gallery and suddenly gasped, stopping all movement, his eyes locked on a tall, balding man about his own age with a seersucker jacket slung over his shoulder. Morris Panov was walking toward the thunderous counter of the shooting gallery from the opposite direction! Why? What had happened? Conklin snapped his head around in every direction, his eyes darting toward faces and bodies, instinctively knowing that he and the psychiatrist were being watched. It was too late to stop Panov from entering the inner circle of the meeting ground but perhaps not too late to get them both out! The retired intelligence officer reached under his jacket for the small Beretta automatic that was his constant companion, and lurched rapidly forward, limping and flailing his cane against the crowd, smashing kneecaps and prodding stomachs and breasts and kidneys until the stunned, angry strollers erupted in successive cries of shock, a near riot in the making. He then rushed forward, slamming his frail body into the bewildered doctor and shouting into Panov’s face through the roars of the crowd, “What the hell are you doing here?”


  “The same thing I assume you are. David, or should I say Jason? That’s what the telegram said.”


  “It’s a trap!”


  There was a piercing scream overriding the surrounding melee. Both Conklin and Panov instantly looked over at the shooting gallery only yards away. An obese woman with a pinched face had been shot in the throat. The crowd went into a frenzy. Conklin spun around trying to see where the shot came from, but the panic was at full pitch; he saw nothing but rushing figures. He grabbed Panov and propelled him through the screaming, frantic bodies across the midway and again through the strolling crowds to the base of the massive roller coaster at the end of the park, where excited customers were edging toward the booth through the deafening noise.


  “My God!” yelled Panov. “Was that meant for one of us?”


  “Maybe…maybe not,” replied the former intelligence officer breathlessly as sirens and whistles were heard in the distance.


  “You said it was a trap!”


  “Because we both got a crazy telegram from David using a name he hasn’t used in five years—Jason Bourne! And if I’m not mistaken, your message also said that under no condition should we call his house.”


  “That’s right.”


  “It’s a trap.… You move better than I do, Mo, so move those legs of yours. Get out of here—run like a son of a bitch and find a telephone. A pay phone, nothing traceable!”


  “What?”


  “Call his house! Tell David to pack up Marie and the kids and get out of there!”


  “What?”


  “Someone found us, Doctor! Someone looking for Jason Bourne—who’s been looking for him for years and won’t stop until he’s got him in his gun sight.… You were in charge of David’s messed-up head, and I pulled every rotten string in Washington to get him and Marie out of Hong Kong alive.… The rules were broken and we were found, Mo. You and me! The only officially recorded connections to Jason Bourne, address and occupation unknown.”


  “Do you know what you’re saying, Alex?”


  “You’re goddamned right I do.… It’s Carlos. Carlos the Jackal. Get out of here, Doctor. Reach your former patient and tell him to disappear!”


  “Then what’s he to do?”


  “I don’t have many friends, certainly no one I trust, but you do. Give him the name of somebody—say, one of your medical buddies who gets urgent calls from his patients the way I used to call you. Tell David to reach him or her when he’s secure. Give him a code.”


  “A code?”


  “Jesus, Mo, use your head! An alias, a Jones or a Smith—”


  “They’re rather common names—”


  “Then Schicklgruber or Moskowitz, whatever you like! Just tell him to let us know where he is.”


  “I understand.”


  “Now get out of here, and don’t go home!…Take a room at the Brookshire in Baltimore under the name of—Morris, Phillip Morris. I’ll meet you there later.”


  “What are you going to do?”


  “Something I hate.… Without my cane I’m buying a ticket for this fucking roller coaster. Nobody’ll look for a cripple on one of these things. It scares the hell out of me, but it’s a logical exit even if I have to stay on the damn thing all night.… Now get out of here! Hurry!”


  The station wagon raced south down a backcountry road through the hills of New Hampshire toward the Massachusetts border, the driver a long-framed man, his sharp-featured face intense, the muscles of his jaw pulsating, his clear light-blue eyes furious. Beside him sat his strikingly attractive wife, the reddish glow of her auburn hair heightened by the dashboard lights. In her arms was an infant, a baby girl of eight months; in the first backseat was another child, a blond-haired boy of five, asleep under a blanket, a portable guardrail protecting him from sudden stops. The father was David Webb, professor of Oriental studies, but once part of the notorious, unspoken-of Medusa, twice the legend that was Jason Bourne—assassin.


  “We knew it had to happen,” said Marie St. Jacques Webb, Canadian by birth, economist by profession, savior of David Webb by accident. “It was merely a question of time.”


  “It’s crazy!” David whispered so as not to wake the children, his intensity in no way diminished by his whisper. “Everything’s buried, maximum archive security and all the rest of that crap! How did anyone find Alex and Mo?”


  “We don’t know, but Alex will start looking. There’s no one better than Alex, you said that yourself—”


  “He’s marked now—he’s a dead man,” interrupted Webb grimly.


  “That’s premature, David. ‘He’s the best there ever was,’ those were your words.”


  “The only time he wasn’t was thirteen years ago in Paris.”


  “Because you were better—”


  “No! Because I didn’t know who I was, and he was operating on prior data that I didn’t know a damn thing about. He assumed it was me out there, but I didn’t know me, so I couldn’t act according to his script.… He’s still the best. He saved both our lives in Hong Kong.”


  “Then you’re saying what I’m saying, aren’t you? We’re in good hands.”


  “Alex’s, yes. Not Mo’s. That poor beautiful man is dead. They’ll take him and break him!”


  “He’d go to his grave before giving anyone information about us.”


  “He won’t have a choice. They’ll shoot him up to the moon with Amytals and his whole life will be on tape. Then they’ll kill him and come after me…after us, which is why you and the kids are heading south, way south. The Caribbean.”


  “I’ll send them, darling. Not me.”


  “Will you stop it! We agreed when Jamie was born. It’s why we got the place down there, why we damn near bought your kid brother’s soul to look after it for us.… Also, he’s done pretty damn well. We now own half interest in a flourishing inn down a dirt road on an island nobody ever heard of until that Canadian hustler landed there in a seaplane.”


  “Johnny was always the aggressive type. Dad once said he could sell a broken-down heifer as a prime steer and no one would check the parts.”


  “The point is he loves you…and the kids. I’m also counting on that wild man’s—Never mind, I trust Johnny.”


  “While you’re trusting so much in my younger brother, don’t trust your sense of direction. You just passed the turn to the cabin.”


  “Goddamn it!” cried Webb, braking the car and swerving around. “Tomorrow! You and Jamie and Alison are heading out of Logan Airport. To the island!”


  “We’ll discuss it, David.”


  “There’s nothing to discuss.” Webb breathed deeply, steadily, imposing a strange control. “I’ve been here before,” he said quietly.


  Marie looked at her husband, his suddenly passive face outlined in the dim wash of the dashboard lights. What she saw frightened her far more than the specter of the Jackal. She was not looking at David Webb the soft-spoken scholar. She was staring at a man they both thought had disappeared from their lives forever.


  



  CHAPTER TWO


  Alexander Conklin gripped his cane as he limped into the conference room at the Central Intelligence Agency in Langley, Virginia. He stood facing a long impressive table, large enough to seat thirty people, but instead there were only three, the man at the head the gray-haired DCI, director of Central Intelligence. Neither he nor his two highest-ranking deputy directors appeared pleased to see Conklin. The greetings were perfunctory, and rather than taking his obviously assigned seat next to the CIA official on the DCI’s left, Conklin pulled out the chair at the far end of the table, sat down, and with a sharp noise slapped his cane against the edge.


  “Now that we’ve said hello, can we cut the crap, gentlemen?”


  “That’s hardly a courteous or an amiable way to begin, Mr. Conklin,” observed the director.


  “Neither courtesy nor amiability is on my mind just now, sir. I just want to know why airtight Four Zero regulations were ignored and maximum-classified information was released that endangers a number of lives, including mine!”


  “That’s outrageous, Alex!” interrupted one of the two associates.


  “Totally inaccurate!” added the other. “It couldn’t happen and you know it!”


  “I don’t know it and it did happen and I’ll tell you what’s outrageously accurate,” said Conklin angrily. “A man’s out there with a wife and two children, a man this country and a large part of the world owe more to than anyone could ever repay, and he’s running, hiding, frightened out of his mind that he and his family are targets. We gave that man our word, all of us, that no part of the official record would ever see the light of day until it was confirmed beyond doubt that Ilich Ramirez Sanchez, also known as Carlos the Jackal, was dead.… All right, I’ve heard the same rumors you have, probably from the same or much better sources, that the Jackal was killed here or executed there, but no one—repeat no one—has come forward with indisputable proof.… Yet a part of that file was leaked, a very vital part, and it concerns me deeply because my name is there.… Mine and Dr. Morris Panov, the chief psychiatrist of record. We were the only—repeat only—two individuals acknowledged to have been close associates of the unknown man who assumed the name of Jason Bourne, considered in more sectors than we can count to be the rival of Carlos in the killing game.… But that information is buried in the vaults here in Langley. How did it get out? According to the rules, if anyone wants any part of that record—from the White House to the State Department to the holy Joint Chiefs—he has to go through the offices of the director and his chief analysts right here at Langley. They have to be briefed on all the details of the request, and even if they’re satisfied as to the legitimacy, there’s a final step. Me. Before a release is signed, I’m to be contacted, and in the event I’m not around any longer, Dr. Panov is to be reached, either one of us legally empowered to turn the request down flat.… That’s the way it is, gentlemen, and no one knows the rules better than I do because I’m the one who wrote them—again right here at Langley, because this was the place I knew best. After twenty-eight years in this corkscrew business, it was my final contribution—with the full authority of the president of the United States and the consent of Congress through the select committees on intelligence in the House and the Senate.”


  “That’s heavy artillery, Mr. Conklin,” commented the gray-haired director, sitting motionless, his voice flat, neutral.


  “There were heavy reasons for pulling out the cannons.”


  “So I gather. One of the sixteen-inchers reached me.”


  “You’re damned right he did. Now, there’s the question of accountability. I want to know how that information surfaced and, most important, who got it.”


  Both deputy directors began talking at once, as angrily as Alex, but they were stopped by the DCI, who touched their arms, a pipe in one hand, a lighter in the other. “Slow down and back up, Mr. Conklin,” said the director gently, lighting his pipe. “It’s obvious that you know my two associates, but you and I never met, have we?”


  “No. I resigned four and a half years ago, and you were appointed a year after that.”


  “Like many others—quite justifiably, I think—did you consider me a crony appointment?”


  “You obviously were, but I had no trouble with that. You seemed qualified. As far as I could tell, you were an apolitical Annapolis admiral who ran naval intelligence and who just happened to work with an FMF marine colonel during the Vietnam war who became president. Others were passed over, but that happens. No sweat.”


  “Thank you. But do you have any ‘sweat’ with my two deputy directors?”


  “It’s history, but I can’t say either one of them was considered the best friend an agent in the field ever had. They were analysts, not field men.”


  “Isn’t that a natural aversion, a conventional hostility?”


  “Of course it is. They analyzed situations from thousands of miles away with computers we didn’t know who programmed and with data we hadn’t passed on. You’re damned right it’s a natural aversion. We dealt with human quotients; they didn’t. They dealt with little green letters on a computer screen and made decisions they frequently shouldn’t have made.”


  “Because people like you had to be controlled,” interjected the deputy on the director’s right. “How many times, even today, do men and women like you lack the full picture? The total strategy and not just your part of it?”


  “Then we should be given a fuller picture going in, or at least an overview so we can try to figure out what makes sense and what doesn’t.”


  “Where does an overview stop, Alex?” asked the deputy on the DCI’s left. “At what point do we say, ‘We can’t reveal this…for everyone’s benefit’?”


  “I don’t know, you’re the analysts, I’m not. On a case-by-case basis, I suppose, but certainly with better communication than I ever got when I was in the field.… Wait a minute. I’m not the issue, you are.” Alex stared at the director. “Very smooth, sir, but I’m not buying a change of subject. I’m here to find out who got what and how. If you’d rather, I’ll take my credentials over to the White House or up to the Hill and watch a few heads roll. I want answers. I want to know what to do!”


  “I wasn’t trying to change the subject, Mr. Conklin, only to divert it momentarily to make a point. You obviously objected to the methods and the compromises employed in the past by my colleagues, but did either of these men ever mislead you, lie to you?”


  Alex looked briefly at the two deputy directors. “Only when they had to lie to me, which had nothing to do with field operations.”


  “That’s a strange comment.”


  “If they haven’t told you, they should have.… Five years ago I was an alcoholic—I’m still an alcoholic but I don’t drink anymore. I was riding out the time to my pension, so nobody told me anything and they damn well shouldn’t have.”


  “For your enlightenment, all my colleagues said to me was that you had been ill, that you hadn’t been functioning at the level of your past accomplishments until the end of your service.”


  Again Conklin studied both deputies, nodding to both as he spoke. “Thanks, Casset, and you, too, Valentino, but you didn’t have to do that. I was a drunk and it shouldn’t be a secret whether it’s me or anybody else. That’s the dumbest thing you can do around here.”


  “From what we heard about Hong Kong, you did a hell of a job, Alex,” said the man named Casset softly. “We didn’t want to detract from that.”


  “You’ve been a pain in the ass for longer than I care to remember,” added Valentino. “But we couldn’t let you hang out as an accident of booze.”


  “Forget it. Let’s get back to Jason Bourne. That’s why I’m here, why you damn well had to see me.”


  “That’s also why I momentarily sidetracked us, Mr. Conklin. You have professional differences with my deputies, but I gather you don’t question their integrity.”


  “Others, yes. Not Casset or Val. As far as I was concerned, they did their jobs and I did mine; it was the system that was fouled up—it was buried in fog. But this isn’t, today isn’t. The rules are clear-cut and absolute, and since I wasn’t reached, they were broken and I was misled, in a very real sense, lied to. I repeat. How did it happen and who got the information?”


  “That’s all I wanted to hear,” said the director, picking up the telephone on the table. “Please call Mr. DeSole down the hall and ask him to come to the conference room.” The DCI hung up and turned to Conklin. “I assume you’re aware of Steven DeSole.”


  “DeSole the mute mole.” Alex nodded.


  “I beg your pardon?”


  “It’s an old joke around here,” explained Casset to the director. “Steve knows where the bodies are buried, but when the time comes he won’t even tell God unless He shows him a Four Zero clearance.”


  “I assume that means the three of you, especially Mr. Conklin, consider Mr. DeSole a thorough professional.”


  “I’ll answer that,” Alex said. “He’ll tell you anything you have to know but no more than that. Also, he won’t lie. He’ll keep his mouth shut, or tell you he can’t tell you, but he won’t lie to you.”


  “That’s another thing I wanted to hear.” There was a brief knock on the door, and the DCI called out for the visitor to enter. A medium-sized, slightly overweight man with wide eyes magnified behind steel-rimmed glasses walked into the room, closing the door behind him. His casual second glance at the table revealed Alexander Conklin to him; he was obviously startled by the sight of the retired intelligence officer. Instantly, he changed his reaction to one of pleasant surprise, crossing to Conklin’s chair, his hand extended.


  “Good to see you, old boy. It’s been two or three years now, hasn’t it?”


  “More like four, Steve,” replied Alex, shaking hands. “How’s the analysts’ analyst and keeper of the keys?”


  “Not much to analyze or to lock up these days. The White House is a sieve and the Congress isn’t much better. I should get half pay, but don’t tell anyone.”


  “We still keep some things to ourselves, don’t we?” interrupted the DCI, smiling. “At least from past operations. Perhaps you earned double your pay then.”


  “Oh, I suspect I did.” DeSole nodded his head humorously as he released Conklin’s hand. “However, the days of archive custodians and armed transfers to underground warehouses are over. Today it’s all computerized photo scans entered by machines from on high. I don’t get to go on those wonderful trips any longer with military escorts, pretending I’ll be deliciously attacked by Mata Hari. I haven’t had a briefcase chained to my wrist since I can’t remember when.”


  “A lot safer that way,” said Alex.


  “But very little I can tell my grandchildren about, old boy.… ‘What did you do as a big spy, Grandpa?’…‘Actually, in my last years, a great many crossword puzzles, young man.’”


  “Be careful, Mr. DeSole,” said the DCI, chuckling. “I shouldn’t care to put in a recommendation to cut your pay.… On the other hand, I couldn’t, because I don’t believe you for an instant.”


  “Neither do I.” Conklin spoke quietly, angrily. “This is a setup,” he added, staring at the overweight analyst.


  “That’s quite a statement, Alex,” countered DeSole. “Would you mind explaining it?”


  “You know why I’m here, don’t you?”


  “I didn’t know you were here.”


  “Oh, I see. It just happened to be convenient for you to be ‘down the hall’ and ready to come in here.”


  “My office is down the hall. Quite far down, I might add.”


  Conklin looked at the DCI. “Again, very smooth, sir. Bring in three people you figure I’ve had no major run-ins with outside of the system itself, three men you’ve determined I basically trust, so I’ll believe whatever’s said.”


  “That’s fundamentally accurate, Mr. Conklin, because what you’ll hear is the truth. Sit down, Mr. DeSole.… Perhaps at this end of the table so that our former colleague can study us as we explain to him. I understand it’s a technique favored by field officers.”


  “I haven’t a damn thing to explain,” said the analyst as he headed for the chair next to Casset. “But in light of our former colleague’s somewhat gross remarks, I’d like to study him.… Are you well, Alex?”


  “He’s well,” answered the deputy director named Valentino. “He’s snarling at the wrong shadows but he’s well.”


  “That information couldn’t have surfaced without the consent and cooperation of the people in this room!”


  “What information?” asked DeSole, looking at the DCI, suddenly widening his large eyes behind his glasses. “Oh, the max-classified thing you asked me about this morning?”


  The director nodded, then looked at Conklin. “Let’s go back to this morning.… Seven hours ago, shortly after nine o’clock, I received a call from Edward McAllister, formerly of the State Department and currently chairman of the National Security Agency. I’m told Mr. McAllister was with you in Hong Kong, Mr. Conklin, is that correct?”


  “Mr. McAllister was with us,” agreed Alex flatly. “He flew undercover with Jason Bourne to Macao, where he was shot up so badly he damn near died. He’s an intellectual oddball and one of the bravest men I’ve ever met.”


  “He said nothing about the circumstances, only that he was there, and I was to shred my calendar, if need be, but to consider our meeting with you as Priority Red.… Heavy artillery, Mr. Conklin.”


  “To repeat. There are heavy reasons for the cannons.”


  “Apparently.… Mr. McAllister gave me the precise maximum-classified codes that would clarify the status of the file you’re talking about—the record of the Hong Kong operation. I, in turn, gave the information to Mr. DeSole, so I’ll let him tell you what he learned.”


  “It hasn’t been touched, Alex,” said DeSole quietly, his eyes leveled on Conklin. “As of nine-thirty this morning, it’s been in a black hole for four years, five months, twenty-one days, eleven hours and forty-three minutes without penetration. And there’s a very good reason why that status is pure, but I have no idea whether you’re aware of it or not.”


  “Where that file is concerned I’m aware of everything!”


  “Perhaps, perhaps not,” said DeSole gently. “You were known to have a problem, and Dr. Panov is not that experienced where security matters are concerned.”


  “What the hell are you driving at?”


  “A third name was added to the clearance procedures for that official record on Hong Kong.… Edward Newington McAllister, by his own insistence and with both presidential and congressional authority. He made sure of it.”


  “Oh, my God,” said Conklin softly, hesitantly. “When I called him last night from Baltimore he said it was impossible. Then he said I had to understand for myself, so he’d set up the conference.… Jesus, what happened?”


  “I’d say we’d have to look elsewhere,” said the DCI. “But before we do that, Mr. Conklin, you have to make a decision. You see, none of us at this table knows what’s in that maximum-classified file.… We’ve talked, of course, and as Mr. Casset said, we understood that you did a hell of a job in Hong Kong, but we don’t know what that job was. We heard the rumors out of our Far East stations which, frankly, most of us believed were exaggerated in the spreading, and paramount among them was your name and that of the assassin Jason Bourne. The scuttlebutt then was that you were responsible for the capture and execution of the killer we knew as Bourne, yet a few moments ago in your anger you used the phrase ‘the unknown man who assumed the name of Jason Bourne,’ stating that he was alive and in hiding. In terms of specifics, we’re at a loss—at least I am, God knows.”


  “You didn’t pull the record out?”


  “No,” answered DeSole. “That was my decision. As you may or may not know, every invasion of a maximum-classified file is automatically marked with the date and hour of penetration.… Since the director informed me that there was a large Security Agency flap over an illegal entry, I decided to leave well enough alone. Not penetrated in nearly five years, therefore not read or even known about and consequently not given to the evil people, whoever they are.”


  “You were covering your ass right down to the last square inch of flesh.”


  “Most assuredly, Alex. That data has a White House flag on it. Things are relatively stable around here now and it serves no one to ruffle feathers in the Oval Office. There’s a new man at that desk, but the former president is still very much alive and opinionated. He’d be consulted, so why risk trouble?”


  Conklin studied each face and spoke quietly. “Then you really don’t know the story, do you?”


  “It’s the truth, Alex,” said Deputy Director Casset.


  “Nothing but, you pain,” agreed Valentino, permitting himself a slight smile.


  “My word on it,” added Steven DeSole, his clear, wide eyes rigid on Conklin.


  “And if you want our help, we should know something besides contradictory rumors,” continued the director, leaning back in his chair. “I don’t know if we can help, but I do know there’s little we can do so completely in the dark.”


  Again Alex looked at each man, the lines in his pained face more pronounced than ever, as if the decision was momentarily too agonizing for him. “I won’t tell you his name because I’ve given my word—maybe later, not now. And it can’t be found in the record, it’s not there either; it’s a cover—I gave my word on that, too. The rest I’ll tell you because I do want your help and I want that record to remain in its black hole.… Where do I begin?”


  “With this meeting perhaps?” suggested the director. “What prompted it?”


  “All right, that’ll be quick.” Conklin stared pensively at the surface of the table, absently gripping his cane, then raised his eyes. “A woman was killed last night at an amusement park outside Baltimore—”


  “I read about it in the Post this morning,” interrupted DeSole, nodding, his full cheeks jiggling. “Good Lord, were you—”


  “So did I,” broke in Casset, his steady brown eyes on Alex. “It happened in front of a shooting gallery. They closed the guns down.”


  “I saw the article and figured it was some kind of terrible accident.” Valentino shook his head slowly. “I didn’t actually read it.”


  “I was given my usual thick sheaf of scissored newspaper stories, which is enough journalism for anyone in the morning,” said the director. “I don’t remember any such article.”


  “Were you involved, old boy?”


  “If I wasn’t, it was a horrible waste of life.… I should say if we weren’t involved.”


  “We?” Casset frowned in alarm.


  “Morris Panov and I received identical telegrams from Jason Bourne asking us to be at the amusement park at nine-thirty last night. It was urgent, and we were to meet him in front of the shooting gallery, but we were not, under any condition, to call his house or anyone else.… We both independently assumed that he didn’t want to alarm his wife, that he had something to tell us individually that he didn’t want her to know.… We arrived at the same time, but I saw Panov first and figured it was a bad scene. From any point of view, especially Bourne’s, we should have reached each other and talked before going up there; instead, we had been told not to. It smelled, so I did my best to get us out of there fast. The only way seemed to be a diversion.”


  “You stampeded then,” said Casset, making a statement.


  “It was the only thing I could think of, and one of the few things this goddamned cane is good for other than keeping me upright. I cracked every shin and kneecap I could see and lanced a few stomachs and tits. We got out of the circle, but that poor woman was killed.”


  “How did you figure it—do you figure it?” asked Valentino.


  “I just don’t know, Val. It was a trap, no question about that, but what kind of trap? If what I thought then and what I think now are correct, how could a hired marksman miss at that distance? The shot came from my upper left—not that I necessarily heard it—but the position of the woman and the blood all over her throat indicated that she had turned and caught the bullet in her body swing. It couldn’t have come from the gallery; those guns are chained and the massive hemorrhage in her neck was caused by a far larger caliber than any of the toys there. If the killer wanted to take out either Mo Panov or me, his telescopic cross hairs wouldn’t be that far off the mark. Not if my thinking is right.”


  “‘Right,’ Mr. Conklin,” interjected the DCI, “meaning the assassin, Carlos the Jackal.”


  “Carlos?” exclaimed DeSole. “What in heaven’s name has the Jackal to do with a killing in Baltimore?”


  “Jason Bourne,” answered Casset.


  “Yes, I gather that, but this is all terribly confusing! Bourne was a scum hit man out of Asia who moved to Europe to challenge Carlos and lost. As the director just said, he went back to the Far East and was killed four or five years ago, yet Alex talks as if he’s still alive, that he and someone named Panov got telegrams from him.… What in God’s name does a dead scumball and the world’s most elusive assassin have to do with last night?”


  “You weren’t here a few minutes ago, Steve,” again Casset answered quietly. “Apparently they had a lot to do with last night.”


  “I beg your pardon.”


  “I think you should start at the beginning, Mr. Conklin,” said the director. “Who is Jason Bourne?”


  “As the world knew him, a man who never existed,” replied the former intelligence officer.


  



  CHAPTER THREE


  “The original Jason Bourne was garbage, a paranoid drifter from Tasmania who found his way into the Vietnam war as part of an operation no one wants to acknowledge even today. It was a collection of killers, misfits, smugglers and thieves, mostly escaped criminals, many under death sentences, but they knew every inch of Southeast Asia and operated behind enemy lines—funded by us.”


  “Medusa,” whispered Steven DeSole. “It’s all buried. They were animals, killing wantonly without reason or authorization and stealing millions. Savages.”


  “Most, not all,” said Conklin. “But the original Bourne fitted every rotten profile you could come up with, including the betrayal of his own men. The leader of a particularly hazardous mission—hazardous, hell, it was suicidal—found Bourne radioing their position to the North Vietnamese. He executed him on the spot, shoving the body into a swamp to rot in the jungles of Tam Quan. Jason Bourne disappeared from the face of the earth.”


  “He obviously reappeared, Mr. Conklin,” observed the director, leaning forward on the table.


  “In another body,” agreed Alex, nodding. “For another purpose. The man who executed Bourne in Tam Quan took his name and agreed to be trained for an operation that we called Treadstone Seventy-one, after a building on New York’s Seventy-first Street, where he went through a brutal indoctrination program. It was a brilliant strategy on paper, but ultimately failed because of something no one could predict, even consider. After nearly three years of living the role of the world’s second most lethal assassin and moving into Europe—as Steve accurately described—to challenge the Jackal in his own territory, our man was wounded and lost his memory. He was found half dead in the Mediterranean and brought by a fisherman to the island of Port Noir. He had no idea who he was or what he was—only that he was a master of various martial arts, spoke a couple of Oriental languages, and was obviously an extremely well-educated man. With the help of a British doctor, an alcoholic banished to Port Noir, our man started to piece his life—his identity—back together from fragments both mental and physical. It was a hell of a journey … and we who had mounted the operation, who invented the myth, were no help to him. Not knowing what had happened, we thought he had turned, had actually become the mythical assassin we’d created to trap Carlos. I, myself, tried to kill him in Paris, and when he might have blown my head off, he couldn’t do it. He finally made his way back to us only through the extraordinary talents of a Canadian woman he met in Zurich and who is now his wife. That lady had more guts and brains than any woman I’ve ever met. Now she and her husband and their two kids are back in the nightmare, running for their lives.”


  Aristocratic mouth agape, his pipe in midair in front of his chest, the director spoke. “Do you mean to sit there and tell us that the assassin we knew as Jason Bourne was an invention? That he wasn’t the killer we all presumed he was?”


  “He killed when he had to kill in order to survive, but he was no assassin. We created the myth as the ultimate challenge to Carlos, to draw the Jackal out.”


  “Good Christ!” exclaimed Casset. “How?”


  “Massive disinformation throughout the Far East. Whenever a killing of consequence took place, whether in Tokyo or Hong Kong, Macao or Korea—wherever—Bourne was flown there and took the credit, planting evidence, taunting the authorities, until he became a legend. For three years our man lived in a world of filth—drugs, warlords, crime, tunneling his way in with only one objective: Get to Europe and bait Carlos, threaten his contracts, force the Jackal out into the open if only for a moment, just long enough to put a bullet in his head.”


  The silence around the table was electric. DeSole broke it, his voice barely above a whisper. “What kind of man would accept an assignment like that?”


  Conklin looked at the analyst and answered in a monotone. “A man who felt there wasn’t much left to live for, someone who had a death wish, perhaps … a decent human being who was driven into an outfit like Medusa out of hatred and frustration.” The former intelligence officer stopped; his anguish was apparent.


  “Come on, Alex,” said Valentino softly. “You can’t leave us with that.”


  “No, of course not.” Conklin blinked several times, adjusting to the present. “I was thinking how horrible it must be for him now—the memories, what he can remember. There’s a lousy parallel I hadn’t considered. The wife, the kids.”


  “What’s the parallel?” asked Casset, hunched forward, staring at Alex.


  “Years ago, during Vietnam, our man was a young foreign service officer stationed in Phnom Penh, a scholar married to a Thai woman he’d met here in graduate school. They had two children and lived on the banks of a river.… One morning while the wife and kids were swimming, a stray jet from Hanoi strafed the area killing the three of them. Our man went crazy; he chucked everything and made his way to Saigon and into Medusa. All he wanted to do was kill. He became Delta One—no names were ever used in Medusa—and he was considered the most effective guerrilla leader in the war, as often as not fighting Command Saigon over orders as he did the enemy with death squads.”


  “Still, he obviously supported the war,” observed Valentino.


  “Outside of having no use for Saigon and the ARVN, I don’t think he gave a damn one way or another. He had his own private war and it was way behind enemy lines, the nearer Hanoi the better. I think in his mind he kept looking for the pilot who had killed his family.… That’s the parallel. Years ago there was a wife and two kids and they were butchered in front of his eyes. Now there’s another wife and two children and the Jackal is closing in, hunting him down. That’s got to be driving him close to the edge. Goddamn it!”


  The four men at the opposite end of the table looked briefly at one another and let Conklin’s sudden emotion pass. Again, the director spoke, again gently. “Considering the time span,” he began, “the operation mounted to trap Carlos had to have taken place well over a decade ago, yet the events in Hong Kong were much more recent. Were they related? Without giving us a name or names at this juncture, what do you feel you can tell us about Hong Kong?”


  Alex gripped his cane and held it firmly, his knuckles white as he replied. “Hong Kong was both the filthiest black operation ever conceived in this town and without question the most extraordinary I’ve ever heard of. And to my profound relief we here at Langley had nothing to do with the initial strategy, the plaudits can go to hell. I came in late and what I found turned my stomach. It sickened McAllister, too, for he was in at the beginning. It was why he was willing to risk his life, why he damn near ended up a corpse across the Chinese border in Macao. His intellectualized morality couldn’t let a decent man be killed for the strategy.”


  “That’s a hell of an indictment,” offered Casset. “What happened?”


  “Our own people arranged to have Bourne’s wife kidnapped, the woman who had led that man without a memory back to us. They left a trail that forced him to go after her—to Hong Kong.”


  “Jesus, why?” cried Valentino.


  “The strategy; it was perfect, and it was also abominable.… I told you the ‘assassin’ called Jason Bourne had become a legend in Asia. He disappeared in Europe, but he was no less a legend for that in the Far East. Then suddenly, out of nowhere, a new enterprising killer operating out of Macao revived that legend. He took the name of ‘Jason Bourne’ and the killings for hire started all over again. A week rarely went by, often only days, when another hit was made, the same evidence planted, the same taunting of the police. A false Bourne was back in business, and he had studied every trick of the original.”


  “So who better to track him down than the one who invented those tricks—the original, your original,” interjected the director. “And what better way to force the original Bourne into the hunt than by taking his wife from him. But why? Why was Washington so consumed? There were no longer any ties to us.”


  “There was something much worse. Among the new Jason Bourne’s clients was a madman in Beijing, a Kuomintang traitor in the government who was about to turn the Far East into a firestorm. He was determined to destroy the Sino-British Hong Kong Accords, shutting down the colony, leaving the whole territory in chaos.”


  “War,” said Casset quietly. “Beijing would march into Hong Kong and take over. We’d all have to choose sides.… War.”


  “In the nuclear age,” added the director. “How far had it all progressed, Mr. Conklin?”


  “A vice premier of the People’s Republic was killed in a private massacre in Kowloon. The impostor left his calling card. ‘Jason Bourne.’ ”


  “Good God, he had to be stopped!” exploded the DCI, gripping his pipe.


  “He was,” said Alex, releasing his cane. “By the only man who could hunt him down. Our Jason Bourne.… That’s all I’ll tell you for now, except to repeat that that man is back here with his wife and children, and Carlos is closing in. The Jackal won’t rest until he knows the only person alive who can identify him is dead. So call in every debt that’s owed to us in Paris, London, Rome, Madrid—especially Paris. Someone’s got to know something. Where is Carlos now? Who are his points over here? He’s got eyes here in Washington, and whoever they are, they found Panov and me!” The former field officer again absently gripped his cane, staring at the window. “Don’t you see?” he added quietly, as if talking to himself. “We can’t let it happen. Oh, my God, we can’t let it happen!”


  Once more the emotional moment passed in silence as the men of the Central Intelligence Agency exchanged glances. It was as though a consensus had been reached among them without a word being said; three pairs of eyes fell on Casset. He nodded, accepting his selection as the one closest to Conklin, and spoke.


  “Alex, I agree that everything points to Carlos, but before we start spinning our wheels in Europe, we have to be sure. We can’t afford a false alarm because we’d be handing the Jackal a grail he’d have to go after, showing him how vulnerable we were where Jason Bourne is concerned. From what you’ve told us, Carlos would pick up on a long-dormant operation known as Treadstone Seventy-one if only because none of our agents or subagents has been in his personal neighborhood for over a decade.”


  The retired Conklin studied Charles Casset’s pensive sharp-featured face. “What you’re saying is that if I’m wrong and it isn’t the Jackal, we’re ripping open a thirteen-year-old wound and presenting him with an irresistible kill.”


  “I guess that’s what I’m saying.”


  “And I guess that’s pretty good thinking, Charlie.… I’m operating on externals, aren’t I? They’re triggering instincts, but they’re still externals.”


  “I’d trust those instincts of yours far more than I would any polygraph—”


  “So would I,” interrupted Valentino. “You saved our personnel in five or six sector crises when all the indicators said you were wrong. However, Charlie’s got a legitimate query. Suppose it isn’t Carlos? We not only send the wrong message to Europe, but, more important, we’ve wasted time.”


  “So stay out of Europe,” mused Alex softly, again as if to himself. “At least for now.… Go after the bastards here. Draw them out. Pull them in and break them. I’m the target, so let them come after me.”


  “That would entail far looser protection than I envisage for you and Dr. Panov, Mr. Conklin,” said the director firmly.


  “Then disenvisage, sir.” Alex looked back and forth at Casset and Valentino, suddenly raising his voice. “We can do it if you two will listen to me and let me mount it!”


  “We’re in a gray area,” stated Casset. “This thing may be foreign-oriented, but it’s domestic turf. The Bureau should be brought in—”


  “No way,” exclaimed Conklin. “Nobody’s brought in outside of this room!”


  “Come on, Alex,” said Valentino kindly, slowly shaking his head. “You’re retired. You can’t give orders here.”


  “Good, fine!” shouted Conklin, awkwardly getting out of the chair and supporting himself on his cane. “Next stop the White House, to a certain chairman of the NSA named McAllister!”


  “Sit down,” said the DCI firmly.


  “I’m retired! You can’t give orders to me.”


  “I wouldn’t dream of it, I’m simply concerned for your life. As I read the scenario, what you’re suggesting is based on the questionable supposition that whoever fired at you last night intended to miss, not caring whom he hit, only determined to take you alive during the subsequent chaos.”


  “That’s a couple of leaps—”


  “Based on a couple of dozen operations I’ve been involved with both here and at the Department of the Navy and in places you couldn’t pronounce or know anything about.” The director’s elbows were planted on the arms of his chair, his voice suddenly harsh, commanding. “For your information, Conklin, I didn’t suddenly bloom as a gold-braided admiral running naval intelligence. I was in the SEALs for a few years and made runs off submarines into Kaesong and later into Haiphong harbor. I knew a number of those Medusa pricks, and I can’t think of one that I didn’t want to put a bullet in his head! Now you tell me there was one, and he became your ‘Jason Bourne’ and you’ll break your balls or bust open your heart to see that he stays alive and well and out of the Jackal’s gun sights.… So let’s cut the crap, Alex. Do you want to work with me or not?”


  Conklin slowly sank back in his chair, a smile gradually emerging on his lips. “I told you I had no sweat with your appointment, sir. It was just intuition, but now I know why. You were a field man.… I’ll work with you.”


  “Good, fine,” said the director. “We’ll work up a controlled surveillance and hope to Christ your theory that they want you alive is correct because there’s no way we can cover every window or every rooftop. You’d better understand the risk.”


  “I do. And since two chunks of bait are better than one in a tank of piranhas, I want to talk to Mo Panov.”


  “You can’t ask him to be a part of this,” countered Casset. “He’s not one of us, Alex. Why should he?”


  “Because he is one of us and I’d better ask him. If I didn’t, he’d give me a flu shot filled with strychnine. You see, he was in Hong Kong, too—for reasons not much different from mine. Years ago I tried to kill my closest friend in Paris because I’d made a terrible mistake believing my friend had turned when the truth was that he had lost his memory. Only days later, Morris Panov, one of the leading psychiatrists in the country, a doctor who can’t stand the chicken-shit psychobabble so popular these days, was presented with a ‘hypothetical’ psychiatric profile that required his immediate reaction. It described a rogue deep-cover agent, a walking time bomb with a thousand secrets in his head, who had gone over the edge.… On the basis of Mo’s on-the-spot evaluation of that hypothetical profile—which he hours later suspected was no more hypothetical than Campbell’s soup—an innocent amnesiac was nearly blown away in a government ambush on New York’s Seventy-first Street. When what was left of that man survived, Panov demanded to be assigned as his only head doctor. He’s never forgiven himself. If any of you were he, what would you do if I didn’t talk to you about what we’re talking about right now?”


  “Tell you it’s a flu shot and pump you full of strychnine, old boy,” concluded DeSole, nodding.


  “Where is Panov now?” asked Casset.


  “At the Brookshire Hotel in Baltimore under the name of Morris, Phillip Morris. He called off his appointments today—he has the flu.”


  “Then let’s go to work,” said the DCI, pulling a yellow legal pad in front of him. “Incidentally, Alex, a competent field man doesn’t concern himself with rank and won’t trust a man who can’t convincingly call him by his first name. As you well know, my name is Holland and my first name is Peter. From here on we’re Alex and Peter, got it?”


  “I’ve got it—Peter. You must have been one son of a bitch in the SEALs.”


  “Insofar as I’m here—geographically, not in this chair—it can be assumed I was competent.”


  “A field man,” mumbled Conklin in approval.


  “Also, since we’ve dropped the diplomatic drivel expected of someone in this job, you should understand that I was a hard-nosed son of a bitch. I want pro input here, Alex, not emotional output. Is that clear?”


  “I don’t operate any other way, Peter. A commitment may be based on emotions and there’s nothing wrong with that, but the execution of a strategy is ice-cold.… I was never in the SEALs, you hard-nosed son of a bitch, but I’m also geographically here, limp and all, and that presumes I’m also competent.”


  Holland grinned; it was a smile of youth belied by streaked gray hair, the grin of a professional momentarily freed of executive concerns so as to return to the world he knew best. “We may even get along,” said the DCI. And then, as if to drop the last vestige of his directorial image, he placed his pipe on the table, reached into his pocket for a pack of cigarettes, popped one up to his mouth and snapped his lighter as he began to write on the legal pad. “To hell with the Bureau,” he continued. “We’ll use only our men and we’ll check every one out under a fast microscope.”


  Charles Casset, the lean, bright heir apparent of the CIA’s directorship, sat back in his chair and sighed. “Why do I have the idea that I’m going to have to ride herd on both you gentlemen?”


  “Because you’re an analyst at heart, Charlie,” answered Holland.


  The object of controlled surveillance is to expose those who shadow others so as to establish their identities or take them into custody, whichever suits the strategy. The aim in the present case was to trap the agents of the Jackal who had lured Conklin and Panov to the amusement park in Baltimore. Working through the night and most of the following day, the men of the Central Intelligence Agency formed a detail of eight experienced field personnel, defined and redefined the specific routes that Conklin and Panov were to take both individually and together for the next twenty-four hours—these routes covered by the armed professionals in swift progressive relays—and finally to design an irresistible rendezvous, unique in terms of time and location. The early morning hours at the Smithsonian Institution. It was the Dionaea muscipula, the Venus flytrap.


  Conklin stood in the narrow, dimly lit lobby of his apartment house and looked at his watch, squinting to read the dial. It was precisely 2:35 in the morning; he opened the heavy door and limped out into the dark street, which was devoid of any signs of life. According to their plan he turned left, maintaining the pace agreed upon; he was to arrive at the corner as close to 2:38 as possible. Suddenly, he was alarmed; in a shadowed doorway on his right was the figure of a man. Unobtrusively Alex reached under his jacket for his Beretta automatic. There was nothing in the strategy that called for someone to be in a doorway on this section of the street! Then, as suddenly as he had been alarmed, he relaxed, feeling equal parts of guilt and relief at what he understood. The figure in shadows was an indigent, an old man in worn-out clothes, one of the homeless in a land of so much plenty. Alex kept going; he reached the corner and heard the low, single click of two fingers snapped apart. He crossed the avenue and proceeded down the pavement, passing an alleyway. The alleyway. Another figure … another old man in disheveled clothing moving slowly out into the street and then back into the alley. Another derelict protecting his concrete cave. At any other time Conklin might have approached the unfortunate and given him a few dollars, but not now. He had a long way to go and a schedule to keep.


  Morris Panov approached the intersection still bothered by the curious telephone conversation he had had ten minutes ago, still trying to recall each segment of the plan he was to follow, afraid to look at his watch to see if he had reached a specific place within a specific time span—he had been told not to look at his watch in the street … and why couldn’t they say “at approximately such and such” rather than the somewhat unnerving term “time span,” as if a military invasion of Washington were imminent. Regardless, he kept walking, crossing the streets he was told to cross, hoping some unseen clock kept him relatively in tune with the goddamned “time spans” that had been determined by his striding back and forth between two pegs on some lawn behind a garden apartment in Vienna, Virginia.… He would do anything for David Webb—good Christ, anything!—but this was insane.… Yet, of course, it wasn’t. They would not ask him to do what he was doing if it were.


  What was that? A face in shadows peering at him, just like the other two! This one hunched over on a curb, raising wine-soaked eyes up at him. Old men—weather-beaten, old, old men who could barely move—staring at him! Now he was allowing his imagination to run away with him—the cities were filled with the homeless, with perfectly harmless people whose psychoses or poverty drove them into the streets. As much as he would like to help them, there was nothing he could do but professionally badger an unresponsive Washington.… There was another! In an indented space between two storefronts barricaded by iron gates—he, too, was watching him. Stop it! You’re being irrational.… Or was he? Of course, he was. Go on, keep to the schedule, that’s what you’re supposed to do.… Good God! There’s another. Across the street.… Keep going!


  The vast moonlit grounds of the Smithsonian dwarfed the two figures as they converged from intersecting paths, joining each other and proceeding to a bench. Conklin lowered himself with the aid of his cane while Mo Panov looked around nervously, listening, as if he expected the unexpected. It was 3:28 in the predawn morning, the only noises the subdued rattle of crickets and mild summer breezes through the trees. Guardedly Panov sat down.


  “Anything happen on the way here?” asked Conklin.


  “I’m not sure,” replied the psychiatrist. “I’m as lost as I was in Hong Kong, except that over there we knew where we were going, whom we expected to meet. You people are crazy.”


  “You’re contradicting yourself, Mo,” said Alex, smiling. “You told me I was cured.”


  “Oh, that? That was merely obsessive manic-depression bordering on dementia praecox. This is nuts! It’s nearly four o’clock in the morning. People who aren’t nuts do not play games at four o’clock in the morning.”


  Alex watched Panov in the dim wash of a distant Smithsonian floodlight that illuminated the massive stone structure. “You said you weren’t sure. What does that mean?”


  “I’m almost embarrassed to say—I’ve told too many patients that they invent uncomfortable images to rationalize their panic, justify their fears.”


  “What the hell does that mean?”


  “It’s a form of transference—”


  “Come on, Mo!” interrupted Conklin. “What bothered you? What did you see?”


  “Figures … some bent over, walking slowly, awkwardly—not like you, Alex, incapacitated not by injuries but by age. Worn out and old and staying in the darkness of storefronts and side streets. It happened four or five times between my apartment house and here. Twice I almost stopped and called out for one of your men, and then I thought to myself, My God, Doctor, you’re overreacting, mistaking a few pathetic homeless people for what they’re not, seeing things that aren’t there.”


  “Right on!” Conklin whispered emphatically. “You saw exactly what was there, Mo. Because I saw the same, the same kind of old people you saw, and they were pathetic, mostly in beat-up clothes and who moved slower than I move.… What does it mean? What do they mean? Who are they?”


  Footsteps. Slow, hesitant, and through the shadows of the deserted path walked two short men—old men. At first glance they, indeed, appeared to be part of the swelling army of indigent homeless, yet there was something different about them, a sense of purpose, perhaps. They stopped nearly twenty feet away from the bench, their faces in darkness. The old man on the left spoke, his voice thin, his accent strange. “It is an odd hour and an unusual place for two such well-dressed gentlemen to meet. Is it fair for you to occupy a place of rest that should be for others not so well off as you?”


  “There are a number of unoccupied benches,” said Alex pleasantly. “Is this one reserved?”


  “There are no reserved seats here,” replied the second old man, his English clear but not native to him. “But why are you here?”


  “What’s it to you?” asked Conklin. “This is a private meeting and none of your business.”


  “Business at this hour and in this place?” The first aged intruder spoke while looking around.


  “I repeat,” repeated Alex. “It’s none of your business and I really think you should leave us alone.”


  “Business is business,” intoned the second old man.


  “What in God’s name is he talking about?” whispered the bewildered Panov to Conklin.


  “Ground zero,” said Alex under his breath. “Be quiet.” The retired field agent turned his head up to the two old men. “Okay, fellas, why don’t you go on your way?”


  “Business is business,” again said the second tattered ancient, glancing at his colleague, both their faces still in shadows.


  “You don’t have any business with us—”


  “You can’t be sure of that,” interrupted the first old man, shaking his head back and forth. “Suppose I were to tell you that we bring you a message from Macao?”


  “What?” exclaimed Panov.


  “Shut up!” whispered Conklin, addressing the psychiatrist but his eyes on the messenger. “What does Macao mean to us?” he asked flatly.


  “A great taipan wishes to meet with you. The greatest taipan in Hong Kong.”


  “Why?”


  “He will pay you great sums. For your services.”


  “I’ll say it again. Why?”


  “We are to tell you that a killer has returned. He wants you to find him.”


  “I’ve heard that story before; it doesn’t wash. It’s also repetitious.”


  “That is between the great taipan and yourselves, sir. Not with us. He is waiting for you.”


  “Where is he?”


  “At a great hotel, sir.”


  “Which one?”


  “We are again to tell you that it has a great-sized lobby with always many people, and its name refers to this country’s past.”


  “There’s only one like that. The Mayflower.” Conklin directed his words toward his left lapel, into a microphone sewn into the buttonhole.


  “As you wish.”


  “Under what name is he registered?”


  “Registered?”


  “Like in reserved benches, only rooms. Who do we ask for?”


  “No one, sir. The taipan’s secretary will approach you in the lobby.”


  “Did that same secretary approach you also?”


  “Sir?”


  “Who hired you to follow us?”


  “We are not at liberty to discuss such matters and we will not do so.”


  “That’s it!” shouted Alexander Conklin, yelling over his shoulder as floodlights suddenly lit up the Smithsonian grounds around the deserted path, revealing the two startled old men to be Orientals. Nine personnel from the Central Intelligence Agency walked rapidly into the glare of light from all directions, their hands under their jackets. Since there was no apparent need for them, their weapons remained hidden.


  Suddenly the need was there, but the realization came too late. Two high-powered rifle shots exploded from the outer darkness, the bullets ripping open the throats of the two Oriental messengers. The CIA men lunged to the ground, rolling for cover as Conklin grabbed Panov, pulling him down to the path in front of the bench for protection. The unit from Langley lurched to their feet and, like the combat veterans they were, including the former commando Director Peter Holland, they started scrambling, zigzagging one after another toward the source of the gunfire, weapons extended, shadows sought. In moments, an angry cry split the silence.


  “Goddamn it!” shouted Holland, the beam of his flashlight angled down between tree trunks. “They made their break!”


  “How can you tell?”


  “The grass, son, the heel imprints. Those bastards were overqualified. They dug in for one shot apiece and got out—look at the slip marks on the lawn. Those shoes were running. Forget it! No use now. If they stopped for a second position, they’d blow us into the Smithsonian.”


  “A field man,” said Alex, getting up with his cane, the frightened, bewildered Panov beside him. Then the doctor spun around, his eyes wide, rushing toward the two fallen Orientals.


  “Oh, my God, they’re dead,” he cried, kneeling beside the corpses, seeing their blown-apart throats. “Jesus, the amusement park! It’s the same!”


  “A message,” agreed Conklin, nodding, wincing. “Put rock salt on the trail,” he added enigmatically.


  “What do you mean?” asked the psychiatrist, snapping his head around at the former intelligence officer.


  “We weren’t careful enough.”


  “Alex!” roared the gray-haired Holland, running to the bench. “I heard you, but this neuters the hotel,” he said breathlessly. “You can’t go there now. I won’t let you.”


  “It neuters—fucks up—more than the hotel. This isn’t the Jackal! It’s Hong Kong! The externals were right, but my instincts were wrong. Wrong!”


  “Which way do you want to go?” asked the director softly.


  “I don’t know,” answered Conklin, a plaint in his voice. “I was wrong.… Reach our man, of course, as soon as possible.”


  “I spoke to David—I spoke to him about an hour ago,” said Panov, instantly correcting himself.


  “You spoke to him?” cried Alex. “It’s late and you were at home. How?”


  “You know my answering machine,” said the doctor. “If I picked up every crazy call after midnight, I’d never get to the office in the morning. So I let it ring, and because I was getting ready to go out and meet you, I listened. All he said was ‘Reach me,’ and by the time I got to the phone, he’d hung up. So I called him back.”


  “You called him back? On your phone?”


  “Well … yes,” answered Panov hesitantly. “He was very quick, very guarded. He just wanted us to know what was happening, that ‘M’—he called her ‘M’—was leaving with the children first thing in the morning. That was it; he hung up right away.”


  “They’ve got your boy’s name and address by now,” said Holland. “Probably the message as well.”


  “A location, yes; the message, maybe,” broke in Conklin, speaking quietly, rapidly. “Not an address, not a name.”


  “By morning they will have—”


  “By morning he’ll be on his way to Tierra del Fuego, if need be.”


  “Christ, what have I done?” exclaimed the psychiatrist.


  “Nothing anybody else in your place wouldn’t have done,” replied Alex. “You get a message at two o’clock in the morning from someone you care about, someone in trouble, you call back as fast as you can. Now we have to reach him as fast as we can. So it’s not Carlos, but somebody with a lot of firepower is still closing in, making breakthroughs we thought were impossible.”


  “Use the phone in my car,” said Holland. “I’ll put it on override. There’ll be no record, no log.”


  “Let’s go!” As quickly as possible, Conklin limped across the lawn toward the Agency vehicle.


  



  



  “David, it’s Alex.”


  “Your timing’s pretty scary, friend, we’re on our way out the door. If Jamie hadn’t had to hit the potty we’d be in the car by now.”


  “At this hour?”


  “Didn’t Mo tell you? There was no answer at your place, so I called him.”


  “Mo’s a little shook up. Tell me yourself. What’s happening?”


  “Is this phone secure? I wasn’t sure his was.”


  “None more so.”


  “I’m packing Marie and the kids off south—way south. She’s screaming like hell, but I chartered a Rockwell jet out of Logan Airport, everything precleared thanks to the arrangements you made four years ago. The computers spun and everyone cooperated. They take off at six o’clock, before it’s light—I want them out.”


  “And you, David? What about you?”


  “Frankly, I thought I’d head to Washington and stay with you. If the Jackal’s coming for me after all these years, I want to be in on what we’re doing about it. I might even be able to help.… I’ll arrive by noon.”


  “No, David. Not today and not here. Go with Marie and the children. Get out of the country. Stay with your family and Johnny St. Jacques on the island.”


  “I can’t do that, Alex, and if you were me you couldn’t, either. My family’s not going to be free—really free—until Carlos is out of our lives.”


  “It’s not Carlos,” said Conklin, interrupting.


  “What? Yesterday you told me—”


  “Forget what I told you, I was wrong. This is out of Hong Kong, out of Macao.”


  “That doesn’t make sense, Alex! Hong Kong’s finished, Macao’s finished. They’re dead and forgotten and there’s no one alive with a reason to come after me.”


  “There is somewhere. A great taipan, ‘the greatest taipan in Hong Kong,’ according to the most recent and most recently dead source.”


  “They’re gone. That whole house of Kuomintang cards collapsed. There’s no one left!”


  “I repeat, there is somewhere.”


  David Webb was briefly silent; then Jason Bourne spoke, his voice cold. “Tell me everything you’ve learned, every detail. Something happened tonight. What was it?”


  “All right, every detail,” said Conklin. The retired intelligence officer described the controlled surveillance engineered by the Central Intelligence Agency. He explained how he and Morris Panov spotted the old men who followed them, picking each up in sequence as they made their separate ways to the Smithsonian, none showing himself in the light until the confrontation on a deserted path on the Smithsonian grounds, where the messenger spoke of Macao and Hong Kong and a great taipan. Finally, Conklin described the shattering gunfire that silenced the two aged Orientals. “It’s out of Hong Kong, David. The reference to Macao confirms it. It was your impostor’s base camp.”


  Again there was silence on the line, only Jason Bourne’s steady breathing audible. “You’re wrong, Alex,” he said at last, his voice pensive, floating. “It’s the Jackal—by way of Hong Kong and Macao, but it’s still the Jackal.”


  “David, now you’re not making sense. Carlos hasn’t anything to do with taipans or Hong Kong or messages from Macao. Those old men were Chinese, not French or Italian or German or whatever. This is out of Asia, not Europe.”


  “The old men, they’re the only ones he trusts,” continued David Webb, his voice still low and cold, the voice of Jason Bourne. “ The old men of Paris,’ that’s what they were called. They were his network, his couriers throughout Europe. Who suspects decrepit old men, whether they’re beggars or whether they’re just holding on to the last remnants of mobility? Who would think of interrogating them, much less putting them on a rack. And even then they’d stay silent. Their deals were made—are made—and they move with impunity. For Carlos.”


  For a moment, hearing the strange, hollow voice of his friend, the frightened Conklin stared at the dashboard, unsure of what to say. “David, I don’t understand you. I know you’re upset—we’re all upset—but please be clearer.”


  “What?… Oh, I’m sorry, Alex, I was going back. To put it simply, Carlos scoured Paris looking for old men who were either dying or knew they hadn’t long to live because of their age, all with police records and with little or nothing to show for their lives, their crimes. Most of us forget that these old men have loved ones and children, legitimate or not, that they care for. The Jackal would find them and swear to provide for the people his about-to-die couriers left behind if they swore the rest of their lives to him. In their places, with nothing to leave those who survive us but suspicion and poverty, which of us would do otherwise?”


  “They believed him?”


  “They had good reason to—they still have. Scores of bank checks are delivered monthly from multiple unlisted Swiss accounts to inheritors from the Mediterranean to the Baltic. There’s no way to trace those payments, but the people receiving them know who makes them possible and why.… Forget your buried file, Alex. Carlos dug around Hong Kong, that’s where his penetration was made, where he found you and Mo.”


  “Then we’ll do some penetrating ourselves. We’ll infiltrate every Oriental neighborhood, every Chinese bookie joint and restaurant, in every city within a fifty-mile radius of D.C.”


  “Don’t do anything until I get there. You don’t know what to look for, I do.… It’s kind of remarkable, really. The Jackal doesn’t know that there’s still a great deal I can’t remember, but he just assumed that I’d forgotten about the old men of Paris.”


  “Maybe he didn’t, David. Maybe he’s counting on the fact that you’d remember. Maybe this whole charade is a prelude to the real trap he’s setting for you.”


  “Then he made another mistake.”


  “Oh?”


  “I’m better than that. Jason Bourne’s better than that.”


  



  CHAPTER FOUR


  David Webb walked through the National Airport terminal and out the automatic doors onto the crowded platform. He studied the signs and proceeded across the walkway leading to the Short-Term Parking area. According to plan, he was to go to the farthest aisle on the right, turn left, and continue down the row of parked cars until he saw a metallic gray 1986 Pontiac LeMans with an ornamental crucifix suspended from the rear-view mirror. A man would be in the driver’s seat wearing a white cap, the window lowered. Webb was to approach him and say, “The flight was very smooth.” If the man removed his cap and started the engine, David was to climb in the backseat. Nothing more would be said.


  Nothing more was said, not between Webb and the driver. However, the latter reached under the dashboard, removed a microphone and spoke quietly but clearly. “Our cargo’s on board. Please commence rotating vehicle cover.”


  David thought that the exotic procedures bordered on the laughable, but since Alex Conklin had traced him to the Rockwell jet’s departure area at Logan Airport, and, further, had reached him on Director Peter Holland’s private override telephone, he assumed the two of them knew what they were doing. It crossed Webb’s mind that it had something to do with Mo Panov’s call to him nine hours ago. It was all but confirmed when Holland himself got on the phone insisting that he drive down to Hartford and take a commercial flight out of Bradley to Washington, adding enigmatically that he wanted no further telephone communication or private or government aircraft involved.


  This particular government-oriented car, however, wasted no time getting out of National Airport. It seemed as if in only minutes they were rushing through the countryside and, only minimally less rapidly, through the suburbs of Virginia. They swung up to the private gate of an expensive garden apartment complex, the sign reading VIENNA VILLAS, after the township in which it was located. The guard obviously recognized the driver and waved him through as the heavy bar across the entrance was raised. It was only then that the driver spoke directly to Webb.


  “This place has five separate sections over as many acres, sir. Four of them are legitimate condominiums with regular owners, but the fifth, the one farthest from the gate, is an Agency proprietary with its own road and security. You couldn’t be healthier, sir.”


  “I didn’t feel particularly sick.”


  “You won’t be. You’re DCI cargo and your health is very important to him.”


  “That’s nice to know, but how do you know?”


  “I’m part of the team, sir.”


  “In that case, what’s your name?”


  The driver was silent for a moment, and when he answered, David had the uneasy feeling that he was being propelled back in time, to a time he knew he was reentering. “We don’t have names, sir. You don’t and I don’t.”


  Medusa.


  “I understand,” said Webb.


  “Here we are.” The driver swung the car around a circular drive and stopped in front of a two-story Colonial structure that looked as though the fluted white pillars might have been made of Carrara marble. “Excuse me, sir, I just noticed. You don’t have any luggage.”


  “No, I don’t,” said David, opening the door.


  “How do you like my temporary digs?” asked Alex, waving his hand around the tastefully appointed apartment.


  “Too neat and too clean for a cantankerous old bachelor,” replied David. “And since when did you go in for floral curtains with pink and yellow daisies?”


  “Wait’ll you see the wallpaper in my bedroom. It’s got baby roses.”


  “I’m not sure I care to.”


  “Your room has hyacinths.… Of course, I wouldn’t know a hyacinth if it jumped up and choked me, but that’s what the maid said.”


  “The maid?”


  “Late forties and black and built like a sumo wrestler. She also carries two popguns under her skirt and, rumor has it, several straight razors.”


  “Some maid.”


  “Some high-powered patrol. She doesn’t let a bar of soap or a roll of toilet paper in here that doesn’t come from Langley. You know, she’s a pay-grade ten and some of these clowns leave her tips.”


  “Do they need any waiters?”


  “That’s good. Our scholar, Webb the waiter.”


  “Jason Bourne’s been one.”


  Conklin paused, then spoke seriously. “Let’s get to him,” he said, limping to an armchair. “By the way, you’ve had a rough day and it’s not even noon, so if you want a drink there’s a full bar behind those puce shutters next to the window.… Don’t look at me like that, our black Brunhilde said they were puce.”


  Webb laughed; it was a low, genuine laugh as he looked at his friend. “It doesn’t bother you a bit, does it, Alex?”


  “Hell, no, you know that. Have you ever hid any liquor from-me when I visited you and Marie?”


  “There was never any stress—”


  “Stress is irrelevant,” Conklin broke in. “I made a decision because there was only one other one to make. Have a drink, David. We have to talk and I want you calm. I look at your eyes and they tell me you’re on fire.”


  “You once told me that it’s always in the eyes,” said Webb, opening the purplish shutters and reaching for a bottle. “You can still see it, can’t you?”


  “I told you it was behind the eyes. Never accept the first level.… How are Marie and the children? I assume they got off all right.”


  “I went over the flight plan ad nauseam with the pilot and knew they were all right when he finally told me to get off his case or fly the run myself.” Webb poured a drink and walked back to the chair opposite the retired agent. “Where are we, Alex?” he asked, sitting down.


  “Right where we were last night. Nothing’s moved and nothing’s changed, except that Mo refuses to leave his patients. He was picked up this morning at his apartment, which is now as secure as Fort Knox, and driven to his office under guard. He’ll be brought here later this afternoon with four changes of vehicles, all made in underground parking lots.”


  “Then it’s open protection, no one’s hiding any longer?”


  “That’d be pointless. We sprung a trap at the Smithsonian and our men were very obvious.”


  “It’s why it might work, isn’t it? The unexpected? Backups behind a protection unit told to make mistakes.”


  “The unexpected works, David, not the dumb.” Conklin quickly shook his head. “I take that back. Bourne could turn the dumbs into smarts, but not an officially mounted surveillance detail. There are too many complications.”


  “I don’t understand.”


  “As good as those men are, they’re primarily concerned with guarding lives, maybe saving them; they also have to coordinate with each other and make reports. They’re career people, not one-shot, prepaid lowlife with an assassin’s knife at their throats if they screw up.”


  “That sounds so melodramatic,” said Webb softly, leaning back in the chair and drinking. “I guess I did operate like that, didn’t I?”


  “It was more image than reality, but it was real to the people you used.”


  “Then I’ll find those people again, use them again.” David shot forward, gripping his glass in both hands. “He’s forcing me out, Alex! The Jackal’s calling my cards and I have to show.”


  “Oh, shut up,” said Conklin irritably. “Now you’re the one who’s being melodramatic. You sound like a grade-Z Western. You show yourself, Marie’s a widow and the kids have no father. That’s reality, David.”


  “You’re wrong.” Webb shook his head, staring at his glass. “He’s coming after me, so I have to go after him; he’s trying to pull me out, so I have to pull him out first. It’s the only way it can happen, the only way we’ll get him out of our lives. In the final analysis it’s Carlos against Bourne. We’re back where we were thirteen years ago. ‘Alpha, Bravo, Cain, Delta … Cain is for Carlos and Delta is for Cain.’ ”


  “That was a crazy Paris code thirteen years ago!” interrupted Alex sharply. “Medusa’s Delta and his mighty challenge to the Jackal. But this isn’t Paris and it’s thirteen years later!”


  “And in five more years it’ll be eighteen; five years after that, twenty-three. What the hell do you want me to do? Live with the specter of that son of a bitch over my family, frightened every time my wife or my children leave the house, living in fear for the rest of my life?… No, you shut up, field man! You know better than that. The analysts can come up with a dozen strategies and we’ll use bits and pieces of maybe six and be grateful, but when it gets down to the mud, it’s between the Jackal and me.… And I’ve got the advantage. I’ve got you on my side.”


  Conklin swallowed while blinking. “That’s very flattering, David, maybe too flattering. I’m better in my own element, a couple of thousand miles away from Washington. It was always a little stifling for me here.”


  “It wasn’t when you saw me off on that plane to Hong Kong five years ago. You’d put together half the equation by then.”


  “That was easier. It was a down-and-dirty D.C. operation that had the smell of rotten halibut, so rotten it offended my nostrils. This is different; this is Carlos.”


  “That’s my point, Alex. It is Carlos, not a voice over the telephone neither of us knew. We’re dealing with a known quantity, someone predictable—”


  “Predictable?” broke in Conklin, frowning. “That’s also crazy. In what way?”


  “He’s the hunter. He’ll follow a scent.”


  “He’ll examine it first with a very experienced nose, then check the spoors under a microscope.”


  “Then we’ll have to be authentic, won’t we?”


  “I prefer foolproof. What did you have in mind?”


  “In the gospel according to Saint Alex, it’s written that in order to bait a trap one has to use a large part of the truth, even a dangerous amount.”


  “That chapter and verse referred to a target’s microscope. I think I just mentioned it. What’s the relevance here?”


  “Medusa,” said Webb quietly. “I want to use Medusa.”


  “Now you’re out of your mind,” responded Conklin, no louder than David, “That name is as off-limits as you are—let’s be honest, a hell of a lot more so.”


  “There were rumors, Alex, stories all over Southeast Asia that floated up the China Sea to Kowloon and Hong Kong, where most of those bastards ran with their money. Medusa wasn’t exactly the secret evil you seem to think it was.”


  “Rumors, yes, and stories, of course,” interrupted the retired intelligence officer. “Which of those animals didn’t put a gun or a knife to the heads of a dozen or two dozen or two hundred marks during their so-called ‘tours’? Ninety percent were killers and thieves, the original death squads. Peter Holland said that when he was a SEAL in the northern operations he never met a member of that outfit he didn’t want to waste.”


  “And without them, instead of fifty-eight thousand casualties, there could well have been sixty-plus. Give the animals their due, Alex. They knew every inch of the territories, every square foot of jungle in the triangle. They—we—sent back more functional intelligence than all the units sent out by Saigon put together.”


  “My point, David, is that there can never be any connection between Medusa and the United States government. Our involvement was never logged, much less acknowledged; the name itself was concealed as much as possible. There’s no statute of limitations on war crimes, and Medusa was officially determined to be a private organization, a collection of violent misfits who wanted the corrupt Southeast Asia back the way they knew it and used it. If it was ever established that Washington was behind Medusa, the reputation of some very important people in the White House and the State Department would be ruined. They’re global power brokers now, but twenty years ago they were hotheaded junior staffers in Command Saigon.… We can live with questionable tactics in time of war, but not with being accomplices in the slaughter of noncombatants and the diversion of funds totaling millions, both unknowingly paid for by the taxpayers. It’s like those still-sealed archives that detail how so many of our fat-cat financiers bankrolled the Nazis. Some things we never want out of their black holes, and Medusa’s one of them.”


  Webb again leaned back in the chair—now, however, taut, his eyes steady on his old friend, who was once briefly his deadly enemy. “If what memory I have left serves me, Bourne was identified as having come out of Medusa.”


  “It was an entirely believable explanation and a perfect cover,” agreed Conklin, returning David’s gaze. “We went back to Tarn Quan and ‘discovered’ that Bourne was a paranoid Tasmanian adventurer who disappeared in the jungles of North Vietnam. Nowhere in that very creative dossier was there the slightest clue of a Washington connection.”


  “But that’s all a lie, isn’t it, Alex? There was and is a Washington connection, and the Jackal knows it now. He knew it when he found you and Mo Panov in Hong Kong—found your names in the ruins of that sterile house on Victoria Peak where Jason Bourne was supposedly blown away. He confirmed it last night when his messengers approached you at the Smithsonian and—your words—‘our men were very obvious.’ He knew finally that everything he’s believed for thirteen years is true. The member of Medusa who was called Delta was Jason Bourne, and Jason Bourne was a creation of American intelligence—and he’s still alive. Alive and in hiding and protected by his government.”


  Conklin slammed his fist on the arm of his chair. “How did he find us, find me? Everything, everything, was under a black drape. McAllister and I made sure of it!”


  “I can think of several ways, but that’s a question we can postpone, we haven’t time for it now. We have to move now on what we know Carlos knows.… Medusa, Alex.”


  “What? Move how?”


  “If Bourne was plucked from Medusa, it has to follow that our covert operations were working with it—with them. Otherwise, how could the Bourne switch be created? What the Jackal doesn’t know or hasn’t put together yet is how far this government—especially certain people in this government—will go to keep Medusa in its black hole. As you pointed out, some very important men in the White House and the State Department could get burned, a lot of nasty labels branded on the foreheads of global power brokers, I think you called them.”


  “And suddenly we’ve got a few Waldheims of our own.” Conklin nodded, frowning and looking down, his thoughts obviously racing.


  “Nuy Dap Ranh,” said Webb, barely above a whisper. At the sound of the Oriental words, Alex’s eyes snapped back up at David. “That’s the key, isn’t it?” continued Webb. “Nuy Dap Ranh—Snake Lady.”


  “You remembered.”


  “Just this morning,” replied Jason Bourne, his eyes cold. “When Marie and the kids were airborne, the plane disappeared into the mists over Boston harbor and suddenly I was there. In another plane, in another time, the words crackling out of a radio through the static. ‘Snake Lady, Snake Lady, abort.… Snake Lady, do you read me? Abort!’ I responded by turning the damn thing off and looked around at the men in the cabin, which seemed ready to break apart in the turbulence. I studied each man, wondering, I guess, whether this one or that one would come out alive, whether I’d come out alive, and if we didn’t, how we would die.… Then I saw two of the men rolling up their sleeves, comparing those small ugly tattoos on their forearms, those lousy little emblems that obsessed them—”


  “Nuy Dap Ranh,” said Conklin flatly. “A woman’s face with snakes for strands of hair. Snake Lady. You refused to have one done on you—”


  “I never considered it a mark of distinction,” interrupted Webb-Bourne, blinking. “Somewhat the reverse, in fact.”


  “Initially it was meant for identification, not a standard or a banner of any distinction one way or the other. An intricate tattoo on the underside of the forearm, the design and the colors produced by only one artist in Saigon. No one else could duplicate it.”


  “That old man made a lot of money during those years; he was special.”


  “Every officer in Command Headquarters who was connected to Medusa had one. They were like manic kids who’d found secret code rings in cereal boxes.”


  “They weren’t kids, Alex. Manic, you can bet your ass on it, but not kids. They were infected with a rotten virus called unaccountability, and more than a few millionaires were made in the ubiquitous Command Saigon. The real kids were being maimed and killed in the jungles while a lot of pressed khaki in the South had personal couriers routed through Switzerland and the banks on Zurich’s Bahnhofstrasse.”


  “Careful, David. You could be speaking of some very important people in our government.”


  “Who are they?” asked Webb quietly, his glass poised in front of him.


  “The ones I knew who were up to their necks in garbage I made damn sure faded after Saigon fell. But I was out of the field a couple of years before then, and nobody talks very much about those months and nothing at all about Snake Lady.”


  “Still, you’ve got to have some ideas.”


  “Sure, but nothing concrete, nothing even close to proof. Just possibilities based on life-styles, on real estate they shouldn’t have or places they go they shouldn’t be able to afford or the positions some hold or held in corporations justifying salaries and stock options when nothing in their backgrounds justified the jobs.”


  “You’re describing a network,” said David, his voice now tight, the voice of Jason Bourne.


  “If it is, it’s very tight,” agreed Conklin. “Very exclusive.”


  “Draw up a list, Alex.”


  “It’d be filled with holes.”


  “Then keep it at first to those important people in our government who were attached to Command Saigon. Maybe even further to the ones who have real estate they shouldn’t have or who held high-paying jobs in the private sector they shouldn’t have gotten.”


  “I repeat, any such list could be worthless.”


  “Not with your instincts.”


  “David, what the hell has any of this to do with Carlos?”


  “Part of the truth, Alex. A dangerous part, I grant you, but foolproof and irresistible to the Jackal.”


  Stunned, the former field officer stared at his friend. “In what way?”


  “That’s where your creative thinking comes in. Say you come up with fifteen or twenty names, you’re bound to hit three or four targets we can confirm one way or another. Once we ascertain who they are, we apply pressure, squeezing them in different ways, delivering the same basic message: A former Medusan has gone over the edge, a man who’s been in protective custody for years is about to blow the head off Snake Lady and he’s got the ammunition—names, crimes, the locations of secret Swiss accounts, the whole Caesar salad. Then—and this’ll test the talents of the old Saint Alex we all knew and revered—word is passed on that there’s someone who wants this dangerous, disgruntled turncoat more than they do.”


  “Ilich Ramirez Sanchez,” supplied Conklin softly. “Carlos the Jackal. And what follows is equally impossible: Somehow—only God knows how—word gets out calling for a meeting between the two interested parties. That is to say, interested in a joint assassination, the parties of the first part unable to participate actively, due to the sensitive nature of their high official positions, is that about it?”


  “Just about, except that these same powerful men in Washington can gain access to the identity and the whereabouts of this much desired corpse-to-be.”


  “Naturally,” agreed Alex, nodding in disbelief. “They simply wave a wand and all the restrictions applicable to maximum-classified files are lifted and they’re given the information.”


  “Exactly,” said David firmly. “Because whoever meets with Carlos’s emissaries has to be so high up, so authentic, that the Jackal has no choice but to accept him or them. He can’t have any doubts, all thoughts of a trap gone with their coming forward.”


  “Would you also like me to make baby roses bloom during a January blizzard in Montana?”


  “Close to it. Everything’s got to happen within the next day or two while Carlos is still stinging from what happened at the Smithsonian.”


  “Impossible!… Oh, hell, I’ll try. I’ll set up shop here and have Langley send me what I need. Four Zero security, of course.… I hate like hell to lose whoever it is at the Mayflower.”


  “We may not,” said Webb. “Whoever it is won’t fold so fast. It’s not like the Jackal to leave an obvious hole like that.”


  “The Jackal? You think it’s Carlos himself?”


  “Not him, of course, but someone on his payroll, someone so unlikely he could carry a sign around his neck with the Jackal’s name on it and we wouldn’t believe him.”


  “Chinese?”


  “Maybe. He might play that out and then he might not. He’s geometric; whatever he does is logical, even his logic seems illogical.”


  “I hear a man from the past, a man who never was.”


  “Oh, he was, Alex. He was indeed. And now he’s back.”


  Conklin looked toward the door of the apartment, David’s words suddenly provoking another thought. “Where’s your suitcase?” he asked. “You brought some clothes, didn’t you?”


  “No clothes, and these will be dropped in a Washington sewer once I have others. But first I have to see another old friend of mine, another genius who lives in the wrong section of town.”


  “Let me guess,” said the retired agent. “An elderly black man with the improbable name of Cactus, a genius where false papers such as passports and driver’s licenses and credit cards are concerned.”


  “That’s about it. Him.”


  “The Agency could do it all.”


  “Not as well and too bureaucratically. I want nothing traceable, even with Four Zero security. This is solo.”


  “Okay. Then what?”


  “You get to work, field man. By tomorrow morning I want a lot of people in this town shaken up.”


  “Tomorrow morning …? That is impossible!”


  “Not for you. Not for Saint Alex, the prince of dark operations?”


  “Say whatever the hell you like, I’m not even in training.”


  “It comes back quickly, like sex and riding a bicycle.”


  “What about you? What are you going to do?”


  “After I consult with Cactus, I’ll get a room at the Mayflower hotel,” answered Jason Bourne.


  Culver Parnell, hotel magnate from Atlanta whose twenty-year reign in the hostelry business had led to his appointment as chief of protocol for the White House, angrily hung up his office phone as he scribbled a sixth obscenity on a legal pad. With the election and now the turnover of White House personnel, he had replaced the previous administration’s well-born female who knew nothing about the political ramifications of 1600’s invitation list. Then, to his profound irritation, he found himself at war with his own first assistant, another middle-aged female, also from one of the ass-elegant Eastern colleges, and, to make it worse, a popular Washington socialite who contributed her salary to some la-di-da dance company whose members pranced around in their underwear when they wore any.


  “Hog damn!” fumed Culver, running his hand through his fringed gray hair; he picked up the telephone and poked four digits on his console. “Gimme the Redhead, you sweet thing,” he intoned, exaggerating his already pronounced Georgia accent.


  “Yes, sir,” said the flattered secretary. “He’s on another line but I’ll interrupt. Just hold on a sec, Mr. Parnell.”


  “You’re the loveliest of the peaches, lovely child.”


  “Oh, golly, thank you! Now just hold on.”


  It never failed, mused Culver. A little soft oil from the magnolia worked a hell of a lot better than the bark of a gnarled oak. That bitch of a first assistant of his might take a lesson from her Southern superiors; she talked like some Yankee dentist had bonded her fucking teeth together with permanent cement.


  “That you, Cull?” came the voice of Redhead over the line, intruding on Parnell’s thoughts as he wrote a seventh obscenity on the legal pad.


  “You’re momma-letchin’ right, boy, and we got a problem! The fricassee bitch is doin’ it again. I got our Wall Streeters inked in for a table at the reception on the twenty-fifth, the one for the new French ambassador and she says we gotta bump ’em for some core-dee-ballet fruitcakes—she says she and the First Lady feel mighty strong about it. Shee-it! Those money boys gotta lot of French interests goin’ for them, and this White House bash could put ’em on top. Every frog on the Bourse will think they got the ears of the whole town here!”


  “Forget it, Cull,” broke in the anxious Redhead. “We may have a bigger problem, and I don’t know what it means.”


  “What’s that?”


  “When we were back in Saigon, did you ever hear of something or someone called Snake Lady?”


  “I heard a hell of a lot about snake eyes,” chuckled Parnell, “but no Snake Lady. Why?”


  “The fellow I was just talking to—he’s going to call back in five minutes—sounded as though he was threatening me. I mean actually threatening me, Cull! He mentioned Saigon and implied that something terrible happened back then and repeated the name Snake Lady several times as if I should have run for cover.”


  “You leave that son of a bitch to me!” roared Parnell, interrupting. “I know exactly what that bastard’s talking about! This is that snotty bitch first assistant of mine—that’s the fuckin’ Snake Lady! You give that slug worm my number and tell him I know all about his horseshit!”


  “Will you please tell me, Cull?”


  “What the hell, you were there, Redhead.… So we had a few games going, even a few mini casinos, and some clowns lost a couple of shirts, but there was nothin’ soldiers haven’t done since they threw craps for Christ’s clothes!… We just put it on a higher plane and maybe tossed in a few broads who’d have been walkin’ the streets anyway.… No, Redhead, that elegant-ass, so-called assistant thinks she’s got somethin’ on me—that’s why she’s goin’ through you, ’cause everybody knows we’re buddies.… You tell that slime to call me and I’ll settle his grits along with that bitch’s twat! Oh, boy, she made a wrong move! My Wall Streeters are in and her pansies are out!”


  “Okay, Cull, I’ll simply refer him to you,” said the Redhead, otherwise known as the vice president of the United States, as he hung up the phone.


  It rang four minutes later and the words were spat out at Parnell. “Snake Lady, Culver, and we’re all in trouble!”


  “No, you listen to me, Divot Head, and I’ll tell you who’s in trouble! She’s no lady, she’s a bitch! One of her thirty or forty eunuch husbands may have thrown a few snake eyes in Saigon and lost some of her well-advertised come-and-take-me cash, but nobody gave a shit then and nobody gives a shit now. Especially a marine colonel who liked a sharp game of poker every once in a while, and that man is sitting in the Oval Office at this moment. And furthermore, you ball-less scrotum, when he learns that she’s trying to further defame the brave boys who wanted only a little relaxation while fighting a thankless war—”


  In Vienna, Virginia, Alexander Conklin replaced the phone. Misfire One and Misfire Two … and he had never heard of Culver Parnell.


  The chairman of the Federal Trade Commission, Albert Armbruster, swore out loud as he turned off the shower at the sound of his wife’s shrieking voice in the steam-filled bathroom. “What the hell is it, Mamie? I can’t take a shower without you yammering?”


  “It could be the White House, Al! You know how they talk, so low and quiet and always saying it’s urgent.”


  “Shit!” yelled the chairman, opening the glass door and walking naked to the phone on the wall. “This is Armbruster. What is it?”


  “There’s a crisis that requires your immediate attention.”


  “Is this 1600?”


  “No, and we hope it never goes up there.”


  “Then who the hell are you?”


  “Someone as concerned as you’re going to be. After all these years—oh, Christ!”


  “Concerned about what? What are you talking about?”


  “Snake Lady, Mr. Chairman.”


  “Oh, my God!” Armbruster’s hushed voice was a sudden involuntary cry of panic. Instantly, he controlled himself but it was too late. Mark One. “I have no idea what you’re talking about.… What’s a snake whatever-it-is? Never heard of it.”


  “Well, hear it now, Mr. Medusa. Somebody’s got it all, everything. Dates, diversions of matériel, banks in Geneva and Zurich—even the names of a half-dozen couriers routed out of Saigon—and worse.… Jesus, the worst! Other names—MIAs established as never having been in combat … eight investigating personnel from the inspector general’s office. Everything.”


  “You’re not making sense! You’re talking gibberish!”


  “And you’re on the list, Mr. Chairman. That man must have spent fifteen years putting it together, and now he wants payment for all those years of work or he blows it open—everything, everyone.”


  “Who? Who is he, for Christ’s sake?”


  “We’re centering in. All we know is that he’s been in the protection program for over a decade, and no one gets rich in those circumstances. He must have been cut out of the action in Saigon and now he’s making up for lost time. Stay tight. We’ll be back in touch.” There was a click and the line went dead.


  Despite the steam and the heat of the bathroom, the naked Albert Armbruster, chairman of the Federal Trade Commission, shivered as the sweat rolled down his face. He hung up the phone, his eyes straying to the small, ugly tattoo on the underside of his forearm.


  Over in Vienna, Virginia, Alex Conklin looked at the telephone.


  Mark One.


  General Norman Swayne, chief of Pentagon procurements, stepped back from the tee satisfied with his long straight drive down the fairway. The ball would roll to an optimum position for a decent five-iron approach shot to the seventeenth green. “That ought to do it,” he said, turning to address his golfing partner.


  “Certainly ought to, Norm,” replied the youngish senior vice president of Calco Technologies. “You’re taking my butt for a ride this afternoon. I’m going to end up owing you close to three hundred clams. At twenty a hole, I’ve only gotten four so far.”


  “It’s your hook, young fella. You ought to work on it.”


  “That’s certainly the truth, Norm,” agreed the Calco executive in charge of marketing as he approached the tee. Suddenly, there was the high grating sound of a golf cart’s horn as a three-wheeled vehicle appeared over the incline from the sixteenth fairway going as fast as it could go. “That’s your driver, General,” said the armaments marketer, immediately wishing he had not used his partner’s formal title.


  “So it is. That’s odd; he never interrupts my golf game.” Swayne walked toward the rapidly approaching cart, meeting it thirty feet away from the tee. “What is it?” he asked a large, middle-aged beribboned master sergeant who had been his driver for over fifteen years.


  “My guess is that it’s rotten,” answered the noncommissioned officer gruffly while he gripped the wheel.


  “That’s pretty blunt—”


  “So was the son of a bitch who called. I had to take it inside, on a pay phone. I told him I wouldn’t break into your game, and he said I goddamned well better if I knew what was good for me. Naturally, I asked him who he was and what rank and all the rest of the bullshit but he cut me off, more scared than anything else. ‘Just tell the general I’m calling about Saigon and some reptiles crawling around the city damn near twenty years ago.’ Those were his exact words—”


  “Jesus Christ!” cried Swayne, interrupting. “Snake …?”


  “He said he’d call back in a half hour—that’s eighteen minutes now. Get in, Norman. I’m part of this, remember?”


  Bewildered and frightened, the general mumbled. “I … I have to make excuses. I can’t just walk away, drive away.”


  “Make it quick. And, Norman, you’ve got on a short-sleeved shirt, you goddamned idiot! Bend your arm.”


  Swayne, his eyes wide, stared at the small tattoo on his flesh, instantly crooking his arm to his chest in British brigadier fashion as he walked unsteadily back to the tee, summoning a casualness he could not feel. “Damn, young fella, the army calls.”


  “Well, damn also, Norm, but I’ve got to pay you. I insist!”


  The general, half in a daze, accepted the debt from his partner, not counting the bills, not realizing that it was several hundred dollars more than he was owed. Proffering confused thanks, Swayne walked swiftly back to the golf cart and climbed in beside his master sergeant.


  “So much for my hook, soldier boy,” said the armaments executive to himself, addressing the tee and swinging his club, sending the little pocked white ball straight down the fairway far beyond the general’s and with a much better lie. “Four hundred million’s worth, you brass-plated bastard.”


  Mark Two.


  “What in heaven’s name are you talking about?” asked the senator, laughing as he spoke into the phone. “Or should I say, what’s Al Armbruster trying to pull? He doesn’t need my support on the new bill and he wouldn’t get it if he did. He was a jackass in Saigon and he’s a jackass now, but he’s got the majority vote.”


  “We’re not talking about votes, Senator. We’re talking about Snake Lady!”


  “The only snakes I knew in Saigon were jerks like Alby who crawled around the city pretending to know all the answers when there weren’t any.… Who the hell are you anyway?”


  In Vienna, Virginia, Alex Conklin replaced the telephone.


  Misfire Three.


  



  



  Phillip Atkinson, ambassador to the Court of St. James’s, picked up his phone in London, assuming that the unnamed caller, code “courier D.C.,” was bearing an exceptionally confidential instruction from the State Department and automatically, as was the order, Atkinson snapped the switch on his rarely used scrambler. It would create an eruption of static on British intelligence’s intercepts and later he would smile benignly at good friends in the Connaught bar who asked him if there was anything new out of Washington, knowing that this one or that one had “relatives” in MI-Five.


  “Yes, Courier District?”


  “Mr. Ambassador, I assume we can’t be picked up,” said the low, strained voice from Washington.


  “Your assumption’s correct unless they’ve come up with a new type of Enigma, which is unlikely.”


  “Good.… I want to take you back to Saigon, to a certain operation no one talks about—”


  “Who is this?” broke in Atkinson, bolting forward in his chair.


  “The men in that outfit never used names, Mr. Ambassador, and we didn’t exactly advertise our commitments, did we?”


  “Goddamn you, who are you? I know you?”


  “No way, Phil, although I’m surprised you don’t recognize my voice.”


  Atkinson’s eyes widened as they roamed rapidly about his office, seeing nothing, only trying to remember, trying desperately to put a voice with a face. “Is that you, Jack—believe me, we’re on a scrambler!”


  “Close, Phil—”


  “The Sixth Fleet, Jack. A simple reverse Morse. Then bigger things, much bigger. It’s you, isn’t it?”


  “Let’s say it’s a possible, but it’s also irrelevant. The point is we’re in heavy weather, very heavy—”


  “It is you!”


  “Shut up. Just listen. A bastard frigate got loose from its moorings and is crashing around, hitting too many shoals.”


  “Jack, I was ground, not sea. I can’t understand you.”


  “Some swab-jockey must have been cut out of the action back in Saigon, and from what I’ve learned he was put in protection for something or other and now he’s got it all put together. He’s got it all, Phil. Everything.”


  “Holy Christ!”


  “He’s ready to launch—”


  “Stop him!”


  “That’s the problem. We’re not sure who he is. The whole thing’s being kept very close over in Langley.”


  “Good God, man, in your position you can give them the order to back off! Say it’s a DOD dead file that was never completed—that it was designed to spread disinformation! It’s all false!”


  “That could be walking into a salvo—”


  “Have you called Jimmy T over in Brussels?” interrupted the ambassador. “He’s tight with the top max at Langley.”


  “At the moment I don’t want anything to go any further. Not until I do some missionary work.”


  “Whatever you say, Jack. You’re running the show.”


  “Keep your halyards taut, Phil.”


  “If that means keep my mouth shut, don’t you worry about it!” said Atkinson, crooking his elbow, wondering who in London could remove an ugly tattoo on his forearm.


  Across the Atlantic in Vienna, Virginia, Alex Conklin hung up the telephone and leaned back in his chair a frightened man. He had been following his instincts as he had done in the field for over twenty years, words leading to other words, phrases to phrases, innuendos snatched out of the air to support suppositions, even conclusions. It was a chess game of instant invention and he knew he was a skilled professional—sometimes too skilled. There were things that should remain in their black holes, undetected cancers buried in history, and what he had just learned might well fit that category.


  Marks Three, Four and Five.


  Phillip Atkinson, ambassador to Great Britain. James Teagarten, supreme commander of NATO. Jonathan “Jack” Burton, former admiral of the Sixth Fleet, currently chairman of the Joint Chiefs of Staff.


  Snake Lady. Medusa.


  A network.


  CHAPTER FIVE


  It was as if nothing had changed, thought Jason Bourne, knowing that his other self, the self called David Webb, was receding. The taxi had brought him out to the once elegant, now run-down neighborhood in northeast Washington, and, as happened five years ago, the driver refused to wait. He walked up the overgrown flagstone path to the old house, thinking as he did the first time that it was too old and too fragile and too much in need of repair; he rang the bell, wondering if Cactus was even alive. He was; the thin old black man with the gentle face and warm eyes stood in the doorframe exactly as he had stood five years before, squinting beneath a green eyeshade. Even Cactus’s first words were a minor variation of those he had used five years ago.


  “You got hubcaps on your car, Jason?”


  “No car and no cab; it wouldn’t stay.”


  “Musta heard all those scurrilous rumors circulated by the fascist press. Me, I got howitzers in the windows just to impress this neighborly turf of my friendly persuasion. Come on in, I think of you a lot. Why didn’t you phone this old boy?”


  “Your number’s not listed, Cactus.”


  “Musta been an oversight.” Bourne walked into the hallway as the old man closed the door. “You got a few streaks of gray in your hair, Br’er Rabbit,” added Cactus, studying his friend. “Other than that you ain’t changed much. Maybe a line or six in your face, but it adds character.”


  “I’ve also got a wife and two kids, Uncle Remus. A boy and a girl.”


  “I know that. Mo Panov keeps me up on things even though he can’t tell me where you are—which I don’t care to know, Jason.”


  Bourne blinked while slowly shaking his head. “I still forget things, Cactus. I’m sorry. I forgot you and Mo are friends.”


  “Oh, the good doctor calls me at least once a month and says, ‘Cactus, you rascal, put on your Pierre Cardin suit and your Gucci shoes and let’s have lunch.’ So I say to him, ‘Where’s this old nigger gonna get such threads?’ and he says to me, ‘You probably own a shopping center in the best part of town.’…Now that’s an exaggeration, s’ help me. I do have bits and pieces of decent white real estate but I never go near them.”


  As both men laughed, Jason stared at the dark face and warm black eyes in front of him. “Something else I just remembered. Thirteen years ago in that hospital in Virginia…you came to see me. Outside of Marie and those government bastards you were the only one.”


  “Panov understood, Br’er Rabbit. When in my very unofficial status I worked on you for Europe, I told Morris that you don’t study a man’s face in a lens without learning things about that face, that man. I wanted you to talk about the things I found missing in that lens and Morris thought it might not be a bad idea.… And now that confessional hour is over, I gotta say that it’s really good to see you, Jason, but to tell you the truth I’m not happy to see you, if you catch my meaning.”


  “I need your help, Cactus.”


  “That’s the root of my unhappiness. You’ve been through enough and you wouldn’t be here unless you were itching for more, and in my professional, lens-peering opinion, that ain’t healthy for the face I’m lookin’ at.”


  “You’ve got to help me.”


  “Then you’d better have a damn good reason that passes muster for the good doctor. ’Cause I ain’t gonna mess around with anything that could mess you up further.… I met your lovely lady with the dark red hair a few times in the hospital—she’s somethin’ special, Br’er, and your kids have got to be outstanding, so you see I can’t mess around with anything that might hurt them. Forgive me, but you’re all like kinfolk from a distance, from a time we don’t talk about, but it’s on my mind.”


  “They’re why I need your help.”


  “Be clearer, Jason.”


  “The Jackal’s closing in. He found us in Hong Kong and he’s zeroing in on me and my family, on my wife and my children. Please, help me.”


  The old man’s eyes grew wide under the green shade, a moral fury in his expanded pupils. “Does the good doctor know about this?”


  “He’s part of it. He may not approve of what I’m doing, but if he’s honest with himself, he knows that the bottom line is the Jackal and me. Help me, Cactus.”


  The aged black studied his pleading client in the hallway, in the afternoon shadows. “You in good shape, Br’er Rabbit?” he asked. “You still got juices?”


  “I run six miles every morning and I press weights at least twice a week in the university gym—”


  “I didn’t hear that. I don’t want to know anything about colleges or universities.”


  “Then you didn’t hear it.”


  “’Course I didn’t. You look in pretty fair condition, I’ll say that.”


  “It’s deliberate, Cactus,” said Jason quietly. “Sometimes it’s just a telephone suddenly ringing, or Marie’s late or out with the kids and I can’t reach her…or someone I don’t know stops me in the street to ask directions, and it comes back—he comes back. The Jackal. As long as there’s a possibility that he’s alive, I have to be ready for him because he won’t stop looking for me. The awful irony is that his hunt is based on a supposition that may not be true. He thinks I can identify him, but I’m not sure I could. Nothing’s really in focus yet.”


  “Have you considered sending that message to him?”


  “With his assets maybe I’ll take an ad out in the Wall Street Journal. ‘Dear Old Buddy Carlos: Boy, have I got news for you.’”


  “Don’t chortle, Jason, it’s not inconceivable. Your friend Alex could find a way. His gimp doesn’t affect that head of his. I believe the fancy word is serpentine.”


  “Which is why if he hasn’t tried it there’s a reason.”


  “I guess I can’t argue with that.… So let’s go to work, Br’er Rabbit. What did you have in mind?” Cactus led the way through a wide archway toward a door at the rear of a worn-out living room replete with ancient furniture and yellowed antimacassars. “My studio isn’t as elegant as it was but all the equipment’s there. You see, I’m sort of semiretired. My financial planners worked out a hell of a retirement program with great tax advantages, so the pressure’s not so great.”


  “You’re only incredible,” said Bourne.


  “I imagine some people might say that, the ones not doin’ time. What did you have in mind?”


  “Pretty much myself. Not Europe or Hong Kong, of course. Just papers, actually.”


  “So the Chameleon retreats to another disguise. Himself.”


  Jason stopped as they approached the door. “That was something else I forgot. They used to call me that, didn’t they?”


  “Chameleon?…They sure did and not without cause, as they say. Six people could come face-to-face with our boy Bourne and there’d be six different descriptions. Without a jar of makeup, incidentally.”


  “It’s all coming back, Cactus.”


  “I wish to almighty God that it didn’t have to, but if it does, you make damn sure it’s all back.… Come on into the magic room.”


  Three hours and twenty minutes later the magic was completed. David Webb, Oriental scholar and for three years Jason Bourne, assassin, had two additional aliases with passports, driver’s licenses and voter registration cards to confirm the identities. And since no cabs would travel out to Cactus’s “turf,” an unemployed neighbor wearing several heavy gold chains around his neck and wrists drove Cactus’s client into the heart of Washington in his new Cadillac Allanté.


  Jason found a pay phone in Garfinkel’s department store and called Alex in Virginia, giving him both aliases and selecting one for the Mayflower hotel. Conklin would officially secure a room through the management in the event that summer reservations were tight. Further, Langley would activate a Four Zero imperative and do its best to furnish Bourne with the material he needed, delivering it to his room as soon as possible. The estimate was a minimum of an additional three hours, no guarantees as to the time or authenticity. Regardless, thought Jason, as Alex reconfirmed the information on a second direct line to the CIA, he needed at least two of those three hours before going to the hotel. He had a small wardrobe to put together; the Chameleon was reverting to type.


  “Steve DeSole tells me he’ll start spinning the disks, cross-checking ours with the army data banks and naval intelligence,” said Conklin, returning to the line. “Peter Holland can make it happen; he’s the president’s crony.”


  “Crony? That’s an odd word coming from you.”


  “Like in crony appointment.”


  “Oh?…Thanks, Alex. How about you? Any progress?”


  Conklin paused, and when he answered his quiet voice conveyed his fear; it was controlled but the fear was there. “Let’s put it this way.… I’m not equipped for what I’ve learned. I’ve been away too long. I’m afraid, Jason—sorry…David.”


  “You’re right the first time. Have you discussed—”


  “Nothing by name,” broke in the retired intelligence officer quickly, firmly.


  “I see.”


  “You couldn’t,” contradicted Alex. “I couldn’t. I’ll be in touch.” With these cryptic words Conklin abruptly hung up.


  Slowly Bourne did the same, frowning in concern. Alex was the one now sounding melodramatic, and it was not like him to think that way or act that way. Control was his byword, understatement his persona. Whatever he had learned profoundly disturbed him…so much so as to make it seem to Bourne that he no longer trusted the procedures he himself had set up, or even the people he was working with. Otherwise he would have been clearer, more forthcoming; instead, for reasons Jason could not fathom, Alexander Conklin did not want to talk about Medusa or whatever he had learned in peeling away twenty years of deceit.… Was it possible?


  No time! No use, not now, considered Bourne, looking around the huge department store. Alex was not only as good as his word, he lived by it, as long as one was not an enemy. Ruefully, suppressing a short throated laugh, Jason remembered Paris thirteen years ago. He knew that side of Alex, too. But for the cover of gravestones in a cemetery on the outskirts of Rambouillet, his closest friend would have killed him. That was then, not now. Conklin said he’d “be in touch.” He would. Until then the Chameleon had to build several covers. From the inside to the outside, from underwear to outerwear and everything in between. No chance of a laundry or a cleaning mark coming to light, no microscopic chemical evidence of a regionally distributed detergent or fluid—nothing. He had given too much. If he had to kill for David’s family…oh, my God! For my family!…he refused to live with the consequences of that killing or those killings. Where he was going there were no rules; the innocent might well die in the cross fire. So be it. David Webb would violently object, but Jason Bourne didn’t give a goddamn. He’d been there before; he knew the statistics, Webb knew nothing.


  Marie, I’ll stop him! I promise you I’ll rip him out of your lives. I’ll take the Jackal and leave a dead man. He’ll never be able to touch you again—you’ll be free.


  Oh, Christ, who am I? Mo, help me!…No, Mo, don’t! I am what I have to be. I am cold and I’m getting colder. Soon I’ll be ice…clear, transparent ice, ice so cold and pure it can move anywhere without being seen. Can’t you understand, Mo—you, too, Marie—I have to! David has to go. I can’t have him around any longer.


  Forgive me, Marie, and you forgive me, Doctor, but I’m thinking the truth. A truth that has to be faced right now. I’m not a fool, nor do I fool myself. You both want me to let Jason Bourne get out of my life, release him to some infinity, but the reverse is what I have to do now. David has to leave, at least for a while.


  Don’t bother me with such considerations! I have work to do.


  Where the hell is the men’s department? When he was finished making his purchases, all paid for in cash with as many different clerks as possible, he would find a men’s room where he would replace every stitch of clothing on his body. After that he would walk the streets of Washington until he found a hidden sewer grate. The Chameleon, too, was back.


  It was 7:35 in the evening when Bourne put down the single-edged razor blade. He had removed all the labels from the assortment of new clothes, hanging up each item in the closet when he had finished except for the shirts; these he steamed in the bathroom to remove the odor of newness. He crossed to the table, where room service had placed a bottle of Scotch whisky, club soda and a bucket of ice. As he passed the desk with the telephone he stopped; he wanted so terribly to call Marie on the island but knew he could not, not from the hotel room. That she and the children had arrived safely was all that mattered and they had; he had reached John St. Jacques from another pay phone in Garfinkel’s.


  “Hey, Davey, they’re bushed! They had to hang around the big island for damn near four hours until the weather cleared. I’ll wake Sis if you want me to, but after she fed Alison she just crashed.”


  “Never mind, I’ll call later. Tell her I’m fine and take care of them, Johnny.”


  “Will do, fella. Now you tell me. Are you okay?”


  “I said I’m fine.”


  “Sure, you can say it and she can say it, but Marie’s not just my only sister, she’s my favorite sister, and I know when that lady’s shook up.”


  “That’s why you’re going to take care of her.”


  “I’m also going to have a talk with her.”


  “Go easy, Johnny.”


  For a few moments he had been David Webb again, mused Jason, pouring himself a drink. He did not like it; it felt wrong. An hour later, however, Jason Bourne was back. He had spoken to the clerk at the Mayflower about his reservation; the night manager had been summoned.


  “Ah, yes, Mr. Simon,” the man had greeted him enthusiastically. “We understand you’re here to argue against those terrible tax restrictions on business travel and entertainment. Godspeed, as they say. These politicians will ruin us all!…There were no double rooms, so we took the liberty of providing you with a suite, no additional charge, of course.”


  All that had taken place over two hours ago, and since then he had removed the labels, steamed the shirts and scuffed the rubber-soled shoes on the hotel’s window ledge. Drink in hand, Bourne sat in a chair staring blankly at the wall; there was nothing to do but wait and think.


  A quiet tapping at the door ended the waiting in a matter of minutes. Jason walked rapidly across the room, opened the door and admitted the driver who had met him at the airport. The CIA man carried an attaché case; he handed it to Bourne.


  “Everything’s there, including a weapon and a box of shells.”


  “Thanks.”


  “Do you want to check it out?”


  “I’ll be doing that all night.”


  “It’s almost eight o’clock,” said the agent. “Your control will reach you around eleven. That’ll give you time to get started.”


  “My control…?”


  “That’s who he is, isn’t he?”


  “Yes, of course,” replied Jason softly. “I’d forgotten. Thanks again.”


  The man left and Bourne hurried to the desk with the attaché case. He opened it, removing first the automatic and the box of ammunition, then picking up what had to be several hundred computer printouts secured in file folders. Somewhere in those myriad pages was a name that linked a man or a woman to Carlos the Jackal. For these were the informational printouts of every guest currently at the hotel, including those who had checked out within the past twenty-four hours. Each printout was supplemented by whatever additional information was found in the data banks of the CIA, Army G-2 and naval intelligence. There could be a score of reasons why it might all be useless, but it was a place to start. The hunt had begun.


  Five hundred miles north, in another hotel suite, this on the third floor of Boston’s Ritz-Carlton, there was another tapping on another hotel door. Inside, an immensely tall man, whose well-tailored pin-striped suit made him appear even larger than his nearly six feet five inches of height, came rushing out of the bedroom. His bald head, fringed by perfectly groomed gray hair above his temples, was like the skull of an anointed éminence grise of some royal court where kings, princes and pretenders deferred to his wisdom, delivered no doubt with the eyes of an eagle and the soaring voice of a prophet. Although his rushing figure revealed a vulnerable anxiety, even that did not diminish his image of dominance. He was important and powerful and he knew it. All this was in contrast to the older man he admitted through the door. There was little that was distinguished about this short, gaunt, elderly visitor; instead, he conveyed the look of defeat.


  “Come in. Quickly! Did you bring the information?”


  “Oh, yes, yes, indeed,” answered the gray-faced man whose rumpled suit and ill-fitting collar had both seen better days perhaps a decade ago. “How grand you look, Randolph,” he continued in a thin voice while studying his host and glancing around at the opulent suite. “And how grand a place this is, so proper for such a distinguished professor.”


  “The information, please,” insisted Dr. Randolph Gates of Harvard, expert in antitrust law and highly paid consultant to numerous industries.


  “Oh, give me a moment, my old friend. It’s been a long time since I’ve been near a hotel suite, much less stayed in one.… Oh, how things have changed for us over the years. I read about you frequently and I’ve watched you on television. You’re so—erudite, Randolph, that’s the word, but it’s not enough. It’s what I said before—‘grand,’ that’s what you are, grand and erudite. So tall and imperious.”


  “You might have been in the same position, you know,” broke in the impatient Gates. “Unfortunately, you looked for shortcuts where there weren’t any.”


  “Oh, there were lots of them. I just chose the wrong ones.”


  “I gather things haven’t gone well for you—”


  “You don’t ‘gather,’ Randy, you know. If your spies didn’t inform you, certainly you can tell.”


  “I was simply trying to find you.”


  “Yes, that’s what you said on the phone, what a number of people said to me in the street—people who had been asked a number of questions having nothing to do with my residence, such as it is.”


  “I had to know if you were capable. You can’t fault me for that.”


  “Good heavens, no. Not considering what you had me do, what I think you had me do.”


  “Merely act as a confidential messenger, that’s all. You certainly can’t object to the money.”


  “Object?” said the visitor, with a high-pitched and tremulous laugh. “Let me tell you something, Randy. You can be disbarred at thirty or thirty-five and still get by, but when you’re disbarred at fifty and your trial is given national press along with a jail sentence, you’d be shocked at how your options disappear—even for a learned man. You become an untouchable, and I was never much good at selling anything but my wits. I proved that, too, over the last twenty-odd years, incidentally. Alger Hiss did better with greeting cards.”


  “I haven’t time to reminisce. The information, please.”


  “Oh, yes, of course.… Well, first the money was delivered to me on the corner of Commonwealth and Dartmouth, and naturally I wrote down the names and the specifics you gave me over the phone—”


  “Wrote down?” asked Gates sharply.


  “Burned as soon as I’d committed them to memory—I did learn a few things from my difficulties. I reached the engineer at the telephone company, who was overjoyed with your—excuse me—my largess, and took his information to that repulsive private detective, a sleaze if I ever saw one, Randy, and considering his methods, someone who could really use my talents.”


  “Please,” interrupted the renowned legal scholar. “The facts, not your appraisals.”


  “Appraisals often contain germane facts, Professor. Surely you understand that.”


  “If I want to build a case, I’ll ask for opinions. Not now. What did the man find out?”


  “Based on what you told me, a lone woman with children—how many being undetermined—and on the data provided by an underpaid telephone company mechanic, namely, a narrowed-down location based on the area code and the first three digits of a number, the unethical sleaze went to work at an outrageous hourly rate. To my astonishment, he was productive. As a matter of fact, with what’s left of my legal mind, we may form a quiet, unwritten partnership.”


  “Damn you, what did he learn?”


  “Well, as I say, his hourly rate was beyond belief, I mean it really invaded the corpus of my own well-deserved retainer, so I think we should discuss an adjustment, don’t you?”


  “Who the hell do you think you are? I sent you three thousand dollars! Five hundred for the telephone man and fifteen hundred for that miserable keyhole slime who calls himself a private detective—”


  “Only because he’s no longer on the public payroll of the police department, Randolph. Like me, he fell from grace, but he obviously does very good work. Do we negotiate or do I leave?”


  In fury, the balding imperious professor of law stared at the gray-faced old disbarred and dishonored attorney in front of him. “How dare you?”


  “Dear me, Randy, you really do believe your press, don’t you? Very well, I’ll tell why I dare, my arrogant old friend. I’ve read you, seen you, expounding on your esoteric interpretations of complex legal matters, assaulting every decent thing the courts of this country have decreed in the last thirty years, when you haven’t the vaguest idea what it is to be poor, or hungry, or have an unwanted mass in your belly you neither anticipated nor can provide a life for. You’re the darling of the royalists, my unprofound fellow, and you’d force the average citizen to live in a nation where privacy is obsolete, free thought suspended by censorship, the rich get richer, and for the poorest among us the beginnings of potential life itself may well have to be abandoned in order to survive. And you expound on these unoriginal, medieval concepts only to promote yourself as a brilliant maverick—of disaster. Do you want me to go on, Doctor Gates? Frankly, I think you chose the wrong loser to contact for your dirty work.”


  “How…dare you?” repeated the perplexed professor, sputtering as he regally strode to the window. “I don’t have to listen to this!”


  “No, you certainly don’t, Randy. But when I was an associate at the law school and you were one of my kids—one of the best but not the brightest—you damn well had to listen. So I suggest you listen now.”


  “What the hell do you want?” roared Gates, turning away from the window.


  “It’s what you want, isn’t it? The information you underpaid me for. It’s that important to you, isn’t it?”


  “I must have it.”


  “You were always filled with anxiety before an exam—”


  “Stop it! I paid. I demand the information.”


  “Then I must demand more money. Whoever’s paying you can afford it.”


  “Not a dollar!”


  “Then I’m leaving.”


  “Stop!…Five hundred more, that’s it.”


  “Five thousand or I go.”


  “Ridiculous!”


  “See you in another twenty years—”


  “All right.… All right, five thousand.”


  “Oh, Randy, you’re so obvious. It’s why you’re not really one of the brightest, just someone who can use language to make yourself appear bright, and I think we’ve seen and heard enough of that these days.… Ten thousand, Dr. Gates, or I go to the raucous bar of my choice.”


  “You can’t do this.”


  “Certainly I can. I’m now a confidential legal consultant. Ten thousand dollars. How do you want to pay it? I can’t imagine you have it with you, so how will you honor the debt—for the information?”


  “My word—”


  “Forget it, Randy.”


  “All right. I’ll have it sent to the Boston Five in the morning. In your name. A bank check.”


  “That’s very endearing of you. But in case it occurs to your superiors to stop me from collecting, please advise them that an unknown person, an old friend of mine in the streets, has a letter detailing everything that’s gone on between us. It is to be mailed to the Massachusetts Attorney General, Return Receipt Requested, in the event I have an accident.”


  “That’s absurd. The information, please.”


  “Yes, well, you should know that you’ve involved yourself in what appears to be an extremely sensitive government operation, that’s the bottom line.… On the assumption that anyone in an emergency leaving one place for another would do so with the fastest transportation possible, our rumbottom detective went to Logan Airport, under what guise I don’t know. Nevertheless, he succeeded in obtaining the manifests of every plane leaving Boston yesterday morning from the first flight at six-thirty to ten o’clock. As you recall, that corresponds with the parameters of your statement to me—‘leaving first thing in the morning.’”


  “And?”


  “Patience, Randolph. You told me not to write anything down, so I must take this step by step. Where was I?”


  “The manifests.”


  “Oh, yes. Well, according to Detective Sleaze, there were eleven unaccompanied children booked on various flights, and eight women, two of them nuns, who had reservations with minors. Of these eight, including the nuns who were taking nine orphans to California, the remaining six were identified as follows.” The old man reached into his pocket and shakily took out a typewritten sheet of paper. “Obviously, I did not write this. I don’t own a typewriter because I can’t type; it comes from Führer Sleaze.”


  “Let me have it!” ordered Gates, rushing forward, his hand outstretched.


  “Surely,” said the seventy-year-old disbarred attorney, giving the page to his former student. “It won’t do you much good, however,” he added. “Our Sleaze checked them out, more to inflate his hours than for anything else. Not only are they all squeaky clean, but he performed that unnecessary service after the real information was uncovered.”


  “What?” asked Gates, his attention diverted from the page. “What information?”


  “Information that neither Sleaze nor I would write down anywhere. The first hint of it came from the morning setup clerk for Pan American Airlines. He mentioned to our lowbrow detective that among his problems yesterday was a hotshot politician, or someone equally offensive, who needed diapers several minutes after our clerk went on duty at five-forty-five. Did you know that diapers come in sizes and are locked away in an airline’s contingency supplies?”


  “What are you trying to tell me?”


  “All the stores in the airport were closed. They open at seven o’clock.”


  “So?”


  “So someone in a hurry forgot something. A lone woman with a five-year-old child and an infant were leaving Boston on a private jet taking off on the runway nearest the Pan Am shuttle counters. The clerk responded to the request and was personally thanked by the mother. You see, he’s a young father and understood about diaper sizes. He brought three different packages—”


  “For God’s sake, will you get to the point, Judge?”


  “Judge?” The gray-faced old man’s eyes widened. “Thank you, Randy. Except for my friends in various gin mills, I haven’t been called that in years. It must be the aura I exude.”


  “It was a throwback to that same boring circumlocution you used both on the bench and in the classroom!”


  “Impatience was always your weak suit. I ascribed it to your annoyance with other people’s points of view that interfered with your conclusions.… Regardless, our Major Sleaze knew a rotten apple when the worm emerged and spat in his face, so he hied himself off to Logan’s control tower, where he found a bribable off-duty traffic controller who checked yesterday morning’s schedules. The jet in question had a computer readout of Four Zero, which to our Captain Sleaze’s astonishment he was told meant it was government-cleared and maximum-classified. No manifest, no names of anyone on board, only a routing to evade commercial aircraft and a destination.”


  “Which was?”


  “Blackburne, Montserrat.”


  “What the hell is that?”


  “The Blackburne Airport on the Caribbean island of Montserrat.”


  “That’s where they went? That’s it?”


  “Not necessarily. According to Corporal Sleaze, who I must say does his follow-ups, there are small flight connections to a dozen or so minor offshore islands.”


  “That’s it?”


  “That’s it, Professor. And considering the fact that the aircraft in question had a Four Zero government classification, which, incidentally, in my letter to the attorney general I so specified, I think I’ve earned my ten thousand dollars.”


  “You drunken scum—”


  “Again you’re wrong, Randy,” interrupted the judge. “Alcoholic, certainly, drunk hardly ever. I stay on the edge of sobriety. It’s my one reason for living. You see in my cognizance I’m always amused—by men like you, actually.”


  “Get out of here,” said the professor ominously.


  “You’re not even going to offer me a drink to help support this dreadful habit of mine?…Good heavens, there must be half a dozen unopened bottles over there.”


  “Take one and leave.”


  “Thank you, I believe I will.” The old judge walked to a cherry-wood table against the wall where two silver trays held various whiskies and a brandy. “Let’s see,” he continued, picking up several white cloth napkins and wrapping them around two bottles, then a third. “If I hold these tightly under my arm, they could be a pile of laundry I’m taking out for quick service.”


  “Will you hurry!”


  “Will you please open the door for me? I’d hate like hell dropping one of these while manipulating the knob. If it smashed it wouldn’t do much for your image, either. You’ve never been known to have a drink, I believe.”


  “Get out,” insisted Gates, opening the door for the old man.


  “Thank you, Randy,” said the judge, walking out into the hallway and turning. “Don’t forget the bank check at the Boston Five in the morning. Fifteen thousand.”


  “Fifteen…?”


  “My word, can you imagine what the attorney general would say just knowing that you’d even consorted with me? Good-bye, Counselor.”


  Randolph Gates slammed the door and ran into the bedroom, to the bedside telephone. The smaller enclosure was reassuring, as it removed him from the exposure to scrutiny inherent in larger areas—the room was more private, more personal, less open to invasion. The call he had to make so unnerved him he could not understand the pull-out flap of instructions for overseas connections. Instead, in his anxiety, he dialed the operator.


  “I want to place a call to Paris,” he said.


  



  CHAPTER SIX


  Bourne’s eyes were tired, the strain painful as he studied the results of the computer printouts spread across the coffee table in front of the couch. Sitting forward, he had analyzed them for nearly four hours, forgetting time, forgetting that his “control” was to have reached him by then, concerned only with a link to the Jackal at the Mayflower hotel.


  The first group, which he temporarily put aside, was the foreign nationals, a mix of British, Italian, Swedish, West German, Japanese and Taiwanese. Each of them had been extensively examined with respect to authentic credentials and fully substantiated business or personal reasons for entering the country. The State Department and the Central Intelligence Agency had done their homework. Each person was professionally and personally vouched for by a minimum of five reputable individuals or companies; all had long-standing communications with such people and firms in the Washington area; none had a false or questionable statement on record. If the Jackal’s man was among them—and he might well be—it would take far more information than was to be found in the printouts before Jason could refine the list. It might be necessary to go back to this group, but for the moment he had to keep reading. There was so little time!


  Of the remaining five hundred or so American guests at the hotel, two hundred and twelve had entries in one or more of the intelligence data banks, the majority because they had business with the government. However, seventy-eight had raw-file negative evaluations. Thirty-one were Internal Revenue Service matters, which meant they were suspected of destroying or falsifying financial records and/or had tax havens in Swiss or Cayman Island accounts. They were zero, nothing, merely rich and not very bright thieves, and, further, the sort of “messengers” Carlos would avoid like lepers.


  That left forty-seven possibles. Men and women—in eleven cases ostensibly husbands and wives—with extensive connections in Europe, in the main with technological firms and related nuclear and aerospace industries, all under intelligence microscopes for possibly selling classified information to brokers of the Eastern bloc and therefore to Moscow. Of these forty-seven possibles, including two of the eleven couples, an even dozen had made recent trips to the Soviet Union—scratch all of them. The Komitet Gosudarstvennoi Bezopasnosti, otherwise known as the KGB, had less use for the Jackal than the Pope. Ilich Ramirez Sanchez, later Carlos the assassin, had been trained in the American compound of Novgorod, where the streets were lined with American gas stations and grocery stores, boutiques and Burger Kings, and everyone spoke American English with diverse dialects—no Russian was allowed—and only those who passed the course were permitted to proceed to the next level of infiltrators. The Jackal had, indeed, passed, but when the Komitet discovered that the young Venezuelan revolutionary’s solution for all things disagreeable was to eliminate them violently, it was too much for even the inheritors of the brutal OGPU. Sanchez was expelled and Carlos the Jackal was born. Forget about the twelve people who had traveled to the Soviet Union. The assassin would not touch them, for there was a standing order in all branches of Russian intelligence that if Carlos was tracked he was to be shot. Novgorod was to be protected at all cost.


  The possibles were thus narrowed to thirty-five, the hotel’s register listing them as nine couples, four single women and thirteen single men. The raw-file printouts from the data banks described in detail the facts and speculations that resulted in the negative evaluation of each individual. In truth, the speculations far outnumbered the facts and were too often based on hostile appraisals given by enemies or competitors, but each had to be studied, many with distaste, for among the information might be a word or phrase, a location or an act, that was the link to Carlos.


  The telephone rang, breaking Jason’s concentration. He blinked at the harsh, intrusive sound as if trying to locate the source, then he sprang from the couch and rushed to the desk, reaching the phone on the third ring.


  “Yes?”


  “It’s Alex. I’m calling from down the street.”


  “Are you coming up?”


  “Not through that lobby, I’m not. I’ve made arrangements for the service entrance, with a temporary guard hired this afternoon.”


  “You’re covering all the bases, aren’t you?”


  “Nowhere near as many as I’d like to,” replied Conklin. “This isn’t your normal ball game. See you in a few minutes. I’ll knock once.”


  Bourne hung up the phone and returned to the couch and the printouts, separating three that had caught his attention, not that any of them contained anything that evoked the Jackal. Instead, it was seemingly offhand data that might conceivably link the three to each other when no apparent connection existed between them. According to their passports, these three Americans had flown in to Philadelphia’s International Airport within six days of one another eight months ago. Two women and a man, the women from Marrakesh and Lisbon, the man from West Berlin. The first woman was an interior decorator on a collecting trip to the old Moroccan city, the second an executive for the Chase Bank, Foreign Department; the man was an aerospace engineer on loan to the Air Force from McDonnell-Douglas. Why would three such obviously different people, with such dissimilar professions, converge on the same city within a week of one another? Coincidence? Entirely possible, but considering the number of international airports in the country, including the most frequented—New York, Chicago, Los Angeles, Miami—the coincidence of Philadelphia seemed unlikely. Stranger still, and even more unlikely, was the fact that these same three people were staying at the same hotel at the same time in Washington eight months later. Jason wondered what Alex Conklin would say when he told him.


  “I’m getting the book on each of them,” said Alex, sinking into an armchair across from the couch and the printouts.


  “You knew?”


  “It wasn’t hard to put together. Of course, it was a hell of a lot easier with a computer doing the scanning.”


  “You might have included a note! I’ve been poring over these things since eight o’clock.”


  “I didn’t find it—them—until after nine and I didn’t want to call you from Virginia.”


  “That’s another story, isn’t it?” said Bourne, sitting down on the couch, once again leaning forward anxiously.


  “Yes, it is, and it’s God-awful.”


  “Medusa?”


  “It’s worse than I thought, and worse than that, I didn’t think it could be.”


  “That’s a mouthful.”


  “It’s a bowelful,” countered the retired intelligence officer. “Where do I start?…Pentagon procurements? The Federal Trade Commission? Our ambassador in London, or would you like the supreme commander of NATO?”


  “My God…!”


  “Oh, I can go one better. For size, try on the chairman of the Joint Chiefs.”


  “Christ, what is it? Some kind of cabal?”


  “That’s so academic, Dr. Scholar. Now try collusion, down deep and elusive and after all these years still breathing, still alive. They’re in contact with each other in high places. Why?”


  “What’s the purpose? The objective?”


  “I just said that, asked that, really.”


  “There has to be a reason!”


  “Try motive. I just said that, too, and it may be as simple as hiding past sins. Isn’t that what we were looking for? A collection of former Medusans who’d run to the hills at the thought of the past coming to light?”


  “Then that’s it.”


  “No, it’s not, and this is Saint Alex’s instincts searching for words. Their reactions were too immediate, too visceral, too loaded with today, not twenty years ago.”


  “You’ve lost me.”


  “I’ve lost myself. Something’s different from what we expected, and I’m goddamned sick of making mistakes.… But this isn’t a mistake. You said this morning that it could be a network, and I thought you were way the hell off base. I thought that maybe we’d find a few high profiles who didn’t want to be publicly drawn and quartered for things they did twenty years ago, or who legitimately didn’t want to embarrass the government, and we could use them, force them in their collective fear to do things and say things we told them to do. But this is different. It’s today, and I can’t figure it out. It’s more than fear, it’s panic; they’re frightened out of their minds.… We’ve bumbled and stumbled onto something, Mr. Bourne, and in your rich friend Cactus’s old-time minstrel-show language, ‘In the focus, it could be bigger than bo’fus.”


  “In my considered opinion there’s nothing bigger than the Jackal! Not for me. The rest can go to hell.”


  “I’m on your side and I’ll go to the wall shouting it. I just wanted you to know my thoughts.… Except for a brief and pretty rotten interlude, we never kept anything from each other, David.”


  “I prefer Jason these days.”


  “Yes, I know,” interrupted Conklin. “I hate it but I understand.”


  “Do you?”


  “Yes,” said Alex softly, nodding as he closed his eyes. “I’d do anything to change it but I can’t.”


  “Then listen to me. In that serpentine mind of yours—Cactus’s description, incidentally—conjure up the worst scenario you can think of and shove those bastards against another wall, one they can’t get away from unscathed unless they follow your instructions down to the letter. Those orders will be to stay quiet and wait for you to call and tell them who to reach and what to say.”


  Conklin looked over at his damaged friend with guilt and concern. “There may be a scenario in place that I can’t match,” said Alex quietly. “I won’t make another mistake, not in that area. I need more than what I’ve got.”


  Bourne clasped his hands, flesh angrily grinding flesh in frustration. He stared at the scattered printouts in front of him, frowning, wincing, his jaw pulsating. In seconds a sudden passivity came over him; he sat back on the couch and spoke as quietly as Conklin. “All right, you’ll get it. Quickly.”


  “How?”


  “Me. I’ll get it for you. I’ll need names, residences, schedules and methods of security, favorite restaurants and bad habits, if any are known. Tell your boys to go to work. Tonight. All night, if necessary.”


  “What the hell do you think you’re going to do?” shouted Conklin, his frail body lurching forward in the armchair. “Storm their houses? Stick needles in their asses between the appetizer and the entrée?”


  “I hadn’t thought of the last option,” replied Jason, smiling grimly. “You’ve really got a terrific imagination.”


  “And you’re a madman!…I’m sorry, I didn’t mean that—”


  “Why not?” broke in Bourne gently. “I’m not lecturing on the rise of the Manchu and the Ching dynasty. Considering the accepted state of my mind and memory, the allusion to mental health isn’t inappropriate.” Jason paused, then spoke as he leaned slowly forward. “But let me tell you something, Alex. The memories may not all be there, but the part of my mind that you and Treadstone formed is all there. I proved it in Hong Kong, in Beijing and Macao, and I’ll prove it again. I have to. There’s nothing left for me if I don’t.… Now, get me the information. You mentioned several people who have to be here in Washington. Pentagon supplies or provisions—”


  “Procurements,” corrected Conklin. “It’s a lot more expansive and expensive; he’s a general named Swayne. Then there’s Armbruster, he’s head of the Federal Trade Commission, and Burton over at—”


  “Chairman of the Joint Chiefs,” completed Bourne. “Admiral ‘Joltin’ Jack Burton, commander of the Sixth Fleet.”


  “One and the same. Formerly the scourge of the South China Sea, now the largest of the large brass.”


  “I repeat,” said Jason. “Tell your boys to go to work. Peter Holland will get you all the help you need. Find me everything there is on each of them.”


  “I can’t.”


  “What?”


  “I can get us the books on our three Philadelphians because they’re part of the immediate Mayflower project—that’s the Jackal. I can’t touch our five—so far, five—inheritors of Medusa.”


  “For Christ’s sake, why not? You have to. We can’t waste time!”


  “Time wouldn’t mean much if both of us were dead. It wouldn’t help Marie or the children either.”


  “What the hell are you talking about?”


  “Why I’m late. Why I didn’t want to call you from Virginia. Why I reached Charlie Casset to pick me up at that real estate proprietary in Vienna, and why, until he got there, I wasn’t sure I’d ever get here alive.”


  “Spell it out, field man.”


  “All right, I will.… I’ve said nothing to anyone about going after former Medusa personnel—that was between you and me, nobody else.”


  “I wondered. When I spoke to you this afternoon you were playing it close. Too close, I thought, considering where you were and the equipment you were using.”


  “The rooms and the equipment proved secure. Casset told me later that the Agency doesn’t want any traceable records of anything that takes place over there, and that’s the best guarantee you can ask for. No bugs, no phone intercepts, nothing. Believe me, I breathed a lot easier when I heard that.”


  “Then what’s the problem? Why are you stopping?”


  “Because I have to figure out another admiral before I move any further into Medusa territory.… Atkinson, our impeccable WASP ambassador to the Court of St. James’s in London, was very clear. In his panic, he pulled the masks off Burton and Teagarten in Brussels.”


  “So?”


  “He said Teagarten could handle the Agency if anything about the old Saigon surfaced—because he was very tight with the top max at Langley.”


  “And?”


  “‘Top max’ is the Washington euphemism for maximum-classified security, and where Langley is concerned that’s the director of Central Intelligence.… That’s also Peter Holland.”


  “You told me this morning he’d have no problem wasting any member of Medusa.”


  “Anyone can say anything. But would he?”


  Across the Atlantic, in the old Paris suburb of Neuilly-sur-Seine, an old man in a dark threadbare suit trudged up the concrete path toward the entrance of the sixteenth-century cathedral known as the Church of the Blessed Sacrament. The bells in the tower above tolled the first Angelus and the man stopped in the morning sunlight, blessing himself and whispering to the sky.


  “Angelus domini nuntiavit Mariae.” With his right hand he blew a kiss to the bas-relief crucifix atop the stone archway and proceeded up the steps and through the huge doors of the cathedral, aware that two robed priests eyed him with distaste. I apologize for defiling your rich parish, you tight-assed snobs, he thought as he lit a candle and placed it in the prayer rack, but Christ made it clear that he preferred me to you. ‘The meek shall inherit the earth’—what you haven’t stolen of it.


  The old man moved cautiously down the center aisle, his right hand gripping the backs of successive pews for balance, his left fingering the rim of his outsized collar and slipping down to his tie so as to make sure the knot had not somehow come apart. His woman was so weak now that she could barely fold the damn thing together, but, as in the old days, she insisted on putting the finishing touches on his appearance before he went to work. She was still a good woman; they had both laughed, remembering the time she swore at his cuff links over forty years ago because she had put too much starch in his shirt. That night, so long ago, she had wanted him to look the proper bureaucrat when he went to the whore-mongering Oberführer’s headquarters on the rue St. Lazare carrying a briefcase—a briefcase that, left behind, had blown up half the block. And twenty years later, one winter afternoon she’d had trouble making his stolen expensive overcoat hang properly on his shoulders before he set off to rob the Grande Banque Louis IX on the Madeleine, run by an educated but unappreciative former member of the Résistance who refused him a loan. Those were the good times, followed by bad times and bad health, which led to worse times—in truth, destitute times. Until a man came along, a strange man with an odd calling and an even odder unwritten contract. After that, respect returned in the form of sufficient money for decent food and acceptable wine, for clothes that fit, making his woman look pretty again, and, most important, for the doctors who made his woman feel better. The suit and shirt he wore today had been dug out of a closet. In many ways he and his woman were like the actors in a provincial touring company. They had costumes for their various roles. It was their business.… Today was business. This morning, with the bells of the Angelus, was business.


  The old man awkwardly, only partially, genuflected in front of the holy cross and knelt down in the first seat of the sixth row from the altar, his eyes on his watch. Two and a half minutes later he raised his head and, as unobtrusively as possible, glanced around. His weakened sight had adjusted to the dim light of the cathedral; he could see, not well but clearly enough. There were no more than twenty worshipers scattered about, most in prayer, the others staring in meditation at the enormous gold crucifix on the altar. Yet these were not what he was looking for; and then he saw what he was seeking and knew that everything was on schedule. A priest in a priestly black suit walked down the far left aisle and disappeared beyond the dark red drapes of the apse.


  The old man again looked at his watch, for everything now was timing; that was the way of the monseigneur—that was the way of the Jackal. Again two minutes passed and the aged courier got unsteadily up from his pew, sidestepped into the aisle, genuflected as best his body would permit, and made his way, step by imperfect step, to the second confessional booth on the left. He pulled back the curtain and went inside.


  “Angelus Domini,” he whispered, kneeling and repeating the words he had spoken several hundred times over the past fifteen years.


  “Angelus Domini, child of God,” replied the unseen figure behind the black latticework. The blessing was accompanied by a low rattling cough. “Are your days comfortable?”


  “Made more so by an unknown friend…my friend.”


  “What does the doctor say about your woman?”


  “He says to me what he does not say to her, thanks be for the mercy of Christ. It appears that against the odds I will outlive her. The wasting sickness is spreading.”


  “My sympathies. How long does she have?”


  “A month, no more than two. Soon she will be confined to her bed.… Soon the contract between us will be void.”


  “Why is that?”


  “You will have no further obligations to me, and I accept that. You’ve been good to us and I’ve saved a little and my wants are few. Frankly, knowing what’s facing me, I’m feeling terribly tired—”


  “You insufferable ingrate!” whispered the voice behind the confessional screen. “After all I’ve done, all I’ve promised you!”


  “I beg your pardon?”


  “Would you die for me?”


  “Of course, that’s our contract.”


  “Then, conversely, you will live for me!”


  “If that’s what you want, naturally I will. I simply wanted you to know that soon I would no longer be a burden to you. I am easily replaced.”


  “Do not presume, never with me!” The anger erupted in a hollow cough, a cough that seemed to confirm the rumor that had spread through the dark streets of Paris. The Jackal himself was ill, perhaps deathly ill.


  “You are our life, our respect. Why should I do that?”


  “You just did.… Nevertheless, I have an assignment for you that will ease your woman’s departure for both of you. You will have a holiday in a lovely part of the world, the two of you together. You will pick up the papers and the money at the usual place.”


  “Where are we going, if I may ask?”


  “To the Caribbean island of Montserrat. Your instructions will be delivered to you there at the Blackburne Airport. Follow them precisely.”


  “Of course.… Again, if I may ask, what is my objective?”


  “To find and befriend a mother and two children.”


  “Then what?”


  “Kill them.”


  Brendan Prefontaine, former federal judge of the first circuit court of Massachusetts, walked out of the Boston Five Bank on School Street with fifteen thousand dollars in his pocket. It was a heady experience for a man who had lived an impecunious existence for the past thirty years. Since his release from prison he rarely had more than fifty dollars on his person. This was a very special day.


  Yet it was more than very special. It was also very disturbing because he had never thought for an instant that Randolph Gates would pay him a sum anywhere near the amount he had demanded. Gates had made an enormous error because by acceding to the demand he had revealed the gravity of his endeavors. He had crossed over from ruthless, albeit nonfatal, greed into something potentially quite lethal. Prefontaine had no idea who the woman and the children were or what their relationship was to Lord Randolph of Gates, but whoever they were and whatever it was, Dandy Randy meant them no good.


  An irreproachable Zeus-like figure in the legal world did not pay a disbarred, discredited, deniable alcoholic “scum” like one Brendan Patrick Pierre Prefontaine an outrageous sum of money because his soul was with the archangels of heaven. Rather, that soul was with the disciples of Lucifer. And since this was obviously the case, it might be profitable for the scum to pursue a little knowledge, for as the bromide declared, a little knowledge is a dangerous thing—frequently more so in the eyes of the beholder than in the one possessing scant tidbits of information, so slanted as to appear many times more. Fifteen thousand today might well become fifty thousand tomorrow if—if a scum flew to the island of Montserrat and began asking questions.


  Besides, thought the judge, the Irish in him chuckling, the French sector in minor rebellion, he had not had a vacation in years. Good Christ, it was enough keeping body and soul together; who thought of an unenforced suspension of the hustle?


  So Brendan Patrick Pierre Prefontaine hailed a taxi, which he had not done sober for at least ten years, and directed the skeptical driver to take him to Louis’s men’s store at Faneuil Hall.


  “You got the scratch, old man?”


  “More than enough to get you a haircut and cure the acne on your pubescent face, young fellow. Drive on, Ben Hur. I’m in a hurry.”


  The clothes were off the racks, but they were expensive racks, and after he had shown a roll of hundred-dollar bills, the purple-lipped clerk was extremely cooperative. A midsized suitcase of burnished leather soon held casual apparel, and Prefontaine discarded his worn-out suit, shirt and shoes for a new outfit. Within the hour he looked not unlike a man he had known years ago: the Honorable Brendan P. Prefontaine. (He had always dropped the second P., for Pierre, for obvious reasons.)


  Another taxi took him to his rooming house in Jamaica Plains, where he picked up a few essentials, including his passport, which he always kept active for rapid exits—preferable to prison walls—and then delivered him to Logan Airport, this driver having no concern regarding his ability to pay the fare. Clothes, of course, never made the man, thought Brendan, but they certainly helped to convince dubious underlings. At Logan’s information desk he was told that three airlines out of Boston serviced the island of Montserrat. He asked which counter was the nearest and then bought a ticket for the next available flight. Brendan Patrick Pierre Prefontaine naturally flew first class.


  The Air France steward rolled the wheelchair slowly, gently through the ramp and onto the 747 jet in Paris’s Orly Airport. The frail woman in the chair was elderly and overly made-up with an imbalance of rouge; she wore an outsized feather hat made of Australian cockatoo. She might have been a caricature except for the large eyes beneath the bangs of gray hair imperfectly dyed red—eyes alive and knowing and filled with humor. It was as if she were saying to all who observed her, Forget it, mes amis, he likes me this way and that’s all I care about. I don’t give a pile of merde about you or your opinions. The he referred to the old man walking cautiously beside her, every now and then touching her shoulder, lovingly as well as perhaps for balance, but in the touch there was a volume of poetry that was theirs alone. Closer inspection revealed a sporadic welling of tears in his eyes that he promptly wiped away so she could not see them.


  “Il est ici, mon capitaine,” announced the steward to the senior pilot, who greeted his two preboarding passengers at the aircraft’s entrance. The captain reached for the woman’s left hand and touched his lips to it, then stood erect and solemnly saluted the balding gray-haired old man with the small Légion d’honneur medal in his lapel.


  “It is an honor, monsieur,” said the captain. “This aircraft is my command, but you are my commander.” They shook hands and the pilot continued. “If there’s anything the crew and I can do to make the flight most comfortable for you, don’t hesitate to ask, monsieur.”


  “You’re very kind.”


  “We are all beholden—all of us, all of France.”


  “It was nothing, really—”


  “To be singled out by Le Grand Charles himself as a true hero of the Résistance is hardly nothing. Age cannot dull such glory.” The captain snapped his fingers, addressing three stewardesses in the still-empty first-class cabin. “Quickly, mesdemoiselles! Make everything perfect for a brave warrior of France and his lady.”


  So the killer with many aliases was escorted to the wide bulkhead on the left, where his woman was gently transferred from the wheelchair to the seat on the aisle; his was next to the window. Their trays were set up and a chilled bottle of Cristal was brought in their honor and for their enjoyment. The captain raised the first glass and toasted the couple; he returned to the flight deck as the old woman winked at her man, the wink wicked and filled with laughter. In moments, the passengers began boarding the plane, a number of whom glancing appreciatively at the elderly “man and wife” in the front row. For the rumors had spread in the Air France lounge. A great hero…Le Grand Charles himself…In the Alps he held off six hundred Boche—or was it a thousand?


  As the enormous jet raced down the runway and with a thump lumbered off the ground into the air, the old “hero of France”—whose only heroics he could recall from the Résistance were based on theft, survival, insults to his woman, and staying out of whatever army or labor force that might draft him—reached into his pocket for his papers. The passport had his picture duly inserted, but that was the only item he recognized. The rest—name, date and place of birth, occupation—all were unfamiliar, and the attached list of honors, well, they were formidable. Totally out of character, but in case anyone should ever refer to them, he had better restudy the “facts” so he could at least nod in self-effacing modesty. He had been assured that the individual originally possessing the name and the achievements had no living relatives and few friends, and had disappeared from his apartment in Marseilles supposedly on a world trip from which he presumably would not return.


  The Jackal’s courier looked at the name—he must remember it and respond whenever it was spoken. It should not be difficult, for it was such a common name. And so he repeated it silently to himself over and over again.


  Jean Pierre Fontaine, Jean Pierre Fontaine, Jean Pierre…


  A sound! Sharp, abrasive. It was wrong, not normal, not part of a hotel’s routine noise of hollow drumming at night. Bourne grabbed the weapon by his pillow and rolled out of bed in his shorts, steadying himself by the wall. It came again! A single, loud knock on the bedroom door of the suite. He shook his head trying to remember.… Alex? I’ll knock once. Jason lurched half in sleep to the door, his ear against the wood.


  “Yes?”


  “Open this damn thing before somebody sees me!” came Conklin’s muffled voice from the corridor. Bourne did so and the retired field officer limped quickly into the room, treating his cane as if he loathed it. “Boy, are you out of training!” he exclaimed as he sat on the foot of the bed. “I’ve been standing there tapping for at least a couple of minutes.”


  “I didn’t hear you.”


  “Delta would have; Jason Bourne would have. David Webb didn’t.”


  “Give me another day and you won’t find David Webb.”


  “Talk. I want you better than talk!”


  “Then stop talking and tell me why you’re here—at whatever time it is.”


  “When last I looked I met Casset on the road at three-twenty. I had to gimp through a bunch of woods and climb over a goddamned fence—”


  “What?”


  “You heard me. A fence. Try it with your foot in cement.… You know, I once won the fifty-yard dash when I was in high school.”


  “Cut the digression. What happened?”


  “Oh, I hear Webb again.”


  “What happened? And while you’re at it, who the hell is this Casset you keep talking about?”


  “The only man I trust in Virginia. He and Valentino.”


  “Who?”


  “They’re analysts, but they’re straight.”


  “What?”


  “Never mind. Jesus, there are times when I wish I could get pissed—”


  “Alex, why are you here?”


  Conklin looked up from the bed as he angrily gripped his cane. “I’ve got the books on our Philadelphians.”


  “That’s why? Who are they?”


  “No, that’s not why. I mean it’s interesting, but it’s not why I’m here.”


  “Then why?” asked Jason, crossing to a chair next to a window and sitting down, frowning, perplexed. “My erudite friend from Cambodia and beyond doesn’t climb over fences with his foot in cement at three o’clock in the morning unless he thinks he has to.”


  “I had to.”


  “Which tells me nothing. Please tell.”


  “It’s DeSole.”


  “What’s the soul?”


  “Not ‘the,’ DeSole.”


  “You’ve lost me.”


  “He’s the keeper of the keys at Langley. Nothing happens that he doesn’t know about and nothing gets done in the area of research that he doesn’t pass on.”


  “I’m still lost.”


  “We’re in deep shit.”


  “That doesn’t help me at all.”


  “Webb again.”


  “Would you rather I took a nerve out of your neck?”


  “All right, all right. Let me get my breath.” Conklin dropped his cane on the rug. “I didn’t even trust the freight elevator. I stopped two floors below and walked up.”


  “Because we’re in deep shit?”


  “Yes.”


  “Why? Because of this DeSole?”


  “Correct, Mr. Bourne. Steven DeSole. The man who has his finger on every computer at Langley. The one person who can spin the disks and put your old virginal Aunt Grace in jail as a hooker if he wants her there.”


  “What’s your point?”


  “He’s the connection to Brussels, to Teagarten at NATO. Casset learned down in the cellars that he’s the only connection—they even have an access code bypassing everyone else.”


  “What does it mean?”


  “Casset doesn’t know, but he’s goddamned angry.”


  “How much did you tell him?”


  “The minimum. That I was working on some possibles and Teagarten’s name came up in an odd way—most likely a diversion or used by someone trying to impress someone else—but I wanted to know who he talked to at the Agency, frankly figuring it was Peter Holland. I asked Charlie to play it out in the dark.”


  “Which I assume means confidentially.”


  “Ten times that. Casset is the sharpest knife in Langley. I didn’t have to say any more than I did; he got the message. Now he’s also got a problem he didn’t have yesterday.”


  “What’s he going to do?”


  “I asked him not to do anything for a couple of days and that’s what he gave me. Forty-eight hours, to be precise, and then he’s going to confront DeSole.”


  “He can’t do that,” said Bourne firmly. “Whatever these people are hiding we can use it to pull out the Jackal. Use them to pull him out as others like them used me thirteen years ago.”


  Conklin stared first down at the floor, then up at Jason Bourne. “It comes down to the almighty ego, doesn’t it?” he said. “The bigger the ego the bigger the fear—”


  “The bigger the bait, the bigger the fish,” completed Jason, interrupting. “A long time back you told me that Carlos’s ‘spine’ was as big as his head, which had to be swollen all out of proportion for him to be in the business he’s in. That was true then and it’s true now. If we can get any one of these high government profiles to send a message to him—namely, to come after me, kill me—he’ll jump at it. Do you know why?”


  “I just told you. Ego.”


  “Sure, that’s part of it, but there’s something else. It’s the respect that’s eluded Carlos for more than twenty years, starting with Moscow cutting him loose and telling him to get lost. He’s made millions, but his clients have mainly been the crud of the earth. For all the fear he’s engendered he still remains a punk psychopath. No legends have been built around him, only contempt, and at this stage it’s got to be driving him close to the edge. The fact that he’s coming after me to settle a thirteen-year-old score supports what I’m saying.… I’m vital to him—his killing me is vital—because I was the product of our covert operations. That’s who he wants to show up, show that he’s better than all of us put together.”


  “It could also be because he still thinks you can identify him.”


  “I thought that at first, too, but after thirteen years and nothing from me—well, I had to think again.”


  “So you moved into Mo Panov’s territory and came up with a psychiatric profile.”


  “It’s a free country.”


  “Compared with most, yes, but where’s all this leading us?”


  “Because I know I’m right.”


  “That’s hardly an answer.”


  “Nothing can be false or faked,” insisted Bourne, leaning forward in the armchair, his elbows on his bare knees, his hands clasped. “Carlos would find the contrivance; it’s the first thing he’ll look for. Our Medusans have to be genuine and genuinely panicked.”


  “They’re both, I told you that.”


  “To the point where they’d actually consider making contact with someone like the Jackal.”


  “That I don’t know—”


  “That we’ll never know,” broke in Jason, “until we learn what they’re hiding.”


  “But if we start the disks spinning at Langley, DeSole will find out. And, if he’s part of whatever the hell it is, he’ll alert the others.”


  “Then there’ll be no research at Langley. I’ve got enough to go on anyway, just get me addresses and private telephone numbers. You can do that, can’t you?”


  “Certainly, that’s low-level. What are you going to do?”


  Bourne smiled and spoke quietly, even gently. “How about storming their houses or sticking needles in their asses between the appetizers and the entrées?”


  “Now I hear Jason Bourne.”


  “So be it.”


  



  CHAPTER SEVEN


  Marie St. Jacques Webb greeted the Caribbean morning by stretching in bed and looking over at the crib several feet away. Alison was deep in sleep, which she had not been four or five hours ago. The little dear had been a basket case then, so much so that Marie’s brother Johnny had knocked on the door, walked cowardly inside, and asked if he could do anything, which he profoundly trusted he could not.


  “How are you at changing a nasty diaper?”


  “I don’t even want to think about it,” said St. Jacques, fleeing.


  Now, however, she heard his voice through the shutters outside. She also knew that she was meant to hear it; he was enticing her son, Jamie, into a race in the pool and speaking so loudly he could be heard on the big island of Montserrat. Marie literally crawled out of bed, headed for the bathroom, and four minutes later, ablutions completed, her auburn hair brushed and, wearing a bathrobe, walked out through the shuttered door to the patio overlooking the pool.


  “Well, hi there, Mare!” shouted her tanned, dark-haired, handsome younger brother beside her son in the water. “I hope we didn’t wake you up. We just wanted to take a swim.”


  “So you decided to let the British coastal patrols in Plymouth know about it.”


  “Hey, come on, it’s almost nine o’clock. That’s late in the islands.”


  “Hello, Mommy. Uncle John’s been showing me how to scare off sharks with a stick!”


  “Your uncle is full of terribly important information that I hope to God you’ll never use.”


  “There’s a pot of coffee on the table, Mare. And Mrs. Cooper will make you whatever you like for breakfast.”


  “Coffee’s fine, Johnny. The telephone rang last night—was it David?”


  “Himself,” replied the brother. “And you and I are going to talk.… Come on, Jamie, up we go. Grip the ladder.”


  “What about the sharks?”


  “You got ’em all, buddy. Go get yourself a drink.”


  “Johnny!”


  “Orange juice, there’s a pitcher in the kitchen.” John St. Jacques walked around the rim of the pool and up the steps to the bedroom patio as his nephew raced into the house.


  Marie watched her brother approach, noting the similarities between him and her husband. Both were tall and muscular; both had in their strides an absence of compromise, but where David usually won, Johnny more often than not lost, and she did not know why. Or why David had such trust in his younger brother-in-law when the two older St. Jacques sons would appear to be more responsible. David—or was it Jason Bourne?—never discussed the question in depth; he simply laughed it off and said Johnny had a streak in him that appealed to David—or was it Bourne?


  “Let’s level,” said the youngest St. Jacques sitting down, the water dripping off his body onto the patio. “What kind of trouble is David in? He couldn’t talk on the phone and you were in no shape last night for an extended chat. What’s happened?”


  “The Jackal.… The Jackal’s what’s happened.”


  “Christ!” exploded the brother. “After all these years?”


  “After all these years,” repeated Marie, her voice drifting off.


  “How far has that bastard gotten?”


  “David’s in Washington trying to find out. All we know for certain is that he dug up Alex Conklin and Mo Panov from the horrors of Hong Kong and Kowloon.” She told him about the false telegrams and the trap at the amusement park in Baltimore.


  “I presume Alex has them all under protection or whatever they call it.”


  “Around the clock, I’m sure. Outside of ourselves and McAllister, Alex and Mo are the only two people still alive who know that David was—oh, Jesus, I can’t even say the name!” Marie slammed the coffee mug down on the patio table.


  “Easy, Sis.” St. Jacques reached for her hand, placing his on top of hers. “Conklin knows what he’s doing. David told me that Alex was the best—‘field man,’ he called him—that ever worked for the Americans.”


  “You don’t understand, Johnny!” cried Marie, trying to control her voice and emotions, her wide eyes denying the attempt. “David never said that, David Webb never knew that! Jason Bourne said it, and he’s back!…That ice-cold calculating monster they created is back in David’s head. You don’t know what it’s like. With a look in those unfocused eyes that see things I can’t see—or with a tone of voice, a quiet freezing voice I don’t know—and I’m suddenly with a stranger.”


  St. Jacques held up his free hand telling her to stop. “Come on,” he said softly.


  “The children? Jamie…?” She looked frantically around.


  “No, you. What do you expect David to do? Crawl inside a Wing or Ming dynasty vase and pretend his wife and children aren’t in danger—that only he is? Whether you ladies like it or not, we boys still think it’s up to us to keep the big cats from the cave. We honestly believe we’re more equipped. We revert to those strengths, the ugliest of them, of course, because we have to. That’s what David’s doing.”


  “When did little brother get so philosophical?” asked Marie, studying John St. Jacques’s face.


  “That ain’t philosophy, girl, I just know it. Most men do—apologies to the feminist crowd.”


  “Don’t apologize; most of us wouldn’t have it any other way. Would you believe that your big scholarly sister who called a lot of economic shots in Ottawa still yells like hell when she sees a mouse in our country kitchen, and goes into panic if it’s a rat?”


  “Certain bright women are more honest than others.”


  “I’ll accept what you say, Johnny, but you’re missing my point. David’s been doing so well these last five years, every month just a little bit better than the last. He’ll never be totally cured, we all know that—he was damaged too severely—but the furies, his own personal furies, have almost disappeared. The solitary walks in the woods when he’d come back with hands bruised from attacking tree trunks; the quiet, stifled tears in his study late at night when he couldn’t remember what he was or what he’d done, thinking the worst of himself—they were gone, Johnny! There was real sunlight, do you know what I mean?”


  “Yes, I do,” said the brother solemnly.


  “What’s happening now could bring them all back, that’s what’s frightening me so!”


  “Then let’s hope it’s over quickly.”


  Marie stopped, once again studying her brother. “Hold it, little bro, I know you too well. You’re pulling back.”


  “Not a bit.”


  “Yes, you are.… You and David—I never understood. Our two older brothers, so solid, so on top of everything, perhaps not intellectually but certainly pragmatically. Yet he turned to you. Why, Johnny?”


  “Let’s not go into it,” said St. Jacques curtly, removing his hand from his sister’s.


  “But I have to. This is my life, he’s my life! There can’t be any more secrets where he’s concerned—I can’t stand any more!…Why you?”


  St. Jacques leaned back in the patio chair, his stretched fingers now covering his forehead. He raised his eyes, an unspoken plea in them. “All right, I know where you’re coming from. Do you remember six or seven years ago I left our ranch saying I wanted to try things on my own?”


  “Certainly. I think you broke both Mom’s and Dad’s hearts. Let’s face it, you were always kind of the favorite—”


  “I was always the kid!” interrupted the youngest St. Jacques. “Playing out some moronic Bonanza where my thirty-year-old brothers were blindly taking orders from a pontificating, bigoted French Canadian father whose only smarts came with his money and his land.”


  “There was more to him than that, but I won’t argue—from a ‘kid’s’ viewpoint.”


  “You couldn’t, Mare. You did the same thing, and sometimes you didn’t come home for over a year.”


  “I was busy.”


  “So was I.”


  “What did you do?”


  “I killed two men. Two animals who’d killed a friend of mine—raped her and killed her.”


  “What?”


  “Keep your voice down—”


  “My God, what happened?”


  “I didn’t want to call home, so I reached your husband…my friend, David, who didn’t treat me like a brain-damaged kid. At the time it seemed like a logical thing to do and it was the best decision I could have made. He was owed favors by his government, and a quiet team of bright people from Washington and Ottawa flew up to James Bay and I was acquitted. Self-defense, and it was just that.”


  “He never said a word to me—”


  “I begged him not to.”


  “So that’s why.… But I still don’t understand!”


  “It’s not difficult, Mare. A part of him knows I can kill, will kill, if I think it’s necessary.”


  A telephone rang inside the house as Marie stared at her younger brother. Before she could get her voice back, an elderly black woman emerged from the door to the kitchen. “It’s for you, Mr. John. It’s that pilot over on the big island. He says it’s real important, mon.”


  “Thanks, Mrs. Cooper,” said St. Jacques, getting out of the chair and walking rapidly down to an extension phone by the pool. He spoke for several moments, looked up at Marie, slammed down the telephone and rushed back up to his sister. “Pack up. You’re getting out of here!”


  “Why? Was that the man who flew us—”


  “He’s back from Martinique and just learned that someone was asking questions at the airport last night. About a woman and two small children. None of the crews said anything, but that may not last. Quickly.”


  “My God, where will we go?”


  “Over to the inn until we think of something else. There’s only one road and my own Tonton Macoute patrols it. No one gets in or out. Mrs. Cooper will help you with Alison. Hurry!”


  The telephone started ringing again as Marie dashed through the bedroom door. St. Jacques raced down the steps to the pool extension, reaching it as Mrs. Cooper once more stepped out of the kitchen. “It’s Government House over in ’Serrat, Mr. John.”


  “What the hell do they want…?”


  “Shall I ask them?”


  “Never mind, I’ll get it. Help my sister with the kids and pack everything they brought with them into the Rover. They’re leaving right away!”


  “Oh, a bad time pity, mon. I was just getting to know the little babies.”


  “‘Bad time pity’ is right,” mumbled St. Jacques, picking up the telephone. “Yes?”


  “Hello, John?” said the chief aide to the Crown governor, a man who had befriended the Canadian developer and helped him through the maze of the colony’s Territorial Regulations.


  “Can I call you back, Henry? I’m kind of harried at the moment.”


  “I’m afraid there’s no time, chap. This is straight from the Foreign Office. They want our immediate cooperation, and it won’t do you any harm, either.”


  “Oh?”


  “It seems there’s an old fellow and his wife arriving on Air France’s connecting flight from Antigua at ten-thirty and Whitehall wants the red-carpet treatment. Apparently the old boy had a splendid war, with a slew of decorations, and worked with a lot of our chaps across the Channel.”


  “Henry, I’m really in a hurry. What’s any of this got to do with me?”


  “Well, I rather assumed you might have more of an idea about that than we do. Probably one of your rich Canadian guests, perhaps a Frenchie from Montreal who came out of the Résistance and who thought of you—”


  “Insults will only get you a bottle of superior French Canadian wine. What do you want?”


  “Put up our hero and his lady in the finest accommodations you’ve got, with a room for the French-speaking nurse we’ve assigned to them.”


  “On an hour’s notice?”


  “Well, chap, our buns could be in a collective sling, if you know what I mean—and your so vital but erratic telephone service does depend on a degree of Crown intervention, if you also know what I mean.”


  “Henry, you’re a terrific negotiator. You so politely kick a person so accurately where it hurts. What’s our hero’s name? Quickly, please!”


  “Our names are Jean Pierre and Regine Fontaine, Monsieur le Directeur, and here are our passports,” said the soft-spoken old man inside the immigration officer’s glass-enclosed office, the chief aide of the Crown governor at his side. “My wife can be seen over there,” he added, pointing through the window. “She is talking with the mademoiselle in the white uniform.”


  “Please, Monsieur Fontaine,” protested the stocky black immigration official in a pronounced British accent. “This is merely an informal formality, a stamping procedure, if you like. Also to remove you from the inconvenience of so many admirers. Rumors have gone throughout the airport that a great man has arrived.”


  “Really?” Fontaine smiled; it was a pleasant smile.


  “Oh, but not to be concerned, sir. The press has been barred. We know you want complete privacy, and you shall have it.”


  “Really?” The old man’s smile faded. “I was to meet someone here, an associate, you might say, I must consult with confidentially. I hope your most considerate arrangements do not prevent him from reaching me.”


  “A small, select group with proper standing and credentials will greet you in Blackburne’s honored-guest corridor, Monsieur Fontaine,” said the Crown governor’s chief aide. “May we proceed? The reception line will be swift, I assure you.”


  “Really? That swift?”


  It was, less than five minutes actually, but five seconds would have been enough. The first person the Jackal’s courier-killer met was the beribboned Crown governor himself. As the Queen’s royal representative embraced the hero in Gallic style, he whispered into Jean Pierre Fontaine’s ear. “We’ve learned where the woman and her children were taken. We are sending you there. The nurse has your instructions.”


  The rest was somewhat anticlimactic for the old man, especially the absence of the press. He had never had his picture in the newspapers except as a felon.


  Morris Panov, M. D., was a very angry man, and he always tried to control his very angry moments because they never helped him or his patients. At the moment, however, sitting at his office desk, he was having difficulty curbing his emotions. He had not heard from David Webb. He had to hear from him, he had to talk to him. What was happening could negate thirteen years of therapy, couldn’t they understand that?…No, of course they couldn’t; it was not what interested them; they had other priorities and did not care to be burdened by problems beyond their purview. But he had to care. The damaged mind was so fragile, so given to setbacks, the horrors of the past were so capable of taking over the present. It could not happen with David! He was so close to being as normal as he would ever be (and who the hell was “normal” in this fucked-up world). He could function wonderfully as a teacher; he had near-total recall where his scholarly expertise was called upon, and he was remembering more and more as each year progressed. But it could all blow apart with a single act of violence, for violence was the way of life for Jason Bourne. Damn!


  It was crippling enough that they even permitted David to stay around; he had tried to explain the potential damage to Alex, but Conklin had an irrefutable reply: We can’t stop him. At least this way we can watch him, protect him. Perhaps so. “They” did not stint where protection was involved—the guards down the hall from his office and on the roof of the building, to say nothing of a temporary receptionist bearing arms as well as a strange computer, attested to their concern. Still it would be so much better for David if he was simply sedated and flown down to his island retreat, leaving the hunt for the Jackal to the professionals.… Panov suddenly caught himself as the realization swept over him: there was no one more professional than Jason Bourne.


  The doctor’s thoughts were interrupted by the telephone, the telephone he could not pick up until all the security procedures were activated. A trace was placed on the incoming call; a scanner determined whether there were intercepts on the line, and finally the identity of the caller was approved by Panov himself. His intercom buzzed; he flipped the switch on his console. “Yes?”


  “All systems are cleared, sir,” announced the temporary receptionist, who was the only one in the office who would know. “The man on the line said his name was Treadstone, Mr. D. Treadstone.”


  “I’ll take it,” said Mo Panov firmly. “And you can remove whatever other ‘systems’ you’ve got on that machine out there. This is doctor-patient confidentiality.”


  “Yes, sir. Monitor is terminated.”


  “It’s what?…Never mind.” The psychiatrist picked up the phone and was barely able to keep from shouting. “Why didn’t you call me before this, you son of a bitch!”


  “I didn’t want to give you cardiac arrest, is that sufficient?”


  “Where are you and what are you doing?”


  “At the moment?”


  “That’ll suffice.”


  “Let’s see, I rented a car and right now I’m a half a block from a town house in Georgetown owned by the chairman of the Federal Trade Commission, talking to you on a pay phone.”


  “For Christ’s sake, why?”


  “Alex will fill you in, but what I want you to do is call Marie on the island. I’ve tried a couple of times since leaving the hotel but I can’t get through. Tell her I’m fine, that I’m perfectly fine, and not to worry. Have you got that?”


  “I’ve got it, but I don’t buy it. You don’t even sound like yourself.”


  “You can’t tell her that, Doctor. If you’re my friend, you can’t tell her anything like that.”


  “Stop it, David. This Jekyll-and-Hyde crap doesn’t wash anymore.”


  “Don’t tell her that, not if you’re my friend.”


  “You’re spiraling, David. Don’t let it happen. Come to me, talk to me.”


  “No time, Mo. The fat cat’s limousine is parking in front of his house. I’ve got to go to work.”


  “Jason!”


  The line went dead.


  Brendan Patrick Pierre Prefontaine walked down the jet’s metal steps into the hot Caribbean sun of Montserrat’s Blackburne Airport. It was shortly past three o’clock in the afternoon, and were it not for the many thousands of dollars on his person he might have felt lost. It was remarkable how a supply of hundred-dollar bills in various pockets made one feel so secure. In truth, he had to keep reminding himself that his loose change—fifties, twenties and tens—were in his right front trousers pocket so as not to make a mistake and either appear ostentatious or be a mark for some unprincipled hustler. Above all, it was vital for him to keep a low profile to the point of insignificance. He had to insignificantly ask significant questions around the airport regarding a woman and two small children who had arrived on a private aircraft the previous afternoon.


  Which was why to his astonishment and alarm he heard the absolutely adorable black female immigration clerk say to him after hanging up a telephone, “Would you be so kind, sir, as to come with me, please?”


  Her lovely face, lilting voice and perfect smile did nothing to allay the former judge’s fears. Far too many extremely guilty criminals had such assets. “Is there something wrong with my passport, young lady?”


  “Not that I can see, sir.”


  “Then why the delay? Why not simply stamp it and allow me to proceed?”


  “Oh, it is stamped and entry is permitted, sir. There is no problem.”


  “Then why…?”


  “Please come with me, sir.”


  They approached a large glass-enclosed cubicle with a sign on the left window, the gold letters announcing the occupant: DEPUTY DIRECTOR OF IMMIGRATION SERVICES. The attractive clerk opened the door and, again smiling, gestured for the elderly visitor to go inside. Prefontaine did so, suddenly terrified that he would be searched, the money found, and all manner of charges leveled against him. He did not know which islands were involved in narcotics, but if this was one of them the thousands of dollars in his pockets would be instantly suspect. Explanations raced through his mind as the clerk crossed to the desk handing his passport to the short, heavyset deputy of immigration. The woman gave Brendan a last bright smile and went out the door, closing it behind her.


  “Mr. Brendan Patrick Pierre Prefontaine,” intoned the immigration official reading the passport.


  “Not that it matters,” said Brendan kindly but with summoned authority. “However, the ‘Mister’ is usually replaced with ‘Judge’—as I say, I don’t believe it’s relevant under the circumstances, or perhaps it is, I really don’t know. Did one of my law clerks make an error? If so, I’ll fly the whole group down to apologize.”


  “Oh, not at all, sir—Judge,” replied the uniformed wide-girthed black man with a distinct British accent as he rose from the chair and extended his hand over the desk. “Actually, it is I who may have made the error.”


  “Come now, Colonel, we all do occasionally.” Brendan gripped the official’s hand. “Then perhaps I may be on my way? There’s someone here I must meet.”


  “That’s what he said!”


  Brendan released the hand. “I beg your pardon?”


  “I may have to beg yours.… The confidentiality, of course.”


  “The what? Could we get to the point, please?”


  “I realize that privacy,” continued the official, pronouncing the word as privvissy, “is of utmost importance—that’s been explained to us—but whenever we can be of assistance, we try to oblige the Crown.”


  “Extremely commendable, Brigadier, but I’m afraid I don’t understand.”


  The official needlessly lowered his voice. “A great man arrived here this morning, are you aware of that?”


  “I’m sure many men of stature come to your beautiful island. It was highly recommended to me, in fact.”


  “Ah, yes, the privvissy!”


  “Yes, of course, the privvissy,” agreed the ex-convict judge, wondering if the official had both his oars in the water. “Could you be clearer?”


  “Well, he said he was to meet someone, an associate he had to consult with, but after the very private reception line—no press, of course—he was taken directly to the charter that flew him to the out island, and obviously never met the person he was to confidentially meet. Now, am I clearer?”


  “Like Boston harbor in a squall, General.”


  “Very good. I understand. Privvissy.…So all our personnel are alerted to the fact that the great man’s friend might be seeking him here at the airport—confidentially, of course.”


  “Of course.” Not even a paddle, thought Brendan.


  “Then I considered another possibility,” said the official in minor triumph. “Suppose the great man’s friend was also flying to our island for a rendezvous with the great man?”


  “Brilliant.”


  “Not without logic. Then it struck me to obtain the passenger manifests of all the incoming flights, concentrating, of course, on those in first class, which would be proper for the great man’s associate.”


  “Clairvoyance,” mumbled the once and former judge. “And you selected me?”


  “The name, my good man! Pierre Prefontaine!”


  “My pious, departed mother would no doubt take offense at your omitting the ‘Brendan Patrick.’ Like the French, the Irish are quite sensitive in such matters.”


  “But it was the family. I understood that immediately!”


  “You did?”


  “Pierre Prefontaine!…Jean Pierre Fontaine. I am an expert on immigration procedures, having studied the methods in many countries. Your own name is a fascinating example, most honored Judge. Wave after wave of immigrants flocked to the United States, the melting pot of nations, races and languages. In the process names were altered, combined or simply misunderstood by armies of confused, overworked clerks. But roots frequently survived and thus it was for you. The family Fontaine became Prefontaine in America and the great man’s associate was in reality an esteemed member of the American branch!”


  “Positively awesome,” muttered Brendan, eyeing the official as if he expected several male nurses to barge into the room with restraining equipment. “But isn’t it possible that this is merely coincidence? Fontaine is a common name throughout France, but, as I understand it, the Prefontaines were distinctly centered around Alsace-Lorraine.”


  “Yes, of course,” said the deputy, again lowering his voice rather than conceivably winking. “Yet without any prior word whatsoever, the Quai d’Orsay in Paris calls, then the UK’s Foreign Office follows with instructions—a great man is soon to drop out of the sky. Acknowledge him, honor him, spirit him off to a remote resort known for its confidentiality—for that, too, is paramount. The great one is to have total privvissy.… Yet that same great warrior is anxious; he is to confidentially meet with an associate he does not find. Perhaps the great man has secrets—all great men do, you know.”


  Suddenly, the thousands of dollars in Prefontaine’s pockets felt very heavy. Washington’s Four Zero clearance in Boston, the Quai d’Orsay in Paris, the Foreign Office in London—Randolph Gates needlessly parting with an extraordinary amount of money out of sheer panic. There was a pattern of strange convergence, the strangest being the inclusion of a frightened, unscrupulous attorney named Gates. Was he an inclusion or an aberration? What did it all mean? “You are an extraordinary man,” said Brendan quickly, covering his thoughts with rapid words. “Your perceptions are nothing short of brilliant, but you do understand that confidentiality is paramount.”


  “I will hear no more, honored Judge!” exclaimed the deputy. “Except to add that your appraisal of my abilities might not be lost on my superiors.”


  “They will be made clear, I assure you.… Precisely where did my not too distant and distinguished cousin go?”


  “A small out island where the seaplanes must land on the water. Its name is Tranquility Isle and the resort is called Tranquility Inn.”


  “You will be personally thanked by those above you, be assured of that.”


  “And I shall personally clear you through customs.”


  Brendan Patrick Pierre Prefontaine, carrying his suitcase of burnished leather, walked out into the terminal of Blackburne Airport a bewildered man. Bewildered, hell, he was stunned! He could not decide whether to take the next flight back to Boston or to…his feet were apparently deciding for him. He found himself walking toward a counter beneath a large sea-blue sign with white lettering: INTER-ISLAND AIRWAYS. It couldn’t do any harm to inquire, he mused, then he would buy a ticket on the next plane to Boston.


  On the wall beyond the counter a list of nearby “Out Isles” was next to a larger column of the well-known Leeward and Windward Islands from St. Kitts and Nevis south to the Grenadines. Tranquility was sandwiched between Canada Cay and Turtle Rock. Two clerks, both young, one black and one white, the former a young woman, the latter a blond-haired man in his early twenties, were talking quietly. The girl approached. “May I help you, sir?”


  “I’m not really sure,” replied Brendan hesitantly. “My schedule’s so unsettled, but it seems I have a friend on Tranquility Isle.”


  “At the inn, sir?”


  “Yes, apparently so. Does it take long to fly over there?”


  “If the weather’s clear, no more than fifteen minutes, but that would be an amphibious charter. I’m not sure one’s available until tomorrow morning.”


  “Sure, there is, babe,” interrupted the young man with small gold wings pinned crookedly on his white shirt. “I’m running over some supplies to Johnny St. Jay pretty soon,” he added, stepping forward.


  “He’s not scheduled for today.”


  “As of an hour ago he is. Pronto.”


  At that instant and with those words, Prefontaine’s eyes fell in astonishment on two stacks of cartons moving slowly down Inter-Island’s luggage carousel toward the exterior loading area. Even if he had the time to debate with himself, he knew his decision was made.


  “I’d like to purchase a ticket on that flight, if I may,” he said, watching the boxes of Gerber’s Assorted Baby Foods and Pampers Medium Diapers disappear into the hold.


  He had found the unknown woman with the small male child and the infant.


  



  CHAPTER EIGHT


  Routine secondhand inquiries at the Federal Trade Commission confirmed the fact that its chairman, Albert Armbruster, did, indeed, have ulcers as well as high blood pressure and under doctor’s orders left the office and returned home whenever discomfort struck him. Which was why Alex Conklin telephoned him after a generally overindulgent lunch—also established—with an “update” of the Snake Lady crisis. As with Alex’s initial call, catching Armbruster in the shower, he anonymously told the shaken chairman that someone would be in touch with him later in the day—either at the office or at home. The contact would identify himself simply as Cobra. (“Use all the banal trigger words you can come up with” was the gospel according to St. Conklin.) In the meantime, Armbruster was instructed to talk to no one. “Those are orders from the Sixth Fleet.”


  “Oh, Christ!”


  Thus Albert Armbruster called for his chariot and was driven home in discomfort. Further nausea was in store for the chairman, however, as Jason Bourne was waiting for him.


  “Good afternoon, Mr. Armbruster,” said the stranger pleasantly as the chairman struggled out of the limousine, the door held open by the chauffeur.


  “Yes, what?” Armbruster’s response was immediate, unsure.


  “I merely said ‘Good afternoon.’ My name’s Simon. We met at the White House reception for the Joint Chiefs several years ago—”


  “I wasn’t there,” broke in the chairman emphatically.


  “Oh?” The stranger arched his brows, his voice still pleasant but obviously questioning.


  “Mr. Armbruster?” The chauffeur had closed the door and now turned courteously to the chairman. “Will you be needing—”


  “No, no,” said Armbruster, again interrupting. “You’re relieved—I won’t need you anymore today…tonight.”


  “Same time tomorrow morning, sir?”


  “Yes, tomorrow—unless you’re told otherwise. I’m not a well man; check with the office.”


  “Yes, sir.” The chauffeur tipped his visored cap and climbed back into the front seat.


  “I’m sorry to hear that,” said the stranger, holding his place as the limousine’s engine was started and the automobile rolled away.


  “What?…Oh, you. I was never at the White House for that damned reception!”


  “Perhaps I was mistaken—”


  “Yes, well, nice to see you again,” said Armbruster anxiously, impatiently, hurrying to the steps that led up to his Georgetown house.


  “Then again, I’m quite sure Admiral Burton introduced us—”


  “What?” The chairman spun around. “What did you just say?”


  “This is a waste of time,” continued Jason Bourne, the pleasantness gone from his voice and his face. “I’m Cobra.”


  “Oh, Jesus!…I’m not a well man.” Armbruster repeated the statement in a hoarse whisper, snapping his head up to look at the front of his house, to the windows and the door.


  “You’ll be far worse unless we talk,” added Jason, following the chairman’s eyes. “Shall it be up there? In your house?”


  “No!” cried Armbruster. “She yaps all the time and wants to know everything about everybody, then blabs all over town exaggerating everything.”


  “I assume you’re talking about your wife.”


  “All of ’em! They don’t know when to keep their traps shut.”


  “It sounds like they’re starved for conversation.”


  “What…?”


  “Never mind. I’ve got a car down the block. Are you up to a drive?”


  “I damn well better be. We’ll stop at the drugstore down the street. They’ve got my prescription on file.… Who the hell are you?”


  “I told you,” answered Bourne. “Cobra. It’s a snake.”


  “Oh, Jesus!” whispered Albert Armbruster.


  The pharmacist complied rapidly, and Jason quickly drove to a neighborhood bar he had chosen an hour before should one be necessary. It was dark and full of shadows, the booths deep, the banquettes high, isolating those meeting one another from curious glances. The ambience was important, for it was vital that he stare into the eyes of the chairman when he asked questions, his own eyes ice-cold, demanding…threatening. Delta was back, Cain had returned; Jason Bourne was in full command, David Webb forgotten.


  “We have to cover ourselves,” said the Cobra quietly after their drinks arrived. “In terms of damage control that means we have to know how much harm each of us could do under the Amytals.”


  “What the hell does that mean?” asked Armbruster, swallowing most of his gin and tonic while wincing and holding his stomach.


  “Drugs, chemicals, truth serums.”


  “What?”


  “This isn’t your normal ball game,” said Bourne, remembering Conklin’s words. “We’ve got to cover all of the bases because there aren’t any constitutional rights in this series.”


  “So who are you?” The chairman of the Federal Trade Commission belched and brought his glass briefly to his lips, his hand trembling. “Some kind of one-man hit team? John Doe knows something, so he’s shot in an alley?”


  “Don’t be ridiculous. Anything like that would be totally counterproductive. It would only fuel those trying to find us, leave a trail—”


  “Then what are you talking about?”


  “Saving our lives, which includes our reputations and our life-styles.”


  “You’re one cold prick. How do we do that?”


  “Let’s take your case, shall we?…You’re not a well man by your own admission. You could resign under doctor’s orders and we take care of you—Medusa takes care of you.” Jason’s imagination floated, making quick sharp forays into reality and fantasy, swiftly searching for the words that might be found in the gospel according to St. Alex. “You’re known to be a wealthy man, so a villa might be purchased in your name, or perhaps a Caribbean island, where you’d be completely secure. No one can reach you; no one can talk to you unless you agree, which would mean predetermined interviews, harmless and even favorable results guaranteed. Such things are not impossible.”


  “Pretty sterile existence in my opinion,” said Armbruster. “Me and the yapper all by ourselves? I’d kill her.”


  “Not at all,” went on the Cobra. “There’d be constant distractions. Guests of your choosing could be flown to wherever you are. Other women also—either of your choice or selected by those who respect your tastes. Life goes on much as before, some inconveniences, some pleasant surprises. The point is that you’d be protected, inaccessible and therefore we’re also protected, the rest of us.… But, as I say, that option is merely hypothetical at this juncture. In my case, frankly, it’s a necessity because there’s little I don’t know. I leave in a matter of days. Until then I’m determining who goes and who stays.… How much do you know, Mr. Armbruster?”


  “I’m not involved with the day-to-day operations, naturally. I deal with the big picture. Like the others, I get a monthly coded telex from the banks in Zurich listing the deposits and the companies we’re gaining control of—that’s about it.”


  “So far you don’t get a villa.”


  “I’ll be damned if I want one, and if I do I’ll buy it myself. I’ve got close to a hundred million, American, in Zurich.”


  Bourne controlled his astonishment and simply stared at the chairman. “I wouldn’t repeat that,” he said.


  “Who am I going to tell? The yapper?”


  “How many of the others do you know personally?” asked the Cobra.


  “Practically none of the staff, but then they don’t know me, either. Hell, they don’t know anybody.… And while we’re on the subject, take you, for instance. I’ve never heard of you. I figure you work for the board and I was told to expect you, but I don’t know you.”


  “I was hired on a very special basis. My background’s deep-cover security.”


  “Like I said, I figured—”


  “What about the Sixth Fleet?” interrupted Bourne, moving away from the subject of himself.


  “I see him now and then but I don’t think we’ve exchanged a dozen words. He’s military; I’m civilian—very civilian.”


  “You weren’t once. Where it all began.”


  “The hell I wasn’t. No uniform ever made a soldier and it sure didn’t with me.”


  “What about a couple of generals, one in Brussels, the other at the Pentagon?”


  “They were career men; they stayed in. I wasn’t and I didn’t.”


  “We have to expect leaks, rumors,” said Bourne almost aimlessly, his eyes now wandering. “But we can’t permit the slightest hint of military orientation.”


  “You mean like in junta style?”


  “Never,” replied Bourne, once more staring at Armbruster. “That kind of thing creates whirlwinds—”


  “Forget it!” whispered the chairman of the Federal Trade Commission, angrily interrupting. “The Sixth Fleet, as you call him, calls the shots only here and only because it’s convenient. He’s a blood-and-guts admiral with a whiz-bang record and a lot of clout where we want it, but that’s in Washington, not anywhere else!”


  “I know that and you know it,” said Jason emphatically, the emphasis covering his bewilderment, “but someone who’s been in a protection program for over fifteen years is putting together his own scenario and that comes out of Saigon—Command Saigon.”


  “It may have come out of Saigon but it sure as hell didn’t stay there. The soldier boys couldn’t run with it, we all know that.… But I see what you mean. You tie in Pentagon brass with anything like us, the freaks are in the streets and the bleeding-heart fairies in Congress have a field day. Suddenly a dozen subcommittees are in session.”


  “Which we can’t tolerate,” added Bourne.


  “Agreed,” said Armbruster. “Are we any closer to learning the name of the bastard who’s putting this scenario together?”


  “Closer, not close. He’s been in contact with Langley but on what level we don’t know.”


  “Langley? For Christ’s sake, we’ve got someone over there. He can squelch it and find out who the son of a bitch is!”


  “DeSole?” offered the Cobra simply.


  “That’s right.” Armbruster leaned forward. “There is very little you don’t know. That connection’s very quiet. What does DeSole say?”


  “Nothing, we can’t touch him,” replied Jason, suddenly, frantically reaching for a credible answer. He had been David Webb too long! Conklin was right; he wasn’t thinking fast enough. Then the words came…part of the truth, a dangerous part, but credible, and he could not lose credibility. “He thinks he’s being watched and we’re to stay away from him, no contact whatsoever until he says otherwise.”


  “What happened?” The chairman gripped his glass, his eyes rigid, bulging.


  “Someone in the cellars learned that Teagarten in Brussels has an access fax code directly to DeSole bypassing routine confidential traffic.”


  “Stupid goddamned soldier boys!” spat out Armbruster. “Give ’em gold braid and they prance around like debutantes and want every new toy in town!…Faxes, access codes! Jesus, he probably punched the wrong numbers and got the NAACP.”


  “DeSole says he’s building a cover and can handle it, but it’s no time for him to go around asking questions, especially in this area. He’ll check quietly on everything he can, and if he learns something he’ll reach us, but we’re not to reach him.”


  “Wouldn’t you know it’d be a lousy soldier boy who puts us out on a limb? If it wasn’t for that jackass with his access code, we wouldn’t have a problem. Everything would be taken care of.”


  “But he does exist, and the problem—the crisis—won’t go away,” said Bourne flatly. “I repeat, we have to cover ourselves. Some of us will have to leave—disappear at least for a while. For the good of all of us.”


  The chairman of the Federal Trade Commission leaned back in the booth, his expression pensively disagreeable. “Yeah, well let me tell you something, Simon, or whatever your name is. You’re checking out the wrong people. We’re businessmen, some of us rich enough or egotistical enough or for other reasons willing to work for government pay, but first we’re businessmen with investments all over the place. We’re also appointed, not elected, and that means nobody expects full financial disclosures. Do you see what I’m driving at?”


  “I’m not sure,” said Jason, instantly concerned that he was losing control, losing the threat. I’ve been away too long…and Albert Armbruster was not a fool. He was given to first-level panic, but the second level was colder, far more analytical. “What are you driving at?”


  “Get rid of our soldier boys. Buy them villas or a couple of Caribbean islands and put them out of reach. Give ’em their own little courts and let ’em play kings; that’s what they’re all about anyway.”


  “Operate without them?” asked Bourne, trying to conceal his astonishment.


  “You said it and I agree. Any hint of big brass and we’re in big trouble. It goes under the heading of ‘military industrial complex,’ which freely translated means military-industrial collusion.” Again Armbruster leaned forward over the table. “We don’t need them anymore! Get rid of them.”


  “There could be very loud objections—”


  “No way. We’ve got ’em by their brass balls!”


  “I’ll have to think about it.”


  “There’s nothing to think about. In six months we’ll have the controls we need in Europe.”


  Jason Bourne stared at the chairman of the Federal Trade Commission. What controls? he thought to himself. For what reason? Why?


  “I’ll drive you home,” he said.


  “I talked to Marie,” said Conklin from the Agency garden apartment in Virginia. “She’s at the inn, not at your house.”


  “How come?” asked Jason at a gas-station pay phone on the outskirts of Manassas.


  “She wasn’t too clear.… I think it was lunchtime or nap time—one of those times when mothers are never clear. I could hear your kids in the background. They were loud, pal.”


  “What did she say, Alex?”


  “It seems your brother-in-law wanted it that way. She didn’t elaborate, and other than sounding like one harried mommy, she was the perfectly normal Marie I know and love—which means she only wanted to hear about you.”


  “Which means you told her I was perfectly fine, didn’t you?”


  “Hell, yes. I said you were holed up under guard going over a lot of computer printouts, sort of a variation on the truth.”


  “Johnny must have had his talk with her. She told him what’s happened, so he moved them all to his exclusive bunker.”


  “His what?”


  “You never saw Tranquility Inn, or did you? Frankly, I can’t remember whether you did or not.”


  “Panov and I saw only the plans and the site; that was four years ago. We haven’t been back since, at least I haven’t. Nobody’s asked me.”


  “I’ll let that pass because you’ve had a standing invitation since we got the place.… Anyway, you know it’s on the beach and the only way to get there except by water is up a dirt road so filled with rocks no normal car could make it twice. Everything is flown in by plane or brought over by boat. Almost nothing from the town.”


  “And the beach is patrolled,” interrupted Conklin. “Johnny isn’t taking any chances.”


  “It’s why I sent them down there. I’ll call her later.”


  “What about now?” said Alex. “What about Armbruster?”


  “Let’s put it this way,” replied Bourne, his eyes drifting up to the white plastic shell of the pay phone. “What does it mean when a man who has a hundred million dollars in Zurich tells me that Medusa—point of origin Command Saigon, emphasis on ‘command,’ which is hardly civilian—should get rid of the military because Snake Lady doesn’t need them any longer?”


  “I don’t believe it,” said the retired intelligence officer in a quiet, doubting voice. “He didn’t.”


  “Oh, yes, he did. He even called them soldier boys, and he wasn’t memorializing them in song. He verbally dismissed the admirals and the generals as gold-braided debutantes who wanted every new toy in town.”


  “Certain senators on the Armed Services Committee would agree with that assessment,” concurred Alex.


  “There’s more. When I reminded him that Snake Lady came out of Saigon—Command Saigon—he was very clear. He said it may have, but it sure as hell didn’t stay there because—and this is a direct quote—‘The soldier boys couldn’t run with it.’”


  “That’s a provocative statement. Did he tell you why they couldn’t run with it?”


  “No, and I didn’t ask. I was supposed to know the answer.”


  “I wish you did. I like less and less the sound of what I’m hearing; it’s big and it’s ugly.… How did the hundred million come up?”


  “I told him Medusa might get him a villa someplace out of the country where he couldn’t be reached if we thought it was necessary. He wasn’t too interested and said if he wanted one, he’d buy it himself. He had a hundred million, American, in Zurich—a fact I think I was also expected to know.”


  “That was all? Just a simple little one hundred million?”


  “Not entirely. He told me that like everybody else he gets a monthly telex—in code—from the banks in Zurich listing his deposits. Obviously, they’ve been growing.”


  “Big, ugly and growing,” added Conklin. “Anything else? Not that I particularly want to hear it, I’m frightened enough.”


  “Two more items and you’d better have some fear in reserve.… Armbruster said that along with the deposit telexes he gets a listing of the companies they’re gaining control of.”


  “What companies? What was he talking about?…Good God.”


  “If I had asked, my wife and children might have to attend a private memorial service, no casket in evidence because I wouldn’t be there.”


  “You’ve got more to tell me. Tell me.”


  “Our illustrious chairman of the Federal Trade Commission said that the ubiquitous ‘we’ could get rid of the military because in six months ‘we’ would have all the controls we needed in Europe.… Alex, what controls? What are we dealing with?”


  There was silence on the unbroken line, and Jason Bourne did not interrupt. David Webb wanted to shout in defiance and confusion, but there was no point; he was a nonperson. Finally, Conklin spoke.


  “I think we’re dealing with something we can’t handle,” he said softly, his words barely audible over the phone. “This has to go upstairs, David. We can’t keep it to ourselves.”


  “Goddamn you, you’re not talking to David!” Bourne did not raise his voice in anger; he did not have to, its tone was enough. “This isn’t going anywhere unless or until I say it does and I may not ever say it. Understand me, field man, I don’t owe anyone anything, especially not the movers and the shakers in this city. They moved and shook my wife and me too much for any concessions where our lives or the lives of our children are concerned! I intend to use everything I can learn for one purpose and one purpose only. That’s to draw out the Jackal and kill him so we can climb out of our personal hell and go on living.… I know now that this is the way to do it. Armbruster talked tough and he probably is tough, but underneath he’s frightened. They’re all frightened—panicked, as you put it—and you were right. Present them with the Jackal and he’s a solution they can’t refuse. Present Carlos with a client as rich and as powerful as our current Medusa and it’s irresistible to him—he’s got the respect of the international big boys, not just the crud of the world, the fanatics of the left and right.… Don’t stand in my way, don’t, for God’s sake!”


  “That’s a threat, isn’t it?”


  “Stop it, Alex. I don’t want to talk like that.”


  “But you just did. It’s the reverse of Paris thirteen years ago, isn’t it? Only now you’ll kill me because I’m the one who hasn’t a memory, the memory of what we did to you and Marie.”


  “That’s my family out there!” cried David Webb, his voice tight, sweat forming on his hairline as his eyes filled with tears. “They’re a thousand miles away from me and in hiding. It can’t be any other way because I won’t risk letting them be harmed!…Killed, Alex, because that’s what the Jackal will do if he finds them. It’s an island this week; where is it next? How many thousands of miles more? And after that, where will they go—where will we go? Knowing what we know now, we can’t stop—he’s after me; that goddamned filthy psychopath is after me, and everything we’ve learned about him tells us he wants a maximum kill. His ego demands it, and that kill includes my family!…No, field man, don’t burden me with things I don’t care about—not where they interfere with Marie and the kids—I’m owed that much.”


  “I hear you,” said Conklin. “I don’t know whether I’m hearing David or Jason Bourne, but I hear you. All right, no reverse Paris, but we have to move fast and I’m talking to Bourne now. What’s next? Where are you?”


  “I judge about six or seven miles from General Swayne’s house,” replied Jason, breathing deeply, the momentary anguish suppressed, the coldness returning. “Did you make the call?”


  “Two hours ago.”


  “Am I still ‘Cobra’?”


  “Why not? It’s a snake.”


  “That’s what I told Armbruster. He wasn’t happy.”


  “Swayne will be less so, but I sense something and I can’t really explain it.”


  “What do you mean?”


  “I’m not sure, but I have an idea that he’s answerable to someone.”


  “In the Pentagon? Burton?”


  “I suppose so, I just don’t know. In his partial paralysis he reacted almost as if he was an onlooker, someone involved but not in the middle of the game. He slipped a couple of times and said things like ‘We’ll have to think about this,’ and ‘We’ll have to confer.’ Confer with whom? It was a one-on-one conversation with my usual warning that he wasn’t to talk to anyone. His response was a lame editorial ‘we,’ meaning that the illustrious general was conferring with himself. I don’t buy it.”


  “Neither do I,” agreed Jason. “I’m going to change clothes. They’re in the car.”


  “What?”


  Bourne turned partially in the plastic shell of the pay phone and glanced around the gas station. He saw what he hoped for, a men’s room in the side of the building. “You said that Swayne lives on a large farm west of Manassas—”


  “Correction,” interrupted Alex. “He calls it a farm; his neighbors and the tax rolls call it a twenty-eight-acre estate. Not bad for a career soldier from a lower-middle-class family in Nebraska who married a hairdresser in Hawaii thirty years ago, and supposedly bought his manse ten years ago on the strength of a very sizable inheritance from an untraceable benefactor, an obscure wealthy uncle I couldn’t find. That’s what made me curious. Swayne headed up the Quartermaster Corps in Saigon and supplied Medusa.… What’s his place got to do with your changing clothes?”


  “I want to look around. I’ll get there while it’s light to see what it’s like from the road, then when it’s dark I’ll pay him a surprise visit.”


  “That’ll be effective, but why the looking around?”


  “I like farms. They’re so spread out and extended and I can’t imagine why a professional soldier who knows that he can be transferred anywhere in the world at a moment’s notice would saddle himself with such a large investment.”


  “The same as my reasoning except I was concerned about the how, not the why. Your approach may be more interesting.”


  “We’ll see.”


  “Be careful. He may have alarms and dogs, things like that.”


  “I’m prepared,” said Jason Bourne. “I did some shopping after I left Georgetown.”


  The summer sun was low in the western sky as he slowed down the rental car and lowered the visor to keep from being blinded by the yellow globe of fire. Soon it would drop behind the Shenandoah mountains, twilight descending, prelude to darkness. And it was the darkness that Jason Bourne craved; it was his friend and ally, the blackness in which he moved swiftly, with sure feet and alert hands and arms that served as sensors against all the impediments of nature. The jungles had welcomed him in the past, knowing that although he was an intruder he respected them and used them as a part of him. He did not fear the jungles, he embraced them, for they protected him and allowed him passage to accomplish whatever his objective was; he was at one with the jungles—as he would have to be with the dense woods that flanked the estate of General Norman Swayne.


  The main house was set back no less than the distance of two football fields from the country road. A stockade fence separated the entrance on the right from the exit on the left, both with iron gates, fronting a deep drive that was basically an elongated U-turn. Immediately bordering each opening was a profusion of tall trees and shrubbery that was in itself a natural extension of the stockade fence both left and right. All that was missing were guardhouses at each point of entry and exit.


  His mind floated back to China, to Beijing and the wild bird sanctuary where he had trapped a killer posing as Jason Bourne. There had been a guardhouse then and a series of armed patrols in the dense forest…and a madman, a butcher who controlled an army of killers, foremost among them the false Jason Bourne. He had penetrated that deadly sanctuary, crippled a small fleet of trucks and automobiles by plunging the blade of his knife into every tire, then proceeded to take out each patrol in the Jing Shan forest until he found the torch-lit clearing that held a swaggering maniac and his brigade of fanatics. Could he do it all today? wondered Bourne as he drove slowly past Swayne’s property for the third time, his eyes absorbing everything he could see. Five years later, thirteen years after Paris? He tried to evaluate the reality. He was not the younger man that he had been in Paris, nor the more mature man in Hong Kong, Macao and Beijing; he was now fifty and he felt it, every year of it. He would not dwell on it. There was too much else to think about, and the twenty-eight acres of General Norman Swayne’s property were not the forest primeval of the Jing Shan sanctuary.


  However, as he had done on the primitive outskirts of Beijing, he drove the car off the country road deep into a mass of tall grass and foliage. He climbed out and proceeded to cover the vehicle with bent and broken branches. The rapidly descending darkness would complete the camouflage, and with the darkness he would go to work. He had changed his clothes in the men’s room at the gas station: black trousers below a black long-sleeved, skintight pullover; and black thick-soled sneakers with heavy tread. These were his working apparel. The items he spread on the ground were his equipment, the shopping he had done after leaving Georgetown. They included a long-bladed hunting knife whose scabbard he threaded into his belt; a dual-chambered CO2 pistol, encased in a nylon shoulder holster, that silently shot immobilizing darts into attacking animals, such as pit bulls; two flares designed to assist stranded drivers in broken-down cars to attract or deter other motorists; a pair of small Zeiss Ikon 8 × 10 binoculars attached to his trousers by a Velcro strip; a penlight; raw-hide laces; and finally, pocket-sized wire cutters in case there was a metal fence. Along with the automatic supplied by the Central Intelligence Agency, the gear was either lashed to his belt or concealed in his clothing. The darkness came and Jason Bourne walked into the woods.


  The white sheet of ocean spray burst up from the coral reef and appeared suspended, the dark blue waters of the Caribbean serving as a backdrop. It was that hour of early evening, a long sundown imminent, when Tranquility Isle was bathed in alternating hot tropical colors, pockets of shadows constantly changing with each imperceptible descent of the orange sun. The resort complex of Tranquility Inn had seemingly been cut out of three adjacent rock-strewn hills above an elongated beach sandwiched between huge natural jetties of coral. Two rows of balconied pink villas with bright red roofs of terra-cotta extended from each side of the resort’s central hub, a large circular building of heavy stone and thick glass, all the structures overlooking the water, the villas connected by a white concrete path bordered by low-cut shrubbery and lined with ground lamps. Waiters in yellow guayabera jackets wheeled room-service tables along the path, delivering bottles and ice and canapés to Tranquility’s guests, the majority of whom sat on their individual balconies savoring the end of the Caribbean day. And as the shadows became more prominent, other people unobtrusively appeared along the beach and on the long dock that extended out over the water. These were neither guests nor service employees; they were armed guards, each dressed in a dark brown tropical uniform and—again unobtrusively—with a MAC-10 machine pistol strapped to his belted waist. On the opposite side of each jacket and hooked to the cloth was a pair of Zeiss Ikon 8 × 10 binoculars continuously used to scan the darkness. The owner of Tranquility Inn was determined that it live up to its name.


  On the large circular balcony of the villa nearest the main building and the attached glass-enclosed dining room, an elderly infirm woman sat in a wheelchair sipping a glass of Château Carbonnieux ’78 while drinking in the splendors of sundown. She absently touched the bangs of her imperfectly dyed red hair as she listened. She heard the voice of her man talking with the nurse inside, then the sound of his less than emphatic footsteps as he walked out to join her.


  “My God,” she said in French. “I’m going to get pissed!”


  “Why not?” asked the Jackal’s courier. “This is the place for it. I see everything through a haze of disbelief myself.”


  “You still will not tell me why the monseigneur sent you here—us here?”


  “I told you, I’m merely a messenger.”


  “And I don’t believe you.”


  “Believe. It’s important for him but of no consequence for us. Enjoy, my lovely.”


  “You always call me that when you won’t explain.”


  “Then you should learn from experience not to inquire, is it not so?”


  “It is not so, my dear. I’m dying—”


  “We’ll hear no more of that!”


  “It’s true nevertheless; you cannot keep it from me. I don’t worry for myself, the pain will end, you see, but I worry about you. You, forever better than your circumstances, Michel—No, no, you are Jean Pierre, I must not forget that.… Still, I must concern myself. This place, these extraordinary lodgings, this attention. I think you will pay a terrible price, my dear.”


  “Why do you say that?”


  “It’s all so grand. Too grand. Something’s wrong.”


  “You concern yourself too deeply.”


  “No, you deceive yourself too easily. My brother, Claude, has always said you take too much from the monseigneur. One day the bill will be presented to you.”


  “Your brother, Claude, is a sweet old man with feathers in his head. It’s why the monseigneur gives him only the most insignificant assignments. You send him out for a paper in Montparnasse he ends up in Marseilles not knowing how he got there.” The telephone inside the villa rang, interrupting the Jackal’s man. He turned. “Our new friend will get it,” he said.


  “She’s a strange one,” added the old woman. “I don’t trust her.”


  “She works for the monseigneur.”


  “Really?”


  “I haven’t had time to tell you. She will relay his instructions.”


  The uniformed nurse, her light brown hair pulled severely back into a bun, appeared in the doorway. “Monsieur, it is Paris,” she said, her wide gray eyes conveying an urgency missing in her low, understated voice.


  “Thank you.” The Jackal’s courier walked inside, following the nurse to the telephone. She picked it up and handed it to him. “This is Jean Pierre Fontaine.”


  “Blessings upon you, child of God,” said the voice several thousand miles away. “Is everything suitable?”


  “Beyond description,” answered the old man. “It is…so grand, so much more than we deserve.”


  “You will earn it.”


  “However I may serve you.”


  “You’ll serve me by following the orders given to you by the woman. Follow them precisely with no deviation whatsoever, is that understood?”


  “Certainly.”


  “Blessings upon you.” There was a click and the voice was no more.


  Fontaine turned to address the nurse, but she was not at his side. Instead, she was across the room, unlocking the drawer of a table. He walked over to her, his eyes drawn to the contents of the drawer. Side by side were a pair of surgical gloves, a pistol with a cylindrical silencer attached to the barrel, and a straight razor, the blade recessed.


  “These are your tools,” said the woman, handing him the key, her flat, expressionless gray eyes boring into his own, “and the targets are in the last villa on this row. You are to familiarize yourself with the area by taking extended walks on the path, as old men do for circulatory purposes, and you are to kill them. You are to do this wearing the gloves and firing the gun into each skull. It must be the head. Then each throat must be slit—”


  “Mother of God, the children’s?”


  “Those are the orders.”


  “They’re barbaric!”


  “Do you wish me to convey that judgment?”


  Fontaine looked over at the balcony door, at his woman in the wheelchair. “No, no, of course not.”


  “I thought not.… There is a final instruction. With whosesoever blood is most convenient, you are to write on the wall the following: ‘Jason Bourne, brother of the Jackal.’”


  “Oh, my God.… I’ll be caught, of course.”


  “That’s up to you. Coordinate the executions with me and I’ll swear a great warrior of France was in this villa at the time.”


  “Time?…What is the time? When is this to be done?”


  “Within the next thirty-six hours.”


  “Then what?”


  “You may stay here until your woman dies.”


  



  CHAPTER NINE


  Brendan Patrick Pierre Prefontaine was again astonished. Though he had no reservation, the front desk of Tranquility Inn treated him like a visiting celebrity, then only moments after he had secured a villa told him that he already had a villa and asked How was the flight from Paris? Confusion descended for several minutes as the owner of Tranquility Inn could not be reached for consultation; he was not at his residence, and if he was on the premises he could not be found. Ultimately hands were thrown up in frustration and the former judge from Boston was taken to his lodgings, a lovely miniature house overlooking the Caribbean. By accident, hardly by design, he had reached into the wrong pocket and given the manager behind the desk a fifty-dollar American bill for his courtesy. Prefontaine instantly became a man to be reckoned with; fingers snapped and palms hit bells rapidly. Nothing was too splendid for the bewildering stranger who had suddenly flown in on the seaplane from Montserrat.… It was the name that had thrown everyone behind Tranquility’s front desk into confusion. Could such a coincidence be possible?…Still the Crown governor—Err on the safe side. Get the man a villa.


  Once settled, his casual clothes distributed in the closet and the bureau, the craziness continued. A chilled bottle of Château Carbonnieux ’78 accompanied fresh-cut flowers, and a box of Belgian chocolates arrived, only to have a confused room-service waiter return to remove them, apologizing for the fact that they were for another villa down the line—or up the line—he thought, mon.


  The judge changed into Bermuda shorts, wincing at the sight of his spindly legs, and put on a subdued paisley sport shirt. White loafers and a white cloth cap completed his tropical outfit; it would be dark soon and he wanted a stroll. For several reasons.


  “I know who Jean Pierre Fontaine is,” said John St. Jacques, reading the register behind the front desk, “he’s the one the CG’s office called me about, but who the hell is B. P. Prefontaine?”


  “An illustrious judge from the United States,” declared the tall black assistant manager in a distinct British accent. “My uncle, the deputy director of immigration, phoned me from the airport roughly two hours ago. Unfortunately, I was upstairs when the confusion arose, but our people did the right thing.”


  “A judge?” asked the owner of Tranquility Inn as the assistant manager touched St. Jacques’s elbow, gesturing for him to move away from the desk and the clerks. Both men did so. “What did your uncle say?”


  “There must be total privvissy where our two distinguished guests are concerned.”


  “Why wouldn’t there be? What does that mean?”


  “My uncle was very discreet, but he did allow that he watched the honored judge go to the Inter-Island counter and purchase a ticket. He further permitted himself to say that he knew he had been right. The judge and the French war hero are related and wish to meet confidentially on matters of great import.”


  “If that was the case, why didn’t the honored judge have a reservation?”


  “There appear to be two possible explanations, sir. According to my uncle, they were originally to meet at the airport but the Crown governor’s reception line precluded it.”


  “What’s the second possibility?”


  “An error may have been made in the judge’s own offices in Boston, Massachusetts. According to my uncle, there was a brief discussion regarding the judge’s law clerks, how they are prone to errors and if one had been made with his passport, he’d fly them all down to apologize.”


  “Then judges are paid a lot more in the States than they are in Canada. He’s damned lucky we had space.”


  “It’s the summer season, sir. We usually have available space during these months.”


  “Don’t remind me.… All right, so we’ve got two illustrious relatives who want to meet privately but go about it in a very complicated way. Maybe you should call the judge and tell him what villa Fontaine is in. Or Prefontaine—whichever the hell it is.”


  “I suggested that courtesy to my uncle, sir, and he was most adamant. He said we should do and say absolutely nothing. According to my uncle, all great men have secrets and he would not care to have his own brilliant deduction revealed except by the parties themselves.”


  “Beg your pardon?”


  “If such a call were made to the judge, he would know the information could only come from my uncle, the deputy director of Montserrat’s immigration.”


  “Christ, do whatever you want, I’ve got other things on my mind.… Incidentally, I’ve doubled the patrols on the road and the beach.”


  “We’ll be stretched thin, sir.”


  “I’ve shifted a number off the paths. I know who’s here, but I don’t know who may want to get in here.”


  “Do we expect trouble, sir?”


  John St. Jacques looked at the assistant manager. “Not now,” he said. “I’ve been out checking every inch of the grounds and the beach. By the way, I’ll be staying with my sister and her children in Villa Twenty.”


  The hero of World War II’s Résistance known as Jean Pierre Fontaine walked slowly up the concrete path toward the last villa overlooking the sea. It was similar to the others, with walls of pink stucco and a red tiled roof, but the surrounding lawn was larger, the bordering shrubbery taller and denser. It was a place for prime ministers and presidents, foreign secretaries and secretaries of state, men and women of international stature seeking the peace of pampered isolation.


  Fontaine reached the end of the path where there was a four-foot-high white stuccoed wall and beyond it the impenetrable overgrown slope of the hill leading down to the shoreline. The wall itself extended in both directions, curving around the hill below the villas’ balconies, at once demarcation and protection. The entrance to Villa Twenty was a pink wrought-iron gate bolted into the wall. Beyond the gate the old man could see a small child running about the lawn in a bathing suit. In moments a woman appeared in the frame of the open front door.


  “Come on, Jamie!” she called out. “Time for dinner.”


  “Has Alison eaten, Mommy?”


  “Fed and asleep, darling. She won’t yell at her brother.”


  “I like our house better. Why can’t we go back to our house, Mommy?”


  “Because Uncle John wants us to stay here.… The boats are here, Jamie. He can take you fishing and sailing just like he did last April during the spring vacation.”


  “We stayed at our house then.”


  “Yes, well, Daddy was with us—”


  “And we had lots of fun driving over in the truck!”


  “Dinner, Jamie. Come along now.”


  Mother and child went into the house and Fontaine winced thinking about his orders from the Jackal, the bloody executions he was sworn to carry out. And then the child’s words came back to him. Why can’t we go back to our house, Mommy?… We stayed at our house then. And the mother’s answers: Because Uncle John wants us to stay here.… Yes, well Daddy was with us then.


  There might be any number of explanations for the brief exchange he had overheard, but Fontaine could sense warnings quicker than most men, for his life had been filled with them. He sensed one now, and for that reason an old man would take a number of walks late at night for “circulatory purposes.”


  He turned from the wall and started down the concrete path so absorbed in thought that he nearly collided with a guest at least his own age wearing a foolish-looking little white cap and white shoes.


  “Excuse me,” said the stranger, sidestepping out of Fontaine’s way.


  “Pardon, monsieur!” exclaimed the embarrassed hero of France, unconsciously slipping into his native tongue. “Je regrette—that is to say, it is I who must be excused.”


  “Oh?” At his words the stranger’s eyes briefly widened, almost as if there had been recognition that was quickly hidden. “Not at all.”


  “Pardon, we have met, monsieur?”


  “I don’t believe so,” replied the old man in the silly white cap. “But we’ve all heard the rumors. A great French hero is among the guests.”


  “Foolishness. The accidents of war when we were all much younger. My name is Fontaine. Jean Pierre Fontaine.”


  “Mine’s…Patrick. Brendan Patrick—”


  “A pleasure to make your acquaintance, monsieur.” Both men shook hands. “This is a lovely place, is it not?”


  “Simply beautiful.” Again the stranger seemed to be studying him, thought Fontaine, yet, oddly enough, avoiding any prolonged eye contact. “Well, I must be on my way,” added the elderly guest in the brand-new white shoes. “Doctor’s orders.”


  “Moi aussi,” said Jean Pierre, purposely speaking French, which evidently had an effect on the stranger. “Toujours le médecin à notre âge, n’est-ce pas?”


  “All too true,” replied the old man with the bony legs, nodding and making the gesture of a wave as he turned and walked rapidly up the path.


  Fontaine stood motionless watching the receding figure, waiting, knowing it would happen. And then it did. The old man stopped and slowly turned around. From a distance their eyes locked; it was enough. Jean Pierre smiled, then proceeded down the concrete path toward his villa.


  It was another warning, he mused, and a far more deadly one. For three things were apparent: first, the elderly guest in the foolish white cap spoke French; second, he knew that “Jean Pierre Fontaine” was in reality someone else—sent to Montserrat by someone else; third…he had the mark of the Jackal in his eyes. Mon Dieu, how like the monseigneur! Engineer the kill, make sure it is done, then remove all physical traces that could lead back to his methods of operation, in particular his private army of old men. No wonder the nurse had said that after his orders were carried out they could remain here in this paradise until his woman died, a date that was imprecise at best. The Jackal’s generosity was not so grand as it appeared; his woman’s death, as well as his own, had been scheduled.


  John St. Jacques picked up the phone in his office. “Yes?”


  “They have met, sir!” said the excited assistant manager at the front desk.


  “Who have met?”


  “The great man and his illustrious relative from Boston, Massachusetts. I would have called you at once, but there was a mix-up concerning a box of Belgian chocolates—”


  “What are you talking about?”


  “Several minutes ago, sir, I saw them through the windows. They were conferring on the path. My esteemed uncle, the deputy director, was right in all things!”


  “That’s nice.”


  “The Crown governor’s office will be most pleased, and I’m certain we shall be commended, as will, of course, my brilliant uncle.”


  “Good for all of us,” said St. Jacques wearily. “Now we don’t have to concern ourselves about them any longer, do we?”


  “Offhand I would say not, sir.… Except that as we speak the honored judge is walking down the path in haste. I believe he’s coming inside.”


  “I don’t think he’ll bite you; he probably wants to thank you. Do whatever he says. There’s a storm coming up from Basse-Terre and we’ll need the CG’s input if the phones go out.”


  “I myself shall perform whatever service he requires, sir!”


  “Well, there are limits. Don’t brush his teeth.”


  Brendan Prefontaine hurried through the door of the circular glass-walled lobby. He had waited until the old Frenchman had turned into the first villa before reversing direction and heading straight for the main complex. As he had done so many times over the past thirty years, he was forced to think quickly on his feet—usually running feet—building plausible explanations that would support a number of obvious possibilities as well as others not so obvious. He had just committed an unavoidable yet stupid error, unavoidable because he was not prepared to give Tranquility Inn’s desk a false name in case identification was required, and stupid because he had given a false name to the hero of France.… Well, not stupid; the similarity of their surnames might have led to unwanted complications where the purpose of his trip to Montserrat was concerned, which was quite simply extortion—to learn what so frightened Randolph Gates that he would part with fifteen thousand dollars, and having learned it perhaps collect a great deal more. No, the stupidity was in not taking the precautionary step he was about to take. He approached the front desk and the tall, slender clerk behind it.


  “Good evening, sir,” fairly yelled the inn’s employee, causing the judge to look around, grateful that there were very few guests in the lobby. “However I may assist you, be assured of my perfection!”


  “I’d rather be assured of your keeping your voice down, young man.”


  “I shall whisper,” said the clerk inaudibly.


  “What did you say?”


  “How may I help you?” intoned the man, now sotto voce.


  “Let’s just talk quietly, all right?”


  “Certainly. I am so very privileged.”


  “You are?”


  “Of course.”


  “Very well,” said Prefontaine. “I have a favor to ask of you—”


  “Anything!”


  “Shhh!”


  “Naturally.”


  “Like many men of advanced age I frequently forget things, you can understand that, can’t you?”


  “A man of your wisdom I doubt forgets anything.”


  “What?…Never mind. I’m traveling incognito, you do know what I mean.”


  “Most assuredly, sir.”


  “I registered under my name, Prefontaine—”


  “You certainly did,” interrupted the clerk. “I know.”


  “It was a mistake. My office and those I’ve told to reach me expect to ask for a ‘Mr. Patrick,’ my middle name. It’s harmless subterfuge to allow me some much needed rest.”


  “I understand,” said the clerk confidentially, leaning over the counter.


  “You do?”


  “Of course. If such an eminent person as yourself were known to be a guest here, you might find little rest. As another, you must have complete privvissy! Be assured, I understand.”


  “‘Privvissy’? Oh, good Lord.…”


  “I shall myself alter the directory, Judge.”


  “Judge…? I said nothing about being a judge.”


  Consternation was apparent on the man’s embarrassed face. “A slip born of wishing to serve you, sir.”


  “And of something else—someone else.”


  “On my word, no one here other than the owner of Tranquility Inn is aware of the confidential nature of your visit, sir,” whispered the clerk, again leaning over the counter. “All is total privvissy!”


  “Holy Mary, that asshole at the airport—”


  “My astute uncle,” continued the clerk, overriding and not hearing Prefontaine’s soft monotone, “made it completely clear that we were privileged to be dealing with illustrious men who required total confidentiality. You see, he called me in that spirit—”


  “All right, all right, young man, I understand now and appreciate everything you’re doing. Just make sure that the name is changed to Patrick, and should anyone here inquire about me, he or she is to be given that name. Do we understand each other?”


  “With clairvoyance, honored Judge!”


  “I hope not.”


  Four minutes later the harried assistant manager picked up the ringing telephone. “Front desk,” he intoned, as if giving a benediction.


  “This is Monsieur Fontaine in Villa Number Eleven.”


  “Yes, sir. The honor is mine…ours…everyone’s!”


  “Merci. I wondered if you might help me. I met a charming American on the path perhaps a quarter of an hour ago, a man about my own age wearing a white walking cap. I thought I might ask him for an apéritif one day, but I’m not sure I heard his name correctly.”


  He was being tested, thought the assistant manager. Great men not only had secrets but concerned themselves with those guarding them. “I would have to say from your description, sir, that you met the very charming Mr. Patrick.”


  “Ah, yes, I believe that was the name. An Irish name, indeed, but he’s American, is he not?”


  “A very learned American, sir, from Boston, Massachusetts. He’s in Villa Fourteen, the third west of yours. Simply dial seven-one-four.”


  “Yes, well, thank you so much. If you see Monsieur Patrick, I’d prefer you say nothing. As you know, my wife is not well and I must extend the invitation when it is comfortable for her.”


  “I would never say anything, great sir, unless told to do so. Where you and the learned Mr. Patrick are concerned, we follow the Crown governor’s confidential instructions to the letter.”


  “You do? That’s most commendable.… Adieu.”


  He had done it! thought the assistant manager, hanging up the phone. Great men understood subtleties, and he had been subtle in ways his brilliant uncle would appreciate. Not only with the instant offering of the Patrick name, but, more important, by using the word “learned” which conveyed that of a scholar—or a judge. And, finally, by stating that he would not say anything without the Crown governor’s instructions. By the use of subtlety he had insinuated himself into the confidentiality of great men. It was a breathtaking experience, and he must call his uncle and share their combined triumph.


  Fontaine sat on the edge of the bed, the telephone in its cradle yet still in his hand, staring at his woman out on the balcony. She sat in her wheelchair, her profile to him, the glass of wine on the small table beside the chair, her head bent down in pain.… Pain! The whole terrible world was filled with pain! And he had done his share inflicting it; he understood that and expected no quarter, but not for his woman. That was never part of the contract. His life, yes, of course, but not hers, not while she had breath in her frail body. Non, monseigneur. Je refuse! Ce n’est pas le contrat!


  So the Jackal’s army of very old men now extended to America—it was to be expected. And an old Irish American in a foolish white cap, a learned man who for one reason or another had embraced the cult of the terrorist, was to be their executioner. A man who had studied him and pretended to speak no French, who had the sign of the Jackal in his eyes. Where you and the learned Mr. Patrick are concerned, we follow the instructions of the Crown governor. The Crown governor who took his instructions from a master of death in Paris.


  A decade ago, after five productive years with the monseigneur, he had been given a telephone number in Argenteuil, six miles north of Paris, that he was never to use except in the most extreme emergency. He had used it only once before, but he would use it now. He studied the international codes, picked up the phone and dialed. After the better part of two minutes, a voice answered.


  “Le Coeur du Soldat,” said a flat male voice, martial music in the background.


  “I must reach a blackbird,” said Fontaine in French. “My identity is Paris Five.”


  “If such a request is possible, where can such a bird reach you?”


  “In the Caribbean.” Fontaine gave the area code, the telephone number and the extension to Villa Eleven. He hung up the phone and sat despondent on the edge of the bed. In his soul he knew that this might be his and his woman’s last few hours on earth. If so, he and his woman could face their God and speak the truth. He had killed, no question about that, but he had never harmed or taken the life of a person who had not committed greater crimes against others—with a few minor exceptions that might be called innocent bystanders caught in the heat of fire or in an explosion. All life was pain, did not the Scriptures tell us that?…On the other hand, what kind of God allowed such brutalities? Merde! Do not think about such things! They are beyond your understanding.


  The telephone rang and Fontaine grabbed it, pulling it to his ear. “This is Paris Five,” he said.


  “Child of God, what can be so extreme that you would use a number you have called only once before in our relationship?”


  “Your generosity has been absolute, monseigneur, but I feel we must redefine our contract.”


  “In what way?”


  “My life is yours to do with as you will, as mercifully as you will, but it does not include my woman.”


  “What?”


  “A man is here, a learned man from the city of Boston who studies me with curious eyes, eyes that tell me he has other purposes in mind.”


  “That arrogant fool flew down to Montserrat himself? He knows nothing!”


  “Obviously he does, and I beg you, I shall do as you order me to do, but let us go back to Paris…I beg of you. Let her die in peace. I will ask no more of you.”


  “You ask of me? I’ve given you my word!”


  “Then why is this learned man from America here following me with a blank face and inquisitive eyes, monseigneur?”


  The deep, hollow roll of a throated cough filled the silence, and then the Jackal spoke. “The great professor of law has transgressed, inserted himself where he should not be. He’s a dead man.”


  Edith Gates, wife of the celebrated attorney and professor of law, silently opened the door of the private study in their elegant town house on Louisburg Square. Her husband sat motionless in his heavy leather armchair staring at the crackling fire, a fire he insisted upon despite the warm Boston night outside and the central air conditioning inside.


  As she watched him, Mrs. Gates was once again struck by the painful realization that there were…things…about her husband she would never understand. Gaps in his life she could never fill, leaps in his thinking she could not comprehend. She only knew that there were times when he felt a terrible pain and would not share it, when by sharing it he would lessen the burden on himself. Thirty-three years ago a passably attractive young woman of average wealth had married an extremely tall, gangling, brilliant but impoverished law school graduate whose anxiety and eagerness to please had turned off the major firms in those days of the cool, restrained late fifties. The veneer of sophistication and the pursuit of security were valued over a smoldering, wandering first-rate mind of unsure direction, especially a mind inside a head of unkempt hair and a body dressed in clothes that were cheap imitations of J. Press and Brooks Brothers, which appeared even worse because his bank account precluded any additional expenses for alterations and few discount stores carried his size.


  The new Mrs. Gates, however, had several ideas that would improve the prospects of their life together. Among them was to lay aside an immediate law career—better none than with an inferior firm, or, God forbid, a private practice with the sort of clients he was bound to attract, namely, those who could not afford established attorneys. Better to use his natural endowments, which were his impressive height and a quick, spongelike intelligence that, combined with his drive, disposed of heavy academic workloads with ease. Using her modest trust fund, Edith shaped the externals of her man, buying the correct clothes and hiring a theatrical voice coach who instructed his student in the ways of dramatic delivery and effective stage presence. The gangling graduate soon took on a Lincolnesque quality with subtle flashes of John Brown. Too, he was on his way to becoming a legal expert, remaining in the milieu of the university, piling one degree upon another while teaching at the graduate level until the sheer depth of his expertise in specific areas was incontestable. And he found himself sought after by the prominent firms that had rejected him earlier.


  The strategy took nearly ten years before concrete results appeared, and while the early returns were not earthshaking, still they represented progress. Law reviews, first minor and then major, began publishing his semicontroversial articles as much for their style as for their content, for the young associate professor had a seductive way with the written word, at once riveting and arcane, by turns flowery and incisive. But it was his opinions, latently emerging, that made segments of the financial community take notice. The mood of the nation was changing, the crust of the benevolent Great Society beginning to crack, the lesions initiated with code words coined by the Nixon boys, such as the Silent Majority and Bums-on-Welfare and the pejorative them. A meanness was rising out of the ground and spreading, and it was more than the perceptive, decent Ford could stop, weakened as he was by the wounds of Watergate; and too much as well for the brilliant Carter, too consumed by minutiae to exercise compassionate leadership. The phrase “…what you can do for your country” was out of fashion, replaced by “what I can do for me.”


  Dr. Randolph Gates found a relentless wave on which to ride, a mellifluous voice with which to speak, and a growing acerbic vocabulary to match the dawning new era. In his now refined scholarly opinion—legally, economically and socially—bigger was better, and more far preferable to less. The laws that supported competition in the marketplace he attacked as stifling to the larger agenda of industrial growth from which would flow all manner of benefits for everyone—well, practically everyone. It was, after all, a Darwinian world and, like it or not, the fittest would always survive. The drums went bang and the cymbals clanged and the financial manipulators found a champion, a legal scholar who lent respectability to their righteous dreams of merger and consolidation; buy out, take over and sell off, all for the good of the many, of course.


  Randolph Gates was summoned, and he ran into their arms with alacrity, stunning one courtroom after another with his elocutionary gymnastics. He had made it, but Edith Gates was not sure what it all meant. She had envisioned a comfortable living, naturally, but not millions, not the private jets flying all over the world, from Palm Springs to the South of France. Nor was she comfortable when her husband’s articles and lectures were used to support causes that struck her as unrelated or patently unfair; he waved her arguments aside, stating that the cases in point were legitimate intellectual parallels. Above everything, she had not shared a bed or a bedroom with her husband in over six years.


  She walked into the study, abruptly stopping as he gasped, swerving his head around, his eyes glazed and filled with alarm.


  “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to startle you.”


  “You always knock. Why didn’t you knock? You know how it is when I’m concentrating.”


  “I said I’m sorry. Something’s on my mind and I wasn’t thinking.”


  “That’s a contradiction.”


  “Thinking about knocking, I mean.”


  “What’s on your mind,” asked the celebrated attorney as if he doubted his wife had one.


  “Please don’t be clever with me.”


  “What is it, Edith?”


  “Where were you last night?”


  Gates arched his brows in mock surprise. “My God, are you suspicious? I told you where I was. At the Ritz. In conference with someone I knew years ago, someone I did not care to have at my house. If, at your age, you want confirmation, call the Ritz.”


  Edith Gates was silent for a moment; she simply looked at her husband. “My dear,” she said, “I don’t give a damn if you had an assignation with the most voluptuous whore in the Combat Zone. Somebody would probably have to give her a few drinks to restore her confidence.”


  “Not bad, bitch.”


  “In that department you’re not exactly a stud, bastard.”


  “Is there a point to this colloquy?”


  “I think so. About an hour ago, just before you came home from your office, a man was at the door. Denise was doing the silver, so I answered it. I must say he looked impressive; his clothes were terribly expensive and his car was a black Porsche—”


  “And?” broke in Gates, lurching forward in the chair, his eyes suddenly wide, rigid.


  “He said to tell you that le grand professeur owed him twenty thousand dollars and ‘he’ wasn’t where he was supposed to be last night, which I assumed was the Ritz.”


  “It wasn’t. Something came up.… Oh, Christ, he doesn’t understand. What did you say?”


  “I didn’t like his language or his attitude. I told him I hadn’t the vaguest idea where you were. He knew I was lying, but there wasn’t anything he could do.”


  “Good. Lying’s something he knows about.”


  “I can’t imagine that twenty thousand is such a problem for you—”


  “It’s not the money, it’s the method of payment.”


  “For what?”


  “Nothing.”


  “I believe that’s what you call a contradiction, Randy.”


  “Shut up!”


  The telephone rang. Gates lunged up from the chair and stared at it. He made no move to go to the desk; instead, he spoke in a guttural voice to his wife. “Whoever it is, you tell him I’m not here.… I’m away, out of town—you don’t know when I’ll be back.”


  Edith walked over to the phone. “It’s your very private line,” she said as she picked it up on the third ring. “The Gates residence,” began Edith, a ploy she had used for years; her friends knew who it was, others did not matter to her any longer. “Yes.… Yes? I’m sorry, he’s away and we don’t know when he’ll return.” Gates’s wife looked briefly at the phone, then hung up. She turned to her husband. “That was the operator in Paris.… It’s strange. Someone was calling you, but when I said you weren’t here, she didn’t even ask where you could be reached. She simply got off the line—very abruptly.”


  “Oh, my Goad!” cried Gates, visibly shaken. “Something happened…something’s gone wrong, someone lied!” With those enigmatic words the attorney whipped around and raced across the room, fumbling in his trousers pocket. He reached a section of the floor-to-ceiling bookshelves where the center of the chest-high shelf had been converted into a safelike cupboard, a carved wooden door superimposed on the brown steel. In panic, as an afterthought stunned him further, he spun around and screamed at his wife. “Get out of here! Get out, get out, get out!”


  Edith Gates walked slowly to the study door, where she turned to her husband and spoke quietly. “It all goes back to Paris, doesn’t it, Randy? Seven years ago in Paris. That’s where something happened, isn’t it? You came back a frightened man, a man with a pain you won’t share.”


  “Get out of here!” shrieked the vaunted professor of law, his eyes wild.


  Edith went out the door, closing it behind her but not releasing the knob, her hand twisted so the latch would not close. Moments later she opened it barely a few inches and watched her husband.


  The shock was beyond anything she could imagine. The man she had lived with for thirty-three years, the legal giant who neither smoked nor drank a drop of alcohol, was plunging a hypodermic needle into his forearm.


  



  CHAPTER TEN


  Darkness had descended on Manassas, the countryside alive with nocturnal undercurrents, as Bourne crept through the woods bordering the “farm” of General Norman Swayne. Startled birds fluttered out of their black recesses; crows awoke in the trees and cawed their alarms, then, as if calmed by a foraging co-conspirator, kept silent.


  He reached it, wondering, if indeed it would be there. A fence—high, with thick crisscrossing links embedded in green plastic, a coiled-barbed-wire addition above slanting outward. Entry prohibited. Beijing. The Jing Shan Sanctuary. There had been things to conceal within that Oriental wildlife preserve, so it was protected by an all but impassable government barrier. But why would a desk-bound general on military pay erect such a barricade around a “farm” in Manassas, Virginia, an obstruction costing thousands of dollars? It was not designed to fence in livestock; it was, instead, built to keep out human life.


  As with the sanctuary in China, there would be no electric alarms threaded through the links, for the animals and the birds of the forest would set them off repeatedly. Nor would there be the unseen beams of trip lights for the same reason; instead, they would be on the flat ground nearer the house, and waist-high, if they existed. Bourne pulled the small wire cutters out of his rear pocket and started with the links at earth level.


  With each scissoring cut, he again understood the obvious, the inevitable, confirmed by his heavy breathing and the sweat that had formed on his hairline. No matter how hard he tried—not fanatically but at least assiduously—to keep himself in reasonably good shape, he was now fifty and his body knew it. Again, it was something to think about, not dwell upon, and with every inch of progress not think about at all. There were Marie and the children, his family; there was nothing he could not do as long as he willed it. David Webb was gone from his psyche, only the predator Jason Bourne remained.


  He was through! The parallel vertical links were cut, the ground wires as well. He gripped the fence and pulled the opening toward him, making each half foot of space an ordeal. He crawled inside this strangely fortified acreage and stood up, listening, his eyes darting in every direction, scanning the darkness—which was not complete darkness. He saw—filtered through the thick branches of the tall overlapping pines bordering the tamed grounds—flickerings of light coming from the large house. Slowly, he made his way toward what he knew was the circular drive. He reached the outer border of the asphalt and lay prone beneath a spreading pine, gathering his thoughts and his breath as he studied the scene in front of him. Suddenly there was a flash of light on his far right, deep inside the grounds at the end of a straight graveled road that branched off from the circular drive.


  A door had been opened; it belonged to what appeared to be a small house or a large cabin and it remained open. Two men and a woman came out and were talking … no, they were not just talking, they were arguing heatedly. Bourne ripped the short powerful binoculars out of their Velcro recess and put them up to his eyes. Quickly he focused on the trio, whose voices grew in volume, the words indistinguishable but the anger apparent. As the blurred image sharpened, he studied the three people, knowing instantly that the medium-sized, medium-built, ramrod-straight protesting man on the left was the Pentagon’s General Swayne, and the large-breasted woman with streaked dark hair his wife, but what struck him—and fascinated him—was the hulking overweight figure nearest the open door. He knew him! Jason could not remember from where or when, which was certainly not unusual, but his visceral reaction to the sight of the man was not usual. It was one of instant loathing and he did not know why, since no connection with anything in the past came to him. Only feelings of disgust and revulsion. Where were the images, the brief flashes of time or circumstance that so often illuminated his inner screen? They did not come; he only knew that the man he focused on in the binoculars was his enemy.


  Then that huge man did an extraordinary thing. He reached for Swayne’s wife, throwing his large left arm protectively around her shoulders, his right hand accusingly jabbing the space between him and the general. Whatever he said—or yelled—caused Swayne to react with what seemed to be stoic resolve mixed with feigned indifference. He turned around, and in military fashion strode back across the lawn toward a rear entrance to the house. Bourne lost him in the darkness and swung back to the couple in the light of the door. The large obese man released the general’s wife and spoke to her. She nodded, brushed her lips against his, and rah after her husband. The obvious consort walked back into the small house and slammed the door shut, removing the light.


  Jason reattached the binoculars to his trousers and tried to understand what he had observed. It had been like watching a silent movie minus the subtitles, the gestures far more real and without exaggerated theatricality. That there was in the confines of this fenced acreage a ménage à trois was obvious, but this could hardly explain the fence. There was another reason, a reason he had to learn.


  Further, instinct told him that whatever it was, was linked to the huge overweight man who had walked angrily back into the small house. He had to reach that house; he had to reach that man who had been a part of his forgotten past. He slowly got to his feet, and ducking from one pine to the next, he made his way to the end of the circular drive, and then continued down the tree-lined border of the narrow graveled road.


  He stopped, lurching to the ground at a sudden sound that was no part of the murmuring woods. Somewhere wheels were spinning, crushing stone and displacing it; he rolled over and over into the dark recesses of the low-hanging, wide-spreading branches of a pine tree, swinging his body around to locate the disturbance.


  Within seconds he saw something racing out of the shadows of the circular drive, rushing over the gravel of the extended road. It was a small odd-shaped vehicle, half three-wheeled motorbike, half miniature golf cart, the tires large and deeply treaded, capable of both high speed and balance. It was also, in its way, ominous, for, in addition to a high flexible antenna, thick curved Plexiglas shields shot up from all sides, bulletproof windows that protected the driver from gunfire while alerting by radio anyone inside the residences of an assault. General Norman Swayne’s “farm” took on an even stranger ambience.… Then, abruptly, it was macabre.


  A second three-wheeled cart swung out from the shadows behind the cabin—and it was a cabin with split logs on the exterior—and came to a stop only feet from the first vehicle on the graveled road. Both drivers’ heads swung militarily toward the small house as if they were robots in a public gallery, and then the words shot out from an unseen speaker.


  “Secure the gates,” said the amplified voice, a voice in command. “Release the dogs and resume your rounds.”


  As if choreographed, the vehicles swung in unison, each in the opposite direction, the drivers gunning their engines as one, the strange-looking carts racing forward into the shadows. At the mention of dogs Bourne had automatically reached into his back pocket and removed the CO2 gun; he then crawled laterally, rapidly, through the underbrush to within feet of the extended fence. If the dogs were in a pack, he would have no choice but to scramble up the links and spring over the coiled barbed wire to the other side. His dual-chambered dart pistol could eliminate two animals, not more; there would be no time to reload. He crouched, waiting, ready to leap up on the fence, the sightlines beneath the lower branches relatively clear.


  Suddenly a black Doberman raced by on the graveled road, no hesitation in his pace, no scent picked up, the animal’s only objective apparently to reach a given place. Then another dog appeared, this a long-haired shepherd. It slowed down, awkwardly yet instinctively, as if programmed to halt at a specific area; it stopped, an obscure moving silhouette up the road. Standing motionless, Bourne understood. These were trained male attack dogs, each with its own territory, which was constantly urinated upon, forever its own turf. It was a behavioral discipline favored by Oriental peasants and small landowners who knew too well the price of feeding the animals who guarded their minuscule fiefdoms of survival. Train a few, as few as possible, to protect their separated areas from thieves, and if alarms were raised the others would converge. Oriental. Vietnam.… Medusa. It was coming back to him! Vague, obscure outlines—images. A young, powerful man in uniform, driving a Jeep, stepping out, and—through the mists of Jason’s inner screen—yelling at what was left of an assault team that had returned from interdicting an ordnance route paralleling the Ho Chi Minh Trail. That same man, older, larger, had been in his binoculars only moments ago! And years ago that same man had promised supplies. Ammunition, mortars, grenades, radios. He had brought nothing! Only complaints from Command Saigon that “you fucking illegals fed us crap!” But they hadn’t. Saigon had acted too late, reacted too late, and twenty-six men had been killed or captured for nothing.


  As if it were an hour ago, a minute ago, Bourne remembered. He had yanked his .45 out of his holster and, without warning, jabbed the barrel into the approaching noncom’s forehead.


  “One more word and you’re dead, Sergeant.” The man had been a sergeant! “You bring us our requisitions by O-five-hundred tomorrow morning or I’ll get to Saigon and personally blow you into the wall of whatever whorehouse you’re frequenting. Do I make myself clear or do you care to save me a trip to publicity city? Frankly, in light of our losses, I’d rather waste you now.”


  “You’ll get what you need.”


  “Très bien!” had yelled the oldest French member of Medusa, who years later would save his life in a wildlife sanctuary in Beijing. “Tu es formidable, mon fils!” How right he was. And how dead he was. D’Anjou, a man legends were written about.


  Jason’s thoughts were abruptly shattered. The long-haired attack dog was suddenly circling in the road, its snarls growing louder, its nostrils picking up the human scent. Within seconds, as the animal found its directional bearings, a frenzy developed. The dog lunged through the foliage, its teeth bared, the snarls now the throated growls of a kill. Bourne sprang back into the fence, pulling the CO2 pistol out of its nylon shoulder holster with his right hand; his left arm crooked, extended, prepared for a vital counterassault that if not executed properly would cost him the night. The crazed animal leaped, a hurling mass of rage. Jason fired, first one cartridge and then the second, and as the darts were embedded, he whipped his left arm around the attack dog’s head, yanking the skull counterclockwise, slamming his right knee up into the animal’s body to ward off the lashing sharp-nailed paws. It was over in moments—moments of raging, panicked, finally disintegrating fury—without the howling sounds that might have carried across the lawn of the general’s estate. The long-haired dog, its narcotized eyes wide, fell limp in Bourne’s arms. He lowered it to the ground and once again waited, afraid to move until he knew that no converging inhuman alarms had been sent to the other animals.


  There were none; there was only the constant murmuring of the forest beyond the prohibiting fence. Jason replaced the CO2 pistol in his holster and crept forward, back to the graveled road, beads of sweat rolling down his face and into his eyes. He had been away too long. Years ago such a feat as silencing an attack dog would have rolled off him—un exercise ordinaire, as the legend d’Anjou would have said—but it was no longer ordinary. What permeated his being was fear. Pure, unadulterated fear. Where was the man that was? Still, Marie and the children were out there; that man had to be summoned. Summon him!


  Bourne stripped out the binoculars and raised them to his eyes again. The moonlight was sporadic, low-flying clouds intercepting the rays, but the yellow wash was sufficient. He focused on the shrubbery that fronted the stockade fence that bordered the road outside. Pacing back and forth on a bisecting dirt path like an angry, impatient panther was the black Doberman, stopping now and then to urinate and poke its long snout into the bushes. As he had been programmed to do, the animal roamed between the opposing closed iron gates of the enormous circular drive. At each halting checkpoint it snarled, spinning around several times as if both expecting and loathing the sharp electrical shock it would receive through its collar if it transgressed without cause. Again, the method of training went back to Vietnam; soldiers disciplined the attack dogs around ammunition and matériel depots with such remote-signaling devices. Jason focused the binoculars on the far side of the expansive front lawn. He zeroed in on a third animal, this a huge Weimaraner, gentle in appearance but lethal in attack. The hyperactive dog raced back and forth, aroused perhaps by squirrels or rabbits in the brush, but not by human scent; it did not raise a throated growl, the signal of assault.


  Jason tried to analyze what he observed, for that analysis would determine his moves. He had to assume that there was a fourth or a fifth, or even a sixth animal patrolling the perimeters of Swayne’s grounds. But why this way? Why not a pack roaming at will and in unison, a far more frightening and inhibiting sight? The expense that concerned the Oriental farmer was no object.… Then the explanation struck him; it was so basic it was obvious. He shifted the binoculars back and forth between the Weimaraner and the Doberman, the picture of the longhaired German shepherd still all too clear in his mind. Beyond the fact that these were trained attack dogs, they were also something else. They were the top of their breeds, groomed to a fare-thee-well—vicious animals posing as champion show dogs by day, violent predators at night. Of course. General Norman Swayne’s “farm” was not unrecorded property, not concealed real estate, but very much out in the open and undoubtedly, jealously perhaps, visited by friends, neighbors and colleagues. During the daylight hours, guests could admire these docile champions in their well-appointed kennels without realizing what they really were. Norman Swayne, Pentagon Procurements and alumnus of Medusa, was merely a dog aficionado, attested to by the quality of his animals’ bloodlines. He might very well charge stud fees, but there was nothing in the canon of military ethics that precluded the practice.


  A sham. If one such aspect of the general’s “farm” was a sham, it had to follow that the estate itself was a sham, as false as the “inheritance” that made its purchase possible. Medusa.


  One of the two strange three-wheeled carts appeared far across the lawn, out of the shadows of the house and down the exit road of the circular drive. Bourne focused on it, not surprised to see the Weimaraner romp over and playfully race beside the vehicle, yapping and seeking approval from the driver. The driver. The drivers were the handlers! The familiar scent of their bodies was calming to the dogs, reassuring them. The observation formed the analysis and the analysis determined his next tactic. He had to move, at least more freely than he was moving now, about the general’s grounds. To do so he had to be in the company of a handler. He had to take one of the roving patrols; he raced back in the cover of the pine trees to his point of penetration.


  The mechanized, bulletproof vehicle stopped on the narrow path at midpoint between the two front gates nearly obscured by the shrubbery; Jason adjusted his binoculars. The black Doberman was apparently a favored dog; the driver opened the right panel as the animal sprang up, placing his huge paws on the seat. The man chucked biscuits or pieces of meat into the wide, anticipating jaws, then reached over and massaged the dog’s throat.


  Bourne knew instantly that he had only moments to put his uncertain strategy together. He had to stop the cart and force the driver outside but without alarming the man, without giving him any reason whatsoever to use his radio and call for help. The dog? Lying in the road? No, the driver might assume it had been shot from the other side of the fence and alert the house. What could he do? He looked around in the near-total darkness feeling the panic of indecision, his anxiety growing as his eyes swept the area. Then, again, the obvious struck him.


  The large expanse of close-cropped manicured lawn, the precisely cut shrubbery, the swept circular drive—neatness was the order of the general’s turf. Jason could almost hear Swayne commanding his groundskeepers to “police the area!”


  Bourne glanced over at the cart by the Doberman; the driver was playfully pushing the dog away, about to close the shielded panel. Only seconds now! What? How?


  He saw the outlines of a tree limb on the ground; a rotted branch had fallen from the pine above him. He crossed quickly to it and crouched, yanking it out of the dirt and debris and dragged it toward the paved asphalt. To lay it across the drive might appear too obvious a trap, but partially on the road—an intrusion on the pervasive neatness—would be offensive to the eye, the task of removing it better done now than later in the event the general drove out and saw it upon his return. The men in Swayne’s compound were either soldiers or ex-soldiers still under military authority; they would try to avoid reprimands, especially over the inconsequential. The odds were on Jason’s side. He gripped the base of the limb, swung it around and pushed it roughly five feet into the drive. He heard the panel of the cart slam shut; the vehicle rolled forward, gathering speed as Bourne raced back into the darkness of the pine tree.


  The driver steered the vehicle around the dirt curve into the drive. As rapidly as he had accelerated, he slowed down, his single headlight beam picking up the new obstruction protruding on the road. He approached it cautiously, at minimum speed, as if he were unsure of what it was; then he realized what it was and rushed forward. Without hesitation, he opened his side door, the tall Plexiglas shield swinging forward as he stepped out on the drive and walked around the front of the cart.


  “Big Rex, you’re one bad dog, buddy,” said the driver in a half-loud, very Southern voice. “What’d you drag out of there, you dumb bastard? The brass-plated asshole would shave your coat for messing up his eestate!… Rex? Rex, you come here, you fuckin’ hound!” The man grabbed the limb and pulled it off the road under the pine tree into the shadows. “Rex, you hear me! You humpin’ knotholes, you horny stud?”


  “Stay completely still and put your arms out in front of you,” said Jason Bourne, walking into view.


  “Holy shit! Who are you?”


  “Someone who doesn’t give a damn whether you live or die,” replied the intruder calmly.


  “You got a gun! I can see it!”


  “So do you. Yours is in your holster. Mine’s in my hand and it’s pointed at your head.”


  “The dog! Where the hell’s the dawg?”


  “Indisposed.”


  “What?”


  “He looks like a good dog. He could be anything a trainer wanted him to be. You don’t blame the animal, you blame the human who taught it.”


  “What are you talkin’ about?”


  “I guess the bottom line is that I’d rather kill the man than the animal, do I make myself clear?”


  “Nothin’s clear! I jest know this man don’t want to get killed.”


  “Then let’s talk, shall we?”


  “I got words, but only one life, mister.”


  “Lower your right arm and take out your gun—by the fingers, mister.” The guard did so, holding the weapon by his thumb and forefinger. “Lob it toward me, please.” The man obeyed. Bourne picked it up.


  “What the hell’s this all about?” cried the guard, pleading.


  “I want information. I was sent here to get it.”


  “I’ll give you what I got if you let me get out of here. I don’t want nothin’ more to do with this place! I figured it was comin’ someday, I told Barbie Jo, you ask her! I told her someday people’d be comin’ around asking questions. But not this way, not your way! Not with guns aimed at our heads.”


  “I assume Barbie Jo is your wife.”


  “Sort of.”


  “Then let’s start with why ‘people’ would come out here asking questions. My superiors want to know. Don’t worry, you won’t be involved, nobody’s interested in you. You’re just a security guard.”


  “That’s all I am, mister!” interrupted the frightened man.


  “Then why did you tell Barbie Jo what you did? That people would someday come out here asking questions.”


  “Hell, I’m not sure.… Jest so many crazy things, y’know?”


  “No, I don’t know. Like what?”


  “Well, like the brass-plated screamer, the general. He’s a big wheel, right? He’s got Pentagon cars and drivers and even helicopters whenever he wants ’em, right? He owns this place, right?”


  “So?”


  “So that big mick of a sergeant—a lousy master sergeant—orders him around like he wasn’t toilet-trained, y’know what I mean? And that big-titty wife of his—she’s got a thing goin’ with the hulk and she don’t give a damn who knows it. It’s all crazy y’see what I mean?”


  “I see a domestic mess, but I’m not sure it’s anybody’s business. Why would people come out here and ask questions?”


  “Why are you out here, man? You figured there was a meetin’ tonight, didn’t you?”


  “A meeting?”


  “Them fancy limousines with the chauffeurs and the big shots, right? Well, you picked the wrong night. The dogs are out and they’re never let out when there’s a meetin’.”


  Bourne paused, then spoke as he approached the guard. “We’ll continue this in the cart,” he said with authority. “I’ll crouch down and you’ll do exactly what I tell you to do.”


  “You promised me I could get out of here!”


  “You can, you will. Both you and the other fellow making the rounds. The gates over there, are they on an alarm?”


  “Not when the dogs are loose. If those hounds see something out on the road and get excited, they’d jump up and set it off.”


  “Where’s the alarm panel?”


  “There are two of ’em. One’s in the sergeant’s place, the other’s in the front hall of the house. As long as the gates are closed, you can turn it on.”


  “Come on, let’s go.”


  “Where are we goin’?”


  “I want to see every dog on the premises.”


  Twenty-one minutes later, the remaining five attack dogs drugged and carried to their kennels, Bourne unlatched the entrance gate and let the two guards outside. He had given each three hundred dollars. “This will make up for any pay you lose,” he said.


  “Hey, what about my car?” asked the second guard. “It ain’t much but it gets me around. Me and Willie come out here in it.”


  “Do you have the keys?”


  “Yeah, in my pocket. It’s parked in the back by the kennels.”


  “Get it tomorrow.”


  “Why don’t I get it now?”


  “You’d make too much noise driving out, and my superiors will be arriving any moment. It’s best that they don’t see you. Take my word for it.”


  “Holy shit! What’d I tell you, Jim-Bob? Jest like I tole Barbie Jo. This place is weird, man!”


  “Three hundred bucks ain’t weird, Willie. C’mon, we’ll hitch. T’ain’t late and some of the boys’ll be on the road.… Hey, mister, who’s gonna take care of the hounds when they wake up? They got to be walked and fed before the morning shift, and they’ll tear apart any stranger who gets near ’em.”


  “What about Swayne’s master sergeant? He can handle them, can’t he?”


  “They don’t like him much,” offered the guard named Willie, “but they obey him. They’re better with the general’s wife, the horny bastards.”


  “What about the general?” asked Bourne.


  “He pisses bright yeller at the sight of ’em,” replied Jim-Bob.


  “Thanks for the information. Go on now, get down the road a piece before you start hitchhiking. My superiors are coming from the other direction.”


  “You know,” said the second guard, squinting in the moonlight at Jason, “this is the craziest fuckin’ night I ever expect to see. You get in here dressed like some gawddamn terrorist, but you talk and act like a shit-kickin’ army officer. You keep mentioning these ‘soopeeriors’ of yours; you drug the pups and pay us three hundred bucks to get out. I don’t understand nothin’!”


  “You’re not supposed to. On the other hand, if I was really a terrorist, you’d probably be dead, wouldn’t you?”


  “He’s right, Jim-Bob. Let’s get outta here!”


  “What the hell are we supposed to say?”


  “Tell anyone who asks you the truth. Describe what happened tonight. Also, you can add that the code name is Cobra.”


  “My Gawd!” yelled Willie as both men fled into the road.


  Bourne secured the gate and walked back to the patrol cart certain in the knowledge that whatever happened during the next hours, an appendage of Medusa had been thrown into a state of further anxiety. Questions would be asked feverishly—questions for which there were no answers. Nothing. Enigma.


  He climbed into the cart, shifted gears and started for the cabin at the end of the graveled road that branched off from the immaculate circular drive.


  



  



  He stood by the window peering inside, his face at the edge of the glass. The huge, overweight master sergeant was sitting in a large leather armchair, his feet on an ottoman, watching television. From the sounds penetrating the window, specifically the rapid, high-pitched speech of an announcer, the general’s aide was engrossed in a baseball game. Jason scanned the room as best he could; it was typically rustic, a profusion of browns and reds, from dark furniture to checkered curtains, comfortable and masculine, a man’s cabin in the country. However, there were no weapons in sight, not even the accepted antique rifle over the fireplace, and no general-issue .45 automatic either on the sergeant’s person or on the table beside the chair. The aide had no concerns for his immediate safety and why should he? The estate of General Norman Swayne was totally secure—fence, gates, patrols and disciplined roving attack dogs at all points of entry. Bourne stared through the glass at the strong jowled face of the master sergeant. What secrets did that large head hold? He would find out. Medusa’s Delta One would find out if he had to carve that skull apart. Jason pushed himself away from the window and walked around the cabin to the front door. He knocked twice with the knuckles of his left hand; in his right was the untraceable automatic supplied by Alexander Conklin, the crown prince of dark operations.


  “It’s open, Rachel!” yelled the rasping voice from within.


  Bourne twisted the knob and shoved the door back; it swung slowly on its hinges and made contact with the wall. He walked inside.


  “Jesus Christ!” roared the master sergeant, his heavy legs plunging off the ottoman as he wriggled his massive body out of the chair. “You!… You’re a goddamned ghost! You’re dead!”


  “Try again,” said Delta of Medusa. “The name’s Flannagan, isn’t it? That’s what comes to mind.”


  “You’re dead!” repeated the general’s aide, screaming, his eyes bulging in panic. “You bought it in Hong Kong! You were killed in Hong Kong … four, five years ago!”


  “You kept tabs—”


  “We know … I know!”


  “You’ve got connections in the right places, then.”


  “You’re Bourne!”


  “Obviously born again, you might say.”


  “I don’t believe this!”


  “Believe, Flannagan. It’s the ‘we’ we’re going to talk about. Snake Lady, to be precise.”


  “You’re the one—the one Swayne called ‘Cobra’!”


  “It’s a snake.”


  “I don’t get it—”


  “It’s confusing.”


  “You’re one of us!”


  “I was. I was also cut out. I snaked back in, as it were.”


  The sergeant frantically looked at the door, then the windows. “How’d you get in here? Where are the guards, the dogs? Jesus! Where are they?”


  “The dogs are asleep in the kennels, so I gave the guards the night off.”


  “You gave …? The dogs are on the grounds!”


  “Not any longer. They were persuaded to rest.”


  “The guards—the goddamned guards!”


  “They were persuaded to leave. What they think is happening here tonight is even more confusing.”


  “What’ve you done—what are you doing?”


  “I thought I just mentioned it. We’re going to talk, Sergeant Flannagan. I want to get caught up with some old comrades.”


  The frightened man backed awkwardly away from the chair. “You’re the maniac they called Delta before you turned and went in business for yourself!” he cried in a guttural whisper. “There was a picture, a photograph—you were laid out on a slab, bloodstains all over the sheet from the bullet wounds; your face was uncovered, your eyes wide open, holes still bleeding on your forehead and your throat.… They asked me who you were and I said, ‘He’s Delta. Delta One from the illegals,’ and they said, ‘No, he’s not, he’s Jason Bourne, the killer, the assassin,’ so I said, ‘Then they’re one and the same because that man is Delta—I knew him.’ They thanked me and told me to go back and join the others.”


  “Who were ‘they’?”


  “Some people over at Langley. The one who did all the talking had a limp; he carried a cane.”


  “And ‘the others’—they told you to go back and join?”


  “About twenty-five or thirty of the old Saigon crowd.”


  “Command Saigon?”


  “Yeah.”


  “Men who worked with our crowd, the ‘illegals’?”


  “Mostly, yeah.”


  “When was this?”


  “For Christ’s sake, I told you!” roared the panicked aide. “Four or five years ago! I saw the photograph—you were dead!”


  “Only a single photograph,” interrupted Bourne quietly, staring at the master sergeant. “You have a very good memory.”


  “You held a gun to my head. Thirty-three years, two wars and twelve combat tours, nobody ever did that to me—nobody but you.… Yeah, I gotta good memory.”


  “I think I understand.”


  “I don’t! I don’t understand a goddamned thing! You were dead!”


  “You’ve said that. But I’m not, am I? Or maybe I am. Maybe this is the nightmare that’s been visited upon you after twenty years of deceit.”


  “What kind of crap is that? What the hell—”


  “Don’t move!”


  “I’m not!”


  Suddenly, in the distance, there was a loud report. A gunshot! Jason spun around … then instinct commanded him to keep turning! All around! The massive general’s aide was lunging at him, his huge hands like battering rams grazing off Bourne’s shoulders as Delta One viciously lashed up his right foot, catching the sergeant’s kidney, embedding his shoe deep into the flesh while crashing the barrel of his automatic into the base of the man’s neck. Flannagan lurched downward, splayed on the floor; Jason hammered his left foot into the sergeant’s head, stunning him into silence.


  A silence that was broken by the continuous hysterical screams of a woman racing outside toward the open door of the cabin. Within seconds, General Norman Swayne’s wife burst into the room, recoiling at the sight in front of her, gripping the back of the nearest chair, unable to contain her panic.


  “He’s dead!” she shrieked, collapsing, swerving the chair to her side as she fell to the floor reaching for her lover. “He shot himself, Eddie! Oh, my God, he killed himself!”


  Jason Bourne rose from his crouched position and walked to the door of the strange cabin that held so many secrets. Calmly, watching his two prisoners, he closed it. The woman wept, gasping, trembling, but they were tears not of sorrow but of fear. The sergeant blinked his eyes and raised his huge head. If any emotion could be defined in his expression, it was an admixture of fury and bewilderment.


  



  CHAPTER ELEVEN


  “Don’t touch anything,” ordered Bourne as Flannagan and Rachel Swayne haltingly preceded him into the general’s photograph-lined study. At the sight of the old soldier’s corpse arched back in the chair behind the desk, the ugly gun still in his outstretched hand, and the horror beyond left by the blowing away of the back of his skull, the wife convulsed, falling to her knees as if she might vomit. The master sergeant grabbed her arm, holding her off the floor, his eyes dazed, fixed on the mutilated remains of General Norman Swayne.


  “Crazy son of a bitch,” whispered Flannagan, his voice strained and barely audible. Then standing motionless, the muscles of his jaw pulsating, he roared. “You insane fuckin’ son of a bitch! What did you do it for—why? What do we do now?”


  “You call the police, Sergeant,” answered Jason.


  “What?” yelled the aide, spinning around.


  “No!” screamed Mrs. Swayne, lurching to her feet. “We can’t do that!”


  “I don’t think you’ve got a choice. You didn’t kill him. You may have driven him to kill himself but you didn’t kill him.”


  “What the hell are you talking about?” asked Flannagan gruffly.


  “Better a simple if messy domestic tragedy than a far wider investigation, wouldn’t you say? I gather it’s no secret that you two have an arrangement that’s—well, no secret.”


  “He didn’t give a shit about our ‘arrangement,’ and that was no secret, either.”


  “He encouraged us at every opportunity,” added Rachel Swayne, hesitantly smoothing her skirt, oddly, swiftly regaining her composure. She spoke to Bourne but her eyes strayed to her lover. “He consistently threw us together, often for days at a time.… Do we have to stay in here? My God, I was married to that man for twenty-six years! I’m sure you can understand…this is horrible for me!”


  “We have things to discuss,” said Bourne.


  “Not in here, if you please. The living room; it’s across the hall. We’ll talk there.” Mrs. Swayne, suddenly under control, walked out of the study; the general’s aide glanced over at the blood-drenched corpse, grimaced, and followed her.


  Jason watched them. “Stay in the hallway where I can see you and don’t move!” he shouted, crossing to the desk, his eyes darting from one object to another, taking in the last items Norman Swayne saw before placing the automatic in his mouth. Something was wrong. On the right side of the wide green blotter was a Pentagon memorandum pad, Swayne’s rank and name printed below the insignia of the United States Army. Next to the pad, to the left of the blotter’s leather border, was a gold ballpoint pen, its sharp silver point protruding, as if recently used, the writer forgetting to twist it back into its-recess. Bourne leaned over the desk within inches of the dead body, the acrid smell of the exploded shell and burnt flesh still pungent, and studied the memo pad. It was blank, but Jason carefully tore off the top pages, folded them, and put them into his trousers pocket. He stepped back still bothered.… What was it? He looked around the room, and as his eyes roamed over the furniture Master Sergeant Flannagan appeared in the doorway.


  “What are you doing?” Flannagan asked suspiciously. “We’re waiting for you.”


  “Your friend may find it too difficult to stay in here, but I don’t. I can’t afford to, there’s too much to learn.”


  “I thought you said we shouldn’t touch anything.”


  “Looking isn’t touching, Sergeant. Unless you remove something, then no one knows it’s been touched because it isn’t here.” Bourne suddenly walked over to an ornate brass-topped coffee table, the sort so common in the bazaars of India and the Middle East. It was between two armchairs in front of the study’s small fireplace; off center was a fluted glass ashtray partially filled with the remains of half-smoked cigarettes. Jason reached down and picked it up; he held it in his hand and turned to Flannagan. “For instance, Sergeant, this ashtray. I’ve touched it, my fingerprints are on it, but no one will know that because I’m taking it away.”


  “What for?”


  “Because I smelled something—I mean I really smelled it, with my nose, nothing to do with instincts.”


  “What the hell are you talking about?”


  “Cigarette smoke, that’s what I’m talking about. It hangs around a lot longer than you might think. Ask someone who’s given them up more times than he can remember.”


  “So what?”


  “So let’s have a talk with the general’s wife. Let’s all have a talk. Come on, Flannagan, we’ll play show and tell.”


  “That weapon in your pocket makes you pretty fuckin’ brave, doesn’t it?”


  “Move, Sergeant!”


  Rachel Swayne swung her head to her left, throwing back her long, dark streaked hair over her shoulder as she stiffened her posture in the chair. “That’s offensive in the extreme,” she pronounced with wide accusatory eyes, staring at Bourne.


  “It certainly is,” agreed Jason, nodding. “It also happens to be true. There are five cigarette butts in this ashtray and each has lipstick on it.” Bourne sat down across from her, putting the ashtray on the small table next to the chair. “You were there when he did it, when he put his gun into his mouth and pulled the trigger. Perhaps you didn’t think he’d go through with it; maybe you thought it was just another one of his hysterical threats—whatever, you didn’t raise a word to stop him. Why should you have? For you and Eddie it was a logical and reasonable solution.”


  “Preposterous!”


  “You know, Mrs. Swayne, to put it bluntly, that’s not a word you should use. You can’t carry it off, any more than you’re convincing when you say something’s ‘offensive in the extreme.’…Neither expression is you, Rachel. You’re imitating other people—probably rich, vacuous customers a young hairdresser heard repeating such phrases years ago in Honolulu.”


  “How dare you…?”


  “Oh, come on, that’s ridiculous, Rachel. Don’t even try the ‘How dare you’ bit, it doesn’t work at all. Are you, in your nasal twang, going to have my head chopped off by royal decree?”


  “Lay off her!” shouted Flannagan, standing beside Mrs. Swayne. “You got the iron but you don’t have to do this!…She’s a good woman, a damn good woman, and she was shit on by all the crap artists in this town.”


  “How could she be? She was the general’s wife, the mistress of the manor, wasn’t she? Isn’t she?”


  “She was used—”


  “I was laughed at, always laughed at, Mr. Delta!” cried Rachel Swayne, gripping the arms of her chair. “When they weren’t leering or drooling. How’d you like to be the special piece of meat passed out like a special dessert to very special people when the dinner and the drinks are over?”


  “I don’t think I’d like it at all. I might even refuse.”


  “I couldn’t! He made me do it!”


  “Nobody can make anybody do anything like that.”


  “Sure, they can, Mr. Delta,” said the general’s wife, leaning forward, her large breasts pressing the sheer fabric of her blouse, her long hair partially obscuring her aging but still sensual soft-featured face. “Try an uneducated grammar school dropout from the coal basins in West Virginia when the companies shut down the mines and nobody had no food—excuse me, any food. You take what you got and you run with it and that’s what I did. I got laid from Aliquippa to Hawaii, but I got there and I learned a trade. That’s where I met the Big Boy and I married him, but I didn’t have no illusions from day one. ’Specially when he got back from ’Nam, y’know what I mean?”


  “I’m not sure I do, Rachel.”


  “You don’t have to explain nothin’, kiddo!” roared Flannagan.


  “No, I wanna, Eddie! I’m sick of the whole shit, okay?”


  “You watch your tongue!”


  “The point is, I don’t know nothin’, Mr. Delta. But I can figure things, y’know what I mean?”


  “Stop it, Rachel!” cried the dead general’s aide.


  “Fuck off, Eddie! You’re not too bright either. This Mr. Delta could be our way out.… Back to the islands, right?”


  “Absolutely right, Mrs. Swayne.”


  “You know what this place is—?”


  “Shut up!” yelled Flannagan, awkwardly plodding forward, stopped by the sudden ear-shattering explosion of Bourne’s gun, the bullet searing into the floor between the sergeant’s legs.


  The woman screamed. When she stopped, Jason continued: “What is this place, Mrs. Swayne?”


  “Hold it,” the master sergeant again interrupted, but his objection was not shouted now; instead, it was a plea, a strong man’s plea. He looked at the general’s wife and then back at Jason. “Listen, Bourne or Delta or whoever you are, Rachel’s right. You could be our way out—there’s nothing left for us over here—so what have you got to offer?”


  “For what?”


  “Say we tell you what we know about this place…and I tell you where you can start looking for a lot more. How can you help us? How can we get out of here and back to the Pac Islands without being hassled, our names and faces all over the papers?”


  “That’s a tall order, Sergeant.”


  “Goddamn it, she didn’t kill him—we didn’t kill him, you said so yourself!”


  “Agreed, and I couldn’t care less whether you did or not, whether you were responsible or not. I’ve got other priorities.”


  “Like getting ‘caught up with some old comrades’ or what-ever the hell it was?”


  “That’s right, I’m owed.”


  “I still can’t figure you—”


  “You don’t have to.”


  “You were dead!” broke in the perplexed Flannagan, the words rushing out. “Delta One from the illegals was Bourne, and Bourne was dead and Langley proved it to us! But you’re not dead—”


  “I was taken, Sergeant! That’s all you have to know—that and the fact that I’m working alone. I’ve got a few debts I can call in, but I’m strictly solo. I need information and I need it quickly!”


  Flannagan shook his head in bewilderment. “Well…maybe I can help you there,” he said quietly, tentatively, “better than anyone else would. I was given a special assignment, so I had to learn things, things someone like me wouldn’t normally be told.”


  “That sounds like the opening notes of a con song, Sergeant. What was your special assignment?”


  “Nursemaid. Two years ago Norman began to fall apart. I controlled him, and if I couldn’t I was given a number to call in New York.”


  “Said number being part of the help you can give me.”


  “That and a few license-plate ID’s I wrote down just in case—”


  “In case,” completed Bourne, “someone decided your nursemaid’s services were no longer required.”


  “Something like that. Those pricks never liked us—Norman didn’t see it but I did.”


  “Us? You and Rachel and Swayne?”


  “The uniform. They look down their rich civilian noses at us like we’re necessary garbage, and they’re right about the necessary. They needed Norman. With their eyes they spat on him, but they needed him.”


  The soldier boys couldn’t run with it. Albert Armbruster, chairman of the Federal Trade Commission. Medusa—the civilian inheritors.


  “When you say you wrote down the license-plate numbers, I assume that means you weren’t part of the meetings that took place—take place—here on a fairly regular basis. That is, you didn’t mingle with the guests; you weren’t one of them.”


  “Are you crazy?” screeched Rachel Swayne, in her own succinct way answering Jason’s question. “Whenever there was a real meeting and not a lousy drunken dinner party, Norm told me to stay upstairs, or if I wanted to, go over to Eddie’s and watch television. Eddie couldn’t leave the cabin. We weren’t good enough for his big fancy asshole friends! It’s been that way for years.… Like I said, he threw us together.”


  “I’m beginning to understand—at least, I think I am. But you got the license numbers, Sergeant. How did you do that? I gather you were confined to quarters.”


  “I didn’t get ’em, my guards did. I called it a confidential security procedure. No one argued.”


  “I see. You said Swayne began to fall apart a couple of years ago. How? In what way?”


  “Like tonight. Whenever something out of the ordinary happened, he’d freeze; he didn’t want to make decisions. If it even smacked of Snake Lady, he wanted to bury his head in the sand until it went away.”


  “What about tonight? I saw you two arguing…it seemed to me the sergeant was giving the general his marching orders.”


  “You’re damn right I was. Norman was in a panic—over you, over the man they called Cobra who was bringing out this heavy business about Saigon twenty years ago. He wanted me to be with him when you got here, and I told him no way. I said I wasn’t nuts and I’d have to be nuts to do that.”


  “Why? Why would it be nuts for an aide to be with his superior officer?”


  “For the same reason noncoms aren’t called into situation rooms where the stars and the stripers are figuring out strategy. We’re on different levels; it isn’t done.”


  “Which is another way of saying there are limits to what you should know.”


  “You got it.”


  “But you were part of that Saigon twenty years ago, part of Snake Lady—hell, Sergeant, you were Medusa, you are Medusa.”


  “Nickels and dimes’ worth, Delta. I sweep up and they take care of me, but I’m only a sweeper in a uniform. When my time comes to turn in that uniform, I go quietly into a nice distant retirement with my mouth shut, or I go out in a body bag. It’s all very clear. I’m expendable.”


  Bourne watched the master sergeant closely as he spoke, noting Flannagan’s brief glances at the general’s wife, as if he expected to be applauded or, conversely, to be told with a look to shut up. Either the huge military aide was telling the truth or he was a very convincing actor. “Then it strikes me,” said Jason finally, “that this is a logical time to move up your retirement. I can do that, Sergeant. You can fade quietly with your mouth shut and with whatever rewards you’re given for sweeping up. A devoted general’s aide with over thirty years’ service opts for retirement when his friend and superior tragically takes his own life. No one will question you.… That’s my offer.”


  Flannagan again looked at Rachel Swayne; she nodded sharply once, then stared at Bourne. “What’s the guarantee that we can pack up our stuff and get out?” asked the woman.


  “Isn’t there a little matter of Sergeant Flannagan’s discharge and his army pension?”


  “I made Norman sign those papers eighteen months ago,” broke in the aide. “I was posted permanently to his office at the Pentagon and billeted to his residence. I just have to fill in the date, sign my own name, and list a general delivery address, which Rachel and I already figured out.”


  “That’s all?”


  “What’s left is maybe three or four phone calls. Norman’s lawyer, who’ll wrap up everything here; the kennels for the dogs; the Pentagon assigned-vehicle dispatcher—and a last call to New York. Then it’s Dulles Airport.”


  “You must have thought about this for a long time, for years—”


  “Nothing but, Mr. Delta,” confirmed the general’s wife, interrupting. “Like they say, we paid our dues.”


  “But before I can sign those papers or make those calls,” added Flannagan, “I have to know we can break clean—now.”


  “Meaning no police, no newspapers, no involvement with tonight—you simply weren’t here.”


  “You said it’s a tall order. How tall are the debts you can call in?”


  “You simply weren’t here,” repeated Bourne softly, slowly, looking at the fluted glass ashtray with the lipstick-stained cigarette butts on the table beside him. He pulled his eyes back to the general’s aide. “You didn’t touch anything in there; there’s nothing to physically tie you in with his suicide.… Are you really prepared to leave—say, in a couple of hours?”


  “Try thirty minutes, Mr. Delta,” replied Rachel.


  “My God, you had a life here, both of you—”


  “We don’t want anything from this life outside of what we’ve got,” said Flannagan firmly.


  “The estate here is yours, Mrs. Swayne—”


  “Like hell it is. It’s being turned over to some foundation, ask the lawyer. Whatever I get, if I get, he’ll send on to me. I just want out—we want out.”


  Jason looked back and forth at the strange and strangely drawn-together couple. “Then there’s nothing to stop you.”


  “How do we know that?” pressed Flannagan, stepping forward.


  “It’ll take a measure of trust on your part, but, believe me, I can do it. On the other hand, look at the alternative. Say you stay here. No matter what you do with him, he won’t show up in Arlington tomorrow or the next day or the day after that. Sooner or later someone’s going to come looking for him. There’ll be questions, searches, an investigation, and as sure as God made little Bobby Woodwards, the media will descend with its bellyful of speculations. In short order your ‘arrangement’ will be picked up—hell, even the guards talked about it—and the newspapers, the magazines and television will have a collective field day.… Do you want that? Or would it all lead to that body bag you mentioned?”


  The master sergeant and his lady stared at each other. “He’s right, Eddie,” said the latter. “With him we got a chance, the other way we don’t.”


  “It sounds too easy,” said Flannagan, his breath coming shorter as he glanced toward the door. “How are you going to handle everything?”


  “That’s my business,” answered Bourne. “Give me the telephone numbers, all of them, and then the only call you’ll have to make is the one to New York, and if I were you, I’d make it from whatever Pac island you’re on.”


  “You’re nuts! The minute the news breaks, I’m on Medusa’s rug—so’s Rachel! They’re going to want to know what happened.”


  “Tell them the truth, at least a variation of it, and I think you may even get a bonus.”


  “You’re a goddamned flake!”


  “I wasn’t a flake in ’Nam, Sergeant. Nor was I in Hong Kong, and I’m certainly not now.… You and Rachel came home, saw what had happened, packed up and left—because you didn’t want any questions and the dead can’t talk and trap themselves. Predate your papers by a day, mail them, and leave the rest to me.”


  “I dunno—”


  “You don’t have a choice, Sergeant!” shot back Jason, rising from the chair. “And I don’t care to waste any more time! You want me to go, I’ll go—figure it all out for yourselves.” Bourne angrily started for the door.


  “No, Eddie, stop him! We gotta do it his way, we gotta take the chance! The other way we’re dead and you know it.”


  “All right, all right!…Cool it, Delta, We’ll do what you say.”


  Jason stopped and turned. “Everything I say, Sergeant, down to the letter.”


  “You got it.”


  “First, you and I will go over to your place while Rachel goes upstairs and packs. You’ll give me everything you’ve got—telephone and license numbers, every name you can remember, anything you can give me that I ask for. Agreed?”


  “Yeah.”


  “Let’s go. And Mrs. Swayne, I know that there are probably a lot of little things you’d like to take along, but—”


  “Forget it, Mr. Delta. Mementos I don’t have. Whatever I really wanted was long since shipped out of this hell hole. It’s all in storage ten thousand miles away.”


  “My, you really were prepared, weren’t you?”


  “Tell me something I don’t know. You see, the time had to come, one way or the other, y’know what I mean?” Rachel walked rapidly past the two men and into the hall; she stopped and came back to Master Sergeant Flannagan, a smile on her lips, a glow in her eyes, as she placed her hand on his face. “Hey, Eddie,” she said quietly. “It’s really gonna happen. We’re gonna live, Eddie. Y’know what I mean?”


  “Yeah, babe. I know.”


  As they walked out into the darkness toward the cabin, Bourne spoke. “I meant what I said about not wasting time, Sergeant. Start talking. What were you going to tell me about Swayne’s place here?”


  “Are you ready?”


  “What does that mean? Of course I’m ready.” But he wasn’t. He stopped suddenly on the grass at Flannagan’s words.


  “For openers, it’s a cemetery.”


  Alex Conklin sat back in the desk chair, the phone in his hand, stunned, frowning, unable to summon a rational response to Jason’s astonishing information. All he could say was “I don’t believe it!”


  “Which part?”


  “I don’t know. Everything, I guess…the cemetery on down. But I have to believe it, don’t I?”


  “You didn’t want to believe London or Brussels, either, or a commander of the Sixth Fleet or the keeper of the covert keys in Langley. I’m just adding to the list.… The point is, once you find out who they all are, we can move.”


  “You’ll have to start from the beginning again; my head’s shredded. The telephone number in New York, the license plates—”


  “The body, Alex! Flannagan and the general’s wife! They’re on their way; that was the deal and you’ve got to cover it.”


  “Just like that? Swayne kills himself and the two people on the premises who can answer questions, we say Ciao to them and let them get away? That’s only slightly more lunatic than what you’ve told me!”


  “We don’t have time for negotiating games—and besides, he can’t answer any more questions. They were on different levels.”


  “Oh, boy, that’s really clear.”


  “Do it. Let them go. We may need them both later.”


  Conklin sighed, his indecision apparent. “Are you sure? It’s very complicated.”


  “Do it! For Christ’s sake, Alex, I don’t give a goddamn about complications or violations or all the manipulations you can dream up! I want Carlos! We’re building a net and we can pull him in—I can pull him in!”


  “All right, all right. There’s a doctor in Falls Church that we’ve used before in special operations. I’ll get hold of him, he’ll know what to do.”


  “Good,” said Bourne, his mind racing. “Now put me on tape. I’ll give you everything Flannagan gave me. Hurry up, I’ve got a lot to do.”


  “You’re on tape, Delta One.”


  Reading from the list he had written down in Flannagan’s cabin, Jason spoke rapidly, enunciating clearly so that there would be no confusion on the tape. There were the names of seven frequent and acknowledged guests at the general’s dinner parties, none guaranteed as to accuracy or spelling but with broad-brush descriptions; then came the license plates, all from the far more serious twice-monthly meetings. Next to last were the telephone numbers of Swayne’s lawyer, all of the estate’s guards, the dog kennels and the Pentagon extension for assigned vehicles; finally there was the unlisted telephone in New York, no name here, only a machine that took messages. “That’s got to be a priority one, Alex.”


  “We’ll break it,” said Conklin, inserting himself on the tape. “I’ll call the kennels and talk Pentagonese—the general’s being flown to a hush-factor post and we pay double for getting the animals out first thing in the morning. Open the gates, incidentally.… The licenses are no problem and I’ll have Casset run the names through the computers behind DeSole’s back.”


  “What about Swayne? We’ve got to keep the suicide quiet for a while.”


  “How long?”


  “How the hell do I know?” replied Jason, exasperated. “Until we find out who they all are and I can reach them—or you can reach them—and together we can start the wave of panic rolling. That’s when we plant the Carlos solution.”


  “Words,” said Conklin, his tone not flattering. “You could be talking about days, maybe a week or even longer.”


  “Then that’s what I’m talking about.”


  “Then we’d better damn well bring in Peter Holland—”


  “No, not yet. We don’t know what he’d do and I’m not giving him the chance to get in my way.”


  “You’ve got to trust someone besides me, Jason. I can fool the doctor perhaps for twenty-four or forty-eight hours—perhaps—but I doubt much longer than that. He’ll want higher authorization. And don’t forget, I’ve got Casset breathing down my neck over DeSole—”


  “Give me two days, get me two days!”


  “While tracking down all this information and stalling Charlie, and lying through my teeth to Peter, telling them that we’re making progress running down the Jackal’s possible couriers at the Mayflower hotel—we think…Of course, we’re doing nothing of the sort because we’re up to our credentials in some off-the-wall, twenty-year-old Saigon conspiracy involving who knows what, damned if we know, except that the who is terribly impressive. Without going into statuses—or is it statae—we’re now told they have their own private cemetery on the grounds of the general officer in charge of Pentagon procurements, who just happened to blow his head off, a minor incident we’re sitting on.… Jesus, Delta, back up! The missiles are colliding!”


  Though he was standing in front of Swayne’s desk, the general’s corpse in the chair beside him, Bourne managed a tentative, slow smile. “That’s what we’re counting on, isn’t it? It’s a scenario that could have been written by our beloved Saint Alex himself.”


  “I’m only along for the ride, I’m not steering—”


  “What about the doctor?” interrupted Jason. “You’ve been out of operation for almost five years. How do you know he’s still in business?”


  “I run into him now and then; we’re both museum mavens. A couple of months ago at the Corcoran Gallery he complained that he wasn’t given much to do these days.”


  “Change that tonight.”


  “I’ll try. What are you going to do?”


  “Delicately pull apart everything in this room.”


  “Gloves?”


  “Surgical, of course.”


  “Don’t touch the body.”


  “Only the pockets—very delicately.… Swayne’s wife is coming down the stairs. I’ll call you back when they’re gone. Get hold of that doctor!”


  Ivan Jax, M. D. by way of Yale Medical School, surgical training and residency at Massachusetts General, College of Surgeons by appointment, Jamaican by birth, and erstwhile “consultant” to the Central Intelligence Agency courtesy of a fellow black man with the improbable name of Cactus, drove through the gates of General Swayne’s estate in Manassas, Virginia. There were times, thought Ivan, when he wished he had never met old Cactus and this was one of them, but tonight not-withstanding, he never regretted that Cactus had come into his life. Thanks to the old man’s “magic papers,” Jax had gotten his brother and sister out of Jamaica during the repressive Manley years when established professionals were all but prohibited from emigrating and certainly not with personal funds.


  Cactus, however, using complex mock-ups of government permits had sprung both young adults out of the country along with bank transfers honored in Lisbon. All the aged forger requested were stolen blank copies of various official documents, including import/export bills of lading, the two people’s passports, separate photographs and copies of several signatures belonging to certain men in positions of authority—easily obtainable through the hundreds of bureaucratic edicts published in the government-controlled press. Ivan’s brother was currently a wealthy barrister in London and his sister a research fellow at Cambridge.


  Yes, he owed Cactus, thought Dr. Jax as he swung his station wagon around the curve to the front of the house, and when the old man had asked him to “consult” with a few “friends over in Langley” seven years ago, he had obliged. Some consultation! Still, there were further perks forthcoming in Ivan’s silent association with the intelligence agency. When his island home threw out Manley, and Seaga came to power, among the first of the “appropriated” properties to be returned to their rightful owners were the Jax family’s holdings in Montego Bay and Port Antonio. That had been Alex Conklin’s doing, but without Cactus there would have been no Conklin, not in Ivan’s circle of friends.… But why did Alex have to call tonight? Tonight was his twelfth wedding anniversary, and he had sent the kids on an overnight with the neighbors’ children so that he and his wife could be alone, alone with grilled Jamaic’ ribs on the patio—prepared by the only one who knew how, namely, Chef Ivan—a lot of good dark Overton rum, and some highly erotic skinny-dipping in the pool. Damn Alex! Double damn the son-of-a-bitch bachelor who could only respond to the event of a wedding anniversary by saying, “What the hell? You made the year, so what’s a day count? Get your jollies tomorrow, I need you tonight.”


  So he had lied to his wife, the former head nurse at Mass. General. He told her that a patient’s life was in the balance—it was, but it had already tipped the wrong way. She had replied that perhaps her next husband would be more considerate of her life, but her sad smile and her understanding eyes denied her words. She knew death. Hurry, my darling!


  Jax turned off the engine, grabbed his medical bag and got out of the car. He walked around the hood as the front door opened and a tall man in what appeared to be dark skintight clothing stood silhouetted in the frame. “I’m your doctor,” said Ivan, walking up the steps. “Our mutual friend didn’t give me your name, but I guess I’m not supposed to have it.”


  “I guess not,” agreed Bourne, extending a hand in a surgical glove as Jax approached.


  “And I guess we’re both right,” said Jax, shaking hands with the stranger. “The mitt you’re wearing is pretty familiar to me.”


  “Our mutual friend didn’t tell me you were black.”


  “Is that a problem for you?”


  “Good Christ, no. I like our friend even more. It probably never occurred to him to say anything.”


  “I think we’ll get along. Let’s go, no-name.”


  Bourne stood ten feet to the right of the desk as Jax swiftly, expertly tended to the corpse, mercifully wrapping the head in gauze. Without explaining, he had cut away sections of the general’s clothing, examining those parts of the body beneath the fabric. Finally, he carefully rolled the hooded body off the chair and onto the floor. “Are you finished in here?” he asked, looking over at Jason.


  “I’ve swept it clean, Doctor, if that’s what you mean.”


  “It usually is.… I want this room sealed. No one’s to enter it after we leave until our mutual friend gives the word.”


  “I certainly can’t guarantee that,” said Bourne.


  “Then he’ll have to.”


  “Why?”


  “Your general didn’t commit suicide, no-name. He was murdered.”


  



  CHAPTER TWELVE


  “The woman,” said Alex Conklin over the line. “From everything you told me it had to be Swayne’s wife. Jesus!”


  “It doesn’t change anything, but it looks that way,” agreed Bourne halfheartedly. “She had reason enough to do it, God knows—still, if she did, she didn’t tell Flannagan, and that doesn’t make sense.”


  “No, it doesn’t.…” Conklin paused, then spoke quickly. “Let me talk to Ivan.”


  “Ivan? Your doctor? His name is Ivan?”


  “So?”


  “Nothing. He’s outside…‘packing the merchandise’ was the way he put it.”


  “In his wagon?”


  “That’s right. We carried the body—”


  “What makes him so sure it wasn’t suicide?” broke in Alex.


  “Swayne was drugged. He said he’d call you later and explain. He wants to get out of here and no one’s to come into this room after we leave—after I leave—until you give the word for the police. He’ll tell you that, too.”


  “Christ, it must be a mess in there.”


  “It’s not pretty. What do you want me to do?”


  “Pull the curtains, if there are any; check the windows and, if possible, lock the door. If there’s no way to lock it, look around for—”


  “I found a set of keys in Swayne’s pocket,” interrupted Jason. “I checked; one of them fits.”


  “Good. When you leave, wipe the door down clean. Find some furniture polish or a dusting spray.”


  “That’s not going to keep out anyone who wants to get in.”


  “No, but if someone does, we might pick up a print.”


  “You’re reaching—”


  “I certainly am,” concurred the former intelligence officer. “I’ve also got to figure out a way to seal up the whole place without using anybody from Langley, and, not incidentally, keep the Pentagon at bay just in case someone among those twenty-odd thousand people wants to reach Swayne, and that includes his office and probably a couple of hundred buyers and sellers a day in procurements.… Christ, it’s impossible!”


  “It’s perfect,” contradicted Bourne as Dr. Ivan Jax suddenly appeared in the doorway. “Our little game of destabilization will start right here on the ‘farm.’ Do you have Cactus’s number?”


  “Not with me. I think it’s probably in a shoebox at home.”


  “Call Mo Panov, he’s got it. Then reach Cactus and tell him to get to a pay phone and call me here.”


  “What the hell have you got in mind? I hear that old man’s name, I get nervous.”


  “You told me I had to find someone else to trust besides you. I just did. Reach him, Alex.” Jason hung up the telephone. “I’m sorry, Doctor…or maybe under the circumstances I can use your name. Hello, Ivan.”


  “Hello, no-name, which is the way I’d like to keep it on my end. Especially when I just heard you say another name.”


  “Alex?…No, of course it wasn’t Alex, not our mutual friend.” Bourne laughed quietly, knowingly, as he walked away from the desk. “It was Cactus, wasn’t it?”


  “I just came in to ask you if you wanted me to close the gates,” said Jax, bypassing the question.


  “Would you be offended if I told you that I didn’t think of him until I saw you just now?”


  “Certain associations are fairly obvious. The gates, please?”


  “Do you owe Cactus as much as I do, Doctor?” Jason held his place, looking at the Jamaican.


  “I owe him so much that I could never think of compromising him in a situation like tonight. For God’s sake, he’s an old man, and no matter what deviant conclusions Langley wants to come up with, tonight was murder, a particularly brutal killing. No, I wouldn’t involve him.”


  “You’re not me. You see, I have to. He’d never forgive me if I didn’t.”


  “You don’t think much of yourself, do you?”


  “Please close the gates, Doctor. There’s an alarm panel in the hallway I can activate when they’re shut.”


  Jax hesitated, as if unsure of what he wanted to say. “Listen,” he began haltingly, “most sane people have reasons for saying things—doing things. My guess is you’re sane. Call Alex if you need me—if old Cactus needs me.” The doctor left, rushing out the door.


  Bourne turned and glanced around the room. Since Flannagan and Rachel Swayne had left nearly three hours ago, he had searched every foot of the general’s study, as well as the dead soldier’s separate bedroom on the second floor. He had placed the items he intended to take on the brass coffee table; he studied them now. There were three brown leather-bound covers, each equal in size, each holding inserted spiral-bound pages; they were a desk set. The first was an appointments calendar; the second, a personal telephone book in which the names and numbers were entered in ink; the last was an expense diary, barely touched. Along with these were eleven office messages of the telephone notepad variety, which Jason found in Swayne’s pockets, a golf-club scorecard and several memoranda written at the Pentagon. Finally, there was the general’s wallet containing a profusion of impressive credentials and very little money. Bourne would turn everything over to Alex and hope further leads would be found, but as far as he could determine, he had turned up nothing startling, nothing dramatically relevant to the modern Medusa. And that bothered him; there had to be something. This was the old soldier’s home, his sanctum sanctorum inside that home—something! He knew it, he felt it, but he could not find it. So he started again, not foot by foot now; instead, inch by inch.


  Fourteen minutes later, as he was removing and turning over the photographs on the wall behind the desk, the wall to the right of the cushioned bay window that overlooked the lawn outside, he recalled Conklin’s words about checking the windows and the curtains so that no one could enter or observe the scene inside.


  Christ, it must be a mess in there.


  It’s not very pleasant.


  It wasn’t. The panes of the central bay window frame were splattered with blood and membrane. And the…the small brass latch? Not only was it free from its catch, the window itself was open—barely open, but nevertheless it was open. Bourne knelt on the cushioned seat and looked closely at the shiny brass fixture and the surrounding panes of glass. There were smudges among the rivulets of dried blood and tissue, coarse pressings on the stains that appeared to widen and thin them out into irregular shapes. Then below the sill he saw what kept the window from closing. The end of the left drape had been drawn out, a small piece of its tasseled fabric wedged beneath the lower window frame. Jason stepped back bewildered but not really surprised. This was what he had been looking for, the missing piece in the complex puzzle that was the death of Norman Swayne.


  Someone had climbed out that window after the shot that blew the general’s skull apart. Someone who could not risk being seen going through the front hall or out the front door. Someone who knew the house and the grounds…and the dogs. A brutal killer from Medusa. Goddamn it!


  Who? Who had been here? Flannagan…Swayne’s wife! They would know, they had to know! Bourne lurched for the telephone on the desk; it began ringing before his hand touched it.


  “Alex?”


  “No, Br’er Rabbit, it’s just an old friend, and I didn’t realize we were so free with names.”


  “We’re not, we shouldn’t be,” said Jason rapidly, imposing a control on himself he could barely exercise. “Something happened a moment ago—I found something.”


  “Calm down, boy. What can I do for you?”


  “I need you—out here where I am. Are you free?”


  “Well, let’s see.” Cactus chuckled as he spoke. “There are several board meetings I should rightfully attend, and the White House wants me for a power breakfast.… When and where, Br’er Rabbit?”


  “Not alone, old friend. I want three or four others with you. Is that possible?”


  “I don’t know. What did you have in mind?”


  “That fellow who drove me into town after I saw you. Are there any other like-minded citizens in the neighborhood?”


  “Most are doin’ time, frankly, but I suppose I could dig around the refuse and pull up a few. What for?”


  “Guard duty. It’s pretty simple really. You’ll be on the phone and they’ll be behind locked gates telling people that it’s private property, that visitors aren’t welcome. Especially a few honkies probably in limousines.”


  “Now, that might appeal to the brothers.”


  “Call me back and I’ll give you directions.” Bourne disconnected the line and immediately released the bar for a dial tone. He touched the numbers for Conklin’s phone in Vienna.


  “Yes?” answered Alex.


  “The doctor was right and I let our Snake Lady executioner get away!”


  “Swayne’s wife, you mean?”


  “No, but she and her fast-talking sergeant know who it was—they had to know who was here! Pick them up and hold them. They lied to me, so the deal’s off. Whoever staged this gruesome ‘suicide’ had orders from high up in Medusa. I want him. He’s our shortcut.”


  “He’s also beyond our reach.”


  “What the hell are you talking about?”


  “Because the sergeant and his paramour are beyond our reach. They’ve disappeared.”


  “That’s crazy! If I know Saint Alex, and I do, you’ve had them covered since they left here.”


  “Electronically, not physically. Remember, you insisted we keep Langley and Peter Holland away from Medusa.”


  “What did you do?”


  “I sent out a full-toned alert to the central reservations computers of all international airline carriers. As of eight-twenty this evening our subjects had seats on Pan Am’s ten o’clock flight to London—”


  “London?” broke in Jason. “They were heading the other way, to the Pacific. To Hawaii!”


  “That’s probably where they’re going because they never showed up at Pan Am. Who knows?”


  “Damn it, you should!”


  “How? Two United States citizens flying to Hawaii don’t have to present passports to enter our fiftieth state. A driver’s license or a voter’s registration card will do. You told me that they’ve been considering this move for quite a while. How difficult would it be for a master sergeant with over thirty years’ service to get a couple of driver’s licenses using different names?”


  “But why?”


  “To throw off people looking for them—like us, or maybe a few Medusans, very high up.”


  “Shit!”


  “Would you care to talk less in the vulgate, Professor? It was the ‘vulgate,’ wasn’t it?”


  “Shut up, I’ve got to think.”


  “Then think about the fact that we’re up to our asses in the Arctic without a heater. It’s time for Peter Holland. We need him. We need Langley.”


  “No, not yet! You’re forgetting something. Holland took an oath, and everything we know about him says he took it seriously. He may bend a rule now and then, but if he’s faced with a Medusa, with hundreds of millions out of Geneva buying up whatever they’re buying up in Europe, he may say, ‘Halt, that’s enough!’”


  “That’s a risk we have to take. We need him, David.”


  “Not David, goddamn you! I’m Bourne, Jason Bourne, your creation, and I’m owed! My family is owed! I won’t have it any other way!”


  “And you’ll kill me if I go against you.”


  Silence. Neither spoke until Delta One of Saigon’s Medusa broke the pause. “Yes, Alex, I’ll kill you. Not because you tried to kill me in Paris, but for the same blind assumptions you made back then that led to your decision to come after me. Can you understand that?”


  “Yes,” replied Conklin, his voice so low it was barely audible. “The arrogance of ignorance, it’s your favorite Washington theme; you always make it sound so Oriental. But somewhere along the line you’re going to have to be a little less arrogant yourself. There’s only so much we can do alone.”


  “On the other hand, there’s so much that can be loused up if we’re not alone. Look at the progress we’ve made. From zero to double digits in how long—forty-eight, seventy-two hours? Give me the two days, Alex, please. We’re closing in on what this whole thing’s about, what Medusa’s all about. One breakthrough, and we present them with the perfect solution to get rid of me. The Jackal.”


  “I’ll do the best I can. Did Cactus reach you?”


  “Yes. He’ll call me back and then come out here. I’ll explain later.”


  “I should tell you. He and our doctor are friends.”


  “I know. Ivan told me.… Alex, I want to get some things over to you—Swayne’s telephone book, his wallet, appointments schedule, stuff like that. I’ll wrap it all up and have one of Cactus’s boys deliver the package to your place, to the security gate. Put everything into your high tech and see what you can find.”


  “Cactus’s boys? What are you doing?”


  “Taking an item off your agenda. I’m sealing this place up. Nobody’ll be able to get in, but we’ll see who tries.”


  “That could be interesting. The kennel people are coming for the dogs around seven in the morning, incidentally, so don’t make the seals too tight.”


  “Which reminds me,” interrupted Jason. “Be official again and call the guards on the other shifts. Their services are no longer required, but each will receive a month’s pay by mail in lieu of notice.”


  “Who the hell’s going to pay it? There’s no Langley, remember? No Peter Holland and I’m not independently wealthy.”


  “I am. I’ll phone my bank in Maine and have them Fed Ex you a cashier’s check. Ask your friend Casset to pick it up at your apartment in the morning.”


  “It’s funny, isn’t it?” said Conklin slowly, pensively. “I forgot about your money. I never think about it, actually. I guess I’ve blocked it out of my mind.”


  “That’s possible,” added Bourne, a trace of lightness in his voice. “The official part of you may have visions of some bureaucrat coming up to Marie and saying, ‘By the way, Mrs. Webb or Bourne or whoever you are, while you were in the employ of the Canadian government you made off with over five million dollars belonging to mine.’”


  “She was only brilliant, David—Jason. You were owed every dollar.”


  “Don’t press the point, Alex. She claimed at least twice the amount.”


  “She was right. It’s why everyone shut up.… What are you going to do now?”


  “Wait for Cactus’s call, then make one of my own.”


  “Oh?”


  “To my wife.”


  Marie sat on the balcony of her villa at Tranquility Inn staring out at the moonlit Caribbean, trying with every controlling instinct in her not to go mad with fear. Strangely, perhaps stupidly or even dangerously, it was not the fear of physical harm that consumed her. She had lived in both Europe and the Far East with the killing machine that was Jason Bourne; she knew what that stranger was capable of and it was brutally efficient. No, it wasn’t Bourne, it was David—what Jason Bourne was doing to David Webb. She had to stop it!… They could go away, far away, to some remote safe haven and start a new life with new names, create a world for themselves that Carlos could never penetrate. They had all the money they would ever need, they could do it! It was done all the time—hundreds, thousands of men and women and children whose lives were threatened were shielded by their governments; and if ever a government anywhere had reason to protect a man, that man was David Webb!… Thoughts conceived in frenzy, reflected Marie, getting up from her chair and walking to the balcony’s railing. It would never happen because David could never accept the solution. Where the Jackal was concerned, David Webb was ruled by Jason Bourne and Bourne was capable of destroying his host body. Oh, God, what’s happening to us?


  The telephone rang. Marie stiffened, then rushed into the bedroom and picked it up. “Yes?”


  “Hello, Sis, it’s Johnny.”


  “Oh…”


  “Which means you haven’t heard from David.”


  “No, and I’m going a little crazy, Bro.”


  “He’ll call when he can, you know that.”


  “But you’re not calling to tell me that.”


  “No, I’m just checking in. I’m stuck over here on the big island and it looks like I’ll be here for a while. I’m at Government House with Henry, waiting for the CG to personally thank me for accommodating the Foreign Office.”


  “I don’t understand a word you’re saying—”


  “Oh, sorry. Henry Sykes is the Crown governor’s aide who asked me to take care of that old French war hero down the path from you. When the CG wants to thank you, you wait until you’re thanked—when the phones go out, cowboys like me need Government House.”


  “You’ve totally lost me, Johnny.”


  “A storm out of Basse-Terre will hit in a few hours.”


  “Out of whom?”


  “It’s a what, but I should be back before then. Have the maid make up the couch for me.”


  “John, it’s not necessary for you to stay here. Good heavens, there are men with guns outside the hedge and down on the beach and God knows where else.”


  “That’s where they’re going to stay. See you later, and hug the kids for me.”


  “They’re asleep,” said Marie as her younger brother hung up. She looked at the phone as she replaced it, unconsciously saying out loud, “How little I know about you, little Bro…our favorite, incorrigible Bro. And how much more does my husband know. Damn the both of you!”


  The telephone instantly rang again, stunning her. She grabbed it. “Hello?”


  “It’s me.”


  “Thank God!”


  “He’s out of town, but everything’s fine. I’m fine, and we’re making headway.”


  “You don’t have to do this! We don’t have to!”


  “Yes, we do,” said Jason Bourne—no evidence of David Webb. “Just know I love you, he loves you—”


  “Stop it! It’s happening—”


  “I’m sorry, I apologize—forgive me.”


  “You’re David!”


  “Of course I’m David. I was just joking—”


  “No, you weren’t!”


  “I was talking to Alex, that’s all. We argued, that’s all!”


  “No, it isn’t! I want you back, I want you here!”


  “Then I can’t talk any longer. I love you.” The line went dead and Marie St. Jacques Webb fell on the bed, her cries of futility muffled by the blankets.


  Alexander Conklin, his eyes red with strain, kept touching the letters and the numbers of his computer, his head turned to the open pages of the ledgers sent over by Bourne from General Norman Swayne’s estate. Two shrill beeps suddenly intruded on the silence of the room. It was the inanimate machine’s robotic signal that another dual reference had been calculated. He checked the entry. R.G. What did it mean? He back-taped and found nothing. He pressed forward, typing like a mindless automaton. Three beeps. He kept punching the irritatingly beige buttons, faster and faster. Four beeps…five…six. Back space—stop—forward. R.G. R.G. R.G. R.G. What the hell was R.G. ?


  He cross-checked the data with the entries from the three different leather-bound notebooks. A common numeral sprang out in green letters on the screen. 617-202-0011. A telephone number. Conklin picked up the Langley phone, dialed the night watch, and told the CIA operator to trace it.


  “It’s unlisted, sir. It’s one of three numbers for the same residence in Boston, Massachusetts.”


  “The name, please.”


  “Gates, Randolph. The residence is—”


  “Never mind, Operator,” interrupted Alex, knowing that he had been given the essential information. Randolph Gates, scholar, attorney for the privileged, advocate of the bigger the better, the biggest the best. How right that Gates should be involved with amassing hundreds of millions in Europe controlled by American interests.… No, wait a moment. It wasn’t right at all, it was wrong! It was completely illogical for the scholarly attorney to have any connection whatsoever to a highly questionable, indeed illegal, operation like Medusa. It did not make sense! One did not have to admire the celebrated legal giant to grant him just about the cleanest record for propriety in the Bar Association. He was a notorious stickler for the most minute points of law, often using those minutiae of his craft to obtain favorable decisions, but no one ever dared question his integrity. So unpopular were his legal and philosophical opinions to the brightest lawyers in the liberal establishment that he would have been gleefully discredited years ago at the slightest hint of impropriety.


  Yet here was his name appearing six times in the appointments calendar of a Medusan responsible for untold millions in the nation’s defense expenditures. An unstable Medusan whose apparent suicide was in fact murder.


  Conklin looked at the screen, at the date of Swayne’s last entry referring to R.G. It was on August second, barely a week ago. He picked up the leather-bound diary and turned to the day. He had been concentrating on names, not comments, unless the information struck him as relevant—to what he was not sure, but he was trusting to instinct. If he had known up front who R.G. was, the abbreviated handwritten notation beside the last entry would have caught his eye.


  RG will nt cnsider app’t fr Maj. Crft. Need Crft on hs stff. Unlock. Paris—7 yrs ago. Two file out and bur’d.


  The Paris should have alerted him, thought Alex, but Swayne’s notes throughout were filled with foreign or exotic names and places as if the general had been trying to impress whoever might read his personal observations. Also, Conklin regretfully considered, he was terribly tired; were it not for his computer he probably would not have centered in on Dr. Randolph Gates, legal Olympian.


  Paris—7 yrs ago. Two file out and bur’d.


  The first part was obvious, the second obscure but hardly concealed. The “Two” referred to the army’s intelligence arm, G-2, and the “file” was just that, an event or a revelation uncovered by intelligence personnel in Paris—7 yrs ago and removed from the data banks. It was an amateur’s attempt to use intelligence gibberish by misusing it. “Unlock” meant “key”—Jesus, Swayne was an idiot! Using his notepad, Alex wrote out the notation as he knew it to be:


  “Randolph Gates will not consider the appointment for a Major Craft or Croft or even Christopher, for the f could be an s. (But) we need Crft on his staff. The key is to use the information in our G-2 file about Gates in Paris seven years ago, said file removed and in our possession.”


  If that was not the exact translation of Swayne’s insertion, it was certainly close enough in substance to act upon, mused Conklin, turning his wrist and glancing at his watch. It was twenty past three in the morning, a time when even the most disciplined person would be shaken by the shrill bell of a telephone. Why not? David—Jason—was right. Every hour counted now. Alex picked up the phone and touched the numbers for Boston, Massachusetts.


  The telephone kept ringing and the bitch would not pick it up in her room! Then Gates looked at the lighted square and the blood drained from his head. It was his unlisted number, a number that was restricted to a very few. He thrashed wildly in the bed, his eyes wide; the strange call from Paris unnerved him the more he thought about it. It concerned Montserrat, he knew it! The information he had relayed was wrong.… Prefontaine had lied to him and now Paris wanted an accounting! My God, they’d come after him, expose him!…No, there was a way, a perfectly acceptable explanation, the truth. He would deliver the liars to Paris, to Paris’s man here in Boston. He would trap the drunken Prefontaine and the sleazeball detective and force them to tell their lies to the one person who could absolve him.… The phone! He had to answer it. He could not appear as if he had anything to hide! He reached out and grabbed the incessantly ringing instrument, pulling it to his ear. “Yes?”


  “Seven years ago, Counselor,” began the quiet voice on the line. “Do I have to remind you that we’ve got the entire file. The Deuxième Bureau was extremely cooperative, far more than you have been.”


  “For God’s sake, I was lied to!” cried Gates, swinging his legs onto the floor in panic, his voice hoarse. “You can’t believe I’d forward erroneous information. I’d have to be insane!”


  “We know you can be obstinate. We made a simple request—”


  “I complied, I swear I did! Good Christ, I paid fifteen thousand dollars to make certain everything was silent, absolutely untraceable—not that the money matters, of course—”


  “You paid…?” interrupted the quiet voice.


  “I can show you the bank withdrawals!”


  “For what?”


  “The information, naturally. I hired a former judge who has contacts—”


  “For information about Craft?”


  “What?”


  “Croft.… Christopher.”


  “Who?”


  “Our major, Counselor. The major.”


  “If that’s her code name, then yes, yes I did!”


  “A code name?”


  “The woman. The two children. They flew to the island of Montserrat. I swear that’s what I was told!”


  There was a sudden click and the line went dead.


  



  CHAPTER THIRTEEN


  His hand still on the telephone, Conklin broke out in a sweat. He released the phone and got up from his chair, limping away from the computer, looking back at it, down at it, as if it were some monstrous thing that had taken him into a forbidden land where nothing was as it appeared to be or should be. What had happened? How did Randolph Gates know anything about Montserrat, about Marie and the children? Why?


  Alex lowered himself into the armchair, his pulse racing, his thoughts clashing, no judgments emerging, only chaos. He gripped his right wrist with his left hand, his nails digging into his flesh. He had to get hold of himself, he had to think—he had to act! For David’s wife and children.


  Associations. What were the conceivable associations? It was difficult enough to consider Gates as even unwittingly a part of Medusa, but impossible to think he was also connected to Carlos the Jackal. Impossible!… Yet both appeared to be; the connections existed. Was Carlos himself part of Swayne’s Medusa? Everything they knew about the Jackal would deny it emphatically. The assassin’s strength was in his total disassociation with any structured entity, Jason Bourne had proved that thirteen years ago in Paris. No group of people could ever reach him; they could only send out a message and he would reach them. The single organization the international killer for hire permitted was his army of old men, from the Mediterranean to the Baltic, lost misfits, criminals whose impoverished last days were made better by the assassin’s largess, fealty unto death demanded and received. Where did—could—a man like Randolph Gates fit in?


  He didn’t, concluded Alex as the outer limits of his imagination explored an old territory—Be skeptical of the apparent. The celebrated attorney was no more part of Carlos than he was of Medusa. He was the aberration, the flaw in the lens, an otherwise honorable man with a single weakness that had been uncovered by two disparate parties both with extraordinary resources. It was common knowledge that the Jackal could reach into the Sûreté and Interpol, and it took no clairvoyance to assume that Medusa could penetrate the army’s G-2. It was the only possible explanation, for Gates had been too controversial, too powerful for too long to function as spectacularly as he did in the courts if his vulnerability was easily uncovered. No, it would take predators like the Jackal and the men of Medusa to bore deep enough to dredge up a secret so devastating as to turn Randolph Gates into a valuable pawn. Clearly, Carlos had gotten to him first.


  Conklin reflected on a truth that was forever reconfirmed: the world of global corrupters was in reality a small multilayered neighborhood, geometric in design, the irregular avenues of corruption leading into one another. How could it be otherwise? The residents of those lethal streets had services to offer, their clients were a specific breed—the desperate dregs of humanity. Extort, compromise, kill. The Jackal and the men of Medusa belonged to the same fraternal order. The Brotherhood of I Must Have Mine.


  Breakthrough. But it was a breakthrough Jason Bourne could handle—not David Webb—and Webb was still too much a part of Bourne. Especially since both parts of the same man were over a thousand miles away from Montserrat, the coordinates of death determined by Carlos. Montserrat?… Johnny St. Jacques! The “little brother” who had proved himself in a backwater town in the northern regions of Canada, proved himself beyond the knowledge and the understanding of his family, especially his beloved sister. A man who could kill in anger—who had killed in fury—and who would kill again if the sister he adored and her children were under the Jackal’s gun. David believed in him—Jason Bourne believed in him, which was far more to the point.


  Alex looked over at the telephone console, then quickly got out of the chair. He rushed to the desk, sat down, and touched the buttons that rewound the current tape, adjusting it to the spot where he wanted to pick it up. He went forward and back until he heard Gates’s panicked voice.


  “… Good Christ, I paid fifteen thousand—”


  No, not there, thought Conklin. Later.


  “… I can show you the bank withdrawals—”


  Later!


  “… I hired a former judge who has contacts—”


  That’s it. A judge.


  “… They flew to the island of Montserrat—”


  Alex opened the drawer where he kept a sheet of paper with each number he had called during the past two days on the assumption that he might need specific ones quickly. He saw the number in the Caribbean for Tranquility Inn, picked up the phone and dialed. After more rings than seemed necessary, a voice thick with sleep answered.


  “Tranquility—”


  “This is an emergency,” broke in Conklin. “It’s urgent that I speak with John St. Jacques. Quickly, please.”


  “I’m sorry, sir, Mr. St. Jacques isn’t here.”


  “I’ve got to find him. I repeat, it’s urgent. Where is he?”


  “On the big island—”


  “Montserrat?”


  “Yes—”


  “Where?… My name’s Conklin. He wants to talk to me—he has to talk to me. Please!”


  “A big wind came up from Basse-Terre and all flights are canceled until morning.”


  “A what?”


  “A tropical depression—”


  “Oh, a storm.”


  “We prefer a TD, sir. Mr. St. Jacques left a telephone number in Plymouth.”


  “What’s your name?” interrupted Alex suddenly. The clerk replied Pritchard and Conklin continued: “I’m going to ask you a very delicate question, Mr. Pritchard. It’s important that you have the right answer, but if it’s the wrong one you must do as I tell you. Mr. St. Jacques will confirm everything I say when I reach him; however, I can’t waste time now. Do you understand me?”


  “What is your question?” asked the clerk with dignity. “I’m not a child, mon.”


  “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to—”


  “The question, Mr. Conklin. You’re in a hurry.”


  “Yes, of course.… Mr. St. Jacques’s sister and her children, are they in a safe place? Did Mr. St. Jacques take certain precautions?”


  “Such as armed guards about the villa and our usual men down on the beach?” said the clerk. “The answer is yes.”


  “It’s the right answer.” Alex took a deep breath, his breathing still erratic. “Now, what’s the number where I can reach Mr. St. Jacques?”


  The clerk gave it to Conklin, then added, “Many phones are out, sir. It might be well if you left a number here. The wind is still strong, but Mr. Saint Jay will no doubt come over with the first light if he can.”


  “Certainly.” Alex rattled off the number of the sterile telephone in the Vienna apartment and had the man in Montserrat repeat it. “That’s it,” said Conklin. “I’ll try Plymouth now.”


  “The spelling of your name, please. It is C-o-n-c-h—”


  “C-o-n-k,” broke in Alex, snapping off the line and instantly dialing the number in the town of Plymouth, the capital of Montserrat. Once again a startled, drowsy voice answered; it was a barely coherent greeting. “Who’s this?” asked Conklin impatiently.


  “Who the hell is this—are you?” replied an angry Englishman.


  “I’m trying to reach John St. Jacques. It’s an emergency, and I was given this number by the desk at Tranquility Inn.”


  “Good Lord, their phones are intact …?”


  “Obviously. Please, is John there?”


  “Yes, yes, of course. He’s across the hall, I’ll fetch him. Who shall I say—”


  “ ‘Alex’ is good enough.”


  “Just ‘Alex’?”


  “Hurry, please!” Twenty seconds later the voice of John St. Jacques filled the line.


  “Conklin? Is that you?”


  “Listen to me. They know Marie and the children flew into Montserrat.”


  “We heard that someone was asking questions over at the airport about a woman and two kids—”


  “Then that’s why you moved them from the house to the inn.”


  “That’s right.”


  “Who was asking questions?”


  “We don’t know. It was done by telephone.… I didn’t want to leave them, even for a few hours, but I had a command appearance at Government House, and by the time that son-of-a-bitch Crown governor showed up, the storm hit.”


  “I know. I talked to the desk and got this number.”


  “That’s one consolation; the phones are still working. In weather like this they usually don’t, which is why we suck up to the Crown.”


  “I understand you’ve got guards—”


  “You’re goddamned right!” cried St. Jacques. “The trouble is I don’t know what to look for except strangers in boats or on the beach, and if they don’t stop and identify themselves satisfactorily, my orders are to shoot!”


  “I may be able to help—”


  “Go ahead!”


  “We got a break—don’t ask how; it’s from outer space but that doesn’t matter, it’s real. The man who traced Marie to Montserrat used a judge who had contacts, presumably in the islands.”


  “A judge?” exploded the owner of Tranquility Inn. “My God, he’s there! Christ, he’s there! I’ll kill that scum bastard—”


  “Stop it, Johnny! Get hold of yourself—who’s there?”


  “A judge, and he insisted on using a different name! I didn’t think anything about it—a couple of whack-a-doo old men with similar names—”


  “Old men?… Slow down, Johnny, this is important. What two old men?”


  “The one you’re talking about is from Boston—”


  “Yes!” confirmed Alex emphatically.


  “The other flew in from Paris—”


  “Paris? Jesus Christ! The old men of Paris!”


  “What …?”


  “The Jackal! Carlos has his old men in place!”


  “Now, you slow down, Alex,” said St. Jacques, his breathing audible. “Now you be clearer.”


  “There’s no time, Johnny. Carlos has an army—his army—of old men who’ll die for him, kill for him. There won’t be any strangers on the beach, they’re already there! Can you get back to the island?”


  “Somehow, yes! I’ll call my people over there. Both those pieces of garbage will be thrown into the cisterns!”


  “Hurry, John!”


  



  



  St. Jacques pressed down the small bar of the old telephone, released it, and heard the forever-pulsating dial tone. He spun the numbers for the inn on Tranquility Isle.


  “We are sorry,” said the recorded voice. “Due to weather conditions the lines are down to the area you are calling. Government is working very hard to restore communications. Please try your call later. Have a good day.”


  John St. Jacques slammed the phone down with such force that he broke it in two. “A boat!” he screamed. “Get me a drug boat!”


  “You’re crazy,” objected the aide to the Crown governor across the room. “In these swells?”


  “A sea streak, Henry!” said the devoted brother, reaching into his belt and slowly pulling out an automatic. “Or I’ll be forced to do something I don’t even want to think about, but I’ll get a boat.”


  “I simply can’t believe this, chap.”


  “Neither can I, Henry.… I mean it, though.”


  Jean Pierre Fontaine’s nurse sat at her dressing table in front of the mirror and adjusted her tightly knotted blond hair under the black rain hat. She looked at her watch, recalling every word of the most unusual telephone call she had received several hours ago from Argenteuil in France, from the great man who made all things possible.


  “There is an American attorney who calls himself a judge staying near you.”


  “I know of no such person, monseigneur.”


  “He is there, nevertheless. Our hero rightfully complains of his presence, and a call to his home in the city of Boston confirms that it is he.”


  “His presence here is not desirable, then?”


  “His presence there is abominable to me. He pretends to be in my debt—an enormous debt, an event that could destroy him—yet his actions tell me that he’s ungrateful, that he intends to cancel his debt by betraying me, and by betraying me he betrays you.”


  “He’s dead.”


  “Exactly. In the past he’s been valuable to me, but the past is over. Find him, kill him. Make his death appear to be a tragic accident.… Finally, since we will not speak until you are back on Martinique, are preparations complete for your last act on my behalf?”


  “They are, monseigneur. The two syringes were prepared by the surgeon at the hospital in Fort-de-France. He sends you his devotion.”


  “He should. He’s alive, as opposed to several dozen of his patients.”


  “They know nothing of his other life in Martinique.”


  “I’m aware of that.… Administer the doses in forty-eight hours, when the chaos has begun to subside. Knowing that the hero was my invention—which I’ll make sure they know—will put a chameleon to shame.”


  “All will be done. You’ll be here soon?”


  “In time for the shock waves. I’m leaving within the hour and will reach Antigua before it’s noon in Montserrat tomorrow. All things being on schedule, I’ll arrive in time to observe the exquisite anguish of Jason Bourne before I leave my signature, a bullet in his throat. The Americans will then know who has won. Adieu.”


  The nurse, like an ecstatic suppliant, arched her neck in front of the mirror remembering the mystical words of her omniscient lord. It was nearly time, she thought, opening the dresser drawer and picking out a diamond-clustered wire garrote from among her necklaces, a gift from her mentor. It would be so simple. She had easily learned who the judge was and where he was staying—the old, painfully thin man three villas away. Everything now was precision, the “tragic accident” merely a prelude to the horror that would take place at Villa Twenty in less than an hour. For all of Tranquility’s villas had kerosene lamps in the event of electricity loss and generator malfunction. A panicked old man with loose bowels, or in plain fear, living through such a storm as they were experiencing, might well attempt to light a lamp for additional comfort. How tragic that his upper body would fall into the flowing spilled kerosene, his neck scorched into black tissue, the neck that had been garroted. Do it, insisted the echoing voices of her imagination. You must obey. Without Carlos you would have been a headless corpse in Algeria.


  She would do it—she would do it now.


  The harsh downpour of the rain on the roof and the windows, and the whistling, roaring wind outside were interrupted by a blinding streak of lightning followed by a deafening crack of thunder.


  “Jean Pierre Fontaine” wept silently as he knelt beside the bed, his face inches from his woman’s, his tears falling on the cold flesh of her arm. She was dead, and the note by her white rigid hand said it all: Maintenant nous deux sommes libres, mon amour.


  They were both free. She from the terrible pain, he from the price demanded by the monseigneur, a price he had not described to her, but one she knew was too horrible to pay. He had known for months that his woman had ready access to pills that would end her life quickly if her living became unendurable; he had frequently, at times frantically, searched for them but he had never found them. Now he knew why as he stared at the small tin of her favorite pastilles, the harmless droplets of licorice she had popped laughingly into her mouth for years.


  “Be thankful, mon cher, they might be caviar or those expensive drugs the rich indulge in!” They were not caviar but they were drugs, lethal drugs.


  Footsteps. The nurse! She had come out of her room, but she could not see his woman! Fontaine pushed himself up from the bed, wiped his eyes as best he could, and hurried to the door. He opened it, stunned by the sight of the woman; she stood directly in front of him, her arm raised, the knuckles of her hand arcing forward to knock.


  “Monsieur!… You startled me.”


  “I believe we startled each other.” Jean Pierre slipped out, rapidly closing the door behind him. “Regine is finally asleep,” he whispered, bringing his forefinger to his lips. “This terrible storm has kept her up most of the night.”


  “But it is sent from heaven for us—for you—isn’t it? There are times when I think the monseigneur can order such things.”


  “Then I doubt they come from heaven. It’s not the source of his influence.”


  “To business,” interrupted the nurse, not amused and walking away from the door. “Are you prepared?”


  “I will be in a matter of minutes,” replied Fontaine, heading for the table where his killing equipment lay in the locked drawer. He reached into his pocket and took out the key. “Do you want to go over the procedure?” he asked, turning. “For my benefit, of course. At this age, details are often blurred.”


  “Yes, I do, because there is a slight change.”


  “Oh?” The old Frenchman arched his brows. “Also at my age sudden changes are not welcome.”


  “It’s only a question of timing, no more than a quarter of an hour, perhaps much less.”


  “An eternity in this business,” said Fontaine as yet another streak of lightning, separated only milliseconds from its crash of thunder, interrupted the pounding rain on the windows and the roof. “It’s dangerous enough to be outside; that bolt was too near for safety.”


  “If you believe that, think how the guards feel.”


  “The ‘slight change,’ please? Also an explanation.”


  “I’ll give you no explanation except to say that it is an order from Argenteuil and you were responsible.”


  “The judge?”


  “Draw your own conclusions.”


  “Then he was not sent to—”


  “I’ll say no more. The change is as follows. Rather than running up the path from here to the guards at Villa Twenty and demanding emergency assistance for your ill wife, I will say I was returning from the front desk where I was complaining about the telephone and saw a fire in Villa Fourteen, three away from ours. There’ll no doubt be a great deal of confusion, what with the storm and everyone yelling and calling for help. That will be your signal. Use the confusion; get through and take out whoever remains at the woman’s villa—make sure your silencer is secure. Then go inside and do the work you have sworn to do.”


  “So I wait for the fire, for the guards and for you to return to Number Eleven.”


  “Exactly. Stay on the porch with the door closed, of course.”


  “Of course.”


  “It may take me five minutes or perhaps even twenty, but stay there.”


  “Naturally.… May I ask, madame—or perhaps mademoiselle, although I see no evidence—”


  “What is it?”


  “It will take you five or twenty minutes to do what?”


  “You’re a fool, old man. What must be done.”


  “Of course.”


  The nurse pulled her raincoat around her, looped the belt and walked to the front door of the villa. “Get your equipment together and be out here in three minutes,” she commanded.


  “Of course.” The door swung back with the wind as the woman opened it; she went outside into the torrential rain, pulling it shut behind her. Astonished and confused, the old Frenchman stood motionless, trying to make sense out of the inexplicable. Things were happening too fast for him, blurred in the agony of his woman’s death. There was no time to mourn, no time to feel.… Only think and think quickly. Revelation came hard upon revelation, leaving unanswered questions that had to be answered so the whole could be understood—so that Montserrat itself made sense!


  The nurse was more than a conduit for instructions from Argenteuil; the angel of mercy was herself an angel of death, a killer in her own right. So why was he sent thousands of miles to do the work another could do just as well and without the elaborate charade of his auspicious arrival? An old hero of France, indeed … it was all so unnecessary. And speaking of age, there was another—another old man who was no killer at all. Perhaps, thought the false Jean Pierre Fontaine, he had made a terrible mistake. Perhaps, instead of coming to kill him, the other “old man” had come to warn him!


  “Mon Dieu,” whispered the Frenchman. “The old men of Paris, the Jackal’s army! Too many questions!” Fontaine walked rapidly to the nurse’s bedroom door and opened it. With the swiftness developed over a lifetime of practice, impaired only slightly by his years, he began methodically to tear apart the woman’s room—suitcase, closet, clothes, pillows, mattress, bureau, dressing table, writing desk … the desk. A locked drawer in the desk—a locked drawer in the outer room. The “equipment.” Nothing mattered now! His woman was gone and there were too many questions!


  A heavy lamp on the desk with a thick brass base—he picked it up, pulling out the cord, and smashed it into the drawer. Again and again and again until the wood splintered, shattering the recess that held the tiny vertical latch. He yanked the drawer open and stared in equal parts of horror and comprehension at what he saw.


  Next to each other in a cushioned plastic case were two hypodermic needles, their vials filled with an identical yellowish serum. He did not have to know the chemical compounds; there were too many beyond his knowledge that would be effective. Liquid death in the veins.


  Nor did he have to be told for whom they were intended. Côte à côte dans le lit. Two bodies beside each other in bed. He and his woman in a pact of final deliverance. How thoroughly had the monseigneur thought everything out! Himself dead! One dead old man from the Jackal’s army of old men had outwitted all the security procedures, killing and mutilating those dearest to Carlos’s ultimate enemy, Jason Bourne. And, naturally, behind that brilliant manipulation was the Jackal himself!


  Ce n’est pas le contrat! Myself, yes, but not my woman! You promised me!


  The nurse. The angel not of mercy but of death! The man known on Tranquility Isle as Jean Pierre Fontaine walked as fast as he could into the other room. To his equipment.


  The huge silver racing craft with its two enormous engines crashed through the swells as often above the waves as in them. On the short low bridge, John St. Jacques maneuvered the drug boat through the dangerous reefs he knew by summoned memory, aided by the powerful searchlight that lit up the turbulent waters, now twenty, now two hundred feet in front of the bow. He kept screaming into his radio, the microphone weaving in front of his drenched face, hoping against all logic to raise someone on Tranquility.


  He was within three miles of the island, a shrubbed volcanic intrusion on the water his landmark. Tranquility Isle was in kilometers much nearer Plymouth than to Blackburne Airport, and if one knew the shoals, not much longer to reach in a drug boat than in a seaplane, which had to bank east out of Blackburne to catch the prevailing west winds in order to land on the sea. Johnny was not sure why these calculations kept interfering with his concentration except that somehow they made him feel better, that he was doing the best he could—Damn it! Why was it always the best he could do rather than simply the best? He couldn’t louse up anymore, not now, not tonight! Christ, he owed everything to Mare and David! Maybe even more to the crazy bastard who was his brother-in-law than to his own sister. David, wild-nuts David, a man he sometimes wondered if Marie ever knew existed!


  “You back off, little Bro, I’ll take care of this.”


  “You can’t, David, I did it. I killed them!”


  “I said ‘Back off.’ ”


  “I asked for your help, not for you to be me!”


  “But you see I am you. I would have done the same thing and that makes me you in my eyes.”


  “That’s crazy!”


  “It’s part of it. Someday I may teach you how to kill cleanly, in the dark. In the meantime, listen to the lawyers.”


  “Suppose they lose?”


  “I’ll get you out. I’ll get you away.”


  “How?”


  “I’ll kill again.”


  “I can’t believe you! A teacher, a scholar—I don’t believe you, I don’t want to believe you—you’re my sister’s husband.”


  “Then don’t believe me, Johnny. And forget everything I’ve said, and never tell your sister I said it.”


  “It’s that other person inside of you, isn’t it?”


  “You’re very dear to Marie.”


  “That’s no answer! Here, now, you’re Bourne, aren’t you? Jason Bourne!”


  “We’ll never, ever, discuss this conversation, Johnny. Do you understand me?”


  No, he had never understood, thought St. Jacques, as the swirling winds and the cracks of lightning seemed to envelop the boat. Even when Marie and David appealed to his rapidly disintegrating ego by suggesting he could build a new life for himself in the islands. Seed money, they had said; build us a house and then see where you want to go from there. Within limits, we’ll back you. Why would they do that? Why did they?


  It was not “they,” it was he. Jason Bourne.


  Johnny St. Jacques understood the other morning when he picked up the phone by the pool and was told by an island pilot that someone had been asking questions at the airport about a woman and two children.


  Someday I may teach you how to kill cleanly, in the dark. Jason Bourne.


  Lights! He saw the beach lights of Tranquility. He was less than a mile from the shore!


  The rain pounded down against the old Frenchman, the blasts of wind throwing him off balance as he made his way up the path toward Villa Fourteen. He angled his head against the elements, squinting, wiping his face with his left hand, his right gripping the weapon, a gun lengthened by the extension of the pocked cylinder that was its silencer. He held the pistol behind him as he had done years ago racing along railroad tracks, sticks of dynamite in one hand, a German Luger in the other, prepared to drop both at the appearance of Nazi patrols.


  Whoever they were on the path above, they were no less than the Boche in his mind. All were Boche! He had been subservient to others long enough! His woman was gone; he would be his own man now, for there was nothing left but his own decisions, his own feelings, his own very private sense of what was right and what was wrong.… And the Jackal was wrong! The apostle of Carlos could accept the killing of the woman; it was a debt he could rationalize, but not the children, and certainly not the mutilations. Those acts were against God, and he and his woman were about to face Him; there had to be certain ameliorating circumstances.


  Stop the angel of death! What could she be doing? What did the fire she talked about mean?… Then he saw it—a huge burst of flame through the hedges of Villa Fourteen. In a window! The same window that had to be the bedroom of the luxurious pink cottage.


  Fontaine reached the flagstone walk that led to the front door as a bolt of lightning shook the ground under him. He fell to the earth, then struggled to his knees, crawling to the pink porch, its fluttering overhead light outlining the door. No amount of twisting or pulling or shoving could release the latch, so he angled his pistol up, squeezed the trigger twice and blew the lock apart. He pushed himself to his feet and went inside.


  Inside. The screams came from beyond the door of the master bedroom. The old Frenchman lurched toward it, his legs unsteady, his weapon wavering in his right hand. With what strength he had left, he kicked the door open and observed a scene that he knew had to come from hell.


  The nurse, with the old man’s head in a metal leash, was forcing her victim down into a raging kerosene fire on the floor.


  “Arrêtez!” screamed the man called Jean Pierre Fontaine. “Assez! Maintenant!”


  Through the rising, spreading flames, shots rang out and bodies fell.


  The lights of Tranquility’s beach drew nearer as John St. Jacques kept yelling into the microphone: “It’s me! It’s Saint Jay coming in! Don’t shoot!”


  But the sleek silver drug boat was greeted by the staccato gunfire of automatic weapons. St. Jacques dived to the deck and kept shouting. “I’m coming in—I’m beaching. Hold your goddamned fire!”


  “Is that you, mon?” came a panicked voice over the radio.


  “You want to get paid next week?”


  “Oh, yes, Mr. Saint Jay!” The loudspeakers on the beach erratically interrupted the winds and the thunder out of Basse-Terre. “Everyone down on the beach, stop shooting your guns! The bo-att is okay, mon! It is our boss mon, Mr. Saint Jay!”


  The drug boat shot out of the water and onto the dark sand, its engines screaming, the blades instantly embedded, the pointed hull cracking under the impact. St. Jacques leaped up from his defensive fetal position and vaulted over the gunwale. “Villa Twenty!” he roared, racing through the downpour across the beach to the stone steps that led to the path. “All you men, get there!”


  As he ran up the hard, rain-splattered staircase he suddenly gasped, his personal galaxy exploding into a thousand blinding stars of fire. Gunshots! One after another. On the east wing of the path! His legs cycled faster and faster, leaping over two and three steps at a time; he reached the path and like a man possessed raced up the path toward Villa Twenty, snapping his head to the right in furious confusion that only added to his panic. People—men and woman from his staff—were clustered around the doorway of Villa Fourteen!… Who was there?… My God, the judge!


  His lungs bursting, every muscle and tendon in his legs stretched to the breaking point, St. Jacques reached his sister’s house. He crashed through the gate, and ran to the door, hurling his body against it and bursting through to the room inside. Eyes bulging first in horror, then in unmeasurable pain, he fell to his knees, screaming. On the white wall with terrible clarity were the words scrawled in dark red:


  Jason Bourne, brother of the Jackal.


  



  CHAPTER FOURTEEN


  “Johnny! Johnny, stop it!” His sister’s voice crashed into his ear as she cradled his head in one arm, the other extended above him, her free hand gripping his hair, nearly pulling it out of his skull. “Can you hear me? We’re all right, Bro! The children are in another villa—we’re fine!”


  The faces above him and around him came slowly into focus. Among them were the two old men, one from Boston, the other from Paris. “There they are!” screamed St. Jacques, lurching up but stopped by Marie, who fell across him. “I’ll kill the bastards!”


  “No!” roared his sister, holding him, helped by a guard whose strong black hands gripped her brother’s shoulders. “At this moment they’re two of the best friends we have.”


  “You don’t know who they are!” cried St. Jacques, trying to free himself.


  “Yes, we do,” broke in Marie, lowering her voice, her lips next to his ear. “Enough to know they can lead us to the Jackal—”


  “They work for the Jackal!”


  “One did,” said the sister. “The other never heard of Carlos.”


  “You don’t understand!” whispered St. Jacques. “They’re old men—‘the old men of Paris,’ the Jackal’s army! Conklin reached me in Plymouth and explained…they’re killers!”


  “Again, one was but he’s not anymore; he has nothing to kill for now. The other…well, the other’s a mistake, a stupid, outrageous mistake, but that’s all he is, and thank God for it—for him.”


  “It’s all crazy…!”


  “It’s crazy,” agreed Marie, nodding to the guard to help her brother up. “Come on, Johnny, we have things to talk about.”


  The storm had blown away like a violent, unwanted intruder racing off into the night leaving behind the carnage of its rage. The early morning light broke over the eastern horizon, slowly revealing through the mists the blue-green out islands of Montserrat. The first boats cautiously, dolefully lumbered out to the favored fishing grounds, for the catch of the day meant one more day’s survival. Marie, her brother and the two old men were around a table on the balcony of an unoccupied villa. Over coffee, they had been talking for the better part of an hour, treating each point of horror coldly, dissecting facts without feeling. The aged false hero of France had been assured that all proper arrangements would be made for his woman once phone service had been restored to the big island. If it was possible, he wanted her to be buried in the islands; she would understand. There was nothing left for her in France but the ignominy of a tawdry grave. If it was possible—


  “It’s possible,” said St. Jacques. “Because of you my sister’s alive.”


  “Because of me, young man, she might have died.”


  “Would you have killed me?” asked Marie, studying the old Frenchman.


  “Certainly not after I saw what Carlos had planned for me and my woman. He had broken the contract, not I.”


  “Before then.”


  “When I had not yet seen the needles, understood what was all too obvious?”


  “Yes.”


  “That’s difficult to answer; a contract’s a contract. Still, my woman was dead, and a part of her dying was because she sensed that a terrible thing had been demanded of me. To go through with that demand would deny that aspect of her death, don’t you see? Yet again, even in her death, the monseigneur could not be totally denied—he had made possible years of relative happiness that would have been impossible without him.… I simply don’t know. I might have reasoned that I owed him your life—your death—but certainly not the children’s…and most certainly not the rest of it.”


  “Rest of what?” asked St. Jacques.


  “It’s best not to inquire.”


  “I think you would have killed me,” said Marie.


  “I tell you, I simply don’t know. There was nothing personal. You were not a person to me, you were simply an event that was part of a business arrangement.… Still, as I say, my woman was gone, and I’m an old man with limited time before me. Perhaps a look in your eyes or a plea for your children—who knows, I might have turned the pistol on myself. Then again, I might not have.”


  “Jesus, you are a killer,” said the brother quietly.


  “I am many things, monsieur. I don’t ask forgiveness in this world; the other’s another question. There were always circumstances—”


  “Gallic logic,” remarked Brendan Patrick Pierre Prefontaine, former judge of the first circuit court in Boston, as he absently touched the raw tender skin of his neck below his singed white hair. “Thank heavens I never had to argue before les tribunals; neither side is ever actually wrong.” The disbarred attorney chuckled. “You see before you a felon, justly tried and justly convicted. The only exculpatory aspect of my crimes is that I was caught and so many others were not and are not.”


  “Perhaps we are related, after all, Monsieur le Juge.”


  “By comparison, sir, my life is far closer to that of St. Thomas Aquinas—”


  “Blackmail,” interrupted Marie.


  “No, actually the charge was malfeasance. Accepting remunerations for favorable decisions, that sort of thing.… My God, we’re hound’s-tooth Boston! In New York City it’s standard procedure: Leave your money with the bailiff, enough for everyone.”


  “I’m not referring to Boston, I’m talking about why you’re here. It’s blackmail.”


  “That’s an oversimplification but essentially correct. As I told you, the man who paid me to find out where you’d gone also paid me an additional large sum of money to keep the information to myself. Under the circumstances, and because I have no pressing schedule of appointments, I thought it logical to pursue the inquiry. After all, if the little I knew brought so much, how much more might come to me if I learned a little more?”


  “You talk of Gallic logic, monsieur?” inserted the Frenchman.


  “It’s simple interrogatory progression,” replied the former judge, briefly glancing at Jean Pierre before turning back to Marie. “However, my dear, I may have glossed over an item that was extremely helpful in negotiations with my client. To put it plainly, your identity was being withheld and protected by the government. It was a strong point that frightened a very strong and influential man.”


  “I want his name,” said Marie.


  “Then I must have protection, too,” rejoined Prefontaine.


  “You’ll have it—”


  “And perhaps something more,” continued the old disbarred attorney. “My client has no idea I came here, no knowledge of what’s happened, all of which might fuel the fires of his largess if I described what I’ve experienced and observed. He’d be frightened out of his mind even to be associated with such events. Also, considering the fact that I was nearly killed by that Teutonic Amazon, I really deserve more.”


  “Am I then to be rewarded for saving your life, monsieur?”


  “If I had anything of value—other than my legal expertise, which is yours—I’d happily share it. If I’m given anything, that still holds, Cousin.”


  “Merci bien, Cousin.”


  “D’accord, mon ami, but never let the Irish nuns hear us.”


  “You don’t look like a poor man, Judge,” said John St. Jacques.


  “Then appearances are as deceiving as a long-forgotten title you so generously use.… I should add that my wants are not extravagant, for there’s no one but myself, and my creature comforts do not require luxury.”


  “You’ve lost your woman, too, then?”


  “Not that it’s any of your damn business, but my wife left me twenty-nine years ago, and my thirty-eight-year-old son, now a successful attorney on Wall Street, uses her name and when questioned by curious people tells them he never knew me. I haven’t seen him since he was ten; it was not in his interest, you understand.”


  “Quelle tristesse.”


  “Quel bullshit, Cousin. That boy got his brains from me, not from the airhead who bore him.… However, we stray. My French pureblood here has his own reasons—obviously based on betrayal—for cooperating with you. I have equally strong reasons for wanting to help you, too, but I must also consider myself. My aged new friend can go back and live what’s left of his life in Paris, whereas I have no place to go but Boston and the few opportunities I’ve developed over the years to eke out a living. Therefore my deep-seated motives for wanting to help must themselves take a backseat. With what I know now I wouldn’t last five minutes in the streets of Boston.”


  “Breakthrough,” said John St. Jacques, staring at Prefontaine. “I’m sorry, Judge, we don’t need you.”


  “What?” Marie sat forward in her chair. “Please, Bro, we need all the help we can get!”


  “Not in this case. We know who hired him.”


  “We do?”


  “Conklin knows; he called it a ‘breakthrough.’ He told me that the man who traced you and the children here used a judge to find you.” The brother nodded across the table at the Bostonian. “Him. It’s why I smashed up a hundred-thousand-dollar boat to get back over here. Conklin knows who his client is.”


  Prefontaine again glanced at the old Frenchman. “Now is the time for ‘Quelle tristesse,’ Sir Hero. I’m left with nothing. My persistence brought me only a sore throat and a burned scalp.”


  “Not necessarily,” interrupted Marie. “You’re the attorney, so I shouldn’t have to tell you. Corroboration is cooperation. We may want you to tell everything you know to certain people in Washington.”


  “Corroboration can be obtained with a subpoena, my dear. Under oath in a courtroom, take my personal as well as my professional word for it.”


  “We won’t be going to court. Ever.”


  “Oh?…I see.”


  “You couldn’t possibly, Judge, not at this juncture. However, if you agree to help us you’ll be well paid.… A moment ago you said that you had strong reasons for wanting to help, reasons that had to be secondary to your own well-being—”


  “Are you by any chance a lawyer, my dear?”


  “No, an economist.”


  “Holy Mary, that’s worse.… About my reasons?”


  “Do they concern your client, the man who hired you to trace us?”


  “They do. His august persona—as in Caesar Augustus—should be trashed. Slippery intellectuality aside, he’s a whore. He had promise once, more than I let him know, but he let it all go by the boards in a flamboyant quest for his own personal grail.”


  “What the hell’s he talking about, Mare?”


  “A man with a great deal of influence or power, neither of which he should have, I think. Our convicted felon here has come to grips with personal morality.”


  “Is that an economist speaking?” asked Prefontaine, once more absently touching the blistered flesh of his neck. “An economist reflecting on her last inaccurate projection that caused inappropriate buying or selling on the stock exchanges, resulting in losses many could afford and many more could not?”


  “My voice was never that important, but I’ll grant you it’s the reflection of a great many others whose projections were, because they never risked, they only theorized. It’s a safe position.… Yours isn’t, Judge. You may need the protection we can provide. What’s your answer?”


  “Jesus, Mary and Joseph, you’re a cold one—”


  “I have to be,” said Marie, her eyes leveled on the man from Boston. “I want you with us, but I won’t beg, I’ll simply leave you with nothing and you can go back to the streets in Boston.”


  “Are you sure you’re not a lawyer—or perhaps a lord high executioner?”


  “Take your choice. Just give me your answer.”


  “Will somebody tell me what the hell is going on here!” yelled John St. Jacques.


  “Your sister,” answered Prefontaine, his gentle gaze on Marie, “has enlisted a recruit. She’s made the options clear, which every attorney understands, and the inevitability of her logic, in addition to her lovely face, crowned by that dark red hair, makes my decision also inevitable.”


  “What…?”


  “He’s opted for our side, Johnny. Forget it.”


  “What do we need him for?”


  “Without a courtroom a dozen different reasons, young man,” answered the judge. “In certain situations, volunteerism is not the best road to take unless one is thoroughly protected beyond the courts.”


  “Is that right, Sis?”


  “It’s not wrong, Bro, but it’s up to Jason—damn it—David!”


  “No, Mare,” said John St. Jacques, his eyes boring into his sister’s. “It’s up to Jason.”


  “Are these names I should be aware of?” asked Prefontaine. “The name ‘Jason Bourne’ was sprayed on the wall of your villa.”


  “My instructions, Cousin,” said the false yet not so false hero of France. “It was necessary.”


  “I don’t understand…any more than I understood the other name, the ‘Jackal,’ or ‘Carlos,’ which you both rather brutally questioned me about when I wasn’t sure whether I was dead or alive. I thought the ‘Jackal’ was fiction.”


  The old man called Jean Pierre Fontaine looked at Marie; she nodded. “Carlos the Jackal is a legend, but he is not fiction. He’s a professional killer now in his sixties, rumored to be ill, but still possessed with a terrible hatred. He’s a man of many faces, many sides, some loved by those who have reasons to love him, others detested by those who consider him the essence of evil—and depending on the view, all have their reasons for being correct. I am an example of one who has experienced both viewpoints, but then my world is hardly yours, as you rightly suggested, St. Thomas of Aquinas.”


  “Merci bien.”


  “But the hatred that obsesses Carlos grows like a cancer in his aging brain. One man drew him out; one man tricked him, usurped his kills, taking credit for the Jackal’s work, kill after kill, driving Carlos mad when he was trying to correct the record, trying to maintain his supremacy as the ultimate assassin. That same man was responsible for the death of his lover—but one far more than a lover, the woman who was his keel, his beloved since childhood in Venezuela, his colleague in all things. That single man, one of hundreds, perhaps thousands sent out by governments everywhere, was the only one who ever saw his face—as the Jackal. The man who did all this was a product of American intelligence, a strange man who lived a deadly lie every day of his life for three years. And Carlos will not rest until that man is punished…and killed. The man is Jason Bourne.”


  Squinting, stunned by the Frenchman’s story, Prefontaine leaned forward over the table. “Who is Jason Bourne?” he asked.


  “My husband, David Webb,” replied Marie.


  “Oh, my God,” whispered the judge. “May I have a drink, please?”


  John St. Jacques called out. “Ronald!”


  “Yes, boss-mow!” cried from within the guard whose strong hands had held his employer’s shoulders an hour ago in Villa Twenty.


  “Bring us some whisky and brandy, please. The bar should be stocked.”


  “Comin’, sir.”


  The orange sun in the east suddenly took fire, its rays penetrating what was left of the sea mists of dawn. The silence around the table was broken by the soft, heavily accented words of the old Frenchman. “I am not used to such service,” he said, looking aimlessly beyond the railing of the balcony at the progressively bright waters of the Caribbean. “When something is asked for, I always think the task should be mine.”


  “Not anymore,” said Marie quietly, then after a beat, adding, “…Jean Pierre.”


  “I suppose one could live with that name.…”


  “Why not here?”


  “Qu’est-ce que vous dites, madame?”


  “Think about it. Paris might not be any less dangerous for you than the streets of Boston for our judge.”


  The judge in question was lost in his own aimless reverie as several bottles, glasses and a bucket of ice were brought to the table. With no hesitation, Prefontaine reached out and poured himself an extravagant drink from the bottle nearest him. “I must ask a question or two,” he said emphatically. “Is that proper?”


  “Go ahead,” replied Marie. “I’m not sure I can or will an swer you, but try me.”


  “The gunshots, the spray paint on the wall—my ‘cousin’ here says the red paint and the words were by his instructions—”


  “They were, mon ami. The loud firing of the guns as well.”


  “Why?”


  “Everything must be as it is expected to be. The gunshots were an additional element to draw attention to the event that was to take place.”


  “Why?”


  “A lesson we learned in the Résistance—not that I was ever a ‘Jean Pierre Fontaine,’ but I did my small part. It was called an accentuation, a positive statement making clear that the underground was responsible for the action. Everyone in the vicinity knew it.”


  “Why here?”


  “The Jackal’s nurse is dead. There is no one to tell him that his instructions have been carried out.”


  “Gallic logic. Incomprehensible.”


  “French common sense. Incontestable.”


  “Why?”


  “Carlos will be here by noon tomorrow.”


  “Oh, dear God!”


  The telephone rang inside the villa. John St. Jacques lurched out of his chair only to be blocked by his sister, who threw her arm in front of his face and then raced through the doors into the living room. She picked up the phone.


  “David?”


  “It’s Alex,” said the breathless voice on the line. “Christ, I’ve had this goddamned thing on redial for three hours! Are you all right?”


  “We’re alive but we weren’t supposed to be.”


  “The old men! The old men of Paris! Did Johnny—”


  “Johnny did, but they’re on our side!”


  “Who?”


  “The old men—”


  “You’re not making one damn bit of sense!”


  “Yes, I am! We’re in control here. What about David?”


  “I don’t know! The telephone lines were cut. Everything’s a mess! I’ve got the police heading out there—”


  “Screw the police, Alex!” screamed Marie. “Get the army, the marines, the lousy CIA! We’re owed!”


  “Jason won’t allow that. I can’t turn on him now.”


  “Well, try this for size. The Jackal will be here tomorrow!”


  “Oh, Jesus! I have to get him a jet somewhere.”


  “You have to do something!”


  “You don’t understand, Marie. The old Medusa surfaced—”


  “You tell that husband of mine that Medusa’s history! The Jackal isn’t, and he’s flying in here tomorrow!”


  “David’ll be there, you know that.”


  “Yes, I do.… Because he’s Jason Bourne now.”


  “Br’er Rabbit, this ain’t thirteen years ago, and you just happen to be thirteen years older. You’re not only gonna be useless, you’re gonna be a positive liability unless you get some rest, preferably sleep. Turn off the lights and grab some sack time in that big fancy couch in the living room. I’ll man the phones, which ain’t gonna ring ’cause nobody’s callin’ at four o’clock in the morning.”


  Cactus’s voice had faded as Jason wandered into the dark living room, his legs heavy, his lids falling over his eyes like lead weights. He dropped to the couch, swinging his legs slowly, with effort, one at a time, up on the cushions; he stared at the ceiling. Rest is a weapon, battles won and lost…Philippe d’Anjou. Medusa. His inner screen went black and sleep came.


  A screaming, pulsating siren erupted, deafening, incessant, echoing throughout the cavernous house like a sonic tornado. Bourne spastically whipped his body around and sprang off the couch, at first disoriented, unsure of where he was and for a terrible moment…of who he was.


  “Cactus!” he roared, racing out of the ornate living room into the hallway. “Cactus!” he shouted again, hearing his voice lost in the rapid, rhythmic crescendos of the siren-alarm. “Where are you?”


  Nothing. He ran to the door of the study, gripping the knob. It was locked! He stepped back and crashed his shoulder against it, once, twice, a third time with all the speed and strength he could summon. The door splintered, then gave way and Jason hammered his foot against the central panel until it collapsed; he went inside and what he found caused the killing machine that was the product of Medusa and beyond to stare in ice-cold fury. Cactus was sprawled over the desk, under the light of the single lamp, in the same chair that had held the murdered general, his blood forming a pool of red on the blotter—a corpse.… No, not a corpse! The right hand moved, Cactus was alive!


  Bourne ran to the desk and gently raised the old man’s head, the shrill, deafening, all-encompassing alarm making communication—if communication were possible—impossible. Cactus opened his dark eyes, his trembling right hand moving down the blotter, his forefinger curved and tapping the top of the desk.


  “What is it?” yelled Jason. The hand kept moving back toward the edge of the blotter, the tapping more rapid. “Below? Underneath?” With minuscule—nearly imperceptible—motions of his head, Cactus nodded in the affirmative. “Under the desk!” shouted Bourne, beginning to understand. He knelt down to the right of Cactus and felt under the thin top drawer, then to the side—He found it! A button. Again gently, he moved the heavy rolling chair inches to the left and centered his eyes on the button. Beneath it, in tiny white letters on a black plastic strip, was the answer.


  Aux. Alarm


  Jason pressed the button; instantly the shrieking pandemonium was cut off. The ensuing silence was nearly as deafening, the adjustment to it nearly as terrifying.


  “How were you hit?” asked Bourne. “How long ago?…If you can talk, just whisper, no energy at all, do you understand?”


  “Oh, Br’er, you’re too much,” whispered Cactus, in pain. “I was a black cabdriver in Washington, man. I’ve been here before. It ain’t fatal, boy, I gotta slug in the upper chest.”


  “I’ll get a doctor right away—our friend Ivan, incidentally—but if you can, tell me what happened while I move you to the floor and look at the damage.” Jason slowly, carefully lowered the old man off the chair and onto the throw rug beneath the bay window. He tore off Cactus’s shirt; the bullet had gone through the flesh of the left shoulder. With short, swift movements Bourne ripped the shirt into strips and tightly wrapped a primitive bandage around his friend’s chest and between the underarm and the shoulder. “It’s not much,” said Jason, “but it’ll hold you for a while. Go on.”


  “He’s out there, Br’er!” Cactus coughed weakly, lying back on the floor. “He’s got a big mother ’fifty-seven magnum with a silencer; he pinned me through the window, then smashed it and climbed inside.… He—he…”


  “Easy! Don’t talk, never mind—”


  “I gotta. The brothers out there, they ain’t got no hardware. He’ll pick ’em off!… I played deep dead and he was in a hurry—oh, was he in a hurry! Look over there, will ya?” Jason swung his head in the direction of Cactus’s gesture. A dozen or so books had been yanked out of a shelf on the side wall and strewn on the floor. The old man continued, his voice growing weaker. “He went over to the bookcase like in a panic, until he found what he wanted…then to the door, that ’fifty-seven ready for bear, if you follow me.… I figured it was you he was after, that he’d seen you through the window go out to the other room, and I tell ya, I was workin’ my right knee like a runnin’ muskrat ’cause I found that alarm button an hour ago and knew I had to stop him—”


  “Easy!”


  “I gotta tell you…I couldn’t move my hands ’cause he’d see me, but my knee hit that sucker and the siren damn near blew me out of the chair.… The honky bastard fell apart. He slammed the door, locked it, and beat his way out of here back through the window.” Cactus’s neck arched back, the pain and the exhaustion overtaking him. “He’s out there, Br’er Rabbit—”


  “That’s enough!” ordered Bourne as he cautiously reached up, snapping off the desk lamp, leaving the dim light from the hallway through the shattered door as the only illumination. “I’m calling Alex; he can send the doctor—”


  Suddenly, from somewhere outside, there was a high-pitched scream, a roar of shock and anguish Jason knew only too well. So did Cactus, who whispered, his eyes shut tight: “He got one. That fucker got one of the brothers!”


  “I’m reaching Conklin,” said Jason, pulling the phone off of the desk. “Then I’ll go out and get him.… Oh, Christ! The line’s out—it’s been cut!”


  “That honky knows his way around here.”


  “So do I, Cactus. Stay as quiet as you can. I’ll be back for you—”


  There was another scream, this lower, more abrupt, an expulsion of breath more than a roar.


  “May sweet Jesus forgive me,” muttered the old black man painfully, meaning the words. “There’s only one brother left—”


  “If anyone should ask forgiveness, it’s me,” cried Bourne, his voice guttural, half choking. “Goddamn it! I swear to you, Cactus, I never thought, never even considered, that anything like this would happen.”


  “’Course you didn’t. I know you from back to the old days, Br’er, and I never heard of you asking anyone to risk anything for you.… It’s always been the other way around.”


  “I’m going to pull you over,” interrupted Jason, tugging on the rug, maneuvering Cactus to the right side of the desk, the old man’s left hand close enough to reach the auxiliary alarm. “If you hear anything or see anything or feel anything, turn on the siren.”


  “Where are you going? I mean how?”


  “Another room. Another window.”


  Bourne crept across the floor to the mutilated door, lurched through it and ran into the living room. At the far end was a pair of French doors that led to an outside patio; he recalled seeing white wrought-iron lawn furniture on the south end of the house when he was with the guards. He twisted the knob and slipped outside, pulling the automatic from his belt, shutting the right door, and crouching, making his way to the shrubbery at the edge of the grass. He had to move quickly. Not only was there a third life in the balance, a third unrelated, unwarranted death, but a killer who could be his shortcut to the crimes of the new Medusa, and those crimes were his bait for the Jackal! A diversion, a magnet, a trap…the flares—part of the equipment he had brought with him to Manassas. The two emergency “candles” were in his left rear pocket, each six inches long and bright enough to be seen for miles; ignited together yet spaced apart they would light up Swayne’s property like two searchlights. One in the south drive, the other by the kennels, possibly waking the drugged dogs, bewildering them, infuriating them—Do it! Hurry.


  Jason scrambled across the lawn, his eyes darting everywhere, wondering where the stalking killer was and how the innocent quarry that Cactus had enlisted was evading him. One was experienced, the other not, and Bourne could not permit the latter’s life to be wasted.


  It happened! He had been spotted! Two cracks on either side of him, bullets from a silenced pistol slicing the air. He reached the south leg of the paved drive and, racing across it, dived into the foliage. Ripping a flare from his pocket, he put down the weapon, snapped up the flame of his lighter, ignited the fuse and threw the sizzling candle to his right. It landed on the road; in seconds it would spew out the blinding fire. He ran to his left beneath the pine trees toward the rear of the estate, his lighter and the second flare in one hand, the automatic in the other. He was parallel to the kennels; the flare in the road exploded into bluish-white flames. He ignited the second and threw it end over end, arcing it forty yards away to the front of the kennels. He waited.


  The second flare burst into sputtering fire, two balls of blinding white light eerily illuminating the house and grounds of the estate’s south side. Three of the dogs began to wail, then made feeble attempts to howl; soon their confused anger would be heard. A shadow. Against the west wall of the white house—it moved, caught in the light between the flare by the kennels and the house. The figure darted for the protection of the shrubbery; it crouched, an immobile but intrusive part of the silhouetted foliage. Was it the killer or the killer’s target, the last “brother” recruited by Cactus?…There was one way to find out, and if it was the former and he was a decent marksman, it was not the best tactic, but still it was the quickest.


  Bourne leaped up from the underbrush, yelling in full view as he lunged to his right, at the last half second plunging his foot into the soft dirt and pivoting, lowering his body and diving to his left. “Head for the cabin!” he roared. And he got his answer. Two more spits, two more cracks in the air, the bullets digging up the earth to his right. The killer was good; perhaps not an expert but good enough. A .357 held six shells; five had been fired, but there had been sufficient time to reload the emptied cylinder. Another strategy—quickly!


  Suddenly another figure appeared, a man running up the road toward the rear of Flannagan’s cabin. He was in the open—he could be killed!


  “Over here, you bastard!” screamed Jason, jumping up and firing his automatic blindly into the shrubbery by the house. And then he got another answer, a welcome one. There was a single spit, a single crack in the air and then no more. The killer had not reloaded! Perhaps he had no more shells—whatever, the primary target was now on the high ground. Bourne raced out of the bushes and across the lawn through the opposing light of the flares; the dogs were now really aroused, the yelps and throated growls of attack becoming louder. The killer ran out of the shrubbery and into the road, racing through shadows toward the front gates. Jason had the bastard, he knew it. The gates were closed, the Medusan was cornered. Bourne roared: “There’s no way out, Snake Lady! Make it easy on yourself—”


  A spit, a crack. The man had reloaded while running! Jason fired; the man fell in the road. And as he did so, the intermittent silence of the night was ripped open by the sound of a powerful, racing engine, the vehicle in question speeding up the outside road, its flashing red and blue lights signifying the police. The police! The alarm must have been wired into the Manassas headquarters, a fact that had never occurred to Bourne; he had assumed that such a measure was impossible where Medusa was concerned. It wasn’t logical; the security was internal; no external force could be permitted for Snake Lady. There was too much to learn, too much that had to be kept secret—a cemetery!


  The killer writhed in the road, rolling over and over toward the bordering pine trees. There was something clutched in his hand. Jason approached him as two police officers got out of the patrol car beyond the gate. He lashed his foot out, kicking the man’s body, releasing whatever it was in his grip and reaching down to pick it up. It was a leather-bound book, one of a set, like a volume of Dickens or Thackeray, the embossed letters in gold, more for display than for reading. It was crazy! Then he flipped open a page and understood it was not crazy at all. There was no print inside, only the scrawl of handwritten notes on blank pages. It was a diary, a ledger!


  There could be no police! Especially not now. He could not allow them to be aware of his and Conklin’s penetration into Medusa. The leather-bound book in his hand could not see the official light of day! The Jackal was everything. He had to get rid of them!


  “We got a call, mister,” intoned a middle-aged patrolman walking toward the grilled gate, a younger associate joining him. “HQ said he was uptight as hell. We’re responding, but like I told dispatch, there’ve been some pretty wild parties out here, no criticism intended, sir. We all like a good time now and then, right?”


  “Absolutely right, Officer,” replied Jason, trying his utmost to control the painful heaving in his chest, his eyes straying to the wounded killer—he had disappeared! “There was a momentary shortage in electricity that somehow interfered with the telephone lines.”


  “Happens a lot,” confirmed the younger patrolman. “Sudden showers and summer heat lightnin’. Someday they’ll put all them cables underground. My folks got a place—”


  “The point is,” interrupted Bourne, “everything’s getting back to normal. As you can see, some of the lights in the house are back on.”


  “I can’t see nothin’ through them flares,” said the young police officer.


  “The general always takes the ultimate precautions,” explained Jason. “I guess he feels he has to,” added Bourne, somewhat lamely. “Regardless, everything’s—as I said—getting back to normal. Okay?”


  “Okay by me,” answered the older patrolman, “but I got a message for someone named Webb. He in there?”


  “I’m Webb,” said Jason Bourne, alarmed.


  “That makes things easier. You’re supposed to call a ‘Mister Conk’ right away. It’s urgent.”


  “Urgent?”


  “An emergency, we were told. It was just radioed to us.”


  Jason could hear the rattling of the fence on the perimeter of Swayne’s property. The killer was getting away! “Well, Officer, the phones are still out here.… Do you have one in your car?”


  “Not for personal use, sir. Sorry.”


  “But you just said it was an emergency.”


  “Well, I suppose since you’re a guest of the general’s I could permit it. If it’s long distance, though, you’d better have a credit card number.”


  “Oh, my God.” Bourne unlocked the gate and rushed to the patrol car as the siren-alarm was activated back at the house—activated and then instantly shut off. The remaining brother had apparently found Cactus.


  “What the hell was that?” yelled the young policeman.


  “Forget it!” screamed Jason, jumping into the car and yanking an all too familiar patrol phone out of its cradle. He gave Alex’s number in Virginia to the police switchboard and kept repeating the phrase: “It’s an emergency, it’s an emergency!”


  “Yes?” answered Conklin, acknowledging the police operator.


  “It’s me!”


  “What happened?”


  “Too involved to go into. What’s the emergency?”


  “I’ve got you a private jet out of the Reston airport.”


  “Reston? That’s north of here—”


  “The field in Manassas doesn’t have the equipment. I’m sending a car for you.”


  “Why?”


  “Tranquility. Marie and the kids are okay; they’re okay! She’s in charge.”


  “What the hell does that mean?”


  “Get to Reston and I’ll tell you.”


  “I want more!”


  “The Jackal’s flying in today.”


  “Jesus Christ!”


  “Wrap things up there and wait for the car.”


  “I’ll take this one!”


  “No! Not unless you want to blow everything. We’ve got time. Wrap it up out there.”


  “Cactus…he’s hurt—shot.”


  “I’ll call Ivan. He’ll get back in a hurry.”


  “There’s one brother left—only one, Alex. I killed the other two—I was responsible.”


  “Cut that out. Stop it. Do what you have to do.”


  “Goddamn you, I can’t. Someone’s got to be here and I won’t be!”


  “You’re right. There’s too much to keep under wraps out there and you’ve got to be in Montserrat. I’ll drive out with the car and take your place.”


  “Alex, tell me what happened on Tranquility!”


  “The old men…your ‘old men of Paris,’ that’s what happened.”


  “They’re dead,” said Jason Bourne quietly, simply.


  “Don’t be hasty. They’ve turned—at least I gather the real one turned and the other’s a God-given mistake. They’re on our side now.”


  “They’re never on anyone’s side but the Jackal’s, you don’t know them.”


  “Neither do you. Listen to your wife. But now you go back to the house and write out everything I should know.… And Jason, I must tell you something. I hope to Christ you can find your solution—our solution—on Tranquility. Because all things considered, including my life, I can’t keep this Medusa on our level much longer. I think you know that.”


  “You promised!”


  “Thirty-six hours, Delta.”


  In the woods beyond the fence a wounded man crouched, his frightened face against the green links. In the bright wash of the headlights, he observed the tall man who had gone into the patrol car and now came out, awkwardly, nervously thanking the policemen. He did not, however, permit them inside.


  Webb. The killer had heard the name “Webb.”


  It was all they had to know. All Snake Lady had to know.


  



  CHAPTER FIFTEEN


  “God, I love you!” said David Webb, leaning into the pay phone in the preboarding room at the private airfield in Reston, Virginia. “The waiting was the worst part, waiting to talk to you, to hear from you that you were all all right.”


  “How do you think I felt, darling? Alex said the telephone lines had been cut and he was sending the police when I wanted him to send the whole damned army.”


  “We can’t even allow the police, nothing official anywhere at the moment. Conklin’s promised me at least another thirty-six hours.… We may not need that now. Not with the Jackal in Montserrat.”


  “David, what happened? Alex mentioned Medusa—”


  “It’s a mess and he’s right, he has to go higher up with it. Him, not us. We stay out. Far away out.”


  “What happened?” repeated Marie. “What’s the old Medusa got to do with anything?”


  “There’s a new Medusa—an extension of the old one, actually—and it’s big and ugly and it kills, they kill. I saw that tonight; one of their guns tried to kill me after thinking he’d killed Cactus and murdering two innocent men.”


  “Good God! Alex told me about Cactus when he called me back, but nothing else. How is your Uncle Remus?”


  “He’ll make it. The Agency doctor came out and took him and the last brother away.”


  “‘Brother’?”


  “I’ll tell you when I see you.… Conklin’s out there now. He’ll take care of everything and have the telephone fixed. I’ll call him from Tranquility.”


  “You’re exhausted—”


  “I’m tired, but I’m not sure why. Cactus insisted I get some sleep and I must have had all of twelve minutes.”


  “My poor darling.”


  “I like the tone of your voice,” said David. “The words even better, except I’m not poor. You took care of that in Paris thirteen years ago.” Suddenly his wife was silent and Webb was alarmed. “What is it? Are you all right?”


  “I’m not sure,” answered Marie softly, but with a strength that was the result of thought, not feeling. “You say this new Medusa is big and ugly and it tried to kill you—they tried to kill you.”


  “They didn’t.”


  “Yet they, or it, wanted you dead. Why?”


  “Because I was there.”


  “You don’t kill a man because he was at someone’s house—”


  “A lot happened at that house tonight. Alex and I penetrated its circle of secrets and I was seen. The idea was to bait the Jackal with a few rich and all too famous bandits from the old Saigon who would hire him to come after me. It was a hell of a strategy but it spiraled out of control.”


  “My God, David, don’t you understand? You’re marked! They’ll come after you themselves!”


  “How can they? The hit man from Medusa who was there never saw my face except while I was running in shadows, and they have no idea who I am. I’m a nonperson who’ll simply disappear.… No, Marie, if Carlos shows up and if I can do what I know I can do in Montserrat, we’ll be free. To borrow a phrase, ‘free at last.’”


  “Your voice changes, doesn’t it?”


  “My what does which?”


  “It really does. I can tell.”


  “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” said Jason Bourne. “I’m being signaled. The plane’s here. Tell Johnny to keep those two old men under guard!”


  The whispers spread through Montserrat like rolling pockets of mist. Something terrible had happened on the out island of Tranquility.… “Bad times, mon.”…“The evil obeah come across the Antilles from Jamaic’ and there was death and madness.”…“And blood on the walls of death, mon, a curse put on the family of an animal.”…“Sshh! There was a cat mother and two cat children…!”


  And there were other voices.… “Dear God, keep it quiet! It could ruin what tourism we’ve built!”…“Never anything like this before—an isolated incident, obviously drug-related, brought over from another island!”…“All too true, mon! I hear it was a madman, his body filled with dope.”…“I’m told a fast boat running like the wind of a hurricane took him out to sea. He’s gone!”…“Keep it quiet, I say! Remember the Virgins? The Fountainhead massacre? It took them years to recover. Quiet!”


  And a single voice. “It’s a trap, sir, and if successful, as we believe it will be, we’ll be the talk of the West Indies, the heroes of the Caribbean. It’ll be positively mahvelous for our image. Law and order and all that.”


  “Thank heavens! Was anyone actually killed?”


  “One person, and she was in the act of taking another’s life.”


  “She? Good God, I don’t want to hear another word until it’s all over.”


  “It’s better that you not be available for comment.”


  “Damned good idea. I’ll go out on the boat; the fish are running well after the storm.”


  “Excellent, sir. And I’ll stay in radio contact with developments.”


  “Perhaps you shouldn’t. Anything can be picked up out there.”


  “I only meant so as to advise you when to return—at the appropriate moment to make a most advantageous appearance. I’ll fill you in, of course.”


  “Yes, of course. You’re a good man, Henry.”


  “Thank you, Crown Governor.”


  It was ten o’clock in the morning and they held each other fiercely, but there was no time for talk, only the brief comfort of being together, safe together, secure in the knowledge that they knew things the Jackal did not know and that knowledge gave them an enormous advantage. Still, it was only an advantage, not a guarantee, not where Carlos was concerned. And both Jason and John St. Jacques were adamant: Marie and the children were being flown south to Guadeloupe’s Basse-Terre island. They would stay there with the Webbs’ regal maid, Mrs. Cooper, all under guard until they were called back to Montserrat. Marie objected, but her objections were met with silence; her husband’s orders were delivered abruptly, icily.


  “You’re leaving because I have work to do. We won’t discuss it any further.”


  “It’s Switzerland again…Zurich again, isn’t it, Jason?”


  “It’s whatever you like,” replied Bourne, now preoccupied as the three of them stood at the base of the dock, two seaplanes bobbing in the water only yards apart at the far end. One had brought Jason directly to Tranquility from Antigua; the other was fueled for the flight to Guadeloupe with Mrs. Cooper and the children already inside. “Hurry up, Marie,” added Bourne. “I want to go over things with Johnny and then grill those two old scumballs.”


  “They’re not scumballs, David. Because of them we’re alive.”


  “Why? Because they blew it and had to turn to save their asses?”


  “That’s not fair.”


  “It’s fair until I say otherwise, and they’re scum until they convince me they’re not. You don’t know the Jackal’s old men, I do. They’ll say anything, do anything, lie and snivel to hell and back, and if you turn the other way, they’ll shove a knife in your spine. He owns them—body, mind and what’s left of their souls.… Now get to the plane, it’s, waiting.”


  “Don’t you want to see the children, tell Jamie that—”


  “No, there isn’t time! Take her out there, Johnny. I want to check the beach.”


  “There’s nothing I haven’t checked, David,” said St. Jacques, his voice on the edge of defiance.


  “I’ll tell you whether you have or not,” shot back Bourne, his eyes angry as he started across the sand, adding in a loud voice without looking around, “I’m going to have a dozen questions for you, and I hope to Christ you can answer them!”


  St. Jacques tensed, taking a step forward but stopped by his sister. “Leave it alone, Bro,” said Marie, her hand on his arm. “He’s frightened.”


  “He’s what? He’s one nasty son of a bitch is what he is!”


  “Yes, I know.”


  The brother looked at his sister. “That stranger you were talking about yesterday at the house?”


  “Yes, only now it’s worse. That’s why he’s frightened.”


  “I don’t understand.”


  “He’s older, Johnny. He’s fifty now and he wonders if he can still do the things he did before, years ago—in the war, in Paris, in Hong Kong. It’s all gnawing at him, eating into him, because he knows he’s got to be better than he ever was.”


  “I think he can be.”


  “I know he will be, for he has an extraordinary reason going for him. A wife and two children were taken from him once before. He barely remembers them, but they’re at the core of his torment; Mo Panov believes that and I do, too.… Now, years later, another wife and two children are threatened. Every nerve in him has to be on tire.”


  Suddenly, from three hundred feet away on the beach, Bourne’s voice erupted, splitting through the breezes from the sea. “Goddamn it, I told you to hurry!…And you, Mr. Expert, there’s a reef out here with the color of a sandbar beyond it! Have you considered that?”


  “Don’t answer, Johnny. We’ll go out to the plane.”


  “A sandbar? What the hell’s he talking about?…Oh, my God, I do see!”


  “I don’t,” said Marie as they walked rapidly up the pier.


  “There are reefs around eighty percent of the island, ninety-five percent where this beach is concerned. They brake the waves, it’s why it’s called Tranquility; there’s no surf at all.”


  “So what?”


  “So someone using a tank under water wouldn’t risk crashing into a reef, but he would into a sandbar in front of a reef. He could watch the beach and the guards and crawl up when his landing was clear, lying in the water only feet from shore until he could take the guard. I never thought about that.”


  “He did, Bro.”


  Bourne sat on the corner of the desk, the two old men on a couch in front of him, his brother-in-law standing by a window fronting the beach in the unoccupied villa.


  “Why would I—why would we—lie to you, monsieur?” asked the hero of France.


  “Because it all sounds like a classic French farce. Similar but different names; one door opening as another closes, look-alikes disappearing and entering on cue. It smells, gentlemen.”


  “Perhaps you are a student of Molière or Racine…?”


  “I’m a student of uncanny coincidence, especially where the Jackal is concerned.”


  “I don’t think there’s the slightest similarity in our appearances,” offered the judge from Boston. “Except, perhaps, our ages.”


  The telephone rang. Jason quickly reached down and picked it up. “Yes?”


  “Everything checks out in Boston,” said Conklin. “His name’s Prefontaine, Brendan Prefontaine. He was a federal judge of the first circuit caught in a government scam and convicted of felonious misconduct on the bench—read that as being very large in the bribery business. He was sentenced to twenty-one years and did ten, which was enough to blow him away in every department. He’s what they call a functioning alcoholic, something of a character in Bean Town’s shadier districts, but harmless—actually kind of liked in a warped sort of way. He’s also considered very bright when he’s clearheaded, and I’m told a lot of crumbs wouldn’t have gone court-free and others would be doing longer jail terms if he hadn’t given shrewd advice to their attorneys of record. You might say he’s a behind-the-scenes storefront lawyer, the ‘stores’ in his case being saloons, pool halls and probably warehouses.… Since I’ve been where he’s at in the booze terrain, he sounds straight arrow to me. He’s handling it better than I ever did.”


  “You quit.”


  “If I could have managed better in that twilight zone, I might not have. There’s something to be said for the grape on many occasions.”


  “What about his client?”


  “Awesome, and our once and former judge was an adjunct professor at Harvard Law, where Gates was a student in two of his classes. No question about it, Prefontaine knows the man.… Trust him, Jason. There’s no reason for him to lie. He was simply after a score.”


  “You’re following up on the client?”


  “With all the quiet ammunition I can pull out of my personal woodwork. He’s our link to Carlos.… The Medusa connection was a false lead, a stupid attempt by a stupid general in the Pentagon to put someone inside Gates’s inner legal circle.”


  “You’re sure of that?”


  “I am now. Gates is a highly paid consultant to a law firm representing a megadefense contractor under antitrust scrutiny. He wouldn’t even return Swayne’s calls, which, if he did, would make him more stupid than Swayne, which he isn’t.”


  “That’s your problem, friend, not mine. If everything goes the way I intend it to go here, I don’t even want to hear about Snake Lady. In fact, I can’t remember ever having heard of it.”


  “Thanks for dumping it in my lap—and in a way I guess I mean that. Incidentally, the grammar-school notebook you grabbed from the gunslinger in Manassas has some interesting things in it.”


  “Oh?”


  “Do you remember those three frequent fliers from the Mayflower’s registry who flew into Philadelphia eight months ago and just happened to be at the hotel at the same time eight months later?”


  “Certainly.”


  “Their names are in Swayne’s Mickey Mouse loose-leaf. They had nothing to do with Carlos; they’re part of Medusa. It’s a mother lode of disconnected information.”


  “I’m not interested. Use it in good health.”


  “We will, and very quietly. That notebook’ll be on the most wanted list in a matter of days.”


  “I’m happy for you, but I’ve got work to do.”


  “And you refuse any help?”


  “Absolutely. This is what I’ve been waiting thirteen years for. It’s what I said at the beginning, it’s one on one.”


  “High Noon, you goddamn fool?”


  “No, the logical extension of a very intellectual chess game, the player with the better trap wins, and I’ve got that trap because I’m using his. He’d smell out any deviation.”


  “We trained you too well, scholar.”


  “Thank you for that.”


  “Good hunting, Delta.”


  “Good-bye.” Bourne hung up the phone and looked over at the two pathetically curious old men on the couch. “You passed a sleaze-factored muster, Judge,” he said to Prefontaine. “And you, ‘Jean Pierre,’ what can I say? My own wife, who admits to me that you might very well have killed her without the slightest compunction, tells me that I have to trust you. Nothing makes a hell of a lot of sense, does it?”


  “I am what I am, and I did what I did,” said the disgraced attorney with dignity. “But my client has gone too far. His magisterial persona must come to an end in ashes.”


  “My words are not so well phrased as those of my learned, newfound relative,” added the aged hero of France. “But I know the killing must stop; it’s what my woman tried to tell me. I am a hypocrite, of course, for I am no stranger to killing, so I shall only say that this kind of killing must stop. There is no business arrangement here, no profit in the kill, only a sick madman’s vengeance that demands the unnecessary death of a mother and her children. Where is the profit there?…No, the Jackal has gone too far. He, too, must now be stopped.”


  “That’s the most cold-blooded fucking reasoning I’ve ever heard!” cried John St. Jacques by the window.


  “I thought your words were very well chosen,” said the former judge to the felon from Paris. “Très bien.”


  “D’accord.”


  “And I think I’m out of my mind to have anything to do with either of you,” broke in Jason Bourne. “But right now I don’t have a choice.… It’s eleven-thirty-five, gentlemen. The clock is running.”


  “The what?” asked Prefontaine.


  “Whatever’s going to happen will happen during the next two, five, ten or twenty-four hours. I’m flying back to Blackburne Airport, where I’ll create a scene, the bereaved husband and father who’s gone crazy over the killing of his wife and children. It won’t be difficult for me, I assure you; I’ll make a hell of a ruckus.… I’ll demand an immediate flight to Tranquility, and when I get here there’ll be three pine coffins on the pier, supposedly containing my wife and children.”


  “Everything as it should be,” interrupted the Frenchman. “Bien.”


  “Very bien,” agreed Bourne. “I’ll insist that one be opened, and then I’ll scream or collapse or both, whatever comes to mind, so that whoever’s watching won’t forget what they’ve seen. St. Jacques here will have to control me—be rough, Johnny, be convincing—and finally I’ll be taken up to another villa, the one nearest the steps to the beach on the east path.… Then the waiting begins.”


  “For this Jackal?” asked the Bostonian. “He’ll know where you are?”


  “Of course he will. A lot of people, including the staff, will have seen where I was taken. He’ll find out, that’s child’s play for him.”


  “So you wait for him, monsieur? You think the monseigneur will walk into such a trap? Ridicule!”


  “Not at all, monsieur,” replied Jason calmly. “To begin with, I won’t be there, and by the time he finds that out, I’ll have found him.”


  “For Christ’s sake, how?” half shouted St. Jacques.


  “Because I’m better than he is,” answered Jason Bourne. “I always was.”


  The scenario went as planned, the personnel at Montserrat’s Blackburne Airport still smoldering from the abuse hurled at them by the tall hysterical American who accused them all of murder, of allowing his wife and children to be killed by terrorists—of being willing nigger accomplices of filthy killers! Not only were the people of the island quietly furious, but they were also hurt. Quiet because they understood his anguish, hurt because they could not understand how he could blame them and use such vicious words, words he had never used before. Was this good mon, this wealthy brother of the gregarious Johnny Saint Jay, this rich-rich friend who had put so much money into Tranquility Isle not a friend at all but, instead, white garbage who blamed them for terrible things they had nothing to do with because their skins were dark? It was an evil puzzle, mon. It was part of the madness, the obeah that had crossed the waters from the mountains of Jamaic’ and put a curse on their islands. Watch him, brothers. Watch his every move. Perhaps he is another sort of storm, one not born in the south or the east, but whose winds are more destructive. Watch him, mon. His anger is dangerous.


  So he was watched. By many—the uninformed, civilians and authorities alike—as a nervous Henry Sykes at Government House kept his word. The official investigation was solely under his command. It was quiet, thorough—and nonexistent.


  Bourne behaved far worse on the pier of Tranquility Inn, striking his own brother, the amiable Saint Jay, until the younger man subdued him and had him carried up the steps to the nearest villa. Servants came and went bringing trays of food and drink to the porch. Selected visitors were permitted to pay their condolences, including the chief aide to the Crown governor who wore his full military regalia, a symbol of the Crown’s concern. And an old man who knew death from the brutalities of war and who insisted on seeing the bereaved husband and father—he was accompanied by a woman in a nurse’s uniform, properly topped by a hat and a dark mourning veil. And two Canadian guests of the hotel, close friends of the owner, both of whom had met the disconsolate man when Tranquility Inn opened with great fireworks several years ago—they asked to pay their respects and offer whatever support or comfort they could. John St. Jacques agreed, suggesting that their visit be brief and to understand that his brother-in-law remained in a corner of the darkened living room, the drapes having been drawn.


  “It’s all so horrible, so meaningless!” said the visitor from Toronto softly to the shadowed figure in a chair across the room. “I hope you’re a religious man, David. I am. Faith helps in such times as these. Your loved ones are in the arms of Christ now.”


  “Thank you.” A momentary breeze off the water rustled the drapes, permitting a narrow shaft of sunlight to flash across the room. It was enough.


  “Wait a minute,” said the second Canadian. “You’re not—good Lord, you’re not Dave Webb! Dave has—”


  “Be quiet,” ordered St. Jacques, standing at the door behind the two visitors.


  “Johnny, I spent seven hours in a fishing boat with Dave and I damn well know him when I see him!”


  “Shut up,” said the owner of Tranquility Inn.


  “Oh, dear God!” cried the aide to the Crown governor of Montserrat in a clipped British accent.


  “Listen to me, both of you,” said St. Jacques, rushing forward between the two Canadians and turning to stand in front of the armchair. “I wish I’d never let you in here, but there’s nothing we can do about that now.… I thought you’d add weight, two more observers, if anyone asked you questions, which they will, and that’s exactly what you’re going to do. You’ve been talking to David Webb, consoling David Webb. Do you understand that?”


  “I don’t understand a damn thing,” objected the bewildered visitor who had spoken of the comfort of faith. “Who the hell is he?”


  “He’s the senior aide to the Crown governor,” answered St. Jacques. “I’m telling you this so you will understand—”


  “You mean the army brass who showed up in full uniform with a squad of black soldiers?” asked the guest who had fished with David Webb.


  “Among his duties is chief military aide-de-camp. He’s a brigadier—”


  “We saw the bastard leave,” protested the fisherman. “From the dining room, we all saw him leave! He was with the old Frenchman and the nurse—”


  “You saw someone else leave. Wearing sunglasses.”


  “Webb…?”


  “Gentlemen!” The governor’s aide rose from the chair, wearing the ill-fitting jacket worn by Jason Bourne when he had flown back to Tranquility from Blackburne Airport. “You are welcome guests on our island but, as guests, you will abide by the Crown’s decisions in emergencies. You will either abide by them, or, as we would do in extreme weather, we will be forced to place you in custody.”


  “Hey, come on, Henry. They’re friends.…”


  “Friends do not call brigadiers ‘bastards’—”


  “You might if you were once a busted corporal, General,” inserted the man of faith. “My companion here didn’t mean anything. Long before the whole damned Canadian army needed his company’s engineers, he was a screwed-up infantry grunt. His company, incidentally. He wasn’t too bright in Korea.”


  “Let’s cut the crap,” said Webb’s fishing companion. “So we’ve been in here talking to Dave, right?”


  “Right. And that’s all I can tell you.”


  “It’s enough, Johnny. Dave’s in trouble, so what can we do?”


  “Nothing—absolutely nothing but what’s on the inn’s agenda. You all got a copy delivered to your villas an hour ago.”


  “You’d better explain,” said the religious Canadian. “I never read those goddamn happy-hour schedules.”


  “The inn’s having a special buffet, everything on the house, and a meteorologist from the Leeward Islands Weather Control will speak for a few minutes on what happened last night.”


  “The storm?” asked the fisherman, the former busted corporal and current owner of Canada’s largest industrial engineering company. “A storm’s a storm in these islands. What’s to explain?”


  “Oh, things like why they happen and why they’re over so quickly; how to behave—the elimination of fear, basically.”


  “You want us all up there, is that what you mean?”


  “Yes, I do.”


  “That’ll help Dave?”


  “Yes, it will.”


  “Then the whole place’ll be up there. I guarantee it.”


  “I appreciate that, but how can you?”


  “I’ll circulate another happy-hour notice that Angus MacPherson McLeod, chairman of All Canada Engineering, will award ten thousand dollars to whoever asks the most intelligent question. How about that, Johnny? The rich always want more for nothing, that’s our profound weakness.”


  “I’ll take your word for it,” mumbled St. Jacques.


  “C’mon,” said McLeod to his religious friend from Toronto. “We’ll circulate with tears in our eyes and spread the word. Then, you idiot colonel—that’s what you were, y’ bastard—in an hour or so we’ll shift gears and only talk of ten thousand dollars and a free-for-all dinner. With the beach and the sun, people’s attention spans are roughly two and a half minutes; in cold weather, no more than four. Believe me, I’ve had it calculated by computer research.… You’ll have a full party tonight, Johnny.” McLeod turned and walked toward the door.


  “Scotty,” cried the man of faith following the fisherman. “You’re going off half-cocked again! Attention spans, two minutes, four minutes, computer research—I don’t believe a word of it!”


  “Really?” said Angus, his hand on the knob. “You believe in ten thousand dollars, don’t you?”


  “I certainly do.”


  “You watch, that’s my market research.… That’s also why I own the company. And now I intend to summon those tears to my eyes; it’s another reason I own the company.”


  In a dark storage room on the third floor of Tranquility Inn’s main complex, Bourne, who had shed the military tunic, and the old Frenchman sat on two stools in front of a window overlooking the east and west paths of the shoreline resort. The villas below extended out on both sides of the stone steps leading down to the beach and the dock. Each man held a pair of powerful binoculars to his eyes, scanning the people walking back and forth on the paths and up and down the rock staircase. A handheld radio with the hotel’s private frequency was on the sill in front of Jason.


  “He’s near us,” said Fontaine softly.


  “What?” shot out Bourne, yanking the glasses from his face and turning to the old man. “Where? Tell me where!”


  “He’s not in our vision, monsieur, but he is near us.”


  “What do you mean?”


  “I can feel it. Like an animal that senses the approach of distant thunder. It’s inside of you; it’s the fear.”


  “That’s not very clear.”


  “It is to me. Perhaps you wouldn’t understand. The Jackal’s challenger, the man of many appearances, the Chameleon—the killer known as Jason Bourne—was not given to fear, we are told, only a great bravado that came from his strength.”


  Jason smiled grimly, in contradiction. “Then you were told a lie,” he said softly. “A part of that man lives with a kind of raw fear few people have ever experienced.”


  “I find that hard to believe, monsieur—”


  “Believe. I’m he.”


  “Are you, Mr. Webb? It’s not difficult to piece things together. Do you force yourself to assume your other self because of this fear?”


  David Webb stared at the old man. “For God’s sake, what choice do I have?”


  “You could disappear for a time, you and your family. You could live peacefully, in complete security, your government would see to-it.”


  “He’d come after me—after us—wherever we were.”


  “For how long? A year? Eighteen months? Certainly less than two years. He’s a sick man; all Paris—my Paris—knows it. Considering the enormous expense and complexity of the current situation—these events designed to trap you—I would suggest that it’s Carlos’s last attempt. Leave, monsieur. Join your wife in Basse-Terre and then fly thousands of miles away while you can. Let him go back to Paris and die in frustration. Is it not enough?”


  “No. He’d come after me, after us! It’s got to be settled here, now.”


  “I will soon join my woman, if such is to be, so I can disagree with certain people, men like you, for instance, Monsieur le Caméléon, whom I would have automatically agreed with before. I do so now. I think you can go far away. I think you know that you can put the Jackal in a side pocket and get on with your life, altered only slightly for a while, but you won’t do it. Something inside stops you; you cannot permit yourself a strategic retreat, no less honorable for its avoidance of violence. Your family is safe but others may die, but even that doesn’t stop you. You have to win—”


  “I think that’s enough psychobabble,” interrupted Bourne, bringing the binoculars again to his eyes, concentrating on the scene below beyond the windows.


  “That’s it, isn’t it?” said the Frenchman, studying Le Caméléon, his binoculars still at his side. “They trained you too well, instilled in you too completely the person you had to become. Jason Bourne against Carlos the Jackal and Bourne must win, it’s imperative that he win.… Two aging lions, each pitted against the other years ago, both with a burning hatred created by far-off strategists who had no idea what the consequences would be. How many have lost their lives because they crossed your converging paths? How many unknowing men and women have been killed—”


  “Shut up!” cried Jason as flashing images of Paris, even peripherally of Hong Kong, Macao and Beijing—and most recently last night in Manassas, Virginia—assaulted his fragmented inner screen. So much death!


  Suddenly, abruptly, the door of the dark storage room opened and Judge Brendan Prefontaine walked rapidly, breathlessly inside. “He’s here,” said the Bostonian. “One of St. Jacques’s patrols, a three-man unit a mile down the east shoreline, couldn’t be reached by radio. St. Jacques sent a guard to find them and he just returned—then ran away himself. All three were killed, each man with a bullet in his throat.”


  “The Jackal!” exclaimed the Frenchman. “It is his carte de visite—his calling card. He announces his arrival.”


  



  CHAPTER SIXTEEN


  The midafternoon sun was suspended, immobile, burning the sky and the land, a ringed globe of fire intent only on scorching everything beneath it. And the alleged “computerized research” offered by the Canadian industrialist Angus McLeod appeared to be confirmed. Although a number of seaplanes flew in to take frightened couples away, the collective attention span of average people after a disturbing event, if certainly longer than two and a half to four minutes, was certainly not more than a few hours. A horrible thing had happened during the predawn storm, an act of terrible vengeance, as they understood it. It involved a single man with a vendetta against old enemies, a killer who had long since fled from the island. With the removal of the ugly coffins, as well as the beached, damaged speedboat, and the soothing words over the government radio along with the intermittent, unobtrusive appearances of the armed guards, a sense of normalcy returned—not total, of course, for there was a mourning figure among them, but he was out of sight and, they were told, would soon leave. And despite the depth of the horrors, as the rumors had them—naturally exaggerated out of all proportion by the hypersuperstitious island natives—the horrors were not theirs. It was an act of violence completely unrelated to them, and, after all, life had to go on. Seven couples remained at the inn.


  “Christ, we’re paying six hundred dollars a day—”


  “No one’s after us—”


  “Shit, man, next week it’s back to the commodities grind, so we’re going to enjoy—”


  “No sweat, Shirley, they’re not giving out names, they promised me—”


  With the burning, immobile afternoon sun, a small soiled plot of the vast Caribbean playground came back to its own particular ambience, death receding with each application of Bain de Soleil and another rum punch. Nothing was quite as it had been, but the blue-green waters lapped on the beach, enticing the few bathers to walk into them, immersing their bodies in the cool liquid rhythm of wet constancy. A progressively less tentative peace returned to Tranquility Isle.


  “There!” cried the hero of France.


  “Where?” shouted Bourne.


  “The four priests. Walking down the path in a line.”


  “They’re black.”


  “Color means nothing.”


  “He was a priest when I saw him in Paris, at Neuilly-sur-Seine.”


  Fontaine lowered the binoculars and looked at Jason. “The Church of the Blessed Sacrament?” he asked quietly.


  “I can’t remember.… Which one is he?”


  “You saw him in his priest’s habit?”


  “And that son of a bitch saw me. He knew I knew it was him! Which one?”


  “He’s not there, monsieur,” said Jean Pierre, slowly bringing the binoculars back to his eyes. “It is another carte de visite. Carlos anticipates; he is a master of geometry. There is no straight line for him, only many sides, many levels.”


  “That sounds damned Oriental.”


  “Then you understand. It has crossed his mind that you may not be in that villa, and if you are not, he wants you to know that he knows it.”


  “Neuilly-sur-Seine—”


  “No, not actually. He can’t be sure at the moment. He was sure at the Church of the Blessed Sacrament.”


  “How should I play it?”


  “How does the Chameleon think he should play it?”


  “The obvious would be to do nothing,” answered Bourne, his eyes on the scene below. “And he wouldn’t accept that because his uncertainty is too strong. He’d say to himself, He’s better than that. I could blow him away with a rocket, so he’s somewhere else.”


  “I think you’re correct.”


  Jason reached down and picked up the hand-held radio from the sill. He pressed the button and spoke. “Johnny?”


  “Yes?”


  “Those four black priests on the path, do you see them?”


  “Yes.”


  “Have a guard stop them and bring them into the lobby. Tell him to say the owner wants to see them.”


  “Hey, they’re not going into the villa, they’re just passing by offering prayers to the bereaved inside. The vicar from town called and I gave him permission. They’re okay, David.”


  “The hell they are,” said Jason Bourne. “Do as I say.” The Chameleon spun around on the stool, looking at the objects in the storage room. He slid off his perch and walked to a bureau with a mirror attached to its top. He yanked the automatic from his belt, smashed the glass, picked up a fragment and brought it to Fontaine. “Five minutes after I leave, flash this every now and then in the window.”


  “I shall do so from the side of the window, monsieur.”


  “Good thinking.” Jason relented to the point of a brief slight smile. “It struck me that I didn’t really have to suggest that.”


  “And what will you do?”


  “What he’s doing now. Become a tourist in Montserrat, a roving ‘guest’ at Tranquility Inn.” Bourne again reached down for the radio; he picked it up, pressed the button and gave his orders. “Go to the men’s shop in the lobby and get me three different guayabera jackets, a pair of sandals, two or three wide-brimmed straw hats and gray or tan walking shorts. Then send someone to the tackle shop and bring me a reel of line, hundred-pound test, a scaling knife—and two distress flares. I’ll meet you on the steps up here. Hurry.”


  “You will not heed my words, then,” said Fontaine, lowering the binoculars and looking at Jason. “Monsieur le Caméléon goes to work.”


  “He goes to work,” replied Bourne, replacing the radio on the sill.


  “If you or the Jackal or both of you are killed, others may die, innocent people slaughtered—”


  “Not because of me.”


  “Does it matter? Does it matter to the victims or their families who is responsible?”


  “I didn’t choose the circumstances, old man, they were chosen for me.”


  “You can change them, alter them.”


  “So can he.”


  “He has no conscience—”


  “You’re one hell of an authority on that score.”


  “I accept the rebuke, but I have lost something of great value to me. Perhaps it’s why I discern a conscience in you—a part of you.”


  “Beware the sanctimonious reformer.” Jason started for the door and the beribboned military tunic that hung on an old coatrack alongside the visored officer’s hat. “Among other things he’s a bore.”


  “Shouldn’t you be watching the path below while the priests are detained? It will take some time for St. Jacques to get the items you asked for.”


  Bourne stopped and turned, his eyes cold on the verbose old Frenchman. He wanted to leave, to get away from this old, old man who talked too much—said too much! But Fontaine was right. It would be stupid not to watch what happened below. An awkward, unusual reaction on the part of someone, an abrupt, startled glance by someone in an unexpected direction—it was the little things, the sudden involuntary, precisely imprecise small motions that so often pointed to the concealed string that was the fuse leading to the explosive trap. In silence, Jason walked back to the window, picked up the binoculars and put them to his face.


  A police officer in the tan-and-scarlet uniform of Montserrat approached the procession of four priests on the path; he was obviously as bewildered as he was deferential, nodding courteously as the four gathered together to listen, gesturing politely toward the glass doors of the lobby. Bourne’s eyes shifted within the frame of vision, studying the black features of each cleric, one after another in rapid succession. He spoke quietly to the Frenchman. “Do you see what I see?”


  “The fourth one, the priest who was last,” replied Fontaine. “He’s alarmed, but the others are not. He’s afraid.”


  “He was bought.”


  “Thirty pieces of silver,” agreed the Frenchman. “You’ll go down and take him, of course.”


  “Of course not,” corrected Jason. “He’s right where I want him to be.” Bourne grabbed the radio off the sill. “Johnny?”


  “Yes?…I’m in the shop. I’ll be up in a few minutes—”


  “Those priests, do you know them?”


  “Only the one who calls himself the ‘vicar’; he comes around for contributions. And they’re not really priests, David, they’re more like ‘ministers’ in a religious order. Very religious and very local.”


  “Is the vicar there?”


  “Yes. He’s always first in line.”


  “Good.… Slight change of plans. Bring the clothes to your office, then go and see the priests. Tell them an official of the government wants to meet them and make a contribution in return for their prayers.”


  “What?”


  “I’ll explain later. Now hurry up. I’ll see you in the lobby.”


  “You mean my office, don’t you? I’ve got the clothes, remember?”


  “They’ll come later—roughly a minute later, after I get out of this uniform. Do you have a camera in your office?”


  “Three or four of them. Guests are always leaving them behind—”


  “Put all of them with the clothes,” interrupted Jason. “Get going!” Bourne shoved the radio into his belt, then changed his mind. He pulled it out and handed it to Fontaine. “Here, you take this. I’ll get another and stay in contact.… What’s happening down there?”


  “Our alarmed priest looks around as they go to the lobby doors. He’s truly frightened now.”


  “Where’s he looking?” asked Bourne, grabbing the binoculars.


  “That’s of no help. In every direction.”


  “Damn!”


  “They’re at the doors now.”


  “I’ll get ready—”


  “I’ll help you.” The old Frenchman got off the stool and went to the coatrack. He removed the tunic and the hat. “If you are about to do what I think you intend doing, try to stay by a wall and don’t turn around. The governor’s aide is somewhat stouter than you and we must bunch the jacket in the back.”


  “You’re pretty good at this, aren’t you?” said Jason, holding out his arms so as to be helped into the tunic.


  “The German soldiers were always much fatter than we were, especially the corporals and the sergeants—all that sausage, you know. We had our tricks.” Suddenly, as if he had been shot or seized by a convulsion, Fontaine gasped, then lurched in front of Bourne. “Mon Dieu!…C’est terrible! The governor—”


  “What?”


  “The Crown governor!”


  “What about him?”


  “At the airport, it was so quick, so rapid!” cried the old Frenchman. “And everything that has happened, my woman, the killing—Still, it is unforgivable of me!”


  “What are you talking about?”


  “That man in the villa, the military officer whose uniform you wear. He’s his aide!”


  “We know that.”


  “What you do not know, monsieur, is that my very first instructions came from the Crown governor.”


  “Instructions?”


  “From the Jackal! He is the contact.”


  “Oh, my God,” whispered Bourne, rushing to the stool where Fontaine had put the radio. He took a deep breath as he picked it up, his thoughts racing, control imperative. “Johnny?”


  “For Christ’s sake, my arms are full and I’m on my way to the office and those goddamned monks are in the lobby waiting for me! What the hell do you want now?”


  “Take it easy and listen very carefully. How well do you know Henry?”


  “Sykes? The CG’s man?”


  “Yes. I’ve met him a few times but I don’t know him, Johnny.”


  “I know him very well. You wouldn’t have a house and I wouldn’t have Tranquility Inn if it wasn’t for him.”


  “Is he in touch with the governor? I mean right now, is he keeping the CG posted about what’s going on here. Think, Johnny. It’s important. There’s a phone in that villa; he could be in contact with Government House. Is he?”


  “You mean with the CG himself?”


  “With anyone over there.”


  “Believe me, he’s not. Everything’s so quiet not even the police know what’s going on. And as far as the CG is concerned, he’s only been given the vaguest scenario, no names, nothing, only a trap. He’s also out on his boat and doesn’t want to know a damn thing until it’s all over.… Those were his orders.”


  “I’ll bet they were.”


  “Why do you ask?”


  “I’ll explain later. Hurry up!”


  “Will you stop saying that?”


  Jason put down the radio and turned to Fontaine. “We’re clear. The governor isn’t one of the Jackal’s army of old men. He’s a different kind of recruit, probably like that lawyer Gates in Boston—just bought or frightened, no soul involved.”


  “You’re certain? Your brother-in-law is certain?”


  “The man’s out on his boat. He was given a bare-bones outline but that’s all, and his orders were that he’s not to be told anything else until it’s all over.”


  The Frenchman sighed. “It’s a pity my mind is so old and so filled with salt. If I had remembered, we could have used him. Come, the jacket.”


  “How could we have used him?” asked Bourne, again holding out his arms.


  “He removed himself to the gradins—how is it said?”


  “The bleachers. He’s out of the game, only an observer.”


  “I’ve known many like him. They want Carlos to lose; he wants Carlos to lose. It’s his only way out, but he’s too terrified to raise a hand against the Jackal.”


  “Then how could we turn him?” Jason buttoned the tunic as Fontaine manipulated the belt and the cloth behind him.


  “Le Caméléon asks such a question?”


  “I’ve been out of practice.”


  “Ah, yes,” said the Frenchman, yanking the belt firmly. “That man I’ve appealed to.”


  “Just shut up.… How?”


  “Très simple, monsieur. We tell him the Jackal already knows he’s turned—I tell him. Who better than the monseigneur’s emissary?”


  “You are good.” Bourne held in his stomach as Fontaine turned him around, pressing the lapels and the ribbons of the jacket.


  “I’m a survivor, neither better nor worse than others—except with my woman. Then I was better than most.”


  “You loved her very much, didn’t you?”


  “Love? Oh, I imagine that’s taken for granted although rarely expressed. Perhaps it’s the comfort of being familiar, although, again, hardly with grand passion. One does not have to finish a sentence to be understood, and a look in the eyes will bring on laughter without a word being said. It comes with the years, I suppose.”


  Jason stood motionless for a moment, staring strangely at the Frenchman. “I want the years you had, old man, I want them very, very much. The years I’ve had with my…woman…are filled with scars that won’t heal, can’t heal, until something inside is changed or cleansed or goes away. That’s the way it is.”


  “Then you are too strong, or too stubborn or too stupid!…Don’t look at me that way. I told you, I’m not afraid of you, I’m not afraid of anyone any longer. But if what you say is true, that this is the way things really are with you, then I suggest you leave aside all thoughts of love and concentrate on hatred. Since I cannot reason with David Webb, I must prod Jason Bourne. A Jackal filled with hate must die, and only Bourne can kill him.… Here are your hat and sunglasses. Stay against a wall or you’ll look like a military peacock, your khaki tail raised for the purpose of passing merde.”


  Without speaking, Bourne adjusted the visored hat and sunglasses, walked to the door and let himself out. He crossed to the solid wood staircase and started rapidly down, nearly colliding with a white-jacketed black steward carrying a tray out of the second-floor exit. He nodded to the young man, who backed away, allowing him to proceed, when a quiet, ziplike noise along with a sudden movement caught in the corner of his eyes caused him to turn. The waiter was pulling an electronic beeper out of his pocket! Jason spun around, lurching up the steps, his hands lunging into the youngster’s body, ripping the device out of his grip as the tray crashed to the floor of the landing. Straddling the youth, with one hand on the beeper and the other grasping the steward’s throat, he spoke breathlessly, quietly. “Who had you do this? Tell me!”


  “Hey, mon, I fight you!” cried the youngster, writhing, freeing his right hand and smashing a fist into Bourne’s left cheek. “We don’t want no bad mon here! Our boss-mon the best! You don’t scare me!” The steward crashed his knee into Jason’s groin.


  “You young son of a bitch!” cried Le Caméléon, slapping the youngster’s face back and forth while grabbing his aching testicles with his left hand. “I’m his friend, his brother! Will you cut it out?…Johnny Saint Jay’s my brother! In-law, if it makes any goddamned difference!”


  “Oh?” said the large, youthful, obviously athletic steward, a touch of resentment in his wide, embarrassed brown eyes. “You are the mon with Boss Saint Jay’s sister?”


  “I’m her husband. Who the fuck are you?”


  “I am first head steward of the second floor, sir! Soon I will be on the first floor because I am very good. I am also a very fine fighter—my father taught me, although he is old now, like you. Do you wish to fight more? I think I can beat you! You have gray in your hair—”


  “Shut up!…What’s the beeper all about?” asked Jason, holding up the small brown plastic instrument as he crawled off the young waiter.


  “I don’t know, mon—sir! Bad things have happened. We are told that if we see men running on the staircases we should press the buttons.”


  “Why?”


  “The lifts, sir. Our very fast elevators. Why would guests use the stairs?”


  “What’s your name?” asked Bourne, replacing his hat and sunglasses.


  “Ishmael, sir.”


  “Like in Moby Dick?”


  “I do not know such a person, sir.”


  “Maybe you will.”


  “Why?”


  “I’m not sure. You’re a very good fighter.”


  “I see no connection, mon—sir.”


  “Neither do I.” Jason got to his feet. “I want you to help me, Ishmael. Will you?”


  “Only if your brother permits it.”


  “He will. He is my brother.”


  “I must hear it from him, sir.”


  “Very good. You doubt me.”


  “Yes, I do, sir,” said Ishmael, getting to his knees and reassembling the tray, separating the broken dishes from the whole ones. “Would you take the word of a strong man with gray in his hair who runs down the stairs and attacks you and says things anyone could say?…If you wish to fight, the loser must speak the truth. Do you wish to fight?”


  “No, I do not wish to fight and don’t you press it. I’m not that old and you’re not that good, young man. Leave the tray and come with me. I’ll explain to Mr. St. Jacques, who, I remind you, is my brother—my wife’s brother. To hell with it, come on!”


  “What do you want me to do, sir?” asked the steward, getting to his feet and following Jason.


  “Listen to me,” said Bourne, stopping and turning on the steps above the first-floor landing. “Go ahead of me into the lobby and walk to the front door. Empty ashtrays or something and look busy, but keep glancing around. I’ll come out in a few moments and you’ll see me go over and talk to Saint Jay and four priests, who’ll be with him—”


  “Priests?” interrupted the astonished Ishmael. “Men of the cloth, sir? Four of them? What they doing here, mon? More bad things happen? The obeah?”


  “They came here to pray so the bad things will stop—no more obeah. But what’s important to me is that I must speak to one of them alone. When they leave the lobby, this priest I have to see may break away from the others to be by himself…or possibly to meet someone else. Do you think you could follow him without his seeing you?”


  “Would Mr. Saint Jay tell me to do that?”


  “Suppose I have him look over at you and nod his head.”


  “Then I can do it. I am faster than the mongoose and, like the mongoose, I know every foot trail on Tranquility. He goes one way, I know where he’s going and will be there first.… But how will I know which priest? More than one may go off by himself.”


  “I’ll talk to all four separately. He’ll be the last one.”


  “Then I will know.”


  “That’s pretty fast thinking,” said Bourne. “You’re right; they could separate.”


  “I think good, mon. I am fifth in my class at ’Serrat’s Technical Academy. The four ahead of me are all girls, so they don’t have to work.”


  “That’s an interesting observation—”


  “In five or six years I’ll have the money to attend the university in Barbados!”


  “Maybe sooner. Go on now. Walk into the lobby and head for the door. Later, after the priests leave, I’ll come out looking for you, but I won’t be in this uniform, from any distance you won’t know me. If I don’t find you, meet me in an hour—Where? Where’s a quiet place?”


  “Tranquility Chapel, sir. The path in the woods above the east beach. No one ever goes there, even on the Sabbath.”


  “I remember it. Good idea.”


  “There is a remaining subject, sir—”


  “Fifty dollars, American.”


  “Thank you, sir!”


  Jason waited by the door for ninety seconds, then opened it barely an inch. Ishmael was in place by the entrance, and he could see John St. Jacques talking with the four priests several feet to the right of the front desk. Bourne tugged at his jacket, squared his shoulders in military fashion, and walked out into the lobby toward the priests and the owner of Tranquility Inn.


  “It’s an honor and a privilege, Fathers,” he said to the four black clerics as a surprised and curious St. Jacques watched him. “I’m new here in the islands and I must say I’m very impressed. The government is particularly pleased that you saw fit to help calm our troubled waters,” continued Jason, his hands clasped firmly behind his back. “For your efforts, the Crown governor has authorized Mr. St. Jacques here to issue you a check in the amount of one hundred pounds for your church—to be reimbursed by the treasury, of course.”


  “It is such a magnificent gesture, I hardly know what to say,” intoned the vicar, his high lilting voice sincere.


  “You could tell me whose idea it was,” said the Chameleon. “Most touching, most touching, indeed.”


  “Oh, I cannot take the credit, sir,” replied the vicar, looking, as the two others did, at the fourth man. “It was Samuel’s. Such a good and decent leader of our flock.”


  “Good show, Samuel.” Bourne stared briefly, his eyes penetrating, at the fourth man. “But I should like to thank each of you personally. And know your names.” Jason went down the line shaking the three hands and quietly exchanging pleasantries. He came to the last priest, whose eyes kept straying away from his. “Of course I know your name, Samuel,” he said, his voice even lower, barely audible. “And I should like to know whose idea it was before you took the credit.”


  “I don’t understand you,” whispered Samuel.


  “Certainly you do—such a good and decent man—you must have received another very generous contribution.”


  “You mistake me for someone else, sir,” mumbled the fourth priest, his dark eyes for an instant betraying deep fear.


  “I don’t make mistakes, your friend knows that. I’ll find you, Samuel. Maybe not today, but surely tomorrow or the day after that.” Bourne raised his voice as he released the cleric’s hand. “Again, the government’s profound thanks, Fathers. The Crown is most grateful. And now I must be on my way; a dozen telephone calls should be answered.… Your office, St. Jacques?”


  “Yes, of course, General.”


  Inside the office, Jason took out his automatic and tore off the uniform as he separated the pile of clothing Marie’s brother had brought for him. He slipped on a pair of knee-length gray Bermuda walking shorts, chose a red-and-white-striped guayabera jacket, and the widest-brimmed straw hat. He removed his socks and shoes, put on the sandals, stood up and swore. “Goddamn it!” He kicked off the sandals and shoved his bare feet back into his heavy rubber-soled shoes. He studied the various cameras and their accessories, choosing the lightest but most complicated, and crossed the straps over his chest. John St. Jacques walked into the room carrying a small hand-held radio.


  “Where the hell did you come from? Miami Beach?”


  “Actually, a little north—say, Pompano. I’m not that gaudy. I won’t stand out.”


  “Actually, you’re right. I’ve got people out there who’d swear you were old-time Key West conservative. Here’s the radio.”


  “Thanks.” Jason put the compact instrument into his breast pocket.


  “Where to now?”


  “After Ishmael, the kid I had you nod at.”


  “Ishmael? I didn’t nod at Ishmael, you simply said I should nod my head at the entrance.”


  “Same thing.” Bourne squeezed the automatic under his belt beneath the guayabera and looked at the equipment brought from the tackle shop. He picked up the reel of one-hundred-test line and the scaling knife, placing both in his pockets, then opened an empty camera case and put the two distress flares inside. It was not everything he wanted, but it was enough. He was not who he was thirteen years ago and he was not so young even then. His mind had to work better and faster than his body, a fact he reluctantly accepted. Damn!


  “That Ishmael’s a good boy,” said Marie’s brother. “He’s pretty smart and strong as a prize Saskatchewan steer. I’m thinking of making him a guard in a year or so. The pay’s better.”


  “Try Harvard or Princeton if he does his job this afternoon.”


  “Wow, that’s a wrinkle. Did you know his father was the champion wrestler of the islands? Of course, he’s sort of getting on now—”


  “Get the hell out of my way,” ordered Jason, heading for the door. “You’re not exactly eighteen, either!” he added, turning briefly before he let himself out.


  “Never said I was. What’s your problem?”


  “Maybe it’s the sandbar you never saw, Mr. Security.” Bourne slammed the door as he ran out into the hallway.


  “Touchy, touchy.” St. Jacques slowly shook his head as he unclenched his thirty-four-year-old fist.


  Nearly two hours had passed and Ishmael was nowhere to be found! His leg locked in place as if crippled, Jason limped convincingly from one end of Tranquility Inn’s property to the other, his eye focused through the mirrored lens of the camera, seeing everything, but no sign of young Ishmael. Twice he had gone up the path into the woods to the isolated square structure of logs, thatched roof and stained glass that was the multidenominational chapel of the resort, a sanctuary for meditation built more for its quaint appearance than for utility. As the young black steward had observed, it was rarely visited but had its place in vacation brochures.


  The Caribbean sun was growing more orange, inching its way down toward the water’s horizon. Soon the shadows of sundown would crawl across Montserrat and the out islands. Soon thereafter darkness would come, and the Jackal approved of darkness. But then, so did the Chameleon.


  “Storage room, anything?” said Bourne into his radio.


  “Rien, monsieur.”


  “Johnny?”


  “I’m up on the roof with six scouts at all points. Nothing.”


  “What about the dinner, the party tonight?”


  “Our meteorologist arrived ten minutes ago by boat from Plymouth. He’s afraid to fly.… And Angus tacked a check for ten thousand on the bulletin board, signature and payee to be entered. Scotty was right, all seven couples will be there. We’re a society of who-gives-a-shit after an appropriate few minutes of silence.”


  “Tell me something I don’t know, Bro.… Out. I’m heading back to the chapel.”


  “Glad to hear somebody goes there. A travel bastard in New York said it’d be a nice touch, but I haven’t heard from him since. Stay in touch, David.”


  “I will, Johnny,” replied Jason Bourne.


  The path to the chapel was growing dark, the tall palms and dense foliage above the beach hastening nature’s process by blocking the rays of the setting sun. Jason was about to turn around and head for the tackle shop and a flashlight when suddenly, as if on photoelectric cue, blue and red floods came alive, shooting their wide circles of light up from the ground into the palms above. For a moment Bourne felt that he had abruptly, too abruptly, entered a lush Technicolor tunnel cut out of tropical forest. It was disorienting, then disturbing. He was a moving, illuminated target in a garishly colored gallery.


  He quickly walked into the underbrush beyond the border of floodlights, the nettles of the wild shrubbery stinging his bare legs. He went deeper into the enveloping foliage and continued in the now semidarkness toward the chapel, his pace slow, difficult, the moist branches and vines tangling about his hands and feet. Instinct. Stay out of the light, the gaudy bombastic lights that belonged more properly to an island carnivale.


  A blunt sound! A thud that was no part of the shoreline woods. Then the start of a moan growing into a convulsion—stopped, thwarted…suppressed? Jason crouched and foot by foot broke through the inhibiting, succeeding walls of bush until he could see the thick cathedral door of the chapel. It was partially open, the soft, pulsating glow of the electric candles penetrating the wash of the red and blue floods on the outside path.


  Think. Memory. Remember! He had been to the chapel only once before, humorously berating his brother-in-law for spending good money on a useless addition to Tranquility Inn.


  At least it’s quaint, St. Jacques had said.


  It ain’t, Bro, Marie had replied. It doesn’t belong. This isn’t a retreat.


  Suppose someone gets bad news. You know, really bad—


  Get him a drink, David Webb had said.


  Come on inside. I’ve got symbols of five different religions in stained glass, including Shinto.


  Don’t show your sister the bills on this one, Webb had whispered.


  Inside. Was there a door inside? Another exit?…No, there was not. Only five or six rows of pews, then a railing of some sort in front of a raised lectern, beneath primitive stained-glass windows done by native artisans.


  Inside. Someone was inside. Ishmael? A distraught guest of Tranquility? A honeymooner who had sudden, deep reservations embarrassingly too late? He again reached into his breast pocket for the miniaturized radio. He brought it to his lips and spoke softly.


  “Johnny?”


  “Right here on the roof.”


  “I’m at the chapel. I’m going inside.”


  “Is Ishmael there?”


  “I don’t know. Someone is.”


  “What’s wrong, Dave? You sound—”


  “Nothing’s wrong,” interrupted Bourne. “I’m just checking in.… What’s behind the building? East of it.”


  “More woods.”


  “Any paths?”


  “There was one several years ago; it’s overgrown by now. The construction crews used it to go down to the water.… I’m sending over a couple of guards—”


  “No! If I need you, I’ll call. Out.” Jason replaced the radio and, still crouching, stared at the chapel door.


  Silence now. No sound at all from inside, no human movement, nothing but the flickering “candlelight.” Bourne crept to the border of the path, removed the camera equipment and the straw hat and opened the case holding the flares. He removed one, inserted it under his belt, and took out the automatic beside it. He reached into the left pocket of his guayabera jacket for his lighter, gripping it in his hand as he got to his feet, and walked quietly, rapidly, to the corner of the small building—this unlikely sanctuary in the tropical woods above a tropical beach. Flares and the means to light them went back long before Manassas, Virginia, he considered, as he inched his way around the corner toward the chapel’s entrance. They went back to Paris—thirteen years ago to Paris, and a cemetery in Rambouillet. And Carlos.… He reached the frame of the partially opened door and slowly, cautiously moved his face to the edge and looked inside.


  He gasped, his breath suspended, the horror filling him as disbelief and fury spread within him. On the raised platform in front of the rows of glistening wood was the young Ishmael, his body bent forward over the lectern, his arms hanging down, his dark face bruised and lacerated, blood trickling out of his mouth onto the floor. The guilt overwhelmed Jason; it was sudden and complete and devastating, the words of the old Frenchman screaming in his ears: Others may die, innocent people slaughtered.


  Slaughtered! A child had been slaughtered! Promises were implied, but death had been delivered. Oh, Christ, what have I done?…What can I do?


  Sweat pouring down his face, his eyes barely focusing, Bourne ripped the distress flare out of his pocket, snapped the lighter and, trembling, held it to the red tip. Ignition was instant; the white fire spewed out in white heat, hissing like a hundred angry snakes. Jason threw it into the chapel toward the far end, leaped through the frame, pivoted, and slammed the heavy door shut behind him. He lunged to the floor below the last row, pulled the radio from his pocket and pushed the Send button.


  “Johnny, the chapel. Surround it!” He did not wait for St. Jacques’s reply; that there was a voice was enough. The automatic in his hand, the hissing flare continuously erupting as shafts of color shot down from the stained-glass windows, Bourne crept to the far aisle, his eyes moving constantly, seeking out everything he no longer remembered about Tranquility Inn’s chapel. The one place where he could not look again was the lectern that held the body of the child he had killed.… On both sides of the raised platform were narrow draped archways, like scenic doors on a stage leading to minimum wing space, entrances both left and right. Despite the anguish he felt, there welled up in Jason Bourne a deep sense of satisfaction, even of morbid elation. The lethal game was his for the winning. Carlos had mounted an elaborate trap and the Chameleon had reversed it, Medusa’s Delta had turned it around! Behind one of those two draped archways was the assassin from Paris.


  Bourne got to his feet, his back pressed against the right wall, and raised his gun. He fired twice into the left archway, the drapes fluttering with each shot, as he sprang behind the last row, scrambling to the far side, getting to his knees and firing twice more into the archway on the right.


  A figure lunged in panic through the drapes, clutching the cloth as it fell forward, the dark red fabric ripped from the hooks, bunched around the target’s shoulders as he fell to the floor. Bourne rushed forward, screaming Carlos’s name, firing again and again until the automatic’s magazine was empty. Suddenly, from above there was an explosion, blowing out a whole section of stained glass high on the left wall. As the colored fragments shot through the air and down onto the floor, a man on a ledge outside moved into the center of the open space above the hissing, blinding flare.


  “You’re out of bullets,” said Carlos to the stunned Jason Bourne below. “Thirteen years, Delta, thirteen loathsome years. But now they’ll know who won.”


  The Jackal raised his gun and fired.


  



  CHAPTER SEVENTEEN


  The searing ice-cold heat ripped through his neck as Bourne lunged over the pews, crashing down between the second and third rows, smashing his head and his hips on the glistening brown wood as he clawed at the floor. His vision spun out of control as a cloud of darkness enveloped him. In the distance, far, far away, he heard the sound of voices shouting hysterically. Then the darkness was complete.


  “David.” There was no shouting now; the single voice was low and urgent and used a name he did not care to acknowledge. “David, can you hear me?”


  Bourne opened his eyes, instantly aware of two facts. There was a wide bandage around his throat and he was lying fully clothed on a bed. To his right, the anxious face of John St. Jacques came into focus; on his left was a man he did not know, a middle-aged man with a level, steady gaze. “Carlos,” Jason managed to say, finding his voice. “It was the Jackal!”


  “Then he’s still on the island—this island.” St. Jacques was emphatic. “It’s been barely an hour and Henry’s got Tranquility ringed. Patrols are hovering offshore, roving back and forth, all in visual and radio contact. He’s calling it a ‘drug exercise,’ very quiet and very official. A few boats come in, but none go out and none will go out.”


  “Who’s he?” asked Bourne, looking at the man on his left.


  “A doctor,” answered Marie’s brother. “He’s staying at the inn and he’s a friend of mine. I was a patient of his in—”


  “I think we should be circumspect here,” interrupted the Canadian doctor firmly. “You asked for my help and my confidence, John, and I give both gladly, but considering the nature of the events and the fact that your brother-in-law won’t be under my professional care, let’s dispense with my name.”


  “I couldn’t agree with you more, Doctor,” added Jason, wincing, then suddenly snapping his head up, his eyes wide in an admixture of pleading and panic. “Ishmael! He’s dead—I killed him!”


  “He isn’t and you didn’t,” said St. Jacques calmly. “He’s a goddamned mess but he’s not dead. He’s one tough kid, like his father, and he’ll make it. We’re flying him to the hospital in Martinique.”


  “Christ, he was a corpse!”


  “He was savagely beaten,” explained the doctor. “Both arms were broken, along with multiple lacerations, contusions, I suspect internal injuries and a severe concussion. However, as John accurately described the young man, he’s one tough kid.”


  “I want the best for him.”


  “Those were my orders.”


  “Good.” Bourne moved his eyes to the doctor. “How damaged am I?”


  “Without X rays or seeing how you move—symptomatically, as it were—I can only give you a cursory judgment.”


  “Do that.”


  “Outside of the wound, I’d say primarily traumatic shock.”


  “Forget it. That’s not allowed.”


  “Who says?” said the doctor, smiling kindly.


  “I do and I’m not trying to be funny. The body, not the head. I’ll be the judge of the head.”


  “Is he a native?” asked the doctor, looking at the owner of Tranquility Inn. “A white but older Ishmael? I’ll tell you he’s not a physician.”


  “Answer him, please.”


  “All right. The bullet passed through the left side of your neck, missing by millimeters several vital spots that would certainly have rendered you voiceless and probably dead. I’ve bathed the wound and sutured it. You’ll have difficulty moving your head for a while, but that’s only a superficial opinion of the damage.”


  “In short words, I’ve got a very stiff neck, but if I can walk…well, I can walk.”


  “In shorter words, that’s about it.”


  “It was the flare that did it, after all,” said Jason softly, carefully moving his neck back over the pillow. “It blinded him just enough.”


  “What?” St. Jacques leaned over the bed.


  “Never mind.… Let’s see how well I walk—symptomatically, that is.” Bourne slid off the bed, swinging his legs cautiously to the floor, shaking his head at his brother-in-law, who started to help him. “No thanks, Bro. This has got to be me on me.” He stood up, the inhibiting bandage around his throat progressively becoming more uncomfortable. He stepped forward, pained by the bruises on his thighs, but they were bruises—they were minor. A hot bath would reduce the pain, and medication, extra-strength aspirin and liniment, would permit more normal mobility. It was the goddamned dressing around his neck; it not only choked him but forced him to move his shoulders in order to look in any direction.… Still, he considered, he was far less incapacitated than he might have been—for a man of his age. Damn. “Can we loosen this necklace, Doctor? It’s strangling me.”


  “A bit, not much. You don’t want to risk rupturing those sutures.”


  “What about an Ace bandage? It gives.”


  “Too much for a neck wound. You’d forget about it.”


  “I promise not to.”


  “You’re very amusing.”


  “I don’t feel remotely amusing.”


  “It’s your neck.”


  “It certainly is. Can you get one, Johnny?”


  “Doctor?” St. Jacques looked at the physician.


  “I don’t think we can stop him.”


  “I’ll send someone to the pro shop.”


  “Excuse me, Doctor,” said Bourne as Marie’s brother went to the telephone. “I want to ask Johnny a few questions and I’m not sure you want to hear them.”


  “I’ve heard more than I care to already. I’ll wait in the other room.” The doctor crossed to the door and let himself out.


  While St. Jacques talked on the phone, Jason moved about the room raising and lowering his arms and shaking his hands to check the functioning of his motor controls. He crouched, then rose to his feet four times in succession, each movement faster than the previous one. He had to be ready—he had to be!


  “It’ll only be a few minutes,” said the brother-in-law, hanging up the phone. “Pritchard will have to go down and open the shop. He’ll bring different sizes of tape.”


  “Thanks.” Bourne stopped moving and stood in place. “Who was the man I shot, Johnny? He fell through the curtains in that archway, but I couldn’t see his face.”


  “No one I know, and I thought I knew every white man in these islands who could afford an expensive suit. He must have been a tourist—a tourist on assignment…for the Jackal. Naturally, there wasn’t any identification. Henry’s shipped him off to ’Serrat.”


  “How many here know what’s going on?”


  “Outside of the staff, there are only fourteen guests, and no one’s got a clue. I’ve sealed off the chapel—the word is storm damage. And even those who have to know something—like the doctor and the two guys from Toronto—they don’t know the whole story, just pieces, and they’re friends. I trust them. The others are heavy into island rum.”


  “What about the gunshots at the chapel?”


  “What about the loudest and lousiest steel band in the islands? Also, you were a thousand feet away in the woods.… Look, David, most everyone’s left but some diehards who wouldn’t stay here if they weren’t old Canadian buddies showing me loyalty, and a few casuals who’d probably take a vacation in Teheran. What can I tell you except that the bar is doing a hell of a business.”


  “It’s like a mystifying charade,” murmured Bourne, again carefully arching his neck and staring at the ceiling. “Figures in silhouette playing out disconnected, violent events behind white screens, nothing really making sense, everything’s whatever you want it to be.”


  “That’s a little much for me, Professor. What’s your point?”


  “Terrorists aren’t born, Johnny, they’re made, schooled in a curriculum you won’t find in any academic catalog. Leaving aside the reasons why they are what they are—which can range from a justifiable cause to the psychopathic megalomania of a Jackal—you keep the charades going because they’re playing out their own.”


  “So?” St. Jacques frowned in bewilderment.


  “So you control your players, telling them what to act out but not why.”


  “That’s what we’re doing here and that’s what Henry’s doing out on the water all around Tranquility.”


  “Is he? Are we?”


  “Hell, yes.”


  “I thought I was too, but I was wrong. I overestimated a big clever kid doing a simple, harmless job and underestimated a humble, frightened priest who took thirty pieces of silver.”


  “What are you talking about?”


  “Ishmael and Brother Samuel. Samuel must have witnessed the torture of a child through the eyes of Torquemada.”


  “Turkey who?”


  “The point is we don’t really know the players. The guards, for instance, the ones you brought to the chapel—”


  “I’m not a fool, David,” protested St. Jacques, interrupting. “When you called for us to surround the place, I took a small liberty and chose two men, the only two I would choose, figuring a pair of Uzis made up for the absence of one man and the four points of the compass. They’re my head boys and former Royal Commandos; they’re in charge of all the security here and, like Henry, I trust them.”


  “Henry? He’s a good man, isn’t he?”


  “He’s a pain in the ass sometimes, but he’s the best in the islands.”


  “And the Crown governor?”


  “He’s just an ass.”


  “Does Henry know that?”


  “Sure, he does. He didn’t get to be a brigadier on his looks, potbelly and all. He’s not only a good soldier, he’s a good administrator. He covers for a lot around here.”


  “And you’re certain he hasn’t been in touch with the CG.”


  “He told me he’d let me know before he reached the pompous idiot and I believe him.”


  “I sincerely hope you’re right—because that pompous idiot is the Jackal’s contact in Montserrat.”


  “What? I don’t believe it!”


  “Believe. It’s confirmed.”


  “It’s incredible!”


  “No, it’s not. It’s the way of the Jackal. He finds vulnerability and he recruits it, buys it. There are very few in the gray areas beyond his ability to purchase them.”


  Stunned, St. Jacques wandered aimlessly to the balcony doors coming to terms with the unbelievable. “I suppose it answers a question a lot of us have asked ourselves. The governor’s old-line landed gentry with a brother high up in the Foreign Office who’s close to the prime minister. Why at his age was he sent out here, or, maybe more to the point, why did he accept it? You’d think he’d settle for nothing less than Bermuda or the British Virgins. Plymouth can be a stepping-stone, not a final post.”


  “He was banished, Johnny. Carlos probably found out why a long time ago and has him on a list. He’s been doing it for years. Most people read newspapers and books and magazines for diversion; the Jackal pores over volumes of in-depth intelligence reports from every conceivable source he can unearth, and he’s unearthed more than the CIA, the KGB, MI-Five and Six, Interpol and a dozen other services even want to think about.… Those seaplanes flew in four or five times after I got back here from Blackburne. Who was on them?”


  “Pilots,” answered St. Jacques, turning around. “They were taking people out, not bringing anyone in, I told you that.”


  “Yes, you told me. Were you watching?”


  “Watching who?”


  “Each plane when it came in.”


  “Hey, come on! You had me doing a dozen different things.”


  “What about the two black commandos? The ones you trust so much.”


  “They were checking and positioning the other guards, for Christ’s sake.”


  “Then we don’t really know who may have come in on those planes, do we? Maybe slipping into the water over the pontoons as they taxied through the reefs—perhaps before the sandbar.”


  “For God’s sake, David, I’ve known those charter jocks for years. They wouldn’t let anything like that happen. No way!”


  “You mean it’s kind of unbelievable.”


  “You bet your ass.”


  “Like the Jackal’s contact in Montserrat. The Crown governor.”


  The owner of Tranquility Inn stared at his brother-in-law. “What kind of world do you live in?”


  “One I’m sorry you ever became a part of. But you are now and you’ll play by its rules, my rules.” A fleck, a flash, an infinitesimal streak of deep red light from the darkness outside! Infrared! Arms extended, Bourne lunged at St. Jacques, propelling him off his feet, away from the balcony doors. “Get out of there!” Jason roared in midair as both crashed to the floor, three successive snaps crackling the space above them as bullets thumped with finality into the walls of the villa.


  “What the hell—”


  “He’s out there and he wants me to know it!” said Bourne, shoving his brother-in-law into the lower molding, crawling beside him, and reaching into the pocket of his guayabera. “He knows who you are, so you’re the first corpse, the one he realizes will drive me to the edge because you’re Marie’s brother—you’re family and that’s what he’s holding over my head. My family!”


  “Jesus Christ! What do we do?”


  “I do!” replied Jason, pulling the second flare out of his pocket. “I send him a message. The message that tells him why I’m alive and why I will be when he’s dead. Stay where you are!” Bourne pulled his lighter out of his right pocket and ignited the flare. Scrambling, he raced across the balcony doors hurling the hissing, blinding missile out into the darkness. Two snaps followed, the bullets ricocheting off the tiled ceiling and shattering the mirror of a dressing table. “He’s got a MAC-ten with a silencer,” said Medusa’s Delta, rolling into the wall, grabbing his inflamed neck as he did so. “I have to get out of here!”


  “David, you’re hurt!”


  “That’s nice.” Jason Bourne got to his feet and raced to the door; slamming it back, he rushed into the villa’s living room, only to face a frowning Canadian physician.


  “I heard some noise in there,” said the doctor. “Is everything all right?”


  “I have to leave. Get to the floor.”


  “Now, see here! There’s blood on your bandage, the sutures—”


  “Get your ass on the floor!”


  “You’re not twenty-one, Mr. Webb—”


  “Get out of my life!” shouted Bourne, running to the entrance, letting himself outside, and rushing up the lighted path toward the main complex, suddenly aware of the deafening steel band, its sound amplified throughout the grounds by a score of speakers nailed to the trees.


  The undulating cacophony was overwhelming, and that was not to his disadvantage, thought Jason. Angus McLeod had been true to his word. The huge glass-enclosed circular dining room held the few remaining guests and the fewer staff, and that meant the Chameleon had to change colors. He knew the mind of the Jackal as well as he knew his own, and that meant that the assassin would do exactly what he himself would do under the circumstances. The hungry, salivating wolf went into the cave of its confused, rabid quarry and pulled out the prized piece of meat. So would he, shedding the skin of the mythical chameleon, revealing a much larger beast of prey—say, a Bengal tiger—which could rip a jackal apart in his jaws.… Why were the images important? Why? He knew why, and it filled him with a feeling of emptiness, a longing for something that had passed—he was no longer Delta, the feared guerrilla of Medusa; nor was he the Jason Bourne of Paris and the Far East. The older, much older, David Webb kept intruding, invading, trying to find reason within insanity and violence.


  No! Get away from me! You are nothing and I am everything!…Go away, David, for Christ’s sake, go away.


  Bourne spun off the path and ran across the harsh, sharp tropical grass toward the side entrance of the inn. Instantly, breathlessly, he cut his pace to a walk at the sight of a figure coming through the door; then upon recognizing the man, he resumed running. It was one of the few members of Tranquility’s staff he remembered and one of the few he wished he could forget. The insufferable snob of an assistant manager named Pritchard, a loquacious bore, albeit hardworking, who never let anyone forget his family’s importance in Montserrat—especially an uncle who was deputy director of immigration, a not so incidental plus for Tranquility Inn, David Webb suspected.


  “Pritchard!” shouted Bourne, approaching the man. “Have you got the bandages?”


  “Why, sir!” cried the assistant manager, genuinely flustered. “You’re here. We were told you left this afternoon—”


  “Oh, shit!”


  “Sir?…Such condolences of sorrow so pain my lips—”


  “Just keep them shut, Pritchard. Do you understand me?”


  “Of course, I was not here this morning to greet you or this afternoon to bid you farewell and express my deepest feelings, for Mr. Saint Jay asked me to work this evening, through the night, actually—”


  “Pritchard, I’m in a hurry. Give me the bandages and don’t tell anyone—anyone—that you saw me. I want that very clear.”


  “Oh, it is clear, sir,” said Pritchard, handing over the three different rolls of elasticized tape. “Such privileged information is safe with me, as safe as the knowledge that your wife and children were staying here—oh, God forgive me! Forgive me, sir!”


  “I will and He will if you keep your mouth shut.”


  “Sealed. It is sealed. I am so privileged!”


  “You’ll be shot if you abuse the privilege. Is that clear?”


  “Sir?”


  “Don’t faint, Pritchard. Go down to the villa and tell Mr. Saint Jay that I’ll be in touch with him and he’s to stay there. Have you got that? He’s to stay there.… You, too, for that matter.”


  “Perhaps I could—”


  “Forget it. Get out of here!”


  The talkative assistant manager ran across the lawn toward the path to the east villas as Bourne raced to the door and went inside. Jason climbed the steps two at a time—only years before, it would have been three at a time—and again, out of breath, reached St. Jacques’s office. He entered, closed the door, and quickly went to the closet where he knew his brother-in-law kept several changes of clothing. Both men were approximately the same size—outsized, as Marie claimed—and Johnny had frequently borrowed jackets and shirts from David Webb when visiting. Jason selected the most subdued combination in the closet. Lightweight gray slacks and an all-cotton dark blue blazer; the only shirt in evidence, again tropical cotton, was thankfully short-sleeved and brown. Nothing would pick up or reflect light.


  He started to undress when he felt a sharp, hot jolt on the left side of his neck. He looked in the closet mirror, alarmed, then furious at what he saw. The constricting bandage around his throat was deep red with spreading blood. He tore open the box of the widest tape; it was too late to change the dressing, he could only reinforce it and hope to stem the bleeding. He unraveled the elasticized tape around his neck, tearing it after several revolutions, and applied the tiny clamps to hold it in place. It was more inhibiting than ever; it was also an impediment he would put out of his mind.


  He changed clothes, pulling the collar of the brown shirt high over his throat and putting the automatic in his belt, the reel of fishing line in the blazer’s pocket.… Footsteps! The door opened as he pressed his back against the wall, his hand on the weapon. Old Fontaine walked in; he stood for a moment, looking at Bourne, then closed the door.


  “I’ve been trying to find you, frankly not knowing if you were still alive,” said the Frenchman.


  “We’re not using the radios unless we have to.” Jason walked away from the wall. “I thought you got the message.”


  “I did and it was right. Carlos may have his own radio by now. He’s not alone, you know. It’s why I’ve been wandering around looking for you. Then it occurred to me that you and your brother-in-law might be up here in his office, a headquarters, as it were.”


  “It’s not very smart for you to be walking around out in the open.”


  “I’m not an idiot, monsieur. I would have perished long before now if I were. Wherever I walked I did so with great caution.… In truth, it’s why I made up my mind to find you, assuming you were not dead.”


  “I’m not and you found me. What is it? You and the judge are supposed to be in an empty villa somewhere, not wandering around.”


  “We are; we were. You see, I have a plan, a stratagème, I believe would interest you. I discussed it with Brendan—”


  “Brendan?”


  “His name, monsieur. He thinks my plan has merit and he’s a brilliant man, very sagace—”


  “Shrewd? Yes, I’m sure he is, but he’s not in our business.”


  “He’s a survivor. In that sense we are all in the same business. He thinks there is a degree of risk, but what plan under these circumstances is without risk?”


  “What’s your plan?”


  “It is a means to trap the Jackal with minimum danger to the other people here.”


  “That really worries you, doesn’t it?”


  “I told you why, so there’s no reason to repeat it. There are men and women together out there—”


  “Go on,” broke in Bourne, irritated. “What’s this strategy of yours, and you’d better understand that I intend to take out the Jackal if I have to hold this whole goddamned island hostage. I’m not in a giving mood. I’ve given too much.”


  “So you and Carlos stalk each other in the night? Two crazed middle-aged hunters obsessed with killing each other, not caring who else is killed or wounded or maimed for life in the bargain?”


  “You want compassion, go to a church and appeal to that God of yours who pisses on this planet! He’s either got one hell of a warped sense of humor or he’s a sadist. Now either talk sense or I’m getting out of here.”


  “I’ve thought this out—”


  “Talk!”


  “I know the monseigneur, know the way he thinks. He planned the death of my woman and me but not to coincide with yours, not in a way that would detract from the high drama of his immediate victory over you. It would come later. The revelation that I, the so-called hero of France, was in reality the Jackal’s instrument, his creation, would be the final proof of his triumph. Don’t you see?”


  Briefly silent, Jason studied the old man. “Yes, I do,” he replied quietly. “Not that I ever figured on someone like you, but that approach is the basis of everything I believe. He’s a megalomaniac. In his head he’s the king of hell and wants the world to recognize him and his throne. By his lights, his genius has been overlooked, relegated to the level of punk killers and Mafia hit men. He wants trumpets and drums, when all he hears are tired sirens and weary questions in police lineups.”


  “C’est vrai. He once complained to me that almost no one in America knew who he was.”


  “They don’t. They think he’s a character out of novels or films, if they think about him at all. He tried to make up for that thirteen years ago, when he flew over from Paris to New York to kill me.”


  “Correction, monsieur. You forced him to go after you.”


  “It’s history. What’s all this got to do with now, tonight…your plan?”


  “It provides us with a way to force the Jackal to come out after me, to meet with me. Now. Tonight.”


  “How?”


  “By my wandering around the grounds very much in the open where he or one of his scouts will see me and hear me.”


  “Why would that force him to come out after you?”


  “Because I will not be with the nurse he had assigned to me. I will be with someone else, unknown to him, someone who would have no reason at all to kill me.”


  Again Bourne looked at the old Frenchman in silence. “Bait,” he said finally.


  “A lure so provocative it will drive him into a frenzy until he has it in his possession—has me in his grip so he can question me.… You see, I’m vital to him—more specifically, my death is vital—and everything is timing to him. Precision is his…his diction, how is it said?”


  “His byword, his method of operation, I suppose.”


  “It is how he has survived, how he has made the most of each kill, each over the years adding to his reputation as the assassin suprême. Until a man named Jason Bourne came out of the Far East…he has never been the same since. But you know all that—”


  “I don’t care about all that,” interrupted Jason. “The ‘timing.’ Go on.”


  “After I’m gone he can reveal who Jean Pierre Fontaine, the hero of France, really was. An impostor, his impostor, his creation, the instrument of death who was the snare for Jason Bourne. What a triumph for him!…But he cannot do that until I’m dead. Quite simply, it would be too inconvenient. I know too much, too many of my colleagues in the gutters of Paris. No, I must be dead before he has his triumph.”


  “Then he’ll kill you when he sees you.”


  “Not until he has his answers, monsieur. Where is his killer nurse? What has happened to her? Did Le Caméléon find her, turn her, do away with her? Have the British authorities got her? Is she on her way to London and MI-Six with all their chemicals, to be turned over at last to Interpol? So many questions.… No, he will not kill me until he learns what he must learn. It may take only minutes to satisfy him, but long before then I trust that you will be at my side insuring my survival, if not his.”


  “The nurse? Whoever it is, she’ll be shot.”


  “No, not at all. I’ll order her away in anger, out of my sight at the first sign of contact. As I walk with her I shall lament the absence of my new dear friend, the angel of mercy who takes such good care of my wife, wondering out loud, What has happened to her? Where has she gone? Why haven’t I seen her all day? Naturally, I will conceal on my person the radio, activated, of course. Wherever I am taken—for surely one of Carlos’s men will make contact first—I will ask an enfeebled old man’s questions. Why am I going here? Why are we there?…You will follow—in full force, I sincerely hope. If you do so, you’ll have the Jackal.”


  Holding his head straight, his neck rigid, Bourne walked to St. Jacques’s desk and sat on the edge. “Your friend, Judge Brendan what’s-his-name, is right—”


  “Prefontaine. Although Fontaine is not my true name, we’ve decided it’s all the same family. When the earliest members left Alsace-Lorraine for America in the eighteenth century with Lafayette, they added the Pre to distinguish them from the Fontaines who spread out all over France.”


  “He told you that?”


  “He’s a brilliant man, once an honored judge.”


  “Lafayette came from Alsace-Lorraine?”


  “I don’t know, monsieur. I’ve never been there.”


  “He’s a brilliant man.… More to the point, he’s right. Your plan has a lot of merit, but there’s also considerable risk. And I’ll be honest with you, Fontaine, I don’t give a damn about the risk you’re taking or about the nurse, whoever it is. I want the Jackal, and if it costs your life or the life of a woman I don’t know, it doesn’t matter to me. I want you to understand that.”


  The old Frenchman stared at Jason with amused rheumy eyes and laughed softly. “You are such a transparent contradiction. Jason Bourne would never have said what you just did. He would have remained silent, accepting my proposition without comment but knowing the advantage. Mrs. Webb’s husband, however, must have a voice. He objects and must be heard.” Fontaine suddenly spoke sharply. “Get rid of him, Monsieur Bourne. He is not my protection, not the death of the Jackal. Send him away.”


  “He’s gone. I promise you, he’s gone.” The Chameleon sprang up from the desk, his neck frozen in pain. “Let’s get started.”


  The steel band continued its deafening assault, but now restricted to the confines of the glass-enclosed lobby and adjacent dining room. The speakers on the grounds were switched off on St. Jacques’s orders, the owner of Tranquility Inn having been escorted up from the unoccupied villa by the two Uzi-bearing former commandos along with the Canadian doctor and the incessantly chattering Mr. Pritchard. The assistant manager was instructed to return to the front desk and say nothing to anyone about the things he had witnessed during the past hour.


  “Absolutely nothing, sir. If I am asked, I was on the telephone with the authorities over in ’Serrat.”


  “About what?” objected St. Jacques.


  “Well, I thought—”


  “Don’t think. You were checking the maid service on the west path, that’s all.”


  “Yes, sir.” The deflated Pritchard headed for the office door, which had been opened moments before by the nameless Canadian doctor.


  “I doubt it would make much difference what he said,” offered the physician as the assistant manager left. “That’s a small zoo down there. The combination of last night’s events, too much sun today and excessive amounts of alcohol this evening, will augur a great deal of guilt in the morning. My wife doesn’t think your meteorologist will have much to say, John.”


  “Oh?”


  “He’s having a few himself, and even if he’s halfway lucid, there aren’t five sober enough to listen to him.”


  “I’d better get down there. We may as well turn it into a minor carnivale. It’ll save Scotty ten thousand dollars, and the more distraction we have, the better. I’ll speak to the band and the bar and be right back.”


  “We may not be here,” said Bourne as his brother-in-law left and a strapping young black woman in a complete nurse’s uniform walked out of St. Jacques’s private bathroom into the office. At the sight of her, old Fontaine approached.


  “Very good, my child, you look splendid,” said the Frenchman. “Remember now, I’ll be holding your arm as we walk and talk, but when I squeeze you and raise my voice, telling you to leave me alone, you’ll do as I say, correct?”


  “Yes, sir. I am to hurry away quite angry with you for being so unnice.”


  “That’s it. There’s nothing to be afraid of, it’s just a game. We want to talk with someone who’s very shy.”


  “How’s the neck?” asked the doctor, looking at Jason, unable to see the bandage beneath the brown shirt.


  “It’s all right,” answered Bourne.


  “Let’s take a look at it,” said the Canadian, stepping forward.


  “Thanks but not now, Doctor. I suggest you go downstairs and rejoin your wife.”


  “Yes. I thought you’d say that, but may I say something very quickly?”


  “Very quickly.”


  “I’m a doctor and I’ve had to do a great many things I didn’t like doing and I’m sure this is in that category. But when I think of that young man and what was done to him—”


  “Please,” broke in Jason.


  “Yes, yes, I understand. Nevertheless, I’m here if you need me, I just wanted you to know that.… I’m not terribly proud of my previous statements. I saw what I saw and I do have a name and I’m perfectly willing to testify in a court of law. In other words, I withdraw my reluctance.”


  “There’ll be no courts, Doctor, no testimony.”


  “Really? But these are serious crimes!”


  “We know what they are,” interrupted Bourne. “Your help is greatly appreciated, but nothing else concerns you.”


  “I see,” said the doctor, staring curiously at Jason. “I’ll go, then.” The Canadian went to the door and turned. “You’d better let me check that neck later. If you’ve got a neck.” The doctor left and Bourne turned to Fontaine.


  “Are we ready?”


  “We’re ready,” replied the Frenchman, smiling pleasantly at the large, imposing, thoroughly mystified young black woman. “What are you going to do with all the money you’re earning tonight, my dear?”


  The girl giggled shyly, her broad smile alive with bright white teeth. “I have a good boyfriend. I’m going to buy him a fine present.”


  “That’s lovely. What’s your boyfriend’s name?”


  “Ishmael, sir.”


  “Let’s go,” said Jason firmly.


  The plan was simple to mount and, like most good strategies, however complex, simple to execute. Old Fontaine’s walk through the grounds of Tranquility Inn had been precisely mapped out. The trek began with Fontaine and the young woman returning to his villa presumably to look in on his ill wife before his established, medically required evening stroll. They stayed on the lighted main path, straying now and then across the floodlit lawns but always visible, a crotchety old man supposedly walking wherever his whims led him, to the annoyance of his companion. It was a familiar sight the world over, an enfeebled, irascible septuagenarian taunting his keeper.


  The two former Royal Commandos, one rather short, the other fairly tall, had selected a series of stations between the points where the Frenchman and his “nurse” would turn and head in different directions. As the old man and the girl proceeded into the next planned leg, the second commando bypassed his colleague in darkness to the next location, using unseen routes only they knew or could negotiate, such as that beyond the coastline wall above the tangled tropical brush that led to the beach below the villas. The black guards climbed like two enormous spiders in a jungle, crawling swiftly, effortlessly from branch and rock to limb and vine, keeping pace with their two charges. Bourne followed the second man, his radio on Receive, the angry words of Fontaine pulsating through the static.


  Where is that other nurse? That lovely girl who takes care of my woman? Where is she? I haven’t seen her all day! The emphatic phrases were repeated over and over again with growing hostility.


  Jason slipped. He was caught! He was behind the coastal wall, his left foot entangled in thick vines. He could not pull his leg loose—the strength was not there! He moved his head—his shoulders—and the hot flashes of pain broke out on his neck. It is nothing. Pull, yank, rip!…His lungs bursting, the blood now drenching his shirt, he worked his way free and crawled on.


  Suddenly there were lights, colored lights spilling over the wall. They had reached the path to the chapel, the red and blue floodlights that lit up the entrance to Tranquility Inn’s sealed-off sanctuary. It was the last destination before the return route back to Fontaine’s villa, and one they all agreed was designed more to permit the old Frenchman time to catch his breath than for any other purpose. St. Jacques had stationed a guard there to prevent entrance into the demolished chapel. There would be no contact here. Then Bourne heard the words over the radio—the words that would send the false nurse racing away from her false charge.


  “Get away from me!” yelled Fontaine. “I don’t like you. Where is our regular nurse? What have you done with her?”


  Up ahead, the two commandos were side by side, crouching below the wall. They turned and looked at Jason, their expressions in the eerie wash of colored lights telling him what he knew only too well. From that moment on, all decisions were his; they had led him, escorted him, to his enemy. The rest was up to him.


  The unexpected rarely disturbed Bourne; it did now. Had Fontaine made a mistake? Had the old man forgotten about the inn’s guard and erroneously presumed he was the Jackal’s contact? In his aged eyes had an understandably surprised reaction on the guard’s part been misinterpreted as an approach? Anything was possible, but considering the Frenchman’s background—the life of a survivor—and the state of his alert mind, such a mistake was not realistic.


  Then the possibility of another reality came into focus and it was sickening. Had the guard been killed or bribed, replaced by another? Carlos was a master of the turn-around. It was said he had fulfilled a contract on the assassination of Anwar Sadat without firing a weapon, by merely replacing the Egyptian president’s security detail with inexperienced recruits—money dispersed in Cairo returned a hundredfold by the anti-Israel brotherhoods in the Middle East. If it were true, the exercise on Tranquility Isle was child’s play.


  Jason rose to his feet, gripped the top of the coastal wall, and slowly, painfully, his neck causing agony, pulled himself up over the ledge, again slowly, inch by inch, sending one arm after the other across the surface to grab the opposing edge for support. What he saw stunned him!


  Fontaine was immobile, his mouth gaped in shock, his wide eyes disbelieving, as another old man in a tan gabardine suit approached him and threw his arms around the aged hero of France. Fontaine pushed the man away in panic and bewilderment. The words erupted out of the radio in Bourne’s pocket. “Claude! Quelle secousse! Vous êtes ici!”


  The ancient friend replied in a tremulous voice, speaking French. “It is a privilege our monseigneur permitted me. To see for a final time my sister, and to give comfort to my friend, her husband. I am here and I am with you!”


  “With me? He brought you here? But, of course, he did!”


  “I am to take you to him. The great man wishes to speak with you.”


  “Do you know what you’re doing—what you’ve done?”


  “I am with you, with her. What else matters?”


  “She’s dead! She took her own life last night! He intended to kill us both.”


  Shut off your radio! screamed Bourne in the silence of his thoughts. Kill the radio! It was too late. The left door of the chapel opened and the silhouetted figure of a man walked out into the floodlit corridor of colored lights. He was young, muscular and blond, with blunt features and rigid posture. Was the Jackal training someone else to take his place?


  “Come with me, please,” said the blond man, his French gentle but icily commanding. “You,” he added, addressing the old man in the tan gabardine suit. “Stay where you are. At the slightest sound, fire your gun.… Take it out. Hold it in your hand.”


  “Oui, monsieur.”


  Jason watched helplessly as Fontaine was escorted through the door of the chapel. From the pocket of his jacket there was an eruption of static followed by a snap; the Frenchman’s radio had been found and destroyed. Yet something was wrong, off-center, out of balance—or perhaps too symmetrical. It made no sense for Carlos to use the location of a failed trap a second time, no sense at all! The appearance of the brother of Fontaine’s wife was an exceptional move, worthy of the Jackal, a truly unexpected move within the swirling winds of confusion, but not this, not again Tranquility Inn’s superfluous chapel. It was too orderly, too repetitive, too obvious. Wrong.


  And therefore right? considered Bourne. Was it the illogical logic of the assassin who had eluded a hundred special branches of the international intelligence community for nearly thirty years? “He wouldn’t do that—it’s crazy!” “…Oh, yes, he might because he knows we think it’s crazy.” Was the Jackal in the chapel or wasn’t he? If not, where was he? Where had he set his trap?


  The lethal chess game was not only supremely intricate, it was sublimely intimate. Others might die, but only one of them would live. It was the only way it could end. Death to the seller of death or death to the challenger, one seeking the preservation of a legend, the other seeking the preservation of his family and himself. Carlos had the advantage; ultimately he would risk everything, for, as Fontaine revealed, he was a dying man and he did not care. Bourne had everything to live for, a middle-aged hunter whose life was indelibly marked, split in two by the death of a vaguely remembered wife and children long ago in far-off Cambodia. It could not, would not, happen again!


  Jason slid down off the coastal wall to the slanting precipice at its base. He crawled forward to the two former commandos and whispered, “They’ve taken Fontaine inside.”


  “Where is the guard?” asked the man nearest Bourne, confusion and anger in his whisper. “I myself placed him here with specific instructions. No one was permitted inside. He was to be on the radio the instant he saw anyone!”


  “Then I’m afraid he didn’t see him.”


  “Who?”


  “A blond man who speaks French.”


  Both commandos whipped their heads toward each other, exchanging glances as the second guard instantly looked at Jason and spoke quietly. “Describe him, please,” he said.


  “Medium height, large chest and shoulders—”


  “Enough,” interrupted the first guard. “Our man saw him, sir. He is third provost of the government police, an officer who speaks several languages and is chief of drug investigations.”


  “But why is he here, mon?” the second commando asked his colleague. “Mr. Saint Jay said the Crown police are not told everything, they are not part of us.”


  “Sir Henry, mon. He has Crown boats, six or seven, running back and forth with orders to stop anyone leaving Tranquility. They are drug boats, mon. Sir Henry calls it a patrol exercise, so naturally the chief of investigations must be—” The lilting whisper of the West Indian trailed off in midsentence as he looked at his companion. “…Then why isn’t he out on the water, mon? On the lead boat, mon?”


  “Do you like him?” asked Bourne instinctively, surprising himself by his own question. “I mean, do you respect him? I could be wrong but I seem to sense something—”


  “You are not wrong, sir,” answered the first guard, interrupting. “The provost is a cruel man and he doesn’t like the ‘Punjabis,’ as he calls us. He’s very quick to accuse us, and many have lost work because of his rash accusations.”


  “Why don’t you complain, get rid of him? The British will listen to you.”


  “The Crown governor will not, sir,” explained the second guard. “He’s very partial to his strict chief of narcotics. They are good friends and often go out after the big fish together.”


  “I see.” Jason did see and was suddenly alarmed, very alarmed. “Saint Jay told me there used to be a path behind the chapel. He said it might be overgrown, but he thought it was still there.”


  “It is,” confirmed the first commando. “The help still use it to go down to the water on their off times.”


  “How long is it?”


  “Thirty-five, forty meters. It leads to an incline where steps have been cut out of the rocks that take one down to the beach.”


  “Which of you is faster?” asked Bourne, reaching into his pocket and taking out the reel of fishing line.


  “I am.”


  “I am!”


  “I choose you,” said Jason, nodding his head at the shorter first guard, handing him the reel. “Go down on the border of that path and wherever you can, string this line across it, tying it to limbs or trunks or the strongest branches you can find. You mustn’t be seen, so be alert, see in the dark.”


  “Is no problem, mon!”


  “Have you got a knife?”


  “Do I have eyes?”


  “Good. Give me your Uzi. Hurry!”


  The guard scrambled away along the vine-tangled precipice and disappeared into the dense foliage beyond. The second Royal Commando spoke. “In truth, sir, I am much faster, for my legs are much longer.”


  “Which is why I chose him and I suspect you know it. Long legs are no advantage here, only an impediment, which I happen to know. Also, he’s much shorter and less likely to be spotted.”


  “The smaller ones always get the better assignments. They parade us up front and put us in boxing rings with rules we don’t understand, but the small soldiers get the plumbies.”


  “‘Plumbies’? The better jobs?”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “The most dangerous jobs?”


  “Yes, mon!”


  “Live with it, big fella.”


  “What do we do now, sir?”


  Bourne looked above at the wall and the soft wash of colored lights. “It’s called the waiting game—no love songs implied, only the hatred that comes from wanting to live when others want to kill you. There’s nothing quite like it because you can’t do anything. All you can do is think about what the enemy may or may not be doing, and whether he’s thought of something you haven’t considered. As somebody once said, I’d rather be in Philadelphia.”


  “Where, mon?”


  “Nothing. It isn’t true.”


  Suddenly, filling the air above in chilling horror, came a prolonged excruciating scream, followed by words shrieked in pain. “Non, non! Vous êtes monstrueux!…Arrêtez, arrêtez, je vous supplie!”


  “Now!” cried Jason, slinging the strap of his Uzi over his shoulder as he leaped onto the wall, gripping the edge, pulling himself up as the blood poured out of his neck. He could not get up! He could not get over! Then strong hands pulled him and he fell over the top of the wall. “The lights!” he shouted. “Shoot them out!”


  The tall commando’s Uzi blazing, the lines of floodlights exploded in the ground on both sides of the chapel’s path. Again, strong black hands pulled him to his feet in the new darkness. And then a single shaft of yellow appeared, roving swiftly in all directions; it was a powerful halogen flashlight in the commando’s left hand. The figure of a blood-drenched old man in a tan gabardine suit lay curled up in the path, his throat slit.


  “Stop! In the name of almighty God, stop where you are!” came Fontaine’s voice from inside the chapel, the open half door revealing the flickering light of the electric candles. They approached the entrance, automatic weapons leveled, prepared for continuous fire…but not prepared for what they saw. Bourne closed his eyes, the sight was too painful. Old Fontaine, like young Ishmael, was sprawled over the lectern on the raised platform beneath the blown-out, stained-glass windows of the left wall, his face running with blood where he had been slashed, and attached to his body were thin cables that led to various black boxes on both sides of the chapel.


  “Go back!” screamed Fontaine. “Run, you fools! I’m wired—”


  “Oh, Christ!”


  “Mourn not for me, Monsieur le Caméléon. I gladly join my woman! This world is too ugly even for me. It is no longer amusing. Run! The charge will go off—they are watching!”


  “You, mon! Now!” roared the second commando, grabbing Jason’s jacket and racing him to the wall, holding Bourne in his arms as they plummeted over the stone surface into the thick foliage.


  The explosion was massive, blinding and deafening. It was as if this small corner of the small island had been taken out by a heat-seeking nuclear missile. Flames erupted into the night sky, but the burning mass was quickly diffused in the still wind to fiery rubble.


  “The path!” shouted Jason, in a hoarse whisper, as he crawled to his feet in the sloping brush. “Get to the path!”


  “You’re in bad condition, mon—”


  “I’ll take care of me, you take care of you!”


  “I believe I’ve taken care of both of us.”


  “So you’ve got a fucking medal and I’ll add a lot of money to it. Now, get us up to the path!”


  Pulling, pushing, and finally with Bourne’s feet grinding like a machine out of control, the two men reached the border of the path thirty feet behind the smoldering ruins of the chapel. They crept into the weeds and within seconds the first commando found them. “They’re in the south palms,” he said breathlessly. “They wait until the smoke has cleared to see if anyone is alive, but they cannot stay long.”


  “You were there?” asked Jason. “With them?”


  “No problem, mon, I told you, sir.”


  “What’s happening? How many are there?”


  “There were four, sir. I killed the man whose place I assumed. He was black, so it made no matter in appearance with the darkness. It was quick and silent. The throat.”


  “Who’s left?”


  “’Serrat’s chief of narcotics, of course, and two others—”


  “Describe them!”


  “I could not see clearly, but one I think was another black man, tall and without much hair. The third I could not see at all, for he—or she—was wearing strange clothes, with cloth over the head like a woman’s sun hat or insect veil.”


  “A woman?”


  “It is possible, sir.”


  “A woman…? They’ve got to get out of there—he’s got to get out of there!”


  “Very soon they will run to this path and race down to the beach, where they will hide in the woods of the cove until a boat comes for them. They have no choice. They cannot go back to the inn, for strangers are seen instantly, and even though we are far away and the steel band is loud, the explosion was certainly heard by the guards posted outside. They will report it.”


  “Listen to me,” said Bourne, his voice hoarse, tense. “One of those three people is the man I want, and I want him for myself! So hold your fire because I’ll know him when I see him. I don’t give a damn about the others; they can be flushed out of that cove later.”


  There was a sudden burst of gunfire from the tropical forest accompanied by screams from the once floodlit corridor beyond the ruins of the chapel. Then one after another the figures raced out of the tangled brush into the path. The first to be caught was the blond-haired police officer from Montserrat, the waist-high invisible fishing line tripping him as he fell into the dirt, breaking the thin, taut string. The second man, slender, tall, dark-featured, with only a fringe of hair on his bald head, was hard upon the first, pulling him to his feet, sight or instinct making the second killer wield his automatic weapon in slashing arcs, cutting the impeding lines across the path to the ledge that led down to the beach. The third figure appeared. It was not a woman. It was a man, in the robes of a monk. A priest. It was he. The Jackal!


  Bourne rose to his feet and stumbled out of the brush into the path, the Uzi in his hands; the victory was his, his freedom his, his family his! As the robed figure reached the top of the primitive rock-hewn staircase, Jason pressed his trigger finger, holding it in place, the fusillade of bullets exploding out of the automatic weapon.


  The monk arched in silhouette, then fell, his body tumbling, rolling, sprawling down the steps carved out of volcanic rock, finally lurching over the edge and plummeting to the sand below. Bourne raced down the awkward, irregular stone staircase, the two commandos behind him. He reached the beach, raced over to the corpse, and pulled the drenched hood away from the face. In horror, he looked at the black features of Samuel, the brother priest of Tranquility Isle, the Judas who had sold his soul to the Jackal for thirty pieces of silver.


  Suddenly, in the distance, there was the roar of powerful dual engines as a huge speedboat lurched out of a shadowed section of the cove and sped for a break in the reefs. The beam of a searchlight shot out, firing the barriers of rock protruding above the choppy black water, its wash illuminating the fluttering ensign of the government’s drug fleet. Carlos!…The Jackal was no chameleon, but he had changed! He had aged, grown thinner and bald—he was not the sharp, broad, full-headed muscular image of Jason’s memory. Only the indistinct dark Latin features remained, the face and the unfamiliar expanse of bare skin above burned by the sun. He was gone!


  The boat’s motors screamed in unison as the craft breached a precarious opening in the reef and burst out into open water. Then the words in heavily accented English, metallically spewing from the distant loudspeaker, echoed within the tropical cove.


  “Paris, Jason Bourne! Paris, if you dare! Or shall it be a certain minor university in Maine, Dr. Webb?”


  Bourne, his neck wound ripped open, collapsed in the lapping waves, his blood trickling into the sea.


  



  CHAPTER EIGHTEEN


  Steven DeSole, keeper of the deepest secrets for the Central Intelligence Agency, forced his overweight frame out of the driver’s seat. He stood in the deserted parking lot of the small shopping center in Annapolis, Maryland, where the only source of light was the storefront neons of a closed gas station, with a large German shepherd sleeping in the window. DeSole adjusted his steel-rimmed glasses and squinted at his watch, barely able to see the radium hands. As near as he could determine, it was between 3:15 and 3:20 in the morning, which meant he was early and that was good. He had to adjust his thoughts; he was unable to do so while driving, as his severe night blindness necessitated complete concentration on the road, and hiring a taxi or a driver was out of the question.


  The information was at first…well, merely a name…a rather common name. His name is Webb, the caller had said. Thank you, he had replied. A sketchy description was given, one fitting several million men, so he had thanked the informer again and hung up the phone. But then, in the recesses of his analyst’s mind, by profession and training a warehouse for both essential and incidental data, an alarm went off. Webb, Webb…amnesia? A clinic in Virginia years ago. A man more dead than alive had been flown down from a hospital in New York, the medical file so maximum classified it could not even be shown to the Oval Office. Yet interrogation specialists talk in dark corners, as often to relieve frustration as to impress a listener, and he had heard about a recalcitrant, unmanageable patient, an amnesiac they called “Davey” and sometimes just a short, sharp, hostile “Webb,” formerly a member of Saigon’s infamous Medusa, and a man they suspected of feigning his loss of memory.… Loss of memory? Alex Conklin had told them that the Medusan they had trained to go out in deep cover for Carlos the Jackal, an agent provocateur they called Jason Bourne, had lost his memory. Lost his memory and nearly lost his life because his controls disbelieved the story of amnesia! That was the man they called “Davey”…David. David Webb was Conklin’s Jason Bourne! How could it be otherwise?


  David Webb! And he had been at Norman Swayne’s house the night the Agency was told that poor cuckolded Swayne had taken his own life, a suicide that had not been reported in the papers for reasons DeSole could not possibly understand! David Webb. The old Medusa. Jason Bourne. Conklin. Why?


  The headlights of an approaching limousine shot through the darkness at the far end of the parking lot, swerving in a semicircle toward the CIA analyst, causing him to shut his eyes—the refracted light through his thick lenses was painful. He had to make the sequence of his revelations clear to these men. They were his means to a life he and his wife had dreamed of—money. Not bureaucratic less-than-money, but real money. Education at the best universities for their grandchildren, not the state colleges and the begged-for scholarships that came with the government salary of a bureaucrat—a bureaucrat so much better than those around him it was pitiful. DeSole the Mute Mole, they called him, but would not pay him for his expertise, the very expertise that prohibited him from going into the private sector, surrounding him with so many legal restrictions that it was pointless to apply. Someday Washington would learn; that day would not come in his lifetime, so six grandchildren had made the decision for him. The empathetic new Medusa had beckoned with generosity, and in his bitterness he had come running.


  He rationalized that it was no more an unethical decision on his part than those made every year by scores of Pentagon personnel who walked out of Arlington and into the corporate arms of their old friends the defense contractors. As an army colonel once said to him, “It’s work now and get paid later,” and God knew that one Steven DeSole worked like hell for his country, but his country hardly reciprocated in kind. He hated the name Medusa, though, and rarely if ever used it because it was a symbol from another time, ominous and misleading. The great oil companies and railroads sprang from the chicanery and the venality of the robber barons, but they were not now what they were then. Medusa may have been born in the corruption of a war-ravaged Saigon, its early funding may have been a result of it, but that Medusa no longer existed; it had been replaced by a dozen different names and companies.


  “We’re not pure, Mr. DeSole, no American-controlled international conglomerate is,” said his recruiter, “and it’s true that we seek what some might call unfair economic advantage based on privileged information. Secrets, if you like. You see, we have to because our competitors throughout Europe and the Far East consistently have it. The difference between them and us is that their governments support their efforts—ours doesn’t.… Trade, Mr. DeSole, trade and profits. They’re the healthiest pursuits on earth. Chrysler may not like Toyota, but the astute Mr. Iacocca does not call for an air strike against Tokyo. At least not yet. He finds ways to join forces with the Japanese.”


  Yes, mused DeSole as the limousine came to a stop ten feet away from him. What he did for the “corporation,” which he preferred to call it, as opposed to what he did for the Company, might even be considered benevolent. Profits, after all, were more desirable than bombs…and his grandchildren would go to the finest schools and universities in the country. Two men got out of the limousine and approached him.


  “What’s this Webb look like?” asked Albert Armbruster, chairman of the Federal Trade Commission, as they walked along the edge of the parking lot.


  “I only have a description from the gardener, who was hiding behind a fence thirty feet away.”


  “What did he tell you?” The unidentified associate of the chairman, a short stocky man with penetrating dark eyes and dark eyebrows beneath dark hair, looked at DeSole. “Be precise,” he added.


  “Now, just a minute,” protested the analyst defensively but firmly. “I’m precise in everything I say, and, frankly, whoever you are, I don’t like the tone of your voice one bit.”


  “He’s upset,” said Armbruster, as if his associate was dismissible. “He’s a spaghetti head from New York and doesn’t trust anybody.”


  “Who’s to trust in New Yawk?” asked the short, dark man, laughing and poking his elbow into the wide girth of Albert Armbruster. “You WASPs are the worst, you got the banks, amico!”


  “Let’s keep it that way and out of the courts.… The description, please?” The chairman looked at DeSole.


  “It’s incomplete, but there is a long-ago tie-in with Medusa that I’ll describe—precisely.”


  “Go ahead, pal,” said the man from New York.


  “He’s rather large—tall, that is—and in his late forties or early fifties and—”


  “Has he got some gray around his temples?” asked Armbruster, interrupting.


  “Well, yes, I think the gardener said something to that effect—graying, or gray in his hair, or something like that. It’s obviously why he judged him to be in his forties or fifties.”


  “It’s Simon,” said Armbruster, looking at the New Yorker.


  “Who?” DeSole stopped, as the other two stopped and looked at him.


  “He called himself Simon, and he knew all about you, Mr. CIA,” said the chairman. “About you and Brussels and our whole thing.”


  “What are you talking about?”


  “For starters, your goddamn fax machine exclusively between you and that fruitcake in Brussels.”


  “It’s a buried, dedicated line! It’s locked up!”


  “Someone found the key, Mr. Precision,” said the New Yorker, not smiling.


  “Oh, my God, that’s terrible! What should I do?”


  “Make up a story between you and Teagarten, but do it from public phones,” continued the mafioso. “One of you will come up with something.”


  “You know about…Brussels?”


  “There’s very little I don’t know.”


  “That son of a bitch conned me into thinking he was one of us and he had me by the balls!” said Armbruster angrily, continuing to walk along the edge of the parking lot, the other two joining him, DeSole hesitantly, apprehensively. “He seemed to know everything, but when I think back, he only brought up bits and pieces—damned big bits and pieces like Burton and you and Brussels—and I, like a fucking idiot, filled in a hell of a lot more. Shit!”


  “Now, just wait a minute!” cried the CIA analyst, once again forcing the others to stop. “I don’t understand—I’m a strategist, and I don’t understand. What was David Webb—Jason Bourne, if he is Jason Bourne—doing at Swayne’s place the other night?”


  “Who the hell is Jason Bourne?” roared the chairman of the Federal Trade Commission.


  “He’s the tie-in with Saigon’s Medusa that I just mentioned. Thirteen years ago the Agency gave him the name Jason Bourne, the original Bourne a dead man by then, and sent him out in deep cover on a Four Zero assignment—a termination with extreme prejudice, if you like—”


  “A hit, if you want to speak English, paisan.”


  “Yes, yes, that’s what it was.… But things went wrong; he had a loss of memory and the operation collapsed. It collapsed, but he survived.”


  “Holy Christ, what a bunch of zucchinis!”


  “What can you tell us about this Webb…or Bourne—this Simon or the ‘Cobra’? Jesus, he’s a walking vaudeville act!”


  “Apparently that’s what he did before. He assumed different names, different appearances, different personalities. He was trained to do that when he was sent out to challenge the assassin called the Jackal—to draw him out and kill him.”


  “The Jackal?” asked the astonished capo supremo of the Cosa Nostra. “Like in the movie?”


  “No, not the movie or the book, you idiot—”


  “Hey, easy, amico.”


  “Oh, shut up.… Ilich Ramirez Sanchez, otherwise known as Carlos the Jackal, is a living person, a professional killer the international authorities have been hunting for over a quarter of a century. Outside of scores of confirmed hits, many think he was the puff of smoke on the grassy knoll in Dallas, the true killer of John Kennedy.”


  “You’re shittin’ me.”


  “I can assure you, I am not shitting you. The word we got at the Agency at the highest secure levels was that after all these years Carlos had tracked down the only man alive who could identify him, Jason Bourne—or, as I’m firmly convinced, David Webb.”


  “That word had to come from somebody!” exploded Albert Armbruster. “Who was it?”


  “Oh, yes. Everything’s so sudden, so bewildering.… He’s a retired field agent with a crippled leg, a man named Conklin, Alexander Conklin. He and a psychiatrist—Panov, Morris Panov—are close friends of Webb…or Jason Bourne.”


  “Where are they?” asked the capo supremo grimly.


  “Oh, you couldn’t reach either one, talk to either of them. They’re both under maximum security.”


  “I didn’t ask for the rules of engagement, paisan, I asked where they were.”


  “Well, Conklin’s at a condominium in Vienna, a proprietary of ours no one could penetrate, and Panov’s apartment and office are both under round-the-clock surveillance.”


  “You’ll give me the addresses, won’t you?”


  “Certainly, but I guarantee they won’t talk to you.”


  “Oh, that would be a pity. We’re just looking for a guy with a dozen names, asking questions, offering assistance.”


  “They won’t buy it.”


  “Maybe I can sell it.”


  “Goddamn it, why?” spouted Armbruster, then immediately lowered his voice. “Why was this Webb or Bourne or whoever the hell he is at Swayne’s?”


  “It’s a gap I can’t fill,” said DeSole.


  “A what?”


  “That’s an Agency term for no answer.”


  “No wonder the country’s up shit’s creek.”


  “That’s not true—”


  “Now you shut up!” ordered the man from New York, reaching into his pocket and pulling out a small notepad and a ballpoint pen. “Write out the addresses of this retired spook and the yid shrink. Now!”


  “It’s difficult to see,” said DeSole, writing, angling the small pad of paper toward the neon lights of the closed gas station. “There. The apartment number may be wrong but it’s close, and Panov’s name will be on the mailbox. But I tell you again, he won’t talk to you.”


  “Then we’ll just have to apologize for interrupting him.”


  “Yes, you probably will. I gather he’s very dedicated where his patients are concerned.”


  “Oh? Like that telephone line into your fax machine.”


  “No, no, that’s a technical term. Number Three wire, to be precise.”


  “And you’re always precise, aren’t you, paisan?”


  “And you’re very irritating—”


  “We’ve got to go,” broke in Armbruster, watching the New Yorker take back the pad and the ballpoint pen. “Stay calm, Steven,” he added, obviously suppressing his anger and heading back to the limousine. “Remember, there’s nothing we can’t handle. When you talk to Jimmy T in Brussels, see if you two can come up with a reasonable explanation, okay? If not, don’t worry, we’ll figure it out upstairs.”


  “Of course, Mr. Armbruster. But if I may ask? Is my account in Bern ready for immediate release—in case…well, you understand…in case—”


  “Of course it is, Steven. All you have to do is fly over and write out the numbers of your account in your own handwriting. That’s your signature, the one on file, remember?”


  “Yes, yes, I do.”


  “It must be over two million by now.”


  “Thank you. Thank you…sir.”


  “You’ve earned it, Steven. Good night.”


  The two men settled back in the rear seat of the limousine, but there was no lack of tension. Armbruster glanced at the mafioso as the chauffeur, beyond the glass partition, turned on the ignition. “Where’s the other car?”


  The Italian switched on the reading light and looked at his watch. “By now he’s parked less than a mile down the road from the gas station. He’ll pick up DeSole on his way back and stay with him until the circumstances are right.”


  “Your man knows exactly what to do?”


  “Come on, a virgin he’s not. He’s got a searchlight mounted on that car so powerful it can be seen in Miami. He comes alongside, switches it on high, and wiggles the handle. Your two-million-dollar flunky is blinded and out of business, and we’re only charging a quarter of that amount for the job. It’s your day, Alby.”


  The chairman of the Federal Trade Commission sat back in the shadows of the left rear seat and stared out the window at the dark, rushing images beyond the smoked glass. “You know,” he said quietly, “if anyone had ever told me twenty years ago that I’d be sitting in this car with someone like you, saying what I’m saying, I would’ve told him it was impossible.”


  “Oh, that’s what we like about you class-act characters. You look down your noses and drip your snot on us until you need us. Then all of a sudden we’re ‘associates.’ Live and be well, Alby, we’re eliminating another problem for you. Go back to your big federal commission and decide which companies are clean and which aren’t—decisions not necessarily based on soap, right?”


  “Shut up!” roared Armbruster, pounding his hand on the armrest. “This Simon—this Webb! Where’s he coming from? What’s he on our case for? What’s he want?”


  “Something to do with that Jackal character maybe.”


  “That doesn’t make sense. We don’t have anything to do with the Jackal.”


  “Why should you?” asked the mafioso, grinning. “You got us, right?”


  “It’s a very loose association and don’t you forget it.… Webb—Simon, goddamn it, whoever he is, we’ve got to find him! With what he already knew, plus what I told him, he’s a fucking menace!”


  “He’s a real major item, isn’t he?”


  “A major item,” agreed the chairman, again staring out the window, his right fist clenched, the fingers of his left hand drumming furiously on the armrest.


  “You want to negotiate?”


  “What?” snapped Armbruster, turning and looking at the calm Sicilian face of his companion.


  “You heard me, only I used the wrong word and I apologize for that. I’ll give you a nonnegotiable figure and you can either accept it or reject it.”


  “A…contract? On Simon—Webb?”


  “No,” replied the mafioso, slowly shaking his head. “On a character named Jason Bourne. It’s cleaner to kill someone who’s already dead, isn’t it?…Since we just saved you one and a half mill, the price of the contract is five.”


  “Five million?”


  “The cost of eliminating problems in the category of major items is high. Menaces are even higher. Five million, Alby, half on acceptance within the usual twenty-four hours.”


  “That’s outrageous!”


  “Then turn me down. You come back, it’s seven-fifty; and if you come back again, it’s double that. Fifteen million.”


  “What guarantee do we have that you can even find him? You heard DeSole. He’s Four Zero, which means he’s out of reach, buried.”


  “Oh, we’ll dig him up just so we can replant him.”


  “How? Two and a half million is a lot to pay on your word. How?”


  Again smiling, the Mafia supremo reached into his pocket and pulled out the small notebook Steven DeSole had returned to him. “Close friends are the best sources, Alby. Ask the sleazes who write all those gossip books. I got two addresses.”


  “You won’t get near them.”


  “Hey, come on. You think you’re dealing with old Chicago and the animals? With Mad Dog Capone and Nitti, the nervous finger. We got sophisticated people on the payroll these days. Geniuses. Scientists, electronics whiz kids—doctors. By the time we get finished with the spook and the yid, they won’t know what happened. But we’ll have Jason Bourne, the character who doesn’t exist because he’s already dead.”


  Albert Armbruster nodded once and turned to the window in silence.


  “I’ll close up for six months, change the name, then start a promotional campaign in the magazines before reopening,” said John St. Jacques, standing by the window as the doctor worked on his brother-in-law.


  “There’s no one left?” asked Bourne, wincing as he sat in a chair dressed in a bathrobe, the last suture on his neck being pincered.


  “Sure, there is. Seven crazy Canadian couples, including my old buddy, who’s needlepointing your throat at the moment. Would you believe they wanted to start up a brigade, Renfrews of the Mounties, after the evil people.”


  “That was Scotty’s idea,” interrupted the doctor softly, concentrating on the wound. “Count me out. I’m too old.”


  “So’s he but he doesn’t know it. Then he wanted to advertise a reward to the tune of a hundred thousand for information leading to the et cetera! I finally convinced him that the less said the better.”


  “Nothing said is the best,” added Jason. “That’s the way it’s got to be.”


  “That’s a little tough, David,” said St. Jacques, misunderstanding the sharp glance Bourne leveled at him. “I’m sorry, but it is. We’re deflecting most of the local inquiries with an ersatz story about a massive propane-gas leak, but not too many people are buying it. Of course, to the world outside, an earthquake down here wouldn’t rate six lines buried in the last pages of the want ads, but rumors are flying around the Leewards.”


  “You said local inquiries…what about that world outside? Has there been anything from it?”


  “There will be but not about here, not about Tranquility. Montserrat, yes, and the news will get a column in the London Times and maybe an inch in the New York and Washington papers, but I don’t think it’ll touch us.”


  “Stop being so cryptic.”


  “We’ll talk later.”


  “Say whatever you like, John,” broke in the doctor. “I’m just about finished, so I’m not paying much attention, and even if I heard you, I’m entitled to.”


  “I’ll make it brief,” said St. Jacques, walking to the right of the chair. “The Crown governor,” he continued. “You were right, at least I have to assume you were right.”


  “Why?”


  “The news came in while you were getting cleaned up. The CG’s boat was found smashed on one of the nastier reefs off Antigua, halfway to Barbuda. There was no sign of survivors. Plymouth assumes it was one of those whipsaw squalls that can come out of south Nevis, but it’s hard to swallow. Not a squall necessarily, but the circumstances.”


  “Which were?”


  “His usual two crewmen weren’t with him. He dismissed them at the yacht club, saying he wanted to take the boat out by himself, yet he told Henry he was going out for the running big fish—”


  “Which means he would’ve had to have a crew,” interrupted the Canadian physician. “Oh, sorry.”


  “Yes, he would’ve,” agreed the owner of Tranquility Inn. “You can’t fish the big fellas and skipper a boat at the same time—at least the CG couldn’t. He was afraid to take his eyes off the charts.”


  “But he could read them, couldn’t he?” asked Jason. “The charts?”


  “As a navigator, he was no Captain Bligh sailing by the Pacific stars, but he was good enough to stay out of trouble.”


  “He was told to go out alone,” said Bourne. “Ordered to rendezvous with a boat in waters that called for him to really keep his eyes on the charts.” Jason suddenly realized that the doctor’s nimble fingers were no longer touching his neck; instead, there was the constricting bandage and the physician was standing beside him looking down. “How are we doing?” asked Bourne, looking up, an appreciative smile creasing his lips.


  “We’re done,” said the Canadian.


  “Well…then I think we’d better meet later, for a drink, all right?”


  “Good heavens, you’re just getting to the good part.”


  “It’s not good, Doctor, it’s not good at all, and I’d be a very ungrateful patient—which I’m not—if I even unwittingly let you hear things I don’t think you should hear.”


  The elderly Canadian locked his eyes with Jason’s. “You mean that, don’t you? In spite of everything that’s happened, you really don’t want to involve me any further. And you’re not playing melodramatic games, secrecy for secrecy’s sake—an old dodge for inferior doctors, incidentally—but you’re really concerned, aren’t you?”


  “I guess I am.”


  “Considering what’s happened to you, and I don’t just mean these past few hours, which I’ve been a part of, but what the scars on your body tell me you’ve been through before, it’s rather remarkable that you can be concerned for anyone but yourself. You’re a strange man, Mr. Webb. At times you even sound like two different people.”


  “I’m not strange, Doctor,” said Jason Bourne, momentarily closing his eyes, his lids briefly tight. “I don’t want to be strange or different or anything exotic at all. I want to be as normal and ordinary as the next fellow, no games at all. I’m just a teacher, and that’s all I want to be. But in the present circumstances, I have to do things my way.”


  “Which means I leave for my own benefit?”


  “Yes, it does.”


  “And if I ever learn all the facts, I’ll realize that your instructions were very educational.”


  “I hope so.”


  “I’ll bet you’re one hell of a teacher, Mr. Webb.”


  “Doctor Webb,” interjected John St. Jacques spontaneously, as if the clarification were mandatory. “My brother-in-law’s a doctor, too. Like my sister, he’s got a Ph. D.; he speaks a couple of Oriental languages and is a full professor. Places like Harvard, McGill and Yale have been after him for years, but he won’t budge—”


  “Will you please be quiet,” said Bourne, close to laughing, albeit kindly, at his wife’s brother. “My entrepreneurial young friend is impressed with any alphabet after a name despite the fact that left to my own resources I couldn’t afford one of these villas for more than a couple of days.”


  “That’s a crock.”


  “I said my own resources.”


  “You’ve got a point.”


  “I’ve got a rich wife.… Forgive us, Doctor, it’s an old family argument.”


  “Not only a good teacher,” the physician repeated, “but under the grim exterior I suspect a very engaging one.” The Canadian walked to the door; he turned and added, “I’ll take you up on that drink later, I’d really like that.”


  “Thanks,” said Jason. “Thanks for everything.” The doctor nodded and left, closing the door firmly behind him. Bourne turned to his brother-in-law. “He’s a good friend, Johnny.”


  “Actually, he’s a cold fish but a hell of a doctor. That’s the most human I’ve ever seen him.… So you figure the Jackal had the Crown governor meet him somewhere off the Antigua coast, got the CG’s information, killed him, and fed him to the sharks.”


  “Conveniently foundering the boat in reef waters,” completed Jason. “Perhaps opening the throttle and setting a short high-speed course into the shoals. A tragedy at sea and a link to Carlos vanishes—that’s vital to him.”


  “That’s also something I have trouble with,” said St. Jacques. “I didn’t go into it, but the section of reef north of Falmouth where he bought it is called Devil’s Mouth, and it’s not the kind of place that’s advertised. Charters just stay away from it, and no one boasts about the number of lives and boats it’s claimed.”


  “So?”


  “So assuming the Jackal told the CG where to rendezvous, someplace obviously close to Devil’s Mouth, how the hell did the Jackal know about it?”


  “Your two commandos didn’t tell you?”


  “Tell me what? I sent them right over to Henry to give him a full report while we took care of you. There wasn’t time to sit down and talk and I figured every moment counted.”


  “Then Henry knows by now; he’s probably in shock. He’s lost two drug boats in two days, and only one is likely to be paid for, and he still doesn’t know about his boss, the so honorable Crown governor, lackey of the Jackal who made fools of the Foreign Office by passing off a small-time Paris hit man as a venerable hero of France. The wires will be burning all night between Government House and Whitehall.”


  “Another drug boat? What are you trying to tell me? What does Henry know now—what could my guards tell him?”


  “Your question a minute ago was how did the Jackal know about the reef off the coast of Antigua called Devil’s Mouth.”


  “Take my word for it, Doctor Webb, I remember the question. How could he?”


  “Because he had a third man here, that’s what your Royal Commandos have told Henry by now. A blond-haired son of a bitch who heads up Montserrat’s drug patrols.”


  “Him? Rickman? The one-man British Ku Klux Klan? By-the-Rules-Rickman, scourge of anybody who’s afraid to yell back at him? Holy Christ, Henry won’t believe it!”


  “Why not? You just described a likely disciple of Carlos.”


  “I suppose I did, but it seems so unlikely. He’s the original sanctimonious deacon. Prayer meetings before work in the morning, calling on God to aid him in his battle against Satan, no alcohol, no women—”


  “Savonarola?”


  “I’d say that fits—from what I remember reading for history courses.”


  “Then I’d say he’s prime meat for the Jackal. And Henry will believe it when his lead boat doesn’t come back to Plymouth and the bodies of the crew float up on shore or simply don’t show up for the prayer meetings.”


  “That’s how Carlos got away?”


  “Yes.” Bourne nodded and gestured at the couch several feet in front of him, the space between taken up by a glass-topped coffee table. “Sit down, Johnny. We have to talk.”


  “What have we been doing?”


  “Not about what has happened, Bro, but about what’s going to happen.”


  “What’s going to happen?” asked St. Jacques, lowering himself on the couch.


  “I’m leaving.”


  “No!” cried the younger man, shooting to his feet as if propelled by a bolt of electricity. “You can’t!”


  “I have to. He knows our names, where we live. Everything.”


  “Where are you going?”


  “Paris.”


  “Goddamn it, no! You can’t do that to Marie! Or to the kids, for Christ’s sake. I won’t let you!”


  “You can’t stop me.”


  “For God’s sake, David, listen to me! If Washington’s too cheap or doesn’t give a shit, believe me, Ottawa’s cut from better stock. My sister worked for the government and our government doesn’t kiss people off because it’s inconvenient or too expensive. I know people—like Scotty, the Doc and others. A few words from them and you’ll be put in a fortress in Calgary. No one could touch you!”


  “You think my government wouldn’t do the same? Let me tell you something, Bro, there are people in Washington who’ve put their lives on the line to keep Marie and the children and me alive. Selflessly, without any reward for themselves or the government. If I wanted a safe house where no one could touch us, I’d probably get an estate in Virginia, with horses and servants and a full platoon of armed soldiers protecting us around the clock.”


  “Then that’s the answer. Take it!”


  “To what end, Johnny? To live in our own personal prison? The kids not allowed to go over to friends’ houses, guards with them if they go to school and not tutored by themselves, no overnights, no pillow fights—no neighbors? Marie and I staring at each other, glancing over at the searchlights outside the windows, hearing the footsteps of the guards, the occasional cough or sneeze, or, heaven forbid, the crack of a rifle bolt because a rabbit disturbed a garden? That’s not living, that’s imprisonment. Your sister and I couldn’t handle it.”


  “Neither could I, not the way you describe it. But what can Paris solve?”


  “I can find him. I can take him.”


  “He’s got the manpower over there.”


  “I’ve got Jason Bourne,” said David Webb.


  “I don’t buy that crap!”


  “Neither do I, but it seems to work.… I’m calling in your debt to me, Johnny. Cover for me. Tell Marie I’m fine, not hurt at all, and that I’ve got a lead on the Jackal that only old Fontaine could have provided—which is the truth, actually. A café in Argenteuil called Le Coeur du Soldat. Tell her I’m bringing in Alex Conklin and all the help Washington can provide.”


  “But you’re not, are you?”


  “No. The Jackal would hear about it; he’s got ears up and down the Quai d’Orsay. Solo’s the only way.”


  “Don’t you think she’ll know that?”


  “She’ll suspect it, but she can’t be certain. I’ll have Alex call her, confirming that he’s in touch with all the heavy covert firepower in Paris. But first it comes from you.”


  “Why the lie?”


  “You shouldn’t have to ask that, Bro. I’ve put her through enough.”


  “All right, I’ll tell her, but she won’t believe me. She’ll see right through me, she always has. Since I was a kid, those big brown eyes would look into mine, most of the time pissed off, but not like our brothers’, not—oh, I don’t know—not with that disgust in their faces because the ‘kid’ was a screwup. Can you understand that?”


  “It’s called caring. She’s always cared for you—even when you were a screwup.”


  “Yeah, Mare’s okay.”


  “Somewhat more than that, I think. Call her in a couple of hours and bring them back here. It’s the safest place they can be.”


  “What about you? How are you going to get to Paris? The connections out of Antigua and Martinique are lousy, sometimes booked days in advance.”


  “I can’t use those airlines anyway. I’ve got to get in secretly under a shroud. Somehow, a man in Washington will have to figure it out. Somehow. He’s got to.”


  Alexander Conklin limped out of the small kitchen in the CIA’s Vienna apartment, his face and hair soaking wet. In the old days, before the old days fell into a distillery vat, he would calmly leave the office—wherever it was—when things got too heavy too fast and indulge himself in an unwavering ritual. He would seek out the best steak house—again, wherever he was—have two dry martinis and a thick rare slab of meat with the greasiest potatoes on the menu. The combination of the solitude, the limited intake of alcohol, the blood-rare hunk of beef and, in particular, the grease-laden potatoes, had such a calming effect on him that all the rushing, conflicting complexities of the hectic day sorted themselves out and reason prevailed. He would return to his office—whether a smart flat in London’s Belgravia Square or the back rooms of a whorehouse in Katmandu—with multiple solutions. It was how he got the sobriquet of Saint Alex of Conklin. He had once mentioned this gastronomical phenomenon to Mo Panov, who had a succinct reply: “If your crazy head doesn’t kill you, your stomach will.”


  These days, however, with postalcoholic vacuum and various other impediments, such as high cholesterol and dumb little triglycerides, whatever the hell they were, he had to come up with a different solution. It came about by accident. One morning during the Iran-contra hearings, which he found to be the finest hours of comedy on television, his set blew out. He was furious, so he turned on his portable radio, an instrument he had not used in months or perhaps years, as the television set had a built-in radio component—also inoperable at the time—but the portable radio’s batteries had long since melted into white slime. His artificial foot in pain, he walked to his kitchen telephone, knowing that a call to his television repairman, for whom he had done several favors, would bring the man running to his emergency. Unfortunately, the call only brought forth a hostile diatribe from the repairman’s wife, who screamed that her husband, the “customerfucker,” had run off with a “horny rich black bitch from Embassy Row!” (Zaire, as it later turned out in the Puerta Vallarta papers.) Conklin, in progressive apoplexy, had rushed to the kitchen sink, where his stress and blood pressure pills stood on the windowsill above the sink, and turned on the cold water. The faucet exploded, surging out of its recess into the ceiling as a powerful gush of water inundated his entire head. Caramba! The shock calmed him down, and he remembered that the Cable Network was scheduled to rebroadcast the hearings in full that evening. A happy man, he called the plumber and went out and bought a new television set.


  So, since that morning, whenever his own furies or the state of the world disturbed him—the world he knew—he lowered his head in a kitchen sink and let the cold water pour over his head. He had done so this morning. This goddamned, fucked-up morning!


  DeSole! Killed in an accident on a deserted country road in Maryland at 4:30 that morning. What the hell was Steven DeSole, a man whose driver’s license clearly stated that he was afflicted with night blindness, doing on a backcountry road outside Annapolis at 4:30 in the morning? And then Charlie Casset, a very angry Casset, calling him at six o’clock, yelling his usually cool head off, telling Alex he was going to put the commander of NATO on the goddamned spit and demand an explanation for the buried fax connection between the general and the dead chief of clandestine reports, who was not a victim of an accident but of murder! Furthermore, one retired field officer named Conklin had better damned well come clean with everything he knew about DeSole and Brussels and related matters, or all bets were off where said retired field agent and his elusive friend Jason Bourne were concerned. Noon at the latest! And then, Ivan Jax! The brilliant black doctor from Jamaica phoned, telling him he wanted to put Norman Swayne’s body back where he had found it because he did not want to be loused up by another Agency fiasco. But it was not Agency, cried Conklin to himself, unable to explain to Ivan Jax the real reason he had asked for his help. Medusa. And Jax could not simply drive the corpse back to Manassas because the police, on federal orders—the orders of one retired field agent using appropriated codes he was not entitled to use—had sealed off General Norman Swayne’s estate without explanation.


  “What do I do with the body?” Jax had yelled.


  “Keep it cold for a while, Cactus would want it that way.”


  “Cactus? I’ve been with him at the hospital all night. He’s going to be okay, but he doesn’t know what the hell is going on any more than I do!”


  “We in the clandestine services can’t always explain things,” Alex said, wincing as he spoke the ridiculous words. “I’ll call you back.”


  So he had gone into the kitchen and put his head under a spray of cold water. What else could go wrong? And naturally the telephone rang.


  “Dunkin’ Donuts,” said Conklin, the phone to his ear.


  “Get me out of here,” said Jason Bourne, not a trace of David Webb in his voice. “To Paris!”


  “What happened?”


  “He got away, that’s what happened, and I have to get to Paris under a cover, no immigration, no customs. He’s got them all wired and I can’t give him the chance to track me.… Alex, are you listening to me?”


  “DeSole was killed last night, killed in an accident that was no accident at four o’clock in the morning. Medusa’s closing in.”


  “I don’t give a damn about Medusa! For me it’s history; we made a wrong turn. I want the Jackal and I’ve got a place to start. I can find him, take him!”


  “Leaving me with Medusa…”


  “You said you wanted to go higher—you said you’d only give me forty-eight hours until you did. Shove the clock ahead. The forty-eight hours are over, so go higher, just get me out of here and over to Paris.”


  “They’ll want to talk to you.”


  “Who?”


  “Peter Holland, Casset, whoever else they bring in…the attorney general, Christ, the President himself.”


  “About what?”


  “You spoke at length with Armbruster, with Swayne’s wife and that sergeant, Flannagan. I didn’t. I just used a few code words that triggered responses from Armbruster and Ambassador Atkinson in London, nothing substantive. You’ve got the fuller picture firsthand. I’m too deniable. They’ll have to talk to you.”


  “And put the Jackal on a back burner?”


  “Just for a day, two at the most.”


  “Goddamn it, no. Because it doesn’t work that way and you know it! Once I’m back there I’m their only material witness, shunted from one closed interrogation to another; and if I refuse to cooperate, I’m in custody. No way, Alex. I’ve got only one priority and he’s in Paris!”


  “Listen to me,” said Conklin. “There are some things I can control, others I can’t. We needed Charlie Casset and he helped us, but he’s not someone you can con, nor would I want to. He knows DeSole’s death was no accident—a man with night blindness doesn’t take a five-hour drive at four o’clock in the morning—and he also knows that we know a lot more about DeSole and Brussels than we’re telling him. If we want the Agency’s help, and we need it for things like getting you on a military or a diplomatic flight into France, and God knows what else when you’re there, I can’t ignore Casset. He’ll step on us and by his lights, he should.”


  Bourne was silent; only his breathing was heard. “All right,” he said. “I see where we’re at. You tell Casset that if he gives us whatever we ask for now, we’ll give him—no, I’ll give him; keep yourself cleaner than me—enough information for the Department of Justice to go after some of the biggest fish in the government, assuming Justice isn’t part of Snake Lady.… You might add that’ll include the location of a cemetery that might prove enlightening.”


  It was Conklin’s turn to be silent for a moment. “He may want more than that, considering your current pursuits.”


  “Oh…? Oh, I see. In case I lose. Okay, add that when I get to Paris I’ll hire a stenographer and dictate everything I know, everything I’ve learned, and send it to you. I’ll trust Saint Alex to carry it from there. Maybe a page or two at a time to keep them cooperative.”


  “I’ll handle that part.… Now Paris, or close by. From what I recall, Montserrat’s near Dominica and Martinique, isn’t it?”


  “Less than an hour to each, and Johnny knows every pilot on the big island.”


  “Martinique’s French, we’ll go with that. I know people in the Deuxième Bureau. Get down there and call me from the airport terminal. I’ll have made the arrangements by then.”


  “Will do.… There’s a last item, Alex. Marie. She and the children will be back here this afternoon. Call her and tell her I’m covered with all the firepower in Paris.”


  “You lying son of a bitch—”


  “Do it!”


  “Of course I will. On that score and not lying, if I live through the day, I’m having dinner with Mo Panov at his place tonight. He’s a terrible cook, but he thinks he’s the Jewish Julia Child. I’d like to bring him up to date; he’ll go crazy if I don’t.”


  “Sure. Without him we’d both be in padded cells chewing rawhide.”


  “Talk to you later. Good luck.”


  The next day at 10:25 in the morning, Washington time, Dr. Morris Panov, accompanied by his guard, walked out of Walter Reed Hospital after a psychiatric session with a retired army lieutenant suffering from the aftereffects of a training exercise in Georgia that took the lives of twenty-odd recruits under his command eight weeks before. There was not much Mo could do; the man was guilty of competitive overachievement, military style, and had to live with his guilt. The fact that he was a financially privileged black and a graduate of West Point did not help. Most of the twenty dead recruits were also black and they had been underprivileged.


  Panov, muddling over the available options with his patient, looked at his guard, suddenly startled. “You’re a new man, aren’t you? I mean, I thought I knew all of you.”


  “Yes, sir. We’re often reassigned on short notice, keeps all of us on our toes.”


  “Habit-oriented anticipation—it can lull anybody.” The psychiatrist continued across the pavement to where his armor-plated car was usually waiting for him. It was a different vehicle. “This isn’t my car,” he said, bewildered.


  “Get in,” ordered his guard, politely opening the door.


  “What?” A pair of hands from inside the car grabbed him and a uniformed man pulled him into the backseat as the guard followed, sandwiching Panov between them. The two men held the psychiatrist as the one who had been inside yanked Mo’s seersucker jacket off his shoulder and shoved up the short sleeve of his summer shirt. He plunged a hypodermic needle into Panov’s arm.


  “Good night, Doctor,” said the soldier with the insignia of the Medical Corps on the lapels of his uniform. “Call New York,” he added.


  



  CHAPTER NINETEEN


  The Air France 747 from Martinique circled Orly Airport in the early evening haze over Paris; it was five hours and twenty-two minutes behind schedule because of the severe weather patterns in the Caribbean. As the pilot entered his final approach the flight officer acknowledged their clearance to the tower, then switched to his prescribed sterile frequency and sent a last message in French to an off-limits communications room.


  “Deuxième, special cargo. Please instruct your interested party to go to his designated holding area. Thank you. Out.”


  “Instructions received and relayed” was the terse reply. “Out.”


  The special cargo in question sat in the left rear bulkhead seat in the first-class section of the aircraft; the seat beside him was unoccupied, on orders of the Deuxième Bureau in cooperation with Washington. Impatient, annoyed and unable to sleep because of the constricting bandage around his neck, Bourne, close to exhaustion, reflected on the events of the past nineteen hours. To put it mildly, they had not gone as smoothly as Conklin had anticipated. The Deuxième had balked for over six hours as phone calls went back and forth feverishly between Washington, Paris and, finally, Vienna, Virginia. The stumbling block, and it was more of a hard rock, was the CIA’s inability to spell out the covert operation in terms of one Jason Bourne, for only Alexander Conklin could release the name and he refused to do so, knowing that the Jackal’s penetrations in Paris extended to just about everywhere but the kitchens of the Tour d’Argent. Finally, in desperation and realizing it was lunchtime in Paris, Alex placed ordinary, unsafe overseas telephone calls to several cafés on the Rive Gauche, finding an old Deuxième acquaintance at one on the rue de Vaugirard.


  “Do you remember the tinamou and an American somewhat younger than he is now who made things a little simpler for you?”


  “Ah, the tinamou, the bird with hidden wings and ferocious legs! They were such better days, younger days. And if the somewhat older American was at the time given the status of a saint, I shall never forget him.”


  “Don’t now, I need you.”


  “It is you, Alexander?”


  “It is and I’ve got a problem with D. Bureau.”


  “It is solved.”


  And it was, but the weather was insoluble. The storm that had battered the central Leeward Islands two nights before was only a prelude to the torrential rain and winds that swept up from the Grenadines, with another storm behind it. The islands were entering the hurricane season, so the weather was not astonishing, it was merely a delaying factor. Finally, when clearance for takeoff was around the chronological corner, it was discovered that there was a malfunction in the far starboard engine; no one argued while the problem was traced, found and repaired. The elapsed time, however, was an additional three hours.


  Except for the churning of his mind, the flight itself was uneventful for Jason; only his guilt interfered with his thoughts of what was before him—Paris, Argenteuil, a café with the provocative name of Le Coeur du Soldat, The Soldier’s Heart. The guilt was most painful on the short flight from Montserrat to Martinique when they passed over Guadeloupe and the island of Basse-Terre. He knew that only a few thousand feet below were Marie and his children, preparing to fly back to Tranquility Isle, to the husband and father who would not be there. His infant daughter, Alison, would, of course, know nothing, but Jamie would; his wide eyes would grow larger and cloud over as words tumbled out about fishing and swimming … and Marie—Christ, I can’t think about her! It hurts too much!


  She’d think he had betrayed her, run away to seek a violent confrontation with an enemy from long ago in another far-off life that was no longer their life. She would think like old Fontaine, who had tried to persuade him to take his family thousands of miles away from where the Jackal prowled, but neither of them understood. The aging Carlos might die, but on his deathbed he would leave a legacy, a bequest that would hinge on the mandatory death of Jason Bourne—David Webb and his family. I’m right, Marie! Try to understand me. I have to find him, I have to kill him! We can’t live in our personal prison for the rest of our lives!


  “Monsieur Simon?” said the stoutish well-tailored Frenchman, an older man with a close-cropped white chin beard, pronouncing the name Seemohn.


  “That’s right,” replied Bourne, shaking the hand extended to him in a narrow deserted hallway somewhere in Orly Airport.


  “I am Bernardine, François Bernardine, an old colleague of our mutual friend, Alexander the Saint.”


  “Alex mentioned you,” said Jason, smiling tentatively. “Not by name, of course, but he told me you might bring up his sainthood. It was how I’d know you were—his colleague.”


  “How is he? We hear stories, of course.” Bernardine shrugged. “Banal gossip, by and large. Wounded in the futile Vietnam, alcohol, dismissed, disgraced, brought back a hero of the Agency, so many contradictory things.”


  “Most of them true; he’s not afraid to admit that. He’s a cripple now, and he doesn’t drink, and he was a hero. I know.”


  “I see. Again stories, rumors, who can believe what? Flights of fancy out of Beijing, Hong Kong—some concerning a man named Jason Bourne.”


  “I’ve heard them.”


  “Yes, of course.… But now Paris. Our saint said you would need lodgings, clothes purchased en scène, as it were, French to the core.”


  “A small but varied closet,” agreed Jason. “I know where to go, what to buy, and I have sufficient money.”


  “Then we are concerned with lodgings. A hotel of your choice? La Trémoille? George Cinq? Plaza-Athénée?”


  “Smaller, much smaller and far less expensive.”


  “Money is a problem, then?”


  “Not at all. Only appearances. I’ll tell you what, I know Montmartre. I’ll find a place myself. What I will need is a car—registered under another name, preferably a name that’s a dead end.”


  “Which means a dead man. It’s been arranged; it is in the underground garage on the Capucines, near the Place Vendôme.” Bernardine reached into his pocket, pulled out a set of keys, and handed them to Jason. “An older Peugeot in Section E. There are thousands like them in Paris and the license number is on the tab.”


  “Alex told you I’m traveling deep?”


  “He didn’t really have to. I believe our saint scoured the cemeteries for useful names when he worked here.”


  “I probably learned it from him.”


  “We all learned things from that extraordinary mind, the finest in our profession, yet so self-effacing, so … je ne sais quoi … so ‘why not try it,’ yes?”


  “Yes, why not try it.”


  “I must tell you, though,” said Bernardine, laughing. “He once chose a name, admittedly from a tombstone, that drove the Sûreté fou—crazy! It was the alias of an ax murderer the authorities had been hunting for months!”


  “That is funny,” agreed Bourne, chuckling.


  “Yes, very. He told me later that he found it in Rambouillet—in a cemetery on the outskirts of Rambouillet.”


  Rambouillet! The cemetery where Alex had tried to kill him thirteen years ago. All traces of a smile left Jason’s lips as he stared at Alex’s friend from the Deuxième Bureau. “You know who I am, don’t you?” he asked softly.


  “Yes,” answered Bernardine. “It was not so difficult to piece together, not with the rumors and the gossip out of the Far East. After all, it was here in Paris where you made your mark on Europe, Mr. Bourne.”


  “Does anyone else know?”


  “Mon Dieu, non! Nor will they. I must explain, I owe my life to Alexander Conklin, our modest saint of les opérations noires—the black assignments in your language.”


  “That’s not necessary, I speak French fluently … or didn’t Alex tell you that?”


  “Oh, my God, you doubt me,” said the Deuxième man, his gray eyebrows arched. “Take into account, young man—younger man—that I am in my seventieth year, and if I have lapses of language and try to correct them, it is because I mean to be kind, not subreptice.”


  “D’accord. Je regrette. I mean that.”


  “Bien. Alex is several years younger than I am, but I wonder how he’s handling it. The age, that is.”


  “Same as you. Badly.”


  “There was an English poet—a Welsh poet, to be exact—who wrote, ‘Do not go gently into that good night.’ Do you remember it?”


  “Yes. His name was Dylan Thomas and he died in his mid-thirties. He was saying fight like a son of a bitch. Don’t give in.”


  “I mean to do that.” Bernardine again reached into a pocket and pulled out a card. “Here is my office—merely consultant status, you understand—and on the back I’ve written down my home phone; it is a special telephone, actually unique. Call me; whatever you need will be provided. Remember, I am the only friend you have in Paris. No one else knows you are here.”


  “May I ask you a question?”


  “Mais certainement.”


  “How can you do the things you’re doing for me when for all intents and purposes you’ve been put out to pasture?”


  “Ah,” exclaimed the consultant to the Deuxième Bureau. “The younger man grows older! Like Alex, I carry my credentials in my head. I know the secrets. How is it otherwise?”


  “You could be taken out, neutralized—have an accident.”


  “Stupide, young man! What is in both our heads we say is written down, locked away, to be revealed should such unnatural acts occur.… Of course, it’s all nonsense, for what do we really know that could not be denied, labeled as the ramblings of old men, but they do not know that. Fear, monsieur. It is the most potent weapon in our profession. Second, of course, is embarrassment, but that is usually reserved for the Soviet KGB and your Federal Bureau of Investigation, both of which fear embarrassment more than their nations’ enemies.”


  “You and Conklin come from the same street, don’t you?”


  “But of course. To the best of my knowledge, neither of us has a wife or a family, only sporadic lovers to fill our beds, and loud, annoying nephews and nieces to fill our flats on certain holidays; no really close friends except now and then an enemy we respect, who, for all we know and in spite of our truce, might shoot us or poison us with a drink. We must live alone, you see, for we are the professionals—we have nothing to do with the normal world; we merely use it as a couverture—as we slink around in dark alleys, paying or compromising people for secrets that mean nothing where summit conferences are concerned.”


  “Then why do you do it? Why not walk away if it’s so useless?”


  “It’s in the blood rushing through our veins. We’ve been trained. Beat the enemy in the deadly game—he takes you or you take him, and it is better that you take him.”


  “That’s dumb.”


  “But of course. It’s all dumb. So why does Jason Bourne go after the Jackal here in Paris? Why doesn’t he walk away and say Enough. Complete protection is yours for the asking.”


  “So’s prison. Can you get me out of here and into the city? I’ll find a hotel and be in touch with you.”


  “Before you are in touch with me, reach Alex.”


  “What?”


  “Alex wants you to call him. Something happened.”


  “Where’s a phone?”


  “Not now. Two o’clock, Washington time; you have well over an hour. He won’t be back before then.”


  “Did he say what it was?”


  “I think he’s trying to find out. He was very upset.”


  The room at the Pont-Royal on the rue Montalembert was small and in a secluded corner of the hotel, reached by taking the slow, noisy brass elevator to the top floor and walking down two narrow intersecting hallways, all of which was satisfactory to Bourne. It reminded him of a mountain cave, remote and secure.


  To chew up the minutes before calling Alex, he walked along the nearby boulevard Saint-Germain, making necessary purchases. Various toiletries joined several articles of clothing; casual denims called for summer shirts and a lightweight safari jacket; dark socks required tennis shoes, to be scuffed and soiled. Whatever he could supply himself now would save time later. Fortunately, there was no need to press old Bernardine for a weapon. During the drive into Paris from Orly, the Frenchman had opened the glove compartment of his car in silence, withdrawn a taped brown box and handed it to Jason. Inside was an automatic with two boxes of shells. Underneath, neatly layered, were thirty thousand francs, in varying denominations, roughly five thousand dollars, American.


  “Tomorrow I will arrange a method for you to obtain funds whenever necessary. Within limits, of course.”


  “No limits,” Bourne had contradicted. “I’ll have Conklin wire you a hundred thousand, and then another hundred after that, if it’s necessary. You just tell him where.”


  “Of contingency funds?”


  “No. Mine. Thanks for the gun.”


  With both his hands holding the looped strings of shopping bags, he headed back to Montalembert and the hotel. In a few minutes it would be two in the afternoon in Washington, eight at night in Paris. As he walked rapidly down the street he tried not to think about Alex’s news—an impossible demand on himself. If anything had happened to Marie and the children, he’d go out of his mind! Yet what could have happened? They were back on Tranquility by now, and there was no safer place for them. There was not! He was sure of that. As he entered the old elevator and lowered the bags in his right hand so as to push the number of his floor and remove the hotel key from his pocket, there was a stinging sensation in his neck; he gasped—he had moved too fast, stretched the gut of a suture perhaps. He felt no warm trickle of blood; it was merely a warning this time. He rushed down the two narrow corridors to his room, unlocked the door, threw the shopping bags on the bed, and rapidly took the three necessary steps to the desk and the telephone. Conklin was true to his word; the phone in Vienna, Virginia, was picked up on the first ring.


  “Alex, it’s me. What happened? Marie …?”


  “No,” interrupted Conklin curtly. “I spoke to her around noon. She and the kids are back at the inn and she’s ready to kill me. She doesn’t believe a word I told her and I’m going to erase the tape. I haven’t heard that kind of language since the Mekong Delta.”


  “She’s upset—”


  “So am I,” broke in Alex, not bothering to make light of Bourne’s understatement. “Mo’s disappeared.”


  “What?”


  “You heard me. Panov’s gone, vanished.”


  “My God, how? He was guarded every minute!”


  “We’re trying to piece it together; that’s where I was, over at the hospital.”


  “Hospital?”


  “Walter Reed. He was in a psych session with a military this morning, and when it was over he never came out to his detail. They waited twenty minutes or so, then went in to find him and his escort because he was on a tight schedule. They were told he left.”


  “That’s crazy!”


  “It gets crazier and scarier. The head floor nurse said an army doctor, a surgeon, came to the desk, showed his ID, and instructed her to tell Dr. Panov that there was a change of routing for him, that he was to use the east-wing exit because of an expected protest march at the main entrance. The east wing has a different hallway to the psych area than the one to the main lobby, yet the army surgeon used the main doors.”


  “Come again?”


  “He walked right past our escort in the hallway.”


  “And obviously out the same way and around to the east-wing hall. Nothing on-scene unusual. A doctor with clearance in a restricted area, in and out, and while he’s in, he delivers false instructions.… But, Christ, Alex, who? Carlos was on his way back here, to Paris! Whatever he wanted in Washington he got. He found me, he found us. He didn’t need any more!”


  “DeSole,” said Conklin quietly. “DeSole knew about me and Mo Panov. I threatened the Agency with both of us, and DeSole was there in the conference room.”


  “I’m not with you. What are you telling me?”


  “DeSole, Brussels … Medusa.”


  “All right, I’m slow.”


  “It’s not he, David, it’s they. DeSole was taken out, our connection removed. It’s Medusa.”


  “To hell with them! They’re on my back burner!”


  “You’re not on theirs. You cracked their shell. They want you.”


  “I couldn’t care less. I told you yesterday, I’ve only got one priority and he’s in Paris, square one in Argenteuil.”


  “Then I haven’t been clear,” said Alex, his voice faint, the tone defeated. “Last night I had dinner with Mo. I told him everything. Tranquility, your flying to Paris, Bernardine … everything!”


  A former judge of the first circuit court, residing in Boston, Massachusetts, United States of America, stood among the small gathering of mourners on the flat surface of the highest hill on Tranquility Isle. The cemetery was the final resting place—in voce verbatim via amicus curiae, as he legally explained to the authorities on Montserrat. Brendan Patrick Pierre Prefontaine watched as the two splendid coffins provided by the generous owner of Tranquility Inn were lowered into the ground along with the absolutely incomprehensible blessings of the native priest, who no doubt usually had the neck of a dead chicken in his mouth while intoning his benediction in voodoo language. “Jean Pierre Fontaine” and his wife were at peace.


  Nevertheless, barbarism notwithstanding, Brendan, the quasi-alcoholic street lawyer of Harvard Square, had found a cause. A cause beyond his own survival, and that in itself was remarkable. Randolph Gates, Lord Randolph of Gates, Dandy Randy of the Courts of the Elite, was in reality a scumball, a conduit of death in the Caribbean. And the outlines of a scheme were forming in Prefontaine’s progressively clearer mind, clearer because, among other inhumane deprivations, he had suddenly decided to do without his four shots of vodka upon waking up in the morning. Gates had provided the essential information that led the would-be killers of the Webb family to Tranquility Isle. Why?… That was basically, even legally, irrelevant; the fact that he had supplied their whereabouts to known killers, with prior knowledge that they were killers, was not. That was accomplice to murder, multiple murder. Dandy Randy’s testicles were in a vise, and as the plates closed, he would—he had to—reveal information that would assist the Webbs, especially the glorious auburn-headed woman he wished to almighty God he had met fifty years ago.


  Prefontaine was flying back to Boston in the morning, but he had asked John St. Jacques if he might return one day. Perhaps not with a prepaid reservation.


  “Judge, my house is your house” was the reply.


  “I might even earn that courtesy.”


  Albert Armbruster, chairman of the Federal Trade Commission, got out of his limousine and stood on the pavement before the steep steps of his town house in Georgetown. “Check with the office in the morning,” he said to the chauffeur, holding the rear door. “As you know, I’m not a well man.”


  “Yes, sir.” The driver closed the door. “Would you like assistance, sir?”


  “Hell, no. Get out of here.”


  “Yes, sir.” The government chauffeur climbed into the front seat; the sudden roar of his engine was not meant as a courteous exit as he sped down the street.


  Armbruster climbed the stone staircase, his stomach and chest heaving with each step, cursing under his breath at the sight of his wife’s silhouette beyond the glass door of their Victorian entrance. “Shit-kicking yapper,” he said to himself as he neared the top, gripping the railing before facing his adversary of thirty years.


  A spit exploded out of the darkness from somewhere within the grounds of the property next door. Armbruster’s arms flew up, his wrists bent as if trying to locate the bodily chaos; it was too late. The chairman of the Federal Trade Commission tumbled back down the stone staircase, his thumping dead weight landing grotesquely on the pavement below.


  Bourne changed into the French denim trousers, slipped on a dark short-sleeved shirt and the cotton safari jacket, put his money, his weapon and all his IDs—authentic and false—into his pockets and left the Pont-Royal. Before doing so, however, he stuffed the bed with pillows, and hung his traveling clothes in clear view over the chair. He walked casually past the ornate front desk, and once outside on Montalembert ran to the nearest telephone kiosk. He inserted a coin and dialed Bernardine’s home.


  “It’s Simon,” he said.


  “I thought so,” replied the Frenchman. “I was hoping so. I’ve just heard from Alex and told him not to tell me where you were; one cannot reveal what one does not know. Still, if I were you, I’d go to another place, at least for the night. You may have been spotted at the airport.”


  “What about you?”


  “I intend to be a canard.”


  “A duck?”


  “The sitting variety. The Deuxième has my flat under watch. Perhaps I’ll have a visitor; it would be convenient, n’est-ce pas?”


  “You didn’t tell your office about—”


  “About you?” interrupted Bernardine. “How could I, monsieur, when I don’t know you? My protective Bureau believes I had a threatening call from an old adversary known to be a psychopath. Actually I removed him in the Maritimes years ago but I never closed the file—”


  “Should you be telling me this on your telephone?”


  “I thought I mentioned that it was a unique instrument.”


  “You did.”


  “Suffice it to say it cannot be tapped and still function.… You need rest, monsieur. You are no good to anyone, least of all yourself, without it. Find a bed, I cannot help you there.”


  “ ‘Rest is a weapon,’ ” said Jason, repeating a phrase he had come to believe was a vital truth, vital for survival in a world he loathed.


  “I beg your pardon?”


  “Nothing. I’ll find a bed and call you in the morning.”


  “Tomorrow then. Bonne chance, mon ami. For both of us.”


  


  



  



  He found a room at the Avenir, an inexpensive hotel on the rue Gay-Lussac. Registering under a false name, promptly forgotten, he climbed the stairs to his room, removed his clothes, and fell into the bed. “Rest is a weapon,” he said to himself, staring at the ceiling, at the flickering lights of the Paris streets as they traveled across the plaster. Whether rest came in a mountain cave or a rice paddy in the Mekong Delta, it did not matter; it was a weapon frequently more powerful than firepower. That was the lesson drummed into his head by d’Anjou, the man who had given his life in a Beijing forest so that Jason Bourne might live. Rest is a weapon, he considered, touching the bandage around his neck yet not really feeling it, its constricting presence fading as sleep came.


  He woke up slowly, cautiously, the noise of the traffic in the streets below pounding up to his window, the metallic horns like the erratic cawing of angry crows amid the irregular bursts of angry engines, full bore one moment, abrupt quiet the next. It was a normal morning in the narrow streets of Paris. Holding his neck rigid, Jason swung his legs to the floor from the inadequate bed and looked at his watch, startled at what he saw, wondering for an instant whether he had adjusted the watch for Paris time. Of course he had. It was 10:07 in the morning—Paris time. He had slept nearly eleven hours, a fact confirmed by the rumbling in his stomach. Exhaustion was now replaced by acute hunger.


  Food, however, would have to wait; there were things to take care of, and first on the list was to reach Bernardine, and then to learn the security status of the Pont-Royal hotel. He got to his feet, stiffly, unsteadily, numbness momentarily invading his legs and arms. He needed a hot shower, which was not to be had at the Avenir, then mild exercise to limber up his body, therapies unnecessary only a few years ago. He removed his wallet from his trousers, pulled out Bernardine’s card and returned to the bed to use the telephone beside it; he dialed.


  “Le canard had no visitors, I’m afraid,” said the Deuxième veteran. “Not even the hint of a hunter, which I presume is favorable news.”


  “It’s not until we find Panov—if we find him. The bastards!”


  “Yes, that must be faced. It’s the ugliest part of our work.”


  “Goddamn it, I can’t dismiss a man like Mo with ‘That must be faced’!”


  “I’m not asking you to. I’m only remarking upon the reality. Your feelings are meaningful to you, but they don’t change reality. I did not mean to offend you.”


  “And I didn’t mean to mouth off. Sorry. It’s just that he’s a very special person.”


  “I understand.… What are your plans? What do you need?”


  “I don’t know yet,” answered Bourne. “I’ll pick up the car in the Capucines and an hour or so later I’ll know more. Will you be home or at the Deuxième Bureau?”


  “Until I hear from you I will stay in my flat and near my very unique telephone. Under the circumstances I prefer that you do not call me at the office.”


  “That’s an astonishing statement.”


  “I don’t know everyone these days at the Deuxième, and at my age, caution is not merely the better part of valor, it’s frequently a substitute. Besides, to call off my protection so swiftly might generate rumors of senility.… Speak to you later, mon ami.”


  Jason replaced the phone, tempted to pick it up again and reach the Pont-Royal, but this was Paris, the city of discretion, where hotel clerks were loath to give information over the telephone, and would refuse to do so with guests they did not know. He dressed quickly, went down to pay his bill, and walked out onto the rue Gay-Lussac. There was a taxi stand at the corner; eight minutes later he walked into the lobby of the Pont-Royal and up to the concierge. “Je m’appelle Monsieur Simon,” he said to the man, giving his room number. “I ran into a friend last night,” he continued in flawless French, “and I stayed at her place. Would you know if anyone came around looking for me, perhaps asking for me.” Bourne removed several large franc notes, his eyes telling the man he would pay generously for confidentiality. “Or even describing someone like me,” he added softly.


  “Merci bien, monsieur.… I understand. I will check further with the night concierge, but I’m sure he would have left a note for my personal attention if someone had come here seeking you.”


  “Why are you so sure?”


  “Because he did leave such a note for me to speak with you. I’ve been calling your room since seven o’clock this morning when I came on duty.”


  “What did the note say?” asked Jason, his breathing on hold.


  “It’s what I’m to say to you. ‘Reach his friend across the Atlantic. The man has been phoning all night.’ I can attest to the accuracy of that, monsieur. The switchboard tells me that last call was less than thirty minutes ago.”


  “Thirty minutes ago?” said Jason, looking hard at the concierge and then at his watch. “It’s five A. M. over there … all night?”


  The hotel man nodded as Bourne started for the elevator.


  “Alex, for Christ’s sake, what is it? They told me you’ve been calling all—”


  “Are you at the hotel?” interrupted Conklin quickly.


  “Yes, I am.”


  “Get to a public phone in the street and call me back. Hurry.”


  Again the slow, cumbersome elevator; the faded ornate lobby now half filled with Parisians talking manically, many heading for the bar and their prenoon apéritifs; and again the hot bright summer street outside and the maddening congested traffic. Where was a telephone? He walked rapidly down the pavement toward the Seine—where was a phone? There! Across the converging rue du Bac, a red-domed booth with posters covering the sides.


  Dodging the onslaught of automobiles and small trucks, all with furious drivers, he raced to the other side of the street and down to the booth. He sped inside, deposited a coin, and after an agonizing few moments during which he explained that he was not calling Austria, the international operator accepted his AT&T credit number and put the call through to Vienna, Virginia.


  “Why the hell couldn’t I talk from the hotel?” asked Bourne angrily. “I called you last night from there!”


  “That was last night, not today.”


  “Any news about Mo?”


  “Nothing yet, but they may have made a mistake. We may have a line on the army doctor.”


  “Break him!”


  “With pleasure. I’ll take off my foot and smash his face with it until he begs to cooperate—if the line on him is rumb.”


  “That’s not why you’ve been calling me all night, though, is it?”


  “No. I was with Peter Holland for five hours yesterday. I went over to see him after we talked, and his reaction was exactly what I thought it would be, with a few generous broadsides in the bargain.”


  “Medusa?”


  “Yes. He insists you fly back immediately; you’re the only one with direct knowledge. It’s an order.”


  “Bullshit! He can’t insist I do anything, much less give me an order!”


  “He can cut you off, and I can’t do anything about it. If you need something in a hurry, he won’t deliver.”


  “Bernardine’s offered to help. ‘Whatever you need,’ those were his words.”


  “Bernardine’s limited. Like me, he can call in debts, but without access to the machine he’s too restricted.”


  “Did you tell Holland I’m writing down everything I know, every statement that was made to me, every answer to every question I asked?”


  “Are you?”


  “I will.”


  “He doesn’t buy it. He wants to question you; he says he can’t question pages of paper.”


  “I’m too close to the Jackal! I won’t do it. He’s an unreasonable son of a bitch!”


  “I think he wanted to be reasonable,” said Conklin. “He knows what you’re going through, what you’ve been through, but after seven o’clock last night he closed the doors.”


  “Why?”


  “Armbruster was shot to death outside his house. They’re calling it a Georgetown robbery, which, of course, it isn’t and wasn’t.”


  “Oh, Jesus!”


  “There are a couple of other things you ought to know. To begin with, we’re releasing Swayne’s ‘suicide.’ ”


  “For God’s sake, why?”


  “To let whoever killed him think he’s off the hook, and, more important, to see who shows up during the next week or so.”


  “At the funeral?”


  “No, that’s a ‘closed family affair,’ no guests, no formal ceremony.”


  “Then who’s going to show up where?


  “At the estate, in one form or another. We checked with Swayne’s attorney, very officially, of course, and he confirmed what Swayne’s wife told you about his leaving the whole place to a foundation.”


  “Which one?” asked Bourne.


  “One you’ve never heard of, funded privately a few years ago by wealthy close friends of the august ‘wealthy’ general. It’s as touching as can be. It goes under the title of the Soldiers, Sailors and Marines Retreat; the board of directors is already in place.”


  “Medusans.”


  “Or their surrogates. We’ll see.”


  “Alex, what about the names I gave you, the six or seven names Flannagan gave me? And that slew of license plate numbers from their meetings?”


  “Cute, real cute,” said Conklin enigmatically.


  “What’s cute?”


  “Take the names—they’re the dregs of the wing-ding social set, no relation to the Georgetown upper crust. They’re out of the National Enquirer, not The Washington Post.”


  “But the licenses, the meetings! That’s got to be the ball of wax.”


  “Even cuter,” observed Alex. “A ball of sheep dip.… Every one of those licenses is registered to a limousine company, read that companies. I don’t have to tell you how authentic the names would be even if we had the dates to trace them.”


  “There’s a cemetery out there!”


  “Where is it? How big, how small? There are twenty-eight acres—”


  “Start looking!”


  “And advertise what we know?”


  “You’re right; you’re playing it right.… Alex, tell Holland you couldn’t reach me.”


  “You’re joking.”


  “No, I mean it. I’ve got the concierge, I can cover. Give Holland the hotel and the name and tell him to call himself, or send over whoever he likes from the embassy to verify. The concierge will swear I checked in yesterday and he hasn’t seen me since. Even the switchboard will confirm it. Buy me a few days, please.”


  “Holland could still pull all the plugs and probably will.”


  “He won’t if he thinks I’ll come back when you find me. I just want him to keep looking for Mo and keep my name out of Paris. Good or bad, no Webb, no Simon, no Bourne!”


  “I’ll try.”


  “Was there anything else? I’ve got a lot to do.”


  “Yes. Casset is flying over to Brussels in the morning. He’s going to nail Teagarten—him we can’t allow and it won’t touch you.”


  “Agreed.”


  On a side street in Anderlecht, three miles south of Brussels, a military sedan bearing the flags of a four-star general officer pulled up to the curb in front of a sidewalk café. General James Teagarten, commander of NATO, his tunic emblazoned with five rows of ribbons, stepped gingerly out of the car into the bright early afternoon sunlight. He turned and offered his hand to a stunning WAC major, who smiled her thanks as she climbed out after him. Gallantly, with military authority, Teagarten released the woman’s hand and took her elbow; he escorted her across the wide pavement toward a cluster of umbrella-topped tables behind a row of flowering planter boxes that was the alfresco section of the café. They reached the entrance, a latticework archway profusely covered with baby roses, and walked inside. All the tables were occupied save one at the far end of the enclosed pavement; the hum of luncheon conversation was punctuated by the tinkling of wine bottles gently touching wineglasses and the delicate clatter of utensils lowered on china plates. The decibel level of the conversation was suddenly reduced, and the general, aware that his presence inevitably brought stares, amiable waves and not infrequently mild applause, smiled benignly at no one in particular and yet at everyone as he guided his lady to the deserted table where a small folded card read Réservé.


  The owner, with two waiters trailing behind him like anxious egrets, practically flew between the tables to greet his distinguished guest. When the commander was seated, a chilled bottle of Corton-Charlemagne was presented and the menu discussed. A young Belgian child, a boy of five or six, walked shyly up to the table and brought his hand to his forehead; he smiled and saluted the general. Teagarten rose to his feet, standing erect, and saluted the child back.


  “Vous êtes un soldat distingué, mon camarade,” said the general, his commanding voice ringing through the sidewalk café, his bright smile winning the crowd, who responded with appreciative applause. The child retreated and the meal continued.


  A leisurely hour later, Teagarten and his lady were interrupted by the general’s chauffeur, a middle-aged army sergeant whose expression conveyed his anxiety. The commander of NATO had received an urgent message over his vehicle’s secure phone, and the chauffeur had had the presence of mind to write it down and repeat it for accuracy. He handed Teagarten the note.


  The general stood up, his tanned face turning pale as he glanced around the now-half-empty sidewalk café, his eyes narrowed, angry, afraid. He reached into his pocket and pulled out a folded wad of Belgian franc notes, peeled off several large ones and dropped them on the table. “Come on,” he said to the woman major. “Let’s go.… You”—he turned to his driver—“get the car started!”


  “What is it?” asked his luncheon companion.


  “London. Over the wire. Armbruster and DeSole are dead.”


  “Oh, my God! How?”


  “It doesn’t matter. Whatever they say is a lie.”


  “What’s happening?”


  “I don’t know. I just know we’re getting out of here. Come on!”


  The general and his lady rushed through the latticework archway, across the wide pavement and into the military vehicle. On either side of the hood, something was missing. The middle-aged sergeant had removed the two red-and-gold flags denoting the impressive rank of his superior, the commander of NATO. The car shot forward, traveling less than fifty yards when it happened.


  A massive explosion blew the military vehicle into the sky, shards of glass and metal, pieces of flesh and streaks of blood filling the narrow street in Anderlecht.


  “Monsieur!” cried the petrified waiter as crews of police, firemen and sanitation workers went about their grisly business in the road.


  “What is it?” replied the distraught owner of the sidewalk café, still shaking from the harsh interrogation he had gone through by the police and the descending hordes of journalists. “I am ruined. We will be known as the Café de la Mort, the restaurant of death.”


  “Monsieur, look!” The waiter pointed at the table where the general and his lady had sat.


  “The police have gone over it,” said the disconsolate owner.


  “No, monsieur. Now!”


  Across the glass top of the table, the capital letters scrawled in glistening red lipstick, was a name.


  JASON BOURNE


  



  CHAPTER TWENTY


  Stunned, Marie stared at the television set, at the satellite news program beamed from Miami. Then she screamed as a camera moved in on a glass table in a town called Anderlecht in Belgium and the name printed in red across the top. “Johnny!”


  St. Jacques burst through the bedroom door of the suite he had built for himself on the second floor of Tranquility Inn. “Christ, what is it?”


  Tears streaming down her face, Marie pointed in horror at the set. The announcer on the overseas “feed” was speaking in the monotonic drone peculiar to such satellite transmissions.


  “… as if a bloodstained savage from the past had returned to terrorize civilized society. The infamous killer, Jason Bourne, second only to Carlos the Jackal in the assassin-for-hire market, has claimed responsibility for the explosion that took the lives of General James Teagarten and his companions. Conflicting reports have come from Washington and London intelligence circles and police authorities. Sources in Washington claim that the assassin known as Jason Bourne was hunted down and killed in Hong Kong five years ago in a joint British-American operation. However, spokesmen for both the Foreign Office and British intelligence deny any knowledge of such an operation and say that a joint effort as was described is highly unlikely. Still other sources, these from Interpol’s headquarters in Paris, have stated that their branch in Hong Kong knew of the supposed death of Jason Bourne, but as the widely circulated reports and photographs were so sketchy and unidentifiable, they did not give much credence to the story. They assumed, as was also reported, that Bourne disappeared into the People’s Republic of China for a last contract fatal to himself. All that’s clear today is that in the quaint city of Anderlecht in Belgium, General James Teagarten, commander of NATO, was assassinated and someone calling himself Jason Bourne has taken credit for killing this great and popular soldier.… We now show you an old composite photograph from Interpol’s files produced by a consensus of those who purportedly had seen Bourne at close range. Remember, this is a composite, the features put together separately from scores of other photographs and, considering the killer’s reputation for changing his appearance, probably not of great value.”


  The screen was suddenly filled with the face of a man, some-what irregular and lacking definition.


  “It’s not David!” said John St. Jacques.


  “It could be, Bro,” said his sister.


  “And now to other news. The drought that has plagued large areas of Ethiopia—”


  “Turn that goddamned thing off!” shouted Marie, lurching out of the chair and heading for the telephone as her brother switched off the set. “Where’s Conklin’s number? I wrote it down here on your desk somewhere.… Here it is, on the blotter. Saint Alex has a hell of a lot to explain, that son of a bitch!” She dialed angrily but accurately, sitting in St. Jacques’s chair, tapping her clenched fist as the tears continued to roll down her cheeks. Tears of sorrow and fury. “It’s me, you bastard!… You’ve killed him! You let him go—helped him to go—and you’ve killed him!”


  “I can’t talk to you now, Marie,” said a cold, controlled Alexander Conklin. “I’ve got Paris on the other line.”


  “Screw Paris! Where is he? Get him out!”


  “Believe me, we’re trying to find him. All fucking hell has broken out here. The British want Peter Holland’s ass for even hinting at a Far East connection, and the French are in an uproar over something they can’t figure out but suspect, like special Deuxième cargo on a plane from Martinique, which was originally rejected. I’ll call you back, I swear it!”


  The line was disconnected, and Marie slammed down the phone. “I’m flying to Paris, Johnny,” she said, breathing deeply and wiping the tears from her face.


  “You’re what?”


  “You heard me. Bring Mrs. Cooper over here. Jamie loves her and she’s better with Alison than I could ever be—and why not? She’s had seven children, all grown up who still come back to her every Sunday.”


  “You’re crazy! I won’t let you!”


  “Somehow,” said Marie, giving her brother a withering look, “I have an idea you probably said something like that to David when he told you he was going to Paris.”


  “Yes, I did!”


  “And you couldn’t stop him any more than you can stop me.”


  “But why?”


  “Because I know every place he knows in Paris, every street, every café, every alley, from Sacré-Coeur to Montmartre. He has to use them, and I’ll find him long before the Deuxième or the Sûreté.” The telephone rang; Marie picked it up.


  “I told you I’d call you right back,” said the voice of Alex Conklin. “Bernardine has an idea that might work.”


  “Who’s Bernardine?”


  “An old Deuxième colleague and a good friend who’s helping David.”


  “What’s his idea?”


  “He got Jason—David—a rental car. He knows the license-plate number and is having it radioed to all the Paris police patrols to report it if seen, but not to stop the car or harass the driver. Simply keep it in sight and report directly to him.”


  And you think David—Jason—won’t spot something like that? You’ve got a terrible memory, worse than my husband’s.”


  “It’s only one possibility, there are others.”


  “Such as?”


  “Well … well, he’s bound to call me. When he hears the news about Teagarten, he’s got to call me.”


  “Why?”


  “Like you say, to get him out!”


  “With Carlos in the offing? Fat chance, fathead. I’ve got a better idea. I’m flying to Paris.”


  “You can’t!”


  “I don’t want to hear that anymore, I won’t hear that anymore. Are you going to help me or do I do it by myself?”


  “I couldn’t get a postage stamp from a dispensing machine in France, and Holland couldn’t get the address of the Eiffel Tower.”


  “Then I’m on my own, which, frankly, under the circumstances, makes me feel a lot safer.”


  “What can you do, Marie?”


  “I won’t give you a litany, but I can go to all those places he and I went to, used when we were running. He’ll use them again, somehow, some way. He has to because in your crazy jargon they were ‘secure,’ and in his crazy frame of mind he’ll return to them because he knows they’re secure.”


  “God bless, favorite lady.”


  “He abandoned us, Alex. God doesn’t exist.”


  Prefontaine walked through the terminal at Boston’s Logan Airport to the crowded platform and raised his hand to hail a cab. But after looking around, he lowered his hand and stood in line; things had changed in thirty years. Everything, including airports, had become cafeterias; one stood in line for a plate of third-rate mulligan stew, as well as for a taxi.


  “The Ritz-Carlton,” said the judge to the driver.


  “You h’ain’d got no luggage?” asked the man. “Nudding but d’liddle bag?”


  “No, I do not,” replied Prefontaine and, unable to resist a follow-up added, “I keep wardrobes wherever I go.”


  “Tutti-fruitee,” said the driver, removing an outsized, wide-toothed comb from his hair as he swung out into the traffic.


  “You have a reservation, sir?” asked the tuxedoed clerk behind the counter at the Ritz.


  “I trust one of my law clerks made it for me. The name’s Scofield, Justice William Scofield of the Supreme Court. I’d hate to think that the Ritz had lost a reservation, especially these days when everyone’s screaming for consumer protection.”


  “Justice Scofield …? I’m sure it’s here somewhere, sir.”


  “I specifically requested Suite Three-C, I’m sure it’s in your computer.”


  “Three-C … it’s booked—”


  “What?”


  “No, no, I’m wrong, Mr. Justice. They haven’t arrived … I mean it’s an error … they’re in another suite.” The clerk pounded his bell with ferocity. “Bellboy, bellboy!”


  “No need for that, young fella, I travel light. Just give me the key and point me in the right direction.”


  “Yes, sir!”


  “I trust you’ve got a few bottles of decent whisky up there, as usual?”


  “If they’re not, they will be, Mr. Justice. Any particular brands?”


  “Good rye, good bourbon and good brandy. The white stuff is for sissies, right?”


  “Right, sir. Right away, sir!”


  Twenty minutes later, his face washed and a drink in his hand, Prefontaine picked up the phone and dialed Dr. Randolph Gates.


  “The Gates residence,” said the woman on the line.


  “Oh, come on, Edie, I’d know your voice under water and it’s been almost thirty years.”


  “I know yours, too, but I simply can’t place it.”


  “Try a rough adjunct professor at the law school who kept beating the hell out of your husband, which made no impression upon him and he was probably right because I ended up in jail. The first of the local judges to be put away, and rightfully so.”


  “Brendan? Dear God, it’s you! I never believed all those things they said about you.”


  “Believe, my sweet, they were true. But right now I have to speak to the lord of the Gates. Is he there?”


  “I suppose he is, I don’t really know. He doesn’t speak to me very much anymore.”


  “Things are not well, my dear?”


  “I’d love to talk to you, Brendan. He’s got a problem, a problem I never knew about.”


  “I suspect he has, Edie, and of course we’ll talk. But at the moment I have to speak with him. Right now.”


  “I’ll call him on the intercom.”


  “Don’t tell him it’s me, Edith. Tell him it’s a man named Blackburne from the island of Montserrat in the Caribbean.”


  “What?”


  “Do as I say, dear Edie. It’s for his sake as well as yours—perhaps more for you, if truth were told.”


  “He’s sick, Brendan.”


  “Yes, he is. Let’s try to make him well. Get him on the line for me.”


  “I’ll put you on hold.”


  The silence was interminable, the two minutes more like two hours until the graveled voice of Randolph Gates exploded on the line. “Who are you?” whispered the celebrated attorney.


  “Relax, Randy, it’s Brendan. Edith didn’t recognize my voice, but I sure remembered hers. You’re one lucky fellow.”


  “What do you want? What’s this about Montserrat?”


  “Well, I just came back from there—”


  “You what?”


  “I decided I needed a vacation.”


  “You didn’t …!” Gates’s whisper was now essentially a cry of panic.


  “Oh, but I did, and because I did your whole life is going to change. You see, I ran into the woman and her two children that you were so interested in, remember them? It’s quite a story and I want to tell it to you in all its fascinating detail.… You set them up to be killed, Dandy Randy, and that’s a no-no. A dreadful no-no.”


  “I don’t know what you’re talking about! I’ve never heard of Montserrat or any woman with two children. You’re a desperate sniveling drunk and I’ll deny your insane allegations as the alcoholic fantasies of a convicted felon!”


  “Well done, Counselor. But denying any allegations made by me isn’t the core of your dilemma. No, that’s in Paris.”


  “Paris …?”


  “A certain man in Paris, someone I didn’t realize was a living person, but I learned otherwise. It’s somewhat murky how it came about, but a strange thing happened in Montserrat. I was mistaken for you.”


  “You were … what?” Gates was barely audible, his thin voice tremulous.


  “Yes. Odd, isn’t it? I imagine that when this man in Paris tried to reach you here in Boston, someone told him your imperial presence was out or away and that’s how the mix-up began. Two brilliant legal minds, both with an elusive connection to a woman and her two children, and Paris thought I was you.”


  “What happened?”


  “Calm down, Randy. At the moment he probably thinks you’re dead.”


  “What?”


  “He tried to have me killed—you killed. For transgression.”


  “Oh, my God!”


  “And when he finds out you’re very much alive and eating well in Boston, he won’t permit a second attempt to fail.”


  “Jesus Christ …!”


  “There may be a way out, Dandy Boy, which is why you must come and see me. Incidentally, I’m in the same suite at the Ritz that you were in when I came to see you. Three-C; just take the elevator. Be here in thirty minutes, and remember, I have little patience with clients who abuse schedules, for I’m a very busy man. By the way, my fee is twenty thousand dollars an hour or any part thereof, so bring money, Randy. Lots of it. In cash.”


  



  He was ready, thought Bourne, studying himself in the mirror, satisfied with what he saw. He had spent the last three hours getting ready for his drive to Argenteuil, to a restaurant named Le Coeur du Soldat, the message center for a “blackbird,” for Carlos the Jackal. The Chameleon had dressed for the environment he was about to enter; the clothes were simple, the body and the face less so. The first required a trip to the secondhand stores and pawn shops in Montmartre, where he found faded trousers and a surplus French army shirt, and an equally faded small combat ribbon that denoted a wounded veteran. The second, somewhat more complex, demanded hair coloring, a day’s growth of beard, and another constricting bandage, this bound around his right knee so tight he could not forget the limp he had quickly perfected. His hair and eyebrows were now a dull red—dirty, unkempt red, which fit his new surroundings, a cheap hotel in Montparnasse whose front desk wanted as little contact as possible with its clientele.


  His neck was more an irritant now than an impediment; either he was adjusting to the stiff, restricted movement or the healing process was doing its mysterious work. And that restricted movement was not a liability where his current appearance was concerned; in truth, it was an asset. An embittered wounded veteran, a discarded son of France, would be hard pressed to forget his dual immobility. Jason shoved Bernardine’s automatic into his trousers pocket, checked his money, his car keys, and his scabbarded hunting knife, the latter purchased at a sporting goods store and strapped inside his shirt, and limped to the door of the small, filthy, depressing room. Next stop, the Capucines and a nondescript Peugeot in an underground garage. He was ready.


  Out on the street, he knew he had to walk a number of blocks before he found a taxi station; cabs were not the fashion in this section of Montparnasse.… Neither was the commotion around a newspaper kiosk at the second corner. People were shouting, many waving their arms, clutching papers in their fists, anger and consternation in their voices. Instinctively, he quickened his pace, reached the stand, threw down his coins and grabbed a newspaper.


  The breath went out of him as he tried to suppress the shock waves that swept through him. Teagarten killed! The assassin, Jason Bourne! Jason Bourne! Madness, insanity! What had happened? Was it a resurrection of Hong Kong and Macao? Was he losing what was left of his mind? Was he in some nightmare so real he had entered its dimensions, the horror of demented sleep, the fantasy of conjured, improvised terror turned into reality? He broke away from the crowd, reeled across the pavement, and leaned against the stone wall of a building, gasping for air, his neck now in pain, trying desperately to find a reasonable train of thought. Alex! A telephone!


  “What happened?” he screamed into the mouthpiece to Vienna, Virginia.


  “Come down and stay cold,” said Conklin in a low monotone. “Listen to me. I want to know exactly where you are. Bernardine will pick you up and get you out. He’ll make the arrangements and put you on the Concorde to New York.”


  “Wait a minute—wait a minute!… The Jackal did this, didn’t he?”


  “From what we’re told, it was a contract from a crazy jihad faction out of Beirut. They’re claiming it was their kill. The actual executioner is unimportant. That may be true and it may not. At first I didn’t buy it, not after DeSole and Armbruster, but the numbers add up. Teagarten was forever sounding off about sending NATO forces into Lebanon and leveling every suspected Palestinian enclave. He’s been threatened before; it’s just that the Medusa connection is too damned coincidental for me. But to answer your question, of course it was the Jackal.”


  “So he laid it on me, Carlos laid it on me!”


  “He’s an ingenious fucker, I’ll say that for him. You come after him and he uses a contract that freezes you in Paris.”


  “Then we turn it around!”


  “What the hell are you talking about? You get out!”


  “No way. While he thinks I’m running, hiding, evading—I’m walking right into his nest.”


  “You’re nuts! You get out while we can still get you out!”


  “No, I stay in. Number one, he figures I have to in order to reach him, but, as you say, he’s locked me in ice. He thinks that after all these years I’ll panic in my fashion and make stupid moves—God knows I made enough on Tranquility—but so stupid here that his army of old men will find me by looking in the right places and knowing what to look for. Christ, he’s good! Shake the bastard up so he’ll make a mistake. I know him, Alex. I know the way he thinks and I’ll outthink him. I’ll stay on course, no prolonged safe cave for me.”


  “Cave? What cave?”


  “A figure of speech, forget it. I was in place before the news of Teagarten. I’m okay.”


  “You’re not okay, you’re a fruitcake! Get out!”


  “Sorry, Saint Alex, this is exactly where I want to be. I’m going after the Jackal.”


  “Well, maybe I can move you off that place you’re clinging to. I spoke to Marie a couple of hours ago. Guess what, you aging Neanderthal? She’s flying to Paris. To find you.”


  “She can’t!”


  “That’s what I said, but she wasn’t in a listening mode. She said she knew all the places you and she used when you were running from us thirteen years ago. That you’d use them again.”


  “I have. Several. But she mustn’t!”


  “Tell her, not me.”


  “What’s the Tranquility number? I’ve been afraid to call her—to be honest, I’ve tried like hell to put her and the kids out of my mind.”


  “That’s the most reasonable statement you’ve made. Here it is.” Conklin recited the 809 area code number, and the instant he had done so, Bourne slammed down the phone.


  Frantically, Jason went through the agonizing process of relaying destination and credit card numbers, accompanied by the beeps and stutters of an overseas call to the Caribbean, and, finally, after subduing some idiot at the front desk of Tranquility Inn, got through to his brother-in-law.


  “Get Marie for me!” he ordered.


  “David?”


  “Yes … David. Get Marie.”


  “I can’t. She’s gone. She left an hour ago.”


  “Where to?”


  “She wouldn’t tell me. She chartered a plane out of Blackburne, but she wouldn’t tell me what international island she was going to. There’s only Antigua or Martinique around here, but she could have flown to Sint Maarten or Puerto Rico. She’s on her way to Paris.”


  “Couldn’t you have stopped her?”


  “Christ, I tried, David. Goddamn it, I tried!”


  “Did you ever think about locking her up?”


  “Marie?”


  “I see what you mean.… She can’t get here until tomorrow morning at the earliest.”


  “Have you heard the news?” cried St. Jacques. “General Teagarten was killed and they say it was Jason—”


  “Oh, shut up,” said Bourne, replacing the phone and leaving the booth, walking down the street to collect what thoughts he could generate.


  Peter Holland, director of the Central Intelligence Agency, rose to his feet behind his desk and roared at the crippled man seated in front of him. “Do nothing? Have you lost your fucking senses?”


  “Did you lose yours when you issued that statement about a joint British-American operation in Hong Kong?”


  “It was the goddamned truth!”


  “There are truths, and then again there are other truths, such as denying the truth when it doesn’t serve the service.”


  “Shit! Fairy politicians!”


  “I’d hardly say that, Genghis Khan. I’ve heard of such men going to the wall, accepting execution rather than betraying the current truth they had to live by.… You’re off base, Peter.”


  Exasperated, Holland sank back into his chair. “Maybe I really don’t belong here.”


  “Maybe you don’t, but give yourself a little more time. Maybe you’ll become as dirty as the rest of us; it could happen, you know.”


  The director leaned back, arching his head over the chair; he spoke in a broken cadence. “I was dirtier than any of you in the field, Alex. I still wake up at night seeing the faces of young men staring at me as I ripped a knife up their chests, taking their lives away, somehow knowing that they had no idea why they were there.”


  “It was either you or them. They would have put a bullet in your head if they could have.”


  “Yes, I suppose so.” The DCI shot forward, his eyes locked with Conklin’s. “But that’s not what we’re talking about, is it?”


  “You might say it’s a variation on the theme.”


  “Cut the horseshit.”


  “It’s a musician’s term. I like music.”


  “Then get to the main symphonic line, Alex. I like music, too.”


  “All right. Bourne’s disappeared. He told me that he thinks he’s found a cave—his word, not mine—where he’s convinced he can track the Jackal. He didn’t say where it is, and God knows when he’ll call me again.”


  “I sent our man at the embassy over to the Pont-Royal, asking for Simon. What they told you is true. Simon checked in, went out, and never came back. Where is he?”


  “Staying out of sight. Bernardine had an idea, but it blew up in his face. He thought he could quietly close in on Bourne by circulating the license number of the rental car, but it wasn’t picked up at the garage and we both agree it won’t be. He doesn’t trust anybody now, not even me, and considering his history, he has every right not to.”


  Holland’s eyes were cold and angry. “You’re not lying to me, are you, Conklin?”


  “Why would I lie at a time like this, about a friend like this?”


  “That’s not an answer, it’s a question.”


  “Then no, I’m not lying. I don’t know where he is.” And, in truth, Alex did not.


  “So your idea is to do nothing.”


  “There’s nothing we can do. Sooner or later he’ll call me.”


  “Have you any idea what a Senate investigating committee will say a couple of weeks or months down the road when all this explodes, and it will explode? We covertly send a man known to be ‘Jason Bourne’ over to Paris, which is as close to Brussels as New York is to Chicago—”


  “Closer, I think.”


  “Thanks, I need that.… The illustrious commander of NATO is assassinated with said ‘Jason Bourne’ taking credit for the kill, and we don’t say a goddamned thing to anybody! Jesus, I’ll be cleaning latrines on a tugboat!”


  “But he didn’t kill him.”


  “You know that and I know that, but speaking of his history, there’s a little matter of mental illness that’ll come out the minute our clinical records are subpoenaed.”


  “It’s called amnesia; it has nothing to do with violence.”


  “Hell, no, it’s worse. He can’t remember what he did.”


  Conklin gripped his cane, his wandering eyes intense. “I don’t give a goddamn what everything appears to be, there’s a gap. Every instinct I have tells me Teagarten’s assassination is tied to Medusa. Somehow, somewhere, the wires crossed; a message was intercepted and a hell of a diversion was put in a game plan.”


  “I believe I speak and understand English as well as you do,” said Holland, “but right now I can’t follow you.”


  “There’s nothing to follow, no arithmetic, no line of progression. I simply don’t know.… But Medusa’s there.”


  “With your testimony, I can pull in Burton on the Joint Chiefs, and certainly Atkinson in London.”


  “No, leave them alone. Watch them, but don’t sink their dinghies, Admiral. Like Swayne’s ‘retreat,’ the bees will flock to the honey sooner or later.”


  “Then what are you suggesting?”


  “What I said when I came in here. Do nothing; it’s the waiting game.” Alex suddenly slammed his cane against the table. “Son of a bitch, it’s Medusa. It has to be!”


  The hairless old man with a wrinkled face struggled to his feet in a pew of the Church of the Blessed Sacrament in Neuilly-sur-Seine on the outskirts of Paris. Step by difficult step he made his painful way to the second confessional booth on the left. He pulled back the black curtain and knelt in front of the black latticework covered with black cloth, his legs in agony.


  “Angelus domini, child of God,” said the voice from behind the screen. “Are you well?”


  “Far better for your generosity, monseigneur.”


  “That pleases me, but I must be pleased more than that, as you know.… What happened in Anderlecht? What does my beloved and well-endowed army tell me? Who has presumed?”


  “We have dispersed and worked for the past eight hours, monseigneur. As near as we can determine, two men flew over from the United States—it is assumed so, for they spoke only American English—and took a room in a pension de famille across the street from the restaurant. They left the premises within minutes after the assault.”


  “A frequency-detonated explosive!”


  “Apparently, monseigneur. We have learned nothing else.”


  “But why? Why?”


  “We cannot see into men’s minds, monseigneur.”


  Across the Atlantic Ocean, in an opulent apartment in Brooklyn Heights with the lights of the East River and the Brooklyn Bridge seductively pulsating beyond the windows, a capo supremo lounged in an overstuffed couch, a glass of Perrier in his hand. He spoke to his friend sitting across from him in an armchair, drinking a gin and tonic. The young man was slender, dark-haired and striking.


  “You know, Frankie, I’m not just bright, I’m brilliant, you know what I mean? I pick up on nuances—that’s hints of what could be important and what couldn’t—and I got a hell of sense. I hear a spook paisan talk about things and I put four and four together and instead of eight, I get twelve. Bingo! It’s the answer. There’s this cat who calls himself ‘Bourne,’ a creep who makes like he’s a major hit man but who isn’t—he’s a lousy esca, bait to pull in someone else, but he’s the hot cannoli we want, see? Then the Jew shrink, being very under the weather, spits out everything I need. This cannoli’s got only half a head, a testa balzana; a lot of the time he don’t know who he is, or maybe what he does, right?”


  “That’s right, Lou.”


  “And there this Bourne is in Paris, France, a couple of blocks away from a real big impediment, a fancy general the quiet boys across the river want taken out, like the two fatsoes already planted. Capisce?”


  “I capisco, Lou,” said the clean-cut young man from the chair. “You’re real intelligent.”


  “You don’t know what the fuck I’m talking about, you zabaglione. I could be talking to myself, so why not?… So I get my twelve and I figure let’s slam the loaded dice right into the felt, see?”


  “I see, Lou.”


  “We got to eliminate this asshole general because he’s the impediment to the fancy crowd who needs us, right?”


  “Right on, Lou. An imped—an imped—”


  “Don’t bother, zabaglione. So I say to myself, let’s blow him away and say the hot cannoli did it, got it?”


  “Oh, yeah, Lou. You’re real intelligent.”


  “So we get rid of the impediment and put the cannoli, this Jason Bourne, who’s not all there, in everybody’s gun sights, right? If we don’t get him, and this Jackal don’t get him, the federals will, right?”


  “Hey, that’s terrific, Lou. I gotta say it, I really respect you.”


  “Forget respect, bello ragazzo. The rules are different in this house. Come on over and make good love to me.”


  The young man got up from the chair and walked over to the couch.


  Marie sat in the back of the plane drinking coffee from a plastic cup, trying desperately to recall every place—every hiding and resting place—she and David had used thirteen years ago. There were the rock-bottom cafés in Montparnasse, the cheap hotels as well; and a motel—where was it?—ten miles outside of Paris, and an inn with a balcony in Argenteuil where David—Jason—first told her he loved her but could not stay with her because he loved her—the goddamned ass! And there was the Sacré-Coeur, far up on the steps where Jason—David—met the man in a dark alley who gave them the information they needed—what was it, who was he?


  “Mesdames et messieurs,” came the voice over the flight deck’s loudspeaker. “Je suis votre capitaine. Bienvenu.” The pilot continued first in French, then he and his crew repeated the information in English, German, Italian and, finally with a female interpreter, in Japanese. “We anticipate a very smooth flight to Marseilles. Our estimated flight time is seven hours and fourteen minutes, landing on or before schedule at six o’clock in the morning, Paris time. Enjoy.”


  The moonlight outside bathed the ocean below as Marie St. Jacques Webb looked out the window. She had flown to San Juan, Puerto Rico, and taken the night flight to Marseilles, where French immigration was at best a mass of confusion and at worst intentionally lax. At least that was the way it was thirteen years ago, a time she was reentering. She would then take a domestic flight to Paris and she would find him. As she had done thirteen years ago, she would find him. She had to! As it had been thirteen years ago, if she did not, the man she loved was a dead man.


  



  CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE


  Morris Panov sat listlessly in a chair by a window looking out over the pasture of a farm somewhere, he assumed, in Maryland. He was in a small second-floor bedroom dressed in a hospital nightshirt, his bare right arm confirming the story he knew only too well. He had been drugged repeatedly, taken up to the moon, in the parlance of those who usually administered such narcotics. He had been mentally raped, his mind penetrated, violated, his innermost thoughts and secrets brought chemically to the surface and exposed.


  The damage he had done was incalculable, he understood that; what he did not understand was why he was still alive. Even more perplexing was why he was being treated so deferentially. Why was his guard with the foolish black mask so courteous, the food plentiful and decent? It was as if the present imperative of his captivity was to restore his strength—profoundly sapped by the drugs—and make him as comfortable as possible under the extraordinarily difficult circumstances. Why?


  The door opened and his masked guard walked in, a short heavyset man with a rasping voice Panov placed somewhere in the northeastern United States or possibly Chicago. In another situation he might have appeared comic, his large head too massive for the asinine Lone Ranger eye-covering, which would certainly not impede instant identification. However, in the current state of affairs, he was not comic at all; his obsequiousness was in itself menacing. Over his left arm were the psychiatrist’s clothes.


  “Okay, Doc, you gotta get dressed. I made sure everything was cleaned and pressed, even the undershorts. How about that?”


  “You mean you have your own laundry and dry cleaners out here?”


  “Fuck no, we take ’em over to—Oh, no, you don’t get me that way, Doc!” The guard grinned with slightly yellowed teeth. “Pretty smart, huh? You figure I’ll tell you where we are, huh?”


  “I was simply curious.”


  “Yeah, sure. Like I got a nephew, my sister’s kid, who’s always ‘simply curious,’ askin’ me questions I don’t wanna answer. Like, ‘Hey, Unc, how’d you put me through medical school, huh?’ Yeah! He’s a doctor, like you, what do you think of that?”


  “I’d say his mother’s brother is a very generous person.”


  “Yeah, well, wadda you gonna do, huh?…Come on, put on the threads, Doc, we’re going on a little trip.” The guard handed Mo his clothes.


  “I suppose it would be foolish to ask where,” said Panov, getting out of the chair, removing his hospital nightshirt and putting on his shorts.


  “Very foolish.”


  “I hope not as foolish as your nephew not telling you about a symptom you have that I’d find somewhat alarming if I were you.” Mo casually pulled up his trousers.


  “Wadda you talkin’?”


  “Perhaps nothing,” replied Panov, putting on his shirt and sitting down to pull up his socks. “When did you last see your nephew?”


  “A couple of weeks ago. I put in some bread to cover his insurance. Shit, those mothers are bleeders!…Wadda you mean when did I last see the prick?”


  “I just wondered if he said anything to you.”


  “About what?”


  “About your mouth.” Mo laced his shoes and gestured with his head. “There’s a mirror over the bureau, go take a look.”


  “At what?” The capo subordinato walked quickly to the mirror.


  “Smile.”


  “At what?”


  “Yourself.… See the yellow on your teeth, the fading red of your gums and how the gums recede the higher they go?”


  “So? They always been like that—”


  “It might be nothing, but he should have spotted it.”


  “Spotted what, for Christ’s sake?”


  “Oral ameloblastoma. Possibly.”


  “What the hell is that? I don’t brush too good and I don’t like dentists. They’re butchers!”


  “You mean you haven’t seen a dentist or an oral surgeon in quite a while?”


  “So?” The capo bared his teeth again in front of the mirror.


  “That could explain why your nephew didn’t say anything.”


  “Why?”


  “He probably figures you have regular dental checkups, so let those people explain it to you.” Shoes tied, Panov stood up.


  “I don’t getcha.”


  “Well, he’s grateful for everything you’ve done for him, appreciative of your generosity. I can understand why he’d hesitate telling you.”


  “Telling me what?” The guard spun away from the mirror.


  “I could be wrong but you really ought to see a periodontist.” Mo put on his jacket. “I’m ready,” he said. “What do we do now?”


  The capo subordinato, his eyes squinting, his forehead creased in ignorance and suspicion, reached into his pocket and pulled out a large black kerchief. “Sorry, Doc, but I gotta blindfold you.”


  “Is that so you can put a bullet in my head when, mercifully, I don’t know it’s going to happen?”


  “No, Doctor. No bam-bam for you. You’re too valuable.”


  “Valuable?” asked the capo supremo rhetorically in his opulent living room in Brooklyn Heights. “Like a gold mine just popped out of the ground and landed in your minestrone. This Jew has worked on the heads of some of the biggest lasagnas in Washington. His files have got to be worth the price of Detroit.”


  “You’ll never get them, Louis,” said the attractive middle-aged man dressed in an expensive tropical worsted suit sitting across from his host. “They’ll be sealed and carted off out of your reach.”


  “Well, we’re working on that, Mr. Park Avenue, Manhattan. Say—just for laughs—say we got ’em. What are they worth to you?”


  The guest permitted himself a thin aristocratic smile. “Detroit?” he replied.


  “Va bene! I like you, you got a sense of humor.” As abruptly as he had grinned, the mafioso became serious, even ugly. “The five mill still holds for this Bourne-Webb character, right?”


  “With a proviso.”


  “I don’t like provisos, Mr. Lawyer, I don’t like them at all.”


  “We can go elsewhere. You’re not the only game in town.”


  “Let me explain something to you, Signor Avvocato. In a lot of ways, we—all of we—are the only game in town. We don’t mess with other families’ hits, you know what I mean? Our councils have decided hits are too personal; it makes for bad blood.”


  “Will you listen to the proviso? I don’t think you’ll be offended.”


  “Shoot.”


  “I wish you’d use another word—”


  “Go ahead.”


  “There’ll be a two-million-dollar bonus because we insist you include Webb’s wife and his government friend Conklin.”


  “Done, Mr. Park Avenue, Manhattan.”


  “Good. Now to the rest of our business.”


  “I want to talk about the Jew.”


  “We’ll get to him—”


  “Now.”


  “Please don’t give orders to me,” said the attorney from one of Wall Street’s most prestigious firms. “You’re really not in a position to do that, wop.”


  “Hey, farabutto! You don’t talk to me like that!”


  “I’ll talk to you any way I like.… On the outside, and to your credit in negotiations, you’re a very masculine, very macho fellow.” The lawyer calmly uncrossed and crossed his legs. “But the inside’s quite different, isn’t it? You’ve got a soft heart, or should I say hard loins, for pretty young men.”


  “Silenzio!” The Italian shot forward on the couch.


  “I have no wish to exploit the information. On the other hand, I don’t believe Gay Rights are very high on the Cosa Nostra’s agenda, do you?”


  “You son of a bitch!”


  “You know, when I was a young army lawyer in Saigon, I defended a career lieutenant who was caught in flagrante delicto with a Vietnamese boy, a male prostitute obviously. Through legal maneuvers, using ambiguous phrases in the military code regarding civilians, I saved him from a dishonorable discharge, but it was obvious that he had to resign from the service. Unfortunately, he never went on to a productive life; he shot himself two hours after the verdict. You see, he’d become a pariah, a disgrace before his peers and he couldn’t handle the burden.”


  “Get on with your business,” said the capo supremo named Louis, his voice low and flat and filled with hatred.


  “Thank you.… First, I left an envelope on your foyer table. It contains payment for Armbruster’s tragic confrontation in Georgetown and Teagarten’s equally tragic assassination in Brussels.”


  “According to the yid head doctor,” interrupted the mafioso, “you got two more they know about. An ambassador in London and that admiral on the Joint Chiefs. You wanna add another bonus?”


  “Possibly later, not now. They both know very little and nothing about the financial operations. Burton thinks that we’re essentially an ultraconservative veterans’ lobbying effort that grew out of the Vietnam disgrace—legally borderline for him, but then he has strong patriotic feelings. Atkinson’s a rich dilettante; he does what he’s told, but he doesn’t know why or by whom. He’d do anything to hold on to the Court of Saint James’s and has; his only connection was with Teagarten.… Conklin hit pay dirt with Swayne and Armbruster, Teagarten and, of course, DeSole, but the other two are window dressing, quite respectable window dressing. I wonder how it happened.”


  “When I find out, and I will find out, I’ll let you know, gratis.”


  “Oh?” The attorney raised his eyebrows. “How?”


  “We’ll get to it. What’s your other business?”


  “Two items, both vital, and the first I’ll give you—gratis. Get rid of your current boyfriend. He goes to places he shouldn’t and throws money around like a cheap hoodlum. We’re told he boasts about his connections in high places. We don’t know what else he talks about or what he knows or what he’s pieced together, but he concerns us. I’d think he’d concern you, too.”


  “Il prostituto!” roared Louis, slamming his clenched fist down on the arm of the couch. “Il pinguino! He’s dead.”


  “I accept your thanks. The other item is far more important, certainly to us. Swayne’s house in Manassas. A book was removed, an office diary, which Swayne’s lawyer in Manassas—our lawyer in Manassas—could not find. It was on a bookshelf, its binding identical with all the other books in that row, the entire row on the shelf. A person would have to know exactly which one to take.”


  “So what do you want from me?”


  “The gardener was your man. He was put in place to do his job, and he was given the only number we knew was totally secure, namely, DeSole’s.”


  “So?”


  “To do his job, to mount the suicide authentically, he had to study Swayne’s every move. You yourself explained that to me ad nauseam when you demanded your outrageous fee. It’s not hard to picture your man peering through the window at Swayne in his study, the place where Swayne supposedly would take his life. Gradually your man realizes that the general keeps taking a specific book from off his shelf, writes in it, and returns it to the same spot. That has to intrigue him; that particular book has to be valuable. Why wouldn’t he take it? I would, you would. So where is it?”


  The mafioso got slowly, menacingly to his feet. “Listen to me, avvocato, you gotta lot of fancy words that make for conclusions, but we ain’t got no book like that and I’ll tell you how I can prove it! If there was anything anywhere written down that could burn your ass, I’d be shoving it in your face right now, capisce?”


  “That’s not illogical,” said the well-dressed attorney, once again uncrossing and crossing his legs as the resentful capo sullenly returned to the couch. “Flannagan,” added the Wall Street lawyer. “Naturally…of course, Flannagan. He and his hairdresser bitch had to have their insurance policy, no doubt with minor extortion in the bargain. Actually, I’m relieved. They could never use it without exposing themselves. Accept my apologies, Louis.”


  “Your business finished?”


  “I believe so.”


  “Now, the Jew shrink.”


  “What about him?”


  “Like I said, he’s a gold mine.”


  “Without his patients’ files, less than twenty-four carat, I think.”


  “Then you think wrong,” countered Louis. “Like I told Armbruster before he became another big impediment for you, we got doctors, too. Specialists in all kinds of medical things, including what they call motor responses and, get this, ‘triggered mental recall under states of external control’—I remembered that one especially. It’s a whole different kind of gun at your head, only no blood.”


  “I assume there’s a point to this.”


  “You can bet your country club on it. We’re moving the Jew to a place in Pennsylvania, a kind of nursing home where only the richest people go to get dried out or straightened out, if ya know what I mean.”


  “I believe I do. Advanced medical equipment, superior staff—well-patrolled grounds.”


  “Yeah, sure you do. A lot of your crowd passes through—”


  “Go on,” interrupted the attorney, looking at his gold Rolex watch. “I haven’t much time.”


  “Make time for this. According to my specialists—and I purposely used the word ‘my,’ if you follow me—on a prearranged schedule, say every fourth or fifth day, the new patient is ‘shot up to the moon’—that’s the phrase they use, it’s not mine, Christ knows. Between times he’s been treated real good. He’s been fed the right neutermints or whatever they are, given the proper exercise, a lot of sleep and all the rest of that shit.… We should all be so careful of our bodies, right, avvocato?”


  “Some of us play squash every other day.”


  “Well, you’ll forgive me, Mr. Park Avenue, Manhattan, but squash to me is zucchini and I eat it.”


  “Linguistic and cultural differences do crop up, don’t they?”


  “Yeah, I can’t fault you there, Consigliere.”


  “Hardly. And my title is attorney.”


  “Give me time. It could be Consigliere.”


  “There’s not enough years in our lifetimes, Louis. Do you go on or do I leave?”


  “I go on, Mr. Attorney.… So each time the Jew shrink is shot up to that moon my specialist talks about, he’s in pretty good shape, right?”


  “I see the periodic remissions to normalcy, but then I’m not a doctor.”


  “I don’t know what the fuck you’re talking about, but then I’m not a doctor, either, so I’ll take my specialist’s word for it. You see, every time he’s shot up, his mind is pretty clear inside, and then he’s fed name after name after name. A lot, maybe most, won’t mean a thing, but every now and then one will, and then another, and another. With each, they start what they call a probe, finding out bits and pieces of information, just enough to get a sketch of the patient he’s talking about—just enough to scare the shit out of that lasagna when he’s reached. Remember, these are stressful times and this Hebe doctor treats some of the fattest cats in Washington, in and outside the government. How does that grab you, Mr. Attorney?”


  “It’s certainly unique,” replied the guest slowly, studying the capo supremo. “His files, of course, would be infinitely preferable.”


  “Yeah, well, like I say, we’re working on that, but it’ll take time. This is now, immediato. He’ll be in Pennsylvania in a couple of hours. You want to deal? You and me?”


  “Over what? Something you don’t have and may never get?”


  “Hey, come on, what do you think I am?”


  “I’m sure you don’t want to hear that—”


  “Cut the crap. Say in a day or so, maybe a week, we meet, and I give you a list of names I think you might be interested in, all of which we got information on—let’s say information not readily available. You pick one or two or maybe none, what can you lose? We’re talkin’ spitballs anyway, ’cause the deal’s between you and me only. No one else is involved except my specialist and his assistant who don’t know you and you don’t know them.”


  “A side arrangement, as it were?”


  “Not as it were, like it is. Depending on the information, I’ll figure out the charge. It may only be a thou or two, or it may go to twenty, or it may be gratis, who knows? I’d be fair because I want your business, capisce?”


  “It’s very interesting.”


  “You know what my specialist says? He says we could start our own cottage industry, he called it. Snatch a dozen shrinks, all with heavy government connections, like in the Senate or even the White House—”


  “I understand fully,” interrupted the attorney, getting to his feet, “but my time’s up.… Bring me a list, Louis.” The guest walked toward the short marble foyer.


  “No fancy attaché case, Signor Avvocato?” said the capo, rising from the couch.


  “And upset the not so delicate mechanisms in your doorway?”


  “Hey, it’s a violent world out there.”


  “I wouldn’t know about that.”


  The Wall Street attorney left, and at the sound of the closing door, Louis rushed across the room to the inlaid Queen Anne desk and virtually pounced on the ivory French telephone—as usual, tipping over the tall thin instrument twice before securing the stem with one hand while dialing with the other. “Fucking swish horn!” he mumbled. “Goddamned fairy decorator!…Mario?”


  “Hello, Lou,” said the pleasant voice in New Rochelle. “I’ll bet you called to wish Anthony a happy birthday, huh?”


  “Who?”


  “My kid, Anthony. He’s fifteen today, did you forget? The whole family’s out in the garden and we miss you, Cousin. And hey, Lou, what a garden this year. I’m a real artist.”


  “You also may be something else.”


  “What?”


  “Buy Anthony a present and send me the bill. At fifteen, maybe a broad. He’s ready for manhood.”


  “Lou, you’re too much. There are other things—”


  “There’s only one thing now, Mario, and I want the truth from your lips or I’ll carve them out of your face!”


  There was a brief pause from New Rochelle before the pleasant-sounding executioner spoke. “I don’t deserve to be talked to that way, cugino.”


  “Maybe, maybe not. There was a book taken from that general’s place in Manassas, a very valuable book.”


  “They found out it was missing, huh?”


  “Holy shit! You got it?”


  “I had it, Lou. It was going to be a present to you, but I lost it.”


  “You lost it? What the fuck did you do, leave it in a taxi?”


  “No, I was running for my life, that maniac with the flares, what’s his name, Webb, unloading at me in the driveway. He grazed me and I fell and the lousy book flew out of my hand—just as the police car arrived. He picked it up and I ran like hell for the fence.”


  “Webb’s got it?”


  “I guess so.”


  “Christ on a trampoline…!”


  “Anything else, Lou? We’re about to light the candles on the cake.”


  “Yeah, Mario, I may need you in Washington—a big cannoli without a foot but with a book.”


  “Hey, wait a minute, cugino, you know my rules. Always a month between business trips. What did Manassas take? Six weeks? And last May in Key West, three, almost four weeks? I can’t call, I can’t write a postcard—no, Lou, always a month. I got responsibilities to Angie and the children. I’m not going to be an absentee parent; they’ve got to have a role model, you know what I mean?”


  “I got Ozzie Nelson for a fuckin’ cousin!” Louis slammed down the phone, and instantly grabbed it as it crashed over on the desk, its delicate ivory stem displaying a crack. “The best hit man in the business and he’s a freak,” mumbled the capo supremo as he dialed frantically. When the line was picked up, the anxiety and the anger disappeared from his voice; it was not apparent but it had not gone away. “Hello, Frankie baby, how’s my closest friend?”


  “Oh, hi, Lou,” came the floating, but hesitant, languorous tones from an expensive apartment in Greenwich Village. “Can I call you back in two minutes? I’m just putting my mother into a cab to take her back to Jersey. Okay?”


  “Sure, kid. Two minutes.” Mother? The whore! Il pinguino! Louis walked to his mirrored marble bar with the pink angels flying over the Lalique inset above the whisky bottles. He poured himself a drink and took several calming swallows. The bar phone rang. “Yeah?” he said, carefully picking up the fragile crystal instrument.


  “It’s me, Lou. Frankie. I said good-bye to Mama.”


  “That’s a good boy, Frankie. Never forget your mama.”


  “Oh, I never do, Lou. You taught me that. You told me you gave your mama the biggest funeral they ever saw in East Hartford.”


  “Yeah, I bought the fuckin’ church, man.”


  “Real nice, real nice.”


  “Now let’s get to something else real nice, okay? It’s been one of those days, Frankie, lots of turmoil, you know what I mean?”


  “Sure, Lou.”


  “So I got an itch. I gotta get some relief. Come on over here, Frankie.”


  “As fast as a cab can take me, Lou.”


  Prostituto! It would be Frankie the Big Mouth’s last service for him.


  Out on the street the well-dressed attorney walked two blocks south and a block east to his waiting limousine parked beneath the canopy of another impressive residence in Brooklyn Heights. His stocky chauffeur of middle years was talking pleasantly with the uniformed doorman, whom he had generously tipped by now. Spotting his employer, the driver walked rapidly to the limousine’s rear door and opened it. Several minutes later they were in traffic heading for the bridge.


  In the quiet of the backseat, the lawyer undid his alligator belt, pressed the upper and lower rims of the buckle, and a small cartridge fell out between his legs. He picked it up and refastened the belt.


  Holding the cartridge up to the filtered light from the window, he studied the miniaturized voice-activated recording device. It was an extraordinary machine, tiny enough and with an acrylic mechanism that permitted it to fly through the most sophisticated detectors. The attorney leaned forward in his seat and spoke to the driver. “William?”


  “Yes, sir.” The chauffeur glanced up at his rearview mirror and saw his employer’s outstretched hand; he reached back.


  “Take this over to the house and put it on a cassette, will you, please?”


  “Right, Major.”


  The Manhattan lawyer reclined in the seat, smiling to himself. Louis would give him anything he wanted from now on. A capo did not make side arrangements where the family was concerned, to say nothing of acknowledging certain sexual preferences.


  Morris Panov sat blindfolded in the front seat of the sedan with his guard, his hands loosely, almost courteously bound, as if the capo subordinato felt he was following unnecessary orders. They had been driving for about thirty minutes in silence when the guard spoke.


  “What’s a perry-oh-dentist?” he asked.


  “An oral surgeon, a doctor trained to operate inside patients’ mouths on problems relating to teeth and gum tissue.”


  Silence. Then seven minutes later: “What kind of problems?”


  “Any number of them, from infections to scraping the roots to more complicated surgery usually in tandem with an oncologist.”


  Silence. Four minutes later: “What was that last—the tandy-uncle stuff?”


  “Oral cancer. If it’s caught in time, it can be arrested with minor bone removal.… If not, the entire jaw might have to go.” Panov could feel the car briefly swerve as the driver momentarily lost control.


  Silence. A minute and a half later: “The whole fuckin’ jaw? Half the face?”


  “It’s either that or the whole of the patient’s life.”


  Thirty seconds later: “You think I could have something like that?”


  “I’m a doctor, not an alarmist. I merely noted a symptom, I did not make a diagnosis.”


  “So bullshit! So make a dagassnossis!”


  “I’m not qualified.”


  “Bullshit! You’re a doctor, ain’t you? I mean a real doctor, not a fasullo who says he is but ain’t got no shingle that’s legit.”


  “If you mean medical school, yes, I’m that kind of doctor.”


  “So look at me!”


  “I can’t. I’m blindfolded.” Panov suddenly felt the guard’s thick strong hand clawing at his head, yanking the kerchief off him. The dark interior of the automobile answered a question for Mo: How could anyone travel in a car with a blindfolded passenger? In that car it was no problem; except for the windshield, the windows were not merely tinted, they were damn near opaque, which meant from the outside they were opaque. No one could see inside.


  “Go on, look!” The capo subordinato, his eyes on the road, tilted his large head grotesquely toward Panov; his thick lips were parted and his teeth bared like those of a child playing monster in the mirror, he shouted again. “So tell me what you see!”


  “It’s too dark in here,” replied Mo, seeing essentially what he wanted to see in the front window; they were on a country road, so narrow and so country the next step lower was dirt. Wherever he was being taken, he was being driven there by an extremely circuitous route.


  “Open the fuckin’ window!” yelled the guard, his head still twisted, his eyes still on the road, his gaping mouth approaching a caricature of Orca, the about-to-vomit whale. “Don’t hold nothin’ back. I’ll break every goddamn finger in that prick’s hands! He can do his fuckin’ surgery with his elbows!…I told that stupid sister of mine he was no fuckin’ good, that fairy. Always readin’ books, no action on the street, y’know what I mean?”


  “If you’ll stop shouting for a few seconds, I can get a closer look,” said Panov, having lowered the window at his side, seeing nothing but trees and the coarse underbrush of a distinctly back-country road, one he doubted was on too many maps. “There we are,” continued Mo, raising his loosely bound hands to the capo’s mouth, his eyes, however, not on that mouth but on the road ahead. “Oh, my God!” cried Panov.


  “What?” screamed the guard.


  “Pus. Pockets of pus everywhere. In the upper and lower mandibles. The worst sign.”


  “Oh, Christ!” The car swerved wildly, but it did not swerve enough.


  A huge tree. Up ahead. On the left-hand side of the deserted road! Morris Panov surged his bound hands over to the wheel, lifting his body off the seat as he propelled the steering wheel to the left. Then at the last second before the car hit the tree, he hurled himself to the right, curling into a fetal position for protection.


  The crash was enormous. Shattered glass and crushed metal accompanied the rising mists of steam from burst cylinders, and the growing fires of viscous fluids underneath that would soon reach a gas tank. The guard was moaning, semiconscious, his face bleeding; Panov pulled him out of the wreck and into the grass as far as he could until exhaustion overtook him, just before the car exploded.


  In the moist overgrowth, his breath somewhat restored but his fear still at the forefront, Mo released his loosely bound hands and picked the fragments of glass out of his guard’s face. He then checked for broken bones—the right arm and the left leg were candidates—and with stolen stationery from a hotel he had never heard of from the capo’s pocket, he used the guard’s pen to write out his diagnosis. Among the items he removed was a gun—what kind, he had no idea—but it was heavy and too large for his pocket and sagged in his belt.


  Enough. Hippocrates had his limits.


  Panov searched the guard’s clothing, astonished at the money that was there—some six thousand dollars—and the various driver’s licenses—five different identities from five different states. He took the money and the licenses to turn them over to Alex Conklin, but he left the capo’s wallet otherwise intact. There were photographs of his family, his children, grandchildren and assorted relatives—and somewhere among them a young surgeon he had put through medical school. Ciao, amico, thought Mo as he crawled over to the road, stood up and smoothed his clothes, trying to look as respectable as possible.


  Standing on the hard coarse surface, common sense dictated that he continue north, in the direction the car was heading; to return south was not only pointless but conceivably dangerous. Suddenly, it struck him.


  Good God! Did I just do what I just did?


  He began to tremble, the trained psychiatrically oriented part of him telling him it was posttraumatic stress.


  Bullshit, you asshole. It wasn’t you!


  He started walking, and then kept walking and walking and walking. He was not on a backcountry road, he was on Tobacco Road. There were no signs of civilization, not a car in either direction, not a house—not even the ruins of an old farmhouse—or a primitive stone wall that would at least have proved that humans had visited the environs. Mile after mile passed and Mo fought off the effects of the drug-induced exhaustion. How long had it been? They had taken his watch, his watch with the day and date in impossible small print, so he had no idea of either the present time or the time that had elapsed since he had been taken from Walter Reed Hospital. He had to find a telephone. He had to reach Alex Conklin! Something had to happen soon!


  It did.


  He heard the growing roar of an engine and spun around. A red car was speeding up the road from the south—no, not speeding, but racing, with its accelerator flat on the floor. He waved his arms wildly—gestures of helplessness and appeal. To no avail; the vehicle rushed past him in a blur…then to his delighted surprise the air was filled with dust and screeching brakes. The car stopped! He ran ahead as the automobile actually backed up, the tires still screaming. He remembered the words his mother incessantly repeated when he was a youngster in the Bronx: Always tell the truth, Morris. It’s the shield God gave us to keep us righteous.


  Panov did not precisely subscribe to the admonition, but there were times when he felt it had socially interactive validity. This might be one of them. So, somewhat out of breath he approached the opened passenger window of the red automobile. He looked inside at the woman driver, a platinum blonde in her mid-thirties with an overly made-up face and large breasts encased in décolletage more fitting to an X-rated film than a back-country road in Maryland. Nevertheless, his mother’s words echoed in his ears, so he spoke the truth.


  “I realize that I look rather shabby, madam, but I assure you it’s purely an exterior impression. I’m a doctor and I’ve been in an accident—”


  “Get in, for Christ’s sake!”


  “Thank you so very much.” No sooner had Mo closed the door than the woman slammed the car into gear, gunned the engine to its maximum, and seemingly launched off the rough pavement and down the road. “You’re obviously in a hurry,” offered Panov.


  “So would you be, pal, if you were me. I gotta husband back there who’s puttin’ his truck together to come after my ass!”


  “Oh, really?”


  “Stupid fuckin’ jerk! He rolls across the country three weeks outta the month layin’ every broad on the highways, then blows his keister when he finds out I had a little fun of my own.”


  “Oh, I’m terribly sorry.”


  “You’ll be a hell of a lot sorrier if he catches up with us.”


  “I beg your pardon?”


  “You really a doctor?”


  “Yes, I am.”


  “Maybe we can do business.”


  “I beg your pardon?”


  “Can you handle an abortion?”


  Morris Panov closed his eyes.


  



  CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO


  Bourne walked for nearly an hour through the streets of Paris trying to clear his head, ending up at the Seine, on the Pont de Solferino, the bridge that led to the Quai des Tuileries and the gardens. As he leaned against the railing absently watching the boats lazily plowing the waters below, the question kept assaulting him: Why, why, why? What did Marie think she was doing? Flying over to Paris! It wasn’t just foolish, it was stupid—yet his wife was neither a fool nor an idiot. She was a very bright lady with reserves of control and a quick, analytical mind. That was what made her decision so untenable; what could she possibly hope to accomplish? She had to know he was far safer working alone rather than worrying about her while tracking the Jackal. Even if she found him, the risk was doubled for both of them, and that she had to understand completely. Figures and projections were her profession. So why?


  There was only one conceivable answer, and it infuriated him. She thought he might slip back over the edge as he had done in Hong Kong, where she alone had brought him to his senses, to the reality that was uniquely his own, a reality of frightening half truths and only partial remembrances, episodic moments she lived with every day of their lives together. God, how he adored her; he loved her so! And the fact that she had made this foolish, stupid, untenable decision only fueled that love because it was so—so giving, so outrageously unselfish. There were moments in the Far East when he had craved his own death, if only to expunge the guilt he felt at putting her in such dangerous—untenable?—positions. The guilt was still there, always there, but the aging man in him recognized another reality. Their children. The cancer of the Jackal had to be ripped out of all their lives. Couldn’t she realize that and leave him alone?


  No. For she was not flying to Paris to save his life—she had too much confidence in Jason Bourne for that. She was coming to Paris to save his mind. I’ll handle it, Marie. I can and will handle it!


  Bernardine. He could do it. The Deuxième could find her at Orly or De Gaulle. Find her and take her, put her under guard at a hotel and claim no one knew where he was. Jason ran from the Pont de Solferino to the Quai des Tuileries and to the first telephone he could find.


  “Can you do it?” asked Bourne. “She’s only got one updated passport and it’s American, not Canadian.”


  “I can try on my own,” answered Bernardine, “but not with any help from the Deuxième. I don’t know how much Saint Alex told you, but at the moment my consultant status has been canceled and I think my desk has been thrown out the window.”


  “Shit!”


  “Merde to the triple, mon ami. The Quai d’Orsay wants my underwear burned with me in it, and were it not for certain information I possess regarding several members of the Assembly, they would no doubt revive the guillotine.”


  “Can you pass around some money at immigration?”


  “It would be better if I acted in my former official capacity on the assumption that the Deuxième does not so swiftly advertise its embarrassments. Her full name, please.”


  “Marie Elise St. Jacques Webb—”


  “Ah, yes, I recall now, at least the St. Jacques,” broke in Bernardine. “The celebrated Canadian economist. The newspapers were filled with her photograph. La belle mademoiselle.”


  “It was exposure she could have done without.”


  “I’m certain it was.”


  “Did Alex say anything about Mo Panov?”


  “Your doctor friend?”


  “Yes.”


  “I’m afraid not.”


  “Goddamn it!”


  “If I may suggest, you must think of yourself now.”


  “I understand.”


  “Will you pick up the car?”


  “Should I?”


  “Frankly, I wouldn’t if I were you. It’s unlikely, but the invoice might be traced back to me. There’s risk, however minor.”


  “That’s what I thought. I bought a métro map. I’ll use the trains.… When can I call you?”


  “Give me four, perhaps five hours to get back here from the airports. As our saint explained, your wife could be leaving from several different points of embarkation. To get all those passenger manifests will take time.”


  “Concentrate on the flights arriving early tomorrow morning. She can’t fake a passport, she wouldn’t know how to do it.”


  “According to Alex, one does not underestimate Marie Elise St. Jacques. He even spoke French. He said she was formidable.”


  “She can come at you from the outer limits, I’ll tell you that.”


  “Qu’est-ce que c’est?”


  “She’s an original, let’s leave it there.”


  “And you?”


  “I’m taking the subway. It’s getting dark. I’ll call you after midnight.”


  “Bonne chance.”


  “Merci.”


  Bourne left the booth knowing his next move as he limped down the Quai, the bandage around his knee forcing him to assume a damaged leg. There was a métro station by the Tuileries where he would catch a train to Havre-Caumartin and switch to the Regional Express north line past St.-Denis–Basilique to Argenteuil. Argenteuil, a town of the Dark Ages founded by Charlemagne in honor of a nunnery fourteen centuries ago, now fifteen hundred years later a city that housed the message center of a killer as brutal as any man who roamed the bloody fields with a broadsword in Charlemagne’s barbaric days, then as now celebrating and sanctifying brutality in the shadows of religiosity.


  Le Coeur du Soldat was not on a street or a boulevard or an avenue. Instead, it was in a dead-end alleyway around the corner and across from a long-since-closed factory whose faded signs indicated a once flourishing metallurgical refining plant in what had to be the ugliest part of the city. Nor was the Soldat listed in the telephone directory; it was found by innocently asking strangers where it was, as the inquirer was to meet une grosse secousse at this undiscoverable pissoir. The more dilapidated the buildings and the filthier the streets, the more cogent were the directions.


  Bourne stood in the dark narrow alley leaning against the aged rough brick of the opposing structure across from the bistro’s entrance. Above the thick massive door in square block letters, several missing, was a dull red sign: L C eur d Soldat. As the door was sporadically opened for entering or departing clientele, metallic martial music blared forth into the alley; and the clientele were not candidates for an haute couture cotillion. His appearance was in keeping, thought Jason, as he struck a wooden match against the brick, lighting a thin black cigar as he limped toward the door.


  Except for the language and the deafening music, it might have been a waterfront bar in Sicily’s Palermo, reflected Bourne as he made his way to the crowded bar, his squinting eyes roaming, absorbing everything he could observe—briefly confused, wondering when he had been in Palermo, Sicily.


  A heavyset man in a tank shirt got off a stool; Jason slid on top of it. The clawlike hand gripped his shoulder; Bourne slapped his right hand up, grabbing the wrist and twisting it clockwise, pushing the barstool away and rising to his full height. “What’s your problem?” he asked calmly in French but loud enough to be heard.


  “That’s my seat, pig! I’m just taking a piss!”


  “So maybe when you’re finished, I’ll take one,” said Jason, his gaze boring into the man’s eyes, the strength of his grip unmistakable—emphasized by pressing a nerve with his thumb, which had nothing to do with strength.


  “Ah, you’re a fucking cripple…!” cried the man, trying not to wince. “I don’t pick on invalids.”


  “I’ll tell you what,” said Bourne, releasing his thumb. “You come back, we’ll take turns, and I’ll buy you a drink each time you let me get off this bum leg of mine, okay?”


  Looking up at Jason, the heavyset man slowly grinned. “Hey, you’re all right.”


  “I’m not all right, but I’m certainly not looking for a fight, either. Shit, you’d hammer me to the floor.” Bourne released the muscular Tank Shirt’s arm.


  “I’m not so sure of that,” said the man, now laughing and holding his wrist. “Sit, sit! I’ll take a piss and come back and buy you a drink. You don’t look like you’re loaded with francs.”


  “Well, like they say, appearances are deceiving,” replied Jason, sitting down. “I’ve got different, better clothes and an old friend told me to meet him here but not to wear them.… I just got back from good money in Africa. You know, training the savages—”


  Cymbals crashed in the metallic, deafening martial music as Tank Shirt’s eyes widened. “Africa?” interrupted the stranger. “I knew it! That grip—LPN.”


  What remained of the Chameleon’s memory data banks expanded into the code. LPN—Legion Patria Nostra. France’s Foreign Legion, the mercenaries of the world. It was not what he had in mind, but it would certainly do. “Christ, you too?” he asked, again coarsely but innocently.


  “La Légion étrangère! ‘The Legion is our Fatherland’!”


  “This is crazy!”


  “We don’t announce ourselves, of course. There’s great jealousy, naturally, because we were the best and we were paid for it, but still these are our people. Soldiers!”


  “When did you leave the Legion?” asked Bourne, sensing a cloud that could be troublesome.


  “Ah, nine years ago! They threw me out before my second conscription for overweight. They were right and they probably saved my life. I’m from Belgique, a corporal.”


  “I was discharged a month ago, before my first term was over. Wounds during our incursion into Angola and the fact that they figured I was older than my papers said. They don’t pay for extended recoveries.” How easily the words came.


  “Angola? We did that? What was the Quai d’Orsay thinking about.”


  “I don’t know. I’m a soldier, I follow orders and don’t question those I can’t understand.”


  “Sit! My kidneys are bursting. I’ll be right back. Maybe we know friends.… I never heard of any Angola operation.”


  Jason leaned forward over the bulging bar and ordered une bière, grateful that the bartender was too busy and the music too loud for the man to have overheard the conversation. However, he was infinitely more grateful to Saint Alex of Conklin, whose primary advice to a field agent was to “get in bad with a mark first before you get in good,” the theory being that the reversal from hostility to amiability was far stronger for the change. Bourne swallowed the beer in relief. He had made a friend at Le Coeur du Soldat. It was an inroad, minor but vital, and perhaps not so minor.


  Tank Shirt returned, his thick arm around the shoulders of a younger man in his early twenties, of medium height and with the physique of a large safe; he was wearing an American field jacket. Jason started to get off the barstool. “Sit, sit!” cried his new friend, leaning forward to be heard through the crowds and the music. “I brought us a virgin.”


  “What?”


  “You forgot so quickly? He’s on his way to becoming a Legion recruit.”


  “Oh, that,” laughed Bourne, covering his gaffe. “I wondered in a place like this—”


  “In a place like this,” broke in Tank Shirt, “half will take it or give it either way as long as it’s rough. But that’s neither here nor there. I thought he should talk to you. He’s American and his French is grotesque, but if you speak slow, he’ll catch on.”


  “No need to,” said Jason in faintly accented English. “I grew up in Neufchâtel, but I spent several years in the States.”


  “That’s nice to heah.” The American’s speech was distinctly Deep South, his smile genuine, his eyes wary but unafraid.


  “Then let us start again,” said the Belgian in heavily accented English. “My name is…Maurice, it’s as good a name as any. My young friend here is Ralph, at least he says it is. What’s yours, my wounded hero?”


  “François,” replied Jason, thinking of Bernardine and wondering briefly how he was doing at the airports. “And I’m no hero; they died too quickly.… Order your drinks, I’m paying.” They did and Bourne did, his mind racing, trying to recall the little he knew about the French Foreign Legion. “A lot has changed in nine years, Maurice.” How very easily the words came, thought the Chameleon. “Why are you enlisting, Ralph?”


  “Ah figure it’s the wisest thing I can do—kinda disappear for a few years, and I understand five is the minimum.”


  “If you last the first, mon ami,” interjected the Belgian.


  “Maurice is right. Listen to him. The officers are tough and difficult—”


  “All French!” added the Belgian. “Ninety percent, at least. Only one foreigner in perhaps three hundred reach the officer corps. Have no illusions.”


  “But Ah’m a college man. An engineer.”


  “So you’ll build fine latrines for the camps and design perfect shit holes in the field,” laughed Maurice. “Tell him, François. Explain how the savants are treated.”


  “The educated ones must first know how to fight,” said Jason, hoping he was right.


  “Always first!” exclaimed the Belgian. “For their schooling is suspicious. Will they doubt? Will they think when they are paid only to follow orders?…Oh, no, mon ami, I would not emphasize your érudition.”


  “Let it come out gradually,” added Bourne. “When they need it, not when you want to offer it.”


  “Bien!” cried Maurice. “He knows what he’s talking about. A true légionnaire!”


  “Can you fight?” asked Jason. “Could you go after someone to kill him?”


  “Ah killed mah feeancee and her two brothers and a cousin, all with a knife and my bare hands. She was fuckin’ a big banker in Nashville and they were coverin’ for her because he was payin’ all of ’em a lot of money.… Yeah, I can kill, Mr. François.”


  Manhunt for Crazed Killer in Nashville


  Young engineer with promising future escapes dragnet…


  Bourne remembered the newspaper headlines of only weeks ago, as he stared at the face of the young American. “Go for the Legion,” he said.


  “If push comes to shove, Mr. François, could I use you as a reference?”


  “It wouldn’t help you, young man, it might only hurt. If you’re pressed, just tell the truth. It’s your credentials.”


  “Aussi bien! He knows the Legion. They will not take maniacs if they can help it, but they—how do you say it, François?”


  “Look the other way, I think.”


  “Oui. They look the other way when there are—encore, François?”


  “When there are extenuating circumstances.”


  “See? My friend François also has brains. I wonder how he survived.”


  “By not showing them, Maurice.”


  A waiter wearing about the filthiest apron Jason had ever seen clapped the Belgian on the neck. “Votre table, René.”


  “So?” shrugged Tank Shirt. “Just another name. Quelle différence? We eat and with good fortune we will not be poisoned.”


  Two hours later, with four bottles of rough vin ordinaire consumed by Maurice and Ralph, along with suspicious fish, Le Coeur du Soldat settled in for its nightly endurance ritual. Fights occurred episodically, broken up by muscular waiters. The blaring music marshaled memories of battles won and lost, engendering arguments between old soldiers who had basically been the assault troops, cannon fodder, at once resentful and filled with the pride of survival because they had survived the blood and horror their gold-braided superiors knew nothing about. It was the collective roar of the underprivileged foot soldiers heard from the time of the Pharaoh’s legions to the grunts of Korea and Vietnam. The properly uniformed officers decreed from far behind the lines, and the foot soldiers died to preserve their superiors’ wisdom. Bourne remembered Saigon and could not fault the existence of Le Coeur du Soldat.


  The head bartender, a massive bald man with steel-rimmed glasses, picked up a telephone concealed below the far end of the bar and brought it to his ear. Jason watched him between the roving figures. The man’s eyes spun around the crowded room—what he heard appeared to be important; what he saw, dismissible. He spoke briefly, plunged his hand below the bar and kept it there for several moments; he had dialed. Again, he spoke quickly, then calmly replaced the phone out of sight. It was the kind of sequence described by old Fontaine on Tranquility Isle. Message received, message relayed. And at the end of that receiving line was the Jackal.


  It was all he wanted to see that evening; there were things to consider, perhaps men to hire, as he had hired men in the past. Expendable men who meant nothing to him, people who could be paid or bribed, blackmailed or threatened into doing what he wanted them to do without explanation.


  “I just spotted the man I was to meet here,” he said to the barely conscious Maurice and Ralph. “He wants me to go outside.”


  “You’re leaving us?” whined the Belgian.


  “Hey, man, you shouldn’t do thay-at,” added the young American from the South.


  “Only for tonight.” Bourne leaned over the table. “I’m working with another légionnaire, someone who’s on to something that involves a lot of money. I don’t know you, but you seem like decent men.” Bourne pulled out his roll of bills and peeled off a thousand francs, five hundred for each of his companions. “Take this, both of you—shove it in your pockets, quickly!”


  “Holy shee-itt!”


  “Merde!”


  “It’s no guarantee, but maybe we can use you. Keep your mouths shut and get out of here ten or fifteen minutes after I leave. Also, no more wine. I want you sober tomorrow.… When does this place open, Maurice?”


  “I’m not sure it closes. I myself have been here at eight o’clock in the morning. Naturally, it is not so crowded—”


  “Be here around noon. But with clear heads, all right?”


  “I shall be le caporal extraordinaire of La Légion. The man that I once was! Should I wear my uniform?” Maurice belched.


  “Hell, no.”


  “Ah’ll wear a suit and a tie. I got a suit and a tie, honest!” The American hiccupped.


  “No. Both of you be like you are now, but with your heads straight. Do you understand me?”


  “You sound très américain, mon ami.”


  “He sure do.”


  “I’m not, but then the truth’s not a commodity here, is it?”


  “Ah know what he means. I learned it real well. You kinda fib with a tie on.”


  “No tie, Ralph. See you tomorrow.” Bourne slid out of the booth, and suddenly a thought struck him. Instead of heading for the door, he cautiously made his way to the far end of the bar and the huge bald bartender. No seats were available, so, again cautiously, politely, he squeezed sideways between two customers, ordered a Pernod and asked for a napkin on which to write a message, ostensibly personal, to no one who might concern the establishment. On the back of the napkin’s crude coat of arms, he wrote the following with his ballpoint pen in French:


  The nest of a blackbird is worth a million francs. Object: confidential business advice. If interested, be at the old factory around the corner in thirty minutes. Where is the harm? An additional 5000 F for being there alone.


  Bourne palmed the napkin along with a hundred-franc note and signaled the bartender, who adjusted his steel-rimmed glasses as if the unknown patron’s gesture were an impertinence. Slowly he moved his large body forward, and leaned his thick tattooed arms on the bar. “What is it?” he asked gruffly.


  “I have written out a message for you,” replied the Chameleon, his eyes steady, focused on the bartender’s glasses. “I am by myself and hope you will consider the request. I am a man who carries wounds but I am not a poor man.” Bourne quickly but gently—very gently—reached for the bartender’s hand, passing the napkin and the franc note. With a final imploring look at the astonished man, Jason turned and headed for the door, his limp pronounced.


  Outside, Bourne hurried up the cracked pavement toward the alley’s entrance. He judged that his interlude at the bar had taken between eight and twelve minutes. Knowing the bartender was watching him, he had purposely not tried to see if his two companions were still at the table, but he assumed they were. Tank Shirt and Field Jacket were not at their sharpest, and in their condition minutes did not count; he could only hope five hundred francs apiece might bring about a degree of responsibility and that they would leave soon as instructed. Oddly enough, he had more faith in Maurice-René than in the young American who called himself Ralph. A former corporal in the Foreign Legion was imbued with an automatic reflex where orders were concerned; he followed them blind drunk or blind sober. Jason hoped so; it was not mandatory, but he could use their assistance—if, if, the bartender at Le Coeur du Soldat had been sufficiently intrigued by the excessive sums of money, as well as by a solitary conversation with a cripple he could obviously kill with one tattooed arm.


  Bourne waited in the street, the wash of the streetlights diminishing in the alley, fewer and fewer people going in or coming out, those arriving in better shape than those departing, all passing Jason without a glance at the derelict weaving against the brick.


  Instinct prevailed. Tank Shirt pulled the much younger Field Jacket through the heavy door, and at one point after the door had swung shut, slapped the American across the face, telling him in unclear words to follow orders, for they were rich and could become much richer.


  “It is better than being shot in Angola!” cried the former légionnaire, loud enough for Bourne to hear. “Why did they do that?”


  Jason stopped them at the entrance to the alley, pulling both men around the edge of the brick building. “It’s me,” he said, his voice commanding.


  “Sacrebleu…!”


  “What the Gawdamn hell…!”


  “Be quiet! You can make another five hundred francs tonight, if you want to. If not, there are twenty other men who will.”


  “We are comrades!” protested Maurice-René.


  “And Ah could bust your ass for scarin’ us like thay-at.… But mah buddy’s right, we’re comrades—that ain’t Commie stuff, is it, Maurice?”


  “Taisez-vous!”


  “That means shut up,” explained Bourne.


  “Ah know thay-at. I hear it a lot—”


  “Listen to me. Within the next few minutes the bartender in there may come out looking for me. He may, he also may not, I simply don’t know. He’s the large bald man wearing glasses. Do either of you know him?”


  The American shrugged, but the Belgian nodded his floating head, his lips flat until he spoke. “His name is Santos and he is espagnol.”


  “Spanish?”


  “Or latino-américain. No one knows.”


  Ilich Ramirez Sanchez, thought Jason. Carlos the Jackal, Venezuelan by birth, rejected terrorist, whom even the Soviets could not handle. Of course he would return to his own. “How well do you know him?”


  It was the Belgian’s turn to shrug. “He is the complete authority where Le Coeur du Soldat is concerned. He has been known to crush men’s heads if they behave too badly. He always takes off his glasses first, and that is the first sign that something will happen that even proven soldiers do not care to witness.… If he is coming out here to see you, I would advise you to leave.”


  “He may come because he wants to see me, not because he wants to harm me.”


  “That is not Santos—”


  “You don’t have to know the particulars, they don’t concern you. But if he does come out that door, I want you to engage him in conversation, can you do that?”


  “Mais certainement. On several occasions I have slept on his couch upstairs, personally carried there by Santos himself when the cleaning women came in.”


  “Upstairs?”


  “He lives above the café on the second floor. It is said that he never leaves, never goes into the streets, even to the markets. Other people purchase all the supplies, or they are simply delivered.”


  “I see.” Jason pulled out his money and distributed another five hundred francs to each weaving man. “Go back into the alley, and if Santos comes out, stop him and behave like you’ve had too much to drink. Ask him for money, a bottle, whatever.”


  Like children, Maurice-René and Ralph clutched the franc notes, glancing at each other both as conspirators and as victors. François, the crazy légionnaire, was passing out money as if he printed it himself! Their collective enthusiasm grew.


  “How long do you want us to hassle this turkey?” asked the American from the Deep South.


  “I will talk the ears off his bald head!” added the Belgian.


  “No, just long enough for me to see that he’s alone,” said Bourne, “that no one else is with him or comes out after him.”


  “Piece a’ cake, man.”


  “We shall earn not only your francs but your respect. You have the word of a Légion corporal!”


  “I’m touched. Now, get back in there.” The two inebriated men lurched down the alley, Field Jacket slapping Tank Shirt triumphantly across the shoulders. Jason pressed his back against the street-side brick inches from the edge of the building and waited. Six minutes passed, and then he heard the words he so desperately wanted to hear.


  “Santos! My great and good friend Santos!”


  “What are you doing here, René?”


  “My young American friend was sick to his stomach but it has gone—he vomited.”


  “American…?”


  “Let me introduce you, Santos. He’s about to become a great soldier.”


  “There is a Children’s Crusade somewhere?” Bourne peered around the corner as the bald bartender looked at Ralph. “Good luck, baby face. Go find your war in a playground.”


  “You talk French awful fast, mistuh, but I caught some of that. You’re a big mother, but I can be a mean son of a bitch!”


  The bartender laughed and switched effortlessly to English. “Then you’d better be mean someplace else, baby face. We only permit peaceable gentlemen in Le Coeur du Soldat.… Now I must go.”


  “Santos!” cried Maurice-René. “Lend me ten francs. I left my billfold back at my flat.”


  “If you ever had a billfold, you left it back in North Africa. You know my policy. Not a sou for any of you.”


  “What money I had went for your lousy fish! It made my friend vomit!”


  “For your next meal, go down to Paris and dine at the Ritz.… Ah, yes! You did have a meal—but you did not pay for it.” Jason pulled quickly back as the bartender snapped his head around and looked up the alley. “Good night, René. You too, baby warrior. I have business.”


  Bourne ran down the pavement toward the gates of the old factory. Santos was coming to meet him. Alone. Crossing the street into the shadows of the shut-down refinery, he stood still, moving only his hand so as to feel the hard steel and the security of his automatic. With every step Santos took the Jackal was closer! Moments later, the immense figure emerged from the alley, crossed the dimly lit street and approached the rusted gates.


  “I am here, monsieur,” said Santos.


  “And I am grateful.”


  “I’d rather you’d keep your word first. I believe you mentioned five thousand francs in your note.”


  “It’s here.” Jason reached into his pocket, removed the money, and held it out for the manager of Le Coeur du Soldat.


  “Thank you,” said Santos, walking forward and accepting the bills. “Take him!” he added.


  Suddenly, from behind Bourne, the old gates of the factory burst open. Two men rushed out, and before Jason could reach his weapon, a heavy blunt instrument crashed down on his skull.


  



  CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE


  “We’re alone,” said the voice across the dark room as Bourne opened his eyes. Santos’s huge frame minimized the size of his large armchair, and the low wattage of the single floor lamp heightened the whiteness of his immense bald head. Jason arched his neck and felt the angry swelling on top of his skull; he was angled into the corner of a sofa. “There’s no break, no blood, only what I imagine is a very painful lump,” commented the Jackal’s man.


  “Your diagnosis is accurate, especially the last part.”


  “The instrument was hard rubber and cushioned. The results are predictable except where concussions are concerned. At your side, on a tray, is an ice bag. It might be well to use it.”


  Bourne reached down in the dim light, grabbed the bulky cold bag and brought it to his head. “You’re very considerate,” he said flatly.


  “Why not? We have several things to discuss … perhaps a million, if broken down into francs.”


  “It’s yours under the conditions stated.”


  “Who are you?” asked Santos sharply.


  “That’s not one of the conditions.”


  “You’re not a young man.”


  “Not that it matters, but neither are you.”


  “You carried a gun and a knife. The latter is for younger men.”


  “Who said so?”


  “Our reflexes.… What do you know about a blackbird?”


  “You might as well ask me how I knew about Le Coeur du Soldat.”


  “How did you?”


  “Someone told me.”


  “Who?”


  “Sorry, not one of the conditions. I’m a broker and that’s the way I work. My clients expect it.”


  “Do they also expect you to bind your knee so as to feign an injury? As your eyes opened I pressed the area; there was no sign of pain, no sprain, no break. Also, you carry no identification but considerable amounts of money?”


  “I don’t explain my methods, I only clarify my restrictions as I understand them to be. I got my message through to you, didn’t I? Since I had no telephone number, I doubt I could have done so very successfully had I arrived at your establishment in a business suit carrying an attaché case.”


  Santos laughed. “You never would have gotten inside. You would have been rudely stopped in the alley and stripped.”


  “The thought occurred to me.… Do we do business, say a million francs’ worth?”


  The Jackal’s man shrugged. “It would seem to me that if a buyer mentions such an amount in his first offer, he will go higher. Say a million and a half. Perhaps even two.”


  “But I’m not the buyer, I’m the broker. I was authorized to pay one million, which is far too much in my opinion, but time is of the essence. Take it or leave it, I have other options.”


  “Do you really?”


  “Certainly.”


  “Not if you’re a corpse found floating in the Seine without any identification.”


  “I see.” Jason looked around the darkened flat; it bore little relationship to the shabby café below. The furniture was large, as required by the oversized owner, but tastefully selected, not elegant but certainly not cheap. What was mildly astonishing were the bookshelves covering the wall between the two front windows. The academic in Bourne wished he could read the titles; they might give him a clearer picture of this strange, huge man whose speech might have been formed at the Sorbonne—a committed brute on the outside, perhaps someone else inside. His eyes returned to Santos. “Then my leaving here freely under my own power is not a given, is it?”


  “No,” answered the Jackal’s conduit. “It might have been had you answered my simple questions, but you tell me that your conditions, or should I say your restrictions, forbid you to do so.… Well, I, too, have conditions and you will live or die by them.”


  “That’s succinct.”


  “There’s no reason not to be.”


  “Of course, you’re forfeiting any chance of collecting a million francs—or, as you suggested, perhaps a great deal more.”


  “Then may I also suggest,” said Santos, crossing his thick arms in front of him and absently glancing at the large tattoos on his skin, “that a man with such funds available will not only part with them in exchange for his life, but will happily deliver the information requested so as to avoid unnecessary and excruciating pain.” The Jackal’s man suddenly slammed his clenched right fist down on the armrest and shouted, “What do you know about a blackbird? Who told you about Le Coeur du Soldat? Where do you come from and who are you and who is your client?”


  Bourne froze, his body rigid but his mind spinning, whirling, racing. He had to get out! He had to reach Bernardine—how many hours was his call overdue? Where was Marie? Yet what he wanted to do, had to do, could not be done by opposing the giant across the room. Santos was neither a liar nor a fool. He would and could kill his prisoner handily and without hesitation … and he would not be duped by outright false or convoluted information. The Jackal’s man was protecting two turfs—his own and his mentor’s. The Chameleon had only one option open: to expose a part of the truth so dangerous as to be credible, the ring of authenticity so plausible that the risk of rejecting it was unacceptable. Jason put the ice bag on the tray and spoke slowly from the shadows of the large couch.


  “Obviously I don’t care to die for a client or be tortured to protect his information, so I’ll tell you what I know, which isn’t as much as I’d like under the present circumstances. I’ll take your points in order if I’m not too damned frightened to forget the sequence. To begin with, the funds are not available to me personally. I meet with a man in London to whom I deliver the information, and he releases an account in Bern, Switzerland, to a name and a number—any name, any number—that I give him.… We’ll skip over my life and the ‘excruciating pain’—I’ve answered both. Let’s see, what do I know about a blackbird? The Coeur du Soldat is part of that question, incidentally.… I was told that an old man—name and nationality unknown, at least to me, but I suspect French—approached a well-known public figure and told him he was the target of an assassination. Who believes a drunken old man, especially one with a long police record looking for a reward? Unfortunately the assassination took place, but fortunately an aide to the deceased was by his side when the old man warned him. Even more fortunate, the aide was and is extremely close to my client and the assassination was a welcome event to both. The aide secretly passed on the old man’s information. A blackbird is sent a message through a café known as Le Coeur du Soldat in Argenteuil. This blackbird must be an extraordinary man, and now my client wants to reach him.… As for myself, my offices are hotel rooms in various cities. I’m currently registered under the name of Simon at the Pont-Royal, where I keep my passport and other papers.” Bourne paused, his palms outstretched. “I’ve just told you the entire truth as I know it.”


  “Not the entire truth,” corrected Santos, his voice low and guttural. “Who is your client?”


  “I’ll be killed if I tell you.”


  “I’ll kill you right now if you don’t,” said the Jackal’s conduit, removing Jason’s hunting knife from his wide leather belt, the blade glistening in the light of the floor lamp.


  “Why not give me the information my client wants along with a name and a number—any name, any number—and I’ll guarantee you two million francs. All my client asks is for me to be the only intermediary. Where’s the harm? The blackbird can turn me down and tell me to go to hell.… Three million!”


  Santos’s eyes wavered as if the temptation were almost too much for his imagination. “Perhaps we’ll do business later—”


  “Now.”


  “No!” Carlos’s man pushed his immense body out of the chair and walked toward the couch, the knife held threateningly in front of him. “Your client.”


  “Plural,” replied Bourne. “A group of powerful men in the United States.”


  “Who?”


  “They guard their names like nuclear secrets, but I know of one and he should be enough for you.”


  “Who?”


  “Find out for yourself—at least learn the enormity of what I’m trying to tell you. Protect your blackbird by all means! Ascertain that I’m telling you the truth and in the process make yourself so rich you can do anything you want to do for the rest of your life. You could travel, disappear, perhaps have time for those books of yours rather than being concerned with all that garbage downstairs. As you pointed out, neither of us is young. I make a generous brokering fee and you’re a wealthy man, free of care, of unpleasant drudgery.… Again, where’s the harm? I can be turned down, my clients turned down. There’s no trap. My clients don’t ever want to see him. They want to hire him.”


  “How could this be done? How could I be satisfied?”


  “Invent some high position for yourself and reach the American ambassador in London—the name is Atkinson. Tell him you’ve received confidential instructions from Snake Lady. Ask him if you should carry them out.”


  “Snake Lady? What’s that?”


  “Medusa. They call themselves Medusa.”


  Mo Panov excused himself and slid out of the booth. He made his way through the crowded highway diner toward the men’s room, frantically scanning the wall at the far end for a pay phone. There was none! The only goddamned phone was ten feet from the booth and in clear sight of the wild-eyed platinum blonde whose paranoia was as deeply embedded as the dark roots of her hair. He had casually mentioned that he thought he should call his office and tell his staff about the accident and where he was, and was instantly met with invective.


  “And have a swarm of cops coming out to pick you up! Not on your fuckin’ life, Medicine Man. Your office calls the fuzz, they call my devoted Chief Fork-in-Mouth, and my ass is bouncing into every barbed-wire fence in the county. He’s in with every cop on the roads. I think he tells ’em where to get laid.”


  “There’d be no reason for me to mention you and I certainly wouldn’t. If you recall, you said he might resent me.”


  “Resent don’t count. He’d just cut your cute little nose off. I’m not takin’ any chances—you don’t look like you’re too with-it. You’d blurt out about your accident—next thing the cops.”


  “You know, you’re not really making sense.”


  “All right, I’ll make sense. I’ll yell ‘Rape!’ and tell these not-so-pansy truckers I picked you up on the road two days ago and I’ve been a sex slave ever since. How does that grab you?”


  “Very firmly. May I at least go to the men’s room? It’s urgent that I do.”


  “Be my guest. They don’t put phones in the can in these places.”


  “Really?… No, honestly, I’m not chagrined, not disappointed—just curious. Why don’t they? Truckers make good money; they’re not interested in stealing dimes or quarters.”


  “Boy, you’re from La La Land, Doc. Things happen on the highways; things get switched or snitched, you dig? If people make phone calls, other people want to know who makes them.”


  “Really …?”


  “Oh, Jesus. Hurry up. We only got time for a couple of greasies, so I’ll order. He’ll head up Seventy, not Ninety-seven. He wouldn’t figure.”


  “Figure what? What are Seventy and Ninety-seven?”


  “Routes, for Christ’s sake! There are routes and there are routes. You are one dumb medicine man. Hit the head, then maybe later we’ll stop at a motel where we can continue our business discussion while you get an advance bonus.”


  “I beg your pardon?”


  “I’m pro-choice. Is that against your religion?”


  “Good Lord, no. I’m a firm advocate.”


  “Good. Hurry up!”


  So Panov headed for the men’s room, and indeed the woman was right. There was no phone, and the window to the outside was too small for anyone but a small cat or a large rat to crawl through.… But he had money, a great deal of money, along with five driver’s licenses from five different states. In Jason Bourne’s lexicon these were weapons, especially the money. Mo went to the urinal—long overdue—and then to the door; he pulled it back several inches to observe the blonde. Suddenly, the door swung violently back several feet and Panov crashed into the wall.


  “Hey, sorry, pal!” cried a short heavyset man, who grabbed the psychiatrist by the shoulders as Mo grabbed his face. “You okay, buddy?”


  “Oh, certainly. Yes, of course.”


  “The hell you are, you got a nosebleed! C’mon over here by the towels,” ordered the T-shirted trucker, one sleeve rolled up to hold a pack of cigarettes. “C’mon, put your head back while I get some cold water on your schnoz.… Loosen up and lean against the wall. There, that’s better; we’ll stop this sucker in a moment or two.” The short man reached up and gently pressed the wet paper towels across Panov’s face while holding the back of his neck, and every few seconds checking the flow of blood from Mo’s nostrils. “There y’are, buddy, it’s damned near stopped. Just breathe through your mouth, deep breaths, you got me? Head tilted, okay?”


  “Thank you,” said Panov, holding the towels and amazed that a nosebleed could be stopped so quickly. “Thank you very much.”


  “Don’t thank me, I bashed you one by mistake,” answered the trucker, relieving himself. “Feel better now?” he asked, zipping up his trousers.


  “Yes, I do.” And against the advice of his dear deceased mother, Mo decided to take advantage of the moment and forgo righteousness. “But I should explain that it was my mistake, not yours.”


  “Waddaya mean?” asked the trucker, washing his hands.


  “Frankly, I was hiding behind the door looking at a woman I’m trying to get away from—if that makes sense to you.”


  Panov’s personal medic laughed as he dried his hands. “Whose sense wouldn’t it make? It’s the story of mankind, pal! They getcha in their clutches and whammo, they whine and you don’t know what to do, they scream and you’re at their feet. Now me, I got it different. I married a real Eur’pean, you know? She don’t speak so good English, but she’s grateful.… Great with the kids, great with me, and I still get excited when I see her. Not like these fuckin’ princesses over here.”


  “That’s an extremely interesting, even visceral, statement,” said the psychiatrist.


  “It’s who?”


  “Nothing. I still want to get out of here without her seeing me leave. I have some money—”


  “Hold the money, who is she?”


  Both men went to the door and Panov pulled it back a few inches. “She’s the one over there, the blonde who keeps looking in this direction and at the front door. She’s getting very agitated—”


  “Holy shit,” interrupted the short trucker. “That’s the Bronk’s wife! She’s way off course.”


  “Off course? The Bronk?”


  “He trucks the eastern routes, not these. What the hell is she doing here?”


  “I think she’s trying to avoid him.”


  “Yeah,” agreed Mo’s companion. “I heard she’s been messing around and don’t charge no money.”


  “Do you know her?”


  “Hell, yeah. I been to a couple of their barbecues. He makes a hell of a sauce.”


  “I have to get out of here. As I told you, I have some money—”


  “So you told me and we’ll discuss it later.”


  “Where?”


  “In my truck. It’s a red semi with white stripes, like the flag. It’s parked out front, on the right. Get around the cab and stay out of sight.”


  “She’ll see me leave.”


  “No she won’t. I’m goin’ over and give her a big surprise. I’ll tell her all the CBs are hummin’ and the Bronk is headin’ south to the Carolinas—at least that’s what I heard.”


  “How can I ever repay you?”


  “Probably with some of that money you keep talkin’ about. Not too much, though. The Bronk’s an animal and I’m a born-again Christian.” The short trucker swung back the door, nearly shoving Panov back into the wall again. Mo watched as his conspiratorial colleague approached the booth, his conspiratorial arms extended as the trucker embraced an old friend and started talking rapidly; the woman’s eyes were attentive—she was mesmerized. Panov rushed out of the men’s room, through the diner’s entrance and toward the huge red-and-white-striped truck. He crouched breathlessly behind the cab, his chest pounding, and waited.


  Suddenly, the Bronk’s wife came racing out of the diner, her platinum hair rising grotesquely in the air behind her as she ran to her bright red automobile. She climbed inside and in seconds the engine roared; she continued north as Mo watched, astonished.


  “How are y’doing, buddy—wherever the hell you are?” shouted the short man with no name who had not only amazingly stopped a nosebleed but had rescued him from a manic wife whose paranoid mood swings were rooted in equal parts of vengeance and guilt.


  Stop it, asshole, cried Panov to himself as he raised his voice. “Over here … buddy!”


  Thirty-five minutes later they reached the outskirts of an unidentified town and the trucker stopped in front of a cluster of stores that bordered the highway. “You’ll find a phone there, buddy. Good luck.”


  “Are you sure?” asked Mo. “About the money, I mean.”


  “Sure I’m sure,” replied the short man behind the wheel. “Two hundred dollars is fine—maybe even what I earned—but more than that corrupts, don’t it? I been offered fifty times that to haul stuff I won’t haul, and you know what I tell ’em?”


  “What do you tell them?”


  “I tell ’em to go piss into the wind with their poison. It’s gonna flash back and blind ’em.”


  “You’re a good person,” said Panov, climbing out onto the pavement.


  “I got a few things to make up for.” The door of the cab slammed shut and the huge truck shot forward as Mo turned away, looking for a telephone.


  “Where the hell are you?” shouted Alexander Conklin in Virginia.


  “I don’t know!” answered Panov. “If I were a patient, I’d ponderously explain that it was an extension of some Freudian dream sequence because it never happens but it happened to me. They shot me up, Alex!”


  “Stay cold. We assumed that. We have to know where you are. Let’s face it, others are looking for you, too.”


  “All right, all right.… Wait a minute! There’s a drugstore across the street. The sign says ‘Battle Ford’s Best,’ will that help?”


  The sigh on the line from Virginia was the reply. “Yes, it does. If you were a socially productive Civil War buff rather than an insignificant shrink, you’d know it, too.”


  “What the hell does that mean?”


  “Head for the old battleground at Ford’s Bluff. It’s a national landmark; there are signs everywhere. A helicopter will be there in thirty minutes, and don’t say a goddamned thing to anybody!”


  “Do you know how extreme you sound? Yet I was the object of hostility—”


  “Out, coach!”


  Bourne walked into the Pont-Royal and immediately approached the night concierge, peeling off a five-hundred-franc note and placing it quietly in the man’s hand. “The name is Simon,” he said, smiling. “I’ve been away. Any messages?”


  “No messages, Monsieur Simon,” was the quiet reply, “but two men are outside, one on Montalembert, the other across on the rue du Bac.”


  Jason removed a thousand-franc note and palmed it to the man. “I pay for such eyes and I pay well. Keep it up.”


  “Of course, monsieur.”


  Bourne crossed to the brass elevator. Reaching his floor, he walked rapidly down the intersecting corridors to his room. Nothing was disturbed; everything was as he had left it, except that the bed had been made up. The bed. Oh, God, he needed to rest, to sleep. He couldn’t do it any longer. Something was happening inside him—less energy, less breath. Yet he had to have both, now more than ever. Oh, Christ, he wanted to lie down.… No. There was Marie. There was Bernardine. He went to the telephone and dialed the number he had committed to memory.


  “I’m sorry I’m late,” he said.


  “Four hours late, mon ami. What happened?”


  “No time. What about Marie?”


  “There is nothing. Absolutely nothing. She is not on any international flight currently in the air or scheduled for departure. I even checked the transfers from London, Lisbon, Stockholm and Amsterdam—nothing. There is no Marie Elise St. Jacques Webb en route to Paris.”


  “There has to be. She wouldn’t change her mind, it’s not like her. And she wouldn’t know how to bypass immigration.”


  “I repeat. She’s not listed on any flight from any country coming into Paris.”


  “Damn!”


  “I will keep trying, my friend. The words of Saint Alex keep ringing in my ears. Do not underestimate la belle mademoiselle.”


  “She’s not a goddamned mademoiselle, she’s my wife.… She’s not one of us, Bernardine; she’s not an agent in the field who can cross and double-cross and triple-cross. That’s not her. But she’s on her way to Paris. I know it!”


  “The airlines do not, what more can I say?”


  “Just what you said,” said Jason, his lungs seemingly incapable of absorbing the air he needed, his eyelids heavy. “Keep trying.”


  “What happened tonight? Tell me.”


  “Tomorrow,” replied David Webb, barely audible. “Tomorrow.… I’m so tired and I have to be somebody else.”


  “What are you talking about? You don’t even sound like yourself.”


  “Nothing. Tomorrow. I have to think.… Or maybe I shouldn’t think.”


  



  Marie stood in Marseilles’s immigration line, mercifully short because of the early hour, and assumed an air of boredom, the last thing she felt. It was her turn to go to the passport counter.


  “Américaine,” said the half-awake official. “Are you heer on bizziness or playseeoor, madame?”


  “Jeparle français, monsieur. Je suis canadienne d’origine—Québec. Séparatiste.”


  “Ah, bien!” The sleepy clerk’s eyes opened somewhat wider as he proceeded in French. “You are in business?”


  “No, I’m not. This is a journey of memories. My parents came from Marseilles and both died recently. I want to see where they came from, where they lived—perhaps what I missed.”


  “How extraordinarily touching, lovely lady,” said the immigration official, appraising the most appealing traveler. “Perhaps also you might need a guide? There is no part of this city that is not indelibly printed on my mind.”


  “You’re most kind. I’ll be at the Sofitel Vieux Port. What’s your name? You have mine.”


  “Lafontaine, madame. At your service!”


  “Lafontaine? You don’t say?”


  “I do indeed!”


  “How interesting.”


  “I am very interesting,” said the official, his eyelids half closed but not with sleepiness, as his rubber stamps flew recklessly down to process the tourist. “I am at your every service, madame!”


  It must run in that very peculiar clan, thought Marie as she headed for the luggage area. From there she would board a domestic flight to Paris under any name she chose.


  François Bernardine awoke with a start, shooting up on his elbows, frowning, disturbed. She’s on her way to Paris, I know it! The words of the husband who knew her best. She’s not listed on any flight from any other country coming into Paris. His own words. Paris. The operative word was Paris!


  But suppose it was not Paris?


  The Deuxième veteran crawled rapidly out of bed in the early morning light shining through the tall narrow windows of his flat. In fewer minutes than his face appreciated, he shaved, then completed his ablutions, dressed, and walked down into the street to his Peugeot, where there was the inevitable ticket on the windshield; alas, it was no longer officially dismissible with a quiet phone call. He sighed, picked it off the glass, and climbed in behind the wheel.


  Fifty-eight minutes later he swung the car into the parking lot of a small brick building in the huge cargo complex of Orly Airport. The building was nondescript; the work inside was not. It was a branch of the Department of Immigration, an all-important arm known simply as the Bureau of Air Entries, where sophisticated computers kept up-to-the-minute records of every traveler flying into France at all the international airports. It was vital to immigration but not often consulted by the Deuxième, for there were far too many other points of entry used by the people in which the Deuxième was interested. Nevertheless, over the years, Bernardine, operating on the theory of the obvious being unnoticed, had sought information from the Bureau of Air Entries. Every now and then he had been rewarded. He wondered if that would be the case this morning.


  Nineteen minutes later he had his answer. It was the case, but the reward was considerably diminished in value, for the information came too late. There was a pay phone in the bureau’s lobby; Bernardine inserted a coin and dialed the Pont-Royal.


  “Yes?” coughed the voice of Jason Bourne.


  “I apologize for waking you.”


  “François?”


  “Yes.”


  “I was just getting up. There are two men down in the street far more tired than I am, unless they’re replacements.”


  “Relative to last night? All night?”


  “Yes. I’ll tell you about it when I see you. Is that why you called?”


  “No. I’m out at Orly and I’m afraid I have bad news, information that proves me an idiot. I should have considered it.… Your wife flew into Marseilles slightly over two hours ago. Not Paris. Marseilles.”


  “Why is that bad news?” cried Jason. “We know where she is! We can—Oh, Christ, I see what you mean.” Subdued, Bourne’s words trailed off. “She can take a train, hire a car.…”


  “She can even fly up to Paris under any name she cares to,” added Bernardine. “Still, I have an idea. It’s probably as worthless as my brain but I suggest it anyway.… Do you and she have special—how do you say it?—nicknames for each other? Sobriquets of endearment perhaps?”


  “We’re not much for the cute stuff, frankly.… Wait a minute.


  A couple of years ago, Jamie, that’s our son, had trouble with ‘Mommy.’ He turned it around and called her ‘Meemom.’ We kidded about it and I called her that for a few months off and on until he got it right.”


  “I know she speaks French fluently. Does she read the papers?”


  “Religiously, at least the financial pages. I’m not sure she goes seriously much beyond them; it’s her morning ritual.”


  “Even in a crisis?”


  “Especially in a crisis. She claims it calms her.”


  “Let’s send her a message—on the financial pages.”


  Ambassador Phillip Atkinson settled in for a morning of dreary paperwork at the American embassy in London. The dreariness was compounded by a dull throbbing at his temples and a sickening taste in his mouth. It was hardly a typical hangover because he rarely drank whisky and for over twenty-five years had never been drunk. He had learned a long time ago, roughly thirty months after Saigon fell, the limits of his talents, his opportunities and, above all, his resources. When he returned from the war with reasonable, if not exceptional, commendations at twenty-nine, his family had purchased him an available seat on the New York Stock Exchange, where in thirty additional months he had lost something over three million dollars.


  “Didn’t you ever learn a goddamned thing at Andover and Yale?” his father had roared. “At least make a few connections on the Street?”


  “Dad, they were all jealous of me, you know that. My looks, the girls—I look like you, Dad—they all conspired against me. Sometimes I think they were really getting at you through me! You know how they talk. Senior and Junior, dashing socialites and all that crap.… Remember the column in the Daily News when they compared us to the Fairbankses?”


  “I’ve known Doug for forty years!” yelled the father. “He’s got it upstairs, one of the best.”


  “He didn’t go to Andover and Yale, Dad.”


  “He didn’t have to, for Christ’s sake!… Hold it. Foreign Service …? What the hell was that degree you got at Yale?”


  “Bachelor of Arts.”


  “Screw that! There was something else. The courses or something.”


  “I majored in English literature and minored in political science.”


  “That’s it! Shove the fairy stuff on the back burner. You were outstanding in the other one—the political science bullshit.”


  “Dad, it wasn’t my strongest course.”


  “You passed?”


  “Yes.… Barely.”


  “Not barely, with honors! That’s it!”


  And so Phillip Atkinson III began his career in the Foreign Service by way of a valuable political contributor who was his father, and never looked back. And although that illustrious man had died eight years ago, he never forgot the old war horse’s last admonition: “Don’t fuck this up, son. You want to drink or you want to whore around, you do it inside your own house or in a goddamned desert somewhere, understand? And you treat that wife of yours, whatever the hell her name is, with real affection wherever anybody can see you, got it?”


  “Yes, Dad.”


  Which was why Phillip Atkinson felt so blah on this particular morning. He had spent the previous evening at a dinner party with unimportant royals who drank until the drink flowed out of their nostrils, and with his wife who excused their behavior because they were royals, all of which he could tolerate only with seven glasses of Chablis. There were times when he longed for the freewheeling, free-drinking days of the old Saigon.


  The telephone rang, causing Atkinson to blur his signature on a document that made no sense to him. “Yes?”


  “The high commissioner from the Hungarian Central Committee is on the line, sir.”


  “Oh? Who’s that—who are they? Do we recognize them—it—him?”


  “I don’t know, Mr. Ambassador. I really can’t pronounce his name.”


  “Very well, put him through.”


  “Mr. Ambassador?” said the deep accented voice on the phone. “Mr. Atkinson?”


  “Yes, this is Atkinson. Forgive me, but I don’t recollect either your name or the Hungarian affiliation you speak for.”


  “It does not matter. I speak on behalf of Snake Lady—”


  “Stop!” cried the ambassador to the Court of St. James’s. “Stay on the line and we’ll resume talking in twenty seconds.” Atkinson reached down, snapped on his scrambler, and waited until the spiraling sounds of the pre-interceptor subsided. “All right, continue.”


  “I have received instructions from Snake Lady and was told to confirm the origin from you.”


  “Confirmed!”


  “And therefore I am to carry out these instructions?”


  “Good Lord, yes! Whatever they say. My God, look what happened to Teagarten in Brussels, Armbruster in Washington! Protect me! Do whatever they say!”


  “Thank you, Mr. Ambassador.”


  Bourne first sat in the hottest tub he could endure, then took the coldest shower he could tolerate. He then changed the dressing around his neck, walked back into the small hotel room and fell on the bed.… So Marie had found a simple, ingenious way to reach Paris. Goddamn it! How could he find her, protect her? Had she any idea what she was doing? David would go out of his mind. He’d panic and make a thousand mistakes.… Oh, my God, I am David!


  Stop it. Control. Pull back.


  The telephone rang; he grabbed it off the bedside table. “Yes?”


  “Santos wants to see you. With peace in his heart.”


  



  CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR


  The Emergency Medical Service helicopter was lowered into its threshold; the rotors were cut and the blades thumped to a stop. Following EMS procedure when disembarking ambulatory patients, only then did the exit door open and the metal steps slap down to the ground. A uniformed paramedic preceded Panov, turning and assisting the doctor to the tarmac, where a second man in civilian clothes escorted him to a waiting limousine. Inside were Peter Holland, director of the CIA, and Alex Conklin, the latter in the right jump seat, obviously for conversational purposes. The psychiatrist climbed in beside Holland; he took several deep breaths, sighed audibly and fell back into the seat.


  “I am a maniac,” he stated, emphasizing each word. “Certifiably insane and I’ll sign the papers of commitment myself.”


  “You’re safe, that’s all that matters, Doctor,” said Holland.


  “Good to see you, Crazy Mo,” added Conklin.


  “Have you any idea what I did?…I purposely crashed a car into a tree with me in it! Then after walking at least half the distance to the Bronx, I was picked up by the only person I know who may have more loose bananas in her head than I do. Her libido is unhinged and she’s running away from her trucker husband—hot on her French heels—who I subsequently learned has the cuddly name of the Bronk. My hooker chauffeur proceeds to hold me hostage with such wiles as threatening to yell ‘Rape!’ in a diner filled with a collection of the NFL’s most carnivorous linebackers—except for one who got me out.” Panov abruptly stopped and reached into his pocket. “Here,” he continued, thrusting the five driver’s licenses and the roughly six thousand dollars into Conklin’s hands.


  “What’s this?” asked the bewildered Alex.


  “I robbed a bank and decided to become a professional driver!…What do you think it is? I took it from the man who was guarding me. I described as best I could to the chopper’s crew where the crash took place. They’re flying back to find him. They will; he’s not walking anywhere.”


  Peter Holland reached for the limousine’s telephone, pushing three buttons. In less than two seconds, he spoke. “Get word to EMS-Arlington, Equipment Fifty-seven. The man they’re picking up is to be brought directly to Langley. To the infirmary. And keep me informed as to their progress.… Sorry, Doctor. Go on.”


  “Go on? What’s to go on to? I was kidnapped and held in some farmhouse and injected with enough sodium pentothal, if I’m not mistaken, to make me a resident of—of La La Land, which I was recently accused of being by Madame Scylla Charybdis.”


  “What the hell are you talking about?” said Holland flatly.


  “Nothing, Admiral, or Mr. Director or—”


  “Peter’s fine, Mo,” completed Holland. “I simply didn’t understand you.”


  “There’s nothing to understand but the facts. My allusions are compulsive attempts at false erudition. It’s called posttraumatic stress.”


  “Of course, now you’re perfectly clear.”


  Panov turned to the DCI with a nervous smile. “It’s my turn to be sorry, Peter. I’m still wound up. This last day or so hasn’t exactly been representative of my normal life-style.”


  “I don’t think it’s anybody’s,” concurred Holland. “I’ve seen my share of rotten stuff, but nothing like this, nothing that tampers with the mind. I missed all that.”


  “There’s no hurry, Mo,” added Conklin. “Don’t press yourself; you’ve taken a lot of punishment. If you like, we can postpone the briefing for a few hours so you can rest, calm down.”


  “Don’t be a damn fool, Alex!” protested the psychiatrist sharply. “For the second time I’ve put David’s life in jeopardy. The knowledge of that is far worse punishment. There’s not a minute to lose.… Forget Langley, Peter. Take me to one of your clinics. Free-floating, I want to get out everything I can recall, consciously or unconsciously. Hurry. I’ll tell the doctors what to do.”


  “You’ve got to be joking,” said Holland, staring at Panov.


  “I’m not joking for an instant. You both have to know what I know—whether I realize I know it or not. Can’t you understand that?”


  The director again reached for the telephone and pressed a single button. In the front seat, beyond the glass partition, the driver picked up the phone recessed in the seat beside him. “There’s been a change of plans,” said Holland. “Head for Sterile Five.”


  The limousine slowed down, and at the next intersection turned right toward the rolling hills and verdant fields of the Virginia hunt country. Morris Panov closed his eyes, as if in a trance or as a man might do facing some appalling ordeal—his own execution perhaps. Alex looked at Peter Holland; they both glanced at Mo, then back at each other. Whatever Panov was doing, there was a reason for it. Until they reached the gates of the estate that was Sterile House Five thirty minutes later, no one spoke.


  “DCI and company,” announced the driver to the guard wearing the uniform of a private security firm, in reality a CIA proprietary. The limousine proceeded down the long tree-lined entrance.


  “Thanks,” said Mo, opening his eyes and blinking. “As I’m sure you gathered, I’m trying to clear my head and with any luck bring down my blood pressure.”


  “You don’t have to do this,” insisted Holland.


  “Yes, I do,” said Panov. “Maybe with time I could piece things together with a degree of clarity, but I can’t now and we don’t have the time.” Mo turned to Conklin. “How much can you tell me?”


  “Peter knows everything. For the sake of that blood pressure of yours, I won’t fill you in on all the details, but the bottom line is that David’s all right. At least we haven’t heard otherwise.”


  “Marie? The children?”


  “On the island,” replied Alex, avoiding Holland’s eyes.


  “What about this Sterile Five?” asked Panov, now looking at Holland. “I assume there’s a specialist, or specialists, the kind I need.”


  “In relays and around the clock. You probably know a few of them.”


  “I’d rather not.” The long dark vehicle swung around the circular drive and stopped in front of the stone steps of the pillared Georgian mansion that was the focal point of the estate. “Let’s go,” said Mo quietly, stepping outside.


  The sculptured white doors, the rose-colored marble floors and the elegant winding staircase in the great hall all combined to furnish a superb cover for the work done at Sterile Five. Defectors, double and triple agents, and field officers returned from complex assignments for rest and debriefing were continuously processed through its various agendas. The staff, each with a Four Zero clearance, consisted of two doctors and three nurses in relay units, cooks and domestic attendants recruited from the foreign service—in the main, overseas embassies—and guards, all with Ranger training or its equivalent. They moved about the house and grounds unobtrusively, eyes constantly alert, each with either a concealed or an unconcealed weapon, except for the medical personnel. Visitors without exception were given small lapel pins by the well-spoken, dark-suited house steward, who admitted them and directed them to the locations of their scheduled appointments. The man was a retired gray-haired interpreter for the Central Intelligence Agency, but he suited his position so well in appearance he might have come from Central Casting.


  Naturally, at the sight of Peter Holland, the steward was astonished. He prided himself on committing to memory every schedule at Sterile Five. “A surprise visit, sir?”


  “Good to see you, Frank.” The DCI shook hands with the former interpreter. “You may remember Alex Conklin—”


  “Good Lord, is that you, Alex? It’s been years!” Again hands were shaken. “When was the last time?…That crazy woman from Warsaw, wasn’t it?”


  “The KGB’s been chuckling ever since,” laughed Conklin. “The only secret she had was the recipe for the worst golumpki I’ve ever tasted.… Still keeping your hand in, Frank?”


  “Every now and then,” replied the steward, grimacing in mock disapproval. “These young translators don’t know a quiche from a kluski.”


  “Since I don’t either,” said Holland, “may I have a word with you, Frank?” The two older men walked off to the side speaking quietly as Alex and Mo Panov held their places, the latter frowning and sporadically breathing deeply. The director returned, handing lapel pins to his colleagues. “I know where to go now,” he said. “Frank will call ahead.”


  The three of them walked up the curving ornate staircase, Conklin limping, and down a lushly carpeted hallway on the left to the rear of the enormous house. On the right wall was a door unlike any of the doors they had passed; it was made of thick varnished oak with four small windows in the upper recessed panels and two black buttons set in an outlet casing beside the knob. Holland inserted a key, twisted it and pressed the lower button; instantly a red light appeared in the small stationary camera mounted on the ceiling. Twenty seconds later there was the familiar muffled metallic clanking of an elevator coming to a stop. “Inside, gentlemen,” ordered the DCI. The door closed and the elevator began its descent.


  “We walked up to go down?” asked Conklin.


  “Security,” answered the director. “It’s the only way to get where we’re going. There’s no elevator on the first floor.”


  “Why not, may the man with one foot missing ask?” said Alex.


  “I’d think you’d be able to answer that better than me,” retorted the DCI. “Apparently all accesses to the cellars are sealed off except for two elevators that bypass the first floor and for which you need a key. This one and another on the other side; this takes us to where we want to go, the other leads to the furnaces, air-conditioning units and all the rest of the normal basement equipment. Frank gave me the key, incidentally. If it doesn’t return to its slot within a given period of time, another alarm goes off.”


  “It all strikes me as unnecessarily complicated,” said Panov curtly, nervously. “Expensive games.”


  “Not necessarily, Mo,” interrupted Conklin gently. “Explosives can be concealed pretty easily in heating pipes and ducts. And did you know that during the last days of Hitler’s bunker a few of his saner aides tried to insert poison gas into the air-filtering machinery? These are just precautions.”


  The elevator stopped and the door opened. “To your left, Doctor,” Holland said. The hallway was a glistening pristine white, antiseptic in its way, which was altogether proper, as this underground complex was a highly sophisticated medical center. It was devoted not only to the healing of men and women, but also to the process of breaking them down, crippling their resistance so that information might be revealed, truths learned that could prevent the penetration of high-risk operations, frequently saving lives as a result.


  They entered a room that was in stark contrast to the antiseptic quality of the fluorescent-lit hallway. There were heavy armchairs and soft indirect lighting, a coffee urn on a table with cups and saucers; newspapers and magazines were folded neatly on other tables, all the comforts of a lounge designed for those waiting for someone or something. From an inner door a man in a white medical jacket appeared; he was frowning, looking uncertain.


  “Director Holland?” he said, approaching Peter, extending his hand. “I’m Dr. Walsh, second shift. Needless to say, we didn’t expect you.”


  “I’m afraid it’s an emergency and hardly one of my choosing. May I introduce you to Dr. Morris Panov—unless you know him?”


  “Of him, of course.” Walsh again extended his hand. “A pleasure, Doctor, also a privilege.”


  “You may take both back before we’re finished, Doctor. May we talk privately?”


  “Certainly. My office is inside.” The two men disappeared through the inner door.


  “Shouldn’t you go with them?” asked Conklin, looking at Peter.


  “Why not you?”


  “Goddamn it, you’re the director. You should insist!”


  “You’re his closest friend. So should you.”


  “I don’t have any clout here.”


  “Mine disappeared when Mo dismissed us. Come on, let’s have some coffee. This place gives me the proverbial creeps.” Holland went to the table with the coffee urn and poured two cups. “How do you like it?”


  “With more milk and sugar than I’m supposed to have. I’ll do it.”


  “I still take it black,” said the director, moving away from the table and removing a pack of cigarettes from his shirt pocket. “My wife says the acid will kill me one day.”


  “Other people say tobacco will.”


  “What?”


  “Look.” Alex pointed at the sign on the opposite wall. It read: THANK YOU FOR NOT SMOKING.


  “That I’ve got enough clout for,” announced Holland quietly as he snapped his lighter and lit a cigarette.


  Nearly twenty minutes passed. Every now and then one or the other of them picked up a magazine or a newspaper only to put it down moments later and look up at the inner door. Finally, twenty-eight minutes after he had disappeared with Panov, the doctor named Walsh reappeared.


  “He tells me you know what he’s requesting and that you have no objections, Director Holland.”


  “I’ve got plenty of objections, but it seems he’s overruled them.… Oh, excuse me, Doctor, this is Alex Conklin. He’s one of us and a close friend of Panov.”


  “How do you feel, Mr. Conklin?” asked Walsh, nodding at Alex as he returned the greeting.


  “I hate what he’s doing—what he wants to do—but he says it makes sense. If it does, it’s right for him and I understand why he insists on doing it. If it doesn’t make sense, I’ll pull him out of there myself, one foot and all. Does it make sense, Doctor? And what’s the risk of damage?”


  “There’s always a risk where drugs are concerned, especially in terms of chemical balance, and he knows that. It’s why he’s designed an intravenous flow that prolongs his own psychological pain but somewhat reduces the potential damage.”


  “Somewhat?” cried Alex.


  “I’m being honest. So is he.”


  “Bottom line, Doctor,” said Holland.


  “If things go wrong, two or three months of therapy, not permanent.”


  “And the sense?” insisted Conklin. “Does it make sense?”


  “Yes,” replied Walsh. “What happened to him is not only recent, it’s consumed him. It’s obsessed his conscious, which can only mean that it’s inflamed his subconscious. He’s right. His unreachable recall is on the cutting edge.… I came in here as a courtesy. He’s insisted we proceed, and from what he’s told me, I’d do the same thing. Each of us would.”


  “What’s the security?” asked Alex.


  “The nurse will be dismissed and stay outside the door. There’ll be only a single battery-operated tape recorder and me…and one or both of you.” The doctor turned to the door, then glanced back. “I’ll send for you at the proper time,” he added, again disappearing inside.


  Conklin and Peter Holland looked at each other. The second period of waiting began.


  To their astonishment, it ended barely ten minutes later. A nurse came out into the lounge and asked them to follow her. They walked through what appeared to be a maze of antiseptic white walls broken up only by recessed white panels with glass knobs that denoted doors. Only once on their brief journey did they see another human being; it was a man in a white smock, wearing a white surgical mask, who walked out of yet another white door, his sharp, intense eyes above the white cloth somehow accusing, determining them to be aliens from some different world that had not been cleared for Sterile House Five.


  The nurse opened a door; there was a blinking red light above its top frame. She put her index finger to her lips, indicating silence. Holland and Conklin walked quietly inside a dark room and confronted a drawn white curtain concealing a bed or an examining table beyond, a small circle of intense light shining through the cloth. They heard the softly spoken words of Dr. Walsh.


  “You are going back, Doctor, not far back, just a day or so, just when you began to feel the dull, constant pain in your arm…your arm, Doctor. Why are they inflicting pain on your arm? You were in a farmhouse, a small farmhouse with fields outside your window, and then they put a blindfold on you and began hurting your arm. Your arm, Doctor.”


  Suddenly, there was a muted flashing of green light reflected on the ceiling. The curtain parted electronically several feet, revealing the bed, the patient and the doctor. Walsh took his finger off a bedside button and looked at them, gesturing slowly with his hands as if to say, There’s no one else here. Confirmed?


  Both witnesses nodded, at first mesmerized, then repelled at the sight of Panov’s grimacing pale face and the tears that began to flow from his wide-open eyes. Then, as one, they saw the white straps that emerged from under the white sheet, holding Mo in place; the order had to be his.


  “The arm, Doctor. We have to begin with the physically invasive procedure, don’t we? Because you know what it does, Doctor, don’t you? It leads to another invasive procedure that you cannot permit. You must stop its progression.”


  The ear-shattering scream was a prolonged shriek of defiance and horror. “No, no! I won’t tell you! I killed him once, I won’t kill him again! Get away from meeeee…!”


  Alex slumped, falling to the floor. Peter Holland grabbed him and gently the strong, broad-shouldered admiral, a veteran of the darkest operations in the Far East, led Conklin silently through the door to the nurse. “Get him away from here, please.”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “Peter,” coughed Alex, trying to stand, collapsing on his false foot. “I’m sorry, Christ, I’m sorry!”


  “What for?” whispered Holland.


  “I should watch but I can’t watch!”


  “I understand. It’s all too close. If I were you, I probably couldn’t either.”


  “No, you don’t understand! Mo said he killed David, but of course he didn’t. But I meant to, I really wanted to kill him! I was wrong, but I tried with all the expertise in my bones to kill him! And now I’ve done it again. I sent him to Paris.… It’s not Mo, it’s me!”


  “Put him against the wall, miss. Let him sink to the floor and leave us alone.”


  “Yes, sir!” The nurse did as she was ordered and fled, leaving Holland and Alex alone in the antiseptic maze.


  “Now, you listen to me, Field Man,” whispered the gray-haired director of the Central Intelligence Agency, kneeling in front of Conklin. “This fucking merry-go-round of guilt had better stop—has got to stop—or nobody’s going to be any good to anybody. I don’t give a good goddamn what you or Panov did thirteen years ago, or five years ago, or now! We’re all reasonably bright people, and we did what each of us did because we thought they were the right moves at the time.… Guess what, Saint Alex? Yes, I’ve heard the term. We make mistakes. Fucking inconvenient, isn’t it? Maybe we’re not so brilliant after all. Maybe Panov isn’t the greatest behavioral whatever-the-hell-it-is; maybe you’re not the shrewdest son of a bitch in the field, the one who got canonized, and maybe I’m not the superjock behind-the-lines strategist they’ve made me out to be. So what? We take our baggage and go where we have to go.”


  “Oh, for Christ’s sake, shut up!” yelled Conklin, struggling against the wall.


  “Shhh!”


  “Oh, shit! The last thing I need is a sermon from you! If I had a foot, I’d take you.”


  “Now we’re physical?”


  “I was Black Belt. First class, Admiral.”


  “Golly, gee. I don’t even know how to wrestle.”


  Their eyes met and Alex was the first to laugh quietly. “You’re too much, Peter. I got your message. Help me up, will you? I’ll go back to the lounge and wait for you. Come on, give me a hand.”


  “The hell I will,” said Holland, getting to his feet and standing over Conklin. “Help yourself. Someone told me that the Saint made it back through a hundred and forty miles in enemy territory, through rivers and streams and jungle, and arrived at the Foxtrot base camp asking if anybody had a bottle of bourbon.”


  “Yeah, well, that was different. I was a hell of a lot younger and I had another foot.”


  “Pretend you got one now, Saint Alex.” Holland winked. “I’m going back inside. One of us has to be there.”


  “Bastard!”


  For an hour and forty-seven minutes Conklin sat in the lounge. His attachable footless foot never throbbed, but it was throbbing now. He did not know what the impossible feeling meant, but he could not dismiss the beat that surged through his leg. If nothing else, it was something to think about, and he thought wistfully of the younger days, when he had both feet, and before. Oh, how he had wanted to change the world! And how he had felt so right in a destiny that forced him to become the youngest valedictorian in his high school’s history, the youngest freshman ever accepted at Georgetown, a bright, bright light that shimmered at the end of the tunnels of academe. His decline started when someone, somewhere, found out that his name at birth was not Alexander Conklin but Aleksei Nikolae Konsolikov. That now faceless man had casually asked him a question, the answer to which had changed Conklin’s life.


  “Do you by any chance speak Russian?”


  “Of course,” he had replied, amused that his visitor would even think he might not. “As you obviously know, my parents were immigrants. I grew up not only in a Russian home but in a Russian neighborhood—at least in the early years. You couldn’t buy a loaf of bread at the ovoshchnoi otdel if you didn’t. And at church school the older priests and nuns, like the Poles, held ferociously on to the language.… I’m sure it contributed to my leaving the faith.”


  “Those were the early years, however, as I believe you mentioned.”


  “Yes.”


  “What changed?”


  “I’m sure it’s in your government report somewhere and will hardly satisfy your iniquitous Senator McCarthy.”


  The face came back to Alex with the memory of those words. It was a middle-aged face and it had suddenly become expressionless, the eyes clouded but with suppressed anger in them. “I assure you, Mr. Conklin, I am in no way associated with the senator. You call him iniquitous, I have other terms, but they’re not pertinent here.… What changed?”


  “Quite late in his life my father became what he had been in Russia, a highly successful merchant, a capitalist. At last count he owned seven supermarkets in upscale malls. They’re called Conklin’s Corners. He’s over eighty now, and although I love him dearly, I regret to say he’s an ardent supporter of the senator. I simply consider his years, his struggles, his hatred of the Soviets, and avoid the subject.”


  “You’re very bright and very diplomatic.”


  “Bright and diplomatic,” Alex had agreed.


  “I’ve shopped at a couple of Conklin’s Corners. Kind of expensive.”


  “Oh, yes.”


  “Where did the ‘Conklin’ come from?”


  “My father. My mother says he saw it on a billboard advertising motor oil, she thinks, about four or five years after they got here. And, of course, the Konsolikov had to go. As my considerably bigoted father once said, ‘Only the Jews with Russian names can make money over here.’ Again, I avoid the subject.”


  “Very diplomatic.”


  “It’s not difficult. He has his share of good points as well.”


  “Even if he didn’t, I’m sure you could be convincing in your diplomacy, in the concealment of your feelings.”


  “Why do I think that’s a leading statement?”


  “Because it is, Mr. Conklin. I represent a government agency that’s extremely interested in you, and one in which your future would be as unlimited as that of any potential recruit I’ve spoken to in a decade.…”


  That conversation had taken place nearly thirty years ago, mused Alex, his eyes drifting up once again to the inner door of Sterile Five’s waiting lounge in its own private medical center. And how crazy the intervening years had been. In a stress-defying bid for unrealistic expansion, his father had overextended himself, committing enormous sums of money that existed only in his imagination and in the minds of avaricious bankers. He lost six of his seven supermarkets, the smallest and last supporting a life-style that he found unacceptable, so he conveniently had a massive stroke and died as Alex’s own adult life was about to begin.


  Berlin—East and West. Moscow, Leningrad, Tashkent and Kamchatka. Vienna, Paris, Lisbon and Istanbul. Then back across the world to stations in Tokyo, Hong Kong, Seoul, Cambodia, Laos, and finally Saigon and the tragedy that was Vietnam. Over the years, with his facile mastery of languages and the expertise that came with survival, he had become the Agency’s point man in clandestine operations, its primary scout and often the on-scene strategist for covert activities. Then one morning with the mists hanging over the Mekong Delta, a land mine shattered his life as well as his foot. There was little left for a field man who depended on mobility in his chosen work; the rest was downhill and out of the field. His excessive drinking he accepted, and excused as genetic. The Russian’s winter of depression carried over into spring, summer and autumn. The skeletal, trembling wreck of a man who was about to go under was given a reprieve. David Webb—Jason Bourne—came back into his life.


  The door opened, mercifully cutting short his reverie, and Peter Holland walked slowly into the lounge. His face was pale and drawn, his eyes glazed, and in his left hand were two small plastic containers, each presumably holding a cassette tape.


  “As long as I live,” said Peter, his voice low and hollow, barely above a whisper, “I hope to Christ I never go through anything like this again, never witness anything like this again.”


  “How’s Mo?”


  “I didn’t think he’d live.… I thought he’d kill himself. Every now and then Walsh would stop. Let me tell you, he was one frightened doctor.”


  “Why didn’t he call it off, for God’s sake?”


  “I asked him that. He said Panov’s instructions were not only explicit but that he’d written them out and signed them and expected them to be followed to the letter. Maybe there’s some kind of unwritten code of ethics between doctors, I don’t know, but I do know Walsh hooked him up to an EKG, which he rarely took his eyes off. Neither did I; it was easier than looking at Mo. Jesus, let’s get out of here!”


  “Wait a minute. What about Panov?”


  “He’s not ready for a welcome-home party. He’ll stay here for a couple of days under observation. Walsh will call me in the morning.”


  “I’d like to see him. I want to see him.”


  “There’s nothing to see but a human dishrag. Believe me, you don’t and he wouldn’t want you to. Let’s go.”


  “Where?”


  “Your place in Vienna—our place in Vienna. I assume you’ve got a cassette machine.”


  “I’ve got everything but a moon rocket, most of which I can’t operate.”


  “I want to stop and get a bottle of whisky.”


  “There’s whatever you want at the apartment.”


  “It doesn’t bother you?” asked Holland, studying Alex.


  “Would it matter if it did?”


  “Not a bit.… If I remember, there’s an extra bedroom, isn’t there?”


  “Yes.”


  “Good. We may be up most of the night listening to these.” The director held up the cassettes. “The first couple of times won’t mean anything. All we’ll hear is the pain, not the information.”


  It was shortly past five o’clock in the afternoon when they left the estate known within the Agency as Sterile House Five. The days were growing shorter, September on the cusp, the descending sun announcing the forthcoming change with an intensity of color that was the death of one season and the birth of another.


  “The light’s always brightest before we die,” said Conklin, leaning back in the seat beside Holland in the limousine, staring out the window.


  “I find that not only inappropriate but quite possibly sophomoric,” declared Peter wearily. “I won’t commit to the latter until I know who said it. Who was it?”


  “Jesus, I think.”


  “The Scriptures were never edited. Too many campfires, no on-scene confirmation.”


  Alex laughed softly, reflectively. “Did you ever actually read them? The Scriptures, I mean.”


  “Most of it—most of them.”


  “Because you had to?”


  “Hell, no. My father and mother were as agnostic as any two people could be without being branded godless pariahs. They shut up about it and sent me and my two sisters to a Protestant service one week, a Catholic mass on another, and a synagogue after that. Never with any regularity, but I guess they figured we should catch the whole scene. That’s what makes kids want to read. Natural curiosity wrapped in mysticism.”


  “Irresistible,” agreed Conklin. “I lost my faith, and now after years of proclaiming my spiritual independence, I wonder if I’m missing something.”


  “Like what?”


  “Comfort, Peter. I have no comfort.”


  “For what?”


  “I don’t know. Things I can’t control, maybe.”


  “You mean you don’t have the comfort of an excuse, a metaphysical excuse. Sorry, Alex, we part company. We’re accountable for what we do, and no confessional absolution can change that.”


  Conklin turned his head, his eyes wide open, and looked at Holland. “Thank you,” he said.


  “For what?”


  “For sounding like me, even using a variation of the words I’ve used.… I came back from Hong Kong five years ago with the banner of Accountability on my lance.”


  “You’ve lost me.”


  “Forget it. I’m back on track.… ‘Beware the pitfalls of ecclesiastical presumption and self-absorbed thought.’”


  “Who the hell said that?”


  “Either Savonarola or Salvador Dalí, I can’t remember who.”


  “Oh, for Christ’s sake, cut the crap!” laughed Holland.


  “Why should I? It’s the first chuckle we’ve had. And what about your two sisters? What happened to them?”


  “It’s a better joke,” replied Peter, his head angled down into his chin, a mischievous smile on his lips. “One’s a nun in New Delhi, and the other’s president of her own public relations firm in New York and uses better Yiddish than most of her colleagues in the profession. A couple of years ago she told me they stopped calling her shiksa. She loves her life; so does my other sister in India.”


  “Yet you chose the military.”


  “Not ‘yet,’ Alex.… And I chose it. I was an angry young man who really believed this country was being dumped on. I came from a privileged family—money, influence, an expensive prep school—that guaranteed me—me, not the black kid on the streets of Philadelphia or Harlem—automatic admittance to Annapolis. I simply figured I had to somehow earn that privilege. I had to show that people like me didn’t just use our advantages to avoid, but instead to extend, our responsibilities.”


  “Aristocracy reborn,” said Conklin. “Noblesse oblige—nobility imposes obligations.”


  “That’s not fair,” protested Holland.


  “Yes, it is, in a very real sense. In Greek, aristo means the ‘best,’ and kratia is the word for ‘rule.’ In ancient Athens such young men led armies, their swords up front, not behind, if only to prove to the troops that they would sacrifice with the lowliest of them, for the lowliest were under their commands, the commands of the finest.”


  Peter Holland’s head arched back into the top of the velvet seat, his eyes half closed. “Maybe that was part of it, I’m not sure—I’m not sure at all. We were asking so much…for what? Pork Chop Hill? Unidentifiable, useless terrain in the Mekong? Why? For Christ’s sake, why? Men shot, their stomachs and chests blown away by an enemy two feet in front of them, by a ’Cong who knew jungles they didn’t know? What kind of war was that?…If guys like me didn’t go up with the kids and say, ‘Look, here I am, I’m with you,’ how the hell do you think we could have lasted as long as we did? There might have been mass revolts and maybe there should have been. Those kids were what some people call niggers, and spics and the foul-ups who couldn’t read or write beyond a third-grade level. The privileged had deferments—deferments from getting soiled—or service that damn near guaranteed no combat. The others didn’t. And if my being with them—this privileged son of a bitch—meant anything, it was the best gig I ever did in my life.” Holland suddenly stopped talking and shut his eyes.


  “I’m sorry, Peter. I didn’t mean to rough up past roads, I really didn’t. Actually, I started with my guilt, not yours.… It’s crazy how it all dovetails and feeds upon itself, isn’t it? What did you call it? The merry-go-round of guilt. Where does it stop?”


  “Now,” said Holland, sitting up in the seat, straightening his back and shoulders. He picked up the limousine telephone, punched two numbers and spoke. “Drop us off in Vienna, please. And when you’ve done that, go find a Chinese restaurant and bring us back the best they’ve got.… Frankly, I’m partial to spare ribs and lemon chicken.”


  Holland proved to be half right. The first hearing of Panov’s session under the serum was agonizing to listen to, the voice devastating, the emotional content blurring the information, especially for anyone who knew the psychiatrist. The second hearing, however, produced instantaneous concentration, engendered without question by the very pain they heard. There was no time to indulge in personal feelings; the information was suddenly everything. Both men began taking copious notes on legal pads, frequently stopping and replaying numerous sections for clarity and understanding. The third hearing refined the salient points further; by the end of the fourth, both Alex and Peter Holland had thirty to forty pages of notes apiece. They spent an additional hour in silence, each going over his own analysis.


  “Are you ready?” asked the CIA’s director from the couch, a pencil in his hand.


  “Sure,” said Conklin, seated at the desk with his various electronic equipment, the tape machine at his elbow.


  “Any opening remarks?”


  “Yes,” replied Alex. “Ninety-nine point forty-four percent of what we listened to gives us nothing, except to tell us what a terrific prober this Walsh is. He hopscotched around picking up cues faster than I could find them, and I wasn’t exactly an amateur when it came to interrogations.”


  “Agreed,” said Holland. “I wasn’t so bad either, especially with a blunt instrument. Walsh is good.”


  “Better than that, but that doesn’t concern us. What he pulled out of Mo does—again with a ‘but.’ It’s not in Panov’s recapturing what he revealed because we have to assume he revealed almost everything I told him. Instead, it’s in what he repeated having heard.” Conklin separated several pages. “Here’s an example. ‘The family will be pleased…our supreme will give us his blessing.’ He’s repeating someone else’s words, not his own. Now, Mo isn’t familiar with criminal jargon, certainly not to the point where he would automatically make a connection, but the connection’s there. Take the word ‘supreme’ and change it by removing one vowel and inserting another. ‘Supremo’—capo supremo, hardly a heavenly supreme being. Suddenly, ‘the family’ is light years away from Norman Rockwell, and ‘blessing’ is interchangeable with a reward or a bonus.”


  “Mafia,” said Peter, his eyes steady and clear despite a number of drinks that had obviously been burned out of his system. “I hadn’t thought that one through, but I marked it instinctively.… Okay, here’s something else along the same lines, the same lines because I also picked up on the unlike-Panov phrases.” Holland flipped through his legal pad and stopped at a specific page. “Here. ‘New York wants it all.’” Peter continued slapping over the pages. “Again here. ‘That Wall Street is something.’” Once more the DCI progressed through his legal pad. “And this one. ‘Blondie fruits’—the rest is garbled.”


  “I missed that. I heard it, but it didn’t make any sense to me.”


  “Why should it, Mr. Aleksei Konsolikov?” Holland smiled. “Underneath that Anglo-Saxon exterior, education and all, beats the heart of a Russian. You’re not sensitive to what some of us have to endure.”


  “Huh?”


  “I’m a WASP, and ‘blondie fruits’ is but one more pejorative description given us by, I must admit, other trampled-upon minorities. Think about it. Armbruster, Swayne, Atkinson, Burton, Teagarten—‘blondies’ all. And Wall Street, certain firms in that originally WASP financial bastion, at any rate.”


  “Medusa,” said Alex, nodding. “Medusa and the Mafia.… Holy Christ.”


  “We’ve got a telephone number!” Peter leaned forward on the couch. “It was in the ledger Bourne brought out of Swayne’s house.”


  “I’ve tried it, remember? It’s an answering machine, that’s all it is.”


  “And that’s enough. We can get a location.”


  “To what end? Whoever picks up the messages does it by remote, and if he or she has half a brain, it’s done from a public phone. The relay is not only untraceable but capable of erasing all other messages, so we can’t tap in.”


  “You’re not very into high tech, are you, Field Man?”


  “Let’s put it this way,” replied Conklin. “I bought one of those VCRs so I could watch old movies, and I can’t figure out how to turn off the goddamn blinking clock. I called the dealer and he said, ‘Read the instructions on the interior panel.’ I can’t find the interior panel.”


  “Then let me explain what we can do to an answering machine.… We can jam it externally.”


  “Gee willikers, Sandy, what’s next for Orphan Annie? What the hell is that going to do? Other than kill the source.”


  “You’re forgetting. We have the location from the numbers.”


  “Oh?”


  “Someone has to come and repair the machine.”


  “Oh.”


  “We take him and find out who sent him there.”


  “You know, Peter, you’ve got possibilities. For a neophyte, you understand, your current outrageously undeserved position notwithstanding.”


  “Sorry I can’t offer you a drink.”


  Bryce Ogilvie, of the law firm Ogilvie, Spofford, Crawford and Cohen, was dictating a highly complex reply to the Justice Department’s antitrust division when his very private telephone line rang; it rang only at his desk. He picked up the phone, pressed the green button and spoke rapidly. “Hold on,” he ordered, looking up at his secretary. “Would you excuse me, please?”


  “Certainly, sir.” The secretary got out of her chair, walked across the large impressive office and disappeared beyond the door.


  “Yes, what is it?” asked Ogilvie, returning to the phone.


  “The machine isn’t working,” said the voice on the sacrosanct line.


  “What happened?”


  “I don’t know. All I get is a busy signal.”


  “That’s the best equipment available. Perhaps someone was calling in when you called.”


  “I’ve been trying for the past two hours. There’s a glitch. Even the best machines break down.”


  “All right, send someone up to check it out. Use one of the niggers.”


  “Naturally. No white man would go up there.”


  



  CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE


  It was shortly past midnight when Bourne got off the métro in Argenteuil. He had divided the day into segments, splitting the hours between the arrangements he had to make and looking for Marie, going from one arrondissement to another, scouting every café, every shop, every large and small hotel he could recall having been a part of their fugitive nightmare thirteen years ago. More than once he had gasped, seeing a woman in the distance or across a café—the back of a head, a quick profile, and twice a crown of dark red hair, any of which from a distance or in a café’s dim light might have belonged to his wife. None of these had turned out to be Marie, but he began to understand his own anxiety and, by understanding it, was better able to control it. These were the most impossible parts of the day; the rest was merely filled with difficulty and frustration.


  Alex! Where the hell was Conklin? He could not reach him in Virginia! Because of the time difference, he had counted on Alex to take care of the details, swiftly expediting the transfer of funds, primarily. The business day on the eastern seaboard of the United States began at four o’clock, Paris time, and the business day in Paris stopped at five o’clock or before, Paris time. That left barely an hour to release and transfer over a million American dollars to one Mr. Simon at his chosen bank in Paris, and that meant said Mr. Simon had to make himself known to the aforementioned, as yet unchosen, Paris bank. Bernardine had been helpful. Helpful, hell! He had made it possible.


  “There’s a bank on the rue de Grenelle that the Deuxième frequently uses. They can be accommodating in terms of hours and the absence of an authentic signature or two, but they give nothing for nothing, and they trust no one, especially anyone associated with our benevolent socialist government.”


  “You mean regardless of the teletypes, if the money’s not there you don’t get it.”


  “Not a sou. The president, himself, could call and he would be told to pick it up in Moscow, where they firmly believe he belongs.”


  “Since I can’t reach Alex, I’ve bypassed the bank in Boston and called our man in the Cayman Islands, where Marie put the bulk of the money. He’s Canadian and so’s the bank. He’s waiting for instructions.”


  “I’ll make a phone call. Are you at the Pont-Royal?”


  “No. I’ll call you back.”


  “Where are you?”


  “I suppose you could say I’m an anxious and confused butterfly going from one vaguely remembered place to another.”


  “You are looking for her.”


  “Yes. But then that wasn’t a question, was it?”


  “Forgive me, but in some ways I hope you do not find her.”


  “Thanks. I’ll call you back in twenty minutes.”


  He had gone to yet another point of recall, the Trocadéro, and the Palais de Chaillot. He had been shot at in the past on one of the terraces; there had been gunfire and men running down the endless stone steps, intermittently obscured by the huge gilded statues and the great sprays of the fountains, disappearing into the formal gardens, finally out of sight, out of range. What had happened? Why did he remember the Trocadéro?…But Marie had been there—somewhere. Where had she been in that enormous complex? Where?…A terrace! She had been on a terrace. Near a statue—what statue?…Descartes? Racine? Talleyrand? The statue of Descartes came to his mind first. He would find it.


  He had found it and there was no Marie. He had looked at his watch; it had been nearly forty-five minutes since he had talked to Bernardine. Like the men in his inner screen, he had raced down the steps. To a telephone.


  “Go to the Banque Normandie and ask for Monsieur Tabouri. He understands that a Monsieur Simon intends to transfer over seven million francs from the Caymans by way of voice authorization through his private banker in the islands. He is most happy to let you use his phone, but believe me, he’ll charge you for the call.”


  “Thanks, François.”


  “Where are you now?”


  “The Trocadéro. It’s crazy. I have the damnedest feelings, like vibrations, but she’s not there. It’s probably the things I can’t remember. Hell, I may have taken a bullet here, I simply don’t know.”


  “Go to the bank.”


  He had done so, and within thirty-five minutes after his call to the Caymans, the olive-skinned, perpetually smiling Monsieur Tabouri confirmed that his funds were in place. He requested 750,000 francs in the largest notes possible. They were delivered to him, and the grinning obsequious banker took him confidentially aside, away from the desk—which was rather foolish, as there was no one else in the office—and spoke quietly by a window.


  “There are some marvelous real estate opportunities in Beirut, believe me, I know. I am the expert on the Middle East and these stupid conflagrations cannot last much longer. Mon Dieu, no one will be left alive! It will once again rise as the Paris of the Mediterranean. Estates for a fraction of their value, hotels for a ridiculous price!”


  “It sounds interesting. I’ll be in touch.”


  He had fled the Banque Normandie as if its confines held the germs of a lethal disease. He had returned to the Pont-Royal, and again tried to reach Alex Conklin in the United States. It was then close to one o’clock in the afternoon in Vienna, Virginia, and still all he had heard was an answering machine with Alex’s disembodied voice instructing the caller to leave a message. For any number of reasons, Jason had chosen not to do so.


  And now he was in Argenteuil, walking up the steps of the métro to the pavement, where he would slowly, cautiously make his way into the uglier streets and the vicinity of Le Coeur du Soldat. His instructions were clear. He was not to be the man he was last night, no limp, no ragged cast-off army clothing, no image that anyone might recognize. He was to be a simple laborer and reach the gates of the old closed-down refinery and smoke cigarettes while leaning against the wall. This was to take place between 12:30 and one o’clock in the morning. No sooner and no later.


  When he had asked Santos’s messengers—after giving them several hundred francs for their inconvenience—the reason for these late-night precautions, the less inhibited man had replied, “Santos never leaves Le Coeur du Soldat.”


  “He left last evening.”


  “For minutes only,” rejoined the more voluble messenger.


  “I understand.” Bourne nodded, but he had not understood, he could only speculate. Was Santos in some way the Jackal’s prisoner, confined to the sleazy café night and day? It was a fascinating query in light of the manager’s size and sheer raw power, both combined with a far-above-average intellect.


  It was 12:37 when Jason, in blue jeans, cap and a dark, tattered V-necked sweater, reached the gates of the old factory. He took out a pack of Gauloise cigarettes and leaned against the wall, lighting one with a match, holding the flame longer than necessary before he blew it out. His thoughts returned to the enigmatic Santos, the premier conduit in Carlos’s army, the most trusted satellite in the Jackal’s orbit, a man whose French might have been formed at the Sorbonne, yet Santos was a Latin American. A Venezuelan, if Bourne’s instincts had merit. Fascinating. And Santos wanted to see him ‘with peace in his heart.’ Bravo, amigo, thought Jason. Santos had reached a terrified ambassador in London with a question so loaded it made a political party’s private poll look like the essence of nonpartisan neutrality. Atkinson had no choice but to state emphatically, if not in panic, that whatever instructions Snake Lady issued were to be carried out. The power of Snake Lady was the ambassador’s only protection, his ultimate refuge.


  So Santos could bend; that decision was rooted in intellect, not loyalty, not obligation. The conduit wanted to crawl out of his sewer, and with three million francs in the offing, combined with a multitude of faraway places across the globe to choose from, the conduit’s mind told him to listen, to consider. There were alternatives in life if opportunities were presented. One had been presented to Santos, vassal to Carlos, whose fealty to his lord had perhaps run its suffocating course. It was this instinctive projection that made Bourne include in his plea—calmly but firmly, the emphasis in understatement—such phrases as You could travel, disappear…a wealthy man, free of care and unpleasant drudgery. The key words were “free” and “disappear,” and Santos’s eyes had responded. He was ready to take the three-million-franc bait, and Bourne was perfectly happy to let him break the line and swim with it.


  Jason looked at his watch; fifteen minutes had passed. No doubt Santos’s minions were checking the streets, a final inspection before the high priest of conduits appeared. Bourne thought briefly of Marie, of the sensations he felt at the Trocadéro, remembering old Fontaine’s words when the two of them watched the paths of Tranquility Inn from the high storage room, waiting for Carlos. He’s near, I feel it. Like the approach of distant thunder. In a different—far different—way Jason had like feelings at the Trocadéro. Enough! Santos! The Jackal!


  His watch read one o’clock, and the two messengers from the Pont-Royal walked out of the alley and across the street to the gates of the old refinery.


  “Santos will see you now,” said the voluble one.


  “I don’t see him.”


  “You are to come with us. He does not leave Le Coeur du Soldat.”


  “Why do I find that not to my liking?”


  “There’s no reason for such feelings. He has peace in his heart.”


  “What about his knife?”


  “He has no knife, no weapon. He never carries either.”


  “That’s nice to hear. Let’s go.”


  “He has no need for such weapons,” added the messenger, disquietingly.


  He was escorted down the alley, past the neon-lit entrance, to a barely negotiable break in the buildings. One by one, Jason between the two men, they made their way to the rear of the café, where there was just about the last thing Bourne expected to see in this run-down section of the city. It was…well, an English garden. A plot of ground perhaps thirty feet in length, twenty in depth, and trellises supporting a variety of flowering vines, a barrage of color in the French moonlight.


  “That’s quite a sight,” commented Jason. “It didn’t come about through neglect.”


  “Ah, it is a passion with Santos! No one understands it, but no one touches a single flower, either.”


  Fascinating.


  Bourne was led to a small outside elevator whose steel frame was attached to the stone wall of the building. There was no other access in sight. The conveyance barely held the three of them, and once the iron gate was closed, the silent messenger pressed a button in the darkness and spoke. “We are here, Santos. Camellia. Bring us up.”


  “Camellia?” asked Jason.


  “He knows everything is all right. If not, my friend might have said ‘lily’ or ‘rose.’”


  “What would happen then?”


  “You don’t want to think about it. I don’t care to think about it.”


  “Naturally. Of course.”


  The outside elevator stopped with a disturbing double jerk, and the quiet messenger opened a thick steel door that required his full weight to open. Bourne was led into the familiar room with the tasteful, expensive furniture, the bookcases and the single floor lamp that illuminated Santos in his outsized armchair.


  “You may leave, my friends,” said the large man, addressing the messengers. “Pick up your money from the faggot, and for God’s sake, tell him to give René and the American who calls himself Ralph fifty francs apiece and get them out of here. They’re pissing in the corners.… Say the money’s from their friend from last night who forgot about them.”


  “Oh, shit!” exploded Jason.


  “You did forget, didn’t you?” Santos grinned.


  “I’ve had other things on my mind.”


  “Yes, sir! Yes, Santos!” The two messengers, instead of heading for the back of the room and the elevator, opened a door in the left wall and disappeared. Bourne looked after them, bewildered.


  “There is a staircase leading to our kitchen, such as it is,” said Santos, answering Jason’s unspoken question. “The door can be opened from this side, not from the steps below except by me.… Sit down, Monsieur Simon. You are my guest. How is your head?”


  “The swelling’s gone down, thank you.” Bourne sat on the large couch, sinking into the pillows; it was not an authoritative position, nor was it not meant to be. “I understand you have peace in your heart.”


  “And a desire for three million francs in the avaricious section of that heart.”


  “Then you were satisfied with your call to London?”


  “No one could have programmed that man into reacting the way he did. There is a Snake Lady and she instills extraordinary devotion and fear in high places—which means that female serpent is not without power.”


  “That’s what I tried to tell you.”


  “Your word is accepted. Now, let me recapitulate your request, your demand, as it were—”


  “My restrictions,” interrupted Jason.


  “Very well, your restrictions,” agreed Santos. “You and you alone must reach the blackbird, correct?”


  “It’s an absolute.”


  “Again, I must ask why?”


  “Speaking frankly, you already know too much, more than my clients realize, but then none of them was about to lose his own life on the second floor of a café in Argenteuil. They want nothing to do with you, they want no traces, and in that area you’re vulnerable.”


  “How?” Santos crashed his fist against the arm of the chair.


  “An old man in Paris with a police record who tried to warn a member of the Assembly that he was to be assassinated. He was the one who mentioned the blackbird; he was the one who spoke of Le Coeur du Soldat. Fortunately, our man heard him and silently passed the word to my clients, but that’s not good enough. How many other old men in Paris in their senile delusions may mention Le Coeur du Soldat—and you?…No, you can have nothing to do with my clients.”


  “Even through you?”


  “I disappear, you don’t. Although, in all honesty, I believe you should think about doing so.… Here, I brought you something.” Bourne sat forward on the couch and reached into his back pocket. He pulled out a roll of tightly wound franc notes held together by a thick elastic band. He threw it over to Santos, who caught it effortlessly in midair. “Two hundred thousand francs on account—I was authorized to give this to you. On a best-efforts basis. You give me the information I need, I deliver it to London, and whether or not the blackbird accepts my clients’ offer, you still receive the balance of the three million.”


  “But you could disappear before then, couldn’t you?”


  “Have me watched as you’ve been doing, have me followed to London and back. I’ll even call you with the names of the airlines and the flight numbers. What could be fairer?”


  “One thing more could be fairer, Monsieur Simon,” replied Santos, pushing his immense frame out of the chair and baronially striding to a card table against the lacquered brick wall of his flat. “If you will, please come over here.”


  Jason rose from the couch and walked over to the card table, instantly astonished. “You’re thorough, aren’t you?”


  “I try to be.… Oh, don’t blame the concierges, they belong to you. I’m much further below scale. Chambermaids and stewards are more to my liking. They’re not so spoiled and nobody really misses them if they don’t show up one day.”


  Spread across the table were Bourne’s three passports, courtesy of Cactus in Washington, as well as the gun and the knife taken from him last night. “You’re very convincing, but it doesn’t solve anything, does it?”


  “We’ll see,” answered Santos. “I’ll accept your money now—for my best efforts—but instead of your flying to London, have London fly to Paris. Tomorrow morning. When he arrives at the Pont-Royal, you’ll call me—I’ll give you my private number, of course—and we’ll play the Soviets’ game. Exchange for exchange, like walking across a bridge with our respective prisoners in tow. The money for the information.”


  “You’re crazy, Santos. My clients don’t expose themselves that way. You just lost the rest of the three million.”


  “Why not try them? They could always hire a blind, couldn’t they? An innocent tourist with a false bottom in his or her Louis Vuitton carryon? No alarms are set off with paper. Try it! It is the only way you’ll get what you want, monsieur.”


  “I’ll do what I can,” said Bourne.


  “Here is my telephone.” Santos picked up a prearranged card from the table with numbers scrawled across it. “Call me when London arrives. In the meantime, I assure you, you will be watched.”


  “You’re a real swell guy.”


  “I’ll escort you to the elevator.”


  Marie sat up in bed, sipping hot tea in the dark room, listening to the sounds of Paris outside the windows. Not only was sleep impossible, but it was intolerable, a waste of time when every hour counted. She had taken the earliest flight from Marseilles to Paris and had gone directly to the Meurice on the rue de Rivoli, the same hotel where she had waited thirteen years ago, waited for a man to listen to reason or lose his life, and in doing so, losing a large part of hers. She had ordered a pot of tea then, and he had come back to her; she ordered tea now from the night floor steward, absently perhaps, as if the repeated ritual might bring about a repetition of his appearance so long ago.


  Oh, God, she had seen him! It was no illusion, no mistake, it was David! She had left the hotel at midmorning and begun wandering, going down the list she had made on the plane, heading from one location to another without any logical sequence in mind, simply following the succession of places as they had come to her—that was her sequence. It was a lesson she had learned from Jason Bourne thirteen years ago: When running or hunting, analyze your options but remember your first. It’s usually the cleanest and the best. Most of the time you’ll take it.


  So she had followed the list, from the pier of the Bateau Mouche at the base of the avenue George V to the bank on the Madeleine…to the Trocadéro. She had wandered aimlessly along the terraces of the last, as if in a trance, looking for a statue she could not remember, jostled by the intermittent groups of tourists led by loud, officious guides. The huge statues all began to look alike; she had felt light-headed. The late August sun was blinding. She was about to sit down on a marble bench, remembering yet another dictate from Jason Bourne: Rest is a weapon. Suddenly, up ahead, she saw a man wearing a cap and a dark V-necked sweater; he had turned and raced toward the palatial stone steps that led to the avenue Gustave V. She knew that run, that stride; she knew it better than anyone! How often had she watched him—frequently from behind bleachers, sight unseen—as he had pounded around the university track, ridding himself of the furies that had gripped him. It was David! She had leaped up from the bench and raced after him.


  “David! David, it’s me!…Jason!”


  She had collided with a tour guide leading a group of Japanese. The man was incensed; she was furious, so she furiously pummeled her way through the astonished Orientals, the majority shorter than she was, but her superior sight lines were no help. Her husband had disappeared. Where had he gone? Into the gardens? Into the street with the crowds and the traffic from the Pont d’Iéna? For Christ’s sake, where?


  “Jason!” she had screamed at the top of her voice. “Jason, come back!”


  People had looked at her, some with the empathetic glances of lovers burned, most simply disapproving. She had run down the never-ending steps to the street, spending—how long a time she could not recall—searching for him. Finally, in exhaustion, she had taken a taxi back to the Meurice. In a daze, she reached her room and fell on the bed, refusing to let the tears come. It was no time for tears. It was a time for a brief rest and food; energy to be restored, the lessons of Jason Bourne. Then back into the streets, the hunt to continue. And as she lay there, staring at the wall, she felt a swelling in her chest, in her lungs perhaps, and it was accompanied by a sense of passive elation. As she was looking for David, he was looking for her. Her husband had not run away, even Jason Bourne had not run away. Neither part of the same man could have seen her. There had been another unknown reason for the sudden, hurried exit from the Trocadéro, but there was only one reason for his being at the Trocadéro. He, too, was searching what memories he had of Paris thirteen years ago. He, too, understood that somewhere, someplace in those memories he would find her.


  She had rested, ordered room service and two hours later gone out again into the streets.


  Now, at the moment, as she drank her tea, she could not wait for the light to come. The day ahead was meant for searching.


  “Bernardine!”


  “Mon Dieu, it is four o’clock in the morning, so I can assume you have something vital to tell this seventy-year-old man.”


  “I’ve got a problem.”


  “I think you have many problems, but I suppose it’s a minor distinction. What is it?”


  “I’m as close as I can be but I need an end man.”


  “Please speak clearer English, or if you will, far clearer French. It must be an American term, this ‘end man.’ But then you have so many esoteric phrases. I’m sure someone sits in Langley and thinks them up.”


  “Come on, I haven’t time for your bon mots.”


  “You come on, my friend. I’m not trying to be clever, I’m trying to wake up.… There, my feet are on the floor and a cigarette’s in my mouth. Now, what is it?”


  “My access to the Jackal expects an Englishman to fly over from London this morning with two million eight hundred thousand francs—”


  “Far less than you have at your disposal, I assume,” interrupted Bernardine. “The Banque Normandie was accommodating, was it not?”


  “Very. The money’s there, and that Tabouri of yours is a beaut. He tried to sell me real estate in Beirut.”


  “That Tabouri is a thief—but Beirut is interesting.”


  “Please.”


  “Sorry. Go ahead.”


  “I’m being watched, so I can’t go to the bank, and I don’t have any Englishman to bring what I can’t get to the Pont-Royal.”


  “That’s your problem?”


  “Yes.”


  “Are you willing to part with, say, fifty thousand francs?”


  “What for?”


  “Tabouri.”


  “I suppose so.”


  “You signed papers, of course.”


  “Of course.”


  “Sign another paper, handwritten by you and also signed, releasing the money to—Wait a moment, I must go to my desk.” There was silence on the line as Bernardine obviously went to another room in his flat; his voice returned. “Alio?”


  “I’m here.”


  “Oh, this is lovely,” intoned the former Deuxième specialist. “I sank him in his sailboat off the shoals of the Costa Brava. The sharks had a feeding frenzy; he was so fat and delectable. The name is Antonio Scarzi, a Sardinian who traded drugs for information, but you know nothing about that, of course.”


  “Of course.” Bourne repeated the last name, spelling it out.


  “Correct. Seal the envelope, rub a pencil or a pen over your thumb and press your prints along the seal. Then give it to the concierge for Mr. Scarzi.”


  “Understood. What about the Englishman? This morning? It’s only a few hours away.”


  “The Englishman is not a problem. The morning is—the few hours are. It’s a simple matter to transfer funds from one bank to another—buttons are pressed, computers instantly cross-check the data, and, poof, figures are entered on paper. It’s quite another thing to collect nearly three million francs in cash, and your access certainly won’t accept pounds or dollars for fear of being caught exchanging them or depositing them. Add to this the problem of collecting notes large enough to be part of a bundle small enough to be concealed from customs inspectors.… Your access, mon ami, has to be aware of these difficulties.”


  Jason looked aimlessly at the wall, his thoughts on Bernardine’s words. “You think he’s testing me?”


  “He has to.”


  “The money could be gotten together from the foreign departments of different banks. A small private plane could hop across the channel and land in a pasture where a car’s waiting to bring the man to Paris.”


  “Bien. Of course. However, these logistics take time even for the most influential people. Don’t make it all appear too simple, that would be suspect. Keep your access informed as to the progress being made, emphasizing the secrecy, how there can be no risk of exposure, explain the delays. If there were none, he might think it’s a trap.”


  “I see what you mean. It comes down to what you just said—don’t make it seem so easy because that’s not credible.”


  “There’s something else, mon ami. A chameleon may be many things in daylight; still, he is safer in darkness.”


  “You forgot something,” said Bourne. “What about the Englishman?”


  “Tallyho, old chap,” said Bernardine.


  The operation went as smoothly as any Jason had ever engineered or been witness to, perhaps thanks to the flair of a resentful talented man who had been sent to the pastures too soon. While throughout the day Bourne made progress calls to Santos, Bernardine had someone other than himself pick up the sealed instructions from the concierge and bring them to him, at which point he made his appointment with Monsieur Tabouri. Shortly after four-thirty in the afternoon, the Deuxième veteran walked into the Pont-Royal dressed in a dark pin-striped suit so obviously British that it screamed Savile Row. He went to the elevator and eventually, after two wrong turns, reached Bourne’s room.


  “Here’s the money,” he said, dropping the attaché case on the floor and going straight to Jason’s hotel wet bar; he removed two miniature bottles of Tanqueray gin, snapped them open and poured the liquor into a questionably clean glass. “A votre santé,” he added, swallowing half his drink before breathing heavily through his mouth and then rapidly swallowing the rest. “I haven’t done anything like that in years.”


  “You haven’t?”


  “Frankly, no. I had others do such things. It’s far too dangerous.… Nevertheless, Tabouri is forever in your debt, and, frankly, he’s convinced me I should look into Beirut.”


  “What?”


  “Of course, I haven’t your resources, but a percentage of forty years of les fonds de contingence have found their way to Geneva on my behalf. I’m not a poor man.”


  “You may be a dead man if they pick you up leaving here.”


  “Oh, but I shan’t go,” said Bernardine, once again searching the small refrigerator. “I shall stay in this room until you have concluded your business.” François ripped open two additional bottles and poured them into his glass. “Now, perhaps, my old heart will beat slower,” he added as he walked to the inadequate desk, placed his drink on the blotter, and proceeded to take out two automatics and three grenades from his pockets, placing them all in a row in front of his glass. “Yes, I will relax now.”


  “What the hell is that—are they!” cried Jason.


  “I think you Americans call it deterrence,” replied Bernardine. “Although I frankly believe both you and the Soviets are playing with yourselves as you both put so much money into weaponry that doesn’t work. Now, I come from a different era. When you go out to do your business, you will leave the door open. If someone comes down that narrow corridor, he will see a grenade in my hand. That is not nuclear abstraction, that is deterrence.”


  “I’ll buy it,” said Bourne, going to the door. “I want to get this over with.”


  Out on Montalembert, Jason walked to the corner, and as he had done at the old factory in Argenteuil, leaned against the wall and lit a cigarette. He waited, his posture casual, his mind in high gear.


  A man walked across from the bisecting rue du Bac toward him. It was the talkative messenger from last night; he approached, his hand in his jacket pocket.


  “Where’s the money?” said the man in French.


  “Where’s the information?” answered Bourne.


  “The money first.”


  “That’s not the arrangement.” Without warning, Jason grabbed the minion from Argenteuil by his lapel, yanking him forward off his feet. Bourne whipped up his free hand and gripped the messenger’s throat, his fingers digging into the man’s flesh. “You go back and tell Santos he’s got a one-way ticket to hell. I don’t deal this way.”


  “Enough!” said the low voice, its owner rounding the corner on Jason’s right. The huge figure of Santos approached. “Let him go, Simon. He is nothing. It is now only you and me.”


  “I thought you never left Le Coeur du Soldat?”


  “You’ve changed that, haven’t you?”


  “Apparently.” Bourne released the messenger, who looked at Santos. With a gesture of his large head, the man raced away.


  “Your Englishman arrived,” said Santos when they were alone. “He carried a valise, I saw for myself.”


  “He arrived carrying a valise,” agreed Jason.


  “So London capitulates, no? London is very anxious.”


  “The stakes are very high and that’s all I’ll say about it. The information, please.”


  “Let us first again define the procedure, shall we?”


  “We’ve defined it several times.… You give me the information, my client tells me to act upon it; and if satisfactory contact is made, I bring you the remainder of the three million francs.”


  “You say ‘satisfactory contact.’ What will satisfy you? How will you know the contact is firm? How do I know that you will not claim it is unsatisfactory and steal my money when, indeed, you have made the connection your clients have paid for?”


  “You’re a suspicious fellow, aren’t you?”


  “Oh, very suspicious. Our world, Mr. Simon, is not peopled with saints, is it?”


  “Perhaps more than you realize.”


  “That would astonish me. Please answer my questions.”


  “All right, I’ll try.… How will I know the contact’s firm? That’s easy. I’ll simply know because it’s my business to know. It’s what I’m paid for, and a man in my position does not make mistakes at this level and live to apologize. I’ve refined the process, done my research, and I’ll ask two or three questions myself. Then I’ll know—one way or another.”


  “That’s an elusive reply.”


  “In our world, Mr. Santos, being elusive is hardly a negative, is it?…As to your concern that I would lie to you and take your money, let me assure you I don’t cultivate enemies like you and the network your blackbird obviously controls any more than I would make enemies of my clients. That way is madness and a much shorter life.”


  “I admire your perspicacity as well as your caution,” said the Jackal’s intermediary.


  “The bookcases didn’t lie. You’re a learned man.”


  “That’s neither here nor there, but I have certain credentials. Appearances can be a liability as well as an asset.… What I am about to tell you, Mr. Simon, is known by only four men on the face of the earth, all of whom speak French fluently. How you wish to use that information is up to you. However, if you even hint at Argenteuil, I’ll know it instantly and you will never leave the Pont-Royal alive.”


  “The contact can be made so quickly?”


  “With a telephone number. But you will not place the call for at least an hour from the moment we part. If you do, again I will know it, and again I tell you you’re a dead man.”


  “An hour. Agreed.… Only three other people have this number? Why not pick one you’re not particularly fond of so I might peripherally allude to him—if it’s necessary.”


  Santos permitted himself a small, flat smile. “Moscow,” he said softly. “High up in Dzerzhinsky Square.”


  “The KGB?”


  “The blackbird is building a cadre in Moscow, always Moscow, it’s an obsession with him.”


  Ilich Ramirez Sanchez, thought Bourne. Trained at Novgorod. Dismissed by the Komitet as a maniac. The Jackal!


  “I’ll bear it in mind—if it’s called for. The number, please?”


  Santos recited it twice along with the words Bourne was to say. He spoke slowly, obviously impressed that Bourne wrote nothing down. “Is it all clear?”


  “Indelibly, no pencil or paper required.… If everything goes as I trust it will, how do you want me to get you the money?”


  “Phone me; you’ve got my number. I will leave Argenteuil and come to you. And never return to Argenteuil.”


  “Good luck, Santos. Something tells me you deserve it.”


  “No one more so. I have drunk the hemlock far too many times.”


  “Socrates,” said Jason.


  “Not directly. Plato’s dialogues, to be precise. Au revoir.”


  Santos walked away, and Bourne, his chest pounding, headed back to the Pont-Royal, desperately suppressing his desire to run. A running man is an object of curiosity, a target. A lesson from the cantos of Jason Bourne.


  “Bernardine!” he yelled, racing down the narrow, deserted hallway to his room, all too aware of the open door and the old man seated at the desk, a grenade in one hand, a gun in the other. “Put the hardware away, we’ve hit pay dirt!”


  “Who’s paying?” asked the Deuxième veteran as Jason closed the door.


  “I am,” answered Bourne. “If this works out the way I think it will, you can add to your account in Geneva.”


  “I do not do what I’m doing for that, my friend. It has never been a consideration.”


  “I know, but as long as we’re passing out francs like we’re printing them in the garage, why shouldn’t you get a fair share?”


  “I can’t argue with that, either.”


  “An hour,” announced Jason. “Forty-three minutes now, to be exact.”


  “For what?”


  “To find out if it’s real, actually real.” Bourne fell on the bed, his arms behind his head on the pillow, his eyes alive. “Write this down, François.” Jason recited the telephone number given him by Santos. “Buy, bribe, or threaten every high-level contact you’ve ever had in the Paris telephone service, but get me the location of that number.”


  “It’s not such an expensive request—”


  “Yes, it is,” countered Bourne. “He’s got it guarded, inviolate; he wouldn’t do it any other way. Only four people in his entire network have it.”


  “Then, perhaps, we do not go high-level, but, instead, far lower to the ground, underground actually. Into the tunnels of the telephone service beneath the streets.”


  Jason snapped his head over at Bernardine. “I hadn’t thought of that.”


  “Why should you? You are not Deuxième. The technicians are the source, not the bureaucrats behind the desks.… I know several. I will find one and give him a quiet call at home later tonight—”


  “Tonight?” broke in Bourne, raising himself off the bed.


  “It will cost a thousand francs or so, but you’ll get the location of the telephone.”


  “I can’t wait until later tonight.”


  “Then you add a risk by trying to reach such a man at work. These men are monitored; no one trusts anyone in the telephone service. It’s the Socialists’ paradox: Give its laboring forces responsibility but no individual authority.”


  “Hold it!” said Jason from the bed. “You have the home phone numbers, right?”


  “They’re in the book, yes. These people don’t keep private listings.”


  “Have someone’s wife call. An emergency. Someone’s got to get home.”


  Bernardine nodded his head. “Not bad, my friend. Not bad at all.”


  The minutes turned into quarter hours as the retired Deuxième officer went to work, unctuously, with promises of reward for the wives of telephone technicians, if they would do what he asked them to do. Two hung up on him, three turned him down with epithets born of the suspicious Paris curbsides; but the sixth, amid obscenities, declared, “Why not?” As long as the rodent she had married understood that the money was hers.


  The hour was over, and Jason left the hotel, walking slowly, deliberately, down the pavement, crossing four streets until he saw a public phone on the Quai Voltaire by the Seine. A blanket of darkness was slowly floating down over Paris, the boats on the river and the bridges dotted with lights. As he approached the red kiosk he breathed steadily, inhaling deeply, exercising a control over himself that he never thought possible. He was about to place the most important phone call of his life, but he could not let the Jackal know that, if, indeed, it was the Jackal. He went inside, inserted the coin and dialed.


  “Yes?” It was a woman’s voice, the French oui sharp and harsh. A Parisienne.


  “Blackbirds circle in the sky,” said Bourne, repeating Santos’s words in French. “They make a great deal of noise, all but one. He is silent.”


  “Where do you call from?”


  “Here in Paris, but I am not from Paris.”


  “From where, then?”


  “Where the winters are far colder,” answered Jason, feeling the moisture on his hairline. Control. Control! “It is urgent that I reach a blackbird.”


  The line was suddenly filled with silence, a sonic void, and Bourne stopped breathing. Then came the voice, low, steady, and as hollow as the previous silence. “We speak to a Muscovite?”


  The Jackal! It was the Jackal! The smooth, swift French could not hide the Latino trace. “I did not say that,” answered Bourne; his own French dialect was one he employed frequently, with the guttural tinge of Gascony. “I merely said the winters were colder than Paris.”


  “Who is this?”


  “Someone who is considered by someone who knows you sufficiently impressive to be given this number along with the proper words to go with it. I can offer you the contract of your career, of your life. The fee is immaterial—name your own—but those who pay are among the most powerful men in the United States. They control much of American industry, as well as that country’s financial institutions, and have direct access to the nerve centers of the government.”


  “This is also a very strange call. Very unorthodox.”


  “If you’re not interested, I’ll forget this number and go elsewhere. I’m merely the broker. A simple yes or no will suffice.”


  “I do not commit to things I know nothing about, to people I never heard of.”


  “You’d recognize their positions, if I were at liberty to reveal them, believe that. However, I’m not seeking a commitment, only your interest at this point. If the answer is yes, I can reveal more. If it’s no, well, I tried, but am forced to go elsewhere. The newspapers say he was in Brussels only yesterday. I’ll find him.” There was a short, sharp intake of breath at the mention of Brussels and the unspoken Jason Bourne. “Yes or no, blackbird?”


  Silence. Finally the Jackal spoke. “Call me back in two hours,” he ordered, hanging up the phone.


  It was done! Jason leaned against the pay phone, the sweat pouring down his face and breaking out on his neck. The Pont-Royal. He had to get back to Bernardine!


  “It was Carlos!” he announced, closing the door and crossing directly to the bedside phone while taking Santos’s card out of his pocket. He dialed; in seconds, he spoke. “The bird’s confirmed,” he said. “Give me a name, any name.” The pause was brief. “I’ve got it. The merchandise will be left with the concierge. It’ll be locked and taped; count it and send my passports back to me. Have your best boy pick everything up and call off the dogs. They could lead a blackbird to you.” Jason hung up and turned to Bernardine.


  “The telephone number is in the fifteenth arrondissement,” said the Deuxième veteran. “Our man knew that, or at least assumed it when I gave it to him.”


  “What’s he going to do?”


  “Go back into the tunnels and refine things further.”


  “Will he call us here?”


  “Fortunately, he drives a motorbike. He said he would be back at work in ten minutes or so and reach us by this room number within the hour.”


  “Perfect!”


  “Not entirely. He wants five thousand francs.”


  “He could have asked ten times that.… What’s ‘within the hour’? How long before he calls?”


  “You were gone perhaps thirty, thirty-five minutes, and he reached me shortly after you left. I’d say within the next half hour.”


  The telephone rang. Twenty seconds later they had an address on the boulevard Lefebvre.


  “I’m leaving,” said Jason Bourne, taking Bernardine’s automatic off the desk and putting two grenades in his pocket. “Do you mind?”


  “Be my guest,” replied the Deuxième, reaching under his jacket and removing a second weapon from his belt. “Pickpockets so abound in Paris one should always carry a backup.… But what for?”


  “I’ve got at least a couple of hours and I want to look around.”


  “Alone?”


  “How else? If we call for support, I risk being gunned down or spending the rest of my life in jail for an assassination in Belgium I had nothing to do with.”


  Former judge of the first circuit court in Boston, the once Honorable Brendan Patrick Prefontaine, watched the weeping, disconsolate Randolph Gates as he sat forward on the couch at the Ritz-Carlton hotel, his face in his widespread hands.


  “Oh, good Christ, how the mighty fall with such a thud of finality,” observed Brendan, pouring himself a short bourbon on the rocks. “So you got snookered, Randy. French style. Your facile brain and your imperial presence didn’t help you very much when you saw Paree, huh? You should have stayed ‘down on the farm,’ soldier boy.”


  “My God, Prefontaine, you don’t know what it was like! I was setting up a cartel—Paris, Bonn, London and New York with the Far East labor markets—an enterprise worth billions when I was taken from the Plaza-Athénée and put in a car and blindfolded. Then I was thrown into a plane and flown to Marseilles, where the most horrible things happened to me. I was kept in a room, and every few hours I was injected—for over six weeks! Women were brought in, films taken—I wasn’t myself!”


  “Maybe you were the self you never recognized, Dandy Boy. The same self that learned to anticipate instant gratification, if I use the phrase correctly. Make your clients extraordinary profits on paper, which they trade on the exchanges while thousands of jobs are lost in buy-outs. Oh, yes, my dear royalist, that’s instant gratification.”


  “You’re wrong, Judge—”


  “So lovely to hear that term again. Thank you, Randy.”


  “The unions became too strong. Industry was being crippled. Many companies had to go overseas to survive!”


  “And not talk? Oddly enough, you may have a point, but you never considered an alternative.… Regardless, we stray. You emerged from your confinement in Marseilles an addict—and, of course, there were the films of the eminent attorney in compromising situations.”


  “What could I do?” screamed Gates. “I was ruined!”


  “We know what you did. You became this Jackal’s confidence man in the world of high finance, a world where competition is undesirable baggage better lost along the way.”


  “It’s how he found me to begin with. The cartel we were forming was opposed by Japanese and Taiwanese interests. They hired him.… Oh, my God, he’ll kill me!”


  “Again?” asked the judge.


  “What?”


  “You forget. He thinks you’re already dead—thanks to me.”


  “I have cases coming up, a congressional hearing next week. He’ll know I’m alive!”


  “Not if you don’t show up.”


  “I have to! My clients expect—”


  “Then I agree,” interrupted Prefontaine. “He’ll kill you. Sorry about that, Randy.”


  “What am I going to do?”


  “There’s a way, Dandy Boy, not only out of your current dilemma but for years to come. Of course, it will require some sacrifice on your part. For starters, a long convalescence at a private rehabilitation center, but even before that, your complete cooperation right now. The first ensures your imminent disappearance, the second—the capture and elimination of Carlos the Jackal. You’ll be free, Randy.”


  “Anything!”


  “How do you reach him?”


  “I have a telephone number!” Gates fumbled for his wallet, yanking it out of his pocket and with trembling fingers digging into a recess. “Only four people alive have it!”


  Prefontaine accepted his first $20,000-an-hour fee, instructed Randy to go home, beg Edith’s forgiveness, and be prepared to leave Boston tomorrow. Brendan had heard of a private treatment center in Minneapolis, he thought, where the rich sought help incognito; he would refine the details in the morning and call him, naturally expecting a second payment for his services. The instant a shaken Gates left the room, Prefontaine went to the phone and called John St. Jacques at Tranquility Inn.


  “John, it’s the judge. Don’t ask me questions, but I have urgent information that could be invaluable to your sister’s husband. I realize I can’t reach him, but I know he’s dealing with someone in Washington—”


  “His name is Alex Conklin,” interrupted St. Jacques. “Wait a minute, Judge, Marie wrote the number down on the desk blotter. Let me get over there.” The sound of one phone being placed on a hard surface preceded the clicks of another being picked up. “Here it is.” Marie’s brother recited the number.


  “I’ll explain everything later. Thank you, John.”


  “An awful lot of people keep telling me that, goddamn it!” said St. Jacques.


  Prefontaine dialed the number with a Virginia area code. It was answered with a short, brusque “Yes?”


  “Mr. Conklin, my name is Prefontaine and I was given this number by John St. Jacques. What I have to tell you is in the nature of an emergency.”


  “You’re the judge,” broke in Alex.


  “Past tense, I’m afraid. Very past.”


  “What is it?”


  “I know how to reach the man you call the Jackal.”


  “What?”


  “Listen to me.”


  Bernardine stared at the ringing telephone, briefly debating with himself whether or not to pick it up. There was no question; he had to. “Yes?”


  “Jason? It’s you, isn’t it?…Perhaps I have the wrong room.”


  “Alex? This is you?”


  “Frančois? What are you doing there? Where’s Jason?”


  “Things have happened so fast. I know he’s been trying to reach you.”


  “It’s been a rough day. We’ve got Panov back.”


  “That’s good news.”


  “I’ve got other news. A telephone number where the Jackal can be reached.”


  “We’ve got it! And a location. Our man left an hour ago.”


  “For Christ’s sake, how did you get it?”


  “A convoluted process I sincerely believe only your man could have negotiated. He’s brilliantly imaginative, a true caméléon.”


  “Let’s compare,” said Conklin. “What’s yours?”


  Bernardine complied, reciting the number he had written down on Bourne’s instructions.


  The silence on the phone was a silent scream. “They’re different,” said Alex finally, his voice choked. “They’re different!”


  “A trap,” said the Deuxième veteran. “God in heaven, it’s a trap!”


  



  CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX


  Twice Bourne had passed the dark, quiet row of old stone houses on the boulevard Lefebvre in the concrete backwater of the fifteenth arrondissement. He then doubled back to the rue d’Alésia and found a sidewalk café. The outdoor tables, their candles flickering under glass, were peopled mostly by gesturing, argumentative students from the nearby Sorbonne and Montparnasse. It was nearing ten o’clock and the aproned waiters were growing irritable; the majority of customers were not full of largess, either in their hearts or in their pockets. Jason wanted only a strong espresso, but the perpetual scowl on the face of the approaching garčon convinced him he would get mud if he ordered only the coffee, so he added the most expensive brandy he could recall by name.


  As the waiter returned to the service bar, Jason pulled out his small notebook and ballpoint pen, shutting his eyes for a moment, then opening them and sketching out everything he could envision from the row of houses on his inner screen. There were three structures of two attached houses each, separated by two narrow alleyways. Each double complex was three stories high, each front entrance reached by climbing a steep flight of brick steps, and at either end of the row were vacant lots covered with rubble, the remains of demolished adjacent buildings. The address of the Jackal’s buried telephone number—the address was available in the underground tunnels solely for repair purposes—was the final structure on the right, and it took no imagination to know he occupied the entire building, if not the entire row.


  Carlos was the consummate self-protector, so one had to assume that his Paris command post would be a fortress, employing every human and electronic security device that loyalty and high technology could provide. And the seemingly isolated, all but deserted, section of the outlying fifteenth arrondissement served his purposes far better than any crowded section of the city. For that reason, Bourne had first paid a drunken tramp to walk with him during his initial foray past the houses, he himself limping unsteadily in the shadows beside his companion; and for his second appraisal, he had hired a middle-aged whore as his cover, with no limp or stagger in his gait. He knew the terrain now, for all the good it did him, but it was the beginning of the end. He swore himself to that!


  The waiter arrived with his espresso and the cognac, and only when Jason placed a hundred-franc note on the table, accompanied by a wave of his hand, did the man’s hostile countenance move to neutral ground. “Merci,” he mumbled.


  “Is there a pay phone nearby?” asked Bourne, removing an additional ten-franc note.


  “Down the street, fifty, sixty meters,” replied the waiter, his eyes on the new money.


  “Nothing closer?” Jason peeled off another note, twenty francs. “I’m calling right here within a few blocks.”


  “Come with me,” said the aproned garçon, gingerly picking up the franc notes and leading Bourne through the open doors of the café to a cashier seated on high at the far end of the restaurant. The gaunt, sallow-faced woman looked annoyed; obviously she assumed that Bourne was a discontented customer.


  “Let him use your telephone,” said the waiter.


  “Why?” spat out the harridan. “So he can call China?”


  “He calls up the street. He will pay.”


  Jason proffered a ten-franc note, his innocent eyes looking blankly at the highly suspicious woman. “Augh, take it,” she said, removing a phone from under her cash-register stand and grasping the money. “It has an extension so you can move to the wall, as they all do. Men! Business and the bed, it’s all you think about!”


  He dialed the Pont-Royal and asked for his room, expecting Bernardine to pick up on the first or second ring. By the fourth, he was concerned; by the eighth, he was profoundly disturbed. Bernardine was not there! Had Santos…? No, the Deuxième veteran was armed and knew how to use his “deterrence”—there would have been at the least loud gunfire, at the last a room blown apart by a grenade. Bernardine had left under his own control. Why?


  There could be any one of several reasons, thought Bourne, handing back the telephone and returning to his table outside. The first and most wished for was news of Marie; the old intelligence officer would not raise false hopes by detailing the nets he had spread throughout the city, but they were there, Jason was sure of it.… Bourne could not think of another reason, so it was best not to think about Bernardine. He had other pressing considerations, the most intensely pressing of his life. He returned to the strong coffee and his notebook; every detail had to be exact.


  An hour later he finished his espresso, taking a sip of the cognac and spilling the rest on the pavement under the usual soiled red tablecloth. He left the café and the rue d’Alésia, turning right and walking slowly, as a far older man might walk, toward the boulevard Lefebvre. The closer he came to the last corner, the more he became aware of the undulating, erratic sounds from apparently different directions. Sirens! The two-note sirens of the Paris police! What had happened? What was happening? Jason abandoned his elderly gait and ran to the edge of the building fronting the Lefebvre and the row of old stone houses. Instantly, he was in shock, fury and astonishment joining together in panic. What were they doing?


  Five patrol cars converged on the row of stone houses, each successively screeching to a halt in front of the structure on the right. Then a large black police van appeared, swinging directly around to face the two entrances of the building, its searchlight shooting out as a squad of black-uniformed men with automatic weapons leaped into the street and took up crouching attack positions only partially concealed by the patrol cars—an assault was in the making!


  Fools. Goddamned fools! To give Carlos a warning was to lose the Jackal! Killing was his profession; escape, his obsession. Thirteen years ago Bourne had been told that Carlos’s huge retreat in the village hills of Vitry-sur-Seine outside Paris had more false walls and concealed staircases than a nobleman’s Loire château in the time of Louis XIV. The fact that no one had ever determined which estate it was, or whom it was assigned to, did not vitiate the all too acceptable rumors. And with three supposedly separated structures on the boulevard Lefebvre, it was also all too acceptable to presuppose hidden underground tunnels linking each to the others.


  For Christ’s sake, who had done this? Had a terrible error been made? Had he and Bernardine been so obtuse as to think the Deuxième or Peter Holland’s Paris station of the CIA had overlooked tapping into his Pont-Royal telephone or bribed or enlisted the various relays of operators on the hotel’s switchboard? If so, that obtuseness was rooted in an absolute: it was next to impossible to tap a phone on short notice in a relatively small hotel without being detected. Technology required a stranger on the premises, and bribe money spread around was countered with larger bribes by the subject under surveillance. Santos? Bugs placed in the room by a chambermaid or a bellman? Not likely. The huge conduit to the Jackal, especially if he had reneged on their contract, would not expose the Jackal. Who? How? The questions burned into Jason’s imagination as he watched in horror and dismay the scene taking place on the boulevard Lefebvre.


  “On police authority, all residents will evacuate the building.” The orders over the loudspeaker metallically echoed throughout the street. “You have one minute before we take aggressive procedures.”


  What aggressive procedures? screamed Bourne into the silent void of his mind. You’ve lost him. I’ve lost him. Insanity! Who? Why?


  The door at the top of the brick steps on the left side of the building opened first. A petrified man, short, obese, in an undershirt, his trousers held up by suspenders, cautiously walked out into the flood of the searchlight, spreading his hands in front of his face and turning his head away from the blinding beam. “What is it, messieurs?” he cried, his voice tremulous. “I am merely a baker—a good baker—but I know nothing about this street except that the rent is cheap! Is that a crime to the police?”


  “Our concerns are not with you, monsieur,” continued the amplified voice.


  “Not with me, you say? You arrive here like an army, frightening my wife and children into thinking it is their last minutes on earth, and yet you say we don’t concern you? What kind of reasoning is that? We live among fascists?”


  Hurry up! thought Jason. For God’s sake, hurry! Every second is a minute in escape time, an hour for the Jackal!


  The door above the flight of brick steps on the right now opened, and a nun in the full flowing black robe of a religious habit appeared. She stood defiantly in the frame, no fear whatsoever in her almost operatic voice. “How dare you?” she roared. “These are the hours of vespers and you intrude. Better you should be asking forgiveness for your sins than interrupting those who plead with God for theirs!”


  “Nicely said, Sister,” intoned the unimpressed police officer over the loudspeaker. “But we have other information and we respectfully insist on searching your house. If you refuse, we shall disrespectfully carry out our orders.”


  “We are the Magdalen Sisters of Charity!” exclaimed the nun. “These are the sacrosanct quarters of women devoted to Christ!”


  “We respect your position, Sister, but we are still coming inside. If what you say is so, I’m sure the authorities will make a generous contribution to your cause.”


  You’re wasting time! screamed Bourne to himself. He’s getting away!


  “Then may your souls be damned for transgression, but come ahead and invade this holy ground!”


  “Really, Sister?” asked another official over the loudspeaker. “I don’t believe there’s anything in the canons that gives you the right to condemn souls to hell on such a flimsy excuse.… Go ahead, Monsieur Inspector. Under the habit, you may find lingerie more suited to the Faubourg.”


  He knew that voice! It was Bernardine! What had happened? Was Bernardine no friend after all? Was it all an act, the smooth talk of a traitor? If so, there would be another death that night!


  The black-uniformed squad of antiterrorists, their automatic weapons bolted into firing mode, raced to the base of the brick steps as the gendarmes blocked off the boulevard Lefebvre, north and south, while the red and blue lights of the patrol cars incessantly blinked their bright warnings to all beyond the area: Stay away.


  “May I go inside?” screamed the baker. No one replied, so the obese man ran through his door clutching his trousers.


  An official in civilian clothes, the obvious leader of the assault, joined his invading unit on the pavement below the steps. With a nod of his head, he and his men raced up the brick stair-case through the door held open by the defiant nun.


  Jason held his place at the edge of the building, his body pressed against the stone, the sweat pouring from his hairline and his neck, his eyes on the incomprehensible scene being played out on the Lefebvre. He knew the who now, but why? Was it true? Was the man most trusted by Alex Conklin and himself in reality another pair of eyes and ears for the Jackal? Christ, he did not want to believe it!


  Twelve minutes passed, and with the reemergence of Paris’s version of a SWAT team and its leader, several members bowing and kissing the hand of the real or would-be abbess, Bourne understood that his and Conklin’s instincts had been on true course.


  “Bernardine!” screamed the official approaching the first patrol car. “You are finished! Out! Never are you to talk to the lowest recruit in the Deuxième, even the man who cleans the toilets! You are ostracized!…If I had my way, you’d be shot!…International murder in the boulevard Lefebvre! A friend of the Bureau! An agent we must protect!…A fucking nunnery, you miserable son of a bitch! Shit! A nunnery!…Get out of my car, you smelly pig. Get out before a weapon goes off by mistake and your stomach’s on the street, where it belongs!”


  Bernardine lurched out of the patrol car, his old unsteady legs barely able to maintain balance, twice falling into the street. Jason waited, wanting to rush to his friend, but knowing he had to wait. The patrol cars and the van raced away; still Bourne had to wait, his eyes alternately watching Bernardine and the front entrance of the Jackal’s house. And it was the Jackal’s house, the nun proved it. Carlos could never let go of his lost faith; he consistently used it as a viable cover, but it was much more than that. Much more.


  Bernardine staggered into the shadows of a long-abandoned storefront across from the house on the boulevard Lefebvre. Jason breached the corner and ran down the pavement, racing into the recess and grabbing the Deuxième veteran as he leaned against a long glass window, breathing heavily.


  “For God’s sake, what happened?” cried Bourne, supporting Bernardine by both shoulders.


  “Easy, mon ami,” choked Bernardine. “The pig I sat next to—a politician, no doubt, looking for an issue—punched me in the chest before he threw me out of the car.… I told you, I don’t know all the new people who attach themselves to the Bureau these days. You have the same problems in America, so, please, do not give me a lecture.”


  “It’s the last thing I’m about to do.… This is the house, Bernardine. Right here, right in front of us!”


  “This is also a trap.”


  “What?”


  “Alex and I confirmed it. The telephone numbers were different. I gather you did not make your call to Carlos, as he instructed you to.”


  “No. I had the address and I wanted him stretched. What’s the difference? This is the house!”


  “Oh, this is where your Mr. Simon was to go, and if he was truly Mr. Simon, he would be taken to another rendezvous. But if he was not Monsieur Simon but someone else, then he would be shot—proof—another corpse in search of the Jackal.”


  “You’re wrong!” insisted Jason, shaking his head and speaking quietly, rapidly. “This may be a detour, but Carlos is still on the switch. He’s not going to allow anyone to waste me but himself. That’s his commandment.”


  “As yours is regarding him?”


  “Yes. I have a family; he has a borderline legend. Mine is complete for me, but his is a vacuum—without any real meaning for him any longer. He’s gone as far as he can go. The only way he can go further is to move into my territory—David Webb’s territory—and eliminate Jason Bourne.”


  “Webb? David Webb? Who in the name of almighty God is that?”


  “Me,” replied Bourne, smiling forlornly and leaning beside Bernardine against the window. “It’s nuts, isn’t it?”


  “Nuts!” cried the former Deuxième. “It is fou! Insane, not to be beliéved!”


  “Believe it.”


  “You are a family man with children and you do this work?”


  “Alex never told you?”


  “If he did so, I passed it off as a cover—one goes along with anything.” Shaking his head, the older man looked up at his taller companion. “You really have a family whom you do not wish to escape from?”


  “On the contrary, I want to get back to them as soon as I can. They’re the only people on earth I really care about.”


  “But you are Jason Bourne, the killer Chameleon! The deepest recesses of the criminal world tremble at your name!”


  “Oh, come on, that’s a bit much, even from you.”


  “Not for an instant! You are Bourne, second only to the Jackal—”


  “No!” shouted the suddenly forgotten David Webb. “He’s no match for me! I’ll take him! I’ll kill him!”


  “Very well, very well, mon ami,” said Bernardine calmly, reassuringly, staring at the man he could not understand. “What do you want me to do?”


  Jason Bourne turned and breathed heavily against the glass window for several moments—and then through the mists of indecision the Chameleon’s strategy became clear. He swung around and looked across the dark street at the stone building on the right. “The police are gone,” he said quietly.


  “Of course, I realize that.”


  “Did you also realize that no one from the other two buildings came outside? Yet there are lights on in a number of the windows.”


  “I was preoccupied, what can I say? I did not notice.” Bernardine raised his eyebrows in sudden recollection. “But there were faces at the windows, several faces, I saw them.”


  “Yet no one came outside.”


  “Very understandable. The police…men with weapons racing around. Best to barricade oneself, no?”


  “Even after the police and the weapons and the patrol cars have left? They all just go back to their television sets as if nothing had happened? No one comes out to check with the neighbors? That’s not natural, François; it’s not even unnaturally natural. It’s been orchestrated.”


  “What do you mean? How?”


  “One man walks out on the porch and shouts into a search-light. Attention is drawn to him and precious seconds of a minute’s warning evaporate. Then a nun emerges on the other side draping herself in holy indignation—more seconds lost, more hours for Carlos. The assault’s mounted and the Deuxième comes up with zero.… And when it’s all over, everything’s back to normal—an abnormal normalcy. A job was done according to a predesigned plan, so there’s no call for really normal curiosity—no gathering in the street, no excitement, not even a collective postcrisis indignation. Simply people inside undoubtedly checking with one another. Doesn’t it all tell you something?”


  Bernardine nodded. “A prearranged strategy carried out by professionals,” said the veteran field officer.


  “That’s what I think, too.”


  “It’s what you saw and I did not,” countered Bernardine. “Stop being kind, Jason. I’ve been too long away from the cold. Too soft, too old, too unimaginative.”


  “So have I,” said Bourne. “It’s just that the stakes are so high for me that I have to force myself into thinking like a man I wanted to forget.”


  “This is Monsieur Webb speaking?”


  “I guess it is.”


  “So where does that leave us?”


  “With an irate baker and an angry nun, and if they prove to be ciphers, several faces in various windows. At this juncture the pickings are ours but that won’t last long, I doubt through the morning.”


  “I beg your pardon?”


  “Carlos will close up shop here and he’ll do it quickly. He hasn’t got a choice now. Someone in his Praetorian guard gave someone else the location of his Paris headquarters, and you can bet your pension—if you’ve still got one—that he’s climbing the walls trying to figure out who betrayed him—”


  “Get back!” cried Bernardine, interrupting and grabbing Jason by the cloth of his black jacket, yanking him into the farthest recess of the dark storefront. “Get out of sight! Flat on the pavement!”


  Both men threw themselves down, lying prone on the broken concrete, Bourne’s face against the short wall below the glass, his head angled to see the street. A second dark van appeared from the right, but it was not police equipment. Instead, it was shinier and smaller, somehow thicker, lower to the ground and more powerful. The one glaring, blinding similarity it had to the police van was the searchlight.… No, not one, but two searchlights, one on either side of the windshield, both beams swinging back and forth scanning the vehicle’s flanks. Jason reached for the weapon in his belt—the gun he had borrowed from Bernardine—knowing that his companion already had his backup automatic out of his pocket. The beam of the left searchlight shot over their bodies as Bourne whispered, “Good work, but how did you spot it?”


  “The moving reflections of the lamps on the side windows,” replied old François. “I thought for a moment it was my former colleague returning to finish the job he had contemplated. Namely, my stomach in the street.… My God, look!”


  The van swept past the first two buildings, then suddenly swerved into the curb and stopped in front of the last structure, nearly two hundred feet from the storefront, the building farthest from the Jackal’s telephone. The instant the vehicle came to a halt the rear door opened and four men jumped out, automatic weapons in their hands, two running to the street side, one racing down the pavement to the front, the last guard standing menacingly by the open doors, his MAC-10 ready to fire. A dull wash of yellow light appeared at the top of the brick steps; the door had been opened and a man in a black raincoat came outside. He stood for a moment looking up and down the boulevard Lefebvre.


  “Is that him?” whispered François.


  “No, not unless he’s wearing high heels and a wig,” answered Jason, reaching into his jacket pocket. “I’ll know him when I see him—because I see him every day of my life!” Bourne took out one of the grenades he had also borrowed from Bernardine. He checked the release, laying down his gun and gripping the pockmarked steel oval, tugging at the pin to make certain it was free of corrosion.


  “What the hell do you think you’re doing?” asked the old Deuxième veteran.


  “That man up there is a decoy,” replied Jason, his soft voice suspended in a cold monotone. “In moments another will take his place, run down the steps and get into the van, either in the front seat or through the rear doors—I hope the latter, but it won’t make much difference.”


  “You’re mad! You’ll be killed! What good is a corpse to that family of yours?”


  “You’re not thinking, François. The guards will run back and climb up through the rear doors because there’s no room in front. There’s a lot of difference between climbing into a truck and jumping out of it. For starters, it’s a slower sequence.… By the time the last man gets in and reaches out to close those wide doors, I’ll have a primed grenade inside that van.… And I have no intention of becoming a corpse. Stay here!”


  Before Bernardine could object further, Medusa’s Delta crawled out into the dark boulevard, dark but for the harsh stationary beams of the searchlights, which were now angled on the flanks, thus actually enhancing Bourne’s concealment. The hot white light around the vehicle obscured the darkness beyond; his only extreme risk was the guard posted by the open doors. Hugging the shadows of the successive storefronts as though he were threading his way through the high grass of the Mekong Delta toward a floodlit prisoner compound, Jason crept slowly forward with each wayward glance of the rear guard, his eyes darting continuously up to the man by the door above the brick steps.


  Suddenly another figure emerged; it was a woman carrying a small suitcase in one hand, a large purse in the other. She spoke to the man in the black raincoat as the guard’s attention was drawn to both of them. Bourne scrambled, his elbows and knees silently pounding the hard pavement, until he reached that point nearest the van where he could observe the scene on the staircase with minimum risk of being spotted. He was relieved to see that the two guards in the street continuously winced and blinked under the beam of the searchlight. His status was as clean as it could be under the tenuous circumstances. Everything now was timing, precision, and all the expertise he could summon from times too often unremembered or too vague or too long ago. He had to remember now; instinct had to propel him through his personal mists. Now. The end of the nightmare was at hand.


  It was happening! Suddenly there was furious activity at the door as a third figure came rushing out, joining the other two. The man was shorter than his male colleague, wearing a beret and carrying a briefcase. He obviously issued orders that included the rear guard, who ran up to the pavement as the new arrival hurled his briefcase down over the brick steps. The guard instantly clutched his weapon under his left arm and effortlessly caught the leather missile in midair.


  “Allez-vous-en. Nous partons! Vite!” shouted the second man, gesturing for the other two on the brick steps to precede him down to the van. They did so, the man in the raincoat joining the guard at the rear doors, the woman accompanying the one who gave the orders.… The Jackal? Was it Carlos? Was it?


  Bourne desperately wanted to believe that it was—therefore, it was! The sound of the vehicle’s curbside door slamming shut was followed rapidly by the gunning of the vehicle’s powerful engine; both were a signal. The three other guards raced from their posts to the rear doors of the van. One by one they climbed up inside after the man in the black raincoat, their legs stretched, arms bracing shoulders, curved hands gripping the two metal frames that with instant muscular strain propelled them inside as their weapons were thrown in front of them. Then a pair of hands reached out for the interior door handles—


  Now! Bourne pulled the pin of the grenade and lurched to his feet, running as he had never run in his life toward the swinging rear doors of the van. He dived, twisting his body in flight, landing on his back as he gripped the left panel and threw the grenade inside, the bomb’s release in his hand. Six seconds and it would detonate. Jason got to his knees, arms extended, and crashed the doors shut. A fusillade of gunfire erupted. But it was an unintended miracle—as the Jackal’s van was bulletproof, it was also impervious to bullets shot from within! There were no penetrations of the steel, only thuds and the screaming whistles of ricochets…and the screams of the wounded inside.


  The glistening vehicle shot forward on the boulevard Lefebvre as Bourne sprang to a crouch and raced toward the deserted storefronts on the east side of the street. He was nearly across the wide avenue when the impossible happened. The impossible!


  The Jackal’s van blew up, the explosion firing the dark Paris sky, and the moment it happened a brown limousine screeched around the nearest corner, the windows open, men in the black spaces, weapons in their grips, spraying the entire area with thunderous, indiscriminate fire. Jason lunged into the nearest recess, curling up into a fetal position in the shadows, accepting the fact—not in fear but in fury—that it might well be his last moments of life. He had failed. Failed Marie and his children!… But not this way. He spun off the concrete, the weapon in his hand. He would kill, kill! That was the way of Jason Bourne.


  Then the incredible happened. The incredible. A siren? The police! The brown limousine shot forward, skirting the flaming wreck of the Jackal’s van and disappeared into the dark streets as a patrol car raced out of the opposing darkness, its siren screaming, the tires screeching as it skidded to a stop only yards from the flames of the demolished vehicle. Nothing made sense! thought Jason. Where before there had been five patrol cars, only one had returned. Why? And even that question was superfluous. Carlos had mounted a strategy employing not one but seven, conceivably eight, decoys, all expendable, all led to their terrible death by the consummate self-protector. The Jackal had sprung himself from the trap that had been reversed by his hated quarry, Delta, the product of Medusa, a creation of American intelligence. Once again, the assassin had outthought him, but he had not killed him. There would be another day, another night.


  “Bernardine!” screamed the Deuxième official who less than thirty minutes ago had officially disowned his colleague. Leaping out of the patrol car, the man shouted again. “Bernardine! Where are you?…My God, where are you? I came back, old friend, for I could not leave you! My God, you were right, I see that now for myself! Oh, Christ, tell me you’re alive! Answer me!”


  “Another is dead,” came the reply from Bernardine as his gaunt figure walked slowly, with difficulty, out of the storefront two hundred feet north of Bourne. “I tried to tell you but you would not listen—”


  “I was perhaps too hasty!” roared the official, running to the old man and embracing him as the others in the patrol car, their arms crossed in front of their faces, surrounded the burning van but at a considerable distance. “I’ve radioed for our people to return!” added the official. “You must believe me, old friend, I came back because I couldn’t leave you in anger, not my old comrade.… I had no idea that pig from the newspaper actually assaulted you, struck you. He told me and I threw him out!… I came back for you, you see that, don’t you? But, my God, I never expected anything like this!”


  “It’s horrible,” said the Deuxième veteran, while cautiously, his eyes straying rapidly up and down the boulevard, he surveyed the area. He specifically noted the many frightened, intense faces in the windows of the three stone buildings. The scenario had blown apart with the van’s explosion and the disappearance of the brown limousine. The minions were without their leader and filled with anxiety. “It’s not entirely your error alone—my old comrade,” he continued, a note of apology in his voice. “I had the wrong building.”


  “Ah ha,” cried the Deuxième associate, relishing a minor triumph of self-vindication. “The wrong building? That is indeed a mistake of consequence, eh, François?”


  “The consequences might have been far less tragic had you not abandoned me so hastily, as you so aptly phrased it. Instead of listening to a man with my vast experience, you ordered me out of your car only to have me witness the horror moments after you fled.”


  “We followed your orders! We searched the building—the wrong building!”


  “Had you remained, if only for a brief conference, this might have been avoided and a friend might be alive. I shall have to include that judgment in my report—”


  “Please, old friend,” broke in the associate. “Let us reason together for the good of the Bureau—” The interruption now came with the shrill appearance of a fire truck. Bernardine held up his hand and led his protesting former comrade across the boulevard, ostensibly to get out of the way of the firemen, more purposefully to be within earshot of Jason Bourne. “When our people arrive,” went on the associate of the Deuxième, his voice rising with authority, “we shall empty the buildings and detain every resident for thorough interrogation!”


  “My God,” exclaimed Bernardine, “don’t add asininity to incompetence!”


  “What?”


  “The limousine, the brown limousine—surely you saw it.”


  “Yes, of course. The driver said it raced away.”


  “That’s all he told you?”


  “Well, the truck was in flames and there was so much confusion radioing for personnel—”


  “Look at the shattered glass!” commanded François, pointing at the storefronts away from the recess where Bourne was hiding. “Look at the pits on the pavement and in the street. Gunfire, my old comrade. Those involved escaped believing they had killed me!…Say nothing, do nothing. Leave these people alone.”


  “You are incomprehensible—”


  “And you are a fool. If for any reason whatsoever there is the slightest possibility that even one of those killers is ordered to return here, there can be no impediments.”


  “Now you are inscrutable.”


  “Not at all,” protested Bernardine as the firemen hosed down the flames of the van, their efforts augmented by giant extinguishers. “Send your people into each building, inquiring if everything is all right, explaining that the authorities have determined the terrible events on the boulevard were criminally oriented. The crisis has passed; there is no further alarm.”


  “But is that true?”


  “It’s what we want them to believe.” An ambulance stormed into the street followed by two additional patrol cars, all the sirens at maximum volume. From the rue d’Alésia, apartment dwellers had gathered at both corners, many in hastily pulled-on street attire—trousers and undershirts—while others were in night clothes—frayed bathrobes and worn slippers. Noting that the Jackal’s van was now a smoldering mass of twisted steel and shattered glass, Bernardine continued: “Give the crowds time to satisfy their morbid viewing, then send men to disperse them. In an hour or so, when the rubble is under control and the bodies carted away, proclaim loudly to your police detachment that the emergency is over, ordering all but one man back to the precinct. That man is to remain here on duty until the debris is cleared from the boulevard. He is also to be instructed not to interfere with anyone leaving the buildings, is that clear?”


  “Not for a moment. You said that someone might be hiding—”


  “I know what I said,” pressed the former Deuxième consultant. “It changes nothing.”


  “You will stay here, then?”


  “Yes. I will move slowly, inconspicuously, around the area.”


  “I see.… What about the police report? And my report?”


  “Use some of the truth, not all of it, of course. Word was passed to you—informer’s name withheld—that an act of violence related to the Bureau’s narcotics division was to take place on the boulevard Lefebvre at precisely this hour. You commandeered a police contingent and found nothing, but shortly thereafter your highly professional instincts sent you back beyond the time span, unfortunately too late to stop the carnage.”


  “I might even be commended,” said the associate, suddenly frowning, wary. “And your report?” he asked quietly.


  “We’ll see if one is necessary, won’t we?” replied the newly reinstated Deuxième consultant.


  The medical team wrapped the bodies of the victims and placed them in the ambulance as a wrecker hoisted what was left of the destroyed vehicle into the huge attached dumpster. The crew swept the street, several remarking that they should not sweep too thoroughly or no one would recognize the Lefebvre. A quarter of an hour later the job was finished; the wrecker departed, the lone patrolman joining the crew to be dropped off at the nearest police phone several blocks away. It was well past four o’clock in the morning, and soon the dawn would light up the sky over Paris, preceding the boisterous human carnival below. Now, however, the only signs of life on the boulevard Lefebvre were five lighted windows in the row of stone buildings controlled by Carlos the Jackal. Inside those rooms were men and women for whom sleep was not permitted. They had work to do for their monseigneur.


  Bourne sat on the pavement, his legs outstretched, his back against the inside wall of a storefront across from the building where the frightened yet argumentative baker and the indignant nun had confronted the police. Bernardine was in a similar recess several hundred feet away, opposite the first building where the Jackal’s van had stopped for its condemned cargo. Their agreement was firm: Jason would follow and take by force whoever left first from any building; the old Deuxième veteran would follow whoever left second, ascertain his or her destination, but make no contact. Bourne’s judgment was that either the baker or the nun would be the assassin’s messenger, so he had selected the north end of the row of stone houses.


  He was partially right, but he had not anticipated an embarrassment of personnel and conveyances. At 5:17, two bicycles ridden by nuns in full habits and white hats wheeled up from the south side of the boulevard, ringing the muted bells on their handlebars as they stopped in front of the house that was supposedly the quarters of the Magdalen Sisters of Charity. The door opened and three additional nuns, each carrying a bicycle, walked out and down the brick steps to join their charitable sisters. They discreetly mounted their saddles and the procession started up the street; the one consoling fact for Jason was that Carlos’s indignant nun took up the single rear position. Not knowing how it would happen, knowing only that it would happen, Bourne lurched out of the storefront and ran across the dark boulevard. As he reached the shadows of the deserted lot adjacent to the Jackal’s house, another door opened. He crouched, watching the overweight irate baker waddle rapidly down his brick steps and head south. Bernardine had his work cut out for him, too, thought Jason as he got to his feet and ran after his procession of cycling nuns.


  Paris traffic is an endless enigma regardless of the hour of day or night. It also provides palpable excuses for anyone wishing to be early or late, or having arrived at the right destination or the wrong one. In a phrase, Parisians behind a steering wheel embody the last civilized vestiges of lethal abandon—possibly outdone by their counterparts in Rome or Athens. And so it was for the Magdalen Sisters of Charity, especially for the officious superior hen on the single rear point. At an intersection of the rue Lecourbe in Montparnasse, a congestion of produce trucks prevented her from keeping up with her religious colleagues. Benignly she waved them on and abruptly turned into a narrow side street, suddenly pedaling faster than before. Bourne, his wound from Tranquility Isle now pulsating throughout his neck, did not increase his pace; he did not have to. The white-lettered blue sign on the building fronting the street read IMPASSE, a dead end; there was no other way out.


  He found the bicycle chained to an extinguished street lamp and waited in the darkness of a doorway no more than fifteen feet away. He raised his hand and touched the warm moistness of the bandage around his neck; the bleeding was slight. With luck, no more than one suture had burst.… Oh, Christ, his legs were tired—no, “tired” was inadequate. They ached with the pain that came with unused and abused muscles; the rhythmic strides of jogging, even running, were no preparation for lurching or weaving, or for violently sudden stops and starts. He leaned against the stone, breathing heavily, his eyes on the bicycle, trying to suppress a thought that kept recurring with infuriating regularity: only a few short years ago, he would never have noticed the discomfort in his legs. There would have been none.


  The sound of an unlatched bolt broke the stillness of the predawn narrow street, followed rapidly by the grating noise of a heavy door being opened. It was the entrance to the flat in front of the chained bicycle. His back against the wall, Jason removed the gun from his belt and watched the woman in the nun’s habit rush to the lamppost. She fumbled with a key in the dim light, awkwardly trying to insert it into the base of the lock. Bourne stepped out on the pavement and walked swiftly, silently forward.


  “You’ll be late for early Mass,” he said.


  The woman spun around, the key flying into the street, her black cloth snapping in the turn as she plunged her right hand between the folds of her habit. Jason lurched, gripping her arm with his left hand and tearing off the large white hat with his right. At the sight of the exposed face in front of him, he gasped.


  “My God,” he whispered. “It’s you!”


  



  CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN


  “I know you!” cried Bourne. “Paris…years ago…your name is Lavier…Jacqueline Lavier. You had one of those dress shops…Les Classiques—St.-Honoré—Carlos’s drop in the Faubourg! I found you in a confessional booth in Neuilly-sur-Seine. I thought you were dead.” The woman’s sharp, creased, middle-aged face was contorted in frenzy. She tried to twist out of his grip, but Jason stepped sideways as she pivoted, yanking her away in a sweeping circular motion, crashing her against the wall, pinning her, his left forearm across her throat. “But you weren’t dead. You were part of the trap that ended at the Louvre, blew apart at the Louvre!…By Christ, you’re coming with me. Men died in that trap—Frenchmen died—and I couldn’t stay around and tell them how it happened or who was responsible.… In my country, you kill a cop, it doesn’t go off the books. It’s no different over here; and when it’s cops, they don’t stop looking. Oh, they’ll remember the Louvre, they’ll remember their men!”


  “You’re wrong!” choked the woman, her wide green eyes bulging. “I’m not who you think I am—”


  “You’re Lavier! Queen of the Faubourg, sole contact to the Jackal’s woman, the general’s wife. Don’t tell me I’m wrong…I followed the two of you out to Neuilly—to that church with the bells ringing and priests everywhere—one of them Carlos! Moments later his whore came back out, but you didn’t. She left in a hurry, so I ran inside and described you to an old priest—if he was a priest—and he told me you were in the second confessional from the left. I walked over and pulled the curtain and there you were. Dead. I thought you’d just been killed and everything was happening so fast. Carlos had to be there! He was within my reach, my gun—or maybe I was within his. I raced around like a maniac and finally I saw him! Out in the street in his priestly black clothes—I saw him, I knew it was him because he saw me and started to run through the traffic. And then I lost him, I lost him!…But I had a card to play. You. I passed the word—Lavier’s dead.… It was just what I was supposed to do, wasn’t it? Wasn’t it?”


  “I tell you again, you are wrong!” The woman no longer struggled; it was pointless. Instead, she remained rigid against the wall, no part of her body moving, as if by doing so she might be permitted to speak. “Will you listen to me?” she asked with difficulty, Jason’s forearm still pressed against her throat.


  “Forget it, lady,” answered Bourne. “You’re going out of here limp—a Sister of Charity being helped, not assaulted, by a stranger. You’re about to have a fainting spell. At your age it’s a fairly common occurrence, isn’t it?”


  “Wait.”


  “Too late.”


  “We must talk!”


  “We will.” Releasing his arm, Jason instantly crashed both his hands simultaneously into the woman’s shoulder blades where the tendons weave into the neck muscles. She collapsed; he caught her in the fall and carried her out of the narrow street as an adoring supplicant might a religious social worker. The dawn light was beginning to fill the sky, and several early risers, one a young jogger in shorts, converged on the man carrying the nun. “She’s been with my wife and sick children for nearly two days without sleep!” pleaded the Chameleon in street French. “Will someone please find me a taxi so I can take her back to her convent in the ninth arrondissement?”


  “I shall!” roared the young runner. “There’s an all-night stand on the rue de Sèvres, and I’m very fast!”


  “You are a gift, monsieur,” said Jason, appreciating but instantly disliking the all too confident, all too young jogger.


  Six minutes later the taxi arrived, the youth inside. “I told the driver you have money,” he said, climbing out. “I trust it’s so.”


  “Of course. And thanks.”


  “Tell the sister what I did,” added the young man in running shorts, helping Bourne gently insert the unconscious woman into the back of the taxi. “I’ll need all the help I can get when my time comes.”


  “I trust that’s not imminent,” said Jason, trying to return the youth’s grin.


  “Not likely! I represent my firm in the marathon.” The overgrown child began running in place.


  “Thanks again. I hope you win the next one.”


  “Tell the sister to pray for me!” cried the athlete, racing away.


  “The Bois de Boulogne,” said Bourne, closing the door and addressing the driver.


  “The Bois? That ventilating nut told me it was an emergency! You had to get the nun to a hospital.”


  “She drank too much wine, what can I tell you?”


  “The Bois de Boulogne,” said the driver, nodding his head. “Let her walk it off. I have a second cousin in the Lyons convent. She gets out for a week she’s soused to the temples. Who can blame her?”


  The bench on the graveled path of the Bois progressively received the warm rays of the early sun as the middle-aged woman in the religious habit began snaking her head. “How are you doing, Sister?” asked Jason, sitting beside his prisoner.


  “I believe I was struck by an army tank,” replied the woman, blinking and opening her mouth to swallow air. “At least a tank.”


  “Which I suspect you know more about than a welfare wagon from the Magdalen Sisters of Charity.”


  “Quite so,” agreed the woman.


  “Don’t bother to look for your gun,” said Bourne. “I removed it from the very expensive belt under your habit.”


  “I’m glad you recognized the value. It’s part of what we must talk about.… Since I am not in a police station, I assume you’ve granted me my request to talk.”


  “Only if what you say suits my purpose, I assume you understand that.”


  “But it must, you see. Suit your purpose, as you say. I’ve failed. I’ve been taken. I’m not where I should be, and whatever the time is, the light tells me I’m too late for excuses. Also, my bicycle has either disappeared or is still chained to the lamp-post.”


  “I didn’t take it.”


  “Then I’m a dead woman. And if it’s gone I’m just as dead, don’t you see?”


  “Because you’ve disappeared? Not where you’re supposed to be?”


  “Of course.”


  “You’re Lavier!”


  “That’s true. I’m Lavier. But I’m not the woman you knew. You knew my sister Jacqueline—I am Dominique Lavier. We were close in age and since we were children strongly resembled each other. But you are not wrong about Neuilly-sur-Seine or what you saw there. My sister was killed because she broke a cardinal rule, committed a mortal sin, if you like. She panicked and led you to Carlos’s woman, his most cherished and useful secret.”


  “Me?…You know who I am?”


  “All Paris—the Jackal’s Paris—knows who you are, Monsieur Bourne. Not by sight, I grant you, but they know you are here and they know you’re tracking Carlos.”


  “And you’re part of that Paris?”


  “I am.”


  “Good Christ, lady, he killed your sister!”


  “I’m aware of that.”


  “Still you work for him?”


  “There are times when a person’s choices are considerably reduced. Say, to live or to die. Until six years ago when Les Classiques changed ownership, it was vital to the monseigneur. I took Jacqui’s place—”


  “Just like that?”


  “It wasn’t difficult. I was younger, and more to the point I looked younger.” The lines in the middle-aged Lavier’s face cracked with a brief pensive smile. “My sister always said it came with living on the Mediterranean.… At any rate, cosmetic surgery is commonplace in the world of haute couture. Jacqui supposedly went to Switzerland for a face-lift…and I returned to Paris after eight weeks of preparation.”


  “How could you? Knowing what you knew, how the hell could you?”


  “I did not know earlier what I learned later, by which time it was irrelevant. By then I had the choice I just mentioned. To live or to die.”


  “It never occurred to you to go to the police or the Sûreté?”


  “Regarding Carlos?” The woman looked at Bourne as if rebuking a foolish child. “As the British say in Cap Ferrat, surely you jest.”


  “So you blithely went into the killing game?”


  “Not consciously. I was gradually led into it, my education slow, piecemeal.… In the beginning I was told Jacqueline had died in a boating accident with her lover of the month and that I would be enormously well paid to carry on in her place. Les Classiques was far more than a grand salon—”


  “Far more,” agreed Jason, interrupting. “It was the drop for France’s most highly classified military and intelligence secrets funneled to the Jackal by his woman, a celebrated general’s wife.”


  “I was not aware of that until long after the general killed her. Villiers was his name, I believe.”


  “It was.” Jason looked across the path at the still dark waters of a pond, white lilies floating in clusters. Images came back to him. “I’m the one who found him, found them. Villiers was in a high-backed chair, a gun in his hand, his wife lying on the bed, naked, bleeding, dead. He was going to kill himself. It was a proper execution for a traitor, he said, for his devotion to his wife had blinded his judgment and in that blindness he had betrayed his beloved France.… I convinced him there was another way; it almost worked—thirteen years ago. In a strange house on Seventy-first Street in New York.”


  “I don’t know what happened in New York, but General Villiers left instructions that after his death what happened in Paris was to be made part of the public record. When he died and the truth was known, it was said that Carlos went mad with fury, killing several high-ranking military commanders simply because they were generals.”


  “It’s all an old story,” interrupted Bourne sharply. “This is now, thirteen years later. What happens now?”


  “I don’t know, monsieur. My choices are zero, aren’t they? One or the other of you will kill me, I suppose.”


  “Maybe not. Help me take him and you’re free of both of us. You can go back to the Mediterranean and live in peace. You won’t even have to disappear—you merely return to wherever it is after a number of profitable years in Paris.”


  “Disappear?” asked Lavier, studying the haggard face of her captor. “As in the word ‘vanish’?”


  “No need for that. Carlos can’t reach you because he’ll be dead.”


  “Yes, I understand that part. It’s the disappearance that interests me along with the ‘profitable’ years. Does this profit come from you?”


  “Yes.”


  “I see.… Is that what you offered Santos? A profitable disappearance?”


  It was as if the words were hard flesh and had slapped him across the face. Jason looked at his prisoner. “So it was Santos, after all,” he said softly. “The Lefebvre was a trap. Christ, he’s good.”


  “He’s dead, Le Coeur du Soldat cleaned out and closed down.”


  “What?” Stunned, Bourne again stared at the Lavier woman. “That was his reward for cornering me?”


  “No, for betraying Carlos.”


  “I don’t understand.”


  “The monseigneur has eyes everywhere, I’m sure that’s no surprise to you. Santos, the total recluse, was observed sending several heavy boxes out with his main food supplier, and yesterday morning he did not clip and water his precious garden, a summer ritual as predictable as the sun. A man was sent to the supplier’s warehouse and opened the boxes—”


  “Books,” broke in Jason quietly.


  “Placed in storage until further instructions,” completed Dominique Lavier. “Santos’s departure was to be swift and secret.”


  “And Carlos knew there was no one in Moscow giving out a telephone number.”


  “I beg your pardon?”


  “Nothing.… What kind of man was Santos?”


  “I never knew him, never even saw him. I’ve only heard the downstairs rumors, which weren’t many.”


  “I haven’t time for many. What were they?”


  “Apparently he was a very large man—”


  “I know that,” interrupted Jason impatiently. “And from the books we both know that he was well read, probably well educated, if his speech was indicative. Where did he come from and why did he work for the Jackal?”


  “They say he was Cuban and fought in Fidel’s revolution, that he was a deep thinker, as well as a law student with Castro, and once a great athlete. Then, of course, as in all revolutions, the internal strife sours the victories—at least that’s what my old friends from the May Day barricades tell me.”


  “Translation, please?”


  “Fidel was jealous of the leaders of certain cadres, especially Che Guevara and the man you knew as Santos. Where Castro was larger than life, those two were larger than he was, and Fidel could not tolerate the competition. Che was sent on a mission that ended his life, and trumped up counterrevolutionary charges were brought against Santos. He was within an hour of being executed when Carlos and his men broke into the prison and spirited him away.”


  “Spirited? Dressed as priests, no doubt.”


  “I have no doubts. The Church with all its medieval lunacies once held sway over Cuba.”


  “You sound bitter.”


  “I’m a woman, the Pontiff is not; he’s merely medieval.”


  “Judgment decreed.… So Santos joined forces with Carlos, two disillusioned Marxists in search of their personal cause—or maybe their own personal Hollywood.”


  “That’s beyond me, monsieur, but if I vaguely understand you, the fantasy belongs to the brilliant Carlos; the bitter disillusion was Santos’s fate. He owed his life to the Jackal, so why not give it? What was left for him?…Until you came along.”


  “That’s all I need. Thanks. I just wanted a few gaps filled in.”


  “Gaps?”


  “Things I didn’t know.”


  “What do we do now, Monsieur Bourne? Wasn’t that your original question?”


  “What do you want to do, Madame Lavier?”


  “I know I don’t want to die. And I am not Madame Lavier in the marital sense. The restrictions never appealed to me and the benefits seemed unnecessary. For years I was a high-priced call girl in Monte Carlo, Nice and Cap Ferrat until my looks and my body deserted me. Still, I once had friends from the old days, intermittent lovers who took care of me for old times’ sake. Most are dead now, a pity, really.”


  “I thought you said you were enormously well paid for assuming your sister’s identity.”


  “Oh, I was and to a degree I still am, for I’m still valuable. I move among the elite of Paris, where gossip abounds, and that’s often helpful. I have a beautiful flat on the avenue Montaigne. Antiques, fine paintings, servants, charge accounts—everything a woman once in high fashion should be expected to have for the circles she still travels in. And money. Every month my bank receives eighty thousand francs from Geneva—somewhat more than enough for me to pay the bills. For, you see, I have to pay them, no one else can do so.”


  “So then you’ve got money.”


  “No, monsieur. I have a life-style, not money. That’s the way of the Jackal. Except for the old men, he pays only for what he gets in terms of immediate service. If the money from Geneva does not arrive at my bank on the tenth of every month, I’d be thrown out in thirty days. But then if Carlos decided to get rid of me, there would be no need for Geneva. I’d be finished—as I am no doubt finished now. If I returned to my flat in the Montaigne this morning, I’d never come out…as my sister never came out of that church in Neuilly-sur-Seine. At least not alive.”


  “You’re convinced of that?”


  “Of course. The stop where I chained the bicycle was made to receive instructions from one of the old men. The orders were precise and to be precisely followed. A woman I know would meet me in twenty minutes at a bakery in Saint-Germain where we were to exchange clothes. She was to proceed to the Magdalen mission and I was to meet a courier from Athens in a room at the Hôtel Trémoille.”


  “The Magdalen mission…? You mean those women on the bicycles were actually nuns?”


  “Complete with vows of chastity and poverty, monsieur. I am a frequent visiting superior from the convent at Saint-Malo.”


  “And the woman at the bakery. Is she—?”


  “She falls from grace now and then, but she’s a perfectly splendid administrator.”


  “Jesus,” mumbled Bourne.


  “He’s frequently on their lips.… Do you see now the hopelessness of my position?”


  “I’m not sure I do.”


  “Then I am forced to wonder if you really are the Chameleon. I was not at the bakery. The meeting with the Greek courier never took place. Where was I?”


  “You were delayed. The bicycle chain broke; you got grazed by one of those trucks on the rue Lecourbe. Hell, you got mugged. What’s the difference? You were delayed.”


  “How long has it been since you rendered me unconscious?”


  Jason looked at his watch, now easily seen in the bright morning sunlight. “Something over an hour-plus, I think; perhaps an hour and a half. Considering how you were dressed, the taxi driver cruised around trying to find a place to park where we could help you to a bench on the path with as little scrutiny as possible. He was well paid for his assistance.”


  “An hour and a half?” asked Lavier pointedly.


  “So?”


  “So why didn’t I call the bakery or the Hôtel Trémoille?”


  “Complications?…No, too easily verified,” added Bourne, shaking his head.


  “Or?” Lavier locked her large green eyes with his. “Or, monsieur?”


  “The boulevard Lefebvre,” replied Jason slowly, softly. “The trap. As I reversed his on me, he reversed mine for him three hours later. Then I broke the strategy and took you.”


  “Exactly.” The once and former whore of Monte Carlo nodded. “And he cannot know what transpired between us…therefore, I’m marked for execution. A pawn is removed, for she is merely a pawn. She can tell the authorities nothing of substance; she’s never seen the Jackal; she can only repeat the gossip of lowly subordinates.”


  “You’ve never seen him?”


  “I may have, but not to my knowledge. Again, the rumors fly around Paris. This one with swarthy Latin skin, or that one with black eyes and a dark mustache; ‘He is really Carlos, you know’—how often have I heard the phrases! But no, no man has ever come up to me and said, ‘I am he and I make your life pleasant, you aging elegant prostitute.’ I simply report to old men who every now and then convey information that I must have—such as this evening on the boulevard Lefebvre.”


  “I see.” Bourne got to his feet, stretching his body and looking down at his prisoner on the bench. “I can get you out,” he said quietly. “Out of Paris, out of Europe. Beyond Carlos’s reach. Do you want that?”


  “As eagerly as Santos did,” answered Lavier, her eyes imploring. “I willingly trade my allegiance from him to you.”


  “Why?”


  “Because he is old and gray-faced and is no match for you. You offer me life; he offers death.”


  “That’s a reasonable decision, then,” said Jason, a tentative but warm smile on his lips. “Do you have any money? With you, I mean?”


  “Nuns are sworn to poverty, monsieur,” replied Dominique Lavier, returning his smile. “Actually, I have several hundred francs. Why?”


  “It’s not enough,” continued Bourne, reaching into his pocket and taking out his impressive roll of franc notes. “Here’s three thousand,” he said, handing her the money. “Buy some clothes somewhere—I’m sure you know how—and take a room at the…the Meurice on the rue de Rivoli.”


  “What name should I use?”


  “What suits you?”


  “How about Brielle? A lovely seaside town.”


  “Why not?…Give me ten minutes to get out of here and then leave. I’ll see you at the Meurice at noon.”


  “With all my heart, Jason Bourne!”


  “Let’s forget that name.”


  The Chameleon walked out of the Bois de Boulogne to the nearest taxi station. Within minutes an ecstatic cabdriver accepted a hundred francs to remain in place at the end of the three-vehicle line, his passenger slumped in the rear seat waiting to hear the words.


  “The nun comes out, monsieur!” cried the driver. “She enters the first taxi!”


  “Follow it,” said Jason, sitting up.


  On the avenue Victor Hugo, Lavier’s taxi slowed down and pulled up in front of one of Paris’s few exceptions to tradition—an open plastic-domed public telephone. “Stop here,” ordered Bourne, who climbed out the instant the driver swung into the curb. Limping, the Chameleon walked swiftly, silently, to the telephone directly behind and unseen by the frantic nun under the plastic dome. He was not seen, but he could hear clearly as he stood several feet behind her.


  “The Meurice!” she shouted into the phone. “The name is Brielle. He’ll be there at noon.… Yes, yes, I’ll stop at my flat, change clothes, and be there in an hour.” Lavier hung up and turned, gasping at the sight of Jason. “No!” she screamed.


  “Yes, I’m afraid,” said Bourne. “Shall we take my taxi or yours?…‘He’s old and gray-faced’—those were your words, Dominique. Pretty goddamned descriptive for someone who never met Carlos.”


  A furious Bernardine walked out of the Pont-Royal with the doorman, who had summoned him. “This is preposterous!” he shouted as he approached the taxi. “No, it’s not,” he amended, looking inside. “It’s merely insane.”


  “Get in,” said Jason on the far side of the woman dressed in the habit of a nun. François did so, staring at the black clothes, the white pointed hat and the pale face of the religious female between them. “Meet one of the Jackal’s more talented performers,” added Bourne. “She could make a fortune in your cinéma-vérité, take my word for it.”


  “I’m not a particularly religious man, but I trust you have not made a mistake.… I did—or should I say we did—with that pig of a baker.”


  “Why?”


  “He’s a baker, that’s all he is! I damn near put a grenade in his ovens, but no one but a French baker could plead the way he did!”


  “It fits,” said Jason. “The illogical logic of Carlos—I can’t remember who said that, probably me.” The taxi made a U-turn and entered the rue du Bac. “We’re going to the Meurice,” added Bourne.


  “I’m sure there’s a reason,” stated Bernardine, still looking at the enigmatically passive face of Dominique Lavier. “I mean, this sweet old lady says nothing.”


  “I’m not old!” cried the woman vehemently.


  “Of course not, my dear,” agreed the Deuxième veteran. “Only more desirable in your mature years.”


  “Boy, did you hit it!”


  “Why the Meurice?” asked Bernardine.


  “It’s the Jackal’s final trap for me,” answered Bourne. “Courtesy of our persuasive Magdalen Sister of Charity here. He expects me to be there and I’ll be there.”


  “I’ll call in the Deuxième. Thanks to a frightened bureaucrat, they’ll do anything I ask. Don’t endanger yourself, my friend.”


  “I don’t mean to insult you, François, but you yourself told me you didn’t know all of the people in the Bureau these days. I can’t take the chance of a leak. One man could send out an alarm.”


  “Let me help.” The low soft-spoken voice of Dominique Lavier broke the hum of the outside traffic like the initial burr of a chain saw. “I can help.”


  “I listened to your help before, lady, and it was leading me to my own execution. No thanks.”


  “That was before, not now. As must be obvious to you, my position now is truly hopeless.”


  “Didn’t I hear those words recently?”


  “No, you did not. I just added the word ‘now.’…For God’s sake, put yourself in my place. I can’t pretend to understand, but this ancient boulevardier beside me casually mentions that he’ll call in the Deuxième—the Deuxième, Monsieur Bourne! For some that is no less than France’s Gestapo! Even if I survived, I’m marked by that infamous branch of the government. I’d no doubt be sent to some horrible penal colony half-way across the world—oh, I’ve heard the stories of the Deuxième!”


  “Really?” said Bernardine. “I haven’t. Sounds positively marvelous. How wonderful.”


  “Besides,” continued Lavier, looking hard at Jason as she yanked the pointed white hat off her head, a gesture that caused the driver, seeing it in the rearview mirror, to raise his eyebrows. “Without me, without my presence in decidedly different clothing at the Meurice, Carlos won’t come near the rue de Rivoli.” Bernardine tapped the woman’s shoulder, bringing his index finger to his lips and nodding toward the front seat. Dominique quickly added, “The man you wish to confer with will not be there.”


  “She’s got a point,” said Bourne, leaning forward and looking past Lavier at the Deuxième veteran. “She’s also got an apartment on the Montaigne, where she’s supposed to change clothes, and neither of us can go in with her.”


  “That poses a dilemma, doesn’t it?” responded Bernardine. “There’s no way we can monitor the telephone from outside in the street, is there?”


  “You fools!…I have no choice but to cooperate with you, and if you can’t see that you should be led around by trained dogs! This old, old man here will have my name in the Deuxième files the first chance he gets, and as the notorious Jason Bourne knows if he has even a nodding acquaintance with the Deuxième, several profound questions are raised—once raised by my sister, Jacqueline, incidentally. Who is this Bourne? Is he real or unreal? Is he the assassin of Asia or is he a fraud, a plant? She phoned me herself one night in Nice after too many brandies—a night perhaps you recall, Monsieur le Caméléon—a terribly expensive restaurant outside Paris. You threatened her…in the name of powerful, unnamed people you threatened her! You demanded that she reveal what she knew about a certain acquaintance of hers—who it was at the time I had no idea—but you frightened her. She said you appeared deranged, that your eyes became glazed and you uttered words in a language she could not understand.”


  “I remember,” interrupted Bourne icily. “We had dinner and I threatened her and she was frightened. She went to the ladies’ room, paid someone to make a phone call, and I had to get out of there.”


  “And now the Deuxième is allied with those powerful unnamed people?” Dominique Lavier shook her head repeatedly and lowered her voice. “No, messieurs, I am a survivor and I do not fight against such odds. One knows when to pass the shoe in baccarat.”


  After a short period of silence, Bernardine spoke. “What’s your address on the avenue Montaigne? I’ll give it to the driver, but before I do, understand me, madame. If your words prove false, all the true horrors of the Deuxième will be visited upon you.”


  Marie sat at the room-service table in her small suite at the Meurice reading the newspapers. Her attention constantly strayed; concentration was out of the question. Her anxiety had kept her awake after she returned to the hotel shortly past midnight, having made the rounds of five cafés she and David had frequented so many years ago in Paris. Finally by four-something in the morning, exhaustion had short-circuited her tossing and turning; she fell asleep with the bedside lamp switched on, and was awakened by the same light nearly six hours later. It was the longest she had slept since that first night on Tranquility Isle, itself a distant memory now except for the very real pain of not seeing and hearing the children. Don’t think about them, it hurts too much. Think about David.… No, think about Jason Bourne! Where? Concentrate!


  She put down the Paris Tribune and poured herself a third cup of black coffee, glancing over at the French doors that led to a small balcony overlooking the rue de Rivoli. It disturbed her that the once bright morning had turned into a dismal gray day. Soon the rain would come, making her search in the streets even more difficult. Resigned, she sipped her coffee and replaced the elegant cup in the elegant saucer, annoyed that it was not one of the simple pottery mugs favored by David and her in their rustic country kitchen in Maine. Oh, God, would they ever be back there again? Don’t think about such things! Concentrate! Out of the question.


  She picked up the Tribune, aimlessly scanning the pages, seeing only isolated words, no sentences or paragraphs, no continuity of thought or meaning, merely words. Then one stood out at the bottom of a meaningless column, a single meaningless line bracketed at the bottom of a meaningless page.


  The word was Memom, followed by a telephone number; and despite the fact that the Tribune was printed in English, the French in her switchable French-thinking brain absently translated the word as Maymohm. She was about to turn the page when a signal from another part of her brain screamed Stop!


  Memom…mommy—turned around by a child struggling with his earliest attempts at language. Meemom! Jamie—their Jamie! The funny inverted name he had called her for several weeks! David had joked about it while she, frightened, had wondered if their son had dyslexia.


  “He could also just be confused, memom,” David had laughed.


  David! She snapped up the page; it was the financial section of the paper, the section she instinctively gravitated to every morning over coffee. David was sending her a message! She pushed back her chair, crashing it to the floor as she grabbed the paper and rushed to the telephone on the desk. Her hands trembling, she dialed the number. There was no answer, and thinking that in her panic she had made an error or had not used the local Paris digit, she dialed again, now slowly, precisely.


  No answer. But it was David, she felt it, she knew it! He had been looking for her at the Trocadéro and now he was using a briefly employed nickname only the two of them would know! My love, my love, I’ve found you!…She also knew she could not stay in the confining quarters of the small hotel suite, pacing up and down and dialing every other minute, driving herself crazy with every unanswered ring. When you’re stressed out and spinning until you think you’ll blow apart, find someplace where you can keep moving without being noticed. Keep moving! That’s vital. You can’t let your head explode. One of the lessons from Jason Bourne. Her head spinning, Marie dressed more rapidly than she had ever done in her life. She tore out the message from the Tribune and left the oppressive suite, trying not to run to the bank of elevators but needing the crowds of the Paris streets, where she could keep moving without being noticed. From one telephone kiosk to another.


  The ride down to the lobby was both interminable and insufferable, the latter because of an American couple—he laden with camera equipment, she with purple eyelids and a peroxide bouffant apparently set in concrete—who kept complaining that not enough people in Paris, France, spoke English. The elevator doors thankfully opened and Marie walked out rapidly into the crowded Meurice lobby.


  As she crossed the marble floor toward the large glass doors of the ornate filigreed entrance, she suddenly, involuntarily stopped as an elderly man in a dark pin-striped suit gasped, his slender body lurching forward in a heavy leather chair below on her right. The old man stared at her, his thin lips parted in astonishment, his eyes in shock.


  “Marie St. Jacques!” he whispered. “My God, get out of here!”


  “I beg your…What?”


  The aged Frenchman quickly, with difficulty, rose to his feet, his head subtly, swiftly, jerking in short movements as he scanned the lobby. “You cannot be seen here, Mrs. Webb,” he said, his voice still a whisper but no less harsh and commanding. “Don’t look at me! Look at your watch. Keep your head down.” The Deuxième veteran glanced away, nodding aimlessly at several people in nearby chairs as he continued, his lips barely moving. “Go out the door on the far left, the one used for luggage. Hurry!”


  “No!” replied Marie, her head down, her eyes on her watch. “You know me but I don’t know you! Who are you?”


  “A friend of your husband.”


  “My God, is he here?”


  “The question is why are you here?”


  “I stayed at this hotel once before. I thought he might remember it.”


  “He did but in the wrong context, I’m afraid. Mon Dieu, he never would have chosen it otherwise. Now, leave.”


  “I won’t! I have to find him. Where is he?”


  “You will leave or you may find only his corpse. There’s a message for you in the Paris Tribune—”


  “It’s in my purse. The financial page. ‘Memom—’”


  “Call in several hours.”


  “You can’t do this to me.”


  “You cannot do this to him. You’ll kill him! Get out of here. Now!”


  Her eyes half blinded with fury and fear and tears, Marie started toward the left side of the lobby, desperately wanting to look back, but just as desperately knowing she could not do so. She reached the narrow set of glass double doors, colliding with a uniformed bellhop carrying suitcases inside.


  “Pardon, madame!”


  “Moi aussi,” she stammered, maneuvering again blindly around the luggage and out to the pavement. What could she do—what should she do? David was somewhere in the hotel—in the hotel! And a strange man recognized her and warned her and told her to get out—get away! What was happening?…My God, someone’s trying to kill David! The old Frenchman had said as much—who was it…who were they? Where were they?


  Help me! For God’s sake, Jason, tell me what to do. Jason?…Yes, Jason…help me! She stood, frozen, as taxis and limousines broke off from the noonday traffic and pulled up to the Meurice’s curb, where a gold-braided doorman under the huge canopy greeted newcomers and old faces and sent bell-boys scurrying in all directions. A large black limousine with a small discreet religious insignia on its passenger door, the cruciform standard of some high office of the Church, inched its way to the canopied area. Marie stared at the small emblem; it was circular and no more than six inches in diameter, a globe of royal purple surrounding an elongated crucifix of gold. She winced and held her breath; her panic now had a disturbing new dimension. She had seen that insignia before, and all she remembered was that it had filled her with horror.


  The limousine stopped; both curbside doors were opened by the smiling, bowing doorman as five priests emerged, one from the front seat, four from the spacious rear section. Those from the back immediately, oddly, threaded their way into the noonday crowds of strollers on the pavement, two forward in front of the vehicle, two behind it, one of the priests whipping past Marie, his black coat making contact with her, his face so close she could see the blazing unpriestly eyes of a man who was no part of a religious order.… Then the association with the emblem, the religious insignia, came back to her!


  Years ago, when David—when Jason—was in maximum therapy with Panov, Mo had him sketch, draw, doodle whatever images came to him. Time and again that terrible circle with the thin crucifix appeared…invariably torn apart or stabbed repeatedly with the pencil point. The Jackal!


  Suddenly, Marie’s eyes were drawn to a figure crossing the rue de Rivoli. It was a tall man in dark clothes—a dark sweater and trousers—and he was limping, dodging the traffic, a hand shielding his face from the drizzle that soon would turn into rain. The limp was false! The leg straightened if only for an instant and the swing of the shoulder that compensated was a defiant gesture she knew only too well. It was David!


  Another, no more than eight feet from her, also saw what she saw. A miniature radio was instantly brought to the man’s lips. Marie rushed forward, her extended hands the claws of a tigress as she lunged at the killer in priest’s clothing.


  “David!” she screamed, drawing blood from the face of the Jackal’s man.


  Gunshots filled the rue de Rivoli. The crowds panicked, many running into the hotel, many more racing away from the canopied entrance, all shrieking, yelling, seeking safety from the murderous insanity that had suddenly exploded in the civilized street. In the violent struggle with the man who would kill her husband, the strong Canadian ranch girl ripped the automatic out of his belt and fired it into his head; blood and membranes were blown into the air.


  “Jason!” she screamed again as the killer fell, instantly realizing that she stood alone with only the corpse beneath her—she was a target! Then from certain death there was the sudden possibility of life. The old aristocratic Frenchman who had recognized her in the lobby came crashing out of the front entrance, his automatic weapon on repeat fire as he sprayed the black limousine, stopping for an instant to switch his aim and shattering the legs of a “priest” whose weapon was leveled at him.


  “Mon ami!” roared Bernardine.


  “Here!” shouted Bourne. “Where is she?”


  “A votre droite! Auprès de—” A single gunshot exploded from the glass double doors of the Meurice. As he fell the Deuxième veteran cried out, “Les Capucines, mon ami. Les Capucines!” Bernardine slumped to the pavement; a second gunshot ended his life.


  Marie was paralyzed, she could not move!. Everything was a blizzard, a hurricane of iced particles crashing with such force against her face she could neither think nor find meaning. Weeping out of control, she fell to her knees, then collapsed in the street, her screams of despair clear to the man who suddenly was above her. “My children…oh God, my children!”


  “Our children,” said Jason Bourne, his voice not the voice of David Webb. “We’re getting out of here, can you understand that?”


  “Yes…yes!” Marie awkwardly, painfully, swung her legs behind her and lurched to her feet, held by the husband she either knew or did not know. “David?”


  “Of course I’m David. Come on!”


  “You frighten me—”


  “I frighten myself. Let’s go! Bernardine gave us our exit. Run with me; hold my hand!”


  They raced down the rue de Rivoli, swinging east into the boulevard St. -Michel until the Parisian strollers in their nonchalance de jour made it clear that the fugitives were safe from the horrors of the Meurice. They stopped in an alleyway and held each other.


  “Why did you do it?” asked Marie, cupping his face. “Why did you run away from us?”


  “Because I’m better without you, you know that.”


  “You weren’t before, David—or should I say Jason?”


  “Names don’t matter, we have to move!”


  “Where to?”


  “I’m not sure. But we can move, that’s the important thing. There’s a way out. Bernardine gave it to us.”


  “He was the old Frenchman?”


  “Let’s not talk about him, okay? At least not for a while. I’m shredded enough.”


  “All right, we won’t talk about him. Still, he mentioned Les Capucines—what did he mean?”


  “It’s our way out. There’s a car waiting for me in the boulevard des Capucines. That’s what he was telling me. Let’s go!”


  They raced south out of Paris in the nondescript Peugeot, taking the Barbizon highway to Villeneuve-St.-Georges. Marie sat close to her husband, their bodies touching, her hand clutching his arm. She was, however, sickeningly aware that the warmth she intended was not returned in equal measure. Only a part of the intense man behind the wheel was her David; the rest of him was Jason Bourne and he was now in command.


  “For God’s sake, talk to me!” she cried.


  “I’m thinking.… Why did you come to Paris?”


  “Good Christ!” exploded Marie. “To find you, to help you!”


  “I’m sure you thought it was right.… It wasn’t, you know.”


  “That voice again,” protested Marie. “That goddamned disembodied tone of voice! Who the hell do you think you are to make that judgment? God? To put it bluntly—no, not bluntly, but brutally—there are things you have trouble remembering, my darling.”


  “Not about Paris,” objected Jason. “I remember everything about Paris. Everything.”


  “Your friend Bernardine didn’t think so! He told me you never would have chosen the Meurice if you did.”


  “What?” Bourne briefly, harshly glanced at his wife.


  “Think. Why did you choose—and you did choose—the Meurice?”


  “I don’t know…I’m not sure. It’s a hotel; the name just came to me.”


  “Think. What happened years ago at the Meurice—right outside the Meurice?”


  “I—I know something happened.… You?”


  “Yes, my love, me. I stayed there under a false name and you came to meet me, and we walked to the newsstand on the corner, where in one horrible moment we both knew my life could never be the same again—with you or without you.”


  “Oh, Jesus, I forgot! The newspapers—your photograph on all the front pages. You were the Canadian government official—”


  “The escaped Canadian economist,” broke in Marie, “hunted by the authorities all over Europe for multiple killings in Zurich in tandem with the theft of millions from Swiss banks! Those kinds of headlines never leave a person, do they? They can be refuted, proved to be totally false, yet still there is that lingering doubt. ‘Where there’s smoke there must be fire,’ I believe is the bromide. My own colleagues in Ottawa…dear, dear friends I’d worked with for years…were afraid to talk to me!”


  “Wait a minute!” shouted Bourne, his eyes again flashing at David’s wife. “They were false—it was a Treadstone ploy to pull me in—you were the one who understood it, I didn’t!”


  “Of course I did, because you were so stretched you couldn’t see it. It didn’t matter to me then because I’d made up my mind, my very precise analytical mind, a mind I’d match against yours any day of the week, my sweet scholar.”


  “What?”


  “Watch the road! You missed the turn, just the way you missed the one to our cabin only days ago—or was it years ago?”


  “What the hell are you talking about?”


  “That small inn we stayed at outside the Barbizon. You politely asked them to please light the fire in the dining room—we were the only people there. It was the third time I saw through the mask of Jason Bourne to someone else, someone I was falling deeply in love with.”


  “Don’t do this to me.”


  “I have to, David. If only for myself now. I have to know you’re there.”


  Silence. A U-turn on the grand-route and the driver pressed the accelerator to the floor. “I’m here,” whispered the husband, lifting his right arm and pulling his wife to him. “I don’t know for how long, but I’m here.”


  “Hurry, my darling.”


  “I will. I just want to hold you in my arms.”


  “And I want to call the children.”


  “Now I know I’m here.”


  



  CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHT


  “You’ll tell us everything we want to know voluntarily or we’ll send you up into a chemical orbit your hacks never dreamed of with Dr. Panov,” said Peter Holland, director of the Central Intelligence Agency, his quiet monotone as hard and as smooth as polished granite. “Furthermore, I should elaborate on the extremes to which I’m perfectly willing to go because I’m from the old school, paisan. I don’t give a shit for rules that favor garbage. You play cipher with me, I’ll deep-six you still breathing a hundred miles off Hatteras in a torpedo casing. Am I clear?”


  The capo subordinato, thick plaster casts around his left arm and right leg, lay on the bed in Langley’s deserted infirmary room, deserted since the DCI ordered the medical staff to get out of hearing range for their own good. The mafioso’s naturally puffed face was additionally enlarged by swellings around both eyes as well as his generous lips, the result of his head having smashed into the dashboard when Mo Panov sent the car into a Maryland oak. He looked up at Holland, his heavy-lidded gaze traveling over to Alexander Conklin seated in a chair, the ever-present cane gripped in anxious hands.


  “You got no right, Mr. Big Shot,” said the capo gruffly. “’Cause I got rights, you know what I mean?”


  “So did the doctor, and you violated them—Jesus, did you violate them!”


  “I don’t gotta talk without my lawyer.”


  “Where the hell was Panov’s lawyer?” shouted Alex, thumping his cane on the floor.


  “That’s not the way the system works,” protested the patient, attempting to raise his eyebrows in indignation. “Besides, I was good to the doc. He took advantage of my goodness, s’help me God!”


  “You’re a cartoon,” said Holland. “You’re a hot sketch but you’re not remotely amusing. There are no lawyers here, linguine, just the three of us, and a torpedo casing is very much in your future.”


  “Whaddaya want from me?” cried the mafioso. “What do I know? I just do what I’m told, like my older brother did—may he rest in peace—and my father—may he also rest in peace—and probably his father, which I don’t know nothin’ about.”


  “It’s like succeeding generations on welfare, isn’t it?” observed Conklin. “The parasites never get off the dole.”


  “Hey, that’s my family you’re talkin’ about—whatever the fuck you’re talkin’ about.”


  “My apologies to your heraldry,” added Alex.


  “And it’s that family of yours we’re interested in, Augie,” broke in the DCI. “It is Augie, isn’t it? That was the name on one of the five driver’s licenses and we thought it seemed most authentic.”


  “Well, you’re not so authentically bright, Mr. Big Shot!” spat out the immobilized patient through his painfully swollen lips. “I got none of them names.”


  “We have to call you something,” said Holland. “If only to burn it into the casing down at Hatteras so that some scale-headed archaeologist several thousand years from now can give an identity to the teeth he’s measuring.”


  “How about Chauncy?” asked Conklin.


  “Too ethnic,” replied Peter. “I like Asshole because that’s what he is. He’s going to be strapped into a tube and dropped over the continental shelf into six miles of seawater for crimes other people committed. I mean, that’s being an asshole.”


  “Cut it out!” roared the asshole. “Awright, my name’s Nicolo…Nicholas Dellacroce, and for even giving you that you gotta get me protection! Like with Valachi, that’s part of the deal.”


  “It is?” Holland frowned. “I don’t remember mentioning it.”


  “Then you don’t get nuthin’!”


  “You’re wrong, Nicky,” broke in Alex from across the small room. “We’re going to get everything we want, the only drawback being that it’s a one-time shot. We won’t be able to cross-examine you, or bring you into a federal court, or even have you sign a deposition.”


  “Huh?”


  “You’ll come out a vegetable with a retried brain. Of course, I suppose it’s a blessing in a way. You’ll hardly know it when you’re packed into that shell casing in Hatteras.”


  “Hey, waddaya talkin’?”


  “Simple logic,” answered the former naval commando and present head of the Central Intelligence Agency. “After our medical team gets finished with you, you can’t expect us to keep you around, can you? An autopsy would railroad us to a rock pile for thirty years and, frankly, I haven’t got that kind of time.… What’ll it be, Nicky? You want to talk to us or do you want a priest?”


  “I gotta think—”


  “Let’s go, Alex,” said Holland curtly, walking away from the bed toward the door. “I’ll send for a priest. This poor son of a bitch is going to need all the comfort he can get.”


  “It’s times like this,” added Conklin, planting his cane on the floor and rising, “when I seriously ponder man’s inhumanity to man. Then I rationalize. It’s not brutality, for that’s only a descriptive abstraction; it’s merely the custom of the trade we’re all in. Still, there’s the individual—his mind and his flesh and his all too sensitive nerve endings. It’s the excruciating pain. Thank heavens I’ve always been in the background, out of reach—like Nicky’s associates. They dine in elegant restaurants and he goes over in a tube beyond the continental shelf, six miles down in the sea, his body imploding into itself.”


  “Awright, awright!” screamed Nicolo Dellacroce, twisting on the bed, his obese frame tangling the sheets. “Ask your fuckin’ questions, but you give me protection, capisce?”


  “That depends on the truthfulness of your answers,” said Holland, returning to the bed.


  “I’d be very truthful, Nicky,” observed Alex, limping back to the chair. “One misstatement and you sleep with the fishes—I believe that’s the customary phrase.”


  “I don’t need no coaching, I know where it’s at.”


  “Let’s begin, Mr. Dellacroce,” said the CIA chief, taking a small tape recorder out of his pocket, checking the charge and placing it on the high white table by the patient’s bed. He drew up a chair and continued speaking, addressing his opening remarks to the thin silver recorder. “My name is Admiral Peter Holland, currently director of the Central Intelligence Agency, voice confirmation to be verified if necessary. This is an interview with an informer we’ll call John Smith, voice distortion to follow on interagency master tape, identification in the DCI’s classified files.… All right, Mr. Smith, we’re going to cut through the bullshit to the essential questions. I’ll generalize them as much as possible for your protection, but you’ll know exactly what I’m referring to and I expect specific answers.… Whom do you work for, Mr. Smith?”


  “Atlas Coin Vending Machines, Long Island City,” replied Dellacroce, his words slurred and spoken gruffly.


  “Who owns it?”


  “I dunno who owns it. Most of us work from home—some fifteen, maybe twenty guys, you know what I mean? We service the machines and send in our reports.”


  Holland glanced over at Conklin; both men smiled. With one answer the mafioso had placed himself within a large circle of potential informers. Nicolo was not new to the game. “Who signs your paychecks, Mr. Smith?”


  “A Mr. Louis DeFazio, a very legitimate businessman, to d’best of my knowledge. He gives us our assignments.”


  “Do you know where he lives?”


  “Brooklyn Heights. On the river, I think someone told me.”


  “What was your destination when our personnel intercepted you?”


  Dellacroce winced, briefly closing his swollen eyes before answering. “One of those drunk-and-dope tanks somewhere south of Philly—which you already know, Mr. Big Shot, ’cause you found the map in the car.”


  Holland angrily reached for the recorder, snapping it off. “You’re on your way to Hatteras, you son of a bitch!”


  “Hey, you get your info your way, I give it mine, okay? There was a map—there’s always a map—and each of us has to take those cockamamy back roads to the joint like we were driving the president or even a don superiore to an Appalachian meet.… You gimme that message pad and the pencil, I’ll give you the location right down to the brass plate on the stone gate.” The mafioso raised his uncased right arm and jabbed his index finger at the DCI. “It’ll be accurate, Mr. Big Shot, because I don’t wanna sleep with no fishes, capisce?”


  “But you won’t put it on tape,” said Holland, a disturbed inflection in his voice. “Why not?”


  “Tape, shit! What did you call it? An interagency master bullshit? What do you think…our people can’t tap into this place? Hoo-hah! That fuckin’ doctor of yours could be one of us!”


  “He’s not, but we’re going to get to an army doctor who is.” Peter Holland picked up the message pad and pencil from the bedside table, handing both to Dellacroce. He did not bother to switch on the tape recorder. They were beyond props and into hardball.


  In New York City, on 138th Street between Broadway and Amsterdam Avenue, the hard core of Harlem, a large disheveled black man in his mid-thirties staggered up the sidewalk. He bounced off the chipped brick wall of a run-down apartment building and slumped down on the pavement, his legs extended, his unshaven face angled into the right collar of his torn army-surplus shirt.


  “With the looks I’m getting,” he said quietly into the miniaturized microphone under the cloth, “you’d think I’d invaded the high colonic white shopping district of Palm Springs.”


  “You’re doing beautifully,” came the metallic voice over the tiny speaker sewn into the back of the agent’s collar. “We’ve got the place covered; we’ll give you plenty of notice. That answering machine’s so jammed it’s sending out whistling smoke.”


  “How did you two lily boys get into that trap over there?”


  “Very early this morning, so early no one noticed what we looked like.”


  “I can’t wait to watch you get out; it’s a needle condo if I ever saw one. Speaking of which, which we are in a way, are the cops on this beat alerted? I’d hate like hell to get hauled in after growing this bristle on my face. It itches like crazy and my new wife of three weeks doesn’t dig it.”


  “You should have stayed with the first one, buddy.”


  “Funny little white boy. She didn’t like the hours or the geography. Like in being away for weeks at a time playing games in Zimbabwe. Answer me, please?”


  “The blue coats have your description and the scenario. You’re part of a federal bust, so they’ll leave you alone.… Hold it! Conversation’s over. This has to be our man; he’s got a telephone satchel strapped to his belt.… It is. He’s heading for the doorway. It’s all yours, Emperor Jones.”


  “Funny little white boy.… I’ve got him and I can tell you now he’s a soft chocolate mousse. He’s scared shitless to go into this palace.”


  “Which means he’s legitimate,” said the metallic voice in the collar. “That’s good.”


  “That’s bad, junior,” countered the black agent instantly. “If you’re right, he doesn’t know anything, and the layers between him and the source will be as thick as Southern molasses.”


  “Oh? Then how do you read it?”


  “On-scene tech. I have to see the numbers when he programs them into his troubleshooter.”


  “What the hell does that mean?”


  “He may be legit, but he’s also been frightened and not by the premises.”


  “What does that mean?”


  “It’s all over his face, man. He could enter in false numbers if he thinks he’s being followed or watched.”


  “You’ve lost me, buddy.”


  “He has to duplicate the digits that correspond to the remote so the beeps can be relayed—”


  “Forget it,” said the voice from the back of the collar. “That high-tech I’m not. Besides, we got a man down at that company, Reco-something-or-other, now. He’s waiting for you.”


  “Then I’ve got work to do. Out, but keep me monitored.” The agent rose from the pavement and unsteadily made his way into the dilapidated building. The telephone repairman had reached the second floor, where he turned right in the narrow, filthy corridor; he had obviously been there before, as there was no hesitation, no checking the barely legible numbers on the doors. Things were going to be a little easier, considered the CIA man, grateful because his assignment was beyond the purview of the Agency. Purview, shit, it was illegal.


  The agent took the steps three at a time, his soft double-soled rubber shoes reducing the noise to the inevitable creaks of an old staircase. His back against the wall, he peered around the corner of the trash-filled hallway and watched the repairman insert three separate keys into three vertical locks, turning each in succession and entering the last door on the left. Things, reconsidered the agent, might not be so easy after all. The instant the man closed the door, he ran silently down the corridor and stood motionless, listening. Not wonderful, but not the worst, he thought as he heard the sound of only one lock being latched; the repairman was in a hurry. He placed his ear against the peeling paint of the door and held his breath, no echo from his lungs disturbing his hearing. Thirty seconds later he turned his head, exhaled, then took a deep breath and went back to the door. Although muffled, he heard the words clearly enough to piece together the meaning.


  “Central, this is Mike up on a Hundred Thirty-eighth Street, section twelve, machine sixteen. Is there another unit in this building, which I wouldn’t believe if you said there was.” The following silence lasted perhaps twenty additional seconds. “…We don’t, huh? Well, we got a frequency interference and it don’t make no sense to me.… The what? Cable TV? Ain’t no one in this neighborhood got the bread for that.… Oh, I gotcha, brother. Area cable. The drug boys live high, don’t they? Their addresses may be shit, but inside them homes they got theyselves a pile of fancy crap.… So clear the line and reroute it. I’ll stay here until I get a clean signal, okay, brother?”


  The agent again turned away from the door and again breathed, now in relief. He could leave without a confrontation; he had all he needed. One Hundred Thirty-eighth Street, section twelve, machine sixteen, and they knew the firm that installed the equipment. The Reco-Metropolitan Company, Sheridan Square, New York. The lily-whites could handle it from there. He walked back to the questionable staircase and lifted the collar of his army-surplus shirt. “In case I get run over by a truck, here’s the input. Are you reading me?”


  “Loud and clear, Emperor Jones.”


  “It’s machine sixteen in what they call section twelve.”


  “Got it! You’ve earned your paycheck.”


  “You might at least say, ‘Outstanding, old chap.’”


  “Hey, you’re the guy who went to college over there, not me.”


  “Some of us are overachievers.… Hold it! I’ve got company!”


  Below on the bottom of the staircase a small compact black man appeared, his dark eyes bulging, staring up at the agent, a gun in his hand. The CIA man spun behind the edge of the wall as four successive gunshots shattered the corridor. Lunging across the open space, his revolver ripped from its holster, the agent fired twice, but once was enough. His assailant fell to the floor of the soiled lobby.


  “I caught a ricochet in my leg!” cried the agent. “But he’s down—deep dead or not I can’t tell. Sweep up the vehicle and get us both out. Pronto.”


  “On its way. Stay put!”


  It was shortly past eight o’clock the next morning when Alex Conklin limped into Peter Holland’s office. The guards at the CIA gates were impressed with his immediate access to the director.


  “Anything?” asked the DCI, looking up from the papers on his desk.


  “Nothing,” answered the retired field officer angrily, heading for the couch against the wall rather than a chair. “Not a goddamned thing. Jesus, what a fucked-up day and it hasn’t even begun! Casset and Valentino are down in the cellars sending out queries all over the Paris sewers but so far nothing.… Christ, look at the scenario and find me a thread! Swayne, Arm-bruster, DeSole—our mute son of a bitch, the mole. Then for God’s sake, Teagarten with Bourne’s calling card, when we know damned well it’s a trap for Jason set by the Jackal. But there’s no logic anywhere that ties Carlos to Teagarten and by extension to Medusa. Nothing makes sense, Peter. We’ve lost the spine—everything’s gone off the wire!”


  “Calm down,” said Holland gently.


  “How the hell can I? Bourne’s disappeared—I mean really disappeared, if he isn’t dead. And there’s no trace of Marie, no word from her, and then we learn that Bernardine was killed in a shoot-out only hours ago on the Rivoli—Christ, shot in broad daylight! And that means Jason was there—he had to be there!”


  “But since none of the dead or wounded fits his description, we can assume he got away, can’t we?”


  “We can hope, yes.”


  “You asked for a thread,” mused the DCI. “I’m not sure I can actually provide one, but I can give you something like it.”


  “New York?” Conklin sat forward on the couch. “The answering machine? That DeFazio hood in Brooklyn Heights?”


  “We’ll get to New York, to all of that—them. Right now let’s concentrate on that thread of yours, that spine you mentioned.”


  “I’m not the slowest kid on the block, but where is it?”


  Holland leaned back in his chair, gazing first at the papers on his desk and then up at Alex. “Seventy-two hours ago, when you decided to come clean with me about everything, you said that the idea behind Bourne’s strategy was to persuade the Jackal and this latter-day Medusa to join forces, with Bourne as the common target, one feeding the other. Wasn’t that basically the premise? Both sides wanted him killed. Carlos had two reasons—revenge and the fact that he believes Bourne could identify him; the Medusans because Bourne had pieced together so much about them?”


  “That was the premise, yes,” agreed Conklin, nodding. “It’s why I dug around and made those phone calls, never expecting to find what I did. Jesus, a global cartel born twenty years ago in Saigon, peopled by some of the biggest fish in and out of the government and the military. It was the kind of pay dirt I didn’t want and wasn’t looking for. I thought I might dig up maybe ten or twelve hotshot millionaires with post-Saigon bank accounts that couldn’t bear scrutiny, but not this, not this Medusa.”


  “To put it as simply as possible,” continued Holland, frowning, his eyes again straying down to the papers in front of him, then up at Alex. “Once the connection was made between Medusa and Carlos, word would be passed to the Jackal that there was a man Medusa wanted eliminated, and cost was no object. So far, yes?”


  “The key here was the caliber and the status of those reaching Carlos,” explained Conklin. “They had to be as close to bona fide Olympians as we could find, the kind of clients the Jackal doesn’t get and never got.”


  “Then the name of the target is revealed—say, in a way such as ‘John Smith, once known years ago as Jason Bourne’—and the Jackal is hooked. Bourne, the one man he wants dead above all others.”


  “Yes. That’s why the Medusans reaching Carlos had to be so solid, so above questioning that Carlos accepts them and dismisses any sort of a trap.”


  “Because,” added the CIA’s director, “Jason Bourne came out of Saigon’s Medusa—a fact known to Carlos—but he never shared in the riches of the later, postwar Medusa. That’s the background scenario, isn’t it?”


  “The logic’s as clean as it can be. For three years he was used and damn near killed in a black operation, and along the way he supposedly discovered that more than a few undistinguished Saigon pricks were driving Jaguars and were sailing yachts and pulling down six-figure retainers while he went on a government pension. That could try the patience of John the Baptist, to say nothing of Barabbas.”


  “It’s a terrific libretto,” allowed Holland, a slow smile breaking across his face. “I can hear the tenors soaring in triumph and the Machiavellian bassos slinking offstage in defeat.… Don’t scowl at me, Alex, I mean it! It’s really ingenious. It’s so inevitable it became a self-fulfilling prophecy.”


  “What the hell are you talking about?”


  “Your Bourne was right from the beginning. It all took place the way he saw it, but not in any way he could have imagined. Because it was inevitable; somewhere there had to be a cross-pollinator.”


  “Please come down from Mars and explain to an earthling, Peter.”


  “Medusa’s using the Jackal! Now. Teagarten’s assassination proves it unless you want to concede that Bourne actually blew up that car outside of Brussels.”


  “Of course not.”


  “Then Carlos’s name had to surface for someone in Medusa who already knew about Jason Bourne. It couldn’t be otherwise. You didn’t mention either one to Armbruster, or Swayne, or Atkinson in London, did you?”


  “Again, of course not. The time wasn’t right; we weren’t ready to pull those triggers.”


  “Who’s left?” asked Holland.


  Alex stared at the DCI. “Good Lord,” he said softly. “DeSole?”


  “Yes, DeSole, the grossly underpaid specialist who complained amusingly but incessantly that there was no way a man could properly educate his children and grandchildren on government pay. He was brought in on everything we discussed, starting with your assault on us in the conference room.”


  “He certainly was, but that was limited to Bourne and the Jackal. There was no mention of Armbruster or Swayne, no Teagarten or Atkinson—the new Medusa wasn’t even in the picture. Hell, Peter, you didn’t know about it until seventy-two hours ago.”


  “Yes, but DeSole did because he’d sold out; he was part of it. He had to have been alerted. ‘… Watch it. We’ve been penetrated. Some maniac says he’s going to expose us, blow us apart.’…You told me yourself that panic buttons were punched from the Trade Commission to Pentagon Procurements to the embassy in London.”


  “They were punched,” agreed Conklin. “So hard that two of them had to be taken out along with Teagarten and our disgruntled Mole. Snake Lady’s elders quickly decided who their vulnerable people were. But where does Carlos or Bourne fit in? There’s no attribution.”


  “I thought we agreed that there was.”


  “DeSole?” Conklin shook his head. “It’s a provocative thought, but it doesn’t wash. He couldn’t have presumed that I knew about Medusa’s penetration because we hadn’t even started it.”


  “But when you did, the sequence had to bother him if only in the sense that although they were poles apart, one crisis followed too quickly upon another. What was it? A matter of hours?”


  “Less than twenty-four…Still, they were poles apart.”


  “Not for an analyst’s analyst,” countered Holland. “If it walks like an odd duck and sounds like an odd duck, look for an odd duck. I submit that somewhere along the line DeSole made the connection between Jason Bourne and the madman who had infiltrated Medusa—the new Medusa.”


  “For Christ’s sake, how?”


  “I don’t know. Maybe because you told us Bourne came out of the old Saigon Medusa—that’s one hell of a connection to begin with.”


  “My God, you may be right,” said Alex, falling back on the couch. “The driving force we gave our unnamed madman was that he’d been cut off from the new Medusa. I used the words myself with every phone call. ‘He’s spent years putting it together.…’ ‘He’s got names and ranks and banks in Zurich.…’ Jesus, I’m blind! I said those things to total strangers on a telephone fishing expedition and never even thought about having mentioned Bourne’s origins in Medusa at that meeting when DeSole was here.”


  “Why should you have thought about it? You and your man decided to play a separate game all by yourselves.”


  “The reasons were goddamned valid,” broke in Conklin. “For all I knew, you were a Medusan.”


  “Thanks a bunch.”


  “Come on, don’t give me that shit. ‘We’ve got a top max out at Langley’… those were the words I heard from London. What would you have thought, what would you have done?”


  “Exactly what you did,” answered Holland, a tight grin on his lips. “But you’re supposed to be so bright, so much smarter than I’m supposed to be.”


  “Thanks a bunch.”


  “Don’t be hard on yourself; you did what any of us would have done in your place.”


  “For that I do thank you. And you’re right, of course. It had to be DeSole; how he did it, I don’t know, but it had to be him. It probably went back years inside his head—he never really forgot anything, you know. His mind was a sponge that absorbed everything and never let a recollection drip away. He could remember words and phrases, even spontaneous grunts of approval or disapproval the rest of us forgot.… And I gave him the whole Bourne-Jackal history—and then someone from Medusa used it in Brussels.”


  “They did more than that, Alex,” said Holland, leaning forward in his chair and picking up several papers from his desk. “They stole your scenario, usurped your strategy. They’ve pitted Jason Bourne against Carlos the Jackal, but instead of the controls being in your hands, Medusa has them. Bourne’s back where he was in Europe thirteen years ago, maybe with his wife, maybe not, the only difference being that in addition to Carlos and Interpol and every other police authority on the continent ready to waste him on sight, he’s got another lethal monkey on his back.”


  “That’s what’s in those pages you’re holding, isn’t it? The information from New York?”


  “I can’t guarantee it, but I think so. It’s the cross-pollinator I spoke about before, the bee that went from one rotten flower to another carrying poison.”


  “Deliver, please.”


  “Nicolo Dellacroce and the higher-ups above him.”


  “Mafia?”


  “It’s consistent, if not socially acceptable. Medusa grew out of Saigon’s officer corps and it still relegates its dirty work to the hungry grunts and corrupt NCOs. Check out Nicky D. and men like Sergeant Flannagan. When it comes to killing or kidnapping or using drugs on prisoners, the starched-shirt boys stay far in the background; they’re nowhere to be found.”


  “But I gather you found them,” said the impatient Conklin.


  “Again, we think so—we being our people in quiet consultation with New York’s anticrime division, especially a unit called the U.S. platoon.”


  “Never heard of it.”


  “They’re mostly Italian Americans; they gave themselves the name Untouchable Sicilians. Thus the U.S. initials with a dual connotation.”


  “Nice touch.”


  “Unnice work.… According to the Reco-Metropolitan’s billing files—”


  “The who?”


  “The company that installed the answering machine on One Hundred Thirty-eighth Street in Manhattan.”


  “Sorry. Go on.”


  “According to the files, the machine was leased to a small importing firm on Eleventh Avenue several blocks from the piers. An hour ago we got the telephone records for the past two months for the company, and guess what we found?”


  “I’d rather not wait,” said Alex emphatically.


  “Nine calls to a reasonably acceptable number in Brooklyn Heights, and three in the space of an hour to an extremely unlikely telephone on Wall Street.”


  “Someone was excited—”


  “That’s what we thought—we in this case being our own unit. We asked the Sicilians to give us what they had on Brooklyn Heights.”


  “DeFazio?”


  “Let’s put it this way. He lives there, but the phone is registered to the Atlas Coin Vending Machine Company in Long Island City.”


  “It fits. Dumb, but it fits. What about DeFazio?”


  “He’s a middle-level but ambitious capo in the Giancavallo family. He’s very close, very underground, very vicious…and very gay.”


  “Holy Christ…!”


  “The Untouchables swore us to secrecy. They intend to spring it themselves.”


  “Bullshit,” said Conklin softly. “One of the first things we learn in this business is to lie to anyone and everyone, especially anyone who’s foolish enough to trust us. We’ll use it anytime it gets us a square forward.… What’s the other telephone number, the unlikely one?”


  “Just about the most powerful law firm on Wall Street.”


  “Medusa,” concluded Alex firmly.


  “That’s the way I read it. They’ve got seventy-six lawyers on two floors of the building. Which one is it—or who among them are they?”


  “I don’t give a goddamn! We go after DeFazio and whatever controls he’s sending over to Paris. To Europe to feed the Jackal. They’re the guns after Jason and that’s all I care about. Go to work on DeFazio. He’s the one under contract!”


  Peter Holland leaned back in his chair, rigid, intense. “It had to come to this, didn’t it, Alex?” he asked quietly. “We both have our priorities.… I’d do anything within my sworn capacity to save the lives of Jason Bourne and his wife, but I will not violate my oath to defend this country first. I can’t do it and I suspect you know that. My priority is Medusa, in your words a global cartel that intends to become a government within our government over here. That’s whom I have to go after. First and immediately and without regard to casualties. To put it plainly, my friend—and I hope you’re my friend—the Bournes, or whoever they are, are expendable. I’m sorry, Alex.”


  “That’s really why you asked me to come over here this morning, isn’t it?” said Conklin, planting his cane on the floor and awkwardly getting to his feet.


  “Yes, it is.”


  “You’ve got your own game plan against Medusa—and we can’t be a part of it.”


  “No, you can’t. It’s a fundamental conflict of interest.”


  “I’ll grant you that. We’d louse you up in a minute if it’d help Jason and Marie. Naturally, my personal and professional opinion is that if the whole fucking United States government can’t rip out a Medusa without sacrificing a man and a woman who’ve given so much, I’m not sure it’s worth a damn!”


  “Neither am I,” said Holland, standing up behind the desk. “But I swore an oath to try—in order of my sworn priorities.”


  “Have I got any perks left?”


  “Anything I can get you that doesn’t compromise our going after Medusa.”


  “How about two seats on a military aircraft, Agency-cleared, to Paris.”


  “Two seats?”


  “Panov and me. We went to Hong Kong together, why not Paris?”


  “Alex, you’re out of your goddamned mind!”


  “I don’t think you understand, Peter. Mo’s wife died ten years after they were married, and I never had the courage to give it a try. So you see, ‘Jason Bourne’ and Marie are the only family we have. She makes a hell of a meat loaf, let me tell you.”


  “Two tickets to Paris,” said Holland, his face ashen.


  



  CHAPTER TWENTY-NINE


  Marie watched her husband as he walked back and forth, the pacing deliberate, energized. He tramped angrily between the writing table and the sunlit curtains of the two windows over-looking the front lawn of the Auberge des Artistes in Barbizon. The country inn was the one Marie remembered, but it was not part of David Webb’s memory; and when he said as much, his wife briefly closed her eyes, hearing another voice from years ago.


  “Above everything, he’s got to avoid extreme stress, the kind of tension that goes with survival under life-threatening circumstances. If you see him regressing into that state of mind—and you’ll know it when you see it—stop him. Seduce him, slap him, cry, get angry … anything, just stop him.” Morris Panov, dear friend, doctor and the guiding force behind her husband’s therapy.


  She had tried seduction within minutes after they were alone together. It was a mistake, even a touch farcical, awkward for both of them. Neither was remotely aroused. Yet there was no embarrassment; they held each other on the bed, both understanding.


  “We’re a couple of real sexpots, aren’t we?” said Marie.


  “We’ve been there before,” replied David Webb gently, “and I’ve no doubt we’ll be there again.” Then Jason Bourne rolled away and stood up. “I have to make a list,” he said urgently, heading for the quaint country table against the wall that served as a desk and a place for the telephone. “We have to know where we are and where we’re going.”


  “And I have to call Johnny on the island,” added Marie, rising to her feet and smoothing her skirt. “After I talk to him I’ll speak to Jamie. I’ll reassure him and tell him we’ll be back soon.” The wife crossed to the table; she stopped, blocked by her husband—her husband yet not her husband.


  “No,” said Bourne quietly, shaking his head.


  “Don’t say that to me,” protested the mother, anger flashing in her eyes.


  “Three hours ago in the Rivoli changed everything. Nothing’s the same now. Don’t you understand that?”


  “I understand that my children are several thousand miles away from me and I intend to reach them. Don’t you understand that?”


  “Of course I do, I just can’t allow it,” answered Jason.


  “Goddamn you, Mr. Bourne!”


  “Will you listen to me?… You’ll talk to Johnny and to Jamie—we’ll both talk to them—but not from here and not while they’re on the island.”


  “What …?”


  “I’m calling Alex in a few minutes and telling him to get all of them out of there, including Mrs. Cooper, of course.”


  Marie had stared at her husband, suddenly understanding. “Oh, my God, Carlos!”


  “Yes. As of this noon he’s got only one place to zero in on—Tranquility. If he doesn’t know now, he’ll learn soon enough that Jamie and Alison are with Johnny. I trust your brother and his personal Tonton Macoute, but I still want them away from there before it’s night in the islands. I also don’t know if Carlos has sources in the island’s trunk lines that could trace a call between there and here, but I do know that Alex’s phone is sterile. That’s why you can’t call now. From here to there.”


  “Then, for God’s sake, call Alex! What the hell are you waiting for?”


  “I’m not sure.” For a moment there was a blank, panicked look in her husband’s eyes—they were the eyes of David Webb, not Jason Bourne. “I have to decide—where do I send the kids?”


  “Alex will know, Jason,” said Marie, her own eyes leveled steadily on his. “Now.”


  “Yes … yes, of course. Now.” The veiled, vacuous look passed and Bourne reached for the phone.


  Alexander Conklin was not in Vienna, Virginia, U.S. A. Instead, there was the monotonic voice of a recorded operator that had the effect of crashing thunder. “The telephone number you have called is no longer in service.”


  He had placed the call twice again, believing in desperate hope that an error had been made by the French telephone service. Then bolts of lightning followed: “The telephone number you have called is no longer in service.” For a third time.


  The pacing had begun; from the table to the windows and back again. Over and over, the curtains were pulled aside, anxious eyes nervously peering out, then seconds later poring over a growing list of names and places. Marie suggested lunch; he did not hear her, so she watched him in silence from across the room.


  The quick, abrupt movements of her husband were like those of a large disquieted cat, smooth, fluid, alert for the unexpected. They were the movements of Jason Bourne and, before him, Medusa’s Delta, not David Webb. She remembered the medical records compiled by Mo Panov in the early days of David’s therapy. Many were filled with wildly divergent descriptions from people who claimed to have seen the man known as the Chameleon, but among the most reliable was a common reference to the catlike mobility of the “assassin.” Panov had been looking for clues to Jason Bourne’s identity then, for all they had at the time were a first name and fragmented images of painful death in Cambodia. Mo often wondered aloud if there was more to his patient’s physical dexterity than mere athleticism; oddly enough, there was not.


  As Marie looked back the subtle physical differences between the two men who were her husband both fascinated and repelled her. Each was muscular and graceful, each capable of performing difficult tasks requiring physical coordination; but where David’s strength and mobility came from an easy sense of accomplishment, Jason’s was filled with an inner malice, no pleasure in the accomplishment, only a hostile purpose. When she had mentioned this to Panov, his reply was succinct: “David couldn’t kill. Bourne can; he was trained to.”


  Still, Mo was pleased that she had spotted the different “physical manifestations,” as he called her observation. “It’s another signpost for you. When you see Bourne, bring David back as fast as you can. If you can’t, call me.”


  She could not bring David back now, she thought. For the sake of the children and herself and David, she dared not try.


  “I’m going out for a while,” announced Jason by the window.


  “You can’t!” cried Marie. “For God’s sake, don’t leave me alone.”


  Bourne frowned, lowering his voice, somewhere an undefined conflict within him. “I’m just driving out on the highway to find a phone, that’s all.”


  “Take me with you. Please. I can’t stay by myself any longer.”


  “All right.… As a matter of fact, we’ll need a few things. We’ll find one of those malls and buy some clothes—toothbrushes, a razor … whatever else we can think of.”


  “You mean we can’t go back to Paris.”


  “We can and probably will go back to Paris, but not to our hotels. Do you have your passport?”


  “Passport, money, credit cards, everything. They were all in my purse, which I didn’t know I had until you gave it to me in the car.”


  “I didn’t think it was such a good idea to leave it at the Meurice. Come on. A phone first.”


  “Who are you calling?”


  “Alex.”


  “You just tried him.”


  “At his apartment; he was thrown out of his security tent in Virginia. Then I’ll reach Mo Panov. Let’s go.”


  They drove south again to the small city of Corbeil-Essonnes, where there was a relatively new shopping center several miles west of the highway. The crowded merchandising complex was a blight on the French countryside but a welcome sight for the fugitives. Jason parked the car, and like any husband and wife out for late-afternoon shopping, they strolled down the central mall, all the while frantically looking for a public telephone.


  “Not a goddamned one on the highway!” said Bourne through clenched teeth. “What do they think people are supposed to do if they have an accident or a flat tire?”


  “Wait for the police,” answered Marie, “and there was a phone, only it was broken into. Maybe that’s why there aren’t more—There’s one.”


  Once again Jason went through the irritating process of placing an overseas call with local operators who found it irritating to ring through to the international branch of the system. And then the thunder returned, distant but implacable.


  “This is Alex,” said the recorded voice over the line. “I’ll be away for a while, visiting a place where a grave error was made. Call me in five or six hours. It’s now nine-thirty in the morning, Eastern Standard Time. Out, Juneau.”


  Stunned, his mind spinning, Bourne hung up the phone and stared at Marie. “Something’s happened and I have to make sense out of it. His last words were—‘Out, Juneau.’ ”


  “Juneau?” Marie squinted, her eyes blocking out the light, then she opened them and looked at her husband. “Alpha, Bravo, Charlie,” she began softly, adding, “Alternating military alphabets?” Then she spoke rapidly. “Foxtrot, Gold … India, Juneau! Juneau’s for J and J is for Jason!… What was the rest?”


  “He’s visiting someplace—”


  “Come on, let’s walk,” she broke in, noticing the curious faces of two men waiting to use the phone; she grabbed his arm and pulled him away from the booth. “He couldn’t be clearer?” she asked as they entered the flow of the crowds.


  “It was a recording. ‘… where a grave error was made.’ ”


  “The what?”


  “He said to call him in five or six hours—he was visiting a place where a grave error—grave?—my God, it’s Rambouillet!”


  “The cemetery …?”


  “Where he tried to kill me thirteen years ago. That’s it! Rambouillet!”


  “Not in five or six hours,” objected Marie. “No matter when he left the message he couldn’t fly to Paris and then drive to Rambouillet in five hours. He was in Washington.”


  “Of course he could; we’ve both done it before. An army jet out of Andrews Air Force Base under diplomatic cover to Paris. Peter Holland threw him out, but he gave him a going-away present. Immediate separation, but a bonus for bringing him Medusa.” Bourne suddenly whipped his wrist up and looked at his watch. “It’s still only around noon in the islands. Let’s find another phone.”


  “Johnny? Tranquility? You really think—”


  “I can’t stop thinking!” interrupted Jason, rushing ahead, holding Marie’s hand as she stumblingly kept up with him. “Glace,” he said, looking up to his right.


  “Ice cream?”


  “There’s a phone inside, over there,” he answered, slowing them both down and approaching the huge windows of a pâtisserie that had a red banner over its door announcing an ice cream counter with several dozen flavors. “Get me a vanilla,” he said, ushering them both into the crowded store.


  “Vanilla what?”


  “Whatever.”


  “You won’t be able to hear—”


  “He’ll hear me, that’s all that matters. Take your time, give me time.” Bourne crossed to the phone, instantly understanding why it was not used; the noise of the store was nearly unbearable. “Mademoiselle, s’il vous plaît, c’est urgent!” Three minutes later, holding his palm against his left ear, Jason had the unexpected comfort of hearing Tranquility Inn’s most irritating employee over the phone.


  “This is Mr. Pritchard, Tranquility Inn’s associate manager. My switchboard informs me that you have an emergency, sir. May I inquire as to the nature of your—”


  “You can shut up!” shouted Jason from the cacophonous ice cream parlor in Corbeil-Essonnes in France. “Get Jay St. Jay on the phone, now. This is his brother-in-law.”


  “Oh, it is such a pleasure to hear from you, sir! Much has happened since you left. Your lovely children are with us and the handsome young boy plays on the beach—with me, sir—and all is—”


  “Mr. St. Jacques, please. Now!”


  “Of course, sir. He is upstairs.…”


  “Johnny?”


  “David, where are you?”


  “That doesn’t matter. Get out of there. Take the kids and Mrs. Cooper and get out!”


  “We know all about it, Dave. Alex Conklin called several hours ago and said somebody named Holland would reach us.… I gather he’s the chief honcho of your intelligence service.”


  “He is. Did he?”


  “Yeah, about twenty minutes after I talked to Alex. He told us we were being choppered out around two o’clock this afternoon. He needed the time to clear a military aircraft in here. Mrs. Cooper was my idea; your backward son says he doesn’t know how to change diapers, sport.… David, what the hell is going on? Where’s Marie?”


  “She’s all right—I’ll explain everything later. Just do as Holland says. Did he say where you were being taken?”


  “He didn’t want to, I’ll tell you that. But no fucking American’s going to order me and your kids around—my Canadian sister’s kids—and I told him that in a seven spade flush.”


  “That’s nice, Johnny. Make friends with the director of the CIA.”


  “I don’t give a shit on that score. In my country we figure those initials mean Caught In the Act, and I told him so!”


  “That’s even nicer.… What did he say?”


  “He said we were going to a safe house in Virginia, and I said mine’s pretty goddamned safe right here and we had a restaurant and room service and a beach and ten guards who could shoot his balls off at two hundred yards.”


  “You’re full of tact. And what did he say to that?”


  “Actually, he laughed. Then he explained that his place had twenty guards who could take out one of my balls at four hundred yards, along with a kitchen and room service and television for the kids that I couldn’t match.”


  “That’s pretty persuasive.”


  “Well, he said something else that was even more persuasive that I really couldn’t match. He told me there was no public access to the place, that it was an old estate in Fairfax turned over to the government by a rich ambassador who had more money than Ottawa, with its own airfield and an entrance road four miles from the highway.”


  “I know the place,” said Bourne, wincing at the noise of the pâtisserie. “It’s the Tannenbaum estate. He’s right; it’s the best of the sterile houses. He likes us.”


  “I asked you before—where’s Marie?”


  “She’s with me.”


  “She found you!”


  “Later, Johnny. I’ll reach you in Fairfax.” Jason hung up the phone as his wife awkwardly made her way through the crowd and handed him a pink plastic cup with a blue plastic spoon plunged into a mound of dark brown.


  “The children?” she asked, raising her voice to be heard, her eyes on fire.


  “Everything’s fine, better than we might have expected. Alex reached the same conclusion about the Jackal as I did. Peter Holland’s flying them all up to a safe house in Virginia, Mrs. Cooper included.”


  “Thank God!”


  “Thank Alex.” Bourne looked at the pink plastic cup with the thin blue spoon. “What the hell is this? They didn’t have vanilla?”


  “It’s a hot fudge sundae. It was meant for the man beside me but he was yelling at his wife, so I took it.”


  “I don’t like hot fudge.”


  “So yell at your wife. Come on, we’ve got to buy clothes.”


  The early afternoon Caribbean sun burned down on Tranquility Inn as John St. Jacques descended the staircase into the lobby carrying a LeSport duffel bag in his right hand. He nodded to Mr. Pritchard, whom he had spoken to over the phone only moments ago, explaining that he was leaving for several days and would be in touch within hours after he reached Toronto. What remained of the staff had been apprised of his sudden, quite necessary departure, and he had full confidence in the executive manager and his valuable assistant, Mr. Pritchard. He assumed that no problems would arise beyond their combined expertise. Tranquility Inn, for all intents and purposes, was virtually shut down. However, Sir Henry Sykes at Government House on the big island should be contacted in the event of difficulties.


  “There shall be none beyond my expertise!” Pritchard had replied. “The repair and maintenance crews will work every bit as hard in your absence.”


  St. Jacques walked out the glass doors of the circular building toward the first villa on the right, the one nearest the stone steps to the pier and the two beaches. Mrs. Cooper and the two children waited inside for the arrival of the United States Navy long-range seagoing helicopter that would take them to Puerto Rico, where they would board a military jet to Andrews Air Force Base outside Washington.


  Through the huge glass windows, Mr. Pritchard watched his employer disappear through the doors of Villa One. At that same moment he heard the growing sounds of a large helicopter’s rotors thumping in the air above the inn. In minutes it would circle the water beyond the pier and descend, awaiting its passengers. Apparently, those passengers heard what he had heard, thought Mr. Pritchard as he saw St. Jacques, gripping his young nephew’s hand, and the insufferably arrogant Mrs. Cooper, who was holding a blanketed infant in her arms, come out of the villa, followed by the two favorite guards carrying their luggage. Pritchard reached below the counter for the telephone that bypassed the switchboard. He dialed.


  “This is the office of the deputy director of immigration, himself speaking.”


  “Esteemed Uncle—”


  “It is you?” broke in the official from Blackburne Airport, abruptly lowering his voice. “What have you learned?”


  “Everything is of immense value, I assure you. I heard it all on the telephone!”


  “We shall both be greatly rewarded, I have that on the highest authority. They may all be undercover terrorists, you know, St. Jacques himself the leader. It is said they may even fool Washington. What can I pass on, brilliant Nephew?”


  “They are being taken to what is called a ‘safe’ house in Virginia. It is known as the Tannenbaum estate and has its own airport, can you believe such a thing?”


  “I can believe anything where these animals are concerned.”


  “Be sure to include my name and position, esteemed Uncle.”


  “Would I do otherwise, could I do otherwise? We shall be the heroes of Montserrat!… But remember, my intelligent Nephew, everything must be kept in utmost secrecy. We are both sworn to silence, never forget that. Just think! We’ve been selected to render service to a great international organization. Leaders the world over will know of our contributions.”


  “My heart bursts with pride.… May I know what this august organization is called?”


  “Shhh! It has no name; that is part of the secrecy. The money was wired through a bank computer transfer directly from Switzerland; that is the proof.”


  “A sacred trust,” added Mr. Pritchard.


  “Also well paid, trusted Nephew, and it is only the beginning. I myself am monitoring all aircraft arriving here and sending the manifests on to Martinique, to a famous surgeon, no less! Of course, at the moment all flights are on hold, orders from Government House.”


  “The American military helicopter?” asked the awed Pritchard.


  “Shhh! It, too, is a secret, everything is secret.”


  “Then it is a very loud and apparent secret, my esteemed Uncle. People are on the beach watching it now.”


  “What?”


  “It’s here. Mr. Saint Jay and the children are boarding as we speak. Also that dreadful Mrs. Cooper—”


  “I must call Paris at once,” interrupted the immigration officer, disconnecting the line.


  “Paris?” repeated Mr. Pritchard. “How inspiring! How privileged we are!”


  “I didn’t tell him everything,” said Peter Holland quietly, shaking his head as he spoke. “I wanted to—I intended to—but it was in his eyes, in his own words actually. He said that he’d louse us up in a minute if it would help Bourne and his wife.”


  “He would, too.” Charles Casset nodded; he sat in the chair in front of the director’s desk, a computer printout of a long-buried classified file in his hand. “When you read this you’ll understand. Alex really did try to kill Bourne in Paris years ago—his closest friend and he tried to put a bullet in his head for all the wrong reasons.”


  “Conklin’s on his way to Paris now. He and Morris Panov.”


  “That’s on your head, Peter. I wouldn’t have done it, not without strings.”


  “I couldn’t refuse him.”


  “Of course you could. You didn’t want to.”


  “We owed him. He brought us Medusa—and from here on, Charlie, that’s all that concerns us.”


  “I understand, Director Holland,” said Casset coldly. “And I assume that due to foreign entanglements you’re working backwards into a domestic conspiracy that should be incontestably established before you alert the guardians of domestic accord, namely, the Federal Bureau.”


  “Are you threatening me, you lowlife?”


  “I certainly am, Peter.” Casset dropped the ice from his expression, replacing it with a calm, thin smile. “You’re breaking the law, Mr. Director.… That’s regrettable, old boy, as my predecessors might have said.”


  “What the hell do you want from me?” cried Holland.


  “Cover one of our own, one of the best we ever had. I not only want it, I insist upon it.”


  “If you think I’m going to give him everything, including the name of Medusa’s law firm on Wall Street, you’re out of your fucking mind. It’s our keystone!”


  “For God’s sake, go back into the navy, Admiral,” said the deputy director, his voice level, again cold, without emphasis. “If you think that’s what I’m suggesting, you haven’t learned very much in that chair.”


  “Hey, come on, smart ass, that’s pretty close to insubordination.”


  “Of course it is, because I’m insubordinate—but this isn’t the navy. You can’t keelhaul me, or hang me from the yardarm, or withhold my ration of rum. All you can do is fire me, and if you do, a lot of people will wonder why, which wouldn’t do the Agency any good. But that’s not necessary.”


  “What the hell are you talking about, Charlie?”


  “Well, to begin with, I’m not talking about that law firm in New York because you’re right, it is our keystone, and Alex with his infinite imagination would probe and threaten to the point where the shredding begins and our paper trail here and abroad ends.”


  “I had something like that in mind—”


  “Then again you were right,” interrupted Casset, nodding. “So we keep Alex away from our keystone, as far away from us as possible, but we give him our marker. Something tangible he can plug into, knowing its value.”


  Silence. Then Holland spoke. “I don’t understand a word you’re saying.”


  “You would if you knew Conklin better. He knows now that there’s a connection between Medusa and the Jackal. What did you call it? A self-fulfilling prophecy?”


  “I said the strategy was so perfect it was inevitable and therefore self-fulfilling. DeSole was the unexpected catalyst who moved everything ahead of schedule—him and whatever the hell happened down in Montserrat.… What’s this marker of yours, this tangible item of value?”


  “The string, Peter. Knowing what he knows, you can’t let Alex bounce around Europe like a loose cannon any more than you could give him the name of that law firm in New York. We need a pipeline to him so we have some idea what he’s up to—more than an idea, if we can manage it. Someone like his friend Bernardine, only someone who can also be our friend.”


  “Where do we find such a person?”


  “I have a candidate—and I hope we’re not being taped.”


  “Count on it,” said Holland with a trace of anger. “I don’t believe in that crap and this office is swept every morning. Who’s the candidate?”


  “A man at the Soviet embassy in Paris,” replied Casset calmly. “I think we can deal.”


  “A mole?”


  “Not for a minute. A KGB officer whose first priority never changes. Find Carlos. Kill Carlos. Protect Novgorod.”


  “Novgorod …? The Americanized village or town where the Jackal was initially trained in Russia?”


  “Half trained and escaped from before he could be shot as a maniac. Only, it’s not just an American compound—that’s a mistake we make so often. There are British and French compounds, too, also Israeli, Dutch, Spanish, West German and God knows how many others. Dozens of square miles cut out of the forests along the Volkhov River, dotted with settlements so that you’d swear you were in a different country with each one you entered—if you could get inside, which you couldn’t. Like the Aryan breeding farms, the Lebensborn of Nazi Germany, Novgorod is one of Moscow’s most closely guarded secrets. They want the Jackal as badly as Jason Bourne does.”


  “And you think this KGB fellow will cooperate, keep us informed about Conklin if they make contact?”


  “I can try. After all, we have a common objective, and I know Alex would accept him because he knows how much the Soviets want Carlos on the dead list.”


  Holland leaned forward in his chair. “I told Conklin I’d help him any way I could as long as it didn’t compromise our going after Medusa.… He’ll be landing in Paris within the hour. Shall I leave instructions at the diplomatic counter for him to reach you?”


  “Tell him to call Charlie Bravo Plus One,” said Casset, getting up and dropping the computer printout on the desk. “I don’t know how much I can give him in an hour, but I’ll go to work. I’ve got a secure channel to our Russian, thanks to an outstanding ‘consultant’ of ours in Paris.”


  “Give him a bonus.”


  “She’s already asked for one—harassed me is more appropriate. She runs the cleanest escort service in the city; the girls are checked weekly.”


  “Why not hire them all?” asked the director, smiling.


  “I believe seven are already on the payroll, sir,” answered the deputy director, his demeanor serious, in contrast to his arched eyebrows.


  Dr. Morris Panov, his legs unsteady, was helped down the metal steps of the diplomatically cleared jet by a strapping marine corporal in starched summer khakis carrying his suitcase. “How do you people manage to look so presentable after such a perfectly horrendous trip?” asked the psychiatrist.


  “None of us will look this presentable after a couple of hours of liberty in Paris, sir.”


  “Some things never change, Corporal. Thank God.… Where’s that crippled delinquent who was with me?”


  “He was vehicled off for a diplograph, sir.”


  “Come again? A noun’s a verb leading to the incomprehensible?”


  “It’s not so hard, Doctor,” laughed the marine, leading Panov to a motorized cart complete with a uniformed driver and a stenciled American flag on the side. “During our descent, the tower radioed the pilot that there was an urgent message for him.”


  “I thought he went to the bathroom.”


  “That, too, I believe, sir.” The corporal put the suitcase on a rear rack and helped Mo into the cart. “Easy now, Doctor, lift your leg up a little higher.”


  “That’s the other one, not me,” protested the psychiatrist. “He’s the one without a foot.”


  “We were told you’d been ill, sir.”


  “Not in my goddamned legs.… Sorry, young man, no offense. I just don’t like flying in small tubes a hundred and ten miles up in the sky. Not too many astronauts come from Tremont Avenue in the Bronx.”


  “Hey, you’re kidding, Doc!”


  “What?”


  “I’m from Garden Street, you know, across from the zoo! The name’s Fleishman, Morris Fleishman. Nice to meet a fellow Bronxite.”


  “Morris?” said Panov, shaking hands. “Morris the Marine? I should have had a talk with your parents.… Stay well, Mo. And thank you for your concern.”


  “You get better, Doc, and when you see Tremont Avenue again, give it my best, okay?”


  “I will, indeed, Morris,” replied Morris, raising his hand as the diplomatic cart shot forward.


  Four minutes later, escorted by the driver, Panov entered the long gray corridor that was the immigration-free access to France for government functionaries of nations accredited by the Quai d’Orsay. They walked into the large holding lounge where men and women were gathered in small groups, conversing quietly, the sounds of different languages filling the room. Alarmed, Mo saw that Conklin was nowhere in sight; he turned to the driver-escort as a young woman dressed in the neutral uniform of a hostess approached.


  “Docteur?” she asked, addressing Panov.


  “Yes,” replied Mo, surprised. “But I’m afraid my French is pretty rusty if not nonexistent.”


  “It’s of no matter, sir. Your companion requested that you remain here until he returns. It will be no more than a few minutes, he was quite sure.… Please, sit down. May I bring you a drink?”


  “Bourbon with ice, if you’d be so kind,” answered Panov, lowering himself into the armchair.


  “Certainly, sir.” The hostess retreated as the driver placed Mo’s suitcase beside him.


  “I have to get back to my vehicle,” said the diplomatic escort. “You’ll be fine here.”


  “I wonder where my friend went,” mused Panov, glancing at his watch.


  “Probably to an outside phone, Doctor. They come in here, get messages at the counters, then go like hell into the terminal to find public pay phones; they don’t like the ones in here. The Russkies always walk the fastest; the Arabs, the slowest.”


  “Must be their respective climates,” offered the psychiatrist, smiling.


  “Don’t bet your stethoscope on it.” The driver laughed and brought his hand up for an informal salute. “Take care, sir, and get some rest. You look tired.”


  “Thank you, young man. Good-bye.” I am tired, thought Panov as the escort disappeared into the gray corridor. So tired, but Alex was right. If he’d flown here alone, I would never have forgiven him.… David! We’ve got to find him! The damage to him could be incalculable—none of them understands. With a single act his fragile, damaged mind could regress years—thirteen years—to where he was a functioning killer, and for him nothing else!… A voice. The figure above was talking to him. “I’m sorry, forgive me.… Your drink, Doctor,” said the hostess pleasantly. “I debated whether to wake you, but then you moved and sounded as though you were in pain—”


  “No, not at all, my dear. Just tired.”


  “I understand, sir. Sudden flights can be so exhausting, and if they are long and uncomfortable, even worse.”


  “You touched on all three points, miss,” agreed Panov, taking his drink. “Thank you.”


  “You are American, of course.”


  “How could you tell? I’m not wearing cowboy boots or a Hawaiian shirt.”


  The woman laughed charmingly. “I know the driver who brought you in here. He’s American security, and quite nice, very attractive.”


  “Security? You mean like in ‘police’?”


  “Oh, very much so, but we never use the word.… Oh, here’s your companion coming back inside.” The hostess lowered her voice. “May I ask quickly, Doctor? Does he require a wheelchair?”


  “Good heavens, no. He’s walked like that for years.”


  “Very well. Enjoy your stay in Paris, sir.” The woman left as Alex, limping, weaved around several groups of chattering Europeans to the chair next to Panov. He sat down and leaned forward awkwardly in the soft leather. He was obviously disturbed.


  “What’s the matter?” asked Mo.


  “I just talked to Charlie Casset in Washington.”


  “He’s the one you like, the one you trust, isn’t he?”


  “He’s the best there is when he has personal access, or, at least, human intelligence. When he can see and hear and look for himself, and not simply read words on paper or a computer screen without asking questions.”


  “Are you, perchance, moving into my territory again, Doctor Conklin?”


  “I accused David of that last week and I’ll tell you what he told me. It’s a free country, and your training notwithstanding, you don’t have a franchise on common sense.”


  “Mea culpa,” agreed Panov, nodding. “I gather your friend did something you don’t approve of.”


  “He did something he wouldn’t approve of if he had more information on whom he did it with.”


  “That sounds positively Freudian, even medically imprudent.”


  “Both are part of it, I guess. He made an outside unsanctioned deal with a man named Dimitri Krupkin at the Russian embassy here in Paris. We’ll be working with the local KGB—you, me, Bourne and Marie—if and when we find them. Hopefully, in Rambouillet in an hour or so.”


  “What are you saying?” asked Mo, astonished and barely audible.


  “Long story, short time. Moscow wants the Jackal’s head, the rest of him separated from it. Washington can’t feed us or protect us, so the Soviets will act as our temporary paterfamilias if we find ourselves in a bind.”


  Panov frowned, then shook his head as though absorbing very strange information, then spoke. “I suppose it’s not your run-of-the-mill development, but there’s a certain logic, even comfort, to it.”


  “On paper, Mo,” said Conklin. “Not with Dimitri Krupkin. I know him. Charlie doesn’t.”


  “Oh? He’s one of the evil people?”


  “Kruppie evil? No, not really—”


  “Kruppie?”


  “We go way back as young hustlers to Istanbul in the late sixties and Athens after that, then Amsterdam later.… Krupkin’s not malevolent, and he works like a son of a bitch for Moscow with a damn good second-rate mind, better than eighty percent of the clowns in our business, but he’s got a problem. He’s fundamentally on the wrong side, in the wrong society. His parents should have come over with mine when the Bolsheviks took the throne.”


  “I forget. Your family was Russian.”


  “Speaking the language helps with Kruppie. I can nail his nuances. He’s the quintessential capitalist. Like the economic ministers in Beijing, he doesn’t just like money, he’s obsessed with it—and everything that goes with it. Out of sight and out of sanction, he could be bought.”


  “You mean by the Jackal?”


  “I saw him bought in Athens by Greek developers selling additional airstrips to Washington when they knew the Communists were going to throw us out. They paid him to shut up. Then I watched him broker diamonds in Amsterdam between the merchants on the Nieuwmarkt and the dacha-elite in Moscow. We had drinks one night in the Kattengat and I asked him, ‘Kruppie, what the fuck are you doing?’ You know what he said? He said in clothes I couldn’t afford, ‘Aleksei, I’ll do everything I can to outsmart you, to help the supreme Soviet to gain world dominance, but in the meantime, if you’d like a holiday, I have a lovely house on the lake in Geneva.’ That’s what he said, Mo.”


  “He’s remarkable. Of course, you told your friend Casset all this—”


  “Of course I didn’t,” broke in Conklin.


  “Good God, why not?”


  “Because Krupkin obviously never told Charlie that he knew me. Casset may have the deal, but I’m dealing.”


  “With what? How?”


  “David—Jason—has over five million in the Caymans. With only a spit of that amount I’ll turn Kruppie so he’ll be working only for us, if we need him or want him to.”


  “Which means you don’t trust Casset.”


  “Not so,” said Alex. “I trust Charlie with my life. It’s just that I’m not sure I want it in his hands. He and Peter Holland have their priorities and we have ours. Theirs is Medusa; ours are David and Marie.”


  “Messieurs?” The hostess returned and addressed Conklin. “Your car has arrived, sir. It is on the south platform.”


  “You’re sure it’s for me?” asked Alex.


  “Forgive me, monsieur, but the attendant said a Mr. Smith had a difficult leg.”


  “He’s certainly right about that.”


  “I’ve called a porter to carry your luggage, messieurs. It’s a rather long walk. He’ll meet you on the platform.”


  “Thanks very much.” Conklin got to his feet and reached into his pocket, pulling out money.


  “Pardon, monsieur,” interrupted the hostess. “We are not permitted to accept gratuities.”


  “That’s right. I forgot.… My suitcase is behind your counter, isn’t it?”


  “Where your escort left it, sir. Along with the doctor’s, it will be at the platform within minutes.”


  “Thanks again,” said Alex. “Sorry about the tip.”


  “We are well paid, sir, but thank you for the thought.”


  As they walked to the door that led into the main terminal of Orly Airport, Conklin turned to Panov. “How did she know you were a doctor?” he asked. “You soliciting couch business?”


  “Hardly. The commuting would be a bit strenuous.”


  “Then how? I never said anything about your being a doctor.”


  “She knows the security escort who brought me into the lounge. In fact, I think she knows him quite well. She said in that delectable French accent of hers that he was ‘verry attractiefe.’ ”


  Looking up at the signs in the crowded terminal, they started toward the south platform.


  What neither of them saw was a distinguished-looking olive-skinned man with wavy black hair and large dark eyes walk quickly out of the diplomatic lounge, his steady gaze directed at the two Americans. He crossed to the wall, rushing past the crowds until he was diagonally in front of Conklin and Panov near the taxi platform. Then, squinting, as if unsure, he removed a small photograph from his pocket and kept glancing at it as he raised his eyes and looked up at the departing passengers from the United States. The photograph was of Dr. Morris Panov, dressed in a white hospital gown, a glazed, unearthly expression on his face.


  The Americans went out on the platform; the dark-haired man did the same. The Americans looked around for a taxi; the dark-haired man signaled a private car. A driver got out of a cab; he approached Conklin and Panov, speaking quietly, as a porter arrived with their luggage; the two Americans climbed into the taxi. The stranger who followed them slipped into the private car two vehicles behind the cab.


  “Pazzo!” said the dark-haired man in Italian to the fashionably dressed middle-aged woman behind the wheel. “I tell you it’s crazy! For three days we wait, all incoming American planes watched, and we are about to give up when that fool in New York turns out to be right. It’s them!.… Here, I’ll drive. You get out and reach our people over there. Tell them to call DeFazio; instruct him to go to his other favorite restaurant and await my call to him. He is not to leave until we speak.”


  “Is this you, old man?” asked the hostess in the diplomatic lounge, speaking softly into the telephone at her counter.


  “It is I,” replied the quavering voice at the other end of the line. “And the Angelus rings for eternity in my ears.”


  “It is you, then.”


  “I told you that, so get on with it.”


  “The list we were given last week included a slender middle-aged American with a limp, possibly accompanied by a doctor. Is this correct?”


  “Correct! And?”


  “They have passed through. I used the title ‘Doctor’ with the cripple’s companion and he responded to it.”


  “Where have they gone? It’s vital that I know!”


  “It was not disclosed, but I will soon learn enough for you to find out, old man. The porter who took their luggage to the south platform will get the description and the license of the car that meets them.”


  “In the name of God, call me back with the information!”


  



  Three thousand miles from Paris, Louis DeFazio sat alone at a rear table in Trafficante’s Clam House on Prospect Avenue in Brooklyn, New York. He finished his late afternoon lunch of vitello tonnato and dabbed his lips with the bright red napkin, trying to look his usual jovial, if patronizing, self. However, if the truth were known, it was all he could do to stop from gnawing on the napkin rather than caressing his mouth with it. Maledetto! He had been at Trafficante’s for nearly two hours—two hours! And it had taken him forty-five minutes to get there after the call from Garafola’s Pasta Palace in Manhattan, so that meant it was actually over two hours, almost three, since the gumball in Paris, France, spotted two of the targets. How long could it take for two bersaglios to get to a hotel in the city from the airport? Like three hours? Not unless the Palermo gumball drove to London, England, which was not out of the question, not if one knew Palermo.


  Still, DeFazio knew he had been right! The way the Jew shrink talked under the needle there was no other route he and the ex-spook could take but to Paris and their good buddy, the fake hit man.… So Nicolo and the shrink disappeared, went poof-zam, so what the fuck? The Jew got away and Nicky would do time. But Nicolo wouldn’t talk; he understood that bad trouble, like a knife in the kidney, was waiting for him wherever he went if he did. Besides, Nicky didn’t know anything so specific the lawyers couldn’t wipe away as secondhand horseshit from a fifth-rate horse’s ass. And the shrink only knew he was in a room in some farmhouse, if he could even remember that. He never saw anybody but Nicolo when he was “compass mantis,” as they say.


  But Louis DeFazio knew he was right. And because he was right, there were more than seven million big ones waiting for him in Paris. Seven million! Holy Christ! He could give the Palermo gumballs in Paris more than they ever expected and still walk away with a bundle.


  An old waiter from the old country, an uncle of Trafficante, approached the table and Louis held his breath. “There’s a telephone call for you, Signor DeFazio.”


  As was usual, the capo supremo went to a pay phone at the end of a narrow dark corridor outside the men’s room. “This is New York,” said DeFazio.


  “This is Paris, Signor New York. This is also pazzo!”


  “Where’ve you been? You pazzo enough to drive to London, England? I’ve been waitin’ three hours!”


  “Where I’ve been is on a number of unlit country roads, which is important only to my nerves. Where I am now is crazy!”


  “So where?”


  “I’m using a gatekeeper’s telephone for which I’m paying roughly a hundred American dollars and the French buffone keeps looking through the window to see that I don’t steal anything—perhaps his lunch pail, who knows?”


  “You don’t sound too stupid for a gumball. So what gatekeeper’s what? What are you talking about?”


  “I’m at a cemetery about twenty-five miles from Paris. I tell you—”


  “A cimitero?” interrupted Louis. “What the hell for?”


  “Because your two acquaintances drove here from the airport, you ignorante! At the moment there is a burial in progress—a night burial with a candlelight procession which will soon be drowned out by rain—and if your two acquaintances flew over here to attend this barbaric ceremony, then the air in America is filled with brain-damaging pollutants! We did not bargain for this sciocchezze, New York. We have our own work to do.”


  “They went there to meet the big cannoli,” said DeFazio quietly, as if to himself. “As to work, gumball, if you ever want to work with us, or Philadelphia, or Chicago, or Los Angeles again, you’ll do what I tell you. You’ll also be terrifically paid for it, capisce?”


  “That makes more sense, I admit.”


  “Stay out of sight, but stay with them. Find out where they go and who they see. I’ll get over there as soon as I can, but I gotta go by way of Canada or Mexico, just to make sure no one’s watching. I’ll be there late tomorrow or early the next day.”


  “Ciao,” said Paris.


  “Omerta,” said Louis DeFazio.


  



  CHAPTER THIRTY


  The hand-held candles flickered in the night drizzle as the two parallel lines of mourners walked solemnly behind the white casket borne on the shoulders of six men; several began to slip on the increasingly wet gravel of the cemetery’s path. Flanking the procession were four drummers, two on each side, their snare drums snapping out the slow cadence of the death march, erratically out of sequence because of the unexpected rocks and the unseen flat grave markers in the darkness of the bordering grass. Shaking his head slowly in bewilderment, Morris Panov watched the strange nocturnal burial rite, relieved to see Alex Conklin limping, threading his way between the tombstones toward their meeting ground.


  “Any sign of them?” asked Alex.


  “None,” replied Panov. “I gather you didn’t do any better.”


  “Worse. I got stuck with a lunatic.”


  “How?”


  “A light was on in the gatehouse, so I went over thinking David or Marie might have left us a message. There was a clown outside who kept looking into a window and said he was the watchman and did I want to rent his telephone.”


  “His telephone?”


  “He said there were special rates for the night, as the nearest pay phone was ten kilometers down the road.”


  “A lunatic,” agreed Panov.


  “I explained that I was looking for a man and a woman I was to meet here and wondered if they’d left a message. There was no message but there was the telephone. Two hundred francs—crazy.”


  “I might do a flourishing business in Paris,” said Mo, smiling. “Did he by any chance see a couple wandering around?”


  “I asked him that and he nodded affirmative, saying there were dozens. Then he pointed to that candlelight parade over there before going back to his goddamn window.”


  “What is that parade, incidentally?”


  “I asked him that, too. It’s a religious cult; they bury their dead only at night. He thinks they may be gypsies. He said that while blessing himself.”


  “They’re going to be wet gypsies,” observed Panov, pulling up his collar as the drizzle turned into rain.


  “Christ, why didn’t I think of it?” exclaimed Conklin, looking over his shoulder.


  “The rain?” asked the bewildered psychiatrist.


  “No, the large tomb halfway up the hill beyond the gatehouse. It’s where it happened!”


  “Where you tried to—” Mo did not finish the question; he did not have to.


  “Where he could have killed me but didn’t,” completed Alex. “Come on!”


  The two Americans retreated down the gravel path past the gatehouse and into the darkness of the rising hill of grass punctuated by white gravestones now glistening in the rain. “Easy,” cried Panov, out of breath. “You’re used to that nonexistent foot of yours, but I haven’t quite adjusted to my pristine body having been raped by chemicals.”


  “Sorry.”


  “Mo!” shouted a woman’s voice from a marble portico above. The figure waved her arms beneath the pillared, overhanging roof of a grave so large it looked like a minor mausoleum.


  “Marie?” yelled Panov, rushing ahead of Conklin.


  “That’s nice!” roared Alex, limping with difficulty up the wet slippery grass. “You hear the sound of a female and suddenly you’re unraped. You need a shrink, you phony!”


  The embraces were meant; a family was together. While Panov and Marie spoke quietly, Jason Bourne took Conklin aside to the edge of the short marble roof, the rain now harsh. The former candlelight procession below, the flickering flames now gone, was half scattered, half holding its position by a gravesite. “I didn’t mean to choose this place, Alex,” said Jason. “But with that crowd down there I couldn’t think of another.”


  “Remember the gatehouse and that wide path to the parking lot?…You’d won. I was out of ammunition and you could have blown my head apart.”


  “You’re wrong, how many times have I told you? I couldn’t have killed you. It was in your eyes; even though I wasn’t able to see them clearly I knew what was there. Anger and confusion, but, above all, confusion.”


  “That’s never been a reason not to kill a man who tries to kill you.”


  “It is if you can’t remember. The memory may be gone but not the fragments, not the—well, for me they were…pulsating images. In and out, in and out, but there.”


  Conklin looked up at Bourne, a sad grin on his face. “The pulsating bit,” he said. “That was Mo’s term. You stole it.”


  “Probably,” said Jason as both men in unison looked back at Marie and Panov. “She’s talking about me, you know that, don’t you?”


  “Why not? She’s concerned and he’s concerned.”


  “I hate to think how many more concerns I’ll give them both. You, too, I imagine.”


  “What are you trying to tell me, David?”


  “Just that. Forget David. David Webb doesn’t exist, not here, not now. He’s an act I put on for his wife, and I do it badly. I want her to go back to the States, to her children.”


  “Her children? She won’t do it. She came over to find you and she found you. She remembers Paris thirteen years ago and she won’t leave you. Without her then you wouldn’t be alive today.”


  “She’s an impediment. She has to go. I’ll find a way.”


  Alex looked up at the cold eyes of the creation once known as the Chameleon and spoke quietly. “You’re a fifty-year-old man, Jason. This isn’t Paris thirteen years ago or Saigon years before that. It’s now, and you need all the help you can get. If she thinks she can provide a measure of it, I for one believe her.”


  Bourne snapped his head down at Conklin. “I’ll be the judge of who believes what.”


  “That’s a touch extreme, pal.”


  “You know what I mean,” said Jason, softening his tone. “I don’t want to have happen here what happened in Hong Kong. That can’t be a problem for you.”


  “Maybe not.… Look, let’s get out of here. Our driver knows a little country restaurant in Epernon, about six miles from here, where we can talk. We’ve got several things to go over.”


  “Tell me,” said Bourne. “Why Panov? Why did you bring Mo with you?”


  “Because if I hadn’t he would have put strychnine in my flu shot.”


  “What the hell does that mean?”


  “Exactly what it says. He’s a part of us, and you know it better than Marie or myself.”


  “Something happened to him, didn’t it? Something happened to him because of me.”


  “It’s over with and he’s back, that’s all you have to know now.”


  “It was Medusa, wasn’t it?”


  “Yes, but I repeat, he’s back, and outside of being a little tired, he’s okay.”


  “Little…? Which reminds me. A little country restaurant six miles from here, isn’t that what your driver said?”


  “Yes, he knows Paris and everything around it thoroughly.”


  “Who is he?”


  “A French Algerian who’s worked for the Agency for years. Charlie Casset recruited him for us. He’s tough, knowledgeable and very well paid for both. Above all, he can be trusted.”


  “I suppose that’s good enough.”


  “Don’t suppose, accept it.”


  They sat in a booth at the rear of the small country inn, complete with a worn canopy, hard pine banquettes and perfectly acceptable wine. The owner, an expansive, florid fat man, proclaimed the cuisine to be extraordinary, but since no one could summon hunger, Bourne paid for four entrées just to keep the proprietor happy. It did. The owner sent over two large carafes of good vin ordinaire along with a bottle of mineral water, and stayed away from the table.


  “All right, Mo,” said Jason, “you won’t tell me what happened, or who did it, but you’re still the same functioning, overbearing, verbose medicine man with a chicken in his mouth we’ve known for thirteen years, am I correct?”


  “Correct, you schizophrenic escapee from Bellevue. And in case you think I’m being heroic, let me make it absolutely clear that I’m here only to protect my nonmedical civil rights. My paramount interest is with my adorable Marie, who I trust you’ll notice is sitting beside me, not you. I positively salivate thinking about her meat loaf.”


  “Oh, how I do love you, Mo,” said David Webb’s wife, squeezing Panov’s arm.


  “Let me count the ways,” responded the doctor, kissing her cheek.


  “I’m here,” said Conklin. “My name is Alex and I have a couple of things to talk about and they don’t include meat loaf.… Although I should tell you, Marie, I told Peter Holland yesterday that it was terrific.”


  “What’s with my damned meat loaf?”


  “It’s the red sauce,” interjected Panov.


  “May we get to what we’re here for,” said Jason Bourne, his voice a monotone.


  “Sorry, darling.”


  “We’ll be working with the Soviets.” Conklin spoke quickly, his rush of words countering the immediate reaction from Bourne and Marie. “It’s all right, I know the contact, I’ve known him for years, but Washington doesn’t know I know him. His name is Krupkin, Dimitri Krupkin, and as I told Mo, he can be bought for five pieces of silver.”


  “Give him thirty-one,” interrupted Bourne, “to make sure he’s on our side.”


  “I figured you’d say that. Do you have a ceiling?”


  “None.”


  “Not so fast,” said Marie. “What’s a negotiable starting point?”


  “Our economist speaks,” proclaimed Panov, drinking his wine.


  “Considering his position in the Paris KGB, I’d say around fifty thousand, American.”


  “Offer him thirty-five and escalate to seventy-five under pressure. Up to a hundred, if necessary, of course.”


  “For Christ’s sake,” cried Jason, controlling his voice. “We’re talking about us, about the Jackal. Give him anything he wants!”


  “Too easily bought, too easily turned to another source. To a counteroffer.”


  “Is she right?” asked Bourne, staring at Conklin.


  “Normally, of course, but in this case it would have to be the equivalent of a workable diamond mine. No one wants Carlos in the dead file more than the Soviets, and the man who brings in his corpse will be the hero of the Kremlin. Remember, he was trained at Novgorod. Moscow never forgets that.”


  “Then do as she says, only buy him,” said Jason.


  “I understand.” Conklin leaned forward, turning his glass of water. “I’ll call him tonight, pay phone to pay phone, and get it settled. Then I’ll arrange a meeting tomorrow, maybe lunch somewhere outside of Paris. Very early, before the regulars come in.”


  “Why not here?” asked Bourne. “You can’t get much more remote and I’ll know the way.”


  “Why not?” agreed Alex. “I’ll talk to the owner. But not the four of us, just—Jason and me.”


  “I assumed that,” said Bourne coldly. “Marie’s not to be involved. She’s not to be seen or heard, is that clear?”


  “David, really—”


  “Yes, really.”


  “I’ll go over and stay with her,” interrupted Panov quickly. “Meat loaf?” he added, obviously to lessen the tension.


  “I don’t have a kitchen, but there’s a lovely restaurant that serves fresh trout.”


  “One sacrifices,” sighed the psychiatrist.


  “I think you should eat in the room.” Bourne’s voice was now adamant.


  “I will not be a prisoner,” said Marie quietly, her gaze fixed on her husband. “Nobody knows who we are or where we are, and I submit that someone who locks herself in her room and is never seen draws far more attention than a perfectly normal Frenchwoman who goes about her normal business of living.”


  “She’s got a point,” observed Alex. “If Carlos has his network calling around, someone behaving abnormally could be picked up. Besides, Panov’s from left field—pretend you’re a doctor or something, Mo. Nobody’ll believe it, but it’ll add a touch of class. For reasons that escape me, doctors are usually above suspicion.”


  “Psychopathic ingrate,” mumbled Panov.


  “May we get back to business?” said Bourne curtly.


  “You’re very rude, David.”


  “I’m very impatient, do you mind?”


  “Okay, cool it,” said Conklin. “We’re all uptight, but things have got to be clear. Once Krupkin’s on board, his first job will be to trace the number Gates gave Prefontaine in Boston.”


  “Who gave what where?” asked the bewildered psychiatrist.


  “You were out of it, Mo. Prefontaine’s an impeached judge who fell into a Jackal contact. To cut it short, the contact gave our judge a number here in Paris to reach the Jackal, but it didn’t coincide with the one Jason already had. But there’s no question that the contact, a lawyer named Gates, reached Carlos.”


  “Randolph Gates? Boston’s gift to the boardrooms of Genghis Khan?”


  “That’s the one.”


  “Holy Christ—I’m sorry, I shouldn’t say that, I’m not a gentile. What the hell, I’m nothing, but you’ll admit it’s a shock.”


  “A large one, and we have to know who owns that number here in Paris. Krupkin can find out for us. It’s corkscrew, I grant you, but there it is.”


  “Corkscrew?” asked Panov. “Are you now going to produce a Rubik’s cube in Arabic? Or, perhaps, a Double-Crostic from the London Times? What in heaven’s name is a Prefontaine, judge, jury or otherwise? It sounds like a bad early wine.”


  “It’s a late, very good vintage,” broke in Marie. “You’d like him, Doctor. You could spend months studying him because he’s got more brights than most of us, and that grand intellect of his is still intact despite such inconveniences as alcohol, corruption, loss of family and prison. He’s an original, Mo, and where the majority of felons in his league blame everyone but themselves, he doesn’t. He retains a gloriously ironic sense of humor. If the American judiciary had any brains—which on the surface the Justice Department would seem to refute—they’d put him back on the bench.… He went after the Jackal’s people on principle first, because they wanted to kill me and my children. If, on the second round, he makes a dollar, he deserves every penny and I’ll see that he gets it.”


  “You’re succinct. You like him.”


  “I adore him, as I adore you and Alex. You’ve all taken such risks for us—”


  “May we get back to what we’re here for?” said the Chameleon angrily. “The past doesn’t interest me, tomorrow does.”


  “You’re not only rude, my dear, you’re terribly ungrateful.”


  “So be it. Where were we?”


  “At the moment with Prefontaine,” replied Alex sharply, looking at Bourne. “But he may not matter because he probably won’t survive Boston.… I’ll call you at the inn at Barbizon tomorrow and set up a time for lunch. Out here. Clock yourself on the drive back so we’re not hanging around like mateless snow geese. Also, if that fat guy’s right about his ‘cuisine,’ Kruppie will love it and tell everybody he discovered it.”


  “Kruppie?”


  “Relax. I told you, we go back a long time.”


  “And don’t go into it,” added Panov. “You really don’t want to hear about Istanbul and Amsterdam. They’re both a couple of thieves.”


  “We pass,” said Marie. “Go on, Alex, what about tomorrow?”


  “Mo and I will take a taxi out to your place, and your husband and I will drive back here. We’ll call you after lunch.”


  “What about that driver of yours, the one Casset got you?” asked the Chameleon, his eyes cold, inquiring.


  “What about him? He’ll be paid double what he can make in a month with his taxi for tonight, and after he drops us off at a hotel, he’ll disappear. We won’t see him again.”


  “Will he see anyone else?”


  “Not if he wants to live and send money to his relatives in Algeria. I told you, Casset cleared him. He’s granite.”


  “Tomorrow, then,” said Bourne grimly, looking across the table at Marie and Morris Panov. “After we leave for Paris, you’re to stay out at Barbizon, and you’re not to leave the inn. Do you both understand that?”


  “You know, David,” answered Marie, bristling and rigid on the pine banquette. “I’m going to tell you something. Mo and Alex are as much a part of our family as the children, so I’ll say it in front of them. We all, all of us, humor you and in some ways pamper you because of the horrible things you went through. But you cannot and you will not order us around as if we were inferior beings in your august presence. Do you understand that?”


  “Loud and clear, lady. Then maybe you should go back to the States so you won’t have to put up with my august presence.” Jason Bourne rose from the table, pushing the chair behind him. “Tomorrow’s going to be a busy day, so I have to get some sleep—I haven’t had much lately—and a better man than any of us here once told me that rest was a weapon. I believe that.… I’ll be in the car for two minutes. Take your choice. I’m sure Alex can get you out of France.”


  “You bastard,” whispered Marie.


  “So be it,” said the Chameleon, walking away.


  “Go to him,” interjected Panov quickly. “You know what’s happening.”


  “I can’t handle it, Mo!”


  “Don’t handle it, just be with him. You’re the only rope he’s got. You don’t even have to talk, just be there. With him.”


  “He’s become the killer again.”


  “He’d never harm you—”


  “Of course not, I know that.”


  “Then provide him with that link to David Webb. It has to be there, Marie.”


  “Oh, God, I love him so!” cried the wife, rushing to her feet and racing after her husband—yet not her husband.


  “Was that the right advice, Mo?” asked Conklin.


  “I don’t know, Alex. I just don’t think he should be alone with his nightmares, none of us should. That’s not psychiatry, it’s just common sense.”


  “Sometimes you sound like a real doctor, you know that?”


  The Algerian section of Paris lies between the tenth and eleventh arrondissements, barely three blocks, where the low buildings are Parisian but the sounds and the smells are Arabic. The insignia of the high church small but emblazoned in gold on its doors, a long black limousine entered this ethnic enclave. It stopped in front of a wood-framed, three-story house, where an old priest got out and walked to the door. He selected a name on the mail plate and pressed the button that rang a bell on the second floor.


  “Oui?” said the metallic voice on the primitive intercom.


  “I am a messenger from the American embassy,” answered the visitor in religious garb, his French partially ungrammatical as was all too frequent with Americans. “I can’t leave my vehicle, but we have an urgent message for you.”


  “I’ll be right down,” said the French Algerian driver recruited by Charles Casset in Washington. Three minutes later the man emerged from the building and walked out on the short narrow pavement. “What are you dressed like that for?” he asked the messenger who stood by the large automobile, covering the insignia on the rear door.


  “I’m the Catholic chaplain, my son. Our military chargé d’affaires would like a word with you.” He opened the door.


  “I’ll do many things for you people,” laughed the driver as he bent down to look inside the limousine, “but being drafted into your army isn’t one of them.… Yes, sir, what can I do for you?”


  “Where did you take our people?” asked the shadowed figure in the backseat, his features in darkness.


  “What people?” said the Algerian, sudden concern in his voice.


  “The two you picked up at the airport several hours ago. The cripple and his friend.”


  “If you’re from the embassy and they want you to know, they’ll call and tell you, won’t they?”


  “You’ll tell me!” A third, powerfully built man in a chauffeur’s uniform appeared from behind the trunk of the car. He walked rapidly forward, raising his arm and crashing a thick ugly blackjack down on the Algerian’s skull. He shoved his victim inside; the old man in the guise of a chaplain climbed in behind him, pulling the door shut as the chauffeur ran around the hood to the front seat. The limousine raced away down the street.


  An hour later on the deserted rue Houdon, a block from Place Pigalle, the Algerian’s bruised and bleeding corpse was disgorged from the large automobile. Inside, the figure in shadows addressed his aged, personally ordained priest.


  “Get your car and remain outside the cripple’s hotel. Stay awake, for you’ll be relieved in the morning and can rest all day. Report any movements and go where he goes. Don’t fail me.”


  “Never, monseigneur.”


  Dimitri Krupkin was not a tall man but he appeared taller than he was, nor was he particularly heavy yet he seemed to possess a much fuller figure than he carried. He had a pleasant if somewhat fleshy face and a generous head held erect; his full eyebrows and well-groomed pepper-and-salt hair and chin beard combined attractively with alert blue eyes and a seemingly perpetual smile, defining a man who enjoyed his life and his work, an intellect behind both. At the moment he was seated in a booth, facing the rear wall, in the all but empty country restaurant in Epernon staring across the table at Alex Conklin, who sat beside the unidentified Bourne and had just explained that he no longer drank alcohol.


  “The world is coming to an end!” exclaimed the Russian in heavily accented English. “You see what happens to a good man in the self-indulgent West? Shame on your parents. They should have stayed with us.”


  “I don’t think you want to compare the rates of alcoholism in our two countries.”


  “Not for a wager of money,” said Krupkin, grinning. “Speaking of money, my dear old enemy, how and where am I to be paid according to our agreement last night on the telephone?”


  “How and where do you want to be paid?” asked Jason.


  “Ah ha, you are my benefactor, sir?”


  “I’ll be paying you, yes.”


  “Hold it!” whispered Conklin, his attention drawn to the restaurant’s entrance. He leaned toward the open side of the booth, his hand on his forehead, then quickly moved back as a couple were shown to a table in the corner to the left of the door.


  “What is it?” asked Bourne.


  “I don’t know…I’m not sure.”


  “Who came in, Aleksei?”


  “That’s just it, I think I should know him but I don’t.”


  “Where is he seated? In a booth?”


  “No, a table. In the corner beyond the bar. He’s with a woman.”


  Krupkin moved to the edge of his seat, took out his billfold and removed from its recess a small mirror the size and thickness of a credit card. Cupping it in both hands, he cautiously angled the glass in front of him. “You must be addicted to the society pages of the Paris tabloids,” said the Russian, chuckling as he replaced the mirror and returned the billfold to his jacket pocket. “He’s with the Italian embassy; that’s his wife. Paolo and Davinia something-or-other, with pretensions to nobility, I believe. Strictly corpo diplomatico on the protocol level. They dress up a party quite nicely and they’re obviously stinking rich.”


  “I don’t travel in those circles, but I’ve seen him somewhere before.”


  “Of course you have. He looks like every middle-aged Italian screen star or any one of those vineyard owners who extol the virtues of the Chianti Classico on television commercials.”


  “Maybe you’re right.”


  “I am.” Krupkin turned to Bourne. “I shall write out the name of a bank and the number of an account in Geneva.” The Soviet reached into his pocket for a pen as he pulled a paper napkin in front of him. He was not able to use either, for a man in his early thirties, dressed in a tight-fitting suit, walked rapidly up to the table.


  “What is it, Sergei?” asked Krupkin.


  “Not you, sir,” replied the Soviet aide. “Him,” he added, nodding at Bourne.


  “What is it?” repeated Jason.


  “You have been followed. At first we were not sure, for it is an old man with a urinary problem. He rapidly left the car twice to relieve himself, but once settled he used the car telephone and squinted through the windscreen to read the name of the restaurant. That was barely minutes ago.”


  “How do you know he was following me?”


  “Because he arrived shortly after you did, and we were here a half hour before that securing the area.”


  “Securing the area!” erupted Conklin, looking at Krupkin. “I thought this conference was strictly between us.”


  “Dear Aleksei, benevolent Aleksei, who would save me from myself. Can you really believe I’d meet with you without considering my own protection. Not you personally, old friend, but your aggressors in Washington. Can you imagine? A deputy director of the CIA negotiates with me over a man he pretends to think I do not know. A rank amateur ploy.”


  “Goddamn you, I never told him!”


  “Oh, dear me, then the error’s mine. I apologize, Aleksei.”


  “Don’t,” interrupted Jason firmly. “That old man’s from the Jackal—”


  “Carlos!” cried Krupkin, his face flushed, his alert blue eyes now intense, angry. “The Jackal’s after you, Aleksei?”


  “No, him,” answered Conklin. “Your benefactor.”


  “Good God! With what we’ve picked up, it’s all falling into place. So I have the distinct honor to meet the infamous Jason Bourne. A great pleasure, sir! We have the same objective where Carlos is concerned, do we not?”


  “If your men are any good, we may reach that objective before the next hour’s up. Come on! Let’s get out of here and use the back way, the kitchen, a window, whatever. He’s found me and you can bet your ass he’s coming out here for me. Only he doesn’t know we know that. Let’s go!”


  As the three men rose from the table Krupkin gave instructions to his aide. “Have the car brought around to the rear, the service entrance, if there is one, but do it casually, Sergei. No sense of urgency, you understand me?”


  “We can drive half a mile down the road and turn into a pasture that will lead to the rear of the building. We will not be seen by the old man in his car.”


  “Very good, Sergei. And have our backup remain in place but be prepared.”


  “Of course, comrade.” The aide hurried back to the front entrance.


  “A backup?” exploded Alex. “You had a backup?”


  “Please, Aleksei, why quibble? It’s your own fault, after all. Even last night on the phone you did not tell me about your conspiracy against your own deputy director.”


  “It wasn’t a conspiracy, for Christ’s sake!”


  “It wasn’t exactly a pure rapport between the home office and the field, was it? No, Aleksei Nikolae Konsolikov, you knew you could—shall we say—use me and you did. Never forget, my fine old adversary, you are Russian.”


  “Will you two shut up and get out of here?”


  They waited in Krupkin’s armor-plated Citroën on the edge of an overgrown field a hundred feet behind the old man’s car, the front of the restaurant in clear sight. To Bourne’s annoyance, Conklin and the KGB officer reminisced like two aging professionals dissecting each other’s strategies in past intelligence operations, pointing out the deficiencies each held to be with the other’s. The Soviet backup was a nondescript sedan on the far shoulder of the road diagonally across from the restaurant. Two armed men were ready to leap out, their automatic weapons prepared to fire.


  Suddenly, a Renault station wagon pulled up to the curb in front of the inn. Three couples were inside; all but the driver got out, all laughing, playfully entwining their arms. They walked with abandon toward the entrance as their companion drove the car into the small side parking lot.


  “Stop them,” said Jason. “They could be killed.”


  “Yes, they could be, Mr. Bourne, but if we stop them we will lose the Jackal.”


  Jason stared at the Russian, unable to speak, the harsh winds of anger and confusion clouding his thoughts. He started to utter a protest but could not do so; the words would not come. Then it was too late for words. A dark brown van shot up the road from the highway to Paris and Bourne found his voice.


  “It’s the one from the boulevard Lefebvre, the one that got away!”


  “The one from where?” asked Conklin.


  “There was trouble on Lefebvre several days ago,” said Krupkin. “An automobile or a truck was blown up. Do you refer to that?”


  “It was a trap. For me.… A van, then a limo, and a double for Carlos—a trap. That’s the second one; it raced out of a dark side street, I think, and tried to cut us down with firepower.”


  “Us?” Alex watched Jason; he saw the undisguised fury in the Chameleon’s eyes, the tight, rigid set of his mouth, the slow spreading and contraction of his strong fingers.


  “Bernardine and me,” whispered Bourne in reply, suddenly raising his voice. “I want a weapon,” he cried. “The gun in my pocket isn’t a goddamned weapon!”


  The driver was Krupkin’s powerfully built Soviet aide Sergei; he reached across his seat and pulled up a Russian AK-47. He held it over his shoulder as Jason grabbed it.


  A dark brown limousine, its tires skidding on the backcountry road, screamed to a stop in front of the faded, worn canopy; and like trained commandos, two men leaped out of the side door, their faces encased in stocking masks, their hands holding automatic weapons. They raced to the entrance, each spinning his body to either side of the double doors. A third man emerged from the squared vehicle, a balding man in a priest’s black clothing. With a gesture of his weapon, the two assault troops spun back toward the doors, their hands on the thick brass knobs. The driver of the van gunned his engine in place.


  “Go!” yelled Bourne. “It’s him! It’s Carlos!”


  “No!” roared Krupkin. “Wait. It’s our trap now, and he must be trapped—inside.”


  “For Christ’s sake, there are people in there!” countered Jason.


  “All wars have casualties, Mr. Bourne, and in case you don’t realize it, this is war. Yours and mine. Yours is far more personal than mine, incidentally.”


  Suddenly, there was an earsplitting scream of vengeance from the Jackal as the double doors were crashed back and the terrorists rushed inside, their weapons on automatic fire.


  “Now!” cried Sergei, the ignition started, the accelerator on the floor. The Citroën swung out on the road, rushing toward the van, but in a split half second its progress was derailed. A massive explosion took place on the right. The old man and the nondescript gray car in which he sat was blown apart, sending the Citroën swerving to the left into the ancient post-and-rail fence that bordered the sunken parking lot on the side of the inn. The instant it happened the Jackal’s dark brown van, instead of racing forward, lurched backward, jerking to a halt as the driver jumped out of the cab, concealing himself behind it; he had spotted the Soviet backup. As the two Russians ran toward the restaurant the Jackal’s driver killed one with a burst from his weapon. The other threw himself into the bordering, sloping grass, watching helplessly as Carlos’s driver shot out the tires and the windows of the Soviet vehicle.


  “Get out!” yelled Sergei, pulling Bourne from the seat onto the dirt by the fence, as his stunned superior and Alex Conklin crawled out behind him.


  “Let’s go!” cried Jason, gripping the AK-47 and getting to his feet. “That son of a bitch blew up the car by remote.”


  “I’ll go first!” said the Soviet.


  “Why?”


  “Frankly, I’m younger and stronger—”


  “Shut up!” Bourne raced ahead, zigzagging to draw fire, then plummeting to the ground when it came from the driver of Carlos’s van. He raised his weapon in the grass, knowing that the Jackal’s man believed his fusillade had been accurate; the head appeared and then was no more as Jason squeezed the trigger.


  The second Russian backup, hearing the death cry from behind the van, rose from the sloping grass and continued toward the restaurant’s entrance. From inside came the sound of erratic gunfire, sudden bursts accompanied by screams of panic, followed by additional bursts. A living nightmare of terror and blood was taking place within the confines of a once bucolic country inn. Bourne got to his feet, Sergei at his side; running, they joined the other surviving Soviet aide. At Jason’s nod, the Russians pulled back the doors and as one they burst inside.


  The next sixty seconds were as terrifying as the shrieking hell depicted by Munch. A waiter and two of the men who were among the three couples were dead, the waiter and one man sprawled on the floor, their skulls shattered, what was left of their faces lying in blood; the third man was splayed back in the banquette, his eyes wide and glass-dead, his clothes riddled with bullets, rivulets of blood rolling down the fabric. The women were in total shock, alternately moaning and screaming as they kept trying to crawl over the pine walls of the booth. The well-dressed man and wife from the Italian embassy were nowhere in sight.


  Sergei suddenly rushed forward, his weapon on auto fire; in a rear corner of the room he had spotted a figure whom Bourne had not seen. The stocking-faced killer sprang out of the shadows, his machine swinging into position, but before he could exercise his advantage, the Soviet cut him down.… Another! A body lurching behind the short counter that served as a bar. Was it the Jackal? Jason pivoted into the diagonal wall, crouching, his eyes darting into every recess in the vicinity of the wine racks. He lunged to the base of the bar as the second Russian backup, assessing the situation, ran to the hysterical women, spinning around, his gun swinging back and forth protecting them. The stocking-faced head shot up from behind the counter, his weapon surging out over the wood. Bourne sprang to his feet, gripping the hot barrel with his left hand, his right commanding the AK-47; he fired point-blank into the terrorist’s contorted face beyond the silk. It was not Carlos. Where was the Jackal?


  “In there!” shouted Sergei as if he had heard Jason’s furious question.


  “Where?”


  “Those doors!”


  It was the country restaurant’s kitchen. Both men converged on the swinging doors. Again Bourne nodded, the signal for them to crash inside, but before they could move, both were partially blown back by an explosion from within; a grenade had been set off, with fragments of metal and glass embedded in the doors. The smoke billowed, wafting out into the dining room; the smell was acrid, sickening.


  Silence.


  Jason and Sergei once more approached the kitchen’s entrance, and once again they were stopped by a second sudden explosion followed by staccato gunfire, the bullets piercing the thin, louvered panels of the swinging doors.


  Silence.


  Standoff.


  Silence.


  It was too much for the furious, impassioned Chameleon. He cracked the bolt of his AK-47, pulled the selective lever and then the trigger for auto fire, and crashed the doors open, lunging for the floor.


  Silence.


  Another scene from another hell. A section of the outside wall had been blown away, the obese owner and his chef, still wearing his toque, were dead, corpses pinned against the lower shelves of the kitchen, blood streaming across and down the wood.


  Bourne slowly rose to his feet, his legs in agony, every nerve in his body frayed, the edge of hysteria not far away. As if in a trance, he looked around through the smoke and the debris, his eyes finally settling on a large, ominous fragment of brown butcher’s paper nailed to the wall with a heavy cleaver. He approached it and, yanking out the cleaver, read the words printed in a black butcher’s pencil:


  The trees of Tannenbaum will burn and children will be the kindling. Sleep well Jason Bourne.


  The mirrors of his life were shattered into a thousand pieces of glass. There was nothing else to do but scream.


  



  CHAPTER THIRTY-ONE


  “Stop it, David!”


  “My God, he’s insane, Aleksei. Sergei, grab him, hold him.… You, help Sergei! Put him on the ground so I can talk to him. We must leave here quickly!”


  It was all the two Russian aides could do to wrestle the screaming Bourne to the grass. He had raced out through the exploded hole in the wall, running into the high grass in a futile attempt to find the Jackal, firing his AK-47 into the field beyond until his magazine was empty. Sergei and the surviving backup had rushed in after him, the former ripping the weapon out of Jason’s hands, together leading the hysterical man back to the rear of the mutilated country inn, where Alex and Krupkin were waiting for them. Forcibly, their charge in a sweating, erratically breathing trance, the five men walked rapidly to the front of the restaurant; there the uncontrollable hysteria again seized the Chameleon.


  The Jackal’s van was gone. Carlos had reversed his line of flight and escaped and Jason Bourne had gone mad.


  “Hold him!” roared Krupkin, kneeling beside Jason as the two aides pinned Bourne to the ground. The KGB officer reached down and spread his hand across the American’s face, gouging his cheeks with thumb and forefinger, forcing Treadstone Seventy-one to look at him. “I’ll say this once, Mr. Bourne, and if it doesn’t sink in, you may stay here by yourself and take the consequences! But we must leave. If you get hold of yourself, we’ll be in touch with the proper officials of your government within the hour from Paris. I’ve read the warning to you and I can assure you your own people are capable of protecting your family—as your family was explained to me by Aleksei. But you, yourself, must be part of that communication. You can become rational, Mr. Bourne, or you can go to hell. Which will it be?”


  The Chameleon, straining against the knees pinning him to the ground, exhaled as if it were his final breath. His eyes came into focus and he said, “Get these bastards off me.”


  “One of those bastards saved your life,” said Conklin.


  “And I saved one of theirs. So be it.”


  The armor-plated Citroën sped down the country road toward the Paris highway. On the scrambled cellular telephone, Krupkin ordered a team to Epernon for the immediate removal of what was left of the Russian backup vehicle. The body of the slain man had been placed carefully in the Citroën’s trunk, and the official Soviet comment, if asked for, was one of noninvolvement: Two lower-level diplomatic staff had gone out for a country lunch when the massacre occurred. Several killers were in stocking masks, the others barely seen as the staff members escaped through a back door, running for their lives. When it was over they returned to the restaurant, covering the victims, trying to calm the hysterical women and the lone surviving man. They had called their superiors to report the hideous incident and were instructed to inform the local police and return at once to the embassy. Soviet interests could not be jeopardized by the accidental presence at the scene of an act of French criminality.


  “It sounds so Russian,” Krupkin said.


  “Will anyone believe it?” Alex wondered.


  “It doesn’t matter,” answered the Soviet. “Epernon reeks of a Jackal reprisal. The blown-apart old man, two subordinate terrorists in stocking masks—the Sûreté knows the signs. If we were involved, we were on the correct side, so they won’t pursue our presence.”


  Bourne sat silently by the window. Krupkin was beside him with Conklin in the jump seat in front of the Russian. Jason broke his angry silence, taking his eyes off the rushing scenery and slamming his fist on the armrest. “Oh, Christ, the kids!” he shouted. “How could that bastard have learned about the Tannenbaum house?”


  “Forgive me, Mr. Bourne,” broke in Krupkin gently. “I realize it’s far easier for me to say than for you to accept, but very soon now you’ll be in touch with Washington. I know something about the Agency’s ability to protect its own, and I guarantee you it’s maddeningly effective.”


  “It can’t be so goddamned great if Carlos can penetrate this far!”


  “Perhaps he didn’t,” said the Soviet. “Perhaps he had another source.”


  “There weren’t any.”


  “One never knows, sir.”


  They sped through the streets of Paris in the blinding afternoon sun as the pedestrians sweltered in the summer heat. Finally they reached the Soviet embassy on the boulevard Lannes and raced through the gates, the guards waving them on, instantly recognizing Krupkin’s gray Citroën. They swung around the cobblestone courtyard, stopping in front of the imposing marble steps and the sculptured arch that formed the entrance.


  “Stay available, Sergei,” ordered the KGB officer. “If there’s to be any contact with the Súreté, you’re selected.” Then, as if it were an afterthought, Krupkin addressed the aide sitting next to Sergei in the front seat. “No offense, young man,” he added, “but over the years my old friend and driver has become highly resourceful in these situations. However, you also have work to do. Process the body of our loyal deceased comrade for cremation. Internal Operations will explain the paperwork.” With a nod of his head, Dimitri Krupkin instructed Bourne and Alex Conklin to get out of the car.


  Once inside, Dimitri explained to the army guard that he did not care for his guests to be subjected to the metal detecting trellises through which all visitors to the Soviet embassy were expected to pass. As an aside, he whispered in English to his guests. “Can you imagine the alarms that would go off? Two armed Americans from the savage CIA roaming the halls of this bastion of the proletariat? Good heavens, I can feel the cold of Siberia in my testicles.”


  They walked through the ornate, richly decorated nineteenth-century lobby to a typical brass-grilled French elevator; they entered and proceeded to the third floor. The grille opened and Krupkin continued as he led the way down a wide corridor. “We’ll use an in-house conference room,” he said. “You’ll be the only Americans who have ever seen it or will ever see it, as it’s one of the few offices without listening devices.”


  “You wouldn’t want to submit that statement to a polygraph, would you?” asked Conklin, chuckling.


  “Like you, Aleksei, I learned long ago how to fool those idiot machines; but even if that were not so, in this case I would willingly submit it, for it’s true. In all honesty, it’s to protect ourselves from ourselves. Come along now.”


  The conference room was the size of an average suburban dining room but with a long heavy table and dark masculine furniture, the chairs thick, unwieldy and quite comfortable. The walls were covered with deep brown paneling, the inevitable portrait of Lenin centered ostentatiously behind the head chair, beside which was a low table designed for the telephone console within easy reach. “I know you’re anxious,” said Krupkin, going to the console, “so I’ll authorize an international line for you.” Lifting the phone, touching a button, and speaking rapidly in Russian, Dimitri did so, then hung up and turned to the Americans. “You’re assigned number twenty-six; it’s the last button on the right, second row.”


  “Thanks.” Conklin nodded and reached into his pocket, pulling out a scrap of paper and handing it to the KGB officer. “I need another favor, Kruppie. That’s a telephone number here in Paris. It’s supposed to be a direct line to the Jackal, but it didn’t match the one Bourne was given that did reach him. We don’t know where it fits in, but wherever it is, it’s tied to Carlos.”


  “And you don’t want to call it for fear of exposing your possession of the number—initial codes, that sort of thing. I understand, of course. Why send out an alert when it’s unnecessary? I’ll take care of it.” Krupkin looked at Jason, his expression that of an older, understanding colleague. “Be of good and firm heart, Mr. Bourne, as the czarists would say facing no discernible harm whatsoever. Despite your apprehensions, I have enormous faith in Langley’s abilities. They’ve harmed my not insignificant operations more than I care to dwell upon.”


  “I’m sure you’ve done your share of damage to them,” said Jason impatiently, glancing at the telephone console.


  “That knowledge keeps me going.”


  “Thanks, Kruppie,” said Alex. “In your words, you’re a fine old enemy.”


  “Again, shame on your parents! If they had stayed in Mother Russia, just think. By now you and I would be running the Komitet.”


  “And have two lakefront houses?”


  “Are you crazy, Aleksei? We would own the entire Lake Geneva!” Krupkin turned and walked to the door, letting himself out with quiet laughter.


  “It’s all a damned game with you people, isn’t it?” said Bourne.


  “Up to a point,” agreed Alex, “but not when stolen information can lead to the loss of life—on both sides, incidentally. That’s when the weapons come out and the games are over.”


  “Reach Langley,” said Jason abruptly, nodding at the console. “Holland’s got some explaining to do.”


  “Reaching Langley wouldn’t help—”


  “What?”


  “It’s too early; it’s barely seven o’clock in the States, but not to worry, I can bypass.” Conklin again reached into a pocket and withdrew a small notebook.


  “Bypass?” cried Bourne. “What kind of double talk is that? I’m close to the edge, Alex, those are my children over there!”


  “Relax, all it means is that I’ve got his unlisted home number.” Conklin sat down and picked up the phone; he dialed.


  “ ‘Bypass,’ for Christ’s sake. You relics of outmoded ciphers can’t use the English language. Bypass!”


  “Sorry, Professor, it’s habit.… Peter? It’s Alex. Open your eyes and wake up, sailor. We’ve got complications.”


  “I don’t have to wake up,” said the voice from Fairfax, Virginia. “I just got back from a five-mile jog.”


  “Oh, you people with feet think you’re so smart.”


  “Jesus, I’m sorry, Alex.… I didn’t mean—”


  “Of course you didn’t, Ensign Holland, but we’ve got a problem.”


  “Which means at least you’ve made contact. You reached Bourne.”


  “He’s standing over my shoulder and we’re calling from the Soviet embassy in Paris.”


  “What? Holy shit!”


  “Not holy, just Casset, remember?”


  “Oh, yes, I forgot.… What about his wife?”


  “Mo Panov’s with her. The good doctor’s covering the medical bases, for which I’m grateful.”


  “So am I. Any other progress?”


  “Nothing you want to hear, but you’re going to hear it loud and clear.”


  “What are you talking about?”


  “The Jackal knows about the Tannenbaum estate.”


  “You’re nuts!” shouted the director of the Central Intelligence Agency so loudly that there was a metallic ring on the transoceanic line. “Nobody knows! Only Charlie Casset and myself. We built up a chrono with false names and Central American bios so far removed from Paris that no one could make a connection. Also, there was no mention of the Tannenbaum place in the orders! S’ help me, Alex, it was airtight because we wouldn’t let anyone else handle it!”


  “Facts are facts, Peter. My friend got a note saying the trees of Tannenbaum would burn, the children with them.”


  “Son of a bitch!” yelled Holland. “Stay on the line,” he ordered. “I’ll call St. Jacques over there, then max-security and have them moved this morning. Stay on the line!” Conklin looked up at Bourne, the telephone between them, the words heard by both men.


  “If there’s a leak, and there is a leak, it can’t come from Langley,” said Alex.


  “It has to! He hasn’t looked deep enough.”


  “Where does he look?”


  “Christ, you’re the experts. The helicopter that flew them out; the crew, the people who cleared an American aircraft flying into UK territory. My God! Carlos bought the lousy Crown governor of Montserrat and his head drug chief. What’s to prevent him from owning the communications between our military and Plymouth?”


  “But you heard him,” insisted Conklin. “The names were fake, the chronologies oriented to Central America, and above all, no one on the relay flights knew about the Tannenbaum estate. No one.… We’ve got a gap.”


  “Please spare me that crypto-jargon.”


  “It’s not cryptic at all. A gap’s a space that hasn’t been filled—”


  “Alex?” The angry voice of Peter Holland was back on the line.


  “Yes, Peter?”


  “We’re moving them out, and I won’t even tell you where they’re going. St. Jacques’s pissed off because Mrs. Cooper and the kids are settled, but I told him he’s got an hour.”


  “I want to talk to Johnny,” said Bourne, bending over and speaking loud enough to be heard.


  “Nice to meet you, if only on the phone,” broke in Holland.


  “Thanks for all you’re doing for us,” managed Jason quietly, sincerely. “I mean that.”


  “Quid pro quo, Bourne. In your hunt for the Jackal you pulled a big ugly rabbit out of a filthy hat nobody knew was there.”


  “What?”


  “Medusa, the new one.”


  “How’s it going?” interrupted Conklin.


  “We’re doing our own cross-pollinating between the Sicilians and a number of European banks. It’s dirtying up everything it touches, but we’ve now got more wires into that high-powered law firm in New York than in a NASA lift-off. We’re closing in.”


  “Good hunting,” said Jason. “May I have the number at Tannenbaum’s so I can reach John St. Jacques?”


  Holland gave it to him; Alex wrote it down and hung up. “The horn’s all yours,” said Conklin, awkwardly getting out of the chair by the console and moving to the one at the right corner of the table.


  Bourne sat down and concentrated on the myriad buttons below him. He picked up the telephone and, reading the numbers Alex had recorded in his notebook, touched the appropriate digits on the console.


  The greetings were abrupt, Jason’s questions harsh, his voice demanding. “Who did you talk to about the Tannenbaum house?”


  “Back up, David,” said St. Jacques, instinctively defensive. “What do you mean who did I talk to?”


  “Just that. From Tranquility to Washington, who did you speak to about Tannenbaum’s?”


  “You mean after Holland told me about it?”


  “For Christ’s sake, Johnny, it couldn’t be before, could it?”


  “No, it couldn’t, Sherlock Holmes.”


  “Then who?”


  “You. Only you, esteemed Brother-in-law.”


  “What?”


  “You heard me. Everything was happening so fast I probably forgot Tannenbaum’s name anyway, and if I remembered it, I certainly wasn’t going to advertise it.”


  “You must have. There was a leak and it didn’t come from Langley.”


  “It didn’t come from me, either. Look, Dr. Academic, I may not have an alphabet after my name, but I’m not exactly an idiot. That’s my niece and nephew in the other room and I fully expect to watch them grow up.… The leak’s why we’re being moved, isn’t it?”


  “Yes.”


  “How severe?”


  “Maximum. The Jackal.”


  “Jesus!” exploded St. Jacques. “That bastard shows up in the neighborhood, he’s mine!”


  “Easy, Canada,” said Jason, his voice now softer, conveying thought, not anger. “You say, and I believe you, that you described the Tannenbaum place only to me and, if I recall, I was the one who identified it.”


  “That’s right. I remember because when Pritchard told me you were on the phone, I was on the other line with Henry Sykes in ’Serrat. Remember Henry, the CG’s aide?”


  “Of course.”


  “I was asking him to keep half an eye on Tranquility because I had to leave for a few days. Naturally, he knew that because he had to clear the U.S. aircraft in here, and I distinctly recall his asking me where I was going and all I said was Washington. It never even occurred to me to say anything about Tannenbaum’s place, and Sykes didn’t press me because he obviously figured it had something to do with the horrible things that had happened. I suppose you could say he’s a professional in these matters.” St. Jacques paused, but before Bourne could speak he uttered hoarsely, “Oh, my God!”


  “Pritchard,” supplied Jason. “He stayed on the line.”


  “Why? Why would he do it?”


  “You forget,” explained Bourne. “Carlos bought your Crown governor and his Savonarola drug chief. They had to cost heavy money; he could have bought Pritchard for a lot less.”


  “No, you’re wrong, David. Pritchard may be a deluded, self-inflated jackass but he wouldn’t turn on me for money. It’s not that important in the islands—prestige is. And except when he drives me up the wall, I feed it to him; actually he does a pretty damn good job.”


  “There’s no one else, Bro.”


  “There’s also one way to find out. I’m here, not there, and I’m not about to leave here.”


  “What’s your point?”


  “I want to bring in Henry Sykes. Is that all right with you?”


  “Do it.”


  “How’s Marie?”


  “As well as can be expected under the circumstances.… And, Johnny, I don’t want her to know a thing about any of this, do you understand me? When she reaches you, and she will, just tell her you’re settled in and everything’s okay, nothing about the move or Carlos.”


  “I understand.”


  “Everything is all right, isn’t it? How are the kids—how’s Jamie taking everything?”


  “You may resent this, but he’s having a grand time, and Mrs. Cooper won’t even let me touch Alison.”


  “I don’t resent either piece of information.”


  “Thanks. What about you? Any progress?”


  “I’ll be in touch,” said Bourne, hanging up and turning to Alex. “It doesn’t make sense, and Carlos always makes sense if you look hard enough. He leaves me a warning that drives me crazy with fear, but he has no means of carrying out his threat. What do you make of it?”


  “The sense is in driving you crazy,” replied Conklin. “The Jackal’s not going to take on an installation like Tannenbaum’s sterile house long-distance. That message was meant to panic you and it did. He wants to throw you off so you’ll make mistakes. He wants the controls in his hands.”


  “It’s another reason for Marie to fly back to the States as soon as possible. She’s got to. I want her inside a fortress, not having lunch out in the open in Barbizon.”


  “I’m more sympathetic to that view than I was last night.” Alex was interrupted by the sound of the door opening. Krupkin walked into the room carrying several computer printouts.


  “The number you gave me is disconnected,” he said, a slight hesitancy in his voice.


  “Who was it connected to?” asked Jason.


  “You will not like this any more than I do, and I’d lie to you if I could invent a plausible alternate, but I cannot and I undoubtedly should not.… As of five days ago it was transferred from an obviously false organization to the name of Webb. David Webb.”


  Conklin and Bourne stared in silence at the Soviet intelligence officer, but in that silence were the unheard static cracks of high-voltage electricity. “Why are you so certain we won’t like the information?” asked Alex quietly.


  “My fine old enemy,” began Krupkin, his gentle voice no louder than Conklin’s. “When Mr. Bourne came out of that café of horror with the brown paper clasped in his hand, he was hysterical. In trying to calm him, to bring him under control, you called him David.… I now have a name I sincerely wish I did not possess.”


  “Forget it,” said Bourne.


  “I shall do my best to, but there are ways—”


  “That’s not what I mean,” broke in Jason. “I have to live with the fact that you know it and I’ll manage. Where was that phone installed, the address?”


  “According to the billing computers, it’s a mission home run by an organization called the Magdalen Sisters of Charity. Again obviously false.”


  “Obviously not,” corrected Bourne. “It exists. They exist. It’s legitimate down to their religious helmets, and it’s also a usable drop. Or was.”


  “Fascinating,” mused Krupkin. “So much of the Jackal’s various façades is tied to the Church. A brilliant if overdone modus operandi. It’s said that he once studied for the priesthood.”


  “Then the Church is one up on you,” said Alex, angling his head in a humorously mocking rebuke. “They threw him out before you did.”


  “I never underestimate the Vatican,” laughed Dimitri. “It ultimately proved that our mad Joseph Stalin misunderstood priorities when he asked how many battalions the Pope had. His Holiness doesn’t need them; he achieves more than Stalin ever did with all his purges. Power goes to the one who instills the greatest fear, not so, Aleksei? All the princes of this earth use it with brutal effectiveness. And it all revolves around death—the fear of it, before and after. When will we grow up and tell them all to go to the devil?”


  “Death,” whispered Jason, frowning. “Death on the Rivoli, at the Meurice, the Magdalen Sisters … my God, I completely forgot! Dominique Lavier! She was at the Meurice—she may still be there. She said she’d work with me!”


  “Why would she?” asked Krupkin sharply.


  “Because Carlos killed her sister and she had no choice but to join him or be killed herself.” Bourne turned to the console. “I need the telephone number of the Meurice—”


  “Four two six zero, three eight six zero,” offered Krupkin as Jason grabbed a pencil and wrote down the numbers on Alex’s notepad. “A lovely place, once known as the hotel of kings. I especially like the grill.”


  Bourne touched the buttons, holding up his hand for quiet. Remembering, he asked for Madame Brielle’s room, the name they had agreed upon, and when the hotel operator said “Mais oui,” he nodded rapidly in relief to Alex and Dimitri Krupkin. Lavier answered.


  “Yes?”


  “It is I, madame,” said Jason, his French just slightly coarse, ever so minimally Anglicized; the Chameleon was in charge. “Your housekeeper suggested we might reach you here. Madame’s dress is ready. We apologize for the delay.”


  “It was to have been brought to me yesterday—by noon—you ass! I intended to wear it last evening at Le Grand Véfour. I was mortified!”


  “A thousand apologies. We can deliver it to the hotel immediately.”


  “You are again an ass! I’m sure my maid also told you I was here for only two days. Take it to my flat on the Montaigne and it had better be there by four o’clock or your bill will not be paid for six months!” The conversation was believably terminated by a loud crack at the other end of the line.


  Bourne replaced the phone; perspiration had formed at his slightly graying hairline. “I’ve been out of this too long,” he said, breathing deeply. “She has a flat on the Montaigne and she’ll be there after four o’clock.”


  “Who the hell is Dominique whatever her name is?” fairly yelled the frustrated Conklin.


  “Lavier,” answered Krupkin, “only, she uses her dead sister’s name, Jacqueline. She’s been posing as her sister for years.”


  “You know about that?” asked Jason, impressed.


  “Yes, but it never did us much good. It was an understandable ruse—look-alikes, several months’ absence, minor surgery and programming—all quite normal in the abnormal world of haute couture. Who looks or listens to anyone in that superficial orbit? We watch her, but she’s never led us to the Jackal, she wouldn’t know how. She has no direct access; everything she reports to Carlos is filtered, stone walls at every relay. That’s the way of the Jackal.”


  “It’s not always the way,” said Bourne. “There was a man named Santos who managed a run-down café in Argenteuil called Le Coeur du Soldat. He had access. He gave it to me and it was very special.”


  “Was?” Krupkin raised his eyebrows. “Had? You employ the past tense?”


  “He’s dead.”


  “And that run-down café in Argenteuil, is it still flourishing?”


  “It’s cleaned out and closed down,” admitted Jason, no defeat in his admission.


  “So the access is terminated, no?”


  “Sure, but I believe what he told me because he was killed for telling it to me. You see, he was getting out, just as this Lavier woman wants to get out—only, his association went back to the beginning. To Cuba, where Carlos saved a misfit like himself from execution. He knew he could use that man, that huge imposing giant who could operate inside the world of the dregs of humanity and be his primary relay. Santos had direct access. He proved it because he gave me an alternate number that did reach the Jackal. Only a very few men could do that.”


  “Fascinating,” said Krupkin, his eyes firmly focused on Bourne. “But as my fine old enemy, Aleksei, who is now looking at you as I look at you, might inquire, what are you leading up to, Mr. Bourne? Your words are ambiguous but your implied accusations appear dangerous.”


  “To you. Not to us.”


  “I beg your pardon?”


  “Santos told me that only four men in the world have direct access to the Jackal. One of them is in Dzerzhinsky Square. ‘Very high in the Komitet’ were Santos’s words, and believe me, he didn’t think much of your superior.”


  It was as if Dimitri Krupkin had been struck in the face by a director of the Politburo in the middle of Red Square during a May Day parade. The blood drained from his head, his skin taking on the pallor of ash, his eyes steady, unblinking. “What else did this Santos tell you? I have to know!”


  “Only that Carlos had a thing about Moscow, that he was making contact with people in high places. It was an obsession with him.… If you can find that contact in Dzerzhinsky Square, it would be a big leap forward. In the meantime, all we’ve got is Dominique Lavier—”


  “Damn, damn!” roared Krupkin, cutting off Jason. “How insane, yet how perfectly logical! You’ve answered several questions, Mr. Bourne, and how they’ve burned into my mind. So many times I’ve come so close—so many, so close—and always nothing. Well, let me tell you, gentlemen, the games of the devil are not restricted to those confined to hell. Others can play them. My God, I’ve been a pearl to be flushed from one oyster to another, always the bigger fool!… Make no more calls from that telephone!”


  



  It was 3:30 in the afternoon, Moscow time, and the elderly man in the uniform of a Soviet army officer walked as rapidly as his age permitted down the hallway on the fifth floor of KGB headquarters in Dzerzhinsky Square. It was a hot day, and as usual the air conditioning was only barely and erratically adequate, so General Grigorie Rodchenko permitted himself a privilege of rank: his collar was open. It did not stop the occasional rivulet of sweat from sliding in and out of the crevices of his deeply lined face on its way down to his neck, but the absence of the tight, red-bordered band of cloth around his throat was a minor relief.


  He reached the bank of elevators, pressed the button and waited, gripping a key in his hand. The doors to his right opened, and he was pleased to see that there was no one inside. It was easier than having to order everyone out—at least, far less awkward. He entered, inserted the key in the uppermost lock-release above the panel, and again waited while the mechanism performed its function. It did so quickly, and the elevator shot directly down to the lowest underground levels of the building.


  The doors opened and the general walked out, instantly aware of the pervasive silence that filled the corridors both left and right. In moments, that would change, he thought. He proceeded down the left hallway to a large steel door with a metal sign riveted in the center.


  ENTRANCE FORBIDDEN


  AUTHORIZED PERSONNEL ONLY


  It was a foolish admonition, he thought, as he took out a thin plastic card from his pocket and shoved it slowly, carefully, into a slot on the right. Without the pass card—and sometimes even with it if inserted too quickly—the door would not open. There were two clicks, and Rodchenko removed his card as the heavy, knobless door swung back, a television monitor recording his entry.


  The hum of activity was pronounced from dozens of lighted cubicles within the huge, dark low-ceilinged complex the size of a czar’s grand ballroom but without the slightest attempt at decor. A thousand pieces of equipment in black and gray, several hundred personnel in pristine white coveralls within white-walled cubicles. And, thankfully, the air was cool, almost cold, in fact. The machinery demanded it, for this was the KGB’s communications center. Information poured in twenty-four hours a day from all over the world.


  The old soldier trudged up a familiar path to the farthest aisle on the right, then left to the last cubicle at the far end of the enormous room. It was a long walk, and the general’s breath was short, his legs were tired. He entered the small enclosure, nodding at the middle-aged operator who looked up at his visitor and removed the cushioned headset from his ears. On the white counter in front of him was a large electronic console with myriad switches, dials and a keyboard. Rodchenko sat down in a steel chair next to the man; catching his breath, he spoke.


  “You have word from Colonel Krupkin in Paris?”


  “I have words concerning Colonel Krupkin, General. In line with your instructions to monitor the colonel’s telephone conversations, including those international lines authorized by him, I received a tape from Paris several minutes ago that I thought you should listen to.”


  “As usual, you are most efficient and I am most grateful; and as always, I’m sure Colonel Krupkin will inform us of events, but as you know, he’s so terribly busy.”


  “No explanations are necessary, sir. The conversations you are about to hear were recorded within the past half hour. The earphones, please?”


  Rodchenko slipped on the headset and nodded. The operator placed a pad and a container of sharpened pencils in front of the general; he touched a number on the keyboard and sat back as the powerful third direktor of the Komitet leaned forward listening. In moments the general began taking notes; minutes later he was writing furiously. The tape came to an end and Rodchenko removed the headset. He looked sternly at the operator, his narrow Slavic eyes rigid between the folds of lined flesh, the crevices in his face seemingly more pronounced than before.


  “Erase the tape, then destroy the reel,” he ordered, getting out of the chair. “As usual, you have heard nothing.”


  “As usual, General.”


  “And, as usual, you will be rewarded.”


  It was 4:17 when Rodchenko returned to his office and sat down at his desk, studying his notes. It was incredible! It was beyond belief, yet there it was—he had heard for himself the words and the voices saying those words!… Not those concerning the monseigneur in Paris; he was secondary now and could be reached in minutes, if it was necessary. That could wait, but the other could not wait, not an instant longer! The general picked up his phone and rang his secretary.


  “I want an immediate satellite transmission to our consulate in New York. All maximum scramblers in place and operational.”


  How could it happen?


  Medusa!


  



  CHAPTER THIRTY-TWO


  Frowning, Marie listened to her husband’s voice over the telephone, nodding at Mo Panov across the hotel room. “Where are you now?” she asked.


  “At a pay phone in the Plaza-Athénée,” answered Bourne. “I’ll be back in a couple of hours.”


  “What’s happening?”


  “Complications, but also some progress.”


  “That doesn’t tell me anything.”


  “There’s not that much to tell.”


  “What’s this Krupkin like?”


  “He’s an original. He brought us to the Soviet embassy and I talked to your brother on one of their lines.”


  “What?… How are the children?”


  “Fine. Everything’s fine. Jamie’s thoroughly enjoying himself and Mrs. Cooper won’t let Johnny touch Alison.”


  “Which means Bro doesn’t want to touch Alison.”


  “So be it.”


  “What’s the number? I want to call.”


  “Holland’s setting up a secure line. We’ll know in an hour or so.”


  “Which means you’re lying.”


  “So be it. You should be with them. If I’m delayed, I’ll call you.”


  “Wait a minute. Mo wants to talk to you—”


  The line went dead. Across the room, Panov slowly shook his head as he watched Marie’s reaction to the suddenly terminated conversation. “Forget it,” he said. “I’m the last person he wants to talk to.”


  “He’s back there, Mo. He’s not David any longer.”


  “He has a different calling now,” added Panov softly. “David can’t handle it.”


  “I think that’s the most frightening thing I’ve ever heard you say.”


  The psychiatrist nodded. “It may well be.”


  The gray Citroën was parked several hundred feet diagonally across from the canopied entrance of Dominique Lavier’s apartment building on the fashionable avenue Montaigne. Krupkin, Alex and Bourne sat in the back, Conklin again in the jump seat, his size and disabled leg making the position more feasible. Conversation was at a minimum as the three men anxiously kept glancing over at the glass doors of the apartment.


  “Are you sure this is going to work?” asked Jason.


  “I am only sure that Sergei is an immensely talented professional,” replied Krupkin. “He was trained in Novgorod, you know, and his French is impeccable. He also carries on him a variety of identifications that would fool the Division of Documents at the Deuxième Bureau.”


  “What about the other two?” pressed Bourne.


  “Silent subordinates, controlled by and subservient to their superior. They’re also experts at their craft.… Here he comes!”


  Sergei could be seen walking out of the glass doors; he turned left, and within moments crossed the wide boulevard toward the Citroën. He reached the car, went around the hood and climbed in behind the wheel. “Everything is in order,” he said, angling his head over the front seat. “Madame has not returned and the flat is number twenty-one, second floor, right front side. It has been swept thoroughly; there are no intercepts.”


  “Are you certain?” asked Conklin. “There’s no room for error here, Sergei.”


  “Our instruments are the best, sir,” answered the KGB aide, smiling. “It pains me to say it, but they were developed by the General Electronics Corporation under contract to Langley.”


  “Two points for our side,” said Alex.


  “Minus twelve for permitting the technology to be stolen,” concluded Krupkin. “Besides, I’m sure a number of years ago our Madame Lavier might have had bugs sewn into her mattress—”


  “Checked,” broke in Sergei.


  “Thank you, but my point is that the Jackal could hardly have monitoring personnel all over Paris. It all gets so complicated.”


  “Where are your other two men?” asked Bourne.


  “In the lobby corridors, sir. I’ll join them shortly, and we have a support vehicle down the street, all in radio contact, of course.… I’ll drive you over now.”


  “Wait a minute,” interrupted Conklin. “How do we get in? What do we say?”


  “It’s been said, sir, you need say nothing. You are authorized covert personnel from the French SEDCE—”


  “The what?” broke in Jason.


  “The Service of External Documentation and Counterespionage,” answered Alex. “It’s the nearest thing here to Langley.”


  “What about the Deuxième?”


  “Special Branch,” said Conklin offhandedly, his mind elsewhere. “Some say it’s an elite corps, others say otherwise.… Sergei, won’t they check?”


  “They already have, sir. After showing the concierge and his assistant my identification, I gave them an unlisted telephone number that confirmed the Service and my status. I subsequently described the three of you and requested no conversation, merely access to Madame Lavier’s flat.… I’ll drive over now. It will make a better impression on the doorman.”


  “Sometimes simplicity backed by authority is best in deception,” observed Krupkin as the Citroën was maneuvered between the sparse, erratic traffic across the wide avenue to the entrance of the white-stone apartment complex. “Take the car around the corner out of sight, Sergei,” ordered the KGB officer, reaching for the door handle. “And my radio, if you please?”


  “Yes, sir,” replied the aide, handing Krupkin a miniaturized electronic intercom over the seat. “I’ll signal you when I’m in position.”


  “I can reach all of you with this?”


  “Yes, comrade. Beyond a hundred and fifty meters the frequency is undetectable.”


  “Come along, gentlemen.”


  Inside the marble lobby, Krupkin nodded at the formally dressed concierge behind the counter, Jason and Alex on the Soviet’s right. “La porte est ouverte,” said the concierge, his gaze downward, avoiding direct eye contact. “I shall not be in evidence when madame arrives,” he continued in French. “How you got in is unknown to me; however, there is a service entrance at the rear of the building.”


  “But for official courtesy it is the one we would have used,” said Krupkin, looking straight ahead as he and his companions walked to the elevator.


  Lavier’s flat was a testament to the world of haute couture chic. The walls were dotted with photographs of fashion notables attending important showings and events, as well as with framed original sketches by celebrated designers. Like a Mondrian, the furniture was stark in its simplicity, the colors bold and predominantly red, black and deep green; the chairs, sofas and tables only vaguely resembled chairs, sofas and tables—they seemed more suitable for use in spacecraft.


  As if by rote, both Conklin and the Russian immediately began examining the tables, ferreting out handwritten notes, a number of which were beside a mother-of-pearl telephone on top of a curved, thick dark green table of sorts.


  “If this is a desk,” said Alex, “where the hell are the drawers or the handles?”


  “It’s the newest thing from Leconte,” replied Krupkin.


  “The tennis player?” interrupted Conklin.


  “No, Aleksei, the furniture designer. You press in and they shoot out.”


  “You’re kidding.”


  “Try it.”


  Conklin did so and a barely discernible drawer sprang loose from an all but invisible crack. “I’ll be damned—”


  Krupkin’s miniaturized radio suddenly erupted with two sharp beeps from inside his breast pocket. “It must be Sergei checking in,” said Dimitri, removing the instrument. “You’re in place, comrade?” he continued, speaking into the base of the radio.


  “More than that,” came the aide’s quiet voice accompanied by minor static. “The Lavier woman has just entered the building.”


  “The concierge?”


  “Nowhere in sight.”


  “Good. Out.… Aleksei, get away from there. Lavier is on her way up.”


  “You want to hide?” asked Conklin facetiously, turning the pages of a telephone notebook.


  “I’d rather not start off with instant hostility, which will be the case if she sees you riffling through her personal effects.”


  “All right, all right.” Alex returned the notebook to the drawer and closed it. “But if she isn’t going to cooperate, I’m taking that little black book.”


  “She’ll cooperate,” said Bourne. “I told you, she wants out, and the only way out for her is with a dead Jackal. The money’s secondary—not inconsequential, but getting out comes first.”


  “Money?” asked Krupkin. “What money?”


  “I offered to pay her and I will.”


  “And I can assure you, money is not secondary to Madame Lavier,” added the Russian.


  The sound of a key being inserted into a latch echoed throughout the living room. The three men turned to the door as a startled Dominique Lavier walked inside. Her astonishment, however, was so brief as to be fleeting; there were no cracks whatsoever in her composure. Brows arched in the manner of a regal mannequin, she calmly replaced the key in her beaded purse, looked over at the intruders and spoke in English.


  “Well, Kruppie, I might have known you were somewhere in this bouillabaisse.”


  “Ah, the charming Jacqueline, or may we drop the pretense, Domie?”


  “Kruppie?” cried Alex. “Domie?… Is this old home week?”


  “Comrade Krupkin is one of the more advertised KGB officers in Paris,” said Lavier, walking to the long, cubed red table behind the white silk sofa and putting down her purse. “Knowing him is de rigueur in certain circles.”


  “It has its advantages, dear Domie. You can’t imagine the disinformation I’m fed in those circles by the Quai d’Orsay, and once having tasted it, knowing it’s false. By the way, I understand you’ve met our tall American friend and even had certain negotiations with him, so I think it’s only proper I introduce you to his colleague.… Madame, Monsieur Aleksei Konsolikov.”


  “I don’t believe you. He’s no Soviet. One’s nostrils become attuned to the approach of the unwashed bear.”


  “Ah, you destroy me, Domie! But you’re right, it was a parental error of judgment. He may therefore introduce himself, if he cares to.”


  “The name’s Conklin, Alex Conklin, Miss Lavier, and I’m American. However, our mutual acquaintance ‘Kruppie’ is right in one sense. My parents were Russian and I speak it fluently, so he’s at a loss to mislead me when we’re in Soviet company.”


  “I think that’s delicious.”


  “Well, it’s at least appetizing, if you know Kruppie.”


  “I’m wounded, fatally wounded!” exclaimed Krupkin. “But my injuries are not essential to this meeting. You will work with us, Domie?”


  “I’ll work with you, Kruppie. My God, will I work with you! I ask only that Jason Bourne clarifies his offer to me. With Carlos I’m a caged animal, but without him I’m a near-destitute aging courtesan. I want him to pay for my sister’s death and for everything he’s done to me, but I don’t care to sleep in the gutter.”


  “Name your price,” said Jason.


  “Write it down,” clarified Conklin, glancing at Krupkin.


  “Let me see,” said Lavier, walking around the sofa and crossing to the Leconte desk. “I’m within a few years of sixty—from one direction or another, it’s immaterial—and without the Jackal, and the absence of some other fatal disease, I will have perhaps fifteen to twenty years.” She bent down over the desk and wrote a figure on a notepad, tore it off, then stood up and looked at the tall American. “For you, Mr. Bourne, and I’d rather not argue. I believe it’s fair.”


  Jason took the paper and read the amount: $1,000,000.00, American. “It’s fair,” said Bourne, handing the note back to Lavier. “Add how and where you want it paid and I’ll make the arrangements when we leave here. The money will be there in the morning.”


  The aging courtesan looked into Bourne’s eyes. “I believe you,” she said, again bending over the desk and writing out her instructions. She rose and gave the paper back to Jason. “The deal is made, monsieur, and may God grant us the kill. If he does not, we are dead.”


  “You’re speaking as a Magdalen sister?”


  “I’m speaking as a sister who’s terrified, no more and certainly no less.”


  Bourne nodded. “I’ve several questions,” he said. “Do you want to sit down?”


  “Oui. With a cigarette.” Lavier crossed to the sofa and, sinking into the cushions, reached for her purse on the red table. She took out a pack of cigarettes, extracted one and picked up a gold lighter from the coffee table. “Such a filthy habit but at times so damned necessary,” she said, snapping the flame and inhaling deeply. “Your questions, monsieur?”


  “What happened at the Meurice? How did it happen?”


  “The woman happened—I assume it was your woman—that was my understanding. As we agreed, you and your friend from Deuxième were positioned so that when Carlos arrived to trap you, you would kill him. For reasons no one can fathom, your woman screamed as you crossed the Rivoli—the rest you saw for yourself.… How could you have told me to take a room at the Meurice knowing she was there?”


  “That’s easy to answer. I didn’t know she was there. Where do we stand now?”


  “Carlos still trusts me. He blames everything on the woman, your wife, I’m told, and has no reason to hold me responsible. After all, you were there, which proves my allegiance. Were it not for the Deuxième officer, you’d be dead.”


  Again Bourne nodded. “How can you reach him?”


  “I cannot myself. I never have, nor have I cared to. He prefers it that way, and as I told you, the checks arrive on time, so I have no reason to.”


  “But you send him messages,” pressed Jason. “I heard you.”


  “Yes, I do, but never directly. I call several old men at cheap cafés—the names and numbers vary weekly and quite a few have no idea what I’m talking about, but for those that do, they call others immediately, and they call others beyond themselves. Somehow the messages get through. Very quickly, I might add.”


  “What did I tell you?” said Krupkin emphatically. “All the relays end with false names and filthy cafés. Stone walls!”


  “Still, the messages get through,” said Alex Conklin, repeating Lavier’s words.


  “Yet Kruppie’s correct.” The aging but still striking woman dragged heavily, nervously on her cigarette. “The routings are convoluted to the point of being untraceable.”


  “I don’t care about that,” said Alex, squinting at nothing the others could see. “They also reach Carlos quickly, you made that clear.”


  “It’s true.”


  Conklin widened his eyes and fixed them on Lavier. “I want you to send the most urgent message you’ve ever relayed to the Jackal. You must talk to him directly. It’s an emergency that you can entrust to no one but Carlos himself.”


  “About what?” erupted Krupkin. “What could be so urgent that the Jackal will comply? Like our Mr. Bourne, he is obsessed with traps, and under the circumstances, any direct communication smells of one!”


  Alex shook his head and limped to a side window, squinting again, deep in thought, his intense eyes reflecting his concentration. Then gradually, slowly, his eyes opened. He gazed at the street below. “My God, it could work,” he whispered to himself.


  “What could work?” asked Bourne.


  “Dimitri, hurry! Call the embassy and have them send over the biggest, fanciest diplomatic limousine you proletarians own.”


  “What?”


  “Just do as I say! Quickly!”


  “Aleksei …?”


  “Now!”


  The force and urgency of Conklin’s command had its effect. The Russian walked rapidly to the mother-of-pearl telephone and dialed, his questioning eyes on Alex, who kept staring down at the street. Lavier looked at Jason; he shook his head in bewilderment as Krupkin spoke into the phone, his Russian a short series of clipped phrases.


  “It’s done,” said the KGB officer, hanging up. “And now I think you should give me an extremely convincing reason for doing it.”


  “Moscow,” replied Conklin, still looking out the window.


  “Alex, for Christ’s sake—”


  “What are you saying?” roared Krupkin.


  “We’ve got to get Carlos out of Paris,” said Conklin, turning. “Where better than Moscow?” Before the astonished men could respond, Alex looked at Lavier. “You say he still trusts you?”


  “He has no reason not to.”


  “Then two words should do it. ‘Moscow, emergency,’ that’s the basic message you’re sending him. Put it any way you like, but add that the crisis is of such a nature that you must speak only with him.”


  “But I never have. I know men who have spoken with him, who in drunken moments have tried to describe him, but to me he is a complete stranger.”


  “All the stronger for it,” broke in Conklin, turning to Bourne and Krupkin. “In this city he’s got all the cards, all of them. He’s got firepower, an untraceable network of gunslingers and couriers, and for every crevice he can crawl into and burst out from, there are dozens more available to him. Paris is his territory, his protection—we could run blindly all over the city for days, weeks, even months, getting nowhere until the moment comes when he’s got you and Marie in his gun sights … you can also add Mo and me to that scenario. London, Amsterdam, Brussels, Rome—they’d all be better for us than Paris, but the best is Moscow. Oddly enough, it’s the one place in the world that has a hypnotic hold on him—and also the one that’s the least hospitable.”


  “Aleksei, Aleksei,” cried Dimitri Krupkin. “I really think you should reconsider alcohol, for it’s obvious you’ve lost your senses! Say Domie actually reaches Carlos and tells him what you say. Do you really believe that on the basis of an ‘emergency’ in Moscow he’ll up and take the next plane there? Insanity!”


  “You can bet your last black-market ruble I do,” replied Conklin. “That message is only to convince him to get in touch with her. Once he does, she explodes the bomb.… She’s just heard an extraordinary piece of information that she knew should only be conveyed to him, not sent through the message tunnels.”


  “And what in God’s name might that be?” asked Lavier, extracting another cigarette and instantly lighting it.


  “The KGB in Moscow is closing in on the Jackal’s man in Dzerzhinsky Square. They’ve narrowed it down to, say, ten or fifteen officers in the highest ranks. Once they find him, Carlos is neutralized in the Komitet—worse, he’s about to lose an informer who knows far too much about him to the Lubyanka interrogators.”


  “But how would she know that?” said Jason.


  “Who would tell her?” added Krupkin.


  “It’s the truth, isn’t it?”


  “So are your very secret substations in Beijing, Kabul and—forgive my impertinence—Canada’s Prince Edward Island, but you don’t advertise them,” said Krupkin.


  “I didn’t know about Prince Edward,” admitted Alex. “Regardless, there are times when advertisements aren’t necessary, only the means to convey the information credibly. A few minutes ago I didn’t have any means, only authenticity, but that gap has just been filled.… Come over here, Kruppie—just you for the moment, and stay away from the window. Look between the corner of the drapes.” The Soviet did as he was told, going to Conklin’s side and parting the fold of lace fabric from the wall. “What do you see?” asked Alex, gesturing at a shabby, nondescript brown car below on the avenue Montaigne. “Doesn’t do much for the neighborhood, does it?”


  Krupkin did not bother to reply. Instead, he whipped the miniaturized radio from his pocket and pressed the transmitter button. “Sergei, there’s a brown automobile roughly eighty meters down the street from the building’s entrance—”


  “We know, sir,” interrupted the aide. “We’ve got it covered, and if you’ll notice, our backup is parked across the way. It’s an old man who barely moves except to look out the window.”


  “Does he have a car telephone?”


  “No, comrade, and should he leave the automobile he’ll be followed, so there can be no outside calls unless you direct otherwise.”


  “I shall not direct otherwise. Thank you, Sergei. Out.” The Russian looked at Conklin. “The old man,” he said. “You saw him.”


  “Bald head and all,” affirmed Alex. “He’s not a fool; he’s done this before and knows he’s being watched. He can’t leave for fear of missing something, and if he had a phone there’d be others down in the Montaigne.”


  “The Jackal,” said Bourne, stepping forward, then stopping, remembering Conklin’s order to stay away from the window.


  “Now, do you understand?” asked Alex, addressing the question to Krupkin.


  “Of course,” conceded the KGB official, smiling. “It’s why you wanted an ostentatious limousine from our embassy. After we leave, Carlos is told that a Soviet diplomatic vehicle was sent to pick us up, and for what other reason would we be here but to interrogate Madame Lavier? Naturally, in my well-advertised presence was a tall man who might or might not be Jason Bourne, and another shorter individual with a disabled leg—thus confirming that it was Jason Bourne.… Our unholy alliance is therefore established and observed, and again, naturally, during our harsh questioning of Madame Lavier, tempers flared and references were made to the Jackal’s informer in Dzerzhinsky Square.”


  “Which only I’d known about through my dealing with Santos at Le Coeur du Soldat,” said Jason quietly. “So Dominique has a credible observer—an old man from Carlos’s army of old men—to back up the information she delivers.… I’ve got to say it, Saint Alex, that serpentine brain of yours hasn’t lost its cunning.”


  “I hear a professor I once knew.… I thought he’d left us.”


  “He has.”


  “Only for a while, I hope.”


  “Well done, Aleksei. You still have the touch; you may remain abstemious if you must, much as it pains me.… It’s always the nuances, isn’t it?”


  “Not always by any means,” disagreed Conklin simply, shaking his head. “Most of the time it’s foolish mistakes. For instance, our new colleague here, ‘Domie,’ as you affectionately call her, was told she was still trusted, but she wasn’t, not completely. So an old man was dispatched to watch her apartment—no big deal, just a little insurance in a car that doesn’t belong in a street with Jaguars and Rolls-Royces. So we pay off on the small policy, and with luck cash in on the big one. Moscow.”


  “Let me intellectualize,” said Krupkin. “Although you were always far better in that department than I, Aleksei. I prefer the best wine to the most penetrating thoughts, although the latter—in both our countries—invariably leads to the former.”


  “Merde!” yelled Dominique Lavier, crushing out her cigarette. “What are you two idiots talking about?”


  “They’ll tell us, believe me,” answered Bourne.


  “As has been reported and repeated in secure circles too often for comfort,” continued the Soviet, “years ago we trained a madman in Novgorod, and years ago we would have put a bullet in his head had he not escaped. His methods, if sanctioned by any legitimate government, especially the two superpowers, would lead to confrontations neither of us can ever permit. Yet, withal, in the beginning he was a true revolutionary with a capital R, and we, the world’s truest revolutionaries, disinherited him.… By his lights, it was a great injustice and he never forgets it. He will always yearn to come back to the mother’s breast, for that’s where he was born.… Good God, the people he’s killed in the name of ‘aggressors’ while he made fortunes is positively revolting!”


  “But you denied him,” said Jason flatly, “and he wants that denial reversed. He has to be acknowledged as the master killer you trained. That psychopathic ego of his is the basis for everything Alex and I mounted.… Santos said he continuously bragged about the cadre he was building in Moscow—‘Always Moscow, it’s an obsession with him’—those were Santos’s words. The only specific person he knew about, and not by name, was Carlos’s mole high up in the KGB, but he said Carlos claimed to have others in key positions at various powerful departments, that as the monseigneur he’d been sending them money for years.”


  “So the Jackal thinks he forms a core of supporters within our government,” observed Krupkin. “Despite everything, he still believes he can come back. He is, indeed, an egomaniac but he’s never understood the Russian mind. He may temporarily corrupt a few cynical opportunists, but these will cover themselves and turn on him. No one looks forward to a stay at the Lubyanka or a Siberian gulag. The Jackal’s Potemkin village will burn to the ground.”


  “All the more reason for him to race to Moscow and put out the brushfires,” said Alex.


  “What do you mean?” asked Bourne.


  “The burning will start with the exposure of Carlos’s man in Dzerzhinsky Square; he’ll know that. The only way to prevent it is for him to reach Moscow and make a determination. Either his informer will elude internal security or the Jackal will have to kill him.”


  “I forgot,” interrupted Bourne. “Something else Santos said … most of the Russians on Carlos’s payroll spoke French. Look for a man high up in the Komitet who speaks French.”


  Krupkin’s radio again intruded, the two piercing beeps barely muffled by his jacket. He pulled it out and spoke. “Yes?”


  “I don’t know how or why, comrade,” said the tense voice of Sergei, “but the ambassador’s limousine has just arrived at the building. I swear to you I have no idea what happened!”


  “I do. I called for it.”


  “But the embassy flags will be seen by everyone!”


  “Including, I trust, an alert old man in a brown automobile. We’ll be down shortly. Out.” Krupkin turned to the others. “The car’s here, gentlemen. Where shall we meet, Domie? And when?”


  “Tonight,” replied Lavier. “There’s a showing at La Galerie d’Or in the rue de Paradis. The artist’s a young upstart who wants to be a rock star or something, but he’s the rage and everyone will be there.”


  “Tonight, then.… Come, gentlemen. Against our instincts, we must be very observable outside on the pavement.”


  



  The crowds moved in and out of the shafts of light while the music was provided by an ear-shattering rock band mercifully placed in a side room away from the main viewing area. Were it not for the paintings on the walls and the beams of the small spotlights illuminating them, a person might think he was in a discotheque rather than in one of Paris’s elegant art galleries.


  Through a series of nods, Dominique Lavier maneuvered Krupkin to a corner of the large room. Their graceful smiles, arched brows and intermittently mimed laughter covered their quiet conversation.


  “The word passed among the old men is that the monseigneur will be away for a few days. However, they are all to continue searching for the tall American and his crippled friend and list wherever they are seen.”


  “You must have done your job well.”


  “As I relayed the information he was utterly silent. In his breathing, however, there was utter loathing. I felt my bones grow cold.”


  “He’s on his way to Moscow,” said the Russian. “No doubt through Prague.”


  “What will you do now?”


  Krupkin arched his neck and raised his eyes to the ceiling in false, silent laughter. Leveling his gaze on her, he answered, smiling. “Moscow,” he said.


  



  CHAPTER THIRTY-THREE


  Bryce Ogilvie, managing partner of Ogilvie, Spofford, Crawford and Cohen, prided himself on his self-discipline. That was to say, not merely the outward appearance of composure, but the cold calm he forced upon his deepest fears in times of crisis. However, when he arrived at his office barely fifty minutes ago and found his concealed private telephone ringing, he had experienced a twinge of apprehension at such an early morning call over that particular line. Then when he heard the heavily accented voice of the Soviet consul general of New York demanding an immediate conference, he had to acknowledge a sudden void in his chest…and when the Russian instructed him—ordered him—to be at the Carlyle Hotel, Suite 4-C, in one hour, rather than their usual meeting place at the apartment on Thirty-second and Madison, Bryce felt a searing-hot pain filling that void in his chest. And when he had mildly objected to the suddenness of the proposed, unscheduled conference, the pain in his chest had burst into fire, the flames traveling up to his throat at the Soviet’s reply: “What I have to show you will make you devoutly wish we never knew each other, much less had any occasion to meet this morning. Be there!”


  Ogilvie sat back in his limousine, as far back as the upholstery could be pressed, his legs stretched, rigid on the carpeted floor. Abstract, swirling thoughts of personal wealth, power and influence kept circling in his mind; he had to get hold of himself! After all, he was Bryce Ogilvie, the Bryce Ogilvie, perhaps the most successful corporate attorney in New York, and arguably second only to Boston’s Randolph Gates in the fast track of corporate and antitrust law.


  Gates! The mere thought of that son of a bitch was a welcome diversion. Medusa had asked a minor favor of the celebrated Gates, an inconsequential, perfectly acceptable staff appointment on an ad hoc government-oriented commission, and he had not even answered their phone calls! Calls put through by another perfectly acceptable source, the supposedly irreproachable, impartial head of Pentagon procurements, an asshole named General Norman Swayne, who only wanted the best information. Well, perhaps more than information, but Gates could not have known about that.… Gates? There was something in the Times the other morning about his bowing out of a hostile takeover proceeding. What was it?


  The limousine pulled up to the curb in front of the Carlyle Hotel, once the Kennedy family’s favored New York City address, now the temporary clandestine favorite of the Soviets. Ogilvie waited until the uniformed doorman opened the left rear door of the car before he stepped out onto the pavement. He normally would not have done so, believing the delay was an unnecessary affectation, but this morning he did; he had to get hold of himself. He had to be the Ice-Cold Ogilvie his legal adversaries feared.


  The elevator’s ascent to the fourth floor was swift, the walk over the blue-carpeted hallway to Suite 4-C far slower, the distance much closer. The Bryce Ogilvie breathed deeply, calmly, and stood erect as he pressed the bell. Twenty-eight seconds later, irritatingly clocked by the attorney as he silently counted “one one-thousand, two one-thousand,” ad nauseam, the door was opened by the Soviet consul general, a slender man of medium height whose aquiline face had taut white skin and large brown eyes.


  Vladimir Sulikov was a wiry seventy-three-year-old full of nervous energy, a scholar and former professor of history at Moscow University, a committed Marxist, yet oddly enough, considering his position, not a member of the Communist Party. In truth, he was not a member of any political orthodoxy, preferring the passive role of the unorthodox individual within a collectivist society. That, and his singularly acute intellect, had served him well; he was sent to posts where more conformist men would not have been half so effective. The combination of these attributes, along with a dedication to physical exercise, made Sulikov appear ten to fifteen years younger than his age. His was an unsettling presence for those negotiating with him, for somehow he radiated the wisdom acquired over the years and the vitality of youth to implement it.


  The greetings were abrupt. Sulikov offered nothing but a stiff, cold handshake and a stiffly upholstered armchair. He stood in front of the suite’s narrow mantel of white marble as though it were a classroom blackboard, his hands clasped behind him, an agitated professor about to question and lecture simultaneously an annoying, disputatious graduate student.


  “To our business,” said the Russian curtly. “You are aware of Admiral Peter Holland?”


  “Yes, of course. He’s the director of the Central Intelligence Agency. Why do you ask?”


  “Is he one of you?”


  “No.”


  “Are you quite sure?”


  “Of course I am.”


  “Is it possible he became one of you without your knowledge?”


  “Certainly not, I don’t even know the man. And if this is some kind of amateurish interrogatory, Soviet style, practice on someone else.”


  “Ohh, the fine expensive American attorney objects to being asked simple questions?”


  “I object to being insulted. You made an astonishing statement over the phone. I’d like it explained, so please get to it.”


  “I’ll get to it, Counselor, believe me, I’ll get to it, but in my own fashion. We Russians protect our flanks; it’s a lesson we learned from the tragedy and the triumph of Stalingrad—an experience you Americans never had to endure.”


  “I came from another war, as you well know,” said Ogilvie coolly, “but if the history books are accurate, you had some help from your Russian winter.”


  “That’s difficult to explain to thousands upon thousands of frozen Russian corpses.”


  “Granted, and you have both my condolences and my congratulations, but it’s not the explanation—or even the lack of one—that I requested.”


  “I’m only trying to explain a truism, young man. As has been said, it’s the painful lessons of history we don’t know about that we are bound to repeat.… You see, we do protect our flanks, and if some of us in the diplomatic arena suspect that we have been duped into international embarrassment, we reinforce those flanks. It’s a simple lesson for one so erudite as yourself, Counselor.”


  “And so obvious, it’s trivial. What about Admiral Holland?”


  “In a moment.… First, let me ask you about a man named Alexander Conklin.”


  Bryce Ogilvie bolted forward in the chair, stunned. “Where did you get that name?” he asked, barely audible.


  “There’s more.… Someone called Panov, Mortimer or Moishe Panov, a Jewish physician, we believe. And finally, Counselor, a man and a woman we assume are the assassin Jason Bourne and his wife.”


  “My God!” exclaimed Ogilvie, his body angled and tense, his eyes wide. “What have these people got to do with us?”


  “That’s what we have to know,” answered Sulikov, staring at the Wall Street lawyer. “You’re obviously aware of each one, aren’t you?”


  “Well, yes—no!” protested Ogilvie, his face flushed, his words spilling over one another. “It’s an entirely different situation. It has nothing to do with our business—a business we’ve poured millions into, developed for twenty years!”


  “And made millions in return, Counselor, may I be permitted to remind you of that?”


  “Venture capital in the international markets!” cried the attorney. “That’s no crime in this country. Money flows across the oceans with the touch of a computer button. No crime!”


  “Really?” The Soviet consul general arched his brows. “I thought you were a better attorney than that statement suggests. You’ve been buying up companies all over Europe through mergers and acquisitions using surrogate and misleading corporate entities. The firms you acquire represent sources of supply, often in the same markets, and you subsequently determine prices between former competitors. I believe that’s called collusion and restraint of trade, legal terms that we in the Soviet Union have no problems with, as the state sets prices.”


  “There’s no evidence whatsoever to support such charges!” declared Ogilvie.


  “Of course not, as long as there are liars and unscrupulous lawyers to bribe and advise the liars. It’s a labyrinthine enterprise, brilliantly executed, and we’ve both profited from it. You’ve sold us anything we’ve wanted or needed for years, including every major item on your government’s restricted lists under so many names our computers broke down trying to keep track of them.”


  “No proof!” insisted the Wall Street attorney emphatically.


  “I’m not interested in such proof, Counselor. I’m only interested in the names I mentioned to you. In order, they are Admiral Holland, Alexander Conklin, Dr. Panov and, lastly, Jason Bourne and his wife. Please tell me about them.”


  “Why?” pleaded Ogilvie. “I’ve just explained they have nothing to do with you and me, nothing to do with our arrangements!”


  “We think they might have, so why not start with Admiral Holland?”


  “Oh, for God’s sake…!” The agitated lawyer shook his head back and forth, stammered several times and let the words rush out. “Holland—all right, you’ll see.… We recruited a man at the CIA, an analyst named DeSole who panicked and wanted to sever his relations with us. Naturally, we couldn’t permit that, so we had him eliminated—professionally eliminated—as we were forced to do with several others who we believed were dangerously unstable. Holland may have had his suspicions and probably speculated on foul play, but he couldn’t do any more than speculate—the professionals we employed left no traces; they never do.”


  “Very well,” said Sulikov, holding his place by the mantel and gazing down at the nervous Ogilvie. “Next, Alexander Conklin.”


  “He’s a former CIA station chief and tied in with Panov, a psychiatrist—they’re both connected to the man they call Jason Bourne and his wife. They go back years, to Saigon, in fact. You see, we had been penetrated, several of our people were reached and threatened, and DeSole came to the conclusion that this Bourne, with Conklin’s help, was the one responsible for the penetration.”


  “How could he do that?”


  “I don’t know. I only know that he has to be eliminated and our professionals have accepted the contract—contracts. They all have to go.”


  “You mentioned Saigon.”


  “Bourne was part of the old Medusa,” admitted Ogilvie quietly. “And like most of that crowd in the field, a thieving misfit.… It could be something as simple as his having recognized someone from twenty years ago. The story DeSole heard was that this trash Bourne—that’s not his real name, incidentally—was actually trained by the Agency to pose as an international assassin for the purpose of drawing out a killer they call the Jackal. Ultimately, the strategy failed and Bourne was pensioned off—gold-watch time. ‘Thanks for trying, old sport, but it’s over now.’ Obviously, he wanted a great deal more than that, so he came after us.… You can see now, can’t you? The two issues are completely separate; there’s no linkage. One has nothing to do with the other.”


  The Russian unclasped his hands and took a step forward away from the mantel. His expression was more one of concern than of alarm. “Can you really be so blind, or is your vision so tunneled that you see nothing but your enterprise?”


  “I reject your insult out of hand. What the hell are you talking about?”


  “The connection is there because it was engineered, created for one purpose only. You were merely a by-product, a side issue that suddenly became immensely important to the authorities.”


  “I don’t…understand,” whispered Ogilvie, his face growing pale.


  “You just said ‘a killer they call the Jackal,’ and before that you alluded to Bourne as a relatively insignificant rogue agent trained to pose as an assassin, a strategy that failed, so he was pensioned off—’gold-watch time,’ I believe you said.”


  “It’s what I was told—”


  “And what else were you told about Carlos the Jackal? About the man who uses the name Jason Bourne? What do you know about them?”


  “Very little, frankly. Two aging killers, scum who’ve been stalking each other for years. Again, frankly, who gives a damn? My only concern is the complete confidentiality of our organization—which you’ve seen fit to question.”


  “You still don’t see, do you?”


  “See what, for God’s sake?”


  “Bourne may not be the lowly scum you think he is, not when you consider his associates.”


  “Please be clearer,” said Ogilvie in a flat monotone.


  “He’s using Medusa to hunt the Jackal.”


  “Impossible! That Medusa was destroyed years ago in Saigon!”


  “Obviously he thought otherwise. Would you care to remove your well-tailored jacket, roll up your sleeve, and display the small tattoo on your inner forearm?”


  “No relevance! A mark of honor in a war no one supported, but we had to fight!”


  “Oh, come, Counselor. From the piers and the supply depots in Saigon? Stealing your forces blind and routing couriers to the banks in Switzerland. Medals aren’t issued for those heroics.”


  “Pure speculation without foundation!” exclaimed Ogilvie.


  “Tell that to Jason Bourne, a graduate of the original Snake Lady.… Oh, yes, Counselor, he looked for you and he found you and he’s using you to go after the Jackal.”


  “For Christ’s sake, how?”


  “I honestly don’t know, but you’d better read these.” The consul general crossed rapidly to the hotel desk, picked up a sheaf of stapled typewritten pages, and brought them over to Bryce Ogilvie. “These are decoded telephone conversations that took place four hours ago at our embassy in Paris. The identities are established, the destinations as well. Read them carefully, Counselor, then render me your legal opinion.”


  The celebrated attorney, the Ice-Cold Ogilvie, grabbed the papers and with swift, practiced eyes began reading. As he flipped from one page to another, the blood drained from his face to the pallor of death. “My God, they know it all. My offices are wired! How? Why? It’s insane! We’re impenetrable!”


  “Again, I suggest you tell that to Jason Bourne and his old friend and station chief from Saigon, Alexander Conklin. They found you.”


  “They couldn’t have!” roared Ogilvie. “We paid off or eliminated everyone in Snake Lady who even suspected the extent of our activities. Jesus, there weren’t that many and goddamned few in the field! I told you, they were scum and we knew better—they were the thieves of the world and wanted for crimes all over Australia and the Far East. The ones in combat we knew and we reached!”


  “You missed a couple, I believe,” observed Sulikov.


  The lawyer returned to the typed pages, beads of sweat rolling down his temples. “God in heaven, I’m ruined,” he whispered, choking.


  “The thought occurred to me,” said the Soviet consul general of New York, “but then, there are always options, aren’t there?…Naturally, there’s only one course of action for us. Like much of the continent, we were taken in by ruthless capitalist privateers. Lambs led to the slaughter on the altars of greed as this American cartel of financial plunderers cornered markets, selling inferior goods and services at inflated prices, claiming by way of false documents to have Washington’s approval to deliver thousands of restricted items to us and our satellites.”


  “You son of a bitch!” exploded Ogilvie. “You—all of you—cooperated every step of the way. You brokered millions for us out of the bloc countries, rerouted, renamed—Christ, repainted—ships throughout the Mediterranean, the Aegean, up the Bosporus and into Marmara, to say nothing about ports in the Baltic!”


  “Prove it, Counselor,” said Sulikov, laughing quietly. “If you wish, I could make a laudable case for your defection. Moscow would welcome your expertise.”


  “What?” cried the attorney as panic spread across his face.


  “Well, you certainly can’t stay here an hour longer than absolutely necessary. Read those words, Mr. Ogilvie. You’re in the last stages of electronic surveillance before being picked up by the authorities.”


  “Oh, my God—”


  “You might try to operate from Hong Kong or Macao—they’d welcome your money, but with the problems they currently have with the Mainland’s markets and the Sino-British Treaty of ’97, they’d probably frown on your indictments. I’d say Switzerland’s out; the reciprocal laws are so narrow these days, as Vesco found out. Ahh, Vesco. You could join him in Cuba.”


  “Stop it!” yelled Ogilvie.


  “Then again you could turn state’s evidence; there’s so much to unravel. They might even take, say, ten years off your thirty-year sentence.”


  “Goddamn it, I’ll kill you!”


  The bedroom door suddenly opened as a consulate guard appeared, his hand menacingly under his jacket. The attorney had lurched to his feet; trembling helplessly, he returned to the chair and leaned forward, his head in his hands.


  “Such behavior would not be looked upon favorably,” said Sulikov. “Come, Counselor, it’s a time for cool heads, not emotional outbursts.”


  “How the hell can you say that?” asked Ogilvie, a catch in his voice, a prelude to tears. “I’m finished.”


  “That’s a harsh judgment from such a resourceful man as you. I mean it. It’s true you can’t remain here, but still your resources are immense. Act from that position of strength. Force concessions; it’s the art of survival. Eventually the authorities will see the value of your contributions as they did with Boesky, Levine and several dozen others who endure their minimal sentences playing tennis and backgammon while still possessing fortunes. Try it.”


  “How?” said the lawyer, looking up at the Russian, his eyes red, pleading.


  “The where comes first,” explained Sulikov. “Find a neutral country that has no extradition treaty with Washington, one where there are officials who can be persuaded to grant you temporary residence so you can carry on your business activities—the term ‘temporary’ is extremely elastic, of course. Bahrain, the Emirates, Morocco, Turkey, Greece—there’s no lack of attractive possibilities. All with rich English-speaking settlements.… We might even be able to help you, very quietly.”


  “Why would you?”


  “Your blindness returns, Mr. Ogilvie. For a price, naturally.… You have an extraordinary operation in Europe. It’s in place and functioning, and under our control we could derive considerable benefits from it.”


  “Oh…my…God,” said the leader of Medusa, his voice trailing off as he stared at the consul general.


  “Do you really have a choice, Counselor?…Come now, we must hurry. Arrangements have to be made. Fortunately, it’s still early in the day.”


  It was 3:25 in the afternoon when Charles Casset walked into Peter Holland’s office at the Central Intelligence Agency. “Breakthrough,” said the deputy director, then added less enthusiastically, “Of sorts.”


  “The Ogilvie firm?” asked the DCI.


  “From left field,” replied Casset, nodding and placing several stock photographs on Holland’s desk. “These were faxed down from Kennedy Airport an hour ago. Believe me, it’s been a heavy sixty minutes since then.”


  “From Kennedy?” Frowning, Peter studied the facsimiled duplicates. They comprised a sequence of photographs showing a crowd of people passing through metal detectors in one of the airport’s international terminals. The head of a single man was circled in red in each photo. “What is it? Who is it?”


  “They’re passengers heading for the Aeroflot lounge, Moscow bound, Soviet carrier, of course. Security routinely photographs U.S. nationals taking those flights.”


  “So? Who is he?”


  “Ogilvie himself.”


  “What?”


  “He’s on the two o’clock nonstop to Moscow.… Only he’s not supposed to be.”


  “Come again?”


  “Three separate calls to his office came up with the same information. He was out of the country, in London, at the Dorchester, which we know he isn’t. However, the Dorchester desk confirmed that he was booked but hadn’t arrived, so they were taking messages.”


  “I don’t understand, Charlie.”


  “It’s a smoke screen and pretty hastily contrived. In the first place, why would someone as rich as Ogilvie settle for Aeroflot when he could be on the Concorde to Paris and Air France to Moscow? Also, why would his office volunteer that he was either in or on his way to London when he was heading for Moscow?”


  “The Aeroflot flight’s obvious,” said Holland. “It’s the state airline and he’s under Soviet protection. The London-Dorchester bit isn’t too hard, either. It’s to throw people off—my God, to throw us off!”


  “Right on, master. So Valentino did some checking with all that fancy equipment in the cellars and guess what?…Mrs. Ogilvie and their two teenage children are on a Royal Air Maroc flight to Casablanca with connections to Marrakesh.”


  “Marrakesh?…Air Maroc—Morocco, Marrakesh. Wait a minute. In those computer sheets Conklin had us work up on the Mayflower hotel’s registers, there was a woman—one of three people he tied to Medusa—who had been in Marrakesh.”


  “I commend your memory, Peter. That woman and Ogilvie’s wife were roommates at Bennington in the early seventies. Fine old families; their pedigrees ensure a large degree of sticking together and giving advice to one another.”


  “Charlie, what the hell is going on?”


  “The Ogilvies were tipped off and have gotten out. Also, if I’m not mistaken and if we could sort out several hundred accounts, we’d learn that millions have been transferred from New York to God knows where beyond these shores.”


  “And?”


  “Medusa’s now in Moscow, Mr. Director.”


  



  CHAPTER THIRTY-FOUR


  Louis DeFazio wearily dragged his small frame out of the taxi in the boulevard Masséna, followed by his larger, heavier, far more muscular cousin Mario from Larchmont, New York. They stood on the pavement in front of a restaurant, its name in red-tubed script across a green-tinted window: Tetrazzini’s.


  “This is the place,” said Louis. “They’ll be in a private room in the back.”


  “It’s pretty late.” Mario looked at his watch under the wash of a street lamp. “I set the time for Paris; it’s almost midnight here.”


  “They’ll wait.”


  “You still haven’t told me their names, Lou. What do we call them?”


  “You don’t,” answered DeFazio, starting for the entrance. “No names—they wouldn’t mean anything anyway. All you gotta do is be respectful, you know what I mean?”


  “I don’t have to be told that, Lou, I really don’t,” reprimanded Mario in his soft-spoken voice. “But for my own information, why do you even bring it up?”


  “He’s a high-class diplomatico,” explained the capo supremo, stopping briefly on the pavement and looking up at the man who had nearly killed Jason Bourne in Manassas, Virginia. “He operates out of Rome from fancy government circles, but he’s the direct contact with the dons in Sicily. He and his wife are very, very highly regarded, you understand what I’m saying?”


  “I do and I don’t,” admitted the cousin. “If he’s so grand, why would he accept such a menial assignment as following our targets?”


  “Because he can. He can go places some of our pagliacci can’t get near, you know what I mean? Also, I happen to let our people in New York know who our clients were, especially one, capisce? The dons all the way from Manhattan to the estates south of Palermo have a language they use exclusively between themselves, did you know that, cugino?…It comes down to a couple of orders: ‘Do it’ and ‘Don’t do it.’”


  “I think I understand, Lou. We render respect.”


  “Respect, yes, my fancy rendering cousin, but not no weakness, capisce? No weakness! The word’s got to go up and down the line that this is an operation Lou DeFazio took control of and ran from beginning to end. You got that?”


  “If that’s the case, maybe I can go home to Angie and the kids,” said Mario, grinning.


  “What?…You shut up, cugino! With this one job you got annuities for your whole passel of bambinos.”


  “Not a passel, Lou, just five.”


  “Let’s go. Remember, respect, but we don’t take no shit.”


  The small private dining room was a miniature version of Tetrazzini’s decor. The ambience was Italian in all things. The walls were papered with dated, now faded murals of Venice, Rome and Florence; the softly piped-in music was predominantly operatic arias and tarantellas, and the lighting indirect with pockets of shadows. If a patron did not know he was in Paris, he might think he was dining on Rome’s Via Frascati, at one of the many commercialized family ristoranti lining that ancient street.


  There was a large round table in the center covered by a deep red tablecloth, with a generous overhang, and four chairs equidistant from one another. Additional chairs were against the walls, allowing for an expanded conference of principals or for the proper location of secondary subalterns, usually armed. Seated at the far end of the table was a distinguished-looking olive-skinned man with wavy dark hair; on his left was a fashionably dressed, well-coiffed middle-aged woman. A bottle of Chianti Classico was between them, the crude thick-stemmed wineglasses in front of them not the sort one would associate with such aristocratic diners. On a chair behind the diplomatico was a black leather suitcase.


  “I’m DeFazio,” said the capo supremo from New York, closing the door. “This is my cousin Mario, of who you may have heard of—a very talented man who takes precious time away from his family to be with us.”


  “Yes, of course,” said the aristocratic mafioso. “Mario, il boia, esecuzione garantito—deadly with any weapon. Sit down, gentlemen.”


  “I find such descriptions meaningless,” responded Mario, approaching a chair. “I’m skilled in my craft, that’s all.”


  “Spoken like a professional, signore,” added the woman as DeFazio and his cousin sat down. “May I order you wine, drinks?” she continued.


  “Not yet,” replied Louis. “Maybe later—maybe.… My talented relative on my mother’s side, may she rest in the arms of Christ, asked a good question outside. What do we call you, Mr. and Mrs. Paris, France? Which is by way of saying I don’t need no real names.”


  “Conte and Contessa is what we’re known by,” answered the husband, smiling, the tight smile more appropriate to a mask than a human face.


  “See what I mean, cugino? These are people of high regard.… So, Mr. Count, bring us up to date, how about it?”


  “There’s no question about it, Signor DeFazio,” replied the Roman, his voice as tight as his previous smile, which had completely disappeared. “I will bring you up to date, and were it in my powers I would leave you in the far distant past.”


  “Hey, what kind of fuckin’ talk is that?”


  “Lou, please!” intruded Mario, quietly but firmly. “Watch your language.”


  “What about his language? What kind of language is that? He wants to leave me in some kind of dirt?”


  “You asked me what has happened, Signor DeFazio, and I’m telling you,” said the count, his voice as strained as before. “Yesterday at noon my wife and I were nearly killed—killed, Signor DeFazio. It’s not the sort of experience we’re used to or can tolerate. Have you any idea what you’ve gotten yourself into?”


  “You…? They marked you?”


  “If you mean by that, did they know who we were, happily they did not. Had they known, it’s doubtful we’d be sitting at this table!”


  “Signor DeFazio,” interrupted the contessa, glancing at her husband, her look telling him to calm down. “The word we received over here is that you have a contract on this cripple and his friend the doctor. Is that true?”


  “Yeah,” confirmed the capo supremo cautiously. “As far as that goes, but it goes further, you know what I mean?”


  “I haven’t the vaguest idea,” replied the count icily.


  “I tell you this because it’s possible I could use your help, for which, like I told you, you’ll be paid good, real good.”


  “How does the contract go ‘further’?” asked the wife, again interrupting.


  “There’s someone else we have to hit. A third party these two came over here to meet.”


  The count and his countess instantly looked at each other. “A ‘third party,’” repeated the man from Rome, raising the wineglass to his lips. “I see.… A three-target contract is generally quite profitable. How profitable, Signor DeFazio?”


  “Hey, come on, do I ask you what you make a week in Paris, France? Let’s just say it’s a lot and you two personally can count on six figures, if everything goes according to the book.”


  “Six figures encompass a wide spectrum,” observed the countess. “It also indicates that the contract is worth over seven figures.”


  “Seven…?” DeFazio looked at the woman, his breathing on hold.


  “Over a million dollars,” concluded the countess.


  “Yeah, well, you see, it’s important to our clients that these people leave this world,” said Louis, breathing again as seven figures had not been equated with seven million. “We don’t ask why, we just do the job. In situations like this, our dons are generous; we keep most of the money and ‘our thing’ keeps its reputation for efficiency. Isn’t that right, Mario?”


  “I’m sure it is, Lou, but I don’t involve myself in those matters.”


  “You get paid, don’t you, cugino?”


  “I wouldn’t be here if I didn’t, Lou.”


  “See what I mean?” said DeFazio, looking at the aristocrats of the European Mafia, who showed no reaction at all except to stare at the capo supremo. “Hey, what’s the matter?…Oh, this bad thing that happened yesterday, huh? What was it—they saw you, right? They spotted you, and some gorilla got off a couple of shots to scare you away, that’s it, isn’t it? I mean what else could it be, right? They didn’t know who you were but you were there—a couple of times too often, maybe—so a little muscle was used, okay? It’s an old scam: Scare the shit out of strangers you see more than once.”


  “Lou, I asked you to temper your language.”


  “Temper? I’m losing my temper. I want to deal!”


  “In plain words,” said the count, disregarding DeFazio’s words with a soft voice and arched brows, “you say you must kill this cripple and his friend the doctor, as well as a third party, is that correct?”


  “In plain words, you got it right.”


  “Do you know who this third party is—outside of a photograph or a detailed description?”


  “Sure, he’s a government slime who was sent out years ago to make like he was a Mario here, an esecuzione, can you believe it? But these three individuals have injured our clients, I mean really hurt them. That’s why the contract, what else can I tell you?”


  “We’re not sure,” said the countess, gracefully sipping her wine. “Perhaps you don’t really know.”


  “Know what?”


  “Know that there is someone else who wants this third party dead far more than you do,” explained the count. “Yesterday noon he assaulted a small café in the countryside with murderous gunfire, killing a number of people, because your third party was inside. So were we.… We saw them—him—warned by a guard and race outside. Certain emergencies are communicated. We left immediately, only minutes before the massacre.”


  “Condannare!” choked DeFazio. “Who is this bastard who wants the kill? Tell me!”


  “We’ve spent yesterday afternoon and all day today trying to find out,” began the woman, leaning forward, delicately fingering the indelicate glass as though it were an affront to her sensibilities. “Your targets are never alone. There are always men around them, armed guards, and at first we didn’t know where they came from. Then on the avenue Montaigne we saw a Soviet limousine come for them, and your third man in the company of a well-known KGB officer, and now we think we do know.”


  “Only you, however,” broke in the count, “can confirm it for us. What is the name of this third man on your contract? Surely we have a right to know.”


  “Why not? He’s a loser named Bourne, Jason Bourne, who’s blackmailing our clients.”


  “Ecco,” said the husband quietly.


  “Ultimo,” added the wife. “What do you know of this Bourne?” she asked.


  “What I told you. He went out under cover for the government and got shafted by the big boys in Washington. He gets pissed off, so he ends up shafting our clients. A real slime.”


  “You’ve never heard of Carlos the Jackal?” said the count, leaning back in the chair, studying the capo supremo.


  “Oh, yeah, sure, I heard of him, and I see what you mean. They say this Jackal character has a big thing against this Bourne and vice versa, but it don’t cut no ice with me. You know, I thought that fox-cat was just in books, in the movies, you know what I mean? Then they tell me he’s a real hit man, wadda y’ know?”


  “Very real,” agreed the countess.


  “But, like I said, him I couldn’t care less about. I want the Jew shrink, the cripple, and this rot-gut Bourne, that’s all. And I really want them.”


  The diplomat and his wife looked at each other; they shrugged in mild astonishment, then the contessa nodded, deferring to her husband. “Your sense of fiction has been shattered by reality,” said the count.


  “Come again?”


  “There was a Robin Hood, you know, but he wasn’t a noble of Locksley. He was a barbaric Saxon chief who opposed the Normans, a murdering, butchering thief, extolled only in legends. And there was an Innocent the Third, a pope who was hardly innocent and who followed the savage policies of a predecessor, Saint Gregory the Seventh, who was hardly a saint. Between them they split Europe asunder, into rivers of blood for political power and to enrich the coffers of the ‘Holy Empire.’ Centuries before, there was the gentle Quintus Cassius Longinus of Rome, beloved protector of the Further Spain, yet he tortured and mutilated a hundred thousand Spaniards.”


  “What the hell are you talkin’ about?”


  “These men were fictionalized, Signor DeFazio, into many different shadings of what they may actually have been, but regardless of the distortions, they were real. Just as the Jackal is real, and is a deadly problem for you. As, unfortunately, he is a problem for us, for he’s a complication we cannot accept.”


  “Huh?” The capo supremo, mouth gaping, stared at the Italian aristocrat.


  “The presence of the Soviets was both alarming and enigmatic,” continued the count. “Then finally we perceived a possible connection, which you just confirmed.… Moscow has been hunting Carlos for years, solely for the purpose of executing him, and all they’ve gotten for their efforts is one dead hunter after another. Somehow—God knows how—Jason Bourne negotiated with the Russians to pursue their common objective.”


  “For Christ’s sake, speak English or Italian, but with words that make sense! I didn’t exactly go to Harvard City College, gumball. I didn’t have to, capisce?”


  “The Jackal stormed that country inn yesterday. He’s the one hunting down Jason Bourne, who was foolish enough to come back to Paris and persuade the Soviets to work with him. Both were stupid, for this is Paris and Carlos will win. He’ll kill Bourne and your other targets and laugh at the Russians. Then he’ll proclaim to the clandestine departments of all governments that he has won, that he’s the padrone, the maestro. You in America have never been exposed to the whole story, only bits and pieces, for your interest in Europe stops at the money line.


  But we have lived through it, watching in fascination, and now we are mesmerized. Two aging master assassins obsessed with hatred, each wanting only to cut the other’s throat.”


  “Hey, back up, gumball!” shouted DeFazio. “This slime Bourne’s a fake, a contraffazione. He never was an executioner!”


  “You’re quite wrong, signore,” said the countess. “He may not have entered the arena with a gun, but it became his favorite instrument. Ask the Jackal.”


  “Fuck the Jackal!” cried DeFazio, getting up from the chair.


  “Lou!”


  “Shut up, Mario! This Bourne is mine, ours! We deliver the corpse, we take the pictures with me—us—standing over all three with a dozen ice picks in their bodies, their heads pulled up by the hair, so nobody can say it ain’t our kills!”


  “Now you’re the one who’s pazzo,” said the Mafia count quietly, in counterpoint to the capo supremo’s raucous yelling. “And please keep your voice down.”


  “Then don’t get me excited—”


  “He’s trying to explain things, Lou,” said DeFazio’s relative, the killer. “I want to hear what the gentleman has to say because it could be vital to my approach. Sit down, Cousin.” Louis sat down. “Please continue, Count.”


  “Thank you, Mario. You don’t object to my calling you Mario.”


  “Not at all, sir.”


  “Perhaps you should visit Rome—”


  “Perhaps we should get back to Paris,” again choked the capo supremo.


  “Very well,” agreed the Roman, now dividing his attention between DeFazio and his cousin, but favoring the latter. “You might take out all three targets with a long-range rifle, but you won’t get near the bodies. The Soviet guards will be indistinguishable from any other people in the area, and if they see the two of you coming in to the killing ground, they’ll open fire, assuming you’re from the Jackal.”


  “Then we must create a diversion where we can isolate the targets,” said Mario, his elbows on the table, his intelligent eyes on the count. “Perhaps an emergency in the early hours of the morning. A fire in their lodgings, perhaps, that necessitates their coming outside. I’ve done it before; in the confusion of fire trucks and police sirens and the general panic, one can pull targets away and complete the assignments.”


  “It’s a fine strategy, Mario, but there are still the Soviet guards.”


  “We take them out!” cried DeFazio.


  “You are only two men,” said the diplomat, “and there are at least three in Barbizon, to say nothing of the hotel in Paris where the cripple and the doctor are staying.”


  “So we outmatch the numbers.” The capo supremo pulled the back of his hand over the sweat that had gathered on his forehead. “We hit this Barbizon first, right?”


  “With only two men?” asked the countess, her cosmeticized eyes wide in surprise.


  “You got men!” exclaimed DeFazio. “We’ll use a few.… I’ll pay additional.”


  The count shook his head slowly and spoke softly. “We will not go to war with the Jackal,” he said. “Those are my instructions.”


  “Fairy bastards!”


  “An interesting comment coming from you,” observed the countess, a thin insulting smile on her lips.


  “Perhaps our dons are not as generous as yours,” continued the diplomat. “We are willing to cooperate up to a point but no further.”


  “You’ll never make another shipment to New York, or Philly, or Chicago!”


  “We’ll let our superiors debate those issues, won’t we?”


  There was a sudden knocking at the door, four raps in a row, harsh and intrusive. “Avanti,” called out the count, instantly reaching under his jacket and ripping an automatic out of his belt; he lowered it beneath the overhang of the red tablecloth and smiled as the manager of Tetrazzini’s entered.


  “Emergenza,” said the grossly overweight man, walking rapidly to the well-tailored mafioso and handing him a note.


  “Grazie.”


  “Prego,” replied the manager, crossing back to the door and exiting as quickly as he had arrived.


  “The anxious gods of Sicily may be smiling down on you after all,” said the count, reading. “This communication is from the man following your targets. They are outside Paris and they are alone, and for reasons I cannot possibly explain, there are no guards. They have no protection.”


  “Where?” cried DeFazio, leaping to his feet.


  Without answering, the diplomat calmly reached for his gold lighter, ignited it, and fired the small piece of paper, lowering it into an ashtray. Mario sprang up from his chair; the man from Rome dropped the lighter on the table and swiftly retrieved the gun from his lap. “First, let us discuss the fee,” he said as the note coiled into flaming black ash. “Our dons in Palermo are definitely not as generous as yours. Please talk quickly, as every minute counts.”


  “You motherfucking bastard!”


  “My Oedipal problems are not your concern. How much, Signor DeFazio?”


  “I’ll go the limit,” replied the capo supremo, lowering himself into the chair, staring at the charred remnants of the information. “Three hundred thousand, American. That’s it.”


  “That’s excremento,” said the countess. “Try again. Seconds become minutes and you cannot afford them.”


  “All right, all right! Double it!”


  “Plus expenses,” added the woman.


  “What the fuck can they be?”


  “Your cousin Mario is right,” said the diplomat. “Please watch your language in front of my wife.”


  “Holy shit—”


  “I warned you, signore. The expenses are an additional quarter of a million, American.”


  “What are you, nuts?”


  “No, you’re vulgar. The total is one million one hundred fifty thousand dollars, to be paid as our couriers in New York so instruct you.… If not, you will be missed in—what is it?—Brooklyn Heights, Signor DeFazio?”


  “Where are the targets?” said the beaten capo supremo, his defeat painful to him.


  “At a small private airfield in Pontcarré, about forty-five minutes from Paris. They’re waiting for a plane that was grounded in Poitiers because of bad weather. It can’t possibly arrive for at least an hour and a quarter.”


  “Did you bring the equipment we requested?” asked Mario rapidly.


  “It’s all there,” answered the countess, gesturing at the large black suitcase on a chair against the wall.


  “A car, a fast car!” cried DeFazio as his executioner retrieved the suitcase.


  “Outside,” replied the count. “The driver will know where to take you. He’s been to that field.”


  “Come on, cugino. Tonight we collect and you can settle a score!”


  Except for a single clerk behind the counter in the small one-room terminal and an air controller hired to stay the extra hours in the radio tower, the private airport in Pontcarré was deserted. Alex Conklin and Mo Panov stayed discreetly behind as Bourne led Marie outside to the gate area fronting the field beyond a waist-high metal fence. Two strips of receding amber ground lights defined the long runway for the plane from Poitiers; they had been turned on only a short time ago.


  “It won’t be long now,” said Jason.


  “This whole damn thing’s stupid,” retorted Webb’s wife. “Everything.”


  “There’s no reason for you to stay and every reason for you to leave. For you to be alone here in Paris would be stupid. Alex is right. If Carlos’s people found you, you’d be taken hostage, so why risk it?”


  “Because I’m capable of staying out of sight and I don’t want to be ten thousand miles away from you. You’ll forgive me if I worry about you, Mr. Bourne. And care for you.”


  Jason looked at her in the shadows, grateful for the darkness; she could not clearly see his eyes. “Then be reasonable and use your head,” he said coldly, suddenly feeling so old, too old for such a transparently false lack of feeling. “We know Carlos is in Moscow and Krupkin isn’t far behind him. Dimitri’s flying us there in the morning, and we’ll be under the protection of the KGB in the tightest city in the world. What more could we want?”


  “You were under the protection of the United States government on a short East Side block in New York thirteen years ago and it didn’t do you much good.”


  “There’s a great deal of difference. Back then the Jackal knew exactly where I was going and when I’d be there. Right now he has no idea we even know he’s in Moscow. He’s got other problems, big ones for him, and he thinks we’re here in Paris—he’s ordered his people to keep searching for us.”


  “What will you do in Moscow?”


  “We won’t know until we get there, but whatever it is, it’s better than here in Paris. Krupkin’s been busy. Every ranking officer in Dzerzhinsky Square who speaks French is being watched and is under surveillance. He said the French narrowed down the possibilities and that something should break.… Something will break; the odds are on our side. And when it does, I can’t be worried about you back here.”


  “That’s the nicest thing you’ve said in the past thirty-six hours.”


  “So be it. You should be with the children and you know that. You’ll be out of reach and safe…and the kids need you. Mrs. Cooper’s a terrific lady, but she’s not their mother. Besides, your brother probably has Jamie smoking his Cuban cigars and playing Monopoly with real money by now.”


  Marie looked up at her husband, a gentle smile apparent in the darkness as well as in her voice. “Thanks for the laugh. I need it.”


  “It’s probably the truth—your brother, I mean. If there are good-looking women on the staff, it’s quite possible our son’s lost his virginity.”


  “David!” Bourne was silent. Marie chuckled briefly, then went on. “I suppose I really can’t argue with you.”


  “And you would if my argument was flawed, Dr. St. Jacques. That’s something I’ve learned over the past thirteen years.”


  “I still object to this crazy trip back to Washington! From here to Marseilles, then to London, then on a flight to Dulles. It’d be so much simpler just to get on a plane from Orly to the States.”


  “It’s Peter Holland’s idea. He’ll meet you himself, so ask him; he doesn’t say an awful lot on the phone. I suspect he doesn’t want to deal with the French authorities for fear of a leak to Carlos’s people. A single woman with a common name on crowded flights is probably best.”


  “I’ll spend more time sitting in airports than in the air.”


  “Probably, so cover those great legs of yours and carry a Bible.”


  “That’s sweet,” said Marie, touching his face. “I suddenly hear you, David.”


  “What?” Again Bourne did not respond to the warmth.


  “Nothing.… Do me a favor, will you?”


  “What is it?” asked Jason, in a distant monotone.


  “Bring that David back to me.”


  “Let’s get an update on the plane,” said Bourne, his voice flat and abrupt as he touched her elbow and led her back inside. I’m getting older—old—and I cannot much longer be what I am not. The Chameleon is slipping away; the imagination isn’t there the way it used to be. But I cannot stop! Not now! Get away from me, David Webb!


  No sooner had they reentered the small terminal than the telephone on the counter began to ring. The lone clerk picked it up. “Oui?” He listened for no more than five seconds. “Merci,” he said, hanging up and addressing the four interested parties in French. “That was the tower. The plane from Poitiers will be on the ground in approximately four minutes. The pilot requests that you be ready, madame, as he would like to fly ahead of the weather front moving east.”


  “So would I,” agreed Marie, rushing to Alex Conklin and Mo Panov. The farewells were brief, the embraces strong, the words heartfelt. Bourne led his wife back outside. “I just remembered—where are Krupkin’s guards?” she asked as Jason unlatched the gate and they walked toward the lighted runway.


  “We don’t need them or want them,” he answered. “The Soviet connection was made in the Montaigne, so we have to assume the embassy’s being watched. No guards rushing out into cars, therefore no movement on our part for Carlos’s people to report.”


  “I see.” The sound of a small decelerating jet could be heard as the plane circled the airfield once and made its descent onto the four-thousand-foot runway. “I love you so much, David,” said Marie, raising her voice to be heard over the roar of the aircraft, rolling toward them.


  “He loves you so much,” said Bourne, images colliding in his mind. “I love you so much.”


  The jet loomed clearly into view between the rows of amber lights, a white bulletlike machine with short delta wings sweeping back from the fuselage, giving it the appearance of an angry flying insect. The pilot swung the plane around in a circle, coming to a jarring stop as the automatic passenger door sprang out and up while metal steps slapped down to the ground. Jason and Marie ran toward the jet’s entrance.


  It happened with the sudden impact of a murderous wind shear, at once unstoppable, enveloping, the swirling winds of death! Gunfire. Automatic weapons—two of them; one nearby, one farther away—shattering windows, ripping into wood, a piercing screech of pain erupting from the terminal, announcing a mortal hit.


  With both hands Bourne gripped Marie by the waist, heaving her up and propelling her into the plane as he shouted to the pilot. “Shut the door and get out of here!”


  “Mon Dieu!” cried the man from the open flight deck. “Allez-vous-en!” he roared, ordering Jason away from the spring-hinged door and the metal steps, gunning the jet’s engine as the plane lurched forward. Jason plunged to the ground and raised his eyes. Marie’s face was pressed against the window; she was screaming hysterically. The plane thundered down the runway; it was free.


  Bourne was not. He was caught in the wash of the amber lights, the glowing rows a cyclorama of yellowish orange. No matter where he stood or knelt or crouched he was in silhouette. So he pulled out the automatic from his belt—the weapon, he reflected, given to him by Bernardine—and began slithering, snaking his way across the asphalt toward the bordering grass outside the fenced-gate area.


  The gunfire erupted again, but now they were three scattered single shots from within the terminal, where the lights had been extinguished. They had to have come from Conklin’s gun, or possibly the clerk’s if he had a weapon; Panov did not. Then who had been hit?…No time! A shattering fusillade burst out of the nearest automatic rifle; it was steady, prolonged and deadly, spraying the side of the small building and the gate area.


  Then the second automatic weapon commenced firing; from the sound it was on the opposite side of the terminal’s waiting room. Moments later there were two single shots, the last one accompanied by a scream…again on the other side of the building.


  “I’ve been hit!” The voice was the cry of a man in pain…on the other side of the building. The automatic rifle! Jason slowly rose to a low crouch in the grass and peered into the darkness. A fragment of blacker darkness moved. He raised his automatic and fired into the moving mass, getting to his feet and racing across the gate area, turning and squeezing the trigger until he was both out of bullets and out of sight on the east side of the building, where the runway ended and the amber lights stopped. He crawled cautiously to the section of the waist-high fence that paralleled the corner of the small terminal. The grayish-white gravel of the parking area was a gratifying sight; he was able to make out the figure of a man writhing on the stones. The figure gripped a weapon in his hands, then pushing it into the gravel, raised himself to a half-sitting position.


  “Cugino!” he screamed. “Help me!” His answer was another burst of gunfire from the west side of the building, diagonally to the right of the wounded man. “Holy Christ!” he shrieked. “I’m hit bad!” Again the reply was yet another fusillade from the automatic rifle, these rounds simultaneous with crashing glass. The killer on the west side of the building had smashed the windows and was blowing apart everything inside.


  Bourne dropped the useless automatic and grabbed the top of the fence, vaulting over it, his left leg landing in agony on the ground. What’s happened to me? Why do I hurt? Goddamn it! He limped to the wood-framed corner of the building and edged his face to the open space beyond. The figure on the gravel fell back, unable to support himself on the automatic rifle. Jason felt the ground, found a large rock, and threw it with all his strength beyond the wounded man. It crashed, bouncing into the gravel, for an instant like the sound of approaching footsteps. The killer spastically rose and spun his body to the rear, gripping his weapon, which twice fell out of his grasp.


  Now! Bourne raced across the stones of the parking lot and lunged off his feet down into the man with the gun. He tore the weapon from the killer’s grip and crashed the metal stock into his skull. The short, slender man went limp. And, again, suddenly, there was another crescendo of gunfire from the west exterior of the terminal building, again accompanied by the shattering of glass. The first and nearer killer was narrowing down his targets. He had to be stopped! thought Jason, his breath gone, every muscle in his body in pain. Where was the man from yesterday? Where was Delta from Medusa? The Chameleon from Treadstone Seventy-one? Where was that man?


  Bourne grabbed the MAC-10 submachine gun from the unconscious figure on the gravel and raced toward the side door of the terminal.


  “Alex!” he roared. “Let me in! I’ve got the weapon!”


  The door crashed open. “My God, you’re alive!” shouted Conklin in the darkness of the shadows as Jason ran inside. “Mo’s in bad shape—he was shot in the chest. The clerk’s dead and we can’t raise the tower out on the field. They must have reached it first.” Alex slammed the door shut. “Get down on the floor!” A fusillade raked the walls. Bourne got to his knees and fired back, then threw himself down beside Conklin.


  “What happened?” cried Jason, breathless, his voice strained, the sweat dripping down his face and stinging his eyes.


  “The Jackal happened.”


  “How did he do it?”


  “He fooled us all. You, me, Krupkin and Lavier—worst of all, me. He sent the word out that he’d be away, no explanation even with you here in Paris, just that he’d be gone for a while. We thought the trap had worked; everything pointed to Moscow.… He sucked us into his own trap. Oh, Christ, did he suck us in! I should have known better, I should have seen through it! It was too clean.… I’m sorry, David. Oh, God, I’m sorry!”


  “That’s him out there, isn’t it? He wants the kill all to himself—nothing else matters to him.”


  Suddenly a flashlight, its powerful beam blinding, was thrown through a shattered window. Instantly, Bourne raised the MAC-10 and blew the shiny metal tube away, extinguishing the light. The damage, however, had been done; their bodies had been seen.


  “Over here!” screamed Alex, grabbing Jason and diving behind the counter as a murderous barrage came from the blurred silhouette in the window. It stopped; there was the crack of a bolt.


  “He has to reload!” whispered Bourne, with the break in the fire. “Stay here!” Jason stood up and raced to the gate doors, crashing through them, his weapon gripped in his right hand, his body prone, tense, prepared to kill—if the years would permit it. They had to permit it!


  He crawled through the gate he had opened for Marie and spun on the ground to his right, scrambling along the fence. He was Delta—of Saigon’s Medusa…he could do it! There was no friendly jungle now, but there was everything he could use—Delta could use—the darkness, the intermittent blocks of shadows from the myriad clouds intercepting the moonlight. Use everything! It was what you were trained to do…so many years ago—so many. Forget it, forget time! Do it! The animal only yards away wants you dead—your wife dead, your children dead. Dead!


  It was the quickness born of pure fury that propelled him, obsessed him, and he knew that to win he had to win quickly, with all the speed that was in him. He crept swiftly along the fence that enclosed the airfield, and past the corner of the terminal, prepared for the instant of exposure. The lethal submachine gun was still gripped in his hand, his index finger now on the trigger. There was a cluster of wild shrubbery preceding two thick trees no more than thirty feet away; if he could reach them, the advantage was his. He would have the “high ground,” the Jackal in the valley of death, if only because he was behind the assassin and unseen.


  He reached the shrubbery. And at the moment he heard a massive smashing of glass followed by yet another fusillade—this time so prolonged that the entire magazine had to have been emptied. He had not been seen; the figure by the window had backed away to reload, his concentration on that task, not on the possibility of an escape. Carlos, too, was growing old and losing his finesse, thought Jason Bourne. Where were the flares intrinsic to such an operation? Where were the alert, roving eyes that loaded weapons in total darkness?


  Darkness. A cloud cover blocked the yellow rays of the moon; there was darkness. He vaulted over the fence, concealing himself behind the shrubbery, then raced to the first of the two trees where he could stand upright, view the scene and consider his options.


  Something was wrong. There was a primitiveness he could not associate with the Jackal. The assassin had isolated the terminal, ad valorem, and the price was high, but there was an absence of the finer points of the deadly equation. The subtlety was not there; instead, there was a brute force, hardly to be denied, but not when employed against the man they called Jason Bourne who had escaped from the trap.


  The figure by the shattered window had spent his ammunition; he reeled back against the building, pulling another magazine out of his pocket. Jason raced out of the cover of the trees, his MAC-10 on automatic fire, exploding the dirt in front of the killer, then circling the bullets around his frame.


  “That’s it!” he shouted, closing in on the assassin. “You’re dead, Carlos, with one pull of my finger—if you are the Jackal!”


  The man by the shattered window threw down his weapon. “I am not he, Mr. Bourne,” said the executioner from Larchmont, New York. “We’ve met before, but I am not the person you think I am.”


  “Hit the ground, you son of a bitch!” The killer did so as Jason approached. “Spread your legs and your arms!” The command was obeyed. “Raise your head!”


  The man did so, and Bourne stared at the face, vaguely illuminated by the distant glow of the amber lights on the airfield’s runway. “You see now?” said Mario. “I’m not who you think I am.”


  “My God,” whispered Jason, his incredulity all too apparent. “You were in the driveway in Manassas, Virginia. You tried to kill Cactus, then me!”


  “Contracts, Mr. Bourne, nothing more.”


  “What about the tower? The air controller here in the tower!”


  “I do not kill indiscriminately. Once the plane from Poitiers was given clearance to land, I told him to leave.… Forgive me, but your wife was also on the list. Fortunately, as she is a mother, it was beyond my abilities.”


  “Who the hell are you?”


  “I just told you. A contract employee.”


  “I’ve seen better.”


  “I’m not, perhaps, in your league, but I serve my organization well.”


  “Jesus, you’re Medusa!”


  “I’ve heard the name, but that’s all I can tell you.… Let me make one thing clear, Mr. Bourne. I will not leave my wife a widow, or my children orphans for the sake of a contract. That position simply isn’t viable. They mean too much to me.”


  “You’ll spend a hundred and fifty years in prison, and that’s only if you’re prosecuted in a state that doesn’t have the death penalty.”


  “Not with what I know, Mr. Bourne. My family and I will be well taken care of—a new name, perhaps a nice farm in the Dakotas or Wyoming. You see, I knew this moment had to come.”


  “What’s come now, you bastard, is that a friend of mine inside there is shot up! You did it!”


  “A truce, then?” said Mario.


  “What the hell do you mean by that?”


  “I have a very fast car a half mile away.” The killer from Larchmont, New York, pulled a square instrument from his belt. “It can be here in less than a minute. I’m sure the driver knows the nearest hospital.”


  “Do it!”


  “It’s done, Jason Bourne,” said Mario, pressing a button.


  Morris Panov had been rolled into the operating room; Louis DeFazio was still on a gurney, as it was determined that his wound was superficial. And through back-channel negotiations between Washington and Quai d’Orsay, the criminal known only as Mario was securely in the custody of the American embassy in Paris.


  A white-frocked doctor came out into the hospital’s waiting room; both Conklin and Bourne got to their feet, frightened. “I will not pretend to be a bearer of glad tidings,” said the physician in French, “for it would be quite wrong. Both lungs of your friend were punctured, as well as the wall of his heart. He has at best a forty—sixty chance of survival—against him, I’m afraid. Still, he is a strong-willed man who wants to live. At times that means more than all the medical negatives. What else can I tell you?”


  “Thank you, Doctor.” Jason turned away.


  “I have to use a telephone,” said Alex to the surgeon. “I should go to our embassy, but I haven’t the time. Do I have any guarantee that I won’t be tapped, overheard?”


  “I imagine you have every guarantee,” replied the physician. “We wouldn’t know how to do it. Use my office, please.”


  “Peter?”


  “Alex!” cried Holland from Langley, Virginia. “Everything go all right? Did Marie get off?”


  “To answer your first question, no, everything did not go all right; and as far as Marie goes, you can expect a panicked phone call from her the minute she reaches Marseilles. That pilot won’t touch his radio.”


  “What?”


  “Tell her we’re okay, that David’s not hurt—”


  “What are you talking about?” broke in the director of Central Intelligence.


  “We were ambushed while waiting for the plane from Poitiers. I’m afraid Mo Panov’s in bad shape, so bad I don’t want to think about it right now. We’re in a hospital and the doctor’s not encouraging.”


  “Oh, God, Alex, I’m sorry.”


  “In his own way, Mo’s a fighter. I’ll still bet on him. Incidentally, don’t tell Marie. She thinks too much.”


  “Of course not. Is there anything I can do?”


  “Yes, there is, Peter. You can tell me why Medusa’s here in Paris.”


  “In Paris? It’s not according to everything I know and I know a hell of a lot.”


  “Our identification’s positive. The two guns that hit us an hour ago were sent over by Medusa. We’ve even got a confession of sorts.”


  “I don’t understand!” protested Holland. “Paris never entered into our thinking. There’s no linkage in the scenario.”


  “Sure, there is,” contradicted the former station chief. “You said it yourself. You called it a self-fulfilling prophecy, remember? The ultimate logic that Bourne conceived as a theory. Medusa joining up with the Jackal, the target Jason Bourne.”


  “That’s the point, Alex. It was only a theory, hypothetically convincing, but still just a theory, the basis for a sound strategy. But it never happened.”


  “It obviously did.”


  “Not from this end. As far as we’re concerned, Medusa’s now in Moscow.”


  “Moscow?” Conklin nearly dropped the phone on the doctor’s desk.


  “That’s right. We’ve concentrated on Ogilvie’s law firm in New York, tapping everything that could be tapped. Somehow—and we don’t know how—Ogilvie was tipped off and got out of the country. He took an Aeroflot to Moscow, and the rest of his family headed to Marrakesh.”


  “Ogilvie…?” Alex could barely be heard; frowning, his memory peeled away the years. “From Saigon? A legal officer from Saigon?”


  “That’s right. We’re convinced he runs Medusa.”


  “And you withheld that information from me?”


  “Only the name of the firm. I told you we had our priorities and you had yours. For us, Medusa came first.”


  “You simple swab-jockey!” exploded Conklin. “I know Ogilvie—more precisely, I knew him. Let me tell you what they called him in Saigon: Ice-Cold Ogilvie, the smoothest-talking legal scumball in Vietnam. With a few subpoenas and some research, I could have told you where a few of his courtroom skeletons were buried—you blew it! You could have pulled him in for fixing the army courts in a couple of killings—there are no statutes, civilian or military, on those crimes. Jesus, why didn’t you tell me?”


  “In all honesty, Alex, you never asked. You simply assumed—rightly so—that I wouldn’t tell you.”


  “All right, all right, it’s done—to hell with it. By tomorrow or the next day you’ll have our two Medusans, so go to work on them. They both want to save their asses—the capo’s a slime, but his sharpshooter keeps praying for his family and it’s not organizational.”


  “What are you going to do?” pressed Holland.


  “We’re on our way to Moscow.”


  “After Ogilvie?”


  “No, the Jackal. But if I see Bryce, I’ll give him your regards.”


  



  CHAPTER THIRTY-FIVE


  Buckingham Pritchard sat next to his uniformed uncle, Cyril Sylvester Pritchard, deputy director of immigration, in the office of Sir Henry Sykes at Government House in Montserrat. Beside them, on the deputy’s right, was their attorney, the finest native solicitor Sykes could persuade to advise the Pritchards in the event that the Crown brought a case against them as accessories to terrorism. Sir Henry sat behind the desk and glanced in partial shock at the lawyer, one Jonathan Lemuel, who raised his head and eyes to the ceiling, not to have the benefit of the tropic fan that stirred the humid air but to show disbelief. Lemuel was a Cambridge-educated attorney, once a “scholarship boy” from the colonies, who years ago had made his money in London and returned in the autumn of his life to his native ’Serrat to enjoy the fruits of his labors. Actually, Sir Henry had persuaded his retired black friend to give assistance to a couple of idiots who might have involved themselves in a serious international matter.


  The cause of Sir Henry’s shock and Jonathan Lemuel’s disbelief cum exasperation came about through the following exchange between Sykes and the deputy director of immigration.


  “Mr. Pritchard, we’ve established that your nephew overheard a telephone conversation between John St. Jacques and his brother-in-law, the American Mr. David Webb. Further, your nephew Buckingham Pritchard here, freely, even enthusiastically, admits calling you with certain information contained in that conversation and that you in turn emphatically stated that you had to reach Paris immediately. Is this true?”


  “It is all completely true, Sir Henry.”


  “Whom did you reach in Paris? What’s the telephone number?”


  “With respect, sir, I am sworn to secrecy.”


  At that succinct and totally unexpected reply, Jonathan Lemuel had lifted his astonished eyes to the ceiling.


  Sykes, regaining his composure, put an end to the brief pause of amazement. “What was that, Mr. Pritchard?”


  “My nephew and I are part of an international organization involving the great leaders of the world, and we have been sworn to secrecy.”


  “Good God, he believes it,” muttered Sir Henry.


  “Oh, for heaven’s sake,” said Lemuel, lowering his head. “Our telephone service here is not the most sophisticated, especially where pay phones are concerned, which I presume you were instructed to use, but within a day or so that number can be traced. Why not simply give it to Sir Henry now. He obviously needs to know quickly, so where is the harm?”


  “The harm, sir, is to our superiors in the organization—that was made explicitly clear to me personally.”


  “What’s the name of this international organization?”


  “I don’t know, Sir Henry. That is part of the confidensheeality, do you not see?”


  “I’m afraid you’re the one who doesn’t see, Mr. Pritchard,” said Sykes, his voice clipped, his anger surfacing.


  “Oh, but I do, Sir Henry, and I shall prove it to you!” interrupted the deputy, looking at each man as if to draw the skeptical Sykes and the astonished attorney, as well as his adoring nephew, into his confidence. “A large sum of money was wired from a private banking institution in Switzerland directly to my own account here in Montserrat. The instructions were clear, if flexible. The funds were to be used liberally in pursuit of the assignments delegated to me.… Transportation, entertainment, lodgings—I was told I had complete discretion, but, of course, I keep a record of all expenditures, as I do as the second highest officer of immigration.… Who but vastly superior people would put such trust in a man they knew only by an enviable reputation and position?”


  Henry Sykes and Jonathan Lemuel again looked at each other, astonishment and disbelief now joined by total fascination. Sir Henry leaned forward over the desk. “Beyond this—shall we say—in-depth observation of John St. Jacques requiring the obvious services of your nephew, have you been given other assignments?”


  “Actually not, sir, but I’m sure that as soon as the leaders see how expeditiously I have performed, others will follow.”


  Lemuel raised his hand calmly a few inches off the arm of his chair to inhibit a red-faced Sykes. “Tell me,” he said quickly, gently. “This large sum of money sent from Switzerland, just how large was it? The amount doesn’t matter legally, and Sir Henry can always call your bank under the laws of the Crown, so please tell us.”


  “Three hundred pounds!” replied the elder Pritchard, the pride of his value in his voice.


  “Three hundred…?” The solicitor’s words trailed off.


  “Not exactly staggering, eh?” mumbled Sir Henry, leaning back, speechless.


  “Roughly,” continued Lemuel, “what’s been your expenses?”


  “Not roughly, but precisely,” affirmed the deputy director of immigration, removing a small notebook from the breast pocket of his uniform.


  “My brilliant uncle is always precise,” offered Buckingham Pritchard.


  “Thank you, Nephew.”


  “How much?” insisted the attorney.


  “Precisely twenty-six pounds, five shillings, English, or the equivalent of one hundred thirty-two East Caribbean dollars, the EC’s rounded off to the nearest double zero at the latest rate of exchange—in this case I absorbed forty-seven cents, so entered.”


  “Amazing,” intoned Sykes, numbed.


  “I’ve scrupulously kept every receipt,” went on the deputy, gathering steam as he continued reading. “They’re locked in a strongbox at my flat on Old Road Bay, and include the following: a total of seven dollars and eighteen cents for local calls to Tranquility—I would not use my official phone; twenty-three dollars and sixty-five cents for the long-distance call to Paris; sixty-eight dollars and eighty cents…dinner for myself and my nephew at Vue Point, a business conference, naturally—”


  “That will do,” interrupted Jonathan Lemuel, wiping his perspiring black brow with a handkerchief, although the tropical fan was perfectly adequate for the room.


  “I am prepared to submit everything at the proper time—”


  “I said that will do, Cyril.”


  “You should know that I refused a taxi driver when he offered to inflate the price of a receipt and soundly criticized him in my official position.”


  “Enough!” thundered Sykes, the veins in his neck pronounced. “You both have been damn fools of the first magnitude! To have even considered John St. Jacques a criminal of any sort is preposterous!”


  “Sir Henry,” broke in the younger Pritchard. “I myself saw what happened at Tranquility Inn! It was so horrible. Coffins on the dock, the chapel blown up, government boats around our peaceful isle—gunshots, sir! It will be months before we’re back in full operation.”


  “Exactly!” roared Sykes. “And do you believe Johnny St. Jay would willingly destroy his own property, his own business?”


  “Stranger things have happened in the outside criminal world, Sir Henry,” said Cyril Sylvester Pritchard knowingly. “In my official capacity I’ve heard many, many stories. The incidents my nephew described are called diversionary tactics employed to create the illusion that the scoundrels are victims. It was all thoroughly explained to me.”


  “Oh, it was, was it?” cried the former brigadier of the British army. “Well, let me explain something else, shall I? You’ve been duped by an international terrorist wanted the world over! Do you know the universal penalty for aiding and abetting such a killer? I’ll make it plain, in case it’s escaped your attention—in your official capacity, of course.… It is death by firing squad or, less charitably, a public hanging! Now, what’s that goddamned number in Paris?”


  “Under the circumstances,” said the deputy, summoning what dignity he could despite the fact that his trembling nephew clutched his left arm and his hand shook as he reached for his notebook. “I’ll write it out for you.… One asks for a blackbird. In French, Sir Henry. I speak a few words, Sir Henry. In French—Sir Henry.”


  Summoned by an armed guard dressed casually as a week-end guest in white slacks and a loose, bulky white linen jacket, John St. Jacques walked into the library of their new safe house, an estate on Chesapeake Bay. The guard, a muscular, medium-sized man with clean-cut Hispanic features, stood inside the doorway; he pointed to the telephone on the large cherry-wood desk. “It’s for you, Mr. Jones. It’s the director.”


  “Thanks, Hector,” said Johnny, pausing briefly. “Is that Mr. Jones stuff really necessary?”


  “As necessary as ‘Hector.’ My real name’s Roger…or Daniel. Whatever.”


  “Gotcha.” St. Jacques crossed to the desk and picked up the phone. “Holland?”


  “That number your friend Sykes got is a blind, but useful.”


  “As my brother-in-law would say, please speak English.”


  “It’s the number of a café on the Marais waterfront on the Seine. The routine is to ask for a blackbird—un oiseau noir—and somebody shouts out. If the blackbird’s there, contact is made. If he isn’t, you try again.”


  “Why is it useful?”


  “We’ll try again—and again and again—with a man inside.”


  “What’s happening otherwise?”


  “I can only give you a limited answer.”


  “Goddamn you!”


  “Marie can fill you in—”


  “Marie?”


  “She’s on her way home. She’s mad as hell, but she’s also one relieved wife and mother.”


  “Why is she mad?”


  “I’ve booked her low-key on several long flights back—”


  “For Christ’s sake, why?” broke in the brother angrily. “You send a goddamned plane for her! She’s been more valuable to you than anyone in your dumb Congress or your corkscrew administration, and you send planes for them all over the place. I’m not joking, Holland!”


  “I don’t send those planes,” replied the director firmly. “Others do. The ones I send involve too many questions and too much curiosity on foreign soil and that’s all I’ll say about it. Her safety is more important than her comfort.”


  “We agree on that, honcho.”


  The director paused, his irritation apparent. “You know something? You’re not really a very pleasant fellow, are you?”


  “My sister puts up with me, which more than offsets your opinion. Why is she relieved—as a wife and mother, I think you said?”


  Again Holland paused, not in irritation now, but searching for the words. “A disagreeable incident took place, one none of us could predict or even contemplate.”


  “Oh, I hear those famous fucking words from the American establishment!” roared St. Jacques. “What did you miss this time? A truckload of U.S. missiles to the Ayatollah’s agents in Paris? What happened?”


  For a third time, Peter Holland employed a moment of silence, although his heavy breathing was audible. “You know, young man, I could easily hang up the phone and dismiss your existence, which would be quite beneficial for my blood pressure.”


  “Look, honcho, that’s my sister out there, and a guy she’s married to who I think is pretty terrific. Five years ago, you bastards—I repeat, you bastards—damn near killed them both over in Hong Kong and points east. I don’t know all the facts because they’re too decent or too dumb to talk about them, but I know enough to know I wouldn’t trust you with a waiter’s payroll in the islands!”


  “Fair enough,” said Holland, subdued. “Not that it matters, but I wasn’t here then.”


  “It doesn’t matter. It’s your subterranean system. You would have done the same thing.”


  “Knowing the circumstances, I might have. So might you, if you knew them. But that doesn’t matter, either. It’s history.”


  “And now is now,” broke in St. Jacques. “What happened in Paris, this ‘disagreeable incident’?”


  “According to Conklin, there was an ambush at a private airfield in Pontcarré. It was aborted. Your brother-in-law wasn’t hurt and neither was Alex. That’s all I can tell you.”


  “It’s all I want to hear.”


  “I spoke to Marie a little while ago. She’s in Marseilles and will be here late tomorrow morning. I’ll meet her myself and we’ll be driven out to Chesapeake.”


  “What about David?”


  “Who?”


  “My brother-in-law!”


  “Oh…yes, of course. He’s on his way to Moscow.”


  “What?”


  The Aeroflot jetliner reversed engines and swung off the runway at Moscow’s Sheremetyevo Airport. The pilot taxied down the adjacent exit lane, then stopped a quarter of a mile from the terminal as an announcement was made in both Russian and French.


  “There will be a five- to seven-minute delay before disembarkation. Please remain seated.”


  No explanation accompanied the information, and those passengers on the flight from Paris who were not Soviet citizens returned to their reading material, assuming the delay was caused by a backup of departing aircraft. However, those who were citizens, as well as a few others familiar with Soviet arrival procedures, knew better. The curtained-off front section of the huge Ilyushin jet, a small seating area that was reserved for special unseen passengers, was in the process of being evacuated, if not totally, at least in part. The custom was for an elevated platform with a shielded metal staircase to be rolled up to the front exit door. Several hundred feet away there was always a government limousine, and while the backs of those disembarked special passengers were briefly in view on their way to the vehicles, flight attendants roamed through the aircraft making sure no cameras were in evidence. There never were. These travelers were the property of the KGB, and for reasons known only to the Komitet, they were not to be observed in Sheremetyevo’s international terminal. It was the case this late afternoon on the outskirts of Moscow.


  Alex Conklin limped out of the shielded staircase followed by Bourne, who carried the two outsized flight bags that served as their minimum luggage. Dimitri Krupkin emerged from the limousine and hurried toward them as the steps were rolled away from the aircraft and the noise of the huge jet engines began growing in volume.


  “How is your friend the doctor?” asked the Soviet intelligence officer, shouting to be heard over the roar.


  “Holding his own!” yelled Alex. “He may not make it, but he’s fighting like hell!”


  “It’s your own fault, Aleksei!” The jet rolled away and Krupkin lowered his voice accordingly, still loud but not shouting. “You should have called Sergei at the embassy. His unit was prepared to escort you wherever you wished to go.”


  “Actually, we thought that if we did, we’d be sending out an alert.”


  “Better a prohibiting alert than inviting an assault!” countered the Russian. “Carlos’s men would never have dared to attack you under our protection.”


  “It wasn’t the Jackal—the Jackal,” said Conklin, abruptly resuming a conversational tone as the roar of the aircraft became a hum in the distance.


  “Of course it wasn’t him—he’s here. It was his goons following orders.”


  “Not his goons, not his orders.”


  “What are you talking about?”


  “We’ll go into it later. Let’s get out of here.”


  “Wait.” Krupkin arched his brows. “We’ll talk first—and first, welcome to Mother Russia. Second, it would be most appreciated if you would refrain from discussing certain aspects of my life-style while in the service of my government in the hostile, war-mongering West with anyone you might meet.”


  “You know, Kruppie, one of these days they’ll catch up with you.”


  “Never. They adore me, for I feed the Komitet more useful gossip about the upper ranks of the debauched, so-called free world than any other officer in a foreign post. I also entertain my superiors in that same debauched world far better than any other officer anywhere. Now, if we corner the Jackal here in Moscow, I’ll no doubt be made a member of the Politburo, hero status.”


  “Then you can really steal.”


  “Why not? They all do.”


  “If you don’t mind,” interrupted Bourne curtly, lowering the two flight bags to the ground. “What’s happened? Have you made any progress in Dzerzhinsky Square?”


  “It’s not inconsiderable for less than thirty hours. We’ve narrowed down Carlos’s mole to thirteen possibles, all of whom speak French fluently. They’re under total surveillance, human and electronic; we know exactly where they are every minute, also who they meet and who they talk to over the telephone.… I’m working with two ranking commissars, neither of whom can remotely speak French—they can’t even speak literate Russian, but that’s the way it is sometimes. The point is they’re both failsafe and dedicated; they’d rather be instrumental in capturing the Jackal than re-fight the Nazi. They’ve been very cooperative in mounting surveillance.”


  “Your surveillance is rotten and you know it,” said Alex. “They fall over toilet seats in the women’s room when they’re chasing a guy.”


  “Not this time, for I chose them myself,” insisted Krupkin. “Outside of four of our own people, each trained in Novgorod, they’re defectors from the UK, America, France and South Africa—all with intelligence backgrounds who could lose their dachas if they screw up, as you Westerners say. I really would like to be appointed to the Presidium, perhaps even the Central Committee. I might be posted to Washington or New York.”


  “Where you could really steal,” said Conklin.


  “You’re wicked, Aleksei, very, very wicked. Still, after a vodka or six, remind me to tell you about some real estate our chargé d’affaires picked up in Virginia two years ago. For a song, and financed by his lover’s bank in Richmond. Now a developer wants the property at ten times the price!…Come, the car.”


  “I don’t believe this conversation,” said Bourne, picking up the flight bags.


  “Welcome to the real world of high-tech intelligence,” explained Conklin, laughing quietly. “At least from one point of view.”


  “From all points of view,” continued Krupkin as they started toward the limousine. “However, we will dispense with this conversation while riding in an official vehicle, won’t we, gentlemen? Incidentally, you have a two-bedroom suite at the Metropole on the Marx Prospekt. It’s convenient and I’ve personally shut down all listening devices.”


  “I can understand why, but how did you manage it?”


  “Embarrassment, as you well know, is the Komitet’s greatest enemy. I explained to internal security that what might be recorded could prove most embarrassing to the wrong people, who would undoubtedly transfer any who overheard the tapes to Kamchatka.” They reached the car, the left rear door opened by a driver in a dark brown business suit identical with the one worn by Sergei in Paris. “The fabric’s the same,” said Krupkin in French, noting his companions’ reaction to the similar apparel. “Unfortunately the tailoring is not. I insisted Sergei have his refitted in the Faubourg.”


  The Hotel Metropole is a renovated, prerevolutionary structure built in the ornate style of architecture favored by the czar who had visited fin-de-siècle Vienna and Paris. The ceilings are high, the marble profuse, and the occasional tapestries priceless. Intrinsic to the elaborate lobby is a defiance aimed at a government that would permit so many shabby citizens to invade the premises. The majestic walls and the glittering, filigreed chandeliers seem to stare at the unworthy trespassers with disdain. These impressions, however, did not apply to Dimitri Krupkin, whose baronial figure was very much at ease and at home in the surroundings.


  “Comrade!” cried the manager sotto voce as the KGB officer accompanied his guests to the elevators. “There is an urgent message for you,” he continued, walking rapidly up to Dimitri and thrusting a folded note into Krupkin’s hand. “I was told to deliver it to you personally.”


  “You have done so and I thank you.” Dimitri watched the man walk away, then opened the paper as Bourne and Conklin stood behind him. “I must reach Dzerzhinsky immediately,” he said, turning. “It’s the extension of my second commissar. Come, let us hurry.”


  The suite, like the lobby, belonged to another time, another era, indeed another country, marred only by the faded fabrics and the less than perfect restoration of the original moldings. These imperfections served to accentuate the distance between the past and the present. The doors of the two bedrooms were opposite each other, the space between a large sitting room complete with a copper dry bar and several bottles of spirits rarely seen on Moscow shelves.


  “Help yourselves,” said Krupkin, heading for a telephone on an ersatz antique desk that appeared to be a cross between Queen Anne and a later Louis. “Oh, I forgot, Aleksei, I’ll order some tea or spring water—”


  “Forget it,” said Conklin, taking his flight bag from Jason and heading into the left bedroom. “I’m going to wash up; that plane was filthy.”


  “I trust you found the fare agreeable,” responded Krupkin, raising his voice and dialing. “Incidentally, you ingrate, you’ll find your weapons in your bedside table drawers. Each is a .38 caliber Graz Burya automatic.… Come, Mr. Bourne,” he added. “You’re not abstemious and it was a long trip—this may be a long conversation. My commissar number two is a windy fellow.”


  “I think I will,” said Jason, dropping his bag by the door to the other bedroom. He crossed to the bar and chose a familiar bottle, pouring himself a drink as Krupkin began talking in Russian. It was not a language he understood, so Bourne walked to a pair of tall cathedral windows overlooking the wide avenue known as the Marx Prospekt.


  “Dobryi dyen.… Da, da—pochemu?…Sadovaya togda. Dvadtsat minut.” Krupkin shook his head in weary irritation as he hung up the telephone. The movement caused Jason to turn toward the Soviet. “My second commissar was not talkative on this occasion, Mr. Bourne. Haste and orders took precedent.”


  “What do you mean?”


  “We must leave immediately.” Krupkin glanced at the bedroom to the left and raised his voice. “Aleksei, come out here! Quickly!…I tried to tell him that you’d just this second arrived,” continued the KGB man, turning back to Jason, “but he was having none of it. I even went so far as to say that one of you was already taking a shower, and his only comment was ‘Tell him to get out and get dressed.’” Conklin limped through the bedroom door, his shirt unbuttoned and blotting his wet face with a towel. “Sorry, Aleksei, we must go.”


  “Go where? We just got here.”


  “We’ve appropriated a flat on the Sadovaya—that’s Moscow’s ‘Grand Boulevard,’ Mr. Bourne. It’s not the Champs-Elysées, but neither is it inconsequential. The czars knew how to build.”


  “What’s over there?” pressed Conklin.


  “Commissar number one,” replied Krupkin. “We’ll be using it as our, shall we say, our headquarters. A smaller and rather delightful annex of Dzerzhinsky Square—only nobody knows about it but the five of us. Something’s come up and we’re to go there immediately.”


  “That’s good enough for me,” said Jason, putting his drink down on the copper dry bar.


  “Finish it,” said Alex, rushing awkwardly back into the bedroom. “I’ve got to get the soap out of my eyes and restrap my lousy boot.”


  Bourne picked up the glass, his eyes straying to the Soviet field officer who looked after Conklin, his brow lined, his expression curiously sad. “You knew him before he lost his foot, didn’t you?” asked Jason quietly.


  “Oh, yes, Mr. Bourne. We go back twenty-five, twenty-six years. Istanbul, Athens, Rome…Amsterdam. He was a remarkable adversary. Of course, we were young then, both slender and quick and so taken with ourselves, wanting so desperately to live up to the images we envisioned for ourselves. It was all so long ago. We were both terribly good, you know. He was actually better than me, but don’t you ever tell him I said so. He always saw the broader picture, the longer road than I saw. It was the Russian in him, of course.”


  “Why do you use the word ‘adversary’?” asked Jason. “It’s so athletic, as if you’d been playing a game. Wasn’t he your enemy?”


  Krupkin’s large head snapped toward Bourne, his eyes glass, not warm at all. “Of course he was my enemy, Mr. Bourne, and to clarify the picture for you, he still is my enemy. Don’t, I beg you, mistake my indulgences for what they are not. A man’s weaknesses may intrude on his faith but they do not diminish it. I may not have the convenience of the Roman confession to expiate my sins so as to go forth and sin again despite my belief, but I do believe.… My grandfathers and grandmothers were hanged—hanged, sir—for stealing chickens from a Romanov prince’s estate. Few, if any, of my ancestors were ever given the privilege of the most rudimentary schooling, forget education. The Supreme Soviet revolution of Karl Marx and Vladimir Lenin made possible the beginning of all things. Thousands upon thousands of mistakes have been made—many inexcusable, many more brutal—but a beginning was made. I, myself, am both the proof and the error of it.”


  “I’m not sure I understand that.”


  “Because you and your feeble intellectuals have never understood what we have understood from the start. Das Kapital, Mr. Bourne, envisages stages toward a just society, economic and political, but it does not and never did state what specific form the nuts-and-bolts government will ultimately be. Only that it could not be as it was.”


  “I’m not a scholar in that department.”


  “One does not have to be. In a hundred years you may be the socialists, and with luck, we’ll be the capitalists, da?”


  “Tell me something,” said Jason, hearing, as Krupkin also did, the water faucets in Conklin’s room being turned off. “Could you kill Alex—Aleksei?”


  “As surely as he could kill me—with deep regrets—if the value of the information called for it. We are professionals. We understand that, often reluctantly.”


  “I can’t understand either one of you.”


  “Don’t even try, Mr. Bourne, you’re not there yet—you’re getting closer, but you’re not there.”


  “Would you explain that, please?”


  “You’re at the cusp, Jason—may I call you Jason?”


  “Please do.”


  “You’re fifty years of age or thereabouts, give or take a year or two, correct?”


  “Correct. I’ll be fifty-one in a few months. So what?”


  “Aleksei and I are in our sixties—have you any idea what a leap that is?”


  “How could I?”


  “Let me tell you. You still visualize yourself as the younger man, the postadolescent man who sees himself doing the things you did only moments ago in your mind, and in many ways you are right. The motor controls are there, the will is there; you are still the master of your body. Then suddenly, as strong as the will is and as strong as the body remains, the mind slowly, insidiously begins to reject the necessity to make an immediate decision—both intellectually and physically. Simply put, we care less. Are we to be condemned or congratulated on having survived?”


  “I think you just said you couldn’t kill Alex.”


  “Don’t count on it, Jason Bourne—or David whoever you are.”


  Conklin came through the door, his limp pronounced, wincing in pain. “Let’s go,” he said.


  “Did you strap it wrong again?” asked Jason. “Do you want me to—”


  “Forget it,” broke in Alex irritably. “You have to be a contortionist to get the goddamned thing right all the time.”


  Bourne understood; he forgot about any attempt on his part to adjust the prosthesis. Krupkin again looked at Alex with that strange admixture of sadness and curiosity, then spoke rapidly. “The car is parked up the street in the Sverdlov. It’s less obvious over there, I’ll have a lobby steward fetch it.”


  “Thanks,” said Conklin, gratitude in his glance.


  The opulent apartment on the busy Sadovaya was one among many in an aged stone building that, like the Metropole, reflected the grand architectural excesses of the old Russian Empire. The flats were primarily used—and bugged—for visiting dignitaries, and the chambermaids, doormen and concierges were all frequently questioned by the KGB when not directly employed by the Komitet. The walls were covered with red velour; the sturdy furniture was reminiscent of the ancien régime. However, to the right of the gargantuan ornate living-room fireplace was an item that stood out like a decorator’s nightmare: a large jet-black television console complete with an assortment of tape decks compatible with the various sizes of video cassettes.


  The second contradiction to the decor, and undoubtedly an affront to the memory of the elegant Romanovs, was a heavyset man in a rumpled uniform, open at the neck and stained with vestiges of recent meals. His blunt face was full, his grayish hair cut close to his skull, and a missing tooth surrounded by discolored companions bespoke an aversion to dentistry. It was the face of a peasant, the narrow, perpetually squinting eyes conveying a peasant’s shrewd intelligence. He was Krupkin’s Commissar Number One.


  “My English not good,” announced the uniformed man, nodding at his visitors, “but is understanding. Also, for you I have no name, no official position. Call me colonel, yes? It is below my rank, but all Americans think all Soviets in Komitet are ‘colonel,’ da? Okay?”


  “I speak Russian,” replied Alex. “If it’s easier for you, use it, and I’ll translate for my colleague.”


  “Hah!” roared the colonel, laughing. “So Krupkin cannot fool you, yes?”


  “Yes, he can’t fool me, no.”


  “Is good. He talks too fast, da? Even in Russian his words come like stray bullets.”


  “In French, also, Colonel.”


  “Speaking of which,” intruded Dimitri, “may we get to the issue at hand, comrade? Our associate in the Dzerzhinsky said we were to come over immediately.”


  “Da! Immediate.” The KGB officer walked to the huge ebony console, picked up a remote control, and turned to the others. “I will speak English—is good practice.… Come. Watch. Everything is on one cartridge. All material taken by men and women Krupkin select to follow our people who speak the French.”


  “People who could not be compromised by the Jackal,” clarified Krupkin.


  “Watch!” insisted the peasant-colonel, pressing a button on the remote control.


  The screen came alive on the console, the opening shots crude and choppy. Most had been taken with hand-held video cameras from car windows. One scene after another showed specific men walking in the Moscow streets or getting into official vehicles, driving or being driven throughout the city and, in several cases, outside the city over country roads. In every case the subjects under surveillance met with other men and women, whereupon the zoom lenses enlarged the faces. A number of shots took place inside buildings, the scenes murky and dark, the result of insufficient light and awkwardly held concealed cameras.


  “That one is expensive whore!” laughed the colonel as a man in his late sixties escorted a much younger woman into an elevator. “It is the Solnechy Hotel on the Varshavkoye. I will personally check the general’s vouchers and find a loyal ally, da?”


  The choppy, cross-cutting tape continued as Krupkin and the two Americans grew weary of the seemingly endless and pointless visual record. Then, suddenly, there was an exterior shot of a huge cathedral, crowds on the pavement, the light indicating early evening.


  “St. Basil’s Cathedral in Red Square,” said Krupkin. “It’s a museum now and a very fine one, but every now and then a zealot—usually foreign—holds a small service. No one interferes, which, of course, the zealots want us to do.”


  The screen became murky again, the vibrating focus briefly and wildly swaying; the camcorder had moved inside the cathedral as the agent operating it was jostled by the crowds. Then it became steady, held perhaps against a pillar. The focus now was on an elderly man, his hair white in contrast to the lightweight black raincoat he was wearing. He was walking down a side aisle pensively glancing at the succession of icons and the higher majestic stained-glass windows.


  “Rodchenko,” said the peasant-colonel, his voice guttural. “The great Rodchenko.”


  The man on the screen proceeded into what appeared to be a large stone corner of the cathedral where two thick pedestaled candles threw moving shadows against the walls. The video camera jerkily moved upward, the agent, again perhaps, standing on a portable stool or a hastily obtained box. The picture grew suddenly more detailed, the figures larger as the zoom lens was activated, thrusting through the crowds of tourists. The white-haired subject approached another man, a priest in priestly garb—balding, thin, his complexion dark.


  “It’s him!” cried Bourne. “It’s Carlos!”


  Then a third man appeared on the screen, joining the other two, and Conklin shouted.


  “Jesus!” he roared as all eyes were riveted on the television set. “Hold it there!” The KGB commissar instantly complied with his remote; the picture remained stationary, shaky but constant. “The other one! Do you recognize him, David?”


  “I know him but I don’t know him,” replied Bourne in a low voice as images going back years began filling his inner screen. There were explosions, white blinding lights with blurred figures running in a jungle…and then a man, an Oriental, being shot repeatedly, screaming as he was hammered into the trunk of a large tree by an automatic weapon. The mists of confusion swelled, dissolving into a barrackslike room with soldiers sitting behind a long table, a wooden chair on the right, a man sitting there, fidgeting, nervous. And without warning, Jason suddenly knew that man—it was himself! A younger, much younger self, and there was another figure, in uniform, pacing like a caged ferret back and forth in front of the chair, savagely berating the man then known as Delta One.… Bourne gasped, his eyes frozen on the television screen as he realized he was staring at an older version of that angry, pacing figure in his mind’s eye. “A courtroom in a base camp north of Saigon,” he whispered.


  “It’s Ogilvie,” said Conklin, his voice distant, hollow. “Bryce Ogilvie.… My God, they did link up. Medusa found the Jackal!”


  



  CHAPTER THIRTY-SIX


  “It was a trial, wasn’t it, Alex?” said Bourne, bewildered, the words floating, hesitant. “A military trial.”


  “Yes, it was,” agreed Conklin. “But it wasn’t your trial, you weren’t the accused.”


  “I wasn’t?”


  “No. You were the one who brought charges, a rare thing for any of your group to do then, in or out of the field. A number of the army people tried to stop you but they couldn’t.… We’ll go into it later, discuss it later.”


  “I want to discuss it now,” said Jason firmly. “That man is with the Jackal, right there in front of our eyes. I want to know who he is and what he is and why he’s here in Moscow—with the Jackal.”


  “Later—”


  “Now. Your friend Krupkin is helping us, which means he’s helping Marie and me and I’m grateful for his help. The colonel here is also on our side or we wouldn’t be seeing what’s on that screen at this moment. I want to know what happened between that man and me, and all of Langley’s security measures can go to hell. The more I know about him—now—the better I know what to ask for, what to expect.” Bourne suddenly turned to the Soviets. “For your information, there’s a period in my life I can’t completely remember, and that’s all you have to know. Go on, Alex.”


  “I have trouble remembering last night,” said the colonel.


  “Tell him what he wants to know, Aleksei. It can have no bearing on our interests. The Saigon chapter is closed, as is Kabul.”


  “All right.” Conklin lowered himself into a chair and massaged his right calf; he tried to speak casually but the attempt was not wholly successful. “In December of 1970 one of your men was killed during a search-and-destroy patrol. It was called an accident of ‘friendly fire,’ but you knew better. You knew he was marked by some horseshit artists down south at headquarters; they had it in for him. He was a Cambodian and no saint by any means, but he knew all the contraband trails, so he was your point.”


  “Just images,” interrupted Bourne. “All I get are fragments. I see but I can’t remember.”


  “The facts aren’t important anymore; they’re buried along with several thousand other questionable events. Apparently a large narcotics deal went sour in the Triangle and your scout was held responsible, so a few hotshots in Saigon thought a lesson should be taught their gook runners. They flew up to your territory, went into the grass, and took him out like they were a VC advance unit. But you saw them from a piece of high ground and blew all your gaskets. You tracked them back to the helicopter pad and gave them a choice: Get in and you’d storm the chopper leaving no survivors, or they could come back with you to the base camp. They came back under your men’s guns and you forced Field Command to accept your multiple charges of murder. That’s when Ice-Cold Ogilvie showed up looking after his Saigon boys.”


  “Then something happened, didn’t it? Something crazy—everything got confused, twisted.”


  “It certainly did. Bryce got you on the stand and made you look like a maniac, a sullen pathological liar and a killer who, except for the war and your expertise, would be in a maximum security prison. He called you everything in the rotten black book and demanded that you reveal your real name—which you wouldn’t do, couldn’t do, because your first wife’s Cambodian family would have been slaughtered. He tried to tie you in verbal knots, and, failing that, threatened the military court with exposing the whole bastard battalion, which it also couldn’t allow.… Ogilvie’s thugs got off for lack of credible testimony, and after the trial you had to be physically restrained in the barracks until Ogilvie was airborne back to Saigon.”


  “His name was Kwan Soo,” said Bourne dreamily, his head moving back and forth as if rejecting a nightmare. “He was a kid, maybe sixteen or seventeen, sending the drug money back to three villages so they could eat. There wasn’t any other way…oh, shit! What would any of us have done if our families were starving?”


  “That wasn’t anything you could say at the trial and you knew it. You had to hold your tongue and take Ogilvie’s vicious crap. I came up and watched you and I never saw a man exercise such control over his hatred.”


  “That isn’t the way I seem to recall it—what I can recall. Some of it’s coming back, not much, but some.”


  “During that trial you adapted to the necessities of your immediate surroundings—you might say like a chameleon.” Their eyes locked, and Jason turned back to the television screen.


  “And there he is with Carlos. It’s a small rotten world, isn’t it? Does he know I’m Jason Bourne?”


  “How could he?” asked Conklin, getting out of the chair. “There was no Jason Bourne then. There wasn’t even a David, only a guerrilla they called Delta One. No names were used, remember?”


  “I keep forgetting; what else is new?” Jason pointed at the screen. “Why is he in Moscow? Why did you say Medusa found the Jackal? Why?”


  “Because he’s the law firm in New York.”


  “What?” Bourne whipped his head toward Conklin. “He’s the—”


  “The chairman of the board,” completed Alex, interrupting. “The Agency closed in and he got out. Two days ago.”


  “Why the hell didn’t you tell me?” cried Jason angrily.


  “Because I never thought for a moment we’d be standing here looking at that picture on the screen. I still can’t understand it, but I can’t deny it, either. Also, I saw no reason to bring up a name you might or might not remember, a personally very disturbing occurrence you might or might not remember. Why add an unnecessary complication? There’s enough stress.”


  “All right, Aleksei!” said an agitated Krupkin, stepping forward. “I’ve heard words and names that evoke certain unpleasant memories for me, at any rate, and I think it behooves me to ask a question or two—specifically one. Just who is this Ogilvie that concerns you so? You’ve told us who he was in Saigon, but who is he now?”


  “Why not?” Conklin asked himself quietly. “He’s a New York attorney who heads up an organization that’s spread throughout Europe and the Mediterranean. Initially, by pushing the right buttons in Washington, they bought up companies through extortion and leveraged buy-outs; they’ve cornered markets and set prices, and in the bargain they’ve moved into the killing game, employing some of the best professionals in the business. There’s hard evidence that they’ve contracted for the murder of various officials in the government and the military, the most recent example—with which you’re no doubt familiar—is General Teagarten, supreme commander of NATO.”


  “Unbelievable!” whispered Krupkin.


  “Jeez—Chrize!” intoned the peasant-colonel, his eyes bulging.


  “Oh, they’re very creative, and Ogilvie’s the most inventive of all. He’s Superspider and he’s spun a hell of a web from Washington through every capital in Europe. Unfortunately for him, and thanks to my associate here, he was caught like a fly in his own spinning. He was about to be pounced on by people in Washington he couldn’t possibly corrupt, but he was tipped off and got out the day before yesterday.… Why he came to Moscow I haven’t the vaguest idea.”


  “I may be able to answer that for you,” said Krupkin, glancing at the KGB colonel and nodding, as if to say It’s all right. “I know nothing—absolutely nothing—about any such killing as you speak of, indeed of any killing whatsoever. However, you could be describing an American enterprise in Europe that’s been servicing our interests for years.”


  “In what way?” asked Alex.


  “With all manner of restricted American technology, as well as armaments, matériel, spare parts for aircraft and weapons systems—even the aircraft and the weapons systems themselves on various occasions through the bloc countries. I tell you this knowing that you know I’d vehemently deny ever having said it.”


  “Understood,” nodded Conklin. “What’s the name of this enterprise?”


  “There’s no single name. Instead, there are fifty or sixty companies apparently under one umbrella but with so many different titles and origins it’s impossible to determine the specific relationships.”


  “There’s a name and Ogilvie runs it,” said Alex.


  “That crossed my mind,” said Krupkin, his eyes suddenly glass-cold, his expression that of an unrelenting zealot. “However, what appears to disturb you so about your American attorney, I can assure you is far, far outweighed by our own concerns.” Dimitri turned to the television set and the shakily stationary picture, his eyes now filled with anger. “The Soviet intelligence officer on that screen is General Rodchenko, second in command of the KGB and close adviser to the premier of the Soviet Union. Many things may be done in the name of Russian interests and without the premier’s knowledge, but in this day and age not in the areas you describe. My God, the supreme commander of NATO! And never—never—using the services of Carlos the Jackal! These embarrassments are no less than dangerous and frightening catastrophes.”


  “Have you got any suggestions?” asked Conklin.


  “A foolish question,” answered the colonel gruffly. “Arrest, then the Lubyanka…then silence.”


  “There’s a problem with that solution,” said Alex. “The Central Intelligence Agency knows Ogilvie’s in Moscow.”


  “So where is the problem? We rid us both of an unhealthy person and his crimes and go about our business.”


  “It may seem strange to you, but the problem isn’t only with the unhealthy person and his crimes, even where the Soviet Union is concerned. It’s with the cover-up—where Washington’s concerned.”


  The Komitet officer looked at Krupkin and spoke in Russian. “What is this one talking about?”


  “It’s difficult for us to understand,” answered Dimitri in his native language, “still, for them it is a problem. Let me try to explain.”


  “What’s he saying?” asked Bourne, annoyed.


  “I think he’s about to give a civics lesson, U.S. style.”


  “Such lessons more often than not fall on deaf ears in Washington,” interrupted Krupkin in English, then immediately resuming Russian, he addressed his KGB superior. “You see, comrade, no one in America would blame us for taking advantage of this Ogilvie’s criminal activities. They have a proverb they repeat so frequently that it covers oceans of guilt: ‘One does not look a gift horse in the mouth.’”


  “What has a horse’s mouth got to do with gifts? From its tail comes manure for the farms; from its mouth, only spittle.”


  “It loses something in the translation.… Nevertheless, this attorney, Ogilvie, obviously had a great many government connections, officials who overlooked his questionable practices for large sums of money, practices that entailed millions upon millions of dollars. Laws were circumvented, men killed, lies accepted as the truth; in essence, there was considerable corruption, and, as we know, the Americans are obsessed with corruption. They even label every progressive accommodation as potentially ‘corrupt,’ and there’s nothing older, more knowledgeable peoples can do about it. They hang out their soiled linen for all the world to see like a badge of honor.”


  “Because it is,” broke in Alex, speaking English. “That’s something a lot of people here wouldn’t understand because you cover every accommodation you make, every crime you commit, every mouth you shut with a basket of roses.… However, considering pots and kettles and odious comparisons, I’ll dispense with a lecture. I’m just telling you that Ogilvie has to be sent back and all the accounts settled; that’s the ‘progressive accommodation’ you have to make.”


  “I’m sure we’ll take it under advisement.”


  “Not good enough,” said Conklin. “Let’s put it this way. Beyond accountability, there’s simply too much known—or will be in a matter of days—about his enterprise, including the connection to Teagarten’s death, for you to keep him here. Not only Washington, but the entire European community would dump on you. Talk of embarrassments, this is a beaut, to say nothing about the effects on trade, or your imports and exports—”


  “You’ve made your point, Aleksei,” interrupted Krupkin. “Assuming this accommodation can be made, will it be clear that Moscow cooperated fully in bringing this American criminal back to American justice?”


  “We obviously couldn’t do it without you. As the temporary field officer of record, I’ll swear to it before both intelligence committees of Congress, if need be.”


  “And that we had nothing—absolutely nothing to do with the killings you mentioned, specifically the assassination of the supreme commander of NATO.”


  “Absolutely clear. It was one of the major reasons for your cooperation. Your government was horrified by the assassination.”


  Krupkin looked hard at Alex, his voice lower but stronger for it. He turned slowly, his eyes briefly on the television screen, then back to Conklin. “General Rodchenko?” he said. “What shall we do with General Rodchenko?”


  “What you do with General Rodchenko is your business,” replied Alex quietly. “Neither Bourne nor I ever heard the name.”


  “Da,” said Krupkin, nodding, again slowly. “And what you do with the Jackal in Soviet territory is your business, Aleksei. However, be assured we shall cooperate to the fullest degree.”


  “How do we begin?” asked Jason impatiently.


  “First things first.” Dimitri looked over at the KGB commissar. “Comrade, have you understood what we’ve said?”


  “Enough so, Krupkin,” replied the heavyset peasant-colonel, walking to a telephone on an inlaid marble table against the wall. He picked up the phone and dialed; his call was answered immediately. “It is I,” said the commissar in Russian. “The third man in tape seven with Rodchenko and the priest, the one New York identified as the American named Ogilvie. As of now he is to be placed under our surveillance and he is not to leave Moscow.” The colonel suddenly arched his thick brows, his face growing red. “That order is countermanded! He is no longer the responsibility of Diplomatic Relations, he is now the sole property of the KGB.… A reason? Use your skull, potato head! Tell them we are convinced he is an American double agent whom those fools did not uncover. Then the usual garbage: harboring enemies of the state due to laxness, their exalted positions once again protected by the Komitet—that sort of thing. Also, you might mention that they should not look a gift horse in the mouth.… I don’t understand any more than you do, comrade, but those butterflies over there in their tight-fitting suits probably will. Alert the airports.” The commissar hung up.


  “He did it,” said Conklin, turning to Bourne. “Ogilvie stays in Moscow.”


  “I don’t give a goddamn about Ogilvie!” exploded Jason, his voice intense, his jaw pulsating. “I’m here for Carlos!”


  “The priest?” asked the colonel, walking away from the table.


  “That’s exactly who I mean.”


  “Is simple. We put General Rodchenko on a very long rope that he cannot see or feel. You will be at the other end. He will meet his Jackal priest again.”


  “That’s all I ask,” said Jason Bourne.


  General Grigorie Rodchenko sat at a window table in the Lastochka restaurant by the Krymsky Bridge on the Moskva River. It was his favorite place for a midnight dinner; the lights on the bridge and on the slow-moving boats in the water were relaxing to the eye and therefore to the metabolism. He needed the calming atmosphere, for during the past two days things had been so unsettling. Had he been right or had he been wrong? Had his instincts been correct or far off the mark? He could not know at the moment, but those same instincts had enabled him to survive the mad Stalin as a youth, the blustering Khrushchev in middle age, and the inept Brezhnev a few years later. Now there was yet a new Russia under Gorbachev, a new Soviet Union, in fact, and his old age welcomed it. Perhaps things would relax a bit and long-standing enmities fade into a once hostile horizon. Still, horizons did not really change; they were always horizons, distant, flat, fired with color or darkness, but still distant, flat and unreachable.


  He was a survivor, Rodchenko understood that, and a survivor protected himself on as many points of the compass as he could read. He also insinuated himself into as many degrees of that compass as possible. Therefore, he had labored diligently to become a trusted mouth to the chairman; he was an expert at gathering information for the Komitet; he was the initial conduit to the American enterprise known to him alone in Moscow as Medusa, through which extraordinary shipments had been made throughout Russia and the bloc nations. On the other hand, he was also a liaison to the monseigneur in Paris, Carlos the Jackal, whom he had either persuaded or bought off from contracts that might point to the Soviet Union. He had been the ultimate bureaucrat, working behind the scenes on the international stage, seeking neither applause nor celebrity, merely survival. Then why had he done what he did? Was it mere impetuousness born of weariness and fear and the sense of a plague-on-both-your-houses? No, it was a logical extension of events, consistent with the needs of his country and, above all, the absolute necessity that Moscow disassociate itself from both Medusa and the Jackal.


  According to the consul general in New York, Bryce Ogilvie was finished in America. The consul’s suggestion was to find him asylum somewhere and, in exchange, gradually absorb his myriad assets in Europe. What worried the consul general in New York was not Ogilvie’s financial manipulations that broke more laws than there were courts to prosecute, but rather the killings, which as far as the consul could determine were wide-spread and included the murder of high U.S. government officials and, unless he was grossly mistaken, the assassination of the supreme commander of NATO. Compounding this chain of horrors was New York’s opinion that in order to save a number of his companies from confiscation, Ogilvie might have ordered additional killings in Europe, primarily of those few powerful executives in various firms who understood the complex international linkages that led back to a great law firm and the unspoken code name Medusa. Should those contracted murders take place while Ogilvie was in Moscow, questions might arise that Moscow could not tolerate. Therefore, get him in and out of the Soviet Union as fast as possible, a recommendation more easily made than accomplished.


  Suddenly, Rodchenko reflected, into this danse macabre had come the paranoid monseigneur from Paris. It was imperative they meet immediately! Carlos had fairly screamed his demand over the arranged public telephone communication they employed, but every precaution had to be taken. The Jackal, as always, demanded a public place, with crowds, and numerous available exits, where he could circle like a hawk, never showing himself until his professional eyes were satisfied. Two calls later, from two different locations, the rendezvous was set. St. Basil’s Cathedral in Red Square during the height of the early evening’s summer tourist onslaught. In a darkened corner to the right of the altar where there were outside exits through the curtained walkways to the sacristy. Done!


  Then, during that third telephone call, like a crack of thunder over the Black Sea, Grigorie Rodchenko was struck by an idea so dramatically bold, yet so patently obvious and simple, that he had momentarily lost his breath. It was the solution that would totally distance the Soviet government from any involvement or complicity with either the Jackal or Medusa’s Ogilvie should such distance be necessary in the eyes of the civilized world.


  Quite simply, unknown to each other, bring the Jackal and Ogilvie together, if only for an instant, just long enough to get photographic evidence of their being seen within the same frame. It was all that was needed.


  He had gone to Diplomatic Relations yesterday afternoon, having requested a short routine meeting with Ogilvie. During the extremely innocuous and very friendly conference, Rodchenko had waited for his opening—an opening he had engineered with precision, having done his research.


  “You spend summers on Cape Cod, da?” the general had said.


  “For me it’s weekends mainly. My wife and the children are there for the season.”


  “When I was posted in Washington, I had two great American friends on Cape Cod. I spent several lovely, as you say, weekends with them. Perhaps you know my friends, the Frosts—Hardleigh and Carol Frost?”


  “Of course I do. Like myself, he’s an attorney, specializes in maritime law. They live down the shore road in Dennis.”


  “A very attractive lady, the Frost woman.”


  “Very.”


  “Da. Did you ever attempt to recruit her husband for your firm?”


  “No. He has his own. Frost, Goldfarb and O’Shaunessy; they cover the waterfront, as it were, in Massachusetts.”


  “I feel I almost know you, Mr. Ogilvie, if only through mutual friends.”


  “I’m sorry we never met at the Cape.”


  “Well, perhaps, I can take advantage of our near meeting—through mutual friends—and ask of you a favor, far less than the convenience I understand my government willingly affords you.”


  “I’ve been given to understand the convenience is mutual,” said Ogilvie.


  “Ahh, I know nothing of such diplomatic matters, but it is conceivable that I could intervene on your behalf if you would cooperate with us—with my small, although not insignificant, department.”


  “What is it?”


  “There is a priest, a socially oriented militant priest, who claims to be a Marxist agitator well known to the courts of New York City. He arrived only hours ago and demands a clandestine meeting only hours from now. There is simply no time to verify his claims, but as he insists he has a history of legal ‘persecutions’ in the courts of New York, as well as many photographs in the newspapers, you might recognize him.”


  “I probably could, if he is who he says he is.”


  “Da! And one way or another, we will certainly let it be known how you cooperated with us.”


  It had been arranged. Ogilvie would be in the crowds at St. Basil’s Cathedral close to the meeting ground. When he saw Rodchenko approach a priest in the far corner to the right of the altar, he was to “come across” the KGB general casually, as if surprised. Their greeting would be brief to the point of discourtesy, so rapid and blurred as to be meaningless, the sort of encounter civilized but hostile acquaintances cannot avoid when they run into one another in a public place. Close proximity was also required, as the light was so dim and so cluttered with shadows that the attorney might not get a good look at the priest.


  Ogilvie had performed with the expertise of an accomplished trial lawyer verbally trapping a prosecution’s witness with an objectionable inquiry and then shouting “I withdraw the question,” leaving the prosecutor speechless.


  The Jackal had instantly turned away furiously but not before an obese elderly female, using a miniature camera that was the handle of her purse, had snapped a series of automatically advanced photographs with ultra high-speed film. That evidence was now in a vault in Rodchenko’s office. The file was titled Surveillance of the American Male B. Ogilvie.


  On the page below the photograph showing the assassin and the American attorney together was the following: Subject with as yet unidentified contact during covert meeting at St. Basil’s Cathedral. Meeting covered eleven minutes and thirty-two seconds. Photographs sent to Paris for any possible verification. It is believed that the unidentified contact may be Carlos the Jackal.


  Needless to say, Paris was working up a reply that included several photographic composites from the Deuxième Bureau and the Sûreté. The answer: Confirmed. Definitely the Jackal.


  How shocking! And on Soviet soil.


  The assassin, on the other hand, had proved to be less accommodating. After the brief, awkward confrontation with the American, Carlos had resumed his ice-cold inquisition, his burning savage self just below the frozen surface.


  “They’re closing in on you!” said the Jackal.


  “Who is?”


  “The Komitet.”


  “I am the Komitet!”


  “Perhaps you’re mistaken.”


  “Nothing goes on in the KGB without my knowledge. Where did you get this information?”


  “Paris. Krupkin’s the source.”


  “Krupkin will do anything to further himself, including the spreading of false information, even where I am concerned. He’s an enigma—one moment an efficient multilingual intelligence officer, the next a gossiping clown in French feathers, still again a pimp for traveling ministers. He can’t be taken seriously, not where serious matters are concerned.”


  “I hope you’re right. I’ll reach you tomorrow, late in the evening. Will you be at home?”


  “Not for a phone call from you. I’ll dine alone at the Lastochka, a late supper. What will you be doing tomorrow?”


  “Making certain you are right.” The Jackal had disappeared into the crowds of the cathedral.


  That was over twenty-four hours ago and Rodchenko had heard nothing to upset the schedule. Perhaps the psychopath had returned to Paris, somehow convinced that his paranoid suspicions were groundless, his need to keep moving, racing, flying all over Europe superseding his momentary panic. Who knew? Carlos, too, was an enigma. Part of him was a retarded sadist, a savant perhaps in the darkest methods of cruelty and killing, yet another part revealed a sick, twisted romantic, a brain-damaged adolescent reaching for a vision that wanted nothing to do with him. Who knew? The time was approaching when a bullet in his head was the answer.


  Rodchenko raised his hand for the waiter; he would order coffee and brandy—the decent French brandy reserved for the true heroes of the Revolution, especially the survivors. Instead of the waiter, the manager of Lastochka came rushing to the table, carrying a telephone.


  “There is an urgent call for you, General,” said the man in the loose-fitting black suit, placing the phone on the table and holding out the plastic knob of the extension cord that was to be placed into the walled receptacle.


  “Thank you.” The manager left and Rodchenko inserted the device. “Yes?”


  “You’re being watched wherever you go,” said the voice of the Jackal.


  “By whom?”


  “Your own people.”


  “I don’t believe you.”


  “I’ve been watching all day. Would you like me to describe the places you’ve been for the past thirty hours? Starting with drinks at a café on the Kalinin, a kiosk in the Arbat, the Slavyanky for lunch, an afternoon walk along the Luznekaya?”


  “Stop it! Where are you?”


  “Come outside the Lastochka. Slowly, casually. I’ll prove it to you.” The line went dead.


  Rodchenko hung up and signaled the waiter for his check. The aproned man’s instant response was due less to the general’s status than to the fact that he was the last diner in the restaurant. Leaving his money on top of the bill, the old soldier said good night, walked through the dimly lit foyer to the entrance and let himself out. It was nearly 1:30 in the morning, and except for a few stragglers with too much vodka in them, the street was deserted. In moments an upright figure, silhouetted in the wash of a streetlamp, emerged from a storefront, perhaps thirty meters away on the right. It was the Jackal, still in the black cloth and the white collar of a priest. He beckoned the general to join him as he walked slowly to a dark brown car parked directly across the street. Rodchenko caught up with the assassin, now standing on the curb side of the vehicle, which faced the direction of the Lastochka restaurant.


  Suddenly, the Jackal snapped on a flashlight, its powerful beam shooting through the open window of the car. The old soldier momentarily stopped breathing, his heavy-lidded eyes scanning the horrible scene in front of him. Across the seat, the KGB agent behind the wheel was arched back, his throat cut, a river of blood drenching his clothes. Immediately beyond the window was the second surveillance, his wrists and feet bound by wire, a thick rope strapped around his face, yanked taut against his gaping mouth, gagging him, permitting only a rattling, gasping cough. He was alive, his eyes wide in terror.


  “The driver was trained at Novgorod,” said the general, no comment in his voice.


  “I know,” replied Carlos. “I have his papers. That training’s not what it was, comrade.”


  “This other one is Krupkin’s liaison here in Moscow. The son of a good friend, I’m told.”


  “He’s mine now.”


  “What are you going to do?” asked Rodchenko, staring at the Jackal.


  “Correct a mistake,” answered Carlos as he raised his gun, the silencer in place, and fired three bullets into the general’s throat.


  



  CHAPTER THIRTY-SEVEN


  The night sky was angry, the storm clouds over Moscow swirling, colliding, promising rain and thunder and lightning. The brown sedan sped down the country road, racing past overgrown fields, the driver maniacally gripping the wheel and sporadically glancing at his bound prisoner, a young man who kept straining at his wire-bound hands and feet, his rope-strapped face causing him enormous pain, attested to by his constant grimace and his bulging frightened eyes.


  In the rear seat, the upholstery covered with blood, were the corpses of General Grigorie Rodchenko and the KGB Novgorod graduate who headed the old soldier’s surveillance team. Suddenly, without slowing down the car or giving any indication of his action, the Jackal saw what he was looking for and swerved off the road. Tires shrieking in the sidewinding turn, the sedan plunged into a field of tall grass and in seconds came to a shatteringly abrupt stop, the bodies in the rear crashing into the back of the front seat. Carlos opened his door and lurched outside; he proceeded to yank the blood-drenched corpses from their upholstered crypts and dragged them into the high grass, leaving the general partially on top of the Komitet officer, their life fluids now mingling as they soiled the ground.


  He returned to the car and brutally pulled the young KGB agent out of the front seat with one hand, the glistening blade of a hunting knife in his other.


  “We have a lot to talk about, you and I,” said the Jackal in Russian. “And you would be foolish to withhold anything.… You won’t, you’re too soft, too young.” Carlos whipped the man to the ground, the tall grass bending under the fall. He withdrew his flashlight and knelt beside his captive, the knife going toward the agent’s eyes.


  The bloodied, lifeless figure below had spoken his last words, and they were words that reverberated like kettledrums in the ears of Ilich Ramirez Sanchez. Jason Bourne was in Moscow! It had to be Bourne, for the terrified, youthful KGB surveillant had blurted out the information in a gushing, panicked stream of phrases and half phrases, saying anything and everything that might possibly save his life. Comrade Krupkin—two Americans, one tall, the other with a limp! We took them to the hotel, then to the Sadovaya for a conference.


  Krupkin and the hated Bourne had turned his people in Paris—in Paris, his impenetrable armed camp!—and had traced him to Moscow. How? Who?…It did not matter now. All that mattered was that the Chameleon himself was at the Metropole; the traitors in Paris could wait. At the Metropole! His enemy of enemies was barely an hour away back in Moscow, no doubt sleeping the night away, without any idea that Carlos the Jackal knew he was there. The assassin felt the exhilaration of triumph—over life and death. The doctors said he was dying, but doctors were as often wrong as they were right, and at this moment they were wrong! The death of Jason Bourne would renew his life.


  However, the hour was not right. Three o’clock in the morning was not the time to be seen prowling the streets or the hotels in search of a kill in Moscow, a city in the grip of permanent suspicion, darkness itself contributing to its wariness. It was common knowledge that the night-floor stewards in the major hotels were armed, selected as much for their marksmanship as for their aptitude for service. Daylight brought a relaxation of the night’s concerns; the bustling activity of the early morning was the time to strike—and strike he would.


  But the hour was right for another kind of strike, at least the prelude to it. The time had come to call together his disciples in the Soviet government and let them know the monseigneur had arrived, that their personal messiah was here to set them free. Before leaving Paris he had collected the dossiers, and the dossiers behind those dossiers, all seemingly innocuous pages of blank paper in file folders until they were exposed to infrared light, the heat waves bringing up the typewritten script. He had selected a small deserted store in the Vavilova for his meeting ground. He would reach each of his people by public telephone and instruct them to be there by 5:30, all taking back streets and alleyways to the rendezvous. By 6:30 his task would be finished, each disciple armed with the information that would elevate him—and her—to the highest ranks of Moscow’s elite. It was one more invisible army, far smaller than Paris, but equally effective and as dedicated to Carlos, the unseen monseigneur who made life infinitely more comfortable for his converts. And by 7:30, the mighty Jackal would be in place at the Metropole, ready for the early movements of awakening guests, the time for the rushing trays and tables of room-service waiters and the hectic confusion of a lobby alive with chatter, anxiety and bureaucracy. It was at the Metropole where he would be ready for Jason Bourne.


  One by one, like wary stragglers in the early light, the five men and three women arrived at the run-down entrance of the abandoned store in the back street known only as the Vavilova. Their caution was understandable; it was a district to be avoided, although not necessarily because of unsavory inhabitants, for the Moscow police were ruthlessly thorough in such areas, but because of the stretch of decrepit buildings. The area was in the process of renovation; however, like similar projects in urban blights the world over, the progress had two speeds: slow and stop. The only constant, which was at best a dangerous convenience, was the existence of electricity, and Carlos used it to his advantage.


  He stood at the far end of the bare concrete room, a lamp on the floor behind him, silhouetting him, leaving his features undefined and further obscured by the upturned collar of his black suit. To his right was a wreck of a low wooden table with file folders spread across the top, and to his left, under a pile of newspapers, unseen by his “disciples,” was a cut-down Type 56, AK-47 assault weapon. A forty-round magazine was inserted, a second magazine in the Jackal’s belt. The only reason for the weapon was the normal custom of his trade; he expected no difficulty whatsoever. Only adoration.


  He surveyed his audience, noting that all eight kept glancing furtively at one another. No one talked; the dank air in the eerily lit abandoned store was tense with apprehension. Carlos understood that he had to dispel that fear, that furtiveness, as rapidly as possible, which was why he had gathered eight distressed chairs from the various deserted office rooms in the rear of the store. Seated, people were less tense; it was a truism. However, none of the chairs was being used.


  “Thank you for coming here this morning,” said the Jackal in Russian, raising his voice. “Please, each of you take a chair and sit down. Our discussion will not be long, but will require the utmost concentration.… Would the comrade nearest the door close it, please. Everyone is here.”


  The old, heavy door was creaked shut by a stiffly walking bureaucrat as the rest reached for chairs, each distancing his and hers from others that were nearby. Carlos waited until the scraping sounds of wood against cement subsided and all were seated. Then, like a practiced orator-actor, the Jackal paused before formally addressing his captive audience. He looked briefly at each person with his penetrating dark eyes as if conveying to each that he or she was special to him. There were short, successive hand movements, mostly female, as those he gazed at in turn smoothed their respective garments. The clothes they wore were characteristic of the ranks of upper-level government officials—in the main drab and conservative, but well pressed and spotless.


  “I am the monseigneur from Paris,” began the assassin in priestly garb. “I am he who has spent several years seeking each of you out—with the assistance of comrades here in Moscow and beyond—and sent you large sums of money, asking only that you silently await my arrival and render me the loyalty I have shown to you.… By your faces, I can anticipate your questions, so let me amplify. Years ago I was among the elite few selected to be trained at Novgorod.” There was a quiet yet audible reaction from the chosen eight. The myth of Novgorod matched its reality; it was, indeed, an advanced indoctrination center for the most gifted of comrades—as they were given to understand, yet none really understood, for Novgorod was rarely spoken about except in whispers. With several nods, Carlos acknowledged the impact of his revelation and continued.


  “The years since have been spent in many foreign countries promoting the interests of the great Soviet revolution, an undercover commissar with a flexible portfolio that called for many trips back here to Moscow and extensive research into the specific departments in which each of you holds a responsible position.” Again the Jackal paused, then spoke suddenly, sharply. “Positions of responsibility but without the authority that should be yours. Your abilities are undervalued and underrewarded, for there is deadwood above you.”


  The small crowd’s reaction was now somewhat more audible, definitely less constrained. “Compared to similar departments in the governments of our adversaries,” went on Carlos, “we here in Moscow have lagged far behind when we should be ahead, and we are behind because your talents have been suppressed by entrenched officeholders who care more for their office privileges than they do for the functions of their departments!”


  The response was immediate, even electric, with the three women openly if softly applauding. “It is for that reason, these reasons, that I and my associate comrades here in Moscow have sought you out. Further, it is why I have sent you funds—to be used totally at your discretion—for the money you’ve received is the approximate value of the privileges your superiors enjoy. Why should you not receive them and enjoy them as they do?”


  The rumble of why not? and he’s right rippled through the audience, now actually looking at one another, eyes locked, and heads nodding firmly. The Jackal then began to reel off the eight major departments in question, and as each was named successively, there was an enthusiastic nodding of heads. “The ministries of Transport, Information, Finance, Import/Export, Legal Procedures, Military Supply, Scientific Research…and hardly the least, Presidium Appointments.… These are your domains, but you have been cut out from all final decisions. That is no longer acceptable—changes must be made!”


  The assembled listeners rose almost as one, no longer strangers but, instead, people united in a cause. Then one, the obviously cautious bureaucrat who had closed the door, spoke. “You appear to know our situations well, sir, but what can change them?”


  “These,” announced Carlos, gesturing dramatically at the file folders spread out across the low table. Slowly the small group sat down, singly and in couples, looking at one another when not staring at the folders. “On this table are secretly gathered confidential dossiers of your superiors in each of the departments represented here. They contain such injurious information that when presented by you individually will guarantee your immediate promotions, and in several cases your succession to those high offices. Your superiors will have no choice, for these files are daggers aimed at their throats—exposure would result in disgrace and execution.”


  “Sir?” A middle-aged woman in a neat but nondescript plain blue dress cautiously stood up. Her blond-gray hair was swept back into a stern bun; she touched it briefly, self-consciously, as she spoke. “I evaluate personnel files on a daily basis…and frequently discover errors…how can you be certain these dossiers are accurate? For if they are not accurate, we could be placed in extremely dangerous situations, is that not so?”


  “That you should even question their accuracy is an affront, madame,” replied the Jackal coldly. “I am the monseigneur from Paris. I have accurately described your individual situations and accurately depicted the inferiority of your superiors. Further, and at great expense and risk to myself and my associates here in Moscow, I have covertly funneled monies to you so as to make your lives more comfortable.”


  “Speaking for myself,” interrupted a gaunt man wearing glasses and a brown business suit, “I appreciate the money—I assigned mine to our collective fund and expect a moderate return—but does one have anything to do with the other? I am with the Ministry of Finance, of course, and having admitted that, I absolve myself of complicity for being clear about my status.”


  “Whatever that means, accountant, you’re about as clear as your paralyzed ministry,” interrupted an obese man in a black suit too small for his girth. “You also cast doubt on your ability to recognize a decent return! Naturally, I’m with Military Supply, and you consistently shortchange us.”


  “As you do constantly with Scientific Research!” exclaimed a short, tweedy professorial member of the audience, the irregularity of his clipped beard due, no doubt, to poor vision, despite the thick spectacles bridging his nose. “Returns, indeed! What about allocations?”


  “More than sufficient for your grade-school scientists! The money is better spent stealing from the West!”


  “Stop it!” cried the priest-assassin, raising his arms like a messiah. “We are not here to discuss interdepartmental conflicts, for they will all be resolved with the emergence of our new elite. Remember! I am the monseigneur from Paris, and together we will bring about a new, cleansed order for our great revolution! Complacency is over.”


  “It is a thrilling concept, sir,” said a second woman, a female in her early thirties, her skirt expensively pleated, her compact features obviously recognized by the others as a popular newscaster on television. “However, may we return to the issue of accuracy?”


  “It is settled,” said the dark-eyed Carlos, staring in turn at each person. “How else would I know all about you?”


  “I do not doubt you, sir,” continued the newscaster. “But as a journalist I must always seek a second source of verification unless the ministry determines otherwise. Since you are not with the Ministry of Information, sir, and knowing that whatever you say will remain confidential, can you give us a secondary source?”


  “Am I to be hounded by manipulated journalists when I speak the truth?” The assassin caught his breath in anger. “Everything I’ve told you is the truth and you know it.”


  “So were the crimes of Stalin, sir, and they were buried along with twenty million corpses for thirty years.”


  “You want proof, journalist? I’ll give you proof. I have the eyes and the ears of the leaders of the KGB—namely, the great General Grigorie Rodchenko himself. He is my eyes and my ears, and if you care to know a harsher truth, he is beholden to me! For I am his monseigneur from Paris as well.”


  There was a rustling among the captive audience, a collective hesitancy, a wave of quiet throat clearing. The television newscaster spoke again, now softly, her wide brown eyes riveted on the man in priest’s clothes.


  “You may be whatever you say you are, sir,” she began, “but you do not listen to Radio Moscow’s all-night station. It was reported over an hour ago that General Rodchenko was shot to death this morning by foreign criminals.… It was also reported that all high officers of the Komitet have been called into an emergency session to evaluate the circumstances of the general’s murder. The speculation is that there had to be extraordinary reasons for a man of General Rodchenko’s experience to be lured into a trap by these foreign criminals.”


  “They will tear apart his files,” added the cautious bureaucrat, stiffly getting to his feet. “They will put everything under a KGB microscope, searching for those ‘extraordinary reasons.’” The circumspect public official looked at the killer in priest’s clothes. “Perhaps they will find you, sir. And your dossiers.”


  “No,” said the Jackal, perspiration breaking out on his high forehead. “No! That is impossible. I have the only copies of these dossiers—there are no others!”


  “If you believe that, priest,” said the obese man from the Ministry of Military Supply, “you do not know the Komitet.”


  “Know it?” cried Carlos, a tremor developing in his left hand. “I have its soul! No secrets are kept from me, for I am the repository of all secrets! I have volumes on governments everywhere, on their leaders, their generals, their highest officials—I have sources all over the world!”


  “You don’t have Rodchenko anymore,” continued the black-suited man from Military Supply, he, too, getting out of his chair. “And come to think of it, you weren’t even surprised.”


  “What?”


  “For most of us, perhaps all of us, the first thing we do upon rising in the morning is to turn on our radios. It’s always the same foolishness and I suppose there’s comfort in that, but I’d guess most of us knew about Rodchenko’s death.… But you didn’t, priest, and when our television lady told you, you weren’t astonished, you weren’t shocked—as I say, you weren’t even surprised.”


  “Certainly I was!” shouted the Jackal. “What you don’t understand is that I have extraordinary control. It’s why I’m trusted, needed by the leaders of world Marxism!”


  “That’s not even fashionable,” mumbled the middle-aged, grayish-blond woman whose expertise was in personnel files; she also stood up.


  “What are you saying?” Carlos’s voice was now a harsh, condemning whisper, rising rapidly in intensity and volume. “I am the monseigneur from Paris. I have made your lives comfortable far beyond your miserable expectations and now you question me? How would I know the things I know—how could I have poured my concentration and my resources into you here in this room if I were not among the most privileged in Moscow? Remember who I am!”


  “But we don’t know who you are,” said another man, rising. Like the other males, his clothes were neat, somber and well pressed, but there was a difference in that they were better tailored, as though he took considerable pains with his appearance. His face, too, was different; it was paler than the others and his eyes were more intense, more focused somehow, giving the impression that when he spoke he weighed his words with great care. “Beyond the clerical title you’ve appropriated, we have no knowledge as to your identity and you obviously do not care to reveal it. As to what you know, you’ve recounted blatant weaknesses and subsequent injustices in our departmental systems, but they are rampant throughout the ministries. You might as well have picked a dozen others like us from a dozen other divisions, and I dare say the complaints would have been the same. Nothing new there—”


  “How dare you?” screamed Carlos the Jackal, the veins in his neck pronounced. “Who are you to say such things to me? I am the monseigneur from Paris, a true son of the Revolution!”


  “And I am a judge advocate in the Ministry of Legal Procedures, Comrade Monseigneur, and a much younger product of that revolution. I may not know the heads of the KGB, who you claim are your minions, but I know the penalties for taking the legal processes in our own hands and personally—secretly—confronting our superiors rather than reporting directly to the Bureau of Irregularities. They are penalties I’d rather not face without far more thorough evidentiary materials than unsolicited dossiers from unknown sources, conceivably invented by discontented officials below even our levels.… Frankly, I don’t care to see them, for I will not be compromised by gratuitous pretrial testimony that can be injurious to my position.”


  “You are an insignificant lawyer!” roared the assassin in priest’s clothing, now repeatedly clenching his hands into fists, his eyes becoming bloodshot. “You are all twisters of the truth! You are sworn companions of the prevailing winds of convenience!”


  “Nicely said,” said the attorney from Legal Procedures, smiling. “Except, comrade, you stole the phrase from the English Blackstone.”


  “I will not tolerate your insufferable insolence!”


  “You don’t have to, Comrade Priest, for I intend to leave, and my legal advice to all here in this room is to do the same.”


  “You dare?”


  “I certainly do,” replied the Soviet attorney, granting himself a moment of humor as he looked around the gathering and grinned. “I might have to prosecute myself, and I’m far too good at my job.”


  “The money!” shrieked the Jackal. “I’ve sent you all thousands!”


  “Where is it recorded?” asked the lawyer with an air of innocence. “You, yourself, made sure it was untraceable. Paper bags in our mail slots, or in our office drawers—notes attached instructing us to burn them. Who among our citizens would admit to having placed them there? That way lies the Lubyanka.… Good-bye, Comrade Monseigneur,” said the attorney for the Ministry of Legal Procedures, scraping his chair in place and starting for the door.


  One by one, as they had arrived, the assembled group followed the lawyer, each looking back at the strange man who had so exotically, so briefly, interrupted their tedious lives, all knowing instinctively that in his path were disgrace and execution. Death.


  Yet none was prepared for what followed. The killer in priest’s clothing suddenly snapped; visceral bolts of lightning electrified his madness. His dark eyes burned with a raging fire that could be extinguished only by soul-satisfying violence—relentless, brutal, savage vengeance for all the wrongs done to his pure purpose to kill the unbelievers! The Jackal swept away the dossiers from the table and lurched down to the pile of newspapers; he grabbed the deadly automatic weapon from beneath the scattered pages and roared, “Stop! All of you!”


  None did, and the outer regions of psychopathic energy became the order of the moment. The killer squeezed the trigger repeatedly and men and women died. Amid screams from the shattered bodies nearest the door, the assassin raced outside, leaping over the corpses, his assault rifle on automatic fire, cutting down the figures in the street, screaming curses, condemning the unbelievers to a hell only he could imagine.


  “Traitors! Filth! Garbage!” screamed the crazed Jackal as he leaped over the dead bodies, racing to the car he had commandeered from the Komitet and its inadequate surveillance unit. The night had ended; the morning had begun.


  The Metropole’s telephone did not ring, it erupted. Startled, Alex Conklin snapped open his eyes, instantly shaking the sleep from his head as he clawed for the strident instrument on the bedside table. “Yes?” he announced, wondering briefly if he was speaking into the conically shaped mouthpiece or into the receiver.


  “Aleksei, stay put! Admit no one into your rooms and have your weapons ready!”


  “Krupkin?…What the hell are you talking about.”


  “A crazed dog is loose in Moscow.”


  “Carlos?”


  “He’s gone completely mad. He killed Rodchenko and butchered the two agents who were following him. A farmer found their bodies around four o’clock this morning—it seems the dogs woke him up with their barking, downwind of the blood scents, I imagine.”


  “Christ, he’s gone over the edge.… But why do you think—”


  “One of our agents was tortured before being killed,” broke in the KGB officer, fully anticipating Alex’s question. “He was our driver from the airport, a protégé of mine and the son of a classmate I roomed with at the university. A fine young man from a rational family but not trained for what he was put through.”


  “You’re saying you think he may have told Carlos about us, aren’t you?”


  “Yes.… There’s more, however. Approximately an hour ago in the Vavilova, eight people were cut down by automatic fire. They were slaughtered; it was a massacre. One of the dying, a woman with the Ministry of Information, a direktor, second class, and a television journalist, said the killer was a priest from Paris who called himself the ‘monseigneur.’”


  “Jesus!” exploded Conklin, whipping his legs over the edge of the bed, absently staring at the stump of flesh where once there had been a foot. “It was his cadre.”


  “So called and past tense,” said Krupkin. “If you remember, I told you such recruits would abandon him at the first sign of peril.”


  “I’ll get Jason—”


  “Aleksei, listen to me!”


  “What?” Conklin cupped the telephone under his chin as he reached down for the hollowed-out prosthetic boot.


  “We’ve formed a tactical assault squad, men and women in civilian clothes—they’re being given instructions now and will be there shortly.”


  “Good move.”


  “But we have purposely not alerted the hotel staff or the police.”


  “You’d be idiots if you did,” broke in Alex. “We’ll settle for taking the son of a bitch here! We’d never do it with uniforms prowling around or clerks in hysterics. The Jackal has eyes in his kneecaps.”


  “Do as I say,” ordered the Soviet. “Admit no one, stay away from the windows and take all precautions.”


  “Naturally.… What do you mean, the windows? He’ll need time to find out where we are…to question the maids, the stewards.”


  “Forgive me, old friend,” interrupted Krupkin, “but an angelic priest inquiring at the desk about two Americans, one with a pronounced limp, during the early morning rush in the lobby?”


  “Good point, even if you’re paranoid.”


  “You’re on a high floor, and directly across the Marx Prospekt is the roof of an office building.”


  “You also think pretty fast.”


  “Certainly faster than that fool in Dzerzhinsky. I would have reached you long before now, but my commissar Kartoshki over there didn’t call me until two minutes ago.”


  “I’ll wake up Bourne.”


  “Be careful.”


  Conklin did not hear the Soviet’s final admonition. Instead, he swiftly replaced the telephone and pulled on his boot, carelessly lashing the Velcro straps around his calf. He then opened the bedside table drawer and took out the Graz Burya automatic, a specially designed KGB weapon with three clips of ammunition. The Graz, as it was commonly known, was unique insofar as it was the only automatic known that would accept a silencer. The cylindrical instrument had rolled to the front of the drawer; he removed it and spun it into the short barrel. Unsteadily, he got into his trousers, shoved the weapon into his belt and crossed to the door. He opened it and limped out only to find Jason, fully dressed, standing in front of a window in the ornate Victorian sitting room.


  “That had to be Krupkin,” said Bourne.


  “It was. Get away from the window.”


  “Carlos?” Bourne instantly stepped back and turned to Alex. “He knows we’re in Moscow?” he asked. Then added, “He knows where we are?”


  “The odds are yes to both questions.” In short concise statements, Conklin related Krupkin’s information. “Does all this tell you something?” asked Alex when he had finished.


  “He’s blown apart,” answered Jason quietly. “It had to happen. The time bomb in his head finally went off.”


  “That’s what I think. His Moscow cadre turned out to be a myth. They probably told him to pound sand and he exploded.”


  “I regret the loss of life and I mean that,” said Bourne. “I wish it could have happened another way, but I can’t regret his state of mind. What’s happened to him is what he wanted for me—to crack wide open.”


  “Kruppie said it,” added Conklin. “He’s got a psychopathic death wish to return to the people who first found out he was a maniac. Now, if he knows you’re here, and we have to assume that he does, the obsession’s compounded, your death replacing his—giving him some kind of symbolic triumph maybe.”


  “You’ve been talking to Panov too much.… I wonder how Mo is.”


  “Don’t. I called the hospital at three o’clock this morning—five o’clock, Paris time. He may lose the use of his left arm and suffer partial paralysis of his right leg, but they think he’ll make it now.”


  “I don’t give a goddamn about his arms or his legs. What about his head?”


  “Apparently it’s intact. The chief nurse on the floor said that for a doctor he’s a terrible patient.”


  “Thank Christ!”


  “I thought you were an agnostic.”


  “It’s a symbolic phrase, check with Mo.” Bourne noticed the gun in Alex’s belt; he gestured at the weapon. “That’s a little obvious, isn’t it?”


  “For whom?”


  “Room service,” replied Jason. “I phoned for whatever gruel they’ve got and a large pot of coffee.”


  “No way. Krupkin said we don’t let anyone in here and I gave him my word.”


  “That’s a crock of paranoia—”


  “Almost my words, but this is his turf, not ours. Just like the windows.”


  “Wait a minute!” exclaimed Bourne. “Suppose he is right?”


  “Unlikely, but possible, except that—” Conklin could not finish his statement. Jason reached under the right rear flap of his jacket, yanked out his own Graz Burya and started for the hallway door of the suite. “What are you doing?” cried Alex.


  “Probably giving your friend ‘Kruppie’ more credit than he deserves, but it’s worth a try.… Get over there,” ordered Bourne, pointing to the far left corner of the room. “I’ll leave the door unlocked, and when the steward gets here, tell him to come in—in Russian.”


  “What about you?”


  “There’s an ice machine down the hall; it doesn’t work, but it’s in a cubicle along with a Pepsi machine. That doesn’t work either, but I’ll slip inside.”


  “Thank God for capitalists, no matter how misguided. Go on!”


  The Medusan once known as Delta unlatched the door, opened it, glanced up and down the Metropole’s corridor and rushed outside. He raced down the hallway to the cut-out alcove that housed the two convenience machines and crouched by the right interior wall. He waited, his knees and legs aching—pains he never felt only years ago—and then he heard the sounds of rolling wheels. They grew louder and louder as the cart draped with a tablecloth passed and proceeded to the door of the suite. He studied the floor steward; he was a young man in his twenties, blond, short of stature, and with the posture of an obsequious servant; cautiously he knocked on the door. No Carlos he, thought Bourne, getting painfully to his feet. He could hear Conklin’s muffled voice telling the steward to enter; and as the young man opened the door, shoving the table inside, Jason calmly inserted his weapon into its concealed place. He bent over and massaged his right calf; he could feel the swelling cluster of a muscle cramp.


  It happened with the impact of a single furious wave against a shoal of rock. A figure in black lurched out of an unseen recess in the corridor, racing past the machines. Bourne spun back into the wall. It was the Jackal!


  



  CHAPTER THIRTY-EIGHT


  Madness! At full force Carlos slammed his right shoulder into the blond-haired waiter, propelling the young man across the hallway and crashing the room-service table over on its side; dishes and food splattered the walls and the carpeted floor. Suddenly the waiter lunged to his left, spinning in midair as, astonishingly, he yanked a weapon from his belt. The Jackal either sensed or caught the movement in the corner of his eye. He whipped around, his automatic weapon on rapid fire, savagely pinning the blond Russian into the wall, bullets puncturing the waiter’s head and torso. At that prolonged, horrible moment, the enlarged sight line on the barrel of Bourne’s Graz Burya caught in the waistline of his trousers. He tore the fabric as the eyes of Carlos swept up centering on his own, fury and triumph in the assassin’s stare.


  Jason ripped the gun loose, spinning, crouching back into the wall of the small alcove as the Jackal’s fusillade blew apart the gaudy paneling of the soft-drink machine and tore into the sheets of heavy plastic that fronted the broken-down ice maker. On his stomach, Bourne surged across the opening, the Graz Burya raised and firing as fast as he could squeeze the trigger. Simultaneously, there were other gunshots, not those of a machine pistol. Alex was firing from inside the suite! They had Carlos in their cross fire! It was possible—it could all end in a hotel corridor in Moscow! Let it happen, let it happen!


  The Jackal roared; it was a defiant shriek at having been hit. Bourne lunged back across the opening, pivoting once again into the wall, momentarily distracted by the sounds of a now-functioning ice machine. Again he crouched, inching his face toward the corner of the archway when the murderous insanity in the hallway erupted into the fever pitch of close combat. Like an enraged caged animal, the wounded Carlos kept spinning around in place, continuous bursts from his weapon exploding as if he were firing through unseen walls that were closing in on him. Two piercing, hysterical screams came from the far end of the hallway, one male, one female; a couple had been wounded or killed in the panicked fusillade of stray bullets.


  “Get down!” Conklin’s scream from across the corridor was an instant command for what Jason could not know. “Take cover! Grab the fucking walls!” Bourne did as he was told, understanding only that the order meant he was to shove himself into as small a place as possible, protecting his head as much as possible. The corner. He lunged as the first explosion rocked the walls—somewhere—and then a second, this much nearer, far more thunderous, in the hallway itself. Grenades!


  Smoke mingled with falling plaster and shattered glass. Gunshots. Nine, one after another—a Graz Burya automatic…Alex! Jason spun up and away from the corner of the recess and lurched for the opening. Conklin stood outside the door of their suite in front of the upturned room-service table; he snapped out his empty clip and furiously searched his trousers pockets. “I haven’t got one!” he shouted angrily, referring to the extra clips of ammunition supplied by Krupkin. “He ran around the corner into the other corridor, and I don’t have any goddamned shells!”


  “I do and I’m a lot faster than you,” said Jason, removing his spent magazine and inserting a fresh clip from his pocket. “Get back in there and call the lobby. Tell them to clear it.”


  “Krupkin said—”


  “I don’t give a damn what he said! Tell them to shut down the elevators, barricade all staircase exits, and stay the hell away from this floor!”


  “I see what you mean—”


  “Do it!” Bourne raced down the hallway, wincing as he approached the couple who lay on the carpet; each moved, groaning. Their clothes were spotted with blood, but they moved! He turned and yelled to Alex, who was limping around the room-service table. “Get help up here!” he ordered, pointing at an exit door directly down the corridor. “They’re alive! Use that exit and only that one!”


  The hunt began, compounded and impeded by the fact that the word had been spread throughout these adjacent wings of the Metropole’s tenth floor. It took no imagination to realize that behind the closed doors, along both sides of the hallways, panicked calls were being made to the front desk as the sound of nearby gunfire echoed throughout the corridors. Krupkin’s strategy for a KGB assault team in civilian clothes had been nullified by the first burst from the Jackal’s weapon.


  Where was he? There was another exit door at the far end of the long hallway Jason had entered, but there were perhaps fifteen to eighteen guest-room doors lining that hallway. Carlos was no fool, and a wounded Carlos would call upon every tactic he could summon from a long life of violence and survival to survive, if only long enough to achieve the kill he wanted more than life itself.… Bourne suddenly realized how accurate his analysis was, for he was describing himself. What had old Fontaine said on Tranquility Isle, in that faraway storeroom from which they had stared down at the procession of priests knowing that one had been bought by the Jackal? “…Two aging lions stalking each other, not caring who’s killed in the cross fire”—those had been Fontaine’s words, a man who had sacrificed his life for another he barely knew because his own life was over, for the woman he loved was gone. As Jason started cautiously, silently down the hall toward the first door on the left, he wondered if he could do the same. He wanted desperately to live—with Marie and their children—but if she was gone…if they were gone…would life really matter? Could he throw it away if he recognized something in another man that reflected something in himself?


  No time. Meditate on your own time, David Webb! I have no use for you, you weak, soft son of a bitch. Get away from me! I have to flush out a bird of prey I’ve wanted for thirteen years. His claws are razor-sharp and he’s killed too often, too many, and now he wants to kill my own—your own. Get away from me!


  Bloodstains. On the dull, dark brown carpet, wet driblets glistening in the dim overhead light. Bourne crouched and felt them; they were wet; they were red—bloodred. Unbroken, they passed the first door, then the second, remaining on the left—then they crossed the hall, the pattern now altered, no longer steady, instead zigzagging, as if the wound had been located, the bleeding partially stemmed. The trail passed the sixth door on the right, and the seventh…then abruptly the shining red drops stopped—no, not entirely. There was a trickle heading left, barely visible, and again, across the hallway—there it was! A faint smudge of red just above the knob on the eighth door on the left, no more than twenty feet from the corridor’s exit staircase. Carlos was behind that door holding hostage whoever was inside.


  Precision was everything now, every movement, every sound concentrated on the capture or the kill. Breathing steadily while imposing a suspension of the muscular spasms he felt everywhere throughout his body, Bourne once more walked silently, now retracing his steps up the hallway. He reached a point roughly thirty paces away from the eighth door on the left and turned around, suddenly aware of a muted chorus of sporadic sobs and cries that came from closed doorways along the hotel corridor. Orders had been given couched in language far removed from Krupkin’s instructions: Stay inside your rooms, please. Admit no one. Our people are investigating. It was always “our people,” never “the police,” never “the authorities”; with those names came panic. And panic was precisely what Medusa’s Delta One had in mind. Panic and diversion, eternal components for the human snare, lifelong allies in the springing trap.


  He raised the Graz Burya automatic, aiming at one of the ornate hallway chandeliers, and fired twice, simultaneously shouting furiously as the earsplitting explosions accompanied the shattered glass that plummeted from the ceiling. “There he goes! A black suit!” His feet pounding, Bourne ran with loud emphatic strides down the corridor to the eighth door on the left, then past the door, shouting once again. “The exit…the exit!” He abruptly stopped, firing a third shot into another chandelier, the jarring cacophony covering the absent noise of his pounding feet as he spun around, throwing his back against the opposing wall of the eighth door, then pushing himself away, hurling his body at the door and crashing into it, smashing it off its hinges as he lurched inside, plunging to the floor, his weapon raised, prepared for rapid fire.


  He was wrong! He knew it instantly—a final reverse trap was in the making! He heard another door opening somewhere outside—he either heard it or he instinctively knew it! He rolled furiously to his right, over and over again, his legs crashing into a floor lamp, sending it toward the door, his panicked darting eyes catching a glimpse of an elderly couple clutching each other, crouching in a far corner.


  The white-gowned figure burst into the room, his automatic pistol spitting indiscriminately, the staccato reports deafening. Bourne fired repeatedly into the mass of white as he sprang into the left wall, knowing that if for only a split second he was positioned on the killer’s blind right flank. It was enough!


  The Jackal was caught in his shoulder—his right shoulder! The weapon literally snapped out of his grip as he jerked up his forearm, his fingers spastically uncurled under the impact of the Graz Burya’s penetration. With no cessation of movement, the Jackal swung around, the bloody long white robe separating, billowing like a sail as he grabbed the massive flesh wound with his left hand and violently kicked the floor lamp into Jason’s face.


  Bourne fired again, half blinded by the flying shade of the heavy lamp, his weapon deflected by the thick stem. The shot went wild; steadying his hand, he squeezed the trigger again, only to hear the sickening finality of a sharp metallic click—the gun’s magazine was empty! Struggling to a crouch, he lunged for the blunt, ugly automatic weapon as the white-robed Carlos raced through the shattered doorway into the corridor. Jason got to his feet, but his knee collapsed! It had buckled under his own weight. Oh, Christ! He crawled to the edge of the bed and dived over the pulled-down sheets toward the bedside telephone—it had been demolished, the Jackal had shot it apart! Carlos’s demented mind was summoning up every tactic, every counteraction he had ever used.


  Another sound! This loud and abrupt. The crash bar on the hallway’s stairway exit had been slammed into the opening position, the heavy metal door smashed back into the concrete wall of the landing. The Jackal was heading down the flights of steps to the lobby. If the front desk had listened to Conklin, he was trapped!


  Bourne looked at the elderly couple in the corner, affected by the fact that the old man was covering the woman with his own body. “It’s all right,” he said, trying to calm them by lowering his voice. “I know you probably don’t understand me—I don’t speak Russian—but you’re safe now.”


  “We don’t speak Russian either,” admitted the man, an Englishman, in clipped, guarded tones, straining his neck as he looked at Jason while trying to rise. “Thirty years ago I would have been standing at that door! Eighth Army with Monty, y’know. Rather grand at El Alamein—all of us, of course. To paraphrase, age doth wither, as they say.”


  “I’d rather not hear it, General—”


  “No, no, merely a brigadier—”


  “Fine!” Bourne crept over the bed, testing his knee; whatever it was had snapped back. “I have to get to a phone!”


  “Actually, what outraged me was the goddamned robe!” went on the veteran of El Alamein. “Fucking disgraceful, I say—forgive me, darling.”


  “What are you talking about?”


  “The white robe, lad! It had to be Binky’s—the couple across the hall we’re traveling with—he must have copped it from that lovely Beau-Rivage in Lausanne. The rotten theft is bad enough, but to have given it to that swine is unforgivable!”


  In seconds, Jason had grabbed the Jackal’s weapon and crashed his way into the room across the hall, immediately knowing that “Binky” deserved more admiration than the brigadier afforded him. He lay on the floor bleeding from knife wounds across his stomach and throat.


  “I can’t reach anyone!” screamed the woman with thinning gray hair; she was on her knees above the victim, weeping hysterically. “He fought like a madman—somehow he knew that priest wouldn’t fire his gun!”


  “Hold the skin together wherever you can,” yelled Bourne, looking over at the telephone. It was intact! He ran to it, and instead of calling the front desk or the operator, he dialed the numbers for the suite.


  “Krupkin?” cried Alex.


  “No, me! First: Carlos is on the staircase—the hallway I went into! Second: a man’s cut up, same hallway, seventh door on the right! Hurry.”


  “As fast as I can. I’ve got a clear line to the office.”


  “Where the hell is the KGB team?”


  “They just got here. Krupkin called only seconds ago from the lobby—it’s why I thought you were—”


  “I’m going to the staircase!”


  “For God’s sake, why?”


  “Because he’s mine!”


  Jason raced to the door, offering no words of comfort for the hysterical wife; he could not summon them. He crashed his way through the exit door, the Jackal’s weapon in his hand. He started down the staircase, suddenly hearing the sound of his own shoes; he stopped on the seventh step and removed both, and then his ankle-length socks. The cool surface of the stone on his feet somehow reminded him of the jungles, flesh against the cold morning underbrush; for some abstract, foolish memory he felt more in command of his fears—the jungles were always the friend of Delta One.


  Floor by floor he descended, following the inevitable rivulets of blood, larger now, no longer to be stemmed, for the last wound was too severe to stop by exerting pressure. Twice the Jackal had applied such pressure, once at the fifth-floor and again at the third-floor hallway doors, only to be followed by streaks of dark red, as he could not manipulate the exterior locks without the security keys.


  The second floor, then the first, there were no more! Carlos was trapped! Somewhere in the shadows below was the death of the killer who would set him free! Silently, Bourne removed a book of Metropole matches from his pocket; he huddled against the concrete wall, tore out a single match and, cupping his hands, fired the packet. He threw it over the railing, the weapon in his hand ready to explode with continuous rounds of bullets at anything that moved below!


  There was nothing—nothing! The cement floor was empty—there was no one there! Impossible! Jason raced down the last flight of steps and pounded on the door to the lobby.


  “Shto?” yelled a Russian inside. “Kto tam?”


  “I’m an American! I’m working with the KGB! Let me in!”


  “Shto…?”


  “I understand,” shouted another voice. “And, please, you understand that many guns are directed at you when I open the door. It is understand?”


  “Understand!” shouted Bourne, at the last second remembering to drop Carlos’s weapon on the concrete floor. The door opened.


  “Da!” said the Soviet police officer, instantly correcting himself as he spotted the machine pistol at Jason’s feet. “Nyet!” he yelled.


  “Nye za shto?” said a breathless Krupkin, urging his heavyset body forward.


  “Pochemu?”


  “Komitet!”


  “Prekrasno.” The policeman nodded obsequiously, but stayed in place.


  “What are you doing?” demanded Krupkin. “The lobby is cleared and our assault squad is in place!”


  “He was here!” whispered Bourne, as if his intense quiet voice further obscured his incomprehensible words.


  “The Jackal?” asked Krupkin, astonished.


  “He came down this staircase! He couldn’t have gone out on any other floor. Every fire door is dead-bolted from the inside—only the crash bars release them.”


  “Skazhi,” said the KGB official to the hotel guard, speaking in Russian. “Has anyone come through this door within the past ten minutes since the orders were given to seal them off?”


  “No, sir!” replied the mititsiya. “Only a hysterical woman in a soiled bathrobe. In her panic, she fell in the bathroom and cut herself. We thought she might have a heart attack, she was screaming so. We escorted her immediately to the nurse’s office.”


  Krupkin turned to Jason, switching back to English. “Only a woman came through, a woman in panic who had injured herself.”


  “A woman? Is he certain?…What color was her hair?”


  Dimitri asked the guard; with the man’s reply he again looked at Bourne. “He says it was reddish and quite curly.”


  “Reddish?” An image came to Jason, a very unpleasant one. “A house phone—no, the front desk! Come on, I may need your help.” With Krupkin following, the barefooted Bourne ran across the lobby to a clerk at the reception counter. “Can you speak English?”


  “Certainly most good, even many veniculars, mister sir.”


  “A room plan for the tenth floor. Quickly.”


  “Mister sir?”


  Krupkin translated; a large loose-leaf notebook was placed on the counter, the plastic-enclosed page turned to—“This room!” said Jason, pointing at a square and doing his best not to alarm the frightened clerk. “Get it on the telephone! If the line’s busy, knock off anybody on it.”


  Again Krupkin translated as a phone was placed in front of Bourne. He picked it up and spoke. “This is the man who came into your room a few minutes ago—”


  “Oh, yes, of course, dear fellow. Thank you so much! The doctor’s here and Binky’s—”


  “I have to know something, and I have to know it right now.… Do you carry hairpieces, or wigs, with you when you travel?”


  “I’d say that’s rather impertinent—”


  “Lady, I don’t have time for amenities, I have to know! Do you?”


  “Well, yes I do. It’s no secret, actually, all my friends know it and they forgive the artifice. You see, dear boy, I have diabetes…my gray hair is painfully thin.”


  “Is one of those wigs red?”


  “As a matter of fact, yes. I rather fancy changing—”


  Bourne slammed down the phone and looked over at Krupkin. “The son of a bitch lucked out. It was Carlos!”


  “Come with me!” said Krupkin as they both raced across the empty lobby to the complex of back-room offices of the Metropole. They reached the nurse’s infirmary door and went inside. They both stopped; both gasped and then winced at what they saw.


  There were rolls of torn, unwound gauze and reels of tape in various widths, and broken syringes and tubes of antibiotics scattered about the examining table and the floor, as if all were somehow administered in panic. These, however, the two men barely noticed, for their eyes were riveted on the woman who had tended to her crazed patient. The Metropole’s nurse was arched back in her chair, her throat surgically punctured, and over her immaculate white uniform ran a thin stream of blood. Madness!


  Standing beside the living room table, Dimitri Krupkin spoke on the phone as Alex Conklin sat on the brocaded couch massaging his bootless leg and Bourne stood by the window staring out on the Marx Prospekt. Alex looked over at the KGB officer, a thin smile on his gaunt face as Krupkin nodded, his eyes on Conklin. An acknowledgment was being transmitted between the two of them. They were worthy adversaries in a never-ending, essentially futile war in which only battles were won, the philosophical conflicts never resolved.


  “I have your assurance then, comrade,” said Krupkin in Russian, “and, frankly, I will hold you to it.… Of course I’m taping this conversation! Would you do otherwise?…Good! We understand each other as well as our respective responsibilities, so let me recapitulate. The man is seriously wounded, therefore the city taxi service as well as all doctors and all hospitals in the Moscow area have been alerted. The description of the stolen automobile has been circulated and any sightings of man or vehicle are to be reported only to you. The penalty for disregarding these instructions is the Lubyanka, that must be clear.… Good! We have a mutual understanding and I expect to hear from you the minute you have any information, yes?…Don’t have a cardiac arrest, comrade. I am well aware that you are my superior, but then this is a proletarian society, yes? Simply follow the advice of an extremely experienced subordinate. Have a pleasant day.… No, that is not a threat, it is merely a phrase I picked up in Paris—American origin, I believe.” Krupkin hung up the phone and sighed. “There’s something to be said for our vanished, educated aristocracy, I’m afraid.”


  “Don’t say it out loud,” observed Conklin, nodding at the telephone. “I gather nothing’s coming down.”


  “Nothing to act upon immediately but something rather interesting, even fascinating in a macabre sort of way.”


  “By which you mean it concerns Carlos, I assume.”


  “No one else.” Krupkin shook his head as Jason looked over at him from the window. “I stopped at my office to join the assault squad and on my desk were eight large manila envelopes, only one of which had been opened. The police found them in the Vavilova and, true to form, having read the contents of only one, wanted nothing to do with them.”


  “What were they?” asked Alex, chuckling. “State secrets describing the entire Politburo as gay?”


  “You’re probably not far off the mark,” interrupted Bourne. “That was the Jackal’s Moscow cadre in the Vavilova. He was either showing them the dirt he had on them, or giving them the dirt on others.”


  “The latter in this case,” said Krupkin. “A collection of the most preposterous allegations directed at the ranking heads of our major ministries.”


  “He’s got vaults of that garbage. It’s standard operating procedure for Carlos; it’s how he buys his way into circles he shouldn’t be able to penetrate.”


  “Then I’m not being clear, Jason,” continued the KGB officer. “When I say preposterous, I mean exactly that—beyond belief. Lunacy.”


  “He’s almost always on target. Don’t take that judgment to the bank.”


  “If there were such a bank I certainly would, and I’d negotiate a sizable loan on its efficacy as collateral. Most of the information is the stuff of the lowest-grade tabloids—nothing unusual there, of course—but along with such nonsense are outright distortions of times, places, functions and even identities. For example, the Ministry of Transport is not where a particular file says, but a block away, and a certain comrade direktor is not married to the lady named but to someone else—the woman mentioned is their daughter and is not in Moscow but rather in Cuba, where she’s been for six years. Also, the man listed as head of Radio Moscow and accused of just about everything short of having intercourse with dogs, died eleven months a and was a known closet orthodox Catholic, who would have been far happier as a truly devout priest.… These blatant falsehoods I picked up in a matter of minutes, time being at a premium, but I’m sure there are dozens more.”


  “You’re saying that a scam was pulled on Carlos?” said Conklin.


  “One so garish—albeit compiled with extreme conviction—it would be laughed out of our most rigidly doctrinaire courts. Whoever fed him these melodramatic ‘exposés’ wanted built-in deniabilities.”


  “Rodchenko?” asked Bourne.


  “I can’t think of anyone else. Grigorie—I say ‘Grigorie’ but I never called him that to his face; it was always ‘General’—was a consummate strategist, the ultimate survivor, as well as a deeply committed Marxist. Control was his byword, his addiction, really, and if he could control the infamous Jackal for the Motherland’s interests, what a profound exhilaration for the old man. Yet the Jackal killed him with those symbolic bullets in his throat. Was it betrayal, or was it carelessness on Rodchenko’s part at having been discovered? Which? We’ll never know.” The telephone rang and Krupkin’s hand shot down, picking it up. “Da?” Shifting to Russian, Dimitri gestured for Conklin to restrap the prosthetic boot as he spoke. “Now listen to me very carefully, comrade. The police are to make no moves—above all, they are to remain out of sight. Call in one of our unmarked vehicles to replace the patrol car, am I clear?…Good. We’ll use the Moray frequency.”


  “Breakthrough?” asked Bourne, stepping away from the window as Dimitri slammed down the phone.


  “Maximum!” replied Krupkin. “The car was spotted on the Nemchinovka road heading toward Odintsovo.”


  “That doesn’t mean anything to me. What’s in Odintsovol, or whatever it’s called?”


  “I don’t know specifically, but I must assume he does. Remember, he knows Moscow and its environs. Odintsovo is what you might call an industrial suburb about thirty-five minutes from the city—”


  “Goddamn it!” yelled Alex, struggling with the Velcro straps of his boot.


  “Let me do that,” said Jason, his tone of voice brooking no objection as he knelt down and swiftly manipulated the thick strips of coarse cloth. “Why is Carlos still using the Dzerzhinsky car?” continued Bourne, addressing Krupkin. “It’s not like him to take that kind of risk.”


  “It is if he has no choice. He has to know that all Moscow taxis are a silent arm of the state, and he is, after all, severely wounded and undoubtedly now without a gun or he would have used it on you. He’s in no condition to threaten a driver or steal an automobile.… Besides, he reached the Nemchinovka road quickly; that the car was even seen is pure chance. The road is not well traveled, which I assume he also knows.”


  “Let’s get out of here!” cried Conklin, annoyed by both Jason’s attention and his own infirmity. He stood up, wavered, angrily rejected Krupkin’s hand, and started for the door. “We can talk in the car. We’re wasting time.”


  “Moray, come in, please,” said Krupkin in Russian, sitting beside the assault squad driver in the front seat, the microphone at his lips, his hand on the frequency dial of the vehicle’s radio. “Moray, respond, if I’m reaching you.”


  “What the hell’s he talking about?” asked Bourne, in the backseat with Alex.


  “He’s trying to make contact with the unmarked KGB patrol following Carlos. He keeps switching from one ultrahigh frequency to another. It’s the Moray code.”


  “The what?”


  “It’s an eel, Jason,” replied Krupkin, glancing over the seat. “Of the Muraenidae family with porelike gills and capable of descending to great depths. Certain species can be quite deadly.”


  “Thank you, Peter Lorre,” said Bourne.


  “Very good,” laughed the KGB man. “But you’ll admit it’s aptly descriptive. Very few radios can either send it or receive it.”


  “When did you steal it from us?”


  “Oh, not you, not you at all. From the British, truthfully. As usual, London is very quiet about these things, but they’re far ahead of you and the Japanese in certain areas. It’s that damned MI-Six. They dine in their clubs in Knightsbridge, smoke their odious pipes, play the innocents, and send us defectors trained at the Old Vic.”


  “They’ve had their gaps,” said Conklin defensively.


  “More so in their high-dudgeon revelations than in reality, Aleksei. You’ve been away too long. We’ve both lost more than they have in that department, but they can cope with public embarrassment—we haven’t learned that time-honored trait. We bury our ‘gaps,’ as you put it; we try too hard for that respectability which too often eludes us. Then, I suppose, we’re historically young by comparison.” Krupkin again switched back into Russian. “Moray, come in, please! I’m reaching the end of the spectrum. Where are you, Moray?”


  “Stop there, comrade!” came the metallic voice over the loudspeaker. “We’re in contact. Can you hear me?”


  “You sound like a castrato but I can hear you.”


  “This must be Comrade Krupkin—”


  “Were you expecting the pope? Who’s this?”


  “Orlov.”


  “Good! You know what you’re doing.”


  “I hope you do, Dimitri.”


  “Why do you say that?”


  “Your insufferable orders to do nothing, that’s why. We’re two kilometers away from the building—I drove up through the grass on a small hill—and we have the vehicle in sight. It’s parked in the lot and the suspect’s inside.”


  “What building? What hill? You tell me nothing.”


  “The Kubinka Armory.”


  Hearing this, Conklin bolted forward in the seat. “Oh, my God!” he cried.


  “What is it?” asked Bourne.


  “He reached an armory.” Alex saw the frown of confusion on Jason’s face. “Over here armories are a hell of a lot more than enclosed parade grounds for legionnaires and reservists. They’re serious training quarters and warehouses for weapons.”


  “He wasn’t heading for Odintsovo,” broke in Krupkin. “The armory’s farther south, on the outskirts of the town, another four or five kilometers. He’s been there before.”


  “Those places must have tight security,” said Bourne. “He can’t just walk inside.”


  “He already has,” corrected the KGB officer from Paris.


  “I mean into restricted areas—like storerooms filled with weapons.”


  “That’s what concerns me,” went on Krupkin, fingering the microphone in his hand. “Since he’s been there before—and he obviously has—what does he know about the installation…who does he know?”


  “Get on a radio patch, call the place and have him stopped, held!” insisted Jason.


  “Suppose I reach the wrong person, or suppose he already has weapons and we set him off? With one phone call, one hostile confrontation or even the appearance of a strange automobile, there could be wholesale slaughter of several dozen men and women. We saw what he did at the Metropole, in the Vavilova. He’s lost all control; he’s utterly mad.”


  “Dimitri,” came the metallic Soviet voice over the radio speaking Russian. “Something’s happening. The man just came out of a side door with a burlap sack and is heading for the car.… Comrade, I’m not sure it’s the same man. It probably is, but there’s something different about him.”


  “What do you mean? The clothes?”


  “No, he’s wearing a dark suit and his right arm is in a black sling as before…yet he’s moving more rapidly, his pace firmer, his posture erect.”


  “You’re saying he does not appear to be wounded, yes?”


  “I guess that’s what I’m saying, yes.”


  “He could be faking it,” said Conklin. “That son of a bitch could be taking his last breath and convince you he’s ready for a marathon.”


  “For what purpose, Aleksei? Why any pretense at all?”


  “I don’t know, but if your man in that car can see him, he can see the car. Maybe he’s just in a hell of a hurry.”


  “What’s going on?” asked Bourne angrily.


  “Someone’s come outside with a bagful of goodies and going to the car,” said Conklin in English.


  “For Christ’s sake, stop him!”


  “We’re not sure it’s the Jackal,” interrupted Krupkin. “The clothes are the same, even to the arm sling, but there are physical differences—”


  “Then he wants you to think it isn’t him!” said Jason emphatically.


  “Shto?…What?”


  “He’s putting himself in your place, thinking like you’re thinking now and by doing that outthinking you. He may or may not know that he’s been spotted, the car picked up, but he has to assume the worst and act accordingly. How long before we get there?”


  “The way my outrageously reckless young comrade is driving, I’d say three or four minutes.”


  “Krupkin!” The voice burst from the radio speaker. “Four other people have come outside—three men and a woman. They’re running to the car!”


  “What did he say?” asked Bourne. Alex translated and Jason frowned. “Hostages?” he said quietly, as if to himself. “He just blew it!” Medusa’s Delta leaned forward and touched Krupkin’s shoulder. “Tell your man to get out of there the moment that car takes off and he knows where it’s heading. Tell him to be obvious, to blow the hell out of his horn while he passes the armory, which he must pass from one way or the other.”


  “My dear fellow!” exploded the Soviet intelligence officer. “Would you mind telling me why I should issue such an order?”


  “Because your colleague was right and I was wrong. The man in the sling isn’t Carlos. The Jackal’s inside, waiting for the cavalry to pass the fort so he can get away in another car—if there is a cavalry.”


  “In the name of our revered Karl Marx, do explain how you reached this contradictory conclusion!”


  “Simple. He made a mistake.… Even if you could, you wouldn’t shoot up that car on the road, would you?”


  “Agreed. There are four other people inside, all no doubt innocent Soviet citizens forced to appear otherwise.”


  “Hostages?”


  “Yes, of course.”


  “When was the last time you heard of people running like hell into a situation where they could become hostages? Even if they were under a gun from a doorway, one or two, if not all of them, would try to race behind other cars for protection.”


  “My word—”


  “But you were right about one thing. Carlos has a contact inside that armory—the man in the sling. He may only be an innocent Russian with a brother or a sister living in Paris, but the Jackal owns him.”


  “Dimitri!” shouted the metallic voice in Russian. “The car is speeding out of the parking lot!”


  Krupkin pressed the button on his microphone and gave his instructions. Essentially, they were to follow that automobile to the borders of Finland if necessary, but to take it without violence, calling in the police if they had to. The last order was to pass the armory, blowing his horn repeatedly. In the Russian vernacular, the agent named Orlov asked, “What the fuck for?”


  “Because I’ve had a vision from St. Nickolai the Good! Also, I’m your charitable superior. Do it!”


  “You’re not well, Dimitri.”


  “Do you wish a superb service report or one that will send you to Tashkent?”


  “I’m on my way, comrade.”


  Krupkin replaced the microphone in the dashboard receptacle. “Everything proceeds,” he said haltingly, partially over his shoulder. “If I’m to go down with either a crazed assassin or a convoluted lunatic who displays certain decencies, I imagine it’s best to choose the latter. Contrary to the most enlightened skeptics, there might be a God, after all.… Would you care to buy a house on the lake in Geneva, Aleksei?”


  “I might,” answered Bourne. “If I live through the day and do what I have to do, give me a price. I won’t quibble.”


  “Hey, David,” interjected Conklin. “Marie made that money, you didn’t.”


  “She’ll listen to me. To him.”


  “What now, whoever you are?” asked Krupkin.


  “Give me all the firepower I need from this trunk of yours and let me off in the grass just before the armory. Give me a couple of minutes to get in place, then pull into the parking lot and obviously—very obviously—see that the car is missing and get out of there fast, gunning your engine.”


  “And leave you alone?” cried Alex.


  “It’s the only way I can take him. The only way he can be taken.”


  “Lunacy!” spat out Krupkin, his jowls vibrating.


  “No, Kruppie, reality,” said Jason Bourne simply. “It’s the same as it was in the beginning. One on one, it’s the only way.”


  “That is sophomoric heroics!” roared the Russian, slamming his hand down on the back of the seat. “Worse, it’s ridiculous strategy. If you’re right, I can surround the armory with a thousand troops!”


  “Which is exactly what he’d want—what I’d want, if I were Carlos. Don’t you see? He could get away in the confusion, in the sheer numbers—that’s not a problem for either of us, we’ve both done it too many times before. Crowds and anxiety are our protection—they’re child’s play. A knife in a uniform, the uniform ours; toss a grenade into the troops, and after the explosion we’re one of the staggering victims—that’s amateur night for paid killers. Believe me, I know—I became one in spite of myself.”


  “So what do you think you can do by yourself, Batman?” asked Conklin, furiously massaging his useless leg.


  “Stalk the killer who wants to kill me—and I’ll take him.”


  “You’re a fucking megalomaniac!”


  “You’re absolutely right. It’s the only way to be in the killing game. It’s the only edge you’ve got.”


  “Insanity!” yelled Krupkin.


  “So allow me; I’m entitled to a little craziness. If I thought the entire Russian army would ensure my survival, I’d scream for it. But it wouldn’t—it couldn’t. There’s only this way.… Stop the car and let me choose the weapons.”


  



  CHAPTER THIRTY-NINE


  The dark green KGB sedan rounded the final curve in the sloping road cut out of the countryside. The descent had been gradual. The ground below was flat and summer-green with fields of wild grass bordering the approach to the massive brown building that was the Kubinka Armory. It seemed to rise out of the earth, a huge boxlike intrusion on the pastoral scene, an ugly man-made interruption of heavy brown wood and miserly windows reaching three stories high and covering two acres of land. Like the structure itself, the front entrance was large, square and unadorned except for the dull bas-relief profiles above the door of three Soviet soldiers rushing into the deadly winds of battle, their rifles at port arms, about to blow one another’s heads off.


  Armed with an authentic Russian AK-47 and five standard thirty-round magazine clips, Bourne jumped out the far side of the silent coasting government car, using the bulk of the rolling vehicle to conceal himself in the grass directly across the road from the entrance. The armory’s huge dirt parking area was to the right of the long building; a single row of unkempt shrubbery fronted the entrance lawn, in the center of which stood a tall white pole, the Soviet flag hanging limp in the breezeless morning air. Jason ran across the road, his body low, and crouched by the hedgerow; he had only moments to peer through the bushes and ascertain the existence or nonexistence of the armory’s security procedures. At best, they appeared lax to the point of being informal, if not irrelevant. There was a glass window in the right wall of the entrance similar to that of a theater’s box office; behind it sat a uniformed guard reading a magazine, and alongside him, less visible but seen clearly enough, was another, his head on the counter, asleep. Two other soldiers emerged from the immense armory door—double doors—both casual, unconcerned, as one glanced at his watch and the other lighted a cigarette.


  So much for Kubinka’s security; no sudden assault was anticipated nor had one taken place, at least none that had set off alarms reaching the front patrols, usually the first to be alerted. It was eerie, unnatural, beyond the unexpected. The Jackal was inside this military installation, yet there was no sign that he had penetrated it, no indication that somewhere within the complex he was controlling a minimum of five personnel—a man impersonating him, three other men and a woman.


  The parking area itself? He had not understood the exchanges between Alex, Krupkin and the voice over the radio, but now it was clear to him that when they had spoken of people coming outside and running to the stolen car, they were not referring to the front entrance! There had to be an exit on the parking area! Christ, he had only seconds before the driver of the Komitet car started up the engine and roared into the huge dirt lot, circling it and racing out, both actions announcing the government vehicle’s arrival and swift, calamitous departure. If Carlos was going to make his break, it would be then! After waiting for the standard radio backup, every moment of distance he put between himself and the armory would make it more difficult to pick up his trail. And he, the efficient killing machine from Medusa, was in the wrong place! Further, the sight of a civilian running across a lawn or down a road carrying an automatic weapon within a military compound was to invite disaster. It was a small, stupid omission! Three or four additional words translated and a less arrogant, more probing listener would have avoided the error. It was always the little things, the seemingly insignificant that crippled gray to black operations. Goddamn it!


  Five hundred feet away the KGB sedan suddenly thundered as it swerved into the dirt parking area raising clouds of dry dust while crushing and spitting out pieces of rock from its spinning tires. There was no time to think, time only to act. Bourne held the AK-47 against his right leg, concealing it as much as possible as he rose to his feet, his left hand skimming the top of the low hedgerow—a gardener, perhaps, surveying an anticipated assignment, or an indolent stroller aimlessly touching the roadside shrubbery, nothing remotely threatening, just a sign of the commonplace; to the casual observer, he might have been walking down that road for several minutes without being noticed.


  He glanced over at the armory’s entrance. The two soldiers were laughing quietly, the one without a cigarette again looking at his watch. Then the object of their minor conspiracy came out of the left front door, an attractive dark-haired girl, barely in her twenties. She humorously clapped both her hands over her ears, made a grotesque face and walked rapidly to the time-conscious man in uniform, kissing him on the lips. The threesome linked arms, the woman in the center, and started to their right, away from the entrance.


  A crash! Metal colliding with metal, glass shattering glass, the loud harsh sound coming from the distant parking area. Something had happened to the Komitet car with Alex and Krupkin; the young driver from the assault squad had either smashed or skidded into another vehicle in the dry dirt of the lot. Using the sound as an excuse, Jason started down the road, the image of Conklin coming instantly to his mind, producing a limp in his own rapid strides the better to keep his weapon in minimum view. He turned his head, expecting to see the two soldiers and the woman running down the armory path toward the accident, only to realize that the three of them were running the other way, removing themselves from any involvement. Obviously, precious breaks in a military schedule were jealously protected.


  Bourne abandoned the limp, crashed through the hedgerow and raced to the concrete path that stretched to the corner of the huge building, gathering speed and breathing heavily with increasing frequency. Jason’s weapon was now in plain sight, slashing the air as he gripped it in the hand of his swinging right arm. He reached the end of the path, his chest heaving, the veins in his neck seemingly prepared to burst as the sweat ran down his skin, drenching his face, his collar and his shirt. Gasping, he steadied the AK-47, his back pressed against the wall of the building, then spun around the corner into the parking area, stunned by what he saw. His pounding feet, coupled with the anxiety that caused his hair-soaked temples to throb, had blocked out all sound up ahead. What he observed now, what sickened him now, he knew had to be the result of multiple gunshots muted by a weapon equipped with a silencer. Dispassionately, Medusa’s Delta understood; he had been there many times many years before. There were circumstances under which kills had to be made quietly—utter silence was the unreachable goal, but at least minimal noise was crucial.


  The young KGB driver from the assault squad was sprawled on the ground by the trunk of the dark green sedan, the wounds in his head certifying death. The car had swerved into the side of a government bus, the sort used to haul workers to and from their places of employment. How or why the accident had happened, Bourne could not know. Neither could he know whether Alex or Krupkin had survived; the car’s windows had been pierced repeatedly and there was no sign of movement inside, both facts suggesting the worst but nothing conclusive. Above all, at this moment, the Chameleon also understood that he could not be affected by what he saw—emotions were out! If the worst had happened, mourning the dead would come later, vengeance and taking the killer came now.


  Think! How? Quickly!


  Krupkin had said there were “several dozen men and women” working at the armory. If so, where the hell were they? The Jackal was not acting in a vacuum; it was impossible! Yet a collision had occurred, its violent crash heard over a hundred yards away—well over the distance of a football field—and a man had been shot dead at the site of that crash, his lifeless body bleeding in the dirt, yet no one—no one—had appeared, either accidentally or intentionally. With the exception of Carlos and five unknown people, was the entire armory operating in a vacuum? Nothing made sense!


  And then he heard the muffled but emphatic strains of music from deep inside the building. Martial music, drums and trumpets predominating, swelling to crescendos that Bourne could only imagine were deafening within the echoing confines of the huge structure. The image of the young woman emerging from the front entrance returned; she had playfully clapped her hands over her ears and grimaced, and Jason had not understood. He did now. She had come from the armory’s inner staging area, where the decibel level of the music was overpowering. An event was taking place at the Kubinka, a decently attended affair, which accounted for the profusion of automobiles, small vans and buses in the vast parking area—profusion at any rate in the Soviet Union, where such vehicles were not in oversupply. Altogether there were perhaps twenty conveyances in the dirt lot, parked in a semicircle. The activity inside was both the Jackal’s diversion and his protection; he knew how to orchestrate both to his advantage. So did his enemy. Checkmate.


  Why didn’t Carlos come out? Why hadn’t he come out? What was he waiting for? The circumstances were optimal; they couldn’t be better. Had his wounds slowed him to the point that he had lost the advantages he had created? It was possible, but not likely. The assassin had gotten this far, and if escape was in the offing, it was in him to go further, much further. Then why? Irreversible logic, a killer’s survival logic demanded that after taking out the backup the Jackal had to race away as fast as humanly possible. It was his only chance! Then why was he still inside? Why hadn’t his escape car fled from the area, speeding him to freedom?


  His back once again pressed against the wall, Jason side-stepped to his left, closely observing everything he could see. Like most armories the world over, Kubinka had no windows on the first floor, at least not for the first fifteen feet from the ground; he presumed it was because the occasional wildly galloping horses and glass did not go together. He could see a window frame on what appeared to be the second floor but close enough to the slain driver to afford maximum accuracy for a silenced high-powered weapon. Another frame on ground level had a knob protruding; it was the rear exit no one had bothered to mention. The little things, the insignificant things! Goddamn!


  The muted music inside swelled again, but now the swelling was different, the drums louder, the trumpets more sustained, more piercing. It was the unmistakable ending of a symphonic march, martial music at its most intense.… That was it! The end of the event inside was at hand and the Jackal would use the emerging crowds to cover his escape. He would mingle, and when panic spread through the parking area with the sight of the dead man and the shot-up sedan, he would disappear—with whom and with what vehicle would take hours to determine.


  Bourne had to get inside; he had to stop him, take him! Krupkin had worried about the lives of “several dozen men and women”—he had no idea that in reality there were several hundred! Carlos would use whatever firepower he had stolen, including grenades, to create mass hysteria so that he could escape. Lives meant nothing; if further killing was required to save his own, nothing. Abandoning caution, Delta raced to the door, gripping his AK-47 laterally in his arm, the safety unlatched, his index finger on the trigger. He grabbed the knob and twisted it—it would not turn. He fired his weapon into the plated metal around the lock, then a second fusillade into the opposing frame, and as he reached for the smoking knob, his personal world went mad!


  Out of the line of vehicles a heavy truck suddenly shot forward, coming straight toward him, wildly accelerating as it approached. Simultaneously, successive bursts of automatic gunfire erupted, the bullets thumping into the wood to his right. He lunged to his left, rolling on the ground, the dust and dirt filling his eyes as he kept rolling, his body a tube spinning away.


  And then it happened! The massive explosion tore apart the door, blowing away a large section of the wall above, and through the black smoke and settling debris, he could see a figure lurching awkwardly toward the semicircle of vehicles. His killer was getting away after all. But he was alive! And the reason for it was obvious—the Jackal had made a mistake. Not in the trap, that was extraordinary; Carlos knew his enemy was with Krupkin and the KGB and so he had gone outside and waited for him. Instead, his error was in the placement of the explosives. He had wired the bomb or bombs to the top of the truck’s engine, not underneath. Explosive compounds seek release through the least resistant barriers; the relatively thin hood of a vehicle is far less solid than the iron beneath it. The bomb actually blew up; it did not blow out on ground level, sending death-inducing metal fragments along the surface.


  No time! Bourne struggled to his feet and staggered to the Komitet sedan, a horrible fear coming into focus. He looked through the shattered windows, his eyes suddenly drawn to the front seat as a heavily fleshed hand was raised. He yanked the door open and saw Krupkin, his large body squeezed below the seat under the dashboard, his right shoulder half torn away, bleeding flesh apparent through the fabric of his jacket.


  “We are hurt,” said the KGB officer weakly but calmly. “Aleksei somewhat more seriously than I am, so attend to him first, if you please.”


  “The crowd’s coming out of the armory—”


  “Here!” interrupted Krupkin, painfully reaching into his pocket and pulling out his plastic identification case. “Get to the idiot in charge and bring him to me. We must get a doctor. For Aleksei, you damn fool. Hurry!”


  The two wounded men lay alongside each other on examining tables in the armory’s infirmary as Bourne stood across the room, leaning against the wall, watching but not understanding what was being said. Three doctors had been dispatched by helicopter from the roof of the People’s Hospital on the Serova Prospekt—two surgeons and an anesthesiologist, the last, however, proving unnecessary. Severe invasive procedures were not called for; local anesthetics were sufficient for the cleansing and suturing, followed by generous injections of antibiotics. The foreign objects had passed through their bodies, explained the chief doctor.


  “I presume you mean bullets when you speak so reverently of ‘foreign objects,’” said Krupkin in high dudgeon.


  “He means bullets,” confirmed Alex hoarsely in Russian. The retired CIA station chief was unable to move his head because of his bandaged throat. Wide adhesive straps extended down across his collarbone and upper right shoulder.


  “Thank you,” said the surgeon. “You were both fortunate, especially you, our American patient for whom we must compile confidential medical records. Incidentally, give our people the name and address of your physician in the United States. You’ll need attention for some weeks ahead.”


  “Right now he’s in a hospital in Paris.”


  “I beg your pardon?”


  “Well, whenever something’s wrong with me, I tell him and he sends me to the doctor he thinks I should see.”


  “That’s not exactly socialized medicine.”


  “For me it is. I’ll give his name and address to a nurse. With luck he’ll be back soon.”


  “I repeat, you were very fortunate.”


  “I was very fast, Doctor, and so was your comrade. We saw that son of a bitch running out toward us, so we locked the doors and kept moving in the seats and firing at him as he tried to get close enough to put us away, which he damn near did.… I’m sorry about the driver; he was a brave young man.”


  “He was an angry young man as well, Aleksei,” broke in Krupkin from the other table. “Those first shots from the doorway sent him into that bus.”


  The door of the infirmary burst open, which was to say it was not opened so much as it was invaded, submitting to the august presence of the KGB commissar from the flat in Slavyansky. The blunt-featured, blunt-spoken Komitet officer in the disheveled uniform lived up to his appearance. “You,” he said to the doctor, “I’ve spoken to your associates outside. You are finished here, they say.”


  “Not entirely, comrade. There are minor items to attend to, such as therapeutical—”


  “Later,” interrupted the commissar. “We talk privately. Alone.”


  “The Komitet speaks?” asked the surgeon, his contempt minor but evident.


  “It speaks.”


  “Sometimes too often.”


  “What?”


  “You heard me,” replied the doctor, heading for the door. The KGB man shrugged and waited for the infirmary door to close. He then walked to the foot of both examining tables, his squinting flesh-encased eyes darting between the two wounded men, and spat out one word. “Novgorod!” he said.


  “What?”


  “What…?”


  The responses were simultaneous; even Bourne snapped himself away from the wall.


  “You,” he added, switching to his limited English. “Understand I say?”


  “If you said what I think you said, I think I do, but only the name.”


  “I explain good enough. We question the nine men women he locked in weapons storage. He kill two guards who do not stop him, okay? He take automobile keys from four men but uses no automobiles, okay?”


  “I saw him head for the cars!”


  “Which? Three other people at Kubinka shot dead, automobile papers taken. Which?”


  “For Christ’s sake, check with your vehicle bureau, or whatever you call it!”


  “Take time. Also in Moskva, automobiles under different names, different tag plates—Leningrad, Smolensk, who knows—all to not look for automobile laws broken.”


  “What the hell is he talking about?” shouted Jason.


  “Automobile ownership is regulated by the state,” explained Krupkin weakly from the table. “Each major center has its own registration and is frequently reluctant to cooperate with another center.”


  “Why?”


  “Individual ownership under different family names—even nonfamily names. It’s forbidden. There are only so many vehicles available for purchase.”


  “So?”


  “Local bribery is a fact of life. No one in Leningrad wants a finger pointed at him from a bureaucrat in Moscow. He’s telling you that it could take several days to learn what automobile the Jackal’s driving.”


  “That’s crazy!”


  “You said it, Mr. Bourne, I didn’t. I’m an upstanding citizen of the Soviet Union, please remember that.”


  “But what’s it all got to do with Novgorod—that is what he said, isn’t it?”


  “Novgorod. Shto eto znachit?” said Krupkin to the KGB official. In rapid, clipped Russian, the peasant commissar gave the pertinent details to his colleague from Paris. Krupkin turned his head on the table and translated in English. “Try to follow this, Jason,” he said, his voice intermittently fading, his breathing becoming increasingly more labored. “Apparently there is a walk-around gallery above the armory’s arena. He used it and saw you through a window on the road by the hedges and came back to the weapons room screaming like the maniac he is. He shouted to his bound hostages that you were his and you were dead.… And there was only one last thing he had to accomplish.”


  “Novgorod,” interrupted Conklin, whispering, his head rigid, staring at the ceiling.


  “Precisely,” said Krupkin, his eyes focused on Alex’s profile beside him. “He’s going back to the place of his birth…where Ilich Ramirez Sanchez became Carlos the Jackal because he was disinherited, marked for execution as a madman. He held his gun against everyone’s throat, quietly demanding to know the best roads to Novgorod, threatening to kill whoever gave him the wrong answer. None did, of course, and all who knew told him it was five to six hundred kilometers away, a full day’s drive.”


  “Drive?” interjected Bourne.


  “He knows he cannot use any other means of transportation. The railroads, the airports—even the small airfields—all will be watched, he understands that.”


  “What will he do in Novgorod?” asked Jason quickly.


  “Dear God in heaven, which, of course, there is neither, who knows? He intends to leave his mark, a highly destructive memorial to himself, no doubt, in answer to those he believes betrayed him thirty-odd years ago, as well as the poor souls who fell under his gun this morning in the Vavilova.… He took the papers from our agent trained at Novgorod; he thinks they’ll get him inside. They won’t—we’ll stop him.”


  “Don’t even try,” said Bourne. “He may or may not use them, depending upon what he sees, what he senses. He doesn’t need papers to get in there any more than I do, but if he senses something wrong, and he will, he’ll kill a number of good men and still get inside.”


  “What are you driving at?” asked Krupkin warily, eyeing Bourne, the American with alternate identities and apparently conflicting life-styles.


  “Get me inside ahead of him with a detailed map of the whole complex and some kind of document that gives me free access to go wherever I want to go.”


  “You’ve lost your senses!” cried Dimitri. “A nondefecting American, an assassin hunted by every NATO country in Europe, inside Novgorod?”


  “Nyet, nyet, nyet!” roared the Komitet commissar. “I understand good, okay? You are lunatic, okay?”


  “Do you want the Jackal?”


  “Naturally, but there are limits to the cost.”


  “I haven’t the slightest interest in Novgorod or in any of the compounds—you should know that by now. Your little infiltrating operations and our little infiltrating operations can go on and on and it doesn’t matter because none of it means a goddamned thing in the long run. It’s all adolescent game playing. We either live together on this planet or there is no planet.… My only concern is Carlos. I want him dead so I can go on living.”


  “Of course, I personally agree with much of what you say, although the adolescent games do keep some of us rather gracefully employed. However, there’s no way I could convince my more rigid superiors, starting with the one standing above me.”


  “All right,” said Conklin from his table, his eyes still on the ceiling. “Down and dirty—we deal. You get him into Novgorod and you keep Ogilvie.”


  “We’ve already got him, Aleksei.”


  “Not clean, you haven’t. Washington knows he’s here.”


  “So?”


  “So I can say you lost him and they’ll believe me. They’ll take my word for it that he flew out of your nest and you’re mad as hell, but you can’t get him back. He’s operating from points unknown or unreachable, but obviously under the sovereign protection of a United Nations country. As a matter of conjecture, I suspect that’s how you got him over here in the first place.”


  “You’re cryptic, my fine old enemy. To what purpose should I entertain your suggestion?”


  “No World Court embarrassments, no charges of harboring an American accused of international crimes.… You win the stakes in Europe. You take over the Medusa operation with no complications—in the person of one Dimitri Krupkin, a proven sophisticate from the cosmopolitan world of Paris. Who better to guide the enterprise?…The newest hero of the Soviet, a member of the inner economic council of the Presidium. Forget the lousy house in Geneva, Kruppie, how about a mansion on the Black Sea?”


  “It is a most intelligent and attractive offer, I grant you,” said Krupkin. “I know two or three men on the Central Committee whom I can reach in a matter of minutes—everything confidential, of course.”


  “Nyet, nyet!” shouted the KGB commissar, slamming his fist down on Dimitri’s table. “I understand some—you talk too fast—but all is lunatic!”


  “Oh, for God’s sake, shut up!” roared Krupkin. “We’re discussing things far beyond your grasp!”


  “Shto?” Like a young child reprimanded by an adult, the Komitet officer, his puffed eyes widened, was both astonished and frightened by his subordinate’s incomprehensible rebuke.


  “Give my friend his chance, Kruppie,” said Alex. “He’s the best there is and he may bring you the Jackal.”


  “He may also bring about his own death, Aleksei.”


  “He’s been there before. I believe in him.”


  “Belief,” whispered Krupkin, his own eyes now on the ceiling. “Such a luxury it is.… Very well, the order will be issued secretly, its origins untraceable, of course. You’ll enter your own American compound. It’s the one least understood.”


  “How fast can I get there?” asked Bourne. “There’s a lot I have to put together.”


  “We have an airport in Vnokova under our control, no more than an hour away. First, I must make arrangements. Hand me a telephone.… You, my imbecilic commissar! I will hear no more from you! A telefone!” The once all-powerful, now subdued superior, who had really understood only such words as “Presidium” and “Central Committee,” moved with alacrity, bringing an extension phone to Krupkin’s table.


  “One more thing,” said Bourne. “Have Tass put out an immediate bulletin with heavy coverage in the newspapers, radio and television that the assassin known as Jason Bourne died of wounds here in Moscow. Make the details sketchy but have them parallel what happened here this morning.”


  “That’s not difficult. Tass is an obedient instrument of the state.”


  “I haven’t finished,” continued Jason. “I want you to include in those sketchy details that among the personal effects found on Bourne’s body was a road map of Brussels and its environs. The town of Anderlecht was circled in red—that has to appear.”


  “The assassination of the supreme commander of NATO—very good, very convincing. However, Mr. Bourne or Webb or whatever your name may be, you should know that this story will splash across the world like a giant tidal wave.”


  “I understand that.”


  “Are you prepared for it?”


  “Yes, I am.”


  “What about your wife? Don’t you think you should reach her first, before the civilized world learns that Jason Bourne is dead?”


  “No. I don’t even want the slightest risk of a leak.”


  “Jesus!” exploded Alex, coughing. “That’s Marie you’re talking about. She’ll fall apart!”


  “It’s a risk I’ll accept,” said Delta coldly.


  “You son of a bitch!”


  “So be it,” agreed the Chameleon.


  John St. Jacques, tears welling in his eyes, walked into the bright, sunlit room at the sterile house in the Maryland countryside; in his hand was a page of computer printout. His sister was on the floor in front of the couch playing with an exuberant Jamie, she having put the infant Alison back into the crib upstairs. She looked worn and haggard, her face pale with dark circles under her eyes; she was exhausted from the tension and the jet lag of the long, idiotically routed flights from Paris to Washington. In spite of arriving late last night, she had gotten up early to be with the children—no amount of friendly persuasion on the part of the motherly Mrs. Cooper could dissuade her from doing so. The brother would have given years of his life not to do what had to be done during the next few minutes, but he could not risk the alternatives. He had to be with her when she found out.


  “Jamie,” said St. Jacques gently. “Go find Mrs. Cooper, will you please? I think she’s in the kitchen.”


  “Why, Uncle John?”


  “I want to talk to your mother for a few minutes.”


  “Johnny, please,” objected Marie.


  “I have to, Sis.”


  “What…?”


  The child left, and as children often do, he obviously sensed something serious that was beyond his understanding; he stared at his uncle before heading to the door. Marie got to her feet and looked hard at her brother, at the tears that began to roll down his cheeks. The terrible message was conveyed. “No …!” she whispered, her pallid face growing paler. “Dear God, no,” she cried, her hands and then her shoulders starting to tremble. “No…no!” she roared.


  “He’s gone, Sis. I wanted you to hear it from me, not over a radio or a TV set. I want to be with you.”


  “You’re wrong, wrong!” screamed Marie, rushing toward him, grabbing his shirt and clenching the fabric in her fists. “He’s protected!…He promised me he was protected!”


  “This just came from Langley,” said the younger brother, holding up the page of computer printout. “Holland called me a few minutes ago and said it was on its way over. He knew you had to see it. It was picked up from Radio Moscow during the night and will be on all the broadcasts and in the morning papers.”


  “Give it to me!” she shouted defiantly. He did so and gently held her shoulders, prepared to take her in his arms and give what comfort he could. She read the copy rapidly, then shook off his hands, frowning, and walked back to the couch and sat down. Her concentration was absolute; she placed the paper on the coffee table and studied it as though it were an archaeological find, a scroll perhaps.


  “He’s gone, Marie. I don’t know what to say—you know how I felt about him.”


  “Yes, I know, Johnny.” Then to St. Jacques’s astonishment, his sister looked up at him, a thin, wan smile appearing on her lips. “But it’s a little early for our tears, Bro. He’s alive. Jason Bourne’s alive and up to his tricks and that means David’s alive, too.”


  My God, she can’t accept it, thought the brother, walking to the couch and kneeling beside the coffee table in front of Marie, taking her hands in his. “Sis, honey, I don’t think you understand. I’ll do everything possible to help you, but you’ve got to understand.”


  “Bro, you’re very sweet but you haven’t read this closely—really closely. The impact of the message detracts from the subtext. In economics we call it obfuscation with a cloud of smoke and a couple of mirrors.”


  “Huh?” St. Jacques released her hands and stood up. “What are you talking about?”


  Marie picked up the Langley communiqué and scanned it. “After several confused, even contradictory, accounts of what happened,” she said, “described by people on the scene at this armory, or whatever it is, the following is buried in the last paragraph. ‘Among the personal effects found on the slain assassin’s body was a map of Brussels and the surrounding area with the town of Anderlecht circled in red.’ Then it goes on to make the obvious connection with Teagarten’s assassination. It’s a wash, Johnny, from two points of view.… First, David would never carry such a map. Second, and far more telling, the fact that the Soviet media would give such prominence to the story is unbelievable enough, but to include the assassination of General Teagarten is simply too much.”


  “What do you mean? Why?”


  “Because the presumed assassin was in Russia, and Moscow wants no conceivable linkage to the killing of a NATO commander.… No, Bro, someone bent the rules and persuaded Tass to put out the story, and I suspect heads will roll. I don’t know where Jason Bourne is, but I know he’s not dead. David made sure I’d know that.”


  Peter Holland picked up the phone and touched the buttons on his console for Charles Casset’s private line.


  “Yes?”


  “Charlie, it’s Peter.”


  “I’m relieved to hear that.”


  “Why?”


  “Because all I’m getting on this phone is trouble and confusion. I just got off with our source in Dzerzhinsky Square and he told me the KGB’s after blood.”


  “The Tass release on Bourne?”


  “Right. Tass and Radio Moscow assumed the story was officially sanctioned because it was faxed by the Ministry of Information using the proper immediate-release codes. When the shit hit the fan, no one owned up, and whoever programmed the codes can’t be traced.”


  “What do you make of it?”


  “I’m not sure, but from what I’ve learned about Dimitri Krupkin, it could be his style. He’s now working with Alex and if this isn’t something out of the Conklin textbook, I don’t know Saint Alex. And I do.”


  “That dovetails with what Marie thinks.”


  “Marie?”


  “Bourne’s wife. I just spoke to her and her argument’s pretty strong. She says Moscow’s report is a wash for all the right reasons. Her husband’s alive.”


  “I agree. Is that what you called to tell me?”


  “No,” answered the director, taking a deep breath. “I’m adding to your trouble and confusion.”


  “I’m not relieved to hear that. What is it?”


  “The Paris telephone number, the link to the Jackal we got from Henry Sykes in Montserrat that reached a café on the Marais waterfront in Paris.”


  “Where someone would answer a call for a blackbird. I remember.”


  “Someone did and we followed him. You’re not going to like this.”


  “Alex Conklin is about to earn the prick-of-the-year award. He put us on to Sykes, didn’t he?”


  “Yes.”


  “Do tell.”


  “The message was delivered to the home of the director of the Deuxième Bureau.”


  “My God! We’d better turn that over to the SED branch of French intelligence with a restricted chronology.”


  “I’m not turning anything over to anybody until we hear from Conklin. We owe him that much—I think.”


  “What the hell are they doing?” shouted a frustrated Casset over the phone. “Putting out false death notices—from Moscow, no less! What for?”


  “Jason Bourne’s gone hunting,” said Peter Holland. “And when the hunt is over—if it’s over and if the kill is made—he’s going to have to get out of the woods before anyone turns on him.… I want every station and listening post on the borders of the Soviet Union on full alert. Code name: Assassin. Get him back.”


  



  CHAPTER FORTY


  Novgorod. To say it was incredible was to obliquely recognize the existence of credibility and that was nearly impossible. It was the ultimate fantasy, its optical illusions seemingly more real than reality, the phantasmagoria there to be touched, felt, used, entered into and departed from; it was a collective masterpiece of invention cut out of the immense forests along the Volkhov River. From the moment Bourne emerged from the deep underground tunnel below the water with its guards, gates and myriad cameras, he was as close to being in a state of shock while still being able to keep walking, observing, absorbing, thinking.


  The American compound, presumably like those of the different countries, was broken up into sections, built on areas anywhere from two to five acres, each distinctly separate from the others. One area, erected on the banks of the river, might be the heart of a Maine waterfront village; another, farther inland, a small Southern town; yet another, a busy metropolitan city street. Each was completely “authentic” with the appropriate vehicular traffic, police, dress codes, shops, grocery and drug stores, gas stations and mock structures of buildings—many of which rose two stories high and were so real they had American hardware on the doors and windows. Obviously, as vital as the physical appearances was language—not merely the fluent use of English but the mastery of linguistic idiosyncrasies, the dialects that were characteristic of specific locations. As Jason wandered from one section to another he heard all around him the distinctive sounds. From New England Down East with its “eeahh” to Texas’s drawl and its familiar “you-alls”; from the gentle nasality of the Midwest to the loud abrasiveness of the large Eastern cities with the inevitable “know what I mean?” tacked on to conversational sentences, whether questions or statements. It was all incredible. It was not simply beyond belief, it made the true suspension of disbelief frighteningly viable.


  He had been briefed on the flight from Vnokova by a late-middle-aged Novgorod graduate who had been urgently summoned from his Moscow apartment by Krupkin. The small, bald man was not only garrulously instructive, but in his own way mesmerizing. If anyone had ever told Jason Bourne that he was going to be briefed in depth by a Soviet espionage agent whose English was so laced with the Deep South that it sonorously floated out of his mouth with the essence of magnolias, he would have deemed the information preposterous.


  “Good Lawd, Ah do miss those barbecues, especially the ribs. You know who grilled ’em best? That black fellow who I believed was such a good friend until he exposed me. Can you imagine? I thought he was one of those radicals. He turned out to be a boy from Dartmouth workin’ for the FBI. A lawyer, no less.… Hell, the exchange was made at Aeroflot in New York and we still write each other.”


  “Adolescent games,” had mumbled Bourne.


  “Games?…Oh yes, he was a mighty fine coach.”


  “Coach?”


  “Sure ’nuff. A few of us started a Little League in East Point. That’s right outside Atlanta.”


  Incredible.


  “May we concentrate on Novgorod, please?”


  “Sutt’nly. Dimitri may have told you, I’m semiretired, but my pension requires that I spend five days a month there as a tak govorya—a ‘trainer,’ as you would say.”


  “I didn’t understand what he meant.”


  “Ah’ll explain.” The strange man whose voice belonged to the old Confederacy had been thorough.


  Each compound at Novgorod was divided into three classes of personnel: the trainers, the candidates and operations. The last category included the KGB staff, guards and maintenance. The practical implementation of the Novgorod process was simple in structure. A compound’s staff created the daily training schedules for each individual section, and the trainers, both permanent and part-time retirees, commandeered all individual and group activities while the candidates carried them out, using only the language of the compound and the dialects of the specific areas in which they were located. No Russian was permitted; the rule was tested frequently by the trainers who would suddenly bark orders or insults in the native language, which the candidates could not acknowledge understanding.


  “When you say assignments,” Bourne had asked, “what do you mean?”


  “Situations, mah friend. Jest about anything you might think of. Like ordering lunch or dinner, or buying clothes, or fillin’ the tank of your car, requesting a specific gasoline…leaded or unleaded and the degrees of octane—all of which we don’t know a thing about here. Then, of course, there are the more dramatic events often unscheduled so as to test the candidates’ reactions. Say, an automobile accident necessitating conversations with ‘American’ police and the resulting insurance forms that must be filled out—you can give yourself away if you appear too ignorant.”


  The little things, the insignificant things—they were vital. A back door at the Kubinka Armory. “What else?”


  “So many inconsequential things that a person might not consider significant, but they can be. Say, being mugged in a city street at night—what should you do, what shouldn’t you do? Remember, many of our candidates, and all of the younger ones, are trained in self-defense, but depending upon the circumstances, it may not be advisable to use those skills. Questions of background could be raised. Discretion, always discretion.… For me, as an experienced part-time tak govorya, of course, I’ve always preferred the more imaginative situations which we are permitted to implement whenever we care to as long as they fall within the guidelines of environmental penetration.”


  “What does that mean?”


  “Learn always, but never appear to be learning. For example, a favorite of mine is to approach several candidates, say, at a bar in some ‘location’ near a military testing ground. I pretend to be a disgruntled government worker or perhaps an inebriated defense contractor—obviously someone with access to information—and start ladlin’ out classified material of recognized value.”


  “Just for curiosity,” Bourne had interrupted, “under those circumstances how should candidates react?”


  “Listen carefully and be prepared to write down every salient fact, all the while feigning total lack of interest and offering such remarks as”—here the Novgorod graduate’s Southern dialect became so rough-mountain South that the magnolias were replaced by sour mash—“‘Who gives a barrel a’ hogshit ’bout that stuff?’ and ‘They got any of them whoors over there lak people say they got?’ or ‘Don’t understand a fuckin’ word you’re talkin’ about, asshole—all Ah knows is that you’re borin’ the holy be-Jesus outta me!’…that sort of thing.”


  “Then what?”


  “Later, each man is called in and told to list everything he learned—fact by salient fact.”


  “What about passing along the information? Are there training procedures for that?”


  Jason’s Soviet instructor had stared at him in silence for several moments from the adjacent seat in the small plane. “I’m sorry you had to ask the question,” he said slowly. “I’ll have to report it.”


  “I didn’t have to ask it, I was simply curious. Forget I asked it.”


  “I can’t do that. I won’t do that.”


  “Do you trust Krupkin?”


  “Of course I do. He’s brilliant, a multilingual phenomenon. A true hero of the Komitet.”


  You don’t know the half of it, thought Bourne, but he said, with even a trace of reverence, “Then report it only to him. He’ll tell you it was just curiosity. I owe absolutely nothing to my government; instead, it owes me.”


  “Very well.… Speakin’ of yourself, let’s get to you. With Dimitri’s authority I’ve made arrangements for your visit to Novgorod—please don’t tell me your objective; it’s not in my purview any more than the question you asked is in yours.”


  “Understood. The arrangements?”


  “You will make contact with a young trainer named Benjamin in the manner I will describe in a few moments. I’ll tell you this much about Benjamin so you’ll perhaps understand his attitude. His parents were Komitet officers assigned to the consulate in Los Angeles for nearly twenty years. He’s basically American-educated, his freshman and sophomore years at UCLA; in fact, until he and his father were hurriedly recalled to Moscow four years ago—”


  “He and his father?”


  “Yes. His mother was caught in an FBI sting operation at the naval base in San Diego. She has three more years to serve in prison. There is no clemency and no exchanges for a Russian ‘momma.’”


  “Hey, wait a minute. Then it can’t be all our fault.”


  “I didn’t say it was, Ah’m just relayin’ the facts.”


  “Understood. I make contact with Benjamin.”


  “He’s the only one who knows who you are—not by name, of course, you’ll use the name ‘Archie’—and he’ll furnish you with the necessary clearance to go from one compound to the other.”


  “Papers?”


  “He’ll explain. He’ll also watch you, be with you at all times, and, frankly, he’s been in touch with Comrade Krupkin and knows far more than I do—which is precisely the way this retired Georgia cracker likes it.… Good huntin’, polecat, if it’s huntin’ you’re after. Don’t rape no wooden Indians.”


  Bourne followed the signs—everything was in English—to the city of Rockledge, Florida, fifteen miles southwest of NASA’s Cape Canaveral. He was to meet Benjamin at a lunch counter in the local Woolworth store, looking for a man in his mid-twenties wearing a red-checkered shirt, with a Budweiser baseball cap on the stool beside him, saving it. It was the hour, within the time span of minutes: 3:35 in the afternoon.


  He saw him. The sandy-haired, California-educated Russian was seated at the far right end of the counter, the baseball cap on the stool to his left. There were half a dozen men and women along the row talking to one another and consuming soft drinks and snacks. Jason approached the empty seat, glanced down at the cap and spoke politely. “Is this taken?” he asked.


  “I’m waiting for someone,” replied the young KGB trainer, his voice neutral, his gray eyes straying up to Bourne’s face.


  “I’ll find another place.”


  “She may not get here for another five minutes.”


  “Hell, I’m just having a quick vanilla Coke. I’ll be out of here by then—”


  “Sit down,” said Benjamin, removing the hat and casually putting it on his head. A gum-chewing counterman came by and Jason ordered; his drink arrived, and the Komitet trainer continued quietly, his eyes now on the foam of his milk shake, which he sipped through a straw. “So you’re Archie, like in the comics.”


  “And you’re Benjamin. Nice to know you.”


  “We’ll both find out if that’s a fact, won’t we?”


  “Do we have a problem?”


  “I want the ground rules clear so there won’t be one,” said the West Coast-bred Soviet. “I don’t approve of your being permitted in here. Regardless of my former address and the way I may sound, I haven’t much use for Americans.”


  “Listen to me, Ben,” interrupted Bourne, his eyes forcing the trainer to look at him. “All things considered, I don’t approve of your mother still being in prison, either, but I didn’t put her there.”


  “We free the dissidents and the Jews, but you insist on keeping a fifty-eight-year-old woman who was at best a simple courier!” whispered the Russian, spitting out the words.


  “I don’t know the facts and I wouldn’t be too quick to call Moscow the mercy capital of the world, but if you can help me—really help me—maybe I can help your mother.”


  “Goddamned bullshit promises. What the hell can you do?”


  “To repeat what I said an hour ago to a bald-headed friend of yours in the plane, I don’t owe my government a thing, but it sure as hell owes me. Help me, Benjamin.”


  “I will because I’ve been ordered to, not because of your con. But if you try to learn things that have nothing to do with your purpose here—you won’t get out. Clear?”


  “It’s not only clear, it’s irrelevant and unnecessary. Beyond normal astonishment and curiosity, both of which I will suppress to the best of my ability, I haven’t the slightest interest in the objectives of Novgorod. Ultimately, in my opinion, they lead nowhere.… Although, I grant you, the whole complex beats the hell out of Disneyland.”


  Benjamin’s involuntary laugh through the straw caused the foam on his milk shake to swell and burst. “Have you been to Anaheim?” he asked mischievously.


  “I could never afford it.”


  “We had diplomatic passes.”


  “Christ, you’re human, after all. Come on, let’s take a walk and talk some turkey.”


  They crossed over a miniature bridge into New London, Connecticut, home of America’s submarine construction, and strolled down to the Volkhov River, which in this area had been turned into a maximum security naval base—again, all in realistic miniature. High fences and armed “U.S. Marine” guards were stationed at the gates and patrolled the grounds fronting the concrete slips that held enormous mock-ups of the stallions of America’s nuclear undersea fleet.


  “We have all the stations, all the schedules, every device and every reduced inch of the piers,” said Benjamin. “And we’ve yet to break the security procedures. Isn’t that crazy?”


  “Not for a minute. We’re pretty good.”


  “Yes, but we’re better. Except for minor pockets of discontent, we believe. You merely accept.”


  “What?”


  “Your crap notwithstanding, white America was never in slavery. We were.”


  “That’s not only long-past history, young man, but rather selective history, isn’t it?”


  “You sound like a professor.”


  “Suppose I were?”


  “I’d argue with you.”


  “Only if you were in a sufficiently broad-minded environment that allowed you to argue with authority.”


  “Oh, come on, cut the bullshit, man! The academic-freedom bromide is history. Check out our campuses. We’ve got rock and blue jeans and more grass than you can find the right paper to roll it in.”


  “That’s progress?”


  “Would you believe it’s a start?”


  “I’ll have to think about it.”


  “Can you really help my mother?”


  “Can you really help me?”


  “Let’s try.… Okay, this Carlos the Jackal. I’ve heard of him but he’s not large in my vocabulary. Direktor Krupkin says he’s one very bad dude.”


  “I hear California checking in.”


  “It comes back. Forget it. I’m where I want to be and don’t for a moment think otherwise.”


  “I wouldn’t dare.”


  “What?”


  “You keep protesting—”


  “Shakespeare said it better. My minor at UCLA was English lit.”


  “What was your major?”


  “American history. What else, Grandpa?”


  “Thanks, kid.”


  “This Jackal,” said Benjamin, leaning against the New London fence as several guards began to run toward him. “Prosteetye!” he yelled. “No, no! I mean, excuse me. Tak govorya! I’m a trainer!…Oh, shit!”


  “Will you be reported?” asked Jason as they quickly walked away.


  “No, they’re too damned dumb. They’re maintenance personnel in uniforms; they walk their posts but they don’t really know what’s going on. Only who and what to stop.”


  “Pavlov’s dogs?”


  “Who better? Animals don’t rationalize; they go for the throats and plug up the holes.”


  “Which brings us back to the Jackal,” said Bourne.


  “I don’t understand.”


  “You don’t have to, it’s symbolic. How could he get in here?”


  “He couldn’t. Every guard in every tunnel up the line has the name and serial numbers of the Novgorod papers he took from the agent he killed in Moscow. If he shows up, they’ll stop him and shoot him on sight.”


  “I told Krupkin not to do that.”


  “For Christ’s sake, why?”


  “Because it won’t be him and lives could be lost. He’ll send in others, maybe two or three or four into different compounds, always testing, confusing, until he finds a way to get through.”


  “You’re nuts. What happens to the men he sends in?”


  “It wouldn’t matter. If they’re shot, he watches and learns something.”


  “You’re really crazy. Where would he find people like that?”


  “Anyplace where there are people who think they’re making a month’s salary for a few minutes’ work. He could call each one a routine security check—remember, he’s got the papers to prove he’s official. Combined with money, people are impressed with such documents and aren’t too skeptical.”


  “And at the first gate he loses those papers,” insisted the trainer.


  “Not at all. He’s driving over five hundred miles through a dozen towns and cities. He could easily have copies made in any number of places. Your business centers have Xerox machines; they’re all over the place, and touching up those papers to look like the real items is no sweat.” Bourne stopped and looked at the Americanized Soviet. “You’re talking details, Ben, and take my word for it, they don’t count. Carlos is coming here to leave his mark, and we have one advantage that blows away all his expertise. If Krupkin was able to get the news out properly, the Jackal thinks I’m dead.”


  “The whole world thinks you’re dead.… Yes, Krupkin told me; it would’ve been dumb not to. In here, you’re a recruit named ‘Archie,’ but I know who you are, Bourne. Even if I’d never heard of you before, I sure as hell have now. You’re all Radio Moscow’s been talking about for hours.”


  “Then we can assume Carlos has heard the news, too.”


  “No question. Every vehicle in Russia is equipped with a radio; it’s standard. In case of an American attack, incidentally.”


  “That’s good marketing.”


  “Did you really assassinate Teagarten in Brussels?”


  “Get off my case—”


  “Off-limits, okay. What’s your point?”


  “Krupkin should have left it to me.”


  “Left what?”


  “The Jackal’s penetration.”


  “What the hell are you talking about?”


  “Use Krupkin, if necessary, but send the word up to every tunnel, every entrance to Novgorod, to let in anyone using those papers. My guess is three or four, maybe five. They’re to watch them, but they’re to let everyone come inside.”


  “You just got awarded a room made of thick sponge rubber. You’re certifiable, Archie.”


  “No, I’m not. I said that everyone should be watched, followed, that the guards maintain constant contact with us here in this compound.”


  “So?”


  “One of those men will disappear in a matter of minutes. No one will know where he is or where he went. That man will be Carlos.”


  “And?”


  “He’ll convince himself he’s invulnerable, free to do whatever he wants to do, because he thinks I’m dead. That sets him free.”


  “Why?”


  “Because he knows and I know that we’re the only ones who can track each other, whether it’s in the jungles or the cities or a combination of both. Hatred does that, Benjamin. Or desperation.”


  “That’s pretty emotional, isn’t it? Also abstract.”


  “No way,” answered Jason. “I have to think like he thinks—I was trained to do that years ago.… Let’s examine the alternatives. How far up the Volkhov does Novgorod extend? Thirty, forty kilometers?”


  “Forty-seven, to be exact, and every meter is impenetrable. There are magnesium pipes crisscrossing the water, spaced above and below the surface to permit the free flow of underwater life but capable of setting off alarms. On the east bank are interlocking ground grids, all weight-sensing. Anything over ninety pounds instantly sets off sirens, and television monitors and spotlights zero in on any intruder over that weight. And even if an eighty-nine-pound wonder reached the fence, he’d be electrically rendered unconscious on the first touch; that also goes for the magnesium pipes in the river. Of course, falling trees or floating logs and the heavier animals keep our security forces on the run. It’s good discipline, I suppose.”


  “Then there are only the tunnels,” said Bourne, “is that right?”


  “You came through one, what can I tell you that you didn’t see? Except that iron gates literally crash down at the slightest irregularity, and in emergencies all the tunnels can be flooded.”


  “All of which Carlos knows. He was trained here.”


  “Many years ago, Krupkin told me.”


  “Many years,” agreed Jason. “I wonder how much things have changed.”


  “Technologically you could probably fill a few volumes, especially in communications and security, but not the basics. Not the tunnels or the miles of grids in and out of the water; they’re built for a couple of centuries. As far as the compounds go, there’re always some minor adjustments, but I don’t think they’d tear up the streets or the buildings. It’d be easier to move a dozen cities.”


  “So whatever the changes, they’re essentially internal.” They reached a miniature intersection where an argumentative driver of an early-seventies Chevrolet was being given a ticket for a traffic violation by an equally disagreeable policeman. “What’s that all about?” asked Bourne.


  “The purpose of the assignment is to instill a degree of contentiousness on the part of the one driving the car. In America a person will frequently, often loudly, argue with a police officer. It’s not the case here.”


  “Like in questioning authority, such as a student contradicting his professor? I don’t imagine that’s too popular, either.”


  “That’s also entirely different.”


  “I’m glad you think so.” Jason heard a distant hum and looked up at the sky. A light, single-engine seaplane was flying south following the Volkhov River. “My God, airborne,” he said, as if to himself.


  “Forget it,” countered Benjamin. “It’s ours.… Technology again. One, there’s no place to land except patrolled helicopter pads; and two, we’re shielded by radar. An unidentified plane coming within thirty miles of here, the air base at Belopol is alerted and it’s shot down.” Across the street a small crowd had gathered, watching the disagreeable policeman and the argumentative driver, who had slammed his hand down on the roof of the Chevrolet as the crowd vocally encouraged him. “Americans can be very foolish,” mumbled the young trainer, his embarrassment showing.


  “At least someone’s idea of Americans can be,” said Bourne, smiling.


  “Let’s go,” said Benjamin, starting to walk away. “I personally pointed out that the assignment wasn’t very realistic, but it was explained to me that instilling the attitude was important.”


  “Like telling a student that he can actually argue with a professor, or a citizen that he can publicly criticize a member of the Politburo? They are strange attitudes, aren’t they?”


  “Pound sand, Archie.”


  “Relax, young Lenin,” said Jason, coming alongside the trainer. “Where’s your LA cool?”


  “I left it in the La Brea Tar Pits.”


  “I want to study the maps. All of them.”


  “It’s been arranged. Also the other ground rules.”


  They sat in a conference room at staff headquarters, the large rectangular table covered with maps of the entire Novgorod complex. Bourne could not help himself; even after nearly four hours of concentration, he frequently shook his head in sheer astonishment. The series of deep-cover training grounds along the Volkhov were more expansive and more intricate than he had thought possible. Benjamin’s remark that it would “be easier to move a dozen cities” rather than drastically alter Novgorod was a simple statement of fact, not too much of an exaggeration. Scaled-down replicas of towns and cities, waterfronts and airports, military and scientific installations from the Mediterranean to the Atlantic, north to the Baltic and up the Gulf of Bothnia, were represented within its boundaries, all in addition to the American acreage. Yet for all the massive detail, suggestion and miniaturization made it possible to place everything within barely thirty miles of riverfront wilderness, at a depth ranging from three to five miles.


  “Egypt, Israel, Italy,” began Jason, circling the table, staring down at the maps. “Greece, Portugal, Spain, France, the UK—” He rounded the corner as Benjamin interrupted, leaning wearily back in a chair: “Germany, the Netherlands, and the Scandinavian countries. As I explained, most of the compounds include two separate and distinct countries, usually where there are common boundaries, cultural similarities or just to conserve space. There are basically nine major compounds, representing all the major nations—major to our interests—and therefore nine tunnels, approximately seven kilometers apart starting with the one here and heading north along the river.”


  “Then the first tunnel next to ours is the UK, right?”


  “Yes, followed by France, then Spain—which includes Portugal—then across the Mediterranean, beginning with Egypt along with Israel—”


  “It’s clear,” broke in Jason, sitting down at the end of the table, bringing his clasped hands together in thought. “Did you get word up the line that they’re to admit anyone with those papers Carlos has, no matter what he looks like?”


  “No.”


  “What?” Bourne snapped his head toward the young trainer.


  “I had Comrade Krupkin do that. He’s in a Moscow hospital, so they can’t lock him up here for training fatigue.”


  “How can I cross over into another compound? Quickly, if necessary.”


  “Then you’re ready for the rest of the ground rules?”


  “I’m ready. There’s only so much these maps can tell me.”


  “Okay.” Benjamin reached into his pocket and withdrew a small black object the size of a credit card but somewhat thicker. He tossed it to Jason, who caught it in midair and studied it. “That’s your passport,” continued the Soviet. “Only the senior staff has them and if one’s lost or misplaced for even a few minutes, it’s reported immediately.”


  “There’s no ID, no writing or marking at all.”


  “It’s all inside, computerized and coded. Each compound checkpoint has a clearing lock. You insert it and the barriers are raised, admitting you and telling the guards that you’re cleared from headquarters—and noted.”


  “Damned clever, these backward Marxists.”


  “They had the same little dears for just about every hotel room in Los Angeles, and that was four years ago.… Now for the rest.”


  “The ground rules?”


  “Krupkin calls them protective measures—for us as well as you. Frankly, he doesn’t think you’ll get out of here alive; and if you don’t, you’re to be deep-fried and lost.”


  “How nicely realistic.”


  “He likes you, Bourne…Archie.”


  “Go on.”


  “As far as the senior staff is concerned, you’re undercover personnel from the inspector general’s office in Moscow, an American specialist sent in to check on Novgorod leaks to the West. You’re to be given whatever you need, including weapons, but no one is to talk to you unless you talk to him first. Considering my own background, I’m your liaison; anything you want you relay through me.”


  “I’m grateful.”


  “Maybe not entirely,” said Benjamin. “You don’t go anywhere without me.”


  “That’s unacceptable.”


  “That’s the way it is.”


  “No, it’s not.”


  “Why not?”


  “Because I won’t be impeded…and if I do get out of here, I’d like a certain Benjamin’s mother to find him alive and well and commuting to Moscow.”


  The young Russian stared at Bourne, strength mingled with no little pain in his eyes. “You really think you can help my father and me?”


  “I know I can…so help me. Play by my rules, Benjamin.”


  “You’re a strange man.”


  “I’m a hungry man. Can we get some food around here? And maybe a little bandage? I got hit a while back, and after today my neck and shoulders are letting me know it.” Jason removed his jacket; his shirt was drenched in blood.


  “Jesus Christ! I’ll call a doctor—”


  “No, you won’t. Just a medic, that’s all.… My rules, Ben.”


  “Okay—Archie. We’re staying at the Visiting Commissars Suite; it’s on the top floor. We’ve got room service and I’ll ring the infirmary for a nurse.”


  “I said I’m hungry and uncomfortable, but they’re not my major concerns.”


  “Not to worry,” said the Soviet Californian. “The instant anything unusual happens anywhere, we’ll be reached. I’ll roll up the maps.”


  It happened at precisely 12:02 A.M. directly after the universal changing of the guard, during the darkest darkness of the night. The telephone in the Commissars Suite screamed, propelling Benjamin off the couch. He raced across the room to the jangling, insistent instrument and yanked it off its cradle. “Yes?…Gdye? Kogda? Shto eto znachit?… Da!” He slammed the phone down and turned to Bourne at the dinner table, the maps of Novgorod having replaced the room-service dishes. “It’s unbelievable. At the Spanish tunnel—across the river two guards are dead, and on this side the officer of the watch was found fifty yards away from his post, a bullet in his throat. They ran the video tapes and all they saw was an unidentified man walking through carrying a duffel bag! In a guard’s uniform!”


  “There was something else, wasn’t there?” asked Delta coldly.


  “Yes, and you may be right. On the other side was a dead farmhand clutching torn papers in his hand. He was lying between the two murdered guards, one of them stripped to his shorts and shoes.… How did he do it?”


  “He was the good guy, I can’t think of anything else,” mused Bourne, rising quickly, and reaching, pouncing on the map of the Spanish compound. “He must have sent in his paid impostor with the rotten mocked-up papers, then ran in himself, the wounded Komitet officer at the last moment exposing the fraud and speaking the foreign language which his impostor couldn’t do and couldn’t understand.… I told you, Ben. Probe, test, agitate, confuse and find a way in. Stealing a uniform is standard, and in the confusion it got him through the tunnel.”


  “But anyone using those papers was to be watched, followed. They were your instructions and Krupkin sent the word up the line!”


  “The Kubinka,” said Jason, now pensive as he studied the map.


  “The armory? The one mentioned in the news bulletins from Moscow?”


  “Exactly. Just as he had done at the Kubinka, Carlos has someone inside here. Someone with enough authority to order an expendable officer of the guard to bring anyone penetrating the tunnel to him before sending out alarms and raising headquarters.”


  “That’s possible,” agreed the young trainer rapidly, firmly. “Involving headquarters with false alarms can be embarrassing, and as you say, there must have been a lot of confusion.”


  “In Paris,” said Bourne, glancing up from the compound map, “I was told that embarrassment was the KGB’s worst enemy. True?”


  “On a scale of one to ten, at least eight,” replied Benjamin. “But who would he have in here, who could he have? He hasn’t been here in over thirty years!”


  “If we had a couple of hours and a few computers programmed with the records of everyone in Novgorod, we might be able to feed in several hundred names and come up with possibilities, but we don’t have hours. We don’t even have minutes! Also, if I know the Jackal, it won’t matter.”


  “I think it matters one whole hell of a lot!” cried the Americanized Soviet. “There’s a traitor here and we should know who it is.”


  “My guess is that you’ll find out soon enough.… Details, Ben. The point is, he’s here! Let’s go, and when we get outside we stop somewhere and you get me what I need.”


  “Okay.”


  “Everything I need.”


  “I’m cleared for that.”


  “And then you disappear. I know what I’m talking about.”


  “No way, José!”


  “California checking in again?”


  “You heard me.”


  “Then young Benjamin’s mother may find a corpse for a son when she gets back to Moscow.”


  “So be it!”


  “So be…? Why did you have to say that?”


  “I don’t know. It just seemed right.”


  “Shut up! Let’s get out of here.”


  



  CHAPTER FORTY-ONE


  Ilich Ramirez Sanchez snapped his fingers twice in the shadows as he climbed the short steps of the miniaturized entrance to a small church in “Madrid’s” Paseo del Prado, the duffel bag in his left hand. From behind a fluted mock pillar a figure emerged, a heavyset man in his early sixties who walked partially into the dim light of a distant streetlamp. He was dressed in the uniform of a Spanish army officer, a lieutenant general with three rows of ribbons affixed to his tunic. He was carrying a leather suitcase; he raised it slightly and spoke in the compound’s language.


  “Come inside, to the vestry. You can change there. That ill-fitting guard’s jacket is an invitation for sharpshooters.”


  “It’s good to speak our language again,” said Carlos, following the man inside the tiny church and turning stiffly to close the heavy door. “I’m in your debt, Enrique,” he added, glancing around at the empty rows of pews and the soft lights playing upon the altar, the gold crucifix gleaming.


  “You’ve been in my debt for over thirty years, Ramirez, and a lot of good it does me,” laughed the soldier quietly as they proceeded across to the right aisle and down toward the sacristy.


  “Then perhaps you’re out of touch with what remains of your family in Baracoa. Fidel’s own brothers and sisters don’t live half so well.”


  “Neither does crazy Fidel, but he doesn’t care. They say he bathes more frequently now and I suppose that’s progress. However, you’re talking about my family in Baracoa; what about me, my fine international assassin? No yachts, no racing colors, shame on you! Were it not for my warning you, you would have been executed in this very compound thirty-three years ago. Come to think of it, it was right outside this idiotic dollhouse church on the Prado that you made your escape—dressed as a priest, a figure that perpetually bewilders the Russian, like most everyone else.”


  “Once I was established, did you ever lack for anything?” They entered a small paneled room where supposed prelates prepared the sacraments. “Did I ever refuse you?” Carlos added, placing the heavy duffel bag on the floor.


  “I’m joking with you, of course,” objected Enrique, smiling good-naturedly and looking at the Jackal. “Where is that lusty humor of yours, my infamous old friend?”


  “I have other things on my mind.”


  “I’m sure you do, and, in truth, you were never less than generous where my family in Cuba was concerned, and I thank you. My father and mother lived out their lives in peace and comfort, bewildered naturally, but so much better off than anyone they knew.… It was all so insane. Revolutionaries thrown out by their own revolution’s leaders.”


  “You were threats to Castro, as was Che. It’s past.”


  “A great deal has passed,” agreed Enrique, studying Carlos. “You’ve aged poorly, Ramirez. Where’s that once full head of dark hair and the handsome strong face with the clear eyes?”


  “We won’t talk about it.”


  “Very well. I grow fat, you grow thin; that tells me something. How badly are you wounded?”


  “I can function well enough for what I intend to do—what I must do.”


  “Ramirez, what else is there?” asked the costumed soldier suddenly. “He’s dead! Moscow takes credit over the radio for his death, but when you reached me I knew the credit was yours, the kill yours. Jason Bourne is dead! Your enemy is gone from this world. You’re not well; go back to Paris and heal yourself. I’ll get you out the same way I got you in. We’ll head into ‘France’ and I’ll clear the way. You will be a courier from the commandant of ‘Spain’ and ‘Portugal’ who’s sending a confidential message to Dzerzhinsky Square. It’s done all the time; no one trusts anyone here, especially his own gates. You won’t even have to take the risk of killing a single guard.”


  “No! A lesson must be taught.”


  “Then let me phrase it another way. When you called with your emergency codes, I did what you demanded, for by and large you have fulfilled your obligations to me, obligations that go back thirty-three years. But now there is another risk involved—risks, to be precise—and I’m not sure I care to take them.”


  “You speak this way to me?” cried the Jackal, removing the dead guard’s jacket, his clean white bandages taut, holding his right shoulder firm with no evidence of blood.


  “Stop your theatrics,” said Enrique softly. “We go back long before that. I’m speaking to a young revolutionary I followed out of Cuba with a great athlete named Santos.… How is he, by the way? He was the real threat to Fidel.”


  “He’s well,” answered Carlos, his voice flat. “We’re moving Le Coeur du Soldat.”


  “Does he still tend to his gardens—his English gardens?”


  “Yes, he does.”


  “He should have been a landscaper, or a florist, I think. And I should have been a fine agricultural engineer, an agronomist, as they say—that’s how Santos and I met, you know.… Melodramatic politics changed our lives, didn’t they?”


  “Political commitments changed them. Everywhere the fascists changed them.”


  “And now we want to be like the fascists, and they want to take what’s not so terrible about us Communists and spread a little money around—which doesn’t really work, but it’s a nice thought.”


  “What has this to do with me—your monseigneur?”


  “Horse droppings, Ramirez. As you may or may not know, my Russian wife died a number of years ago and I have three children in the Moscow University. Without my position they would not be there and I want them there. They will be scientists, doctors.… You see, those are the risks you ask of me. I’ve covered myself up until this moment—and you deserve this moment—but perhaps no more. In a few months I will retire, and in recognition of my years of service in southern Europe and the Mediterranean, I will share a fine dacha on the Black Sea where my children will come and visit me. I will not unduly risk what life I have before me. So be specific, Ramirez, and I’ll tell you whether you’re on your own or not.… I repeat, your getting in here cannot be traced to me, and, as I say, you deserved that much, but this is where I may be forced to stop.”


  “I see,” said Carlos, approaching the suitcase Enrique had placed on the sacristy table.


  “I hope you do and, further, I hope you understand. Over the years you’ve been good to my family in ways that I could never be, but then I’ve served you well in ways that I could. I led you to Rodchenko, fed you names in ministries where rumors abounded, rumors Rodchenko himself investigated for you. So, my old revolutionary comrade, I’ve not been idle on your behalf either. However, things are different now; we’re not young firebrands in search of a cause any longer, for we’ve lost our appetites for causes—you long before me, of course.”


  “My cause remains constant,” interrupted the Jackal sharply. “It is myself and all those who serve me.”


  “I’ve served you—”


  “You’ve made that clear, as well as my generosity to you and yours. And now that I’m here, you wonder if I deserve further assistance, that’s it, isn’t it?”


  “I must protect myself. Why are you here?”


  “I told you. To teach a lesson, to leave a message.”


  “They are one and the same?”


  “Yes.” Carlos opened the suitcase; it held a coarse shirt, a Portuguese fisherman’s cap with the appropriate rope-belted trousers, and a seaman’s shoulder-strapped canvas satchel. “Why these?” asked the Jackal.


  “They’re loose-fitting and I haven’t seen you in years—not since Málaga in the early seventies, I think. I couldn’t very well have clothes tailored for you, and I’m glad I didn’t try—you are not as I remembered you, Ramirez.”


  “You’re not much larger than I remember you,” countered the assassin. “A little thicker around the stomach, perhaps, but we’re still the same height, the same basic frame.”


  “So? What does that mean?”


  “In a moment.… Have things changed a great deal since we were together here?”


  “Constantly. Photographs arrive and construction crews follow a day later. The Prado here in ‘Madrid’ has new shops, new signs, even a few new sewers as they are changed in that city. Also ‘Lisbon’ and the piers along the ‘Bay’ and ‘Tagus River’ have been altered to conform to the changes that have taken place. We are nothing if not authentic. The candidates who complete the training are literally at home wherever they’re initially sent. Sometimes I really believe it’s all excessive, then I recall my first assignment at the naval base in Barcelona and realize how comfortable I was. I went right to work because the psychological orientation had already taken place; there were no major surprises.”


  “You’re describing appearances,” broke in Carlos.


  “Of course, what else is there?”


  “More permanent structures that are not so apparent, not so much in evidence.”


  “Such as?”


  “Warehouses, fuel depots, fire stations, that are not part of the duplicated scenery. Are they still where they were?”


  “By and large, yes. Certainly the major warehouses and the fuel depots with their underground tanks. Most are still west of the ‘San Roque’ district, the ‘Gibraltar’ access.”


  “What about going from one compound to another?”


  “Now that has changed.” Enrique withdrew a small flat object from the pocket of his tunic. “Each border crossing has a computerized registration release that permits entry when this is inserted.”


  “No questions are asked?”


  “Only at Novgorod’s Capital Headquarters, if there are any questions.”


  “I don’t understand.”


  “If one of these is lost or stolen, it’s reported instantly and the internal codes are nullified.”


  “I see.”


  “I don’t! Why these questions? Again, why are you here? What is this lesson, this message?”


  “The ‘San Roque’ district…?” said Carlos, as if remembering. “That’s about three or four kilometers south of the tunnel, isn’t it? A small waterfront village, no?”


  “The ‘Gibraltar’ access, yes.”


  “And the next compound is ‘France,’ of course, and then ‘England’ and finally the largest, the ‘United States.’ Yes, it’s all clear to me; everything’s come back.” The Jackal turned away, his right hand awkwardly disappearing beneath his trousers.


  “Yet nothing is clear to me,” said Enrique, his low voice threatening. “And it must be. Answer me, Ramirez. Why are you here?”


  “How dare you question me like this?” continued Carlos, his back to his old associate. “How dare any of you question the monseigneur from Paris.”


  “You listen to me, Priest Piss Ant. You answer me or I walk out of here and you’re a dead monseigneur in a matter of minutes!”


  “Very well, Enrique,” answered Ilich Ramirez Sanchez, addressing the paneled wall of the sacristy. “My message will be triumphantly clear and will shake the very foundations of the Kremlin. Not only did Carlos the Jackal kill the weak pretender Jason Bourne on Soviet soil, he left a reminder to all Russia that the Komitet made a colossal error in not utilizing my extraordinary talents.”


  “Really now,” said Enrique, laughing softly, as if humoring a far less than extraordinary man. “More melodramatics, Ramirez? And how will you convey this reminder, this message, this supreme statement of yours?”


  “Quite simply,” replied the Jackal, turning, a gun in his hand, the silencer intact. “We have to change places.”


  “What?”


  “I’m going to burn Novgorod.” Carlos fired a single shot into the upper throat of Enrique. He wanted as little blood as possible on the tunic.


  Dressed in combat fatigues with the insignias of an army major on the shoulders of his field jacket, Bourne blended in with the sporadic appearances of military personnel as they crisscrossed the American compound from one sector to another on their night patrols. There were not many, perhaps thirty men, covering the entire acreage of the eight square miles, according to Benjamin. In the “metropolitan” areas they were generally on foot, in pairs; in the “rural” districts they drove military vehicles. The young trainer had requisitioned a jeep.


  From the Commissars Suite at U.S. headquarters they had been taken to a military warehouse west of the river where Benjamin’s papers gained them entrance and the jeep. Inside, the astonished interior guards watched as the silent Bourne was outfitted with a field uniform complete with a carbine bayonet, a standard .45 automatic and five clips of live ammunition, this last obtained only after an authorization call was placed to Krupkin’s unknowing subordinates at Capital HQ. Once again outside, Jason complained: “What about the flares I wanted and at least three or four grenades? You agreed to get me everything I needed, not half of it!”


  “They’re coming,” answered Benjamin, speeding out of the warehouse parking lot. “The flares are over at Motor Vehicles and grenades aren’t part of normal ordnance. They’re in steel vaults down at the tunnel—all the tunnels—under Emergency Weapons.” The young trainer glanced at Bourne, a glimmering of humor seen on his face in the glow of the headlights washing over the roofless jeep. “In anticipation of a NATO assault, most likely.”


  “That’s stupid. We’d come in from the sky.”


  “Not with the air base ninety seconds’ flying time away.”


  “Hurry up, I want those grenades. Will we have any trouble getting them?”


  “Not if Krupkin keeps up the good work.” Krupkin had; with the flares in hand, the tunnel was their last supply stop. Four Russian army grenades were counted out and countersigned by Benjamin. “Where to?” he asked as the soldier in an American uniform returned to the concrete guardhouse.


  “These aren’t exactly U.S. general issue,” said Jason, putting the grenades carefully, one by one, into the pockets of his field jacket.


  “They’re not for training, either. The compounds aren’t military-oriented but basically civilian. If those are ever used, it’s not for indoctrination purposes.… Where do we go now?”


  “Check with headquarters first. See if anything’s happened at any of the border checkpoints.”


  “My beeper would have gone off—”


  “I don’t trust beepers, I like words,” interrupted Jason. “Get on the radio.”


  Benjamin did so, switching to the Russian language and using the codes that only senior staff were assigned. The terse Soviet reply came over the speaker; the young trainer replaced the microphone and turned to Bourne. “No activity at all,” he said. “Just some intercompound fuel deliveries.”


  “What are they?”


  “Petrol distribution mainly. Some compounds have larger tanks than others, so logistics call for routine apportionments until the main supplies are shipped downriver.”


  “They distribute at night?”


  “It’s far better than those trucks clogging up the streets during the day. Remember, everything’s scaled down here. Also, we’ve been driving through the back roads, but there’s a maintenance army in the central locations cleaning up stores and offices and restaurants, getting ready for tomorrow’s assignments. Large trucks wouldn’t help.”


  “Christ, it is Disneyland.… All right, head for the ‘Spanish’ border, Pedro.”


  “To get there we have to pass through ‘England’ and ‘France.’ I don’t suppose it matters much, but I don’t speak French. Or Spanish. Do you?”


  “French fluently, Spanish acceptably. Anything else?”


  “Maybe you’d better drive.”


  ***


  The Jackal braked the huge fuel truck at the “West German” border; it was as far as he intended to go. The remaining northernmost areas of “Scandinavia” and “The Netherlands” were the lesser satellites; the impact of their destruction was not comparable to that of the lower compounds and the time element spared them. Everything was timing now, and “West Germany” would initiate the wholesale conflagrations. He adjusted the coarse Portuguese shirt that covered a Spanish general’s tunic beneath, and as the guard came out of the gatehouse Carlos spoke in Russian, using the same words he had used at every other crossing.


  “Don’t ask me to speak the stupid language you talk here. I deliver petrol, I don’t spend time in classrooms! Here’s my key.”


  “I barely speak it myself, comrade,” said the guard, laughing as he accepted the small, flat, cardlike object and inserted it into the computerized machine. The heavy iron barrier arced up into the vertical position; the guard returned the key and the Jackal sped through into a miniaturized “West Berlin.”


  He raced through the narrow replica of the Kurfürstendamm to the Budapesterstrasse, where he slowed down and pulled out the petcock release. The fuel flowed into the street. He then reached into the open duffel bag on the seat beside him, ripped out the small pretimed plastique explosives and, as he had done throughout the southern compounds to the border of “France,” hurled them through the lowered windows on both sides of the truck into the foundations of the wooden buildings he thought most flammable. He sped into the “Munich” sector, then to the port of “Bremerhaven” on the river, and finally into “Bonn” and the scaled-down versions of the embassies in “Bad Godesberg,” flooding the streets, distributing the explosives. He looked at his watch; it was time to head back. He had barely fifteen minutes before the first detonations took place in all of “West Germany,” followed by the explosions in the combined compounds of “Italy-Greece,” “Israel-Egypt” and “Spain-Portugal,” each spaced eight minutes apart, timed to create maximum chaos.


  There was no way the individual fire brigades could contain the flaming streets and buildings in the disparate sectors of their compounds north of “France.” Others would be ordered in from adjacent compounds only to be recalled when the fires erupted on their own grounds. It was a simple formula for cosmic confusion, the cosmos being the false universe of Novgorod. The border gates would be flagged open, frantic traffic unimpeded, and to complete the devastation, the genius that was Ilich Ramirez Sanchez—brought into the world of terror as Carlos the Jackal by the errors of that same Novgorod—had to be in “Paris.” Not his Paris, but the hated Novgorod’s “Paris,” and he would burn it to the ground in ways the maniacs of the Third Reich never dreamed of. Then would come “England,” and finally, ultimately, the largest compound in the despised, isolated, illusionist Novgorod, where he would leave his triumphant message—the “United States of America,” breeder of the apostate assassin Jason Bourne. The statement would be as pure and as clear as Alpine water washing over the blood of a destroyed false universe.


  I alone have done this. My enemies are dead and I live.


  Carlos checked his duffel bag; what remained were the most lethal instruments of death found in the arsenal of Kubinka. Four layered rows of short-packaged, heat-seeking missiles, twenty in all, each capable of blowing up the entire base of the Washington Monument; and once fused and unshielded, each would seek the sources of fire and do its work. Satisfied, the Jackal shut off the fuel release, turned around and sped back to the border gate.


  The sleepy technician at Capital Headquarters blinked his eyes and stared at the green letters on the screen in front of him. What he read did not really make sense, but the clearances went unchallenged. For the fifth time the “commandant” of the “Spanish” compound had crossed and recrossed the north borders up into “Germany” and was now heading back into “France.” Twice before, when the codes were transmitted and in accord with the maximum alert that was in force, the technician had phoned the gates of “Israel” and “Italy” and was told that only a fuel truck had passed through. That was the information he had given to a code-cleared trainer named Benjamin, but now he wondered. Why would such a high-ranking official be driving a fuel truck?…On the other hand, why not? Novgorod was rife with corruption, everyone suspected that, so perhaps the “commandant” was either seeking out the corrupters or collecting his fees at night. Regardless, since there was no report of a lost or stolen card, and the computers raised no objections, it was better to leave well enough alone. One never knew who his next superior might be.


  ***


  “Voici ma carte,” said Bourne to the guard at the border crossing as he handed the man his computerized card. “Vite, s’il vous plaît!”


  “Da…oui,” replied the guard, walking rapidly to the clearance machine as an enormous fuel truck, heading the other way, passed through into “England.”


  “Don’t press the French too much,” said Benjamin, in the front seat beside Jason. “These cats do their best, but they’re not linguists.”


  “Cal-if-fornia…here I come,” sang Bourne softly. “You sure you and your father don’t want to join your mother in LA?”


  “Shut up!”


  The guard returned, saluted, and the iron barrier was raised. Jason accelerated, and saw in a matter of moments, bathed in floodlights, a three-story replica of the Eiffel Tower. In the distance, to the right, was a miniature Champs-Elysées with a wooden reproduction of the Arc de Triomphe, high enough to be unmistakable. Absently, Bourne’s mind wandered back to those fitful, terrible hours when he and Marie had raced all over Paris trying desperately to find each other.… Marie, oh God, Marie! I want to come back. I want to be David again. He and I—we’re so much older now. He doesn’t frighten me any longer and I don’t anger him.… Who? Which of us? Oh, Christ!


  “Hold it,” said Benjamin, touching Jason’s arm. “Slow down.”


  “What is it?”


  “Stop,” cried the young trainer. “Pull over and shut off the engine.”


  “What’s the matter with you?”


  “I’m not sure.” Benjamin’s neck was arched back, his eyes on the clear night sky and the shimmering lights of the stars. “No clouds,” he said cryptically. “No storms.”


  “It’s not raining, either. So what? I want to get up to the Spanish compound!”


  “There it goes again—”


  “What the hell are you talking about?” And then Bourne heard it…far away, the sound of distant thunder, yet the night was clear. It happened again—and again and again, one deep rumble after another.


  “There!” shouted the young Soviet from Los Angeles, standing up in the jeep and pointing to the north. “What is it?”


  “That’s fire, young man,” answered Jason softly, hesitantly, as he also stood up and stared at the pulsating yellow glow that lit up the distant sky. “And my guess is that it’s the Spanish compound. He was initially trained there and that’s what he came back to do—to blow the place up! It’s his revenge!…Get down, we’ve got to get up there!”


  “No, you’re wrong,” broke in Benjamin, quickly lowering himself into the seat as Bourne started the engine and yanked the jeep into gear. “‘Spain’s’ no more than five or six miles from here. Those fires are a lot farther away.”


  “Just show me the fastest route,” said Jason, pressing the accelerator to the floor.


  Under the trainer’s swiftly roving eyes accompanied by sudden shouts of “Turn here!” and “Go right!” and “Straight down this road!” they raced through “Paris,” and north into successive sectors labeled “Marseilles,” “Montbéliard,” “Le Havre,” “Strasbourg” and so many others, circling town squares and passing quaint streets and miniaturized city blocks, until finally they were in sight of the “Spanish” border. The closer they came, the louder were the booms in the distance, the brighter the yellow night sky. The guards at the gate were furiously manning their telephones and hand-held radios; the two-note blasts of sirens joined the shouting and the screaming as police cars and fire engines appeared seemingly out of nowhere, racing into the streets of “Madrid” on their way to the next northern border crossing.


  “What’s happening?” yelled Benjamin, leaping from the jeep and dropping all pretense of Novgorod training by speaking Russian. “I’m senior staff!” he added, slipping the card into the release equipment, snapping the barrier up. “Tell me!”


  “Insanity, comrade!” shouted an officer from the gatehouse window. “Unbelievable!…It’s as if the earth went crazy! First ‘Germany,’ all over there are explosions and fires in the streets and buildings going up in flames. The ground trembles, and we are told it’s some kind of massive earthquake. Then it happens in ‘Italy’—‘Rome’ is torched, and in the ‘Greek’ sector ‘Athens’ and the port of ‘Piraeus’ are filled with fires everywhere and still the explosions continue, the streets in flames!”


  “What does Capital Headquarters say?”


  “They don’t know what to say! The earthquake nonsense was just that—nonsense. Everyone’s in panic, issuing orders and then countermanding them.” Another wall phone rang inside the gatehouse; the officer of the guard picked it up and listened, then instantly screamed at the top of his lungs. “Madness, it’s complete madness! Are you certain?”


  “What is it?” roared Benjamin, rushing to the window.


  “‘Egypt!’” he screamed, his ear pressed to the telephone. “‘Israel!’…‘Cairo’ and ‘Tel Aviv’—fires everywhere, bombs everywhere! No one can keep up with the devastation; the trucks crash into one another in the narrow streets. The hydrants are blown up; water flows in the gutters but the streets are still in flames.… And some idiot just got on the line and asked if the No Smoking signs were properly placed while the wooden buildings are on their way to becoming rubble! Idiots. They are all idiots!”


  “Get back here!” yelled Bourne, having made the jeep lurch through the gate. “He’s in here somewhere! You drive and I’ll—” Jason’s words were cut off by a deafening explosion up ahead in the center of “Madrid’s” Paseo del Prado. It was an enormous detonation, lumber and stone arcing up into the flaming sky. Then, as if the Paseo itself were a living, throbbing immense wall of fire, the flames rolled forward, swinging to the left out of the “city” into the road that was the approach to the border gate. “Look!” shouted Bourne, reaching down out of the jeep, his hand scraping the graveled surface beneath; he brought his fingers to his face, his nostrils. “Christ,” he roared. “The whole goddamned road’s soaked with gasoline!” A burst of fire imploded thirty yards in front of the jeep, sending stones and dirt smashing into the metal grille, and propelling the flames forward with increasing speed. “Plastics!” said Jason to himself, then yelled at Benjamin, who was running to the jeep, “Go back there! Get everyone out of here! The son of a bitch has the place ringed with plastics! Head for the river!”


  “I’m going with you!” shouted the young Soviet, grabbing the edge of the door.


  “Sorry, Junior,” cried Bourne, gunning the engine and swerving the army vehicle back into the open gate, sending Benjamin sprawling onto the gravel. “This is for grown-ups.”


  “What are you doing?” screamed Benjamin, his voice fading as the jeep sped across the border.


  “The fuel truck, that lousy fuel truck!” whispered Jason as he raced into “Strasbourg, France.”


  It happened in “Paris”—where else but Paris! The huge duplicate of the Eiffel Tower blew up with such force that the earth shook. Rockets? Missiles? The Jackal had stolen missiles from the Kubinka Armory! Seconds later, starting far behind him, the explosions began as the streets burst into flames. Everywhere. All “France” was being destroyed in a way that the madman Adolf Hitler could only have envisaged in his most twisted dreams. Panicked men and women ran through the alleyways and the streets, screaming, falling, praying to gods their leaders had forsworn.


  “England!” He had to get into “England” and then ultimately into “America,” where all his instincts told him the end would come—one way or another. He had to find the truck that was being driven by the Jackal and destroy both. He could do it—he could do it! Carlos thought he was dead and that was the key, for the Jackal would do what he had to do, what he, Jason Bourne, would do if he were Carlos. When the holocaust he had ignited was at its zenith, the Jackal would abandon the truck and put into play his means of escape—his escape to Paris, the real Paris, where his army of old men would spread the word of their monseigneur’s triumph over the ubiquitous, disbelieving Soviets. It would be somewhere near the tunnel; that was a given.


  The race through “London,” “Coventry” and “Portsmouth” could only be likened to the newsreel footage from World War II depicting the carnage hurled down on Great Britain by the Luftwaffe, compounded by first the screaming and then the silent terror of the V-2 and V-5 rockets. But the residents of Novgorod were not British—forbearance gave way to mass hysteria, concern for all became survival for self alone. As the impressive reproductions of Big Ben and the Houses of Parliament crashed down in flames and the aircraft factories of “Coventry” were reduced to raging fires, the streets swelled with screaming, horrified crowds racing through the roads that led to the Volkhov River and the shipyards of “Portsmouth.” There, from the scaled-down piers and slips, scores threw themselves into rushing waters only to be caught in the magnesium grids where sharp, jagged bolts of electricity blazingly zigzagged through the air, leaving limp bodies floating toward the next metal traps above and below the angry surface. In paralyzed fragments, the crowds watched and turned in panic, fighting their way back into the miniaturized city of “Portsea”; the guards had abandoned their posts and chaos ruled the night.


  Snapping on the jeep’s searchlight, Bourne drove in sudden spurts down alleyways and the less crowded narrow streets—south, always south. He grabbed a flare from the army vehicle’s floor, pulled the release string, and proceeded to thrust the spitting, hissing, blinding burst of fire into the hands and faces of the hysterical racing stragglers who tried to climb on board. The sight of the constantly pulsating flame so close to their eyes was enough; each screamed and recoiled in terror, no doubt thinking yet another explosive had detonated in his or her immediate vicinity.


  A graveled road! The gates to the American compound were less than a hundred yards away.… The graveled road? Soaked with fuel! The plastic charges had not gone off—but they would in a matter of moments, creating a wall of fire, enveloping the jeep and its driver! With the accelerator pressed to the floor, Jason raced to the gate. It was deserted—and the iron barrier was down! He slammed on the brakes, skidding to a stop, hoping beyond reasonable hope that no sparks would fly out and ignite the gravel. Placing the spewing flare on the metal floor, he swiftly removed two grenades from his pockets—grenades he was loath to part with—pulled the pins, and hurled both toward the gate. The massive explosions blew the barricade away and instantly set the graveled road on fire, the leaping flames immediate—enveloping him! He had no choice; he threw the hot flare away and sped through the tunnel of fire into Novgorod’s final largest compound. As he did so the concrete guardhouse at the “English” border exploded; glass, stone and shards of metal shot out and up everywhere.


  He had been so filled with anxiety on their way to the crossing into “Spain” that he barely recalled the diminutive replicas of the “American” cities and towns, much less the fastest routes that led to the tunnel. He had merely followed young Benjamin’s harsh shouted commands, but he did remember that the California-bred trainer kept referring to the “coast road—like Route One, man, up to Carmel!” It was, of course, those streets closest to the Volkhov, which in turn became, in no order of geographical sequence, a shoreline in “Maine,” the Potomac River of “Washington,” and the northern waters of Long Island Sound that housed the naval base at “New London.”


  The madness had reached “America.” Police cars, their sirens wailing, sped through the streets, men shouting into radios as people in various stages of dress and undress ran out of buildings and stores, screaming about the terrible earthquake that had hit this leg of the Volkhov, one even more severe than the catastrophe in Armenia. Even with the surest knowledge of devastating infiltration, the leaders of Novgorod could not reveal the truth. It was as if the seismic geologists of the world were forgotten, their discoveries unfounded. The giant forces beneath the earth did not collide and erupt in terrible swift immediacy; instead, they worked in relays, sending a series of crippling body blows from north to south. Who questions authority in the panic of survival? Everyone in “America” was being prepared, primed for what they knew not.


  They found out roughly ten minutes after the destruction of a large part of the diminutive “Great Britain.” Bourne reached the compressed, miniaturized outlines of “Washington, D.C.” when the conflagration began. The first to plunge into flames, the sound of its detonation delayed only by milliseconds, was the wooden duplicate of the Capitol dome; it blew into the yellowed sky like the thin, hollow replica it was. Moments later—only moments—the Washington Monument, centered in its patch of grassy park, crumpled with a distant boom as if its false base had been shoveled away by a thunderous ground-moving machine. In seconds the artificial set piece that was the White House collapsed in flames, the explosions dulled both audibly and visibly, for “Pennsylvania Avenue” was awash in fire.


  Bourne knew where he was now. The tunnel was between “Washington” and “New London, Connecticut”! It was no more than five minutes away! He drove the jeep down to the street paralleling the river, and again there were frightened, hysterical crowds. The police were shouting through loudspeakers, first in English and then in Russian, explaining the terrible consequences if anyone tried to swim across the water, the searchlights swinging back and forth, picking up the floating bodies of those who had tried in the northern compounds.


  “The tunnel, the tunnel! Open the tunnel!”


  The screams from the excited crowds became a chant that could not physically be denied; the underground pipeline was about to be assaulted. Jason leaped out of the surrounded jeep, pocketing the remaining three flares, and propelled his way, arms and shoulders working furiously, often fruitlessly, through the crushing, crashing bodies. There was nothing else for it; he pulled out a flare and ripped the release from its recess. The spewing flame had its effect; heat and fire were catalysts. He ran through the crowd, pummeling everyone in front of him, shoving the blinding, spitting flare into terrified faces, until he reached the front and faced a cordon of guards in the uniforms of the United States Army. It was crazy, insane! The world had gone nuts!


  No! There! In the fenced-off parking lot was the fuel truck! He broke through the cordon of guards, holding up his computerized release card, and ran up to the soldier with the highest-ranking insignia on his uniform, a colonel with an AK-47 strapped to his waist who was as panicked as any officer of high rank he had ever seen since Saigon.


  “My identification is with the name ‘Archie’ and you can clear it immediately. Even now I refuse to speak our language, only English! Is that understood? Discipline is discipline!”


  “Togda?” yelled the officer, questioning the moment, then instantly returning to English in a maddeningly Boston accent. “Of course, we know of you,” he cried, “but what can I do? This is an uncontrollable riot!”


  “Has anyone passed through the tunnel in the last, say, half hour?”


  “No one, absolutely, no one! Our orders are to keep the tunnel closed at all costs!”


  “Good.… Get on the loudspeakers and disperse the crowds. Tell them the crisis has passed and the danger with it.”


  “How can I? The fires are everywhere, the explosions everywhere!”


  “They’ll stop soon.”


  “How do you know that?”


  “I know! Do as I say!”


  “Do as he says!” roared a voice behind Bourne; it was Benjamin, his face and shirt drenched with sweat. “And I hope to hell you know what you’re talking about!”


  “Where did you come from?”


  “Where you know; how is another question. Try scaring the shit out of Capital HQ for a chopper ordered by an apoplectic Krupkin from a hospital bed in Moscow.”


  “‘Apoplectic’—not bad for a Russian—”


  “Who gives me such orders?” yelled the officer of the guard. “You are only a young man!”


  “Check me out, buddy, but do it quick,” answered Benjamin, holding out his card. “Otherwise I think I’ll have you transferred to Tashkent. Nice scenery, but no private toilets.… Move, you asshole!”


  “Cal—if—fornia, here I—”


  “Shut up!”


  “He’s here! There’s the fuel truck. Over there.” Jason pointed to the huge vehicle that dwarfed the scattered cars and vans in the fenced parking area.


  “A fuel truck? How did you figure it out?” asked the astonished Benjamin.


  “That tank’s got to hold close to a hundred thousand pounds. Combined with the plastics, strategically placed, it’s enough for the streets and those fake structures of old, dried wood.”


  “Slushaytye!” blared the myriad loudspeakers around the tunnel, demanding attention, as indeed the explosions began to diminish. The colonel climbed on top of the low, concrete gatehouse, a microphone in his hand, his figure outlined in the harsh beams of powerful searchlights. “The earthquake has passed,” he cried in Russian, “and although the damage is extensive and the fires will continue throughout the night, the crisis has passed!…Stay by the banks of the river, and our comrades in the maintenance crews will do their best to provide for your needs.… These are orders from our superiors, comrades. Do not give us reason to use force, I plead with you!”


  “What earthquake?” shouted a man in the front ranks of the panicked multitude. “You say it’s an earthquake and we are all told it is an earthquake but your brains are in your bowels! I’ve lived through an earthquake and this is no earthquake. It is an armed attack!”


  “Yes, yes! An attack!”


  “We are being attacked!”


  “Invaded! It’s an invasion!”


  “Open the tunnel and let us out or you’ll have to shoot us down! Open the tunnel!”


  The protesting chorus grew from all sections of the desperate crowd as the soldiers held firm, their bayonets unsheathed and affixed to their rifles. The colonel continued, his features contorted, his voice nearly matching the hysteria of his frenzied audience.


  “Listen to me and ask yourselves a question!” he screamed. “I’m telling you, as I have been told, that this is an earthquake and I know it’s true. Further, I will tell you how I know it’s true!…Have you heard a single gunshot? Yes, that is the question! A single gunshot! No, you have not!…Here, as in all the compounds and in every sector of those compounds, there are police and soldiers and trainers who carry weapons. Their orders are to repel by force any unwarranted displays of violence, to say nothing of armed invaders! Yet nowhere has there been any gunfire—”


  “What’s he shouting about?” asked Jason, turning to Benjamin.


  “He’s trying to convince them it is—or was—an earthquake. They don’t believe him; they think it’s an invasion. He’s telling them it couldn’t be because there’s been no gunfire.”


  “Gunfire?”


  “That’s his proof. Nobody’s shooting at anybody and they sure as hell would be if there was an armed attack. No gunshots, no attack.”


  “Gunshots…?” Bourne suddenly grabbed the young Soviet and spun him around. “Tell him to stop! For God’s sake, stop him!”


  “What?”


  “He’s giving the Jackal the opening he wants—he needs!”


  “Now what are you talking about?”


  “Gunfire…gunshots, confusion!”


  “Nyet!” screamed a woman, breaking through the crowd and shouting at the officer in the center of the searchlight beams. “The explosions are bombs! They come from bombers above!”


  “You are foolish,” cried the colonel, replying in Russian. “If it was an air raid, our fighter planes from Belopol would fill the sky!…The explosions come out of the earth, the fires out of the earth, from the gases below—” These false words were the last words the Soviet officer would ever speak.


  A staccato volley of automatic gunfire burst from the shadows of the tunnel’s parking area cutting the Russian down, his instantly limp, punctured body collapsing and falling off the roof of the gatehouse, plummeting to the ground out of sight at the rear. The already frantic crowd went rabid; the ranks of uniformed “American” soldiers broke, and if chaos had ruled previously, nihilistic mobocracy now reigned supreme. The narrow, fenced entrance to the tunnel was virtually stormed, racing figures colliding, pummeling, climbing over one another, rushing en masse toward the mouth of the underwater access. Jason pulled his young trainer to the side of the stampeding hordes, never for an instant taking his eyes off the darkened parking area.


  “Can you operate the tunnel’s machinery?” he shouted.


  “Yes! Everyone on the senior staff can, it’s part of the job!”


  “The iron gates you told me about?”


  “Of course.”


  “Where are the mechanisms?”


  “The guardhouse.”


  “Get in there!” yelled Bourne, taking one of the three remaining flares out of his field-jacket pocket and handing it to Benjamin. “I’ve got two more of these and two other grenades.… When you see one of my flares go over the crowd, lower those gates on this side—only this side, understood?”


  “What for?”


  “My rules, Ben! Do it! Then ignite this flare and throw it out the window so I’ll know it’s done.”


  “Then what?”


  “Something you may not want to do, but you have to.… Take the ‘forty-seven’ from the colonel’s body and force the crowd, shoot it back into the street. Rapid fire into the ground in front of them—or above them—do whatever you have to do, even if it means wounding a few. Whatever the cost, it must be done. I have to find him, isolate him, above all, cut him off from everyone else trying to get out.”


  “You’re a goddamned maniac,” broke in Benjamin, the veins pronounced in his forehead. “I could kill ‘a few’—more than a few! You’re crazy!”


  “At this moment I’m the most rational man you’ve ever met,” interrupted Jason harshly, rapidly, as the panicked residents of Novgorod kept rushing by. “There’s not a sane general in the Soviet army—the same army that retook Stalingrad—who wouldn’t agree with me.… It’s called the ‘calculated estimate of losses,’ and there’s a very good reason for that lousy verbiage. It simply means you’re paying a lot less for what you’re getting now than you’d pay later.”


  “You’re asking too much! These people are my comrades, my friends; they’re Russians. Would you fire into a crowd of Americans? One recoil of my hands—an inch, two inches with a ‘forty-seven’—and I could maim or kill half a dozen people! The risk’s too great!”


  “You don’t have a choice. If the Jackal gets by me—and I’ll know it if he does—I’ll throw in a grenade and kill twenty.”


  “You son of a bitch!”


  “Believe it, Ben. Where Carlos is concerned I’m a son of a bitch. I can’t afford him any longer, the world can’t afford him. Move!”


  The trainer named Benjamin spat in Bourne’s face, then turned and began fighting his way to the guardhouse and the unseen corpse of the colonel beyond. Almost unconsciously Jason wiped his face with the back of his hand, his concentration solely on the fenced parking area, his eyes darting from one pocket of shadows to another, trying to center in on the origins of the automatic gunfire, yet knowing it was pointless; the Jackal had changed position by then. He counted the other vehicles in addition to the fuel truck; there were nine parked by the fence—two station wagons, four sedans and three suburban vans, all American-made or simulated as such. Carlos was concealed beyond one of them or possibly the fuel truck, the last unlikely as it was the farthest away from the open gate in the fence that permitted access to the guardhouse and thus to the tunnel.


  Jason crouched and crawled forward; he reached the waist-high fence, the pandemonium behind him continuous, deafening. Every muscle and joint in his legs and arms pounded with pain; cramps were developing everywhere, everywhere! Don’t think about them, don’t acknowledge them. You’re too close, David! Keep going. Jason Bourne knows what to do. Trust him!


  Aaughh! He spun his body over the fence; the handle of his sheathed bayonet embedded itself in his kidney. There is no pain! You’re too close, David—Jason. Listen to Jason!


  The searchlights—someone had pressed something and they went crazy, spinning around in circles, abrupt, blinding, out of control! Where would Carlos go? Where could he hide? The beams were erratically piercing everywhere! Then, from an opening that he could not see from across the fenced-in area, two police cars raced inside, their sirens blaring. Uniformed men leaped out from every door, and contrary to anything he expected to see, each scrambled to the borders of the fence, behind the cars and the vans, one after another dashing from one vehicle to another to the open gate that led to the guardhouse and the tunnel.


  There was a break in space, in time. In men! The last four escapees from the second car were suddenly three—and only moments later did the fourth appear—but he was not the same—the uniform was not the same! There were specks of orange and red, and the visored officer’s cap was laced with gold ribbing, the visor itself too prominent for the American army, the crown of the cap too pointed. What was it?…And, suddenly, Bourne understood. Fragments of his memories spiraled back years to Madrid or Casavieja, when he was tracing the Jackal’s contracts with the Falangists. It was a Spanish uniform! That was it! Carlos had infiltrated through the Spanish compound, and as his Russian was fluent, he was using the high-ranking uniform to make his escape from Novgorod.


  Jason lurched to his feet, his automatic drawn, and ran across the graveled lot, his left hand reaching into his field-jacket pocket for his second-to-last flare. He pulled the release and hurled the fired stalk above the cars, beyond the fence. Benjamin would not see it from the guardhouse and mistake it for the signal to close the gates of the tunnel; that signal would come shortly—in seconds, perhaps—but at the moment it was premature, again perhaps by seconds.


  “Eto srochno!” roared one of the escaping men, spinning around and panicked at the sight of the hissing, blinding flare.


  “Skoryeye!” shouted another, passing three companions and racing toward the open section of the fence. As the whirling searchlights continued their maniacal spinning, Bourne counted the seven figures as one by one they dashed away from the last car and passed through the opening, joining the excited crowds at the mouth of the tunnel. The eighth man did not appear; the high-ranking Spanish uniform was nowhere in sight. The Jackal was trapped!


  Now! Jason whipped out his last flare, yanked the release, and threw it with all his strength over the stream of rushing men and women at the guardhouse. Do it, Ben! he screamed in silence as he removed the next-to-last grenade from the pocket of his field jacket. Do it now!


  As if in answer to his fevered plea, a thunderous roar came from the tunnel, round after round of hysterical protestations punctuated by screams and shrieks and wailing chaos. Two rapid, deafening bursts of automatic gunfire preceded unintelligible commands over the speakers, shouted in Russian.… Another burst and the same voice continued, louder, even more authoritative, as the crowd momentarily but perceptibly quieted down, only to suddenly resume screaming at full volume. Bourne glanced over, astonished to see through the beams of the spinning searchlights the figure of Benjamin now standing on the roof of the concrete guardhouse. The young trainer was shouting into the microphone, exhorting the crowd to follow his instructions, whatever they were.… And whatever they were, they were being obeyed! The multitude gradually, then gathering momentum, began reversing direction—then, as a single unit, started racing back into the street! Benjamin ignited his flare and waved it, pointing to the north. He was sending Jason his own signal. Not only was the tunnel shut down but the crowds were being dispersed without anyone being shot with the AK-47. There had been a better way.


  Bourne dropped to the ground, his eyes scanning the undersides of the stationary vehicles, the spewing flame beyond lighting up the open spaces.… A pair of legs—in boots! Behind the third automobile on the left, no more than twenty yards from the break in the fence that led to the tunnel. Carlos was his! The end was at last in sight! No time! Do what you have to do and do it quickly! He dropped his weapon on the gravel, gripped the grenade in his right hand, pulled the pin, grabbed the .45 with his left hand and lurched off the ground, racing forward. Roughly thirty feet from the car he dived back down into the gravel, turned sideways and heaved the grenade under the automobile—only at the last instant, the small bomb having left his hand, realizing that he had made a terrible error! The legs behind the car did not move—the boots remained in place, for they were just that, boots! He lunged to his right, rolling furiously over the sharp stones, shielding his face, curling his body into the smallest mass he could manage.


  The explosion was deafening, the lethal debris joining the whirling beams of the searchlights in the night sky, fragments of metal and glass stinging Jason’s back and legs. Move, move! screamed the voice in his mind’s ears as he lurched to his knees, then to his feet in the smoke and fire of the burning automobile. As he did so the gravel erupted all around him; he zigzagged wildly toward the protection of the nearest vehicle, a square-shaped van. He was hit twice, in his shoulder and thigh! He spun around the wall of the van at the precise moment when the large windshield was blown away.


  “You’re no match for me, Jason Bourne!” screamed Carlos the Jackal, his automatic weapon on rapid fire. “You never were! You are a pretender, a fraud!”


  “So be it,” roared Bourne. “Then come and get me!” Jason raced to the driver’s door, yanked it open, then ran to the back of the vehicle where he crouched, his face to the edge, his Colt .45 angled straight up next to his cheek. With a final hissing expulsion, the flare beyond the fence burned itself out as the Jackal stopped his continuous fire. Bourne understood. Carlos faced the open door, unsure, indecisive…only seconds to go. Metal against metal; a gun barrel was rammed against the door, slamming it shut. Now!


  Jason spun around the edge of the van, his weapon exploding, firing into the Spanish uniform, blowing the gun out of the Jackal’s hands. One, two, three; the shells flew in the air—and then they stopped! They stopped, the explosions replaced by a sickening, jamming click as the round in the chamber failed to eject. Carlos lurched to the ground for his weapon, his left arm limp and bleeding but his right hand still strong, clutching the gun like the claw of a crazed animal.


  Bourne whipped his bayonet out of its scabbard and sprang forward, slicing the blade down toward the Jackal’s forearm. He was too late! Carlos held the weapon! Jason lunged up, his left hand clasping the hot barrel—hold on, hold on! You can’t let it go! Twist it! Clockwise! Use the bayonet—no, don’t! Drop it! Use both hands! The conflicting commands clashed in his head, madness. He had no breath, no strength; his eyes could not focus—the shoulder. Like Bourne himself, the Jackal was wounded in his right shoulder!


  Hold on! Reach the shoulder but hold on! With a last, gasping final surge, Bourne shot up and crashed Carlos back into the side of the van, pummeling the wounded area. The Jackal screamed, dropping the weapon, then kicked it under the vehicle.


  Where the blow came from, Jason at first did not know; he only knew that the left side of his skull seemed suddenly split in two. Then he realized that he had done it to himself! He had slipped on the blood-covered gravel, and had crashed into the metal grille of the van. It did not matter—nothing mattered!


  Carlos the Jackal was racing away! With the rampant confusion everywhere, there were a hundred ways he could get out of Novgorod. It had all been for nothing!


  Still, there was his last grenade. Why not? Bourne removed it, pulled the pin, and threw it over the van into the center of the parking area. The explosion followed and Jason got to his feet; perhaps the grenade would tell Benjamin something, warn him to keep his eyes on the area.


  Staggering and barely able to walk, Jason started for the break in the fence that led to the guardhouse and the tunnel. Oh, God, Marie, I failed! I’m so sorry. Nothing! It was for nothing! And then, as if all Novgorod were having a final laugh at his expense, he saw that someone had opened the iron gates to the tunnel, giving the Jackal his invitation to freedom.


  “Archie…?” Benjamin’s astonished voice floated over the sounds of the river, followed by the sight of the young Soviet running out of the guardhouse toward Bourne. “Christ almighty, I thought you were dead!”


  “So you opened the gates and let my executioner walk away,” yelled Jason weakly. “Why didn’t you send a limousine for him?”


  “I suggest you look again, Professor,” replied a breathless Benjamin as he stopped in front of Bourne, studying Jason’s battered face and bloodstained clothing. “Old age has withered your eyesight.”


  “What?”


  “You want gates, you’ll have gates.” The trainer shouted an order toward the guardhouse in Russian. Seconds later the huge iron gates descended, covering the mouth of the tunnel. But something was strange. Bourne had not actually seen the lowered gates before, yet these were not like anything he might have imagined. They appeared to be…swollen somehow, distorted perhaps. “Glass,” said Benjamin.


  “Glass?” asked a bewildered Jason.


  “At each end of the tunnel, five-inch-thick walls of glass, locked and sealed.”


  “What are you talking about?” It was not necessary for the young Russian to explain. Suddenly, like a series of gigantic waves crashing against the walls of a huge aquarium, the tunnel was being filled with the waters of the Volkhov River. Then within the violence of the growing, swirling liquid mass, there was an object…a thing, a form, a body! Bourne stared in shock, his eyes bulging, his mouth gaped, frozen in place, unable to disgorge the cry that was in him. He summoned what strength he had left, running unsteadily, twice falling to his knees, but gathering speed with each stride, and raced to the massive wall of glass that sealed the entrance beyond it. Breathlessly, his chest heaving, he placed his hands against the glass wall and leaned into it, bearing witness to the macabre scene barely inches in front of him. The grotesquely uniformed corpse of Carlos the Jackal kept crashing back and forth into the steel bars of the gate, his dark features twisted in hate, his eyes two glass orbs reviling death as it overtook him.


  The cold eyes of Jason Bourne watched in satisfaction, his mouth taut, rigid, the face of a killer, a killer among killers, who had won. Briefly, however, the softer eyes of David Webb intruded, his lips parted, forming the face of a man for whom the weight of a world he loathed had been removed.


  “He’s gone, Archie,” observed Benjamin at Jason’s side. “That bastard can’t come back.”


  “You flooded the tunnel,” said Bourne simply. “How did you know it was him?”


  “You didn’t have an automatic weapon, but he did. Frankly, I thought Krupkin’s prophecy was—shall we say—borne out? You were dead, and the man who killed you would take the quickest way out. This was it and the uniform confirmed it. Everything suddenly made sense from the ‘Spanish’ compound down.”


  “How did you get that crowd away?”


  “I told them barges were being sent to take them across the river—about two miles north.… Speaking of Krupkin, I’ve got to get you out of here. Now. Come on, the helicopter pad’s about a half a mile away. We’ll use the jeep. Hurry up, for God’s sake!”


  “Krupkin’s instructions?”


  “Choked from his hospital bed, in as much anger as in shock.”


  “What do you mean?”


  “You might as well know. Someone up in the rarefied circle—Krupkin doesn’t know who—issued the order that you weren’t to leave here under any conditions. Put plainly, it was unthinkable, but then no one ever thought that the whole god-damned Novgorod would go up in flames, either, and that’s our cover.”


  “Ours?”


  “I’m not your executioner, somebody else is. The word never reached me and in this mess it won’t now.”


  “Wait a minute! Where’s the chopper taking me?”


  “Cross your fingers, Professor, and hope Krupkin and your American friend know what they’re doing. The helicopter takes you to Yelsk, and from there a plane to Zomosc across the Polish border, where an ungrateful satellite has apparently permitted a CIA listening post.”


  “Christ, I’ll still be in Soviet bloc territory!”


  “The implication was that your people are ready for you. Good luck.”


  “Ben,” said Jason, studying the young man. “Why are you doing this? You’re disobeying a direct order—”


  “I received no order!” broke in the Russian. “And even if I had, I’m no unthinking robot. You had an arrangement and you fulfilled your end.… Also, if there’s a chance for my mother—”


  “There’s more than a chance,” interrupted Bourne.


  “Come on, let’s go! We’re wasting time. Yelsk and Zomosc are only the beginning for you. You face a long and dangerous journey, Archie.”


  



  CHAPTER FORTY-TWO


  Sundown, and the out islands of Montserrat were growing darker, becoming patches of deep green surrounded by a shimmering blue sea and never-ending sprays of white foam erupting from coral reefs off the shorelines; all were bathed in the diaphanous orange of the Caribbean horizon. On Tranquility Isle, lamps were gradually turned on inside the last four villas in the row above the beach at Tranquility Inn, and figures could be seen, by and large walking slowly between the rooms and out on the balconies where the rays from the setting sun washed over the terraces. The soft breezes carried the scents of hibiscus and poinciana across the tropical foliage as a lone fishing boat weaved its way through the reefs with its late-afternoon catch for the inn’s kitchen.


  Brendan Patrick Pierre Prefontaine carried his Perrier out to the balcony of Villa Seventeen, where Johnny St. Jacques stood by the railing sipping a rum and tonic. “How long do you think it will take before you reopen?” asked the former judge of the Boston court, sitting down at the white wrought-iron table.


  “The structural damage can be repaired in a matter of weeks,” replied the owner of Tranquility Inn, “but the aftertaste of what happened here will take longer, a lot longer.”


  “Again, how long?”


  “I’ll give it four or five months before I send out the initial brochures—it’ll be late for the season’s bookings, but Marie agrees. To do anything earlier would not only be tasteless, but the urgency would fuel all the gossip again.… Terrorists, drug runners, corrupt island government—we don’t need that and we don’t deserve it.”


  “Well, as I mentioned, I can pay my freight,” said the once honorable justice of the federal district court in Massachusetts. “Perhaps not to the extent of your highest seasonal prices, dear man, but certainly sufficient to cover the costs of a villa, plus a little for the inn’s kitty.”


  “I told you, forget it. I owe you more than I can ever repay. Tranquility’s yours as long as you want to stay.” St. Jacques turned from the railing, his eyes lingering on the fishing boat below, and sat down opposite Prefontaine. “I worry about the people down there, in the boats and on the beach. I used to have three or four boats bringing in the freshest fish. Now I’ve only got one coming in for us and what’s left of the staff—all of whom are on half salary.”


  “Then you need my money.”


  “Come on, Judge, what money? I don’t want to appear intrusive, but Washington gave me a pretty complete rundown on you. You’ve been living off the streets for years.”


  “Ah, yes, Washington,” pronounced Prefontaine, raising his glass to the orange-and-azure sky. “As usual, it is twelve steps behind the crime—twenty steps where its own criminality is concerned.”


  “What are you talking about?”


  “Randolph Gates, that’s what I’m talking about—who I’m talking about.”


  “That bastard from Boston? The one who put the Jackal on David’s trail?”


  “The touchingly reformed Randolph Gates, Johnny. Reformed in all ways but monetary restitution, I might add.… Still, nevertheless, with the mind and the conscience that I knew at Harvard years ago. Not the brightest, not the best, but with the literary and oratorical skills that camouflaged a brilliance that was never really there.”


  “Now what the hell are you talking about?”


  “I visited him the other day at his rehabilitation center in Minnesota, or Michigan, I can’t actually remember which, for I flew first class and the drinks were delivered on request. Regardless, we met and our arrangement was concluded. He’s changing sides, Johnny. He’s now going to fight—legally—for the people, not for the conglomerates who buy and sell on paper. He told me he’s going after the raiders and the merger brokers who make billions in the markets and cost thousands upon thousands in jobs.”


  “How can he do that?”


  “Because he was there. He did it all; he knows all the tricks and is willing to commit his considerable talents to the cause.”


  “Why would he do it?”


  “Because he’s got Edith back.”


  “Who in God’s name is Edith?”


  “His wife.… Actually, I’m still in love with her. I was from the time we first met, but in those days a distinguished judge with a wife and a child, regardless of how repulsive both might be, did not pursue such longings. Randy the Grand never deserved her; perhaps now he’ll make up for all the lost years.”


  “That’s very interesting, but what’s it got to do with your arrangement?”


  “Did I mention that Lord Randolph of Gates made great sums of money during those lost but productive years?”


  “Several times. So?”


  “Well, in recognition of the services I rendered that undoubtedly contributed to the removal of a life-threatening situation in which he found himself, said threat emanating from Paris, he saw clearly the validity of compensating me. Especially in light of the knowledge I possess.… You know, after a number of bloodletting courtroom battles, I think he’s going after a judgeship. Far higher than mine, I think.”


  “So?”


  “So, if I keep my own counsel, get out of Boston, and for the sake of a loose tongue stay off the sauce, his bank will forward me fifty thousand dollars a year for the rest of my life.”


  “Jesus Christ!”


  “That’s what I said to myself when he agreed. I even went to Mass for the first time in thirty-odd years.”


  “Still, you won’t be able to go home again.”


  “Home?” Prefontaine laughed softly. “Was it really? No matter, I may have found another. Through a gentleman named Peter Holland at the Central Intelligence Agency, I was given an introduction to your friend Sir Henry Sykes over in Montserrat, who in turn introduced me to a retired London barrister named Jonathan Lemuel, originally a native islander. We’re both getting on, but neither of us is ready for a different sort of ‘home.’ We may open a consulting firm, specialists in American and UK laws where export and import licensing is concerned. Of course, we’ll have to do some boning up, but we’ll manage. I expect I’ll be here for years.”


  St. Jacques rose quickly from the table to replenish his drink, his eyes warily on the former, disbarred judge.


  Morris Panov walked slowly, cautiously out of his bedroom and into the sitting room of Villa Eighteen, where Alex Conklin sat in a wheelchair. The bandages across the psychiatrist’s chest were visible under the light fabric of his white guayabera; they extended down his exposed left arm below the elbow. “It took me damn near twenty minutes to lift this useless appendage through the sleeve!” he complained angrily but without self-pity.


  “You should have called me,” said Alex, spinning himself around in the chair, away from the telephone. “I can still roll this thing pretty damned fast. Of course, I had a couple of years’ experience prior to my Quasimodo’s boot.”


  “Thank you, but I prefer to dress myself—as I believe you preferred to walk by yourself once the prosthesis was fitted.”


  “That’s the first lesson, Doctor. I expect there’s something about it in your head books.”


  “There is. It’s called dumb, or, if you like, obstinate stupidity.”


  “No, it’s not,” countered the retired intelligence officer, his eyes leveled with Panov’s as the psychiatrist lowered himself slowly into a chair.


  “No…it’s not,” agreed Mo, returning Conklin’s look. “The first lesson is independence. Take as much as you can handle and keep grabbing for more.”


  “There’s a good side, too,” said Alex, smiling and adjusting the bandage around his throat. “It gets easier, not harder. You learn new tricks every day; it’s surprising what our little gray cells come up with.”


  “Do tell? I must explore that field one day.… I heard you on the phone, who was it?”


  “Holland. The wires have been burning on all the back channels between Moscow and Washington, every covert phone on both sides damn near paralyzed thinking there could be a leak and theirs would be held responsible.”


  “Medusa?”


  “You never heard that name, I never heard that name, and nobody we know has ever heard it. There’s been enough blood-letting in the international marketplace—to say nothing of a few buckets of real blood spilled—to call into question the sanity of both governments’ controlling institutions, which were obviously blind or just plain stupid.”


  “How about just plain guilty?” asked Panov.


  “Too few at the top to warrant the destruction of the whole—that’s the verdict of Langley and Dzerzhinsky Square. The chief pin-stripers at the State Department in the Kremlin’s Council of Ministers agree. Nothing can be served by pursuing or exposing the extent of the malfeasance—how do you like that, malfeasance? Murder, assassination, kidnapping, extortion and large-scale corruption using organized crime on both sides of the Atlantic are now conveniently slotted as ‘malfeasance’! They say it’s better to salvage what we can as quietly and as expeditiously as possible.”


  “That’s obscene.”


  “That’s reality, Doctor. You’re about to witness one of the biggest cover-ups in modern history, certainly among powerful sovereign nations.… And the real obscenity is that they’re probably right. If Medusa were exposed to the fullest—and it would be fully exposed if it was exposed at all—the people in their righteous indignation would throw the bastards out—many of them the wrong bastards, tainted only by association. That sort of thing produces vacuums in high places, and these are not the times for vacuums of any kind. Better the Satans you know than the ones you don’t who come later.”


  “So what’s going to happen?”


  “Trade off,” said Conklin pensively. “The scope of Medusa’s operations is so far-ranging geographically and structurally that it’s almost impossible to unravel. Moscow’s sending Ogilvie back with a team of financial analysts, and with our own people they’ll start the process of dismantling. Eventually Holland foresees a quiet, unannounced economic minisummit, calling together various financial ministers of the NATO and Eastern bloc countries. Wherever Medusa’s assets can be self-sustaining or absorbed by their individual economies, that’ll be the case with restrictive covenants on all parties. The main point is to prevent financial panics through mass factory closings and wholesale company collapses.”


  “Thus burying Medusa,” offered Panov. “It’s again history, unwritten and unacknowledged, the way it was from the beginning.”


  “Above all, that,” conceded Alex. “By omission and commission there’s enough sleaze to go around for everybody.”


  “What about men like Burton on the Joint Chiefs, and Atkinson in London?”


  “No more than messengers and fronts; they’re out for reasons of health, and believe me, they understand.”


  Panov winced as he adjusted his uncomfortable wounded body in the chair. “It hardly compensates for his crimes, but the Jackal served a purpose of sorts, didn’t he? If you hadn’t been hunting him, you wouldn’t have found Medusa.”


  “The coincidence of evil, Mo,” said Conklin. “I’m not about to recommend a posthumous medal.”


  “I’d say it’s more than coincidence,” interrupted Panov, shaking his head. “In the final analysis, David was right. Whether forced or leaped upon, a connection was there after all. Someone in Medusa had a killer or killers using the name of ‘Jason Bourne’ assassinate a high-visibility target in the Jackal’s own backyard; that someone knew what he was doing.”


  “You mean Teagarten, of course.”


  “Yes. Since Bourne was on Medusa’s death list, our pathetic turncoat, DeSole, had to tell them about the Treadstone operation, perhaps not by name but its essentials. When they learned that Jason—David—was in Paris, they used the original scenario: Bourne against the Jackal. By killing Teagarten the way they did, they accurately assumed they were enlisting the most deadly partner they could find to hunt down and kill David.”


  “We know that. So?”


  “Don’t you see, Alex? When you think about it, Brussels was the beginning of the end, and at the end, David used that false accusation to tell Marie he was still alive, to tell Peter Holland that he was still alive. The map circling Anderlecht in red.”


  “He gave hope, that’s all. Hope isn’t something I put much trust in, Mo.”


  “He did more than give hope. That message made Holland prepare every station in Europe to expect Jason Bourne, assassin, and to use every extreme to get him back here.”


  “It worked. Sometimes that kind of thing doesn’t.”


  “It worked because weeks ago a man called Jason Bourne knew that to catch Carlos there had to be a link between himself and the Jackal, a long-forgotten connection that had to be brought to the surface. He did it, you did it!”


  “In a hell of a roundabout way,” admitted Conklin. “We were reaching, that’s all. Possibilities, probabilities, abstractions—it’s all we had to work with.”


  “Abstractions?” asked Panov gently. “That’s such an erroneously passive term. Have you any idea what thunder in the mind abstractions provoke?”


  “I don’t even know what you’re talking about.”


  “Those gray cells, Alex. They go crazy, spinning around like infinitesimal Ping-Pong balls trying to find tiny tunnels to explode through, drawn by their own inherent compulsions.”


  “You’ve lost me.”


  “You said it yourself, the coincidence of evil. But I’d suggest another conductor—the magnet of evil. That’s what you and David created, and within that magnetic field was Medusa.”


  Conklin spun around in the chair and wheeled himself toward the balcony and the descending orange glow on the horizon beyond the deep-green out islands of Montserrat. “I wish everything was as simple as you put it, Mo,” he said rapidly. “I’m afraid it’s not.”


  “You’ll have to be clearer.”


  “Krupkin’s a dead man.”


  “What?”


  “I mourn him as a friend and one hell of an enemy. He made everything possible for us, and when it was all over, he did what was right, not what was ordered. He let David live and now he’s paying for it.”


  “What happened to him?”


  “According to Holland, he disappeared from the hospital in Moscow five days ago—he simply took his clothes and walked out. No one knows how he did it or where he went, but an hour after he left, the KGB came to arrest him and move him to the Lubyanka.”


  “Then they haven’t caught him—”


  “They will. When the Kremlin issues a Black Alert, every road, train station, airport and border crossing is put under a microscope. The incentives are irresistible: whoever lets him out will spend ten years in a gulag. It’s just a question of time. Goddamn it.”


  There was a knock on the front door and Panov called out. “It’s open because it’s easier! Come in.”


  The be-blazered, immaculately dressed assistant manager, Mr. Pritchard, entered, preceded by a room-service table that he was capable of pushing while standing completely erect. He smiled broadly and announced his presence as well as his mission. “Buckingham Pritchard at your service, gentlemen. I’ve brought a few delicacies from the sea for your collegial gathering before the evening meal which I have personally attended to at the side of the chef who has been known to be prone to errors without expert guidance which I was all too happy to provide.”


  “Collegial?” said Alex. “I got out of college damn near thirty-five years ago.”


  “It obviously didn’t take where the nuances of English are concerned,” mumbled Morris Panov. “Tell me, Mr. Pritchard, aren’t you terribly hot in those clothes? I’d be sweating like a pig.”


  “No nuances there, only an unproven cliché,” muttered Conklin.


  “I do not perspire, sir,” replied the assistant manager.


  “I’ll bet my pension you ‘perspired’ when Mr. St. Jacques came back from Washington,” offered Alex. “Christ almighty, Johnny a ‘terrorist’!”


  “The incident has been forgotten, sir,” said Pritchard stoically. “Mr. Saint Jay and Sir Henry understand that my brilliant uncle and I had only the children’s interests at heart.”


  “Savvy, very savvy,” observed Conklin.


  “I’ll set up the canapés, gentlemen, and check the ice. The others should be here in a matter of minutes.”


  “That’s very kind of you,” said Panov.


  David Webb leaned against the balcony archway watching his wife as she read the last pages of a children’s story to their son. The outstanding Mrs. Cooper was dozing in a chair, her magnificent black head, crowned by a fleece of silver and gray, kept nodding above her full chest as if she expected at any moment to hear sounds from the infant Alison beyond the half-closed door that was only feet from where she was sitting. The inflections of Marie’s quiet voice matched the words of the story, confirmed by Jamie’s wide eyes and parted lips. But for an analytical mind that found music in figures, his wife might have been an actress, mused David. She had the surface attributes of that precarious profession—striking features, a commanding presence, the sine qua non that forced both men and women to fall silent and pensively appraise her when she walked down a street or entered a room.


  “You can read to me tomorrow, Daddy!”


  The story was over, attested to by his son jumping off the couch and Mrs. Cooper flashing her eyes open. “I wanted to read that one tonight,” said Webb defensively, moving away from the arch.


  “Well, you still kind of smell,” said the boy, frowning.


  “Your father doesn’t smell, Jamie,” explained Marie, smiling. “I told you, it’s the medicine the doctor said he had to use on his injuries from the accident.”


  “He still smells.”


  “You can’t argue with an analytical mind when it’s right, can you?” asked David.


  “It’s too early to go to bed, Mommy! I might wake up Alison and she’ll start crying again.”


  “I know, dear, but Daddy and I have to go over and see all your uncles—”


  “And my new grandfather!” cried the child exuberantly. “Grandpa Brendan said he was going to teach me how to be a judge someday.”


  “God help the boy,” interjected Mrs. Cooper. “That man dresses like a peacock flowering to mate.”


  “You may go into our room and watch television,” overrode Marie quickly. “But only for a half hour—”


  “Aww!”


  “All right, perhaps an hour, but Mrs. Cooper will select the channels.”


  “Thanks, Mommy!” cried the child, racing into his parents’ bedroom as Mrs. Cooper got out of the chair and followed him.


  “Oh, I can start him off,” said Marie, getting up from the couch.


  “No, Miss Marie,” protested Mrs. Cooper. “You stay with your husband. That man hurts but he won’t say anything.” She disappeared into the bedroom.


  “Is that true, my darling?” asked Marie, walking to David. “Do you hurt?”


  “I hate to dispel the myth of a great lady’s incontestable perceptions, but she’s wrong.”


  “Why do you have to use a dozen words when one will suffice?”


  “Because I’m supposed to be a scholar. We academicians never take a direct route because it doesn’t leave us any offshoots to claim if we’re wrong. What are you, anti-intellectual?”


  “No,” answered Marie. “You see, that’s a simple, one-word declarative.”


  “What’s a declarative?” asked Webb, taking his wife in his arms and kissing her, their lips enveloping, so meaningful to each, arousing to each.


  “It’s a shortcut to the truth,” said Marie, arching her head back and looking at him. “No offshoots, no circumlocutions, just fact. As in five and five equals ten, not nine or eleven, but ten.”


  “You’re a ten.”


  “That’s banal, but I’ll take it.… You are more relaxed, I can feel you again. Jason Bourne’s leaving you, isn’t he?”


  “Just about. While you were with Alison, Ed McAllister called me from the National Security Agency. Benjamin’s mother is on her way back to Moscow.”


  “Hey, that’s wonderful, David!”


  “Both Mac and I laughed, and as we laughed I thought to myself I’d never heard McAllister laugh before. It was nice.”


  “He wore his guilt on his sleeve—no, all over him. He sent us both to Hong Kong and he never forgave himself. Now you’re back and alive and free. I’m not sure I’ll ever forgive him, but at least I won’t hang up on him when he calls.”


  “He’d like that. As a matter of fact, I told him to call. I said you might even ask him to dinner someday.”


  “I didn’t go that far.”


  “Benjamin’s mother? That kid saved my life.”


  “Maybe a quick brunch.”


  “Take your hands off me, woman. In another fifteen seconds I’m going to throw Jamie and Mrs. Cooper out of our bedroom and demand my connubials.”


  “I’m tempted, Attila, but I think Bro’s counting on us. Two feisty individuals and an overimaginative disbarred judge are more than an Ontario ranch boy can handle.”


  “I love them all.”


  “So do I. Let’s go.”


  The Caribbean sun had disappeared; only faint sprays of orange barely illuminated the western horizon. The flames of the glass-encased candles were steady, pointed, sending streams of gray smoke through their funnels, their glow producing warm light and comfortable shadows around the terraced balcony of Villa Eighteen. The conversation, too, had been warm and comfortable—survivors relishing their deliverance from a nightmare.


  “I emphatically explained to Handy Randy that the doctrine of stare decisis has to be challenged if the times have altered the perceptions that existed when the original decisions were rendered,” expounded Prefontaine. “Change, change—the inevitable result of the calendar.”


  “That’s so obvious, I can’t imagine anyone debating it,” said Alex.


  “Oh, Flood-the-Gates used it incessantly, confusing juries with his erudition and confounding his peers with multiple decises.”


  “Mirrors and smoke,” added Marie, laughing. “We do the same in economics. Remember, Bro, I told you that?”


  “I didn’t understand a word. Still don’t.”


  “No mirrors and no smoke where medicine’s involved,” said Panov. “At least not where the labs are monitored and the pharmaceutical money boys are prohibited. Legitimate advances are validated every day.”


  “In many ways it’s the purposely undefined core of our Constitution,” continued the former judge. “It’s as though the Founders had read Nostradamus but didn’t care to admit their frivolity, or perhaps studied the drawings of Da Vinci, who foresaw aircraft. They understood that they could not legislate the future, for they had no idea what it would hold, or what society would demand for its future liberties. They created brilliant omissions.”


  “Unaccepted as such by the brilliant Randolph Gates, if memory serves,” said Conklin.


  “Oh, he’ll change quickly now,” interrupted Prefontaine, chuckling. “He was always a sworn companion of the wind, and he’s smart enough to adjust his sails when he has to buck it.”


  “I keep wondering whatever happened to the truck driver’s wife, the one in the diner who was married to the man they called ‘Bronk,’” said the psychiatrist.


  “Try to imagine a small house and a white picket fence, et cetera,” offered Alex. “It’s easier that way.”


  “What truck driver’s wife?” asked St. Jacques.


  “Leave it alone, Bro, I’d rather not find out.”


  “Or that son-of-a-bitch army doctor who pumped me full of Amytal!” pressed Panov.


  “He’s running a clinic in Leavenworth,” replied Conklin. “I forgot to tell you.… So many, so crazy. And Krupkin. Crazy old Kruppie, elegance and all. We owe him, but we can’t help him.”


  There was a moment of silence as each in his and her own way thought of a man who had selflessly opposed a monolithic system that demanded the death of David Webb, who stood by the railing staring out at the darkened sea, somehow separated in mind and body from the others. It would take time, he understood that. Jason Bourne had to vanish; he had to leave him. When?


  Not now! Out of the early night, the madness began again! From the sky the roar of multiple engines broke the silence like approaching sharp cracks of lightning. Three military helicopters swooped down toward the Tranquility dock, fusillades of gunfire chewing up the shoreline as a powerful bullet speedboat swung through the reefs toward the beach. St. Jacques was on his intercom. “Shore alarm!” he screamed. “Grab your weapons!”


  “Christ, the Jackal’s dead!” yelled Conklin.


  “His goddamned disciples aren’t!” shouted Jason Bourne—no trace of David Webb—as he shoved Marie to the floor and took a gun out of his belt, a weapon his wife knew nothing about. “They were told he was here!”


  “It’s insane!”


  “That’s Carlos,” replied Jason, racing to the balcony railing. “He owns them! They’re his for life!”


  “Shit!” roared Alex as he wheeled his chair furiously and pushed Panov away from the table and the lighted candles.


  Suddenly a deafening loudspeaker from the lead helicopter crackled with static, followed by the words of the pilot. “You saw what we did to the beach, mon! We’ll cut you in two if you don’t stop your engine!…That’s better, mon. Drift into shore—drift, no motor at all and both of you come on deck, your hands on the gunwale, leaning forward! Do it now!”


  The searchlight beams of the two circling helicopters centered on the boat as the lead aircraft dropped to the beach, the rotors swirling up the sand, producing an outline of a threshold for its landing. Four men leaped out, their weapons trained on the drifting speedboat as the inhabitants of Villa Eighteen stood by the railing, staring in astonishment at the unbelievable scene below.


  “Pritchard!” yelled St. Jacques. “Bring me the binoculars!”


  “They’re in my hands, Mr. Saint Jay—oh, there they are.” The assistant manager rushed out with the powerful magnifiers and handed them to his employer. “I managed to clean the lenses, sir!”


  “What do you see?” asked Bourne sharply.


  “I don’t know. Two men.”


  “Some army!” said Conklin.


  “Give them to me,” ordered Jason, grabbing the binoculars from his brother-in-law.


  “What is it, David?” shouted Marie, seeing the shock on her husband’s face.


  “It’s Krupkin,” he said.


  Dimitri Krupkin sat at the white wrought-iron table, his face pale—and it was his full face, as his chin beard had been removed—and refused to speak to anyone until he had finished his third brandy. Like Panov, Conklin and David Webb, he was clearly a hurt man, a wounded man, a man in considerable physical pain, which, like the others, he did not care to dwell upon, as what lay ahead was infinitely better than what he had left behind. His decidedly inferior clothes seemed to annoy him whenever he glanced down at them, but he shrugged continually in silence, the shrugs conveying the fact that soon he would be back in sartorial splendor. His first words were to the elderly Brendan Prefontaine as he appraised the former judge’s intricately laced peach guayabera above the royal-blue trousers. “I like that outfit,” he said admiringly. “Very tropical and in good taste for the climate.”


  “Thank you.”


  Introductions were made, and the instant they were over, a barrage of questions was hurled at the Soviet. He held up both hands, as a pope might from his balcony in St. Peter’s Square, and spoke. “I will not bore you or disturb you with the trivial details of my flight from Mother Russia, other than to say I’m aghast at the high price of corruption and will neither forget nor forgive the filthy accommodations I was forced to endure for the exorbitant sums of money I spent.… That said, thank God for Crédit Suisse and those lovely green coupons they issue.”


  “Just tell us what happened,” said Marie.


  “You, dear lady, are even lovelier than I had imagined. Had we met in Paris I would have whisked you away from this Dickensian ragamuffin you call a husband. My, look at your hair—glorious!”


  “He probably couldn’t tell you what color it is,” said Marie, smiling. “You’ll be the threat I hold over his peasant head.”


  “Still, for his age he’s remarkably competent.”


  “That’s because I feed him a lot of pills, all kinds of pills, Dimitri. Now tell us, what happened?”


  “What happened? They found me out, that’s what happened! They confiscated my lovely house in Geneva! It’s now an adjunct to the Soviet embassy. The loss is heartbreaking!”


  “I think my wife’s talking about the peasant me,” said Webb. “You were in the hospital in Moscow and you found out what someone intended for me—namely, my execution. Then you told Benjamin to get me out of Novgorod.”


  “I have sources, Jason, and errors are made in high places and I’ll incriminate no one by using names. It was simply wrong. If Nuremberg taught us all nothing else, it was that obscene commands should not be obeyed. That lesson crosses borders and penetrates minds. We in Russia suffered far, far more than anyone in America during the last war. Some of us remember that, and we will not emulate that enemy.”


  “Well spoken,” said Prefontaine, raising his glass of Perrier to the Soviet. “When everything’s said and done, we’re all part of the same thinking, feeling human race, aren’t we?”


  “Well,” choked Krupkin, swallowing his fourth brandy, “beyond that very attractive if overused observation, there are divisions of commitment, Judge. Not serious, of course, but nevertheless varied. For instance, although my house on the lake in Geneva is no longer mine, my accounts in the Cayman Islands remain intensely personal. Incidentally, how far are those islands from here?”


  “Roughly twelve hundred miles due west,” replied St. Jacques. “A jet out of Antigua will get you there in three hours plus.”


  “That’s what I thought,” said Krupkin. “When we were in the hospital in Moscow, Alex frequently spoke of Tranquility Isle and Montserrat, so I checked the map in the hospital library. Everything seems to be on course.… Incidentally, the man with the boat, he won’t be dealt with too harshly, will he? My outrageously expensive ersatz papers are very much in order.”


  “His crime was in his appearance, not in bringing you over here,” answered St. Jacques.


  “I was in a hurry, it goes with running for your life.”


  “I’ve already explained to Government House that you’re an old friend of my brother-in-law.”


  “Good. Very good.”


  “What will you do now, Dimitri?” asked Marie.


  “My options are limited, I’m afraid. Our Russian bear not only has more claws than a centipede has legs, she’s also computerized with a global network. I shall have to remain buried for quite some time while I construct another existence. From birth, of course.” Krupkin turned to the owner of Tranquility Inn. “Would it be possible to lease one of these lovely cottages, Mr. St. Jacques?”


  “After what you did for David and my sister, don’t give it a second thought. This house is your house, Mr. Krupkin, all of it.”


  “How very kind. First, naturally, there’ll be the trip to the Caymans, where, I’m told, there are excellent tailors; then perhaps a clever little yacht and a small charter business that can be substantiated as having been moved from Tierra del Fuego or the Malvinas, some godforsaken place where a little money can produce an identity and a highly credible if obscure past. After these are set in motion, there’s a doctor in Buenos Aires who does wonders with fingerprints—quite painlessly, I’m told—and then minor cosmetic surgery—Rio has the best, you know, far better than New York—just enough to alter the profile and perhaps remove a few years.… For the past five days and nights, I’ve had nothing to do but think and plan, enduring situations of passage I would not describe in front of the lovely Mrs. Webb.”


  “You certainly have been thinking,” agreed David’s wife, impressed. “And please call me Marie. How can I hold you over the peasant’s head if I’m Mrs. Webb?”


  “Ah, the adorable Marie!”


  “What about these adorable plans of yours?” asked Conklin pointedly. “How long will they take to implement?”


  “You of all people should ask that question?” Krupkin’s eyes were wide in disbelief.


  “I think I’d better,” broke in Alex.


  “You, who were instrumental in building the dossier of the greatest impersonator the international world of terrorism has ever known? The incomparable Jason Bourne?”


  “If that includes me,” said Webb, “I’m out. I’m heavy into interior decorating.”


  “How long, Kruppie?”


  “For heaven’s sake, man, you were training a recruit for an assignment, a single mission. I’m altering a life!”


  “How long?”


  “You tell me, Alex. It’s my life we’re talking about now—as worthless as that life may be in the geopolitical scheme of things—it’s still my life.”


  “Whatever he needs,” interrupted David Webb, the unseen image of Jason Bourne looking over his wounded shoulder.


  “Two years to do it well, three years to do it better,” said Dimitri Krupkin.


  “They’re yours,” said Marie.


  “Pritchard,” said St. Jacques, angling his head. “Fix my drink, if you please.”


  



  Epilogue


  They walked along the moonlit beach, alternately touching and not touching, the embarrassment of intimacy intermittently intruding as if a world that had separated them had not let them escape its terrible orbit, constantly pulling them into its fiery nucleus.


  “You carried a gun,” said Marie softly. “I had no idea you had one. I hate guns.”


  “So do I. I’m not sure I knew I had one, either. It was just there.”


  “Reflex? Compulsion?”


  “Both, I guess. It didn’t matter, I didn’t use it.”


  “But you wanted to, didn’t you?”


  “Again, I’m not sure. If you and the children were threatened, of course I would, but I don’t think I’d fire indiscriminately.”


  “Are you sure, David? Would the appearance of danger to us make you pick up a gun and shoot at shadows?”


  “No, I don’t shoot at shadows.”


  Footsteps. In the sand! Waves lapping over the unmistakable intrusion of a human being, breaks in the flow of the natural rhythm—sounds Jason Bourne knew from a hundred beaches! He spun around, violently propelling Marie off her feet, sending her out of the line of fire as he crouched, his weapon in his hand.


  “Please don’t kill me, David,” said Morris Panov, the beam of his flashlight illuminating the area. “It simply wouldn’t make sense.”


  “Jesus, Mo!” cried Webb. “What were you doing?”


  “Trying to find you, that’s all.… Would you please help Marie?”


  Webb did so, pulling his wife to her feet, both half blinded by the flashlight. “My God, you’re the mole!” cried Jason Bourne, raising his weapon. “You knew every move I was making!”


  “I’m what?” roared the psychiatrist, throwing down his flashlight. “If you believe that, gun me down, you son of a bitch!”


  “I don’t know, Mo. I don’t know anything anymore…!” David’s head arched back in pain.


  “Then cry your heart out, you bastard! Cry like you’ve never cried before! Jason Bourne is dead, cremated in Moscow, and that’s the way it is! You either accept that or I don’t want a goddamned thing to do with you anymore! Have you got that, you arrogant, brilliant creation! You did it, and it’s over!”


  Webb fell to his knees, the tears welling in his eyes, trembling and trying not to make a sound.


  “We’re going to be okay, Mo,” said Marie, kneeling beside her husband, holding him.


  “I know that,” acknowledged Panov, nodding in the glow of the grounded flashlight. “Two lives in one mind, none of us can know what it’s like. But it’s over now. It’s really over.”
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    Prologue


    Khalid Murat, leader of the Chechen rebels, sat still as a stone in the center vehicle of the convoy making its way through the bombed-out streets of Grozny. The BTR-60BP armored personnel carriers were standard Russian military issue and, as such, the convoy was indistinguishable from all the others rumbling through the city on patrol. Murat’s heavily armed men were crammed into the other two vehicles—one in front and one behind his own. They were heading toward Hospital Number Nine, one of six or seven different hideouts Murat used to keep three steps ahead of the Russian forces searching for him.


    Murat was darkly bearded, close to fifty, with a bear’s broad stance and the fire-lit eyes of the true zealot. He had learned early on that the iron fist was the only way to rule. He had been present when Jokhar Dudayev had imposed Islamic Shariah law to no avail. He had seen the carnage wreaked when it had all begun, when the Chechnya-based warlords, foreign associates of Osama bin Laden, invaded Daghestan and executed a string of bombings in Moscow and Volgodonsk that killed some two hundred people. When the blame for the foreigners’ actions was falsely put on Chechen terrorists, the Russians began their devastating bombing of Grozny, reducing much of the city to rubble.


    The sky over the Chechen capital was blurred, made indistinct by a constant flux of ash and cinder, a shimmering incandescence so lurid it seemed almost radioactive. Oil-fueled fires burned everywhere across the rubble-strewn landscape.


    Khalid Murat stared out the tinted windows as the convoy passed a burned-out skeleton of a building, massive, hulking, the roofless interior filled with flickering flames. He grunted, turned to Hasan Arsenov, his second in command, and said, “Once Grozny was the beloved home to lovers strolling down the wide tree-lined boulevards, mothers pushing prams across the leafy squares. The great circus was nightly filled to overflowing with joyous, laughing faces, and architects the world over made their pilgrimage to tour the magnificent buildings that once made Grozny one of the most beautiful cities on earth.”


    He shook his head sadly, slapped the other’s knee in a comradely gesture. “Allah, Hasan!” he cried. “Look how the Russians have crushed everything that was good and fine!”


    Hasan Arsenov nodded. He was a brisk, energetic man fully ten years Murat’s junior. A former biathlon champion, he had the wide shoulders and narrow hips of a natural athlete. When Murat had taken over as rebel leader, he was at his side. Now he pointed out to Murat the charred husk of a building on the convoy’s right. “Before the wars,” he said with grave intent, “when Grozny was still a major oil-refining center, my father worked there at the Oil Institute. Now instead of profits from our wells, we get flash fires that pollute our air and our water.”


    The two rebels were chastened into silence by the parade of bombed-out buildings they passed, the streets empty save for scavengers, both human and animal. After several minutes, they turned to each other, the pain of their people’s suffering in their eyes. Murat opened his mouth to speak but froze at the unmistakable sound of bullets pinging against their vehicle. It took him but an instant to realize that the vehicle was being hit by small-arms fire too weak to penetrate their vehicle’s sturdy armor plate. Arsenov, ever vigilant, reached for the radio.


    “I’m going to order the guards in the lead and tail vehicles to return fire.”


    Murat shook his head. “No, Hasan. Think. We’re camouflaged in Russian military uniforms, riding in Russian personnel carriers. Whoever is firing on us is more likely an ally than a foe. We need to make sure before there’s innocent blood on our hands.”


    He took the radio from Arsenov, ordered the convoy to a halt.


    “Lieutenant Gochiyayev,” he said into the radio, “organize your men into a recon. I want to find out who’s shooting at us, but I don’t want them killed.”


    In the lead vehicle, Lieutenant Gochiyayev gathered his men and ordered them to fan out behind the cover of the armored convoy. He followed them onto the rubble-strewn street, hunching his shoulders against the bitter cold. Using precise hand signals, he directed his men to converge from the left and right onto the place from which the small-arms fire had come.


    His men were well trained; they moved swiftly and silently from rock to wall to pile of twisted metal beams, scrunched down, presenting as small a target as possible. However, no more shots were heard. They made their final run at once, a pincer move, designed to trap the enemy and crush them in a blistering cross-fire.


    In the center vehicle, Hasan Arsenov kept his eye on the place where Gochiyayev had converged the troops and waited for the sounds of gunfire that never came. Instead, the head and shoulders of Lieutenant Gochiyayev appeared in the distance. Facing the center vehicle, he waved his arm back and forth in an arc, signaling that the area had been secured. At this sign, Khalid Murat moved past Arsenov, stepped out of the personnel carrier and without hesitation walked through the frozen rubble toward his men.


    “Khalid Murat!” Arsenov called in alarm, running after his leader.


    Clearly unperturbed, Murat walked toward a low crumbling stone wall, the place where the gunfire had emanated. He caught a glimpse of the piles of garbage; on one was a waxy white-skinned corpse that had some time ago been stripped of its clothes. Even at a distance the stench of putrefaction was like being hit with a poleax. Arsenov caught up with him and drew his sidearm.


    When Murat reached the wall, his men were on either side, their arms at the ready. The wind gusted fitfully, howling and whining through the ruins. The dull metallic sky had darkened further and it began to snow. A light dusting quickly coated Murat’s boots, created a web in the wiry jumble of his beard.


    “Lieutenant Gochiyayev, you’ve found the attackers?”


    “I have, sir.”


    “Allah has guided me in all things; he guides me in this. Let me see them.”


    “There’s only one,” Gochiyayev replied.


    “One?” Arsenov cried. “Who? Did he know we’re Chechen?”


    “You’re Chechen?” a small voice said. A pallid face emerged from behind the wall, a boy not more than ten years old. He wore a filthy wool hat, threadbare sweater over a few thin plaid shirts, patched trousers and a pair of cracked rubber boots far too big for his feet, which had probably been taken off a dead man. Though only a child, he had the eyes of an adult; they watched everything with a combination of wariness and mistrust. He stood protecting the skeleton of an unexploded Russian rocket he had scavenged for bread money, likely all that stood between his family and starvation. He held a gun in his left hand; his right arm ended at the wrist. Murat immediately looked away but Arsenov continued to stare.


    “A land mine,” the boy said with a heartbreaking matter-of-factness. “Laid by the Russian scum.”


    “Allah be praised! What a little soldier!” Murat exclaimed, directing his dazzling, disarming smile at the boy. It was this smile that had drawn his people to him like filings to a magnet. “Come, come.” He beckoned, then held his empty palms up. “As you can see, we’re Chechen, like you.”


    “If you’re like me,” the boy said, “why do you ride in Russian armored cars?”


    “What better way to hide from the Russian wolf, eh?”


    Murat squinted, laughed to see that the boy held a Gyurza. “You carry a Russian Special Forces gun. Such bravery must be rewarded, yes?”


    Murat knelt next to the boy and asked his name. When the boy told him, he said, “Aznor, do you know who I am? I am Khalid Murat and I, too, wish to be free of the Russian yoke. Together we can do this, yes?”


    “I never meant to shoot at fellow Chechens,” Aznor said. With his mutilated arm, he pointed to the convoy. “I thought this was a zachistka.” He meant the monstrous clean-up operations perpetrated by Russian soldiers who searched for suspected rebels. More than twelve thousand Chechens had been killed during the zachistkas; two thousand had simply disappeared, countless others injured, tortured, maimed and raped. “The Russians murdered my father, my uncles. If you were Russians I would’ve killed you all.” A spasm of rage and frustration played across his face.


    “I believe you would’ve,” Murat said solemnly. He dug in his pocket for some bills. The boy had to tuck the gun into his waistband in order to take them in his remaining hand. Leaning toward the boy, Murat said in a collusive whisper, “Now listen to me—I’ll tell you where to buy more ammunition for your Gyurza so you’ll be prepared when the next zachistka comes.”


    “Thank you.” Aznor’s face cracked open in a smile


    Khalid Murat whispered a few words, then stepped back and ruffled the boy’s hair. “Allah be with you, little soldier, in everything you do.”


    The Chechen leader and his second in command watched the small boy as he clambered back over the rubble, pieces of an unexploded Russian rocket tucked under one arm. Then they returned to their vehicle. With a grunt of disgust, Hasan slammed shut the armor-plated door on the world outside, Aznor’s world. “Doesn’t it bother you that you’re sending a child to his death?”


    Murat glanced at him. The snow had melted to trembling droplets on his beard, making him seem in Arsenov’s eyes more like a liturgical imam than a military commander. “I’ve given this child—who must feed and clothe and, most important, protect the rest of his family as if he were an adult—I have given him hope, a specific objective. In short, I’ve provided him with a reason to live.”


    Bitterness had turned Arsenov’s face hard and pale; his eyes had a baleful look. “Russian bullets will tear him to ribbons.”


    “Is that what you truly think, Hasan? That Aznor is stupid or, worse, careless?”


    “He’s but one child.”


    “When the seed is planted, the shoots will rise out of even the most inhospitable ground. It’s always been this way, Hasan. The belief and courage of one inevitably grows and spreads, and soon that one is ten, twenty, a hundred, a thousand!”


    “And all the while our people are being murdered, raped, beaten, starved and penned like cattle. It’s not enough, Khalid. Not nearly enough!”


    “The impatience of youth hasn’t yet left you, Hasan.” He gripped the other’s shoulder. “Well, I shouldn’t be surprised, yes?”


    Arsenov, catching the look of pity in Murat’s eyes, clenched his jaw and turned his face away. Curls of snow made visible wind devils along the street, whirling like Chechen dervishes in ecstatic trance. Murat took this as a sign of the import of what he had just done, of what he was about to say. “Have faith,” he said in hushed, sacramental tones, “in Allah and in that courageous boy.”


    


    Ten minutes later, the convoy stopped in front of Hospital Number Nine. Arsenov looked at his wristwatch. “Almost time,” he said. The two of them were riding in the same vehicle, against standard security precautions, owing to the extreme importance of the call they were about to receive.


    Murat leaned over, pressed a button, and the soundproof barrier rose into place, cutting them off from the driver and four bodyguards sitting forward. Well-trained, they stared straight ahead through the bullet-proof windshield.


    “Tell me, Khalid, as the moment of truth is upon us, what reservations you have.”


    Murat raised his bristling eyebrows in a display of incomprehension that Arsenov thought rather transparent. “Reservations?”


    “Don’t you want what’s rightfully ours, Khalid, what Allah decrees we should have?”


    “The blood runs high in you, my friend. I know this only too well. We’ve fought side by side many times—we’ve killed together and we owe each other our very lives, yes? Now, listen to me. I bleed for our people. Their pain fills me with a rage I can barely contain. You know this better, perhaps, than anyone. But history warns that one should beware what one wants the most. The consequences of what’s being proposed—”


    “What we’ve been planning for!”


    “Yes, planning for,” Khalid Murat said. “But the consequences must be considered.”


    “Caution,” Arsenov said bitterly. “Always caution.”


    “My friend.” Khalid Murat smiled as he gripped the other’s shoulder. “I don’t want to be misled. The reckless foe is easiest to destroy. You must learn to make patience a virtue.”


    “Patience!” Arsenov spat. “You didn’t tell the boy back there to be patient. You gave him money, told him where to buy ammunition. You set him against the Russians. Each day we delay is another day that boy and thousands like him risk being killed. It’s the very future of Chechnya that will be decided by our choice here.”


    Murat pressed his thumbs into his eyes, rubbing with a circular motion. “There are other ways, Hasan. There are always other ways. Perhaps we should consider—”


    “There’s no time. The announcement has been made, the date set. The Shaykh is right.”


    “The Shaykh, yes.” Khalid Murat shook his head. “Always the Shaykh.”


    At that moment, the car phone rang. Khalid Murat glanced at his trusted companion and calmly clicked on the speakerphone. “Yes, Shaykh,” he said in a deferential tone of voice. “Hasan and I are both here. We await your instructions.”


    High above the street where the convoy was idling, a figure crouched on a flat rooftop, elbows atop the low parapet. Lying along the parapet was a Finnish Sako TRG-41 bolt-action sniper rifle, one of many he had modified himself. Its aluminum and polyurethane stock made it as light as it was deadly accurate. He was dressed in the camouflage uniform of the Russian military, which did not look out of place with the Asian caste of his smooth features. Over the uniform, he wore a lightweight Kevlar harness from which hung a metal loop. In his right palm, he cradled a small matte-black box, no larger than the size of a pack of cigarettes. It was a wireless device in which were set two buttons. There was a stillness about him, a kind of aura that intimidated people. It was as if he understood silence, could gather it to him, manipulate it, unleash it as a weapon.


    In his black eyes grew the world entire, and the street, the buildings upon which he now gazed were nothing more than a stage set. He counted the Chechen soldiers as they emerged from the guard vehicles. There were eighteen: the drivers still behind the wheels and in the center vehicle at least four guards as well as the principals.


    As the rebels entered the main entrance of the hospital on their way to secure the site, he depressed the top button of the wireless remote and C4 charges went off, collapsing the hospital entrance. The percussion shook the street, set the heavy vehicles to rocking on their oversized shocks. The rebels caught directly in the blast were either blown to bits or crushed beneath the weight of falling rubble, but he knew that at least some of the rebels could have been far enough inside the hospital lobby to have survived, a possibility he had factored into his plan.


    With the sound of the first explosion still ringing and the dust not yet settled, the figure looked down at the wireless device in his hand and depressed the lower button. The street in front and back of the convoy erupted in a deafening blast, collapsing the shell-pocked macadam.


    Now, even as the men below struggled to come to grips with the carnage he had visited upon them, the assassin took up the Sako, moving with a methodical, unhurried precision. The rifle was loaded with special non-fragmentation bullets of the smallest caliber the rifle could accommodate. Through its IR-enabled scope, he saw three rebels who had managed to escape the blasts with only minor injuries. They were running toward the middle vehicle, screaming at the occupants to get out before it was destroyed by another blast. He watched as they yanked open the right-hand doors, allowed Hasan Arsenov and one guard to emerge. That left the driver and three remaining bodyguards inside the car with Khalid Murat. As Arsenov turned away, the figure sighted on his head. Through the scope, he noted the expression of command plastered on Arsenov’s face. Then he moved the barrel in a smooth, practiced motion, this time sighting on the Chechen’s thigh. The figure squeezed off a shot and Arsenov grabbed his left leg, shouting as he went down. One of the guards ran to Arsenov, dragged him to cover. The two remaining guards, swiftly determining where the shot had come from, ran across the street, entering the building on whose roof the figure crouched.


    As three more rebels appeared, racing out a side entrance to the hospital, the assassin dropped the Sako. He watched now as the vehicle containing Khalid Murat slammed into reverse. Behind and below him, he could hear the rebels pounding up the stairs leading to his rooftop perch. Still unhurried, he fitted titanium and corundum spikes to his boots. Then he took up a composite crossbow and shot a line into a light pole just behind the middle vehicle, tying off the line to make sure it was taut. Shouting voices reached him. The rebels had gained the floor directly below him.


    The front of the vehicle was now facing him as the driver tried to maneuver it around the huge chunks of concrete, granite and macadam that had erupted in the explosion. The assassin could see the soft glint of the two panes of glass that comprised the windshield. That was the one problem the Russians had yet to overcome: Bullet-proofing the glass made the panes so heavy it required two of them for the windshield. The personnel carrier’s one vulnerable spot was the strip of metal between the two panes.


    He took the sturdy metal loop attached to his harness and snapped himself to the taut line. Behind him, he heard the rebels burst through the door, emerging onto the roof a hundred feet away. Spotting the assassin, they swung around to fire on him as they ran toward him, setting off an unnoticed trip wire. Immediately, they were engulfed in a fiery detonation from the last remaining packet of C4 the assassin had planted the night before.


    Never turning around to acknowledge the carnage behind him, the assassin tested the line and then launched himself from the rooftop. He slid down the line, lifting his legs so that the spikes were aimed at the windshield divider. Everything now depended on the speed and the angle with which he would strike the divider between the bullet-proof panes of the windshield. If he was off by just a fraction, the divider would hold and he had a good chance of breaking his leg.


    The force of the impact ran up his legs, jolting his spine as the titanium and corundum spikes on his boots crumpled the divider like a tin can, the panes of glass caving in without its support. He crashed through the windshield and into the interior of the vehicle, carrying with him much of the windshield. A chunk of it struck the driver in the neck, half-severing his head. The assassin twisted to his left. The bodyguard in the front seat was covered in the driver’s blood. He was reaching for his gun when the assassin took his head between his powerful hands and broke his neck before he had a chance to squeeze off a round.


    The other two bodyguards in the jumpseat just behind the driver fired wildly at the assassin, who pushed the bodyguard with the broken neck so that his body absorbed the bullets. From behind this makeshift protection, he used the bodyguard’s gun, fired precisely, one shot through the forehead of each man.


    That left only Khalid Murat. The Chechen leader, his face a mask of hatred, had kicked open the door and was shouting for his men. The assassin lunged at Murat, shaking the huge man as if he were a water rat; Murat’s jaws snapped at him, almost taking off an ear. Calmly, methodically, almost joyously he seized Murat around the throat and, staring into his eyes, jabbed his thumb into the cricoid cartilage of the Chechen leader’s lower larynx. Blood immediately filled Murat’s throat, choking him, draining him of strength. His arms flailed, his hands beating against the assassin’s face and head. To no avail. Murat was drowning in his own blood. His lungs filled and his breathing became ragged, thick. He vomited blood and his eyes rolled up in their sockets.


    Dropping the now-limp body, the assassin climbed back into the front seat, hurling the driver’s corpse out of the door. He slammed the vehicle into gear and stepped on the gas before what remained of the rebels could react. The vehicle leaped forward like a racehorse from the gate, hurtled over rubble and tarmac, then vanished into thin air as it plummeted into the hole the explosives had made in the street.


    Underground, the assassin upshifted, racing through the tight space of a storm drain that had been widened by the Russians, who had intended to use them for clandestine assaults on rebel strongholds. Sparks flew as the metal fenders now and again scraped against the curving concrete walls. But for all that, he was safe. His plan had concluded as it had begun: with perfect clockwork precision.


    


    After midnight the noxious clouds rolled away, at last revealing the moon. The detritus-laden atmosphere gave it a reddish glow, its lambent light intermittently disturbed by the still burning fires.


    Two men stood in the center of a steel bridge. Below them, the charred remains of an unending war were reflected in the surface of the sluggish water.


    “It’s done,” the first one said. “Khalid Murat has been killed in a manner that will cause maximum impact.”


    “I would expect nothing less, Khan,” the second man said. “You owe your impeccable reputation in no small part to the commissions I’ve given you.” He was taller than the assassin by a good four inches, square-shouldered, long-legged. The only thing that marred his appearance was the strange glassy utterly hairless skin on the left side of his face and neck. He possessed the charisma of a born leader, a man not to be trifled with. Clearly, he was at home in the great halls of power, in public forums or in thuggish back alleys.


    Khan was still basking in the look in Murat’s eyes as he died. The look was different in every man. Khan had learned there was no common thread, for each man’s life was unique, and though all sinned, the corrosion those sins caused differed from one to the next, like the structure of a snowflake, never to be repeated. In Murat, what had it been? Not fear. Astonishment, yes, rage, surely, but something more, deeper—sorrow at leaving a life’s work undone. The dissection of the last look was always incomplete, Khan thought. He longed to know whether there was betrayal there, as well. Had Murat known who had ordered his assassination?


    He looked at Stepan Spalko, who was holding out an envelope, heavy with money.


    “Your fee,” Spalko said. “Plus a bonus.”


    “Bonus?” The topic of money refocused Khan’s attention fully on the immediate. “There was no mention of a bonus.”


    Spalko shrugged. The ruddy moonlight made his cheek and neck shine like a bloody mass. “Khalid Murat was your twenty-fifth commission with me. Call it an anniversary present, if you wish.”


    “You’re most generous, Mr. Spalko.” Khan stowed the envelope away without looking inside. To have done otherwise would have been very bad manners.


    “I’ve asked you to call me Stepan. I refer to you as Khan.”


    “That’s different.”


    “How so?”


    Khan stood very still, and the silence flowed toward him. It gathered in him, making him seem taller, broader.


    “I’m not required to explain myself to you, Mr. Spalko.”


    “Come, come,” Spalko said with a conciliatory gesture. “We’re far from strangers. We share secrets of the most intimate nature.”


    The silence built. Somewhere on the outskirts of Grozny an explosion lit up the night, and the sound of small-arms fire came to them like strings of children’s firecrackers.


    At length, Khan spoke. “In the jungle I learned two mortal lessons. The first was to trust absolutely only myself. The second was to observe the most minute proprietaries of civilization, because knowing your place in the world is the only thing standing between you and the anarchy of the jungle.”


    Spalko regarded him for a long time. The fitful glow from the firefight was in Khan’s eyes, lending him a savage aspect. Spalko imagined him alone in the jungle, prey to privations, the quarry of greed and wanton bloodlust. The jungle of Southeast Asia was a world unto itself. A barbarous, pestilential area with its own peculiar laws. That Khan had not only survived there, but flourished, was, in Spalko’s mind at least, the essential mystery surrounding him.


    “I’d like to think we’re more than businessman and client.”


    Khan shook his head. “Death has a particular odor. I smell it on you.”


    “And I on you.” A slow smile crept across Spalko’s face. “So you agree, there is something special between us.”


    “We’re men of secrets,” Khan said, “aren’t we?”


    “A worship of death; a shared understanding of its power.” Spalko nodded his assent. “I have what you requested.” He held out a black file folder.


    Khan looked into Spalko’s eyes for a moment. His discerning nature had caught a certain air of condescension that he found inexcusable. As he had long ago learned to do, he smiled at the offense, hiding his outrage behind the impenetrable mask of his face. Another lesson he had learned in the jungle: Acting in the moment, in hot blood, often led to an irreversible mistake; waiting in patience for the hot blood to cool was where all successful vengeance was bred. Taking the folder, he busied himself with opening the dossier. Inside, he found a single sheet of onionskin with three brief close-typed paragraphs and a photo of a handsome male face. Beneath the picture was a name: David Webb. “This is all of it?”


    “Culled from many sources. All the information on him anyone has.” Spalko spoke so smoothly Khan was certain he had rehearsed the reply.


    “But this is the man.”


    Spalko nodded.


    “There can be no doubt.”


    “None whatsoever.”


    Judging by the widening glow, the firefight had intensified. Mortars could be heard, bringing their rain of fire. Overhead, the moon seemed to glow a deeper red.


    Khan’s eyes narrowed and his right hand curled slowly into a tight fist of hate. “I could never find a trace of him. I’d suspected he was dead.”


    “In a way,” Spalko said, “he is.”


    


    He watched Khan walk across the bridge. He took out a cigarette and lit up, drawing the smoke into his lungs, letting it go reluctantly. When Khan had disappeared into the shadows, Spalko pulled out a cell phone, dialed an overseas number. A voice answered, and Spalko said, “He has the dossier. Is everything in place?”


    “Yes, sir.”


    “Good. At midnight your local time you’ll begin the operation.”
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      CHAPTER ONE

    


    
      David Webb, professor of linguistics at Georgetown University, was buried beneath a stack of ungraded term papers. He was striding down the musty back corridors of gargantuan Healy Hall, heading for the office of Theodore Barton, his department head, and he was late, hence this shortcut he had long ago discovered using narrow, ill-lighted passageways few students knew about or cared to use.


      There was a benign ebb and flow to his life bound by the strictures of the university. His year was defined by the terms of the Georgetown semesters. The deep winter that began them gave grudging way to a tentative spring and ended in the heat and humidity of the second semester’s finals week. There was a part of him that fought against serenity, the part that thought of his former life in the clandestine service of the U.S. government, the part that kept him friends with his former handler, Alexander Conklin.


      He was about to round a corner when he heard harsh voices raised and mocking laughter and saw ominous-seeming shadows playing along the wall.


      “Muthfucka, we gonna make your gook tongue come out the back of your head!”


      Webb dropped the stack of papers he had been carrying and sprinted around the corner. As he did so, he saw three young black men in coats down to their ankles arrayed in a menacing semicircle around an Asian, trapping him against a corridor wall. They had a way of standing, their knees slightly bent, their upper limbs loose and swinging slightly that made their entire bodies seem like blunt and ugly aspects of weapons, cocked and ready. With a start, he recognized their prey was Rongsey Siv, a favorite student of his.


      “Muthafucka,” snarled one, wiry, with a strung-out, reckless look on his defiant face, “we come in here, gather up the goods to trade for the bling-bling.”


      “Can’t ever have enough bling-bling,” said another with an eagle tattoo on his cheek. He rolled a huge gold square-cut ring, one of many on the fingers of his right hand, back and forth. “Or don’t you know the bling-bling, gook?”


      “Yah, gook,” the strung-out one said, goggle-eyed. “You don’t look like you know shit.”


      “He wants to stop us,” the one with the tattooed cheek said, leaning in toward Rongsey. “Yah, gook, whatcha gonna do, kung-fuckin-fu us to death?”


      They laughed raucously, making stylized kicking gestures toward Rongsey, who shrank back even farther against the wall as they closed in.


      The third black man, thick-muscled, heavyset, drew a baseball bat from underneath the voluminous folds of his long coat. “That right. Put your hands up, gook. We gonna break your knuckles good.” He slapped the bat against his cupped palm. “You want it all at once or one at a time?”


      “Yo,” the strung-out one cried, “he don’t get to choose.” He pulled out his own baseball bat and advanced menacingly on Rongsey.


      As the strung-out kid brandished his bat, Webb came at them. So silent was his approach, so intent were they on the damage they were about to inflict that they did not become aware of him until he was upon them.


      He grabbed the strung-out kid’s bat in his left hand as it was coming down toward Rongsey’s head. Tattoo-cheek, on Webb’s right, cursed mightily, swung his balled fist, knuckles bristling with sharp-edged rings, aiming for Webb’s ribs.


      In that instant, from the veiled and shadowed place inside Webb’s head, the Bourne persona took firm control. Webb deflected the blow from tattoo-cheek with his biceps, stepped forward and slammed his elbow into tattoo-cheek’s sternum. He went down, clawing at his chest.


      The third thug, bigger than the other two, cursed and, dropping his bat, pulled a switchblade. He lunged at Webb, who stepped into the attack, delivering a short, sharp blow to the inside of the assailant’s wrist. The switchblade fell to the corridor floor, skittering away. Webb hooked his left foot behind the other’s ankle and lifted up. The big thug fell on his back, turned over and scrambled away.


      Bourne yanked the baseball bat out of the strung-out thug’s grip. “Muthafuckin’ Five-O,” the thug muttered. His pupils were dilated, unfocused by the effects of whatever drugs he’d taken. He pulled a gun—a cheap Saturday-night special—and aimed it at Webb.


      With deadly accuracy, Webb flung the bat, striking the strung-out thug between the eyes. He staggered back, crying out, and his gun went flying.


      Alerted by the noise of the struggle, a pair of campus security guards appeared, rounding the corner at a run. They brushed past Webb, pounding after the thugs, who fled without a backward glance, the two helping the strung-out one. They burst through the rear door to the building, out into the bright sunshine of the afternoon, with the guards hot on their heels.


      Despite the guards’ intervention, Webb felt Bourne’s desire to pursue the thugs run hot in his body. How quickly it had risen from its psychic sleep, how easily it had gained control of him. Was it because he wanted it to? Webb took a deep breath, gained a semblance of control and turned to face Rongsey Siv.


      “Professor Webb!” Rongsey tried to clear his throat. “I don’t know—” He seemed abruptly overcome. His large black eyes were wide behind the lenses of his glasses. His expression was, as usual, impassive, but in those eyes Webb could see all the fear in the world.


      “It’s okay now.” Webb put his arm across Rongsey’s shoulders. As always, his fondness for the Cambodian refugee was showing through his professorial reserve. He couldn’t help it. Rongsey had overcome great adversity—losing almost all his family in the war. Rongsey and Webb had been in the same Southeast Asian jungles, and try as he might, Webb could not fully remove himself from the tangle of that hot, humid world. Like a recurring fever, it never really left you. He felt a shiver of recognition, like a dream one has while awake.


      “Loak soksapbaee chea tay?” How are you? he asked in Khmer.


      “I’m fine, Professor,” Rongsey replied in the same language. “But I don’t…I mean, how did you…?”


      “Why don’t we go outside?” Webb suggested. He was now quite late for Barton’s meeting, but he couldn’t care less. He picked up the switchblade and the gun. As he checked the gun’s mechanism, the firing pin broke. He threw the useless gun in a trash bin but pocketed the switchblade.


      Around the corner, Rongsey helped him with the spill of term papers. They then walked in silence through the corridors, which became increasingly crowded as they neared the front of the building. Webb recognized the special nature of this silence, the dense weight of time returning to normal after an incident of shared violence. It was a wartime thing, a consequence of the jungle; odd and unsettling that it should happen on this teeming metropolitan campus.


      Emerging from the corridor, they joined the swarm of students crowding through the front doors to Healy Hall. Just inside, in the center of the floor, gleamed the hallowed Georgetown University seal. A great majority of the students were walking around it because a school legend held that if you walked on the seal you’d never graduate. Rongsey was one of those who gave the seal a wide berth, but Webb strode right across it with no qualms whatsoever.


      Outside, they stood in the buttery spring sunlight, facing the trees and the Old Quadrangle, breathing the air with its hint of budding flowers. At their backs rose the looming presence of Healy Hall with its imposing Georgian red-brick facade, nineteenth-century dormer windows, slate roof and central two-hundred-foot clock spire.


      The Cambodian turned to Webb. “Professor, thank you. If you hadn’t come…”


      “Rongsey,” Webb said gently, “do you want to talk about it?”


      The student’s eyes were dark, unreadable. “What’s there to say?”


      “I suppose that would depend on you.”


      Rongsey shrugged. “I’ll be fine, Professor Webb. Really. This isn’t the first time I’ve been called names.”


      Webb stood looking at Rongsey for a moment, and he was swept by sudden emotion that caused his eyes to sting. He wanted to take the boy in his arms, hold him close, promise him that nothing else bad would ever happen to him. But he knew that Rongsey’s Buddhist training would not allow him to accept the gesture. Who could say what was going on beneath that fortresslike exterior. Webb had seen many others like Rongsey, forced by the exigencies of war and cultural hatred to bear witness to death, the collapse of a civilization, the kinds of tragedies most Americans could not understand. He felt a powerful kinship with Rongsey, an emotional bond that was tinged with a terrible sadness, recognition of the wound inside him that could never truly be healed.


      All this emotion stood between them, silently acknowledged perhaps but never articulated. With a small, almost sad smile, Rongsey formally thanked Webb again and they said their good-byes.


      


      Webb stood alone amid the students and faculty hurrying by, and yet he knew that he wasn’t truly alone. Despite his best efforts, the aggressive personality of Jason Bourne had once again asserted itself. He breathed slowly and deeply, concentrating hard, using the mental techniques his psychiatrist friend, Mo Panov, had taught him for pushing the Bourne identity down. He concentrated first on his surrounding, on the blue and gold colors of the spring afternoon, on the gray stone and red brick of the buildings around the quad, of the movement of the students, the smiling faces of the girls, the laughter of the boys, the earnest talk of the professors. He absorbed each element in its entirety, grounding himself in time and place. Then, and only then, did he turn his thoughts inward.


      Years ago he had been working for the foreign service in Phnom Penh. He’d been married then, not to Marie, his current wife, but to a Thai woman named Dao. They had two children, Joshua and Alyssa, and lived in a house on the bank of the river. America was at war with North Vietnam, but the war had spilled over into Cambodia. One afternoon, while he was at work and his family had been swimming in the river, a plane had strafed them, killing them.


      Webb had almost gone mad with grief. Finally, fleeing his house and Phnom Penh, he’d arrived in Saigon, a man with no past and no future. It had been Alex Conklin who had taken a heartsick, half-mad David Webb off the streets of Saigon and forged him into a first-rate clandestine operative. In Saigon, Webb had learned to kill, had turned his own self-hatred outward, inflicting his rage on others. When a member of Conklin’s group—an evil-tempered drifter named Jason Bourne—had been discovered to be a spy, it was Webb who had executed him. Webb had come to loathe the Bourne identity, but the truth was that it had often been his lifeline. Jason Bourne had saved Webb’s life more times than he could remember. An amusing thought if it hadn’t been so literal.


      Years later, when they had both returned to Washington, Conklin had given him a long-term assignment. He had become what amounted to a sleeper agent, taking the name of Jason Bourne, a man long dead, forgotten by everyone. For three years Webb was Bourne, turned himself into an international assassin of great repute in order to hunt down an elusive terrorist.


      But in Marseilles, his mission had gone terribly wrong. He’d been shot, cast into the dark waters of the Mediterranean, thought dead. Instead, he had been pulled from the water by members of a fishing boat, nursed back to health by a drunkard doctor in the port they’d set him down in. The only problem was that in the shock of almost dying he’d lost his memory. What had come slowly back were the Bourne memories. It was only much later, with the help of Marie, his wife-to-be, that he had come to realize the truth, that he was David Webb. But by that time the Jason Bourne personality was too well ingrained, too powerful, too cunning to die.


      In the aftermath, he’d become two people: David Webb, linguistics professor with a new wife and, eventually, two children, and Jason Bourne, the agent trained by Alex Conklin to be a formidable spy. Occasionally, in some crisis, Conklin called on Bourne’s expertise and Webb reluctantly rose to duty. But the truth was that Webb often had little control over his Bourne personality. What had just happened with Rongsey and the three street thugs was evidence enough. Bourne had a way of asserting himself that was beyond Webb’s control, despite all the work he and Panov had done.


      


      Khan, having watched David Webb and the Cambodian student talking from across the quad, ducked into a building diagonally across from Healy Hall, mounted the stairs to the third floor. Khan was dressed much like all the other students. He looked younger than his twenty-seven years and no one gave him a second look. He was wearing khakis and a jeans jacket, over which was slung an outsize backpack. His sneakers made no sound as he went down the hallway, past the doors to classrooms. In his mind’s eye was a clear picture of the view across the quad. He was again calculating angles, taking into account the mature trees that might obscure his view of his intended target.


      He paused in front of the sixth door, heard a professor’s voice from inside. The talk about ethics brought an ironic smile to his face. In his experience—and it was great and varied—ethics was as dead and useless as Latin. He went on to the next classroom, which he had already determined was empty, and went in.


      Quickly now, he shut and locked the door behind him, crossed to the line of windows overlooking the quad, opened one and got to work. From his backpack, he removed a 7.62-mm SVD Dragunov sniper rifle with a collapsible stock. He fitted the optical sight onto it, leaned it on the sill. Peering through the sight, he found David Webb, by this time standing alone across the quad in front of Healy Hall. There were trees just to his left. Every once in a while, a passing student would obscure him. Khan took a deep breath, let it out slowly. He sighted on Webb’s head.


      


      Webb shook his head, shaking off the effect his memories of the past had on him, and refocusing on his immediate surroundings. The leaves rustled in a gathering breeze, their tips gilded with sunlight. Close by, a girl, her books clutched to her chest, laughed at the punchline of a joke. A waft of pop music came from an open window somewhere. Webb, still thinking of all the things he wanted to say to Rongsey, was about to turn up the front steps of Healy Hall when a soft phutt! sounded in his ear. Reacting instinctively, he stepped into the dappled shadows beneath the trees.


      You’re under attack! shouted Bourne’s all-too-familiar voice, reemerging in his mind. Move now! And Webb’s body reacted, scrambling as another bullet, its initial percussion muffled by a silencer, splintered the tree bark beside his cheek.


      A crack marksman. Bourne’s thoughts began to flood through Webb’s brain in response to the organism finding itself under attack.


      The ordinary world was in Webb’s eyes, but the extraordinary world that ran parallel to it, Jason Bourne’s world—secret, rarefied, privileged, deadly—flared like napalm in his mind. In the space of a heartbeat, he had been torn from David Webb’s everyday life, set apart from everyone and everything Webb held dear. Even the chance meeting with Rongsey seemed now to belong to another lifetime. From behind, out of the sniper’s sight, he gripped the tree, the pad of his forefinger feeling for the mark the bullet had made. He looked up. It was Jason Bourne who traced the trajectory of the bullet back to a third-floor window in a building diagonally across the quad.


      All around him, Georgetown students walked, strolled, talked, argued and debated. They had seen nothing, of course, and if by chance they had heard anything at all, the sounds meant nothing to them and were quickly forgotten. Webb left his protection behind the tree, moving quickly into a knot of students. He mingled with them, hurrying, but as much as possible keeping to their pace. They were his best protection now, blocking Webb from the sniper’s line of sight.


      It seemed as if he was only semiconscious, a sleepwalker who nevertheless saw and sensed everything with a heightened awareness. A component of this awareness was a contempt for those civilians who inhabited the ordinary world, David Webb included.


      


      After the second shot, Khan had drawn back, confused. This was not a state he knew well. His mind raced, assessing what had just happened. Instead of panicking, running like a frightened sheep back into Healy Hall as Khan had anticipated, Webb had calmly moved into the cover of the trees, impeding Khan’s view. That had been improbable enough—and totally out of character for the man briefly described in Spalko’s dossier—but then Webb had used the gash the second bullet had made in the tree to gauge its trajectory. Now, using the students as cover, he was heading toward this very building. Improbably, he was attacking instead of fleeing.


      Slightly unnerved by this unexpected turn of events, Khan hurriedly broke down the rifle, stowed it away. Webb had gained the steps to the building. He’d be here within minutes.


      


      Bourne detached himself from the pedestrian flow, raced into the building. Once inside, he leaped up the stairway to the third floor. He turned left. Seventh door on the left: a classroom. The corridor was filled with the buzz of students from all over the world—Africans, Asians, Latin Americans, Europeans. Each face, no matter how briefly glimpsed, registered on the screen of Jason Bourne’s memory.


      The low chatter of the students, their fitful bursts of laughter, belied the danger lurking in the immediate environment. As he approached the classroom door, he opened the switchblade he had confiscated earlier, curled his fist around it so that the blade protruded like a spike from between his second and third fingers. In one smooth motion, he pushed open the door, curled into a ball and tumbled inside, landing behind the heavy oak desk, some eight feet from the doorway. His knife hand was up; he was ready for anything.


      He rose cautiously. An empty classroom leered at him, filled only with chalk dust and mottled patches of sunlight. He stood looking around for a moment, his nostrils dilated, as if he could drink in the scent of the sniper, make his image appear out of thin air. He crossed to the windows. One was open, the fourth from the left. He stood at it, staring out at the spot beneath the tree where moments ago he had been standing, talking with Rongsey. This is where the sniper had stood. Bourne could imagine him resting the rifle barrel on the sill, fitting one eye to the powerful scope, sighting across the quad. The play of light and shadow, the crossing students, a sudden burst of laughter or cross words. His finger on the trigger, squeezing in an even pull. Phutt! Phutt! One shot, two.


      Bourne studied the windowsill. Glancing around, he went to the metal tray that ran below the wall of blackboards, scooped out a measure of chalk dust. Returning to the window, he gently blew the chalk dust from his fingers onto the slate surface of the sill. Not a single print appeared. It had been wiped clean. He knelt, cast his gaze along the wall beneath the window, the floor at his feet. He found nothing—no telltale cigarette butt, no stray hairs, no spent shells. The meticulous assassin had vanished just as expertly as he had appeared. His heart was pounding, his mind racing. Who would try to kill him? Surely, it was no one from his current life. The worst that could be said about it was his argument last week with Bob Drake, the head of the ethics department, whose penchant for droning on about his chosen field was both legendary and annoying. No, this threat was coming from Jason Bourne’s world. Doubtless, there were many candidates from his past, but how many of them would be able to trace Jason Bourne back to David Webb? This was the real question that worried him. Though part of him wanted to go home, talk this through with Marie, he knew that the one person with sufficient knowledge of Bourne’s shadow existence to be able to help was Alex Conklin, the man who like a conjurer had created Bourne out of thin air.


      He crossed to the phone on the wall, lifted the receiver and punched in his faculty access code. When he reached an outside line, he dialed Alex Conklin’s private number. Conklin, now semiretired from the CIA, would be at home. Bourne got a busy signal.


      Either he could wait here for Alex to get off the phone—which, knowing Alex, could be a half hour or more—or he could drive to his house. The open window seemed to mock him. It knew more than he did about what had taken place here.


      He left the classroom, heading back down the stairs. Without thinking, he scanned those around him, looking to match up anyone he had passed on his way to the room.


      Hurrying across the campus, he soon reached the car park. He was about to get into his car when he thought better of it. Making a quick but thorough inspection of the car’s exterior and its engine, he determined that it had not been tampered with. Satisfied, he slid behind the wheel, turned on the ignition and drove out of the campus.


      


      Alex Conklin lived on a rural estate in Manassas, Virginia. Once Webb reached the outskirts of Georgetown, the sky took on a deeper radiance; an eerie kind of stillness had taken root, as if the passing countryside was holding its breath.


      As with the Bourne personality, Webb both loved and loathed Conklin. He was father, confessor, coconspirator, exploiter. Alex Conklin was the keeper of the keys to Bourne’s past. It was imperative he talk to Conklin now because Alex was the only one who would know how someone stalking Jason Bourne could find David Webb on campus at Georgetown University.


      He’d left the city behind him, and by the time he’d reached the Virginia countryside, the brightest part of the day had slipped away. Thick banks of clouds obscured the sun, and gusts of wind swept through the verdant Virginia hillsides. He pressed down on the accelerator and the car leaped forward, its big engine purring.


      As he followed the banked curves of the highway, it suddenly occurred to him that he hadn’t seen Mo Panov in over a month. Mo, an Agency psychologist recommended by Conklin, was trying to repair Webb’s fractured psyche, to suppress the Bourne identity for good and help Webb recover his lost memories. Through Mo’s techniques, Webb had found chunks of memory he had assumed lost floating back up to his conscious mind. But the work was arduous, exhausting, and it wasn’t unusual for him to halt the sessions during ends of terms when his life became unbearably hectic.


      He turned off the main highway and headed northwest on a two-lane blacktop road. Why had Panov come into his mind at just this moment? Bourne had learned to trust his senses and his intuition. Mo popping up out of the blue was a kind of signpost. What meaning did Panov have for him now? Memory, yes, but what else? Bourne thought back. The last time they had been together, he and Panov had been talking about silence. Mo had told him that silence was a useful tool in memory work. The mind, needing to be busy, did not like silence. If you could induce a complete enough silence in your conscious mind, it was possible that a memory lost to you would appear to fill the space. Okay, Bourne thought, but why think about silence just at this moment?


      It wasn’t until he had turned into Conklin’s long, gracefully curving drive that he made the connection. The sniper had used a silencer, the main purpose of which was to keep the shooter from being noticed. But a silencer had its drawbacks. In a long-range weapon, like the one the sniper had been using, it would significantly impair the accuracy of the shot. He should have been aiming at Bourne’s torso—a higher-percentage shot because of body mass—but instead, he’d fired at Bourne’s head. That wasn’t logical, if you assumed the sniper was trying to kill Bourne. But if he was only attempting to frighten, to give warning—that was another matter. This unknown sniper had an ego, then, but he was not a showboat; he had left no token of his prowess behind. And yet he had a specific agenda—that much was clear.


      Bourne passed the looming misshapen hulk of the old barn, the other smaller outbuildings—utility facilities, storage sheds and the like. Then the main house was in sight. It stood within stands of tall pines, clumps of birch and blue cedars, old wood that had been here for close to sixty years, predating the stone house by a decade. The estate had belonged to a now-deceased army general who had been deeply involved in clandestine and rather unsavory activities. As a result, the manor house—the entire estate, actually—was honeycombed with underground tunnels, entrances and egresses. Bourne imagined it amused Conklin to live in a place filled with so many secrets.


      As he pulled up, he saw not only Conklin’s BMW 7-series but Mo Panov’s Jaguar parked side by side. As he walked across the bluestone gravel, his heart felt suddenly lighter. The two best friends he had in the world—both in their own ways the keepers of his past—were inside. Together, they would solve this mystery as they had all the others before. He climbed onto the front portico, rang the bell. There was no answer. Pressing his ear to the polished teak door, he could hear voices from within. He tried the handle, found the door unlocked.


      An alarm went off inside his head and, for a moment, he stood behind the half-open door, listening to everything inside the house. No matter that he was out here in the countryside where crime was practically unheard of—old habits never died. Conklin’s overactive sense of security would dictate locking the front door whether or not he was home. Opening the switchblade, he entered, all too aware that an attacker—one of a termination team sent to kill him—could be lurking inside.


      The chandeliered foyer gave out onto a wide sweep of polished wood stairs leading up to an open gallery that ran the width of the foyer. To the right was the formal living room, to the left the denlike media room with its wet bar and deep, masculine leather sofas. Just beyond there was a smaller, more intimate room that Alex had made into his study.


      Bourne followed the sound of the voice into the media room. On the large-screen TV a telegenic CNN commentator was standing outside the front of the Oskjuhlid Hotel. A superimposed graphic indicated that he was on location in Reykjavík, Iceland. “…the tenuous nature of the upcoming terrorism summit is on everyone’s mind here.”


      No one was in the room, but there were two old-fashioned glasses on the cocktail table. Bourne picked one up, sniffed. Speyside single-malt, aged in sherry casks. The complex aroma of Conklin’s favorite Scotch disoriented him, brought back a memory, a vision of Paris. It was autumn, fiery horse-chestnut leaves tumbling down the Champs-Elysées. He was looking out the window from an office. He struggled with this vision, which was so strong he seemed to be pulled out of himself, to actually be in Paris, but, he reminded himself grimly, he was in Manassas, Virginia, at Alex Conklin’s house, and all was not well. He struggled, trying to maintain his vigilance, his focus, but the memory, triggered by the scent of the single-malt, was overpowering, and he so yearned to know, to fill in the gaping holes in his memory. And so he found himself in the Paris office. Whose? Not Conklin’s—Alex had never had an office in Paris. That smell, someone in the office with him. He turned, saw for the briefest instant the flash of a half-remembered face.


      He tore himself away. Even though it was maddening to have a life you remembered only in fitful bursts, with all that had happened and things here feeling just slightly off-kilter, he couldn’t afford to get sidetracked. What had Mo said about these triggers? They could come from a sight, a sound, a smell, even the touch of something, that once the memory was triggered he could tease it out by repeating the stimulus that had provoked it in the first place. But not now. He needed to find Alex and Mo.


      He looked down, saw a small notepad on the table and picked it up. It seemed blank; the top leaf had been ripped off. But when he turned it slightly, he could see faint indentations. Someone—presumably Conklin—had written “NX20.” He pocketed the pad.


      “So, the countdown has begun. In five days’ time, the world will know whether a new day, a new world order will emerge, whether the law-abiding peoples of the world will be able to live in peace and harmony.” The anchor continued to drone on, segueing into a commercial.


      Bourne switched off the TV with the remote and silence descended. It was possible that Conklin and Mo were out walking, a favorite way for Panov to let off steam while in conversation, and he, no doubt, would want the old man to get his exercise. But there was the anomaly of the unlocked door.


      Bourne retraced his steps, reentering the foyer and going up the stairs two at a time. Both guest bedrooms were empty, devoid of any sign of recent habitation, as were their en suite bathrooms. Down the hall, he went into Conklin’s master suite, a Spartan space befitting an old soldier. The bed was small and hard, not much more than a pallet. It was unmade, clear that Alex had slept there last night. But as befitted a master of secrets, there was very little in the way of his past on display. Bourne picked up a silver-framed snapshot of a woman with long wavy hair, light eyes and a gently mocking smile. He recognized the regal stone lions of the fountain at Saint-Sulpice in the background. Paris. Bourne put the photo down, checked the bath. Nothing there of interest.


      Back downstairs, two chimes sounded the hour on the clock in Conklin’s study. It was an antique ship’s clock, its note bell-like, musical. But for Bourne the sound had unaccountably taken on an ominous cast. It seemed to him as if the tolling of the bell was rushing through the house like a black wave, and his heart beat fast.


      He went down the hallway, past the kitchen into whose doorway he momentarily poked his head. A teakettle was on the stove, but the stainless-steel counters were spotlessly clean. Inside the refrigerator, the ice machine ground out cubes. And then he saw it—Conklin’s walking stick, polished ash with the turned silver knob at its top. Alex had a bum leg, the result of a particularly violent encounter overseas; he would never have gone out on the grounds without the stick.


      The study was around to the left, a comfortable wood-paneled room in a corner of the house that looked out onto a tree-shaded lawn, a flagstone terrace in the middle of which was sunk a lap-pool and, beyond, the beginning of the pine and hardwood forest that ran for most of the property. With a mounting sense of urgency, Bourne headed for the study. The moment he entered, he froze.


      He was never so aware of the dichotomy inside himself, for part of him had become detached, an objective observer. This purely analytic section of his brain noted that Alex Conklin and Mo Panov lay on the richly dyed Persian carpet. Blood had flowed out of their head wounds, soaked into the carpet, in some places overflowing it, pooling on the polished wood floor. Fresh blood, still glistening. Conklin was staring up at the ceiling, his eyes filmed over. His face was flushed and angry, as if all the bile he had been holding deep inside had been forced to the surface. Mo’s head was turned as if he had been trying to look behind him when he was felled. An unmistakable expression of fear was etched on his face. In the last instant, he had seen his death coming.


      Alex! Mo! Jesus! Jesus! All at once, the emotional dam burst and Bourne was on his knees, his mind reeling with shock and horror. His entire world was shaken to its core. Alex and Mo dead—even with the grisly evidence before him it was hard to believe. Never to speak to them again, never to have access to their expertise. A jumble of images paraded before him, remembrances of Alex and Mo, times they had spent together, tense times filled with danger and sudden death, and then, in the aftermath, the ease and comfort of an intimacy that could only come from shared peril. Two lives taken by force, leaving behind nothing but anger and fear. With a stunning finality, the door onto his past slammed shut. Both Bourne and Webb were mourning. Bourne struggled to gather himself, swept aside Webb’s hysterical emotionalism, willed himself not to weep. Mourning was an indulgence he could not afford. He had to think.


      Bourne got busy absorbing the murder scene, fixing details in his mind, trying to work out what had happened. He moved closer, careful not to step in the blood or to otherwise disturb the scene. Alex and Mo had been shot to death, apparently with the gun lying on the carpet between them. They had received one shot each. This was a professional hit, not an intruder break-in. Bourne’s eye caught the glint of the cell phone gripped in Alex’s hand. It appeared as if he had been speaking to someone when he was shot. Had it been when Bourne was trying to get through to him earlier? Quite possibly. By the look of the blood, the lividity of the bodies, the lack of rigor mortis in the fingers, it was clear the murders had happened within the hour.


      A faint sound in the distance began to intrude on his thoughts. Sirens! Bourne left the study and raced to the front-facing window. A fleet of Virginia State Police cruisers was careening down the driveway, lights flashing. Bourne was caught in a house with the bodies of two murdered men, and no plausible alibi. He had been set up. All at once, he felt the prongs of a clever trap closing around him.

    

  


  
    
      CHAPTER TWO

    


    
      The pieces came together in his mind. The expert shots fired at him on campus had not been meant to kill him but to herd him, to force him to come to Conklin. But Conklin and Mo had already been killed. Someone was still here, watching and waiting to call the police as soon as Bourne had shown up. The man who’d shot at him on campus?


      Without a second thought, Bourne grabbed Alex’s cell phone, ran into the kitchen, opened a narrow door onto a steep flight of stairs down into the basement and peered down into pitch blackness. He could hear the crackling of the police radios, the crunch of gravel, the pounding on the front door. Querulous voices raised.


      Bourne went to the kitchen drawers, scrabbled around until he found Conklin’s flashlight, then went through the basement door; for a moment he was in utter darkness. The concentrated beam of light illuminated the steps as he descended quickly, silently. He could smell the scents of concrete, old wood, lacquer and oil from the furnace. He found the hatch underneath the stairs, pulled it out. Once, on a cold and snowy winter’s afternoon, Conklin had shown him the underground entrance the general had used to get to the private heliport near the stables. Bourne could hear the boards creaking above his head. The cops were inside the house. Possibly they had already found the bodies. Three cars, two dead men. It would not be long before they traced the license tags to his car.


      Ducking down, he entered the low passageway, fitted the hatch back into place. Too late he thought of the old-fashioned glass he had picked up. When the forensics people dust, they’ll find my prints. Those, along with my car parked in the driveway…


      No good thinking about that now, he had to move! Bent over, he made his way along the cramped passageway. Within ten feet it opened up so that he was able to walk normally. There was a new dampness in the air; from somewhere close at hand he could hear the slow drip of water seeping. He determined that he had gone beyond the foundation of the house. Bourne quickened his pace and, not three minutes later, came upon another set of stairs. These were of metal, military in nature. He mounted them and, at the top, pushed up with his shoulder. Another hatch opened. Fresh air, the hushed and tranquil light at the end of the day, the droning of insects washed over him. He was at the edge of the general’s heliport.


      The tarmac was littered with twigs and bits of dead branches. At some point, a family of raccoons had made their way into the small ramshackle shingle-roofed shed at the edge of the tarmac. The place bore the unmistakable air of abandonment. The heliport was not, however, his objective. He turned his back on it and plunged into the thick pine forest.


      His goal was to make a long sweeping curve away from the house, the entire estate, eventually ending up on the highway far enough away from any cordon the police threw around the estate. However, his immediate objective was the stream that ran more or less diagonally through the property. It would not be long, he knew, before the police brought in dogs. He could do very little about leaving his scent on dry land, but in the moving water even the dogs would lose his trail.


      Snaking through the thorny snarl of underbrush, he crested a small ridge, stood between two cedars, listening intently. It was vital to catalog all the normal sounds of this specific environment so that he would instantly be alerted to the sound of an intruder. He was keenly aware that an enemy was in all likelihood somewhere close by. The murderer of his friends, of the moorings of his old life. The desire to stalk that enemy was weighed against the necessity of escaping from the police. As much as he wanted to track down the killer, Bourne knew it was crucial for him to be outside the radius of the police cordon before it was fully set up.


      


      The moment Khan had entered the dense pine and hardwood forest on Alexander Conklin’s estate he felt as if he had come home. The deep green vault closed over his head, plunging him into a premature twilight. Overhead, he could see sunlight filtering through the topmost branches, but here all was murk and gloom, the better for him to stalk his prey. He had followed Webb from the university campus to Conklin’s house. During the course of his career, he had heard of Alexander Conklin, knew him for the legendary spymaster he had been. What puzzled him was why David Webb should come here? Why would he even know Conklin? And how was it that so many police had shown up at the estate mere minutes after Webb himself?


      In the distance, he could hear baying, and he knew the police must have let loose their tracking dogs. Up ahead, he saw Webb moving through the forest as if he knew it well. Another question without an obvious answer. Khan picked up his pace, wondering where Webb was headed. Then he heard the sound of a stream and he knew precisely what his quarry had on his mind.


      Khan hurried on, reaching the stream before Webb. He knew his prey would head downstream, away from the direction in which the hounds were headed. That was when he saw the huge willow and a grin captured his face. A sturdy tree with a network of spreading branches was just what he needed.


      


      The ruddy sunlight of early evening threaded itself like needles of fire through the trees, and Bourne’s eye was caught by the splotches of crimson that fired the edge of the leaves.


      On the far side of the ridge, the land fell away rather steeply, and the way became more rocky. He could pick out the soft burbling sound of the nearby stream, and he headed for it as quickly as he could. The winter’s snowpack had combined with the early spring rains to leave the stream swollen. Without hesitation, he stepped into the chill water, wading downstream. The longer he stayed in the water the better, as the dogs would lose all scent of him and become confused, and the farther away he emerged, the harder it would be for them to pick up his scent again.


      Safe for the moment, he began thinking of his wife, Marie. He needed to contact her. Going home was out of the question now; doing so would put them in immediate jeopardy. But he had to contact Marie, warn her. The Agency was sure to come looking for him at home, and not finding him there, they were certain to detain Marie, interrogate her, assuming she would know his whereabouts. And there was the even more chilling possibility that whoever had set him up would now try to get to him through his family. In a sudden sweat of anxiety, he pulled out Conklin’s cell phone, dialed Marie’s cell phone, input a text message. It was one word only: Diamond. This was the code word he and Marie had previously agreed upon, to be used only in dire emergencies. It was a directive for her to take the kids and leave immediately for their safe house. They were to stay there, incommunicado, secure, until Bourne gave Marie the “all clear” signal. Alex’s phone rang and Bourne saw Marie’s text: Repeat please. This was not the prescribed response. Then he realized why she was confused. He had contacted her on Alex’s cell phone, not his. He repeated the message: DIAMOND, this time typing it in all capital letters. He waited, breathless, and then Marie’s response came: HOURGLASS. Bourne exhaled in relief. Marie had acknowledged; he knew the message was real. Even now, she would be gathering up the kids, bundling them into the station wagon, driving off, leaving everything behind.


      Still, he was left with a feeling of anxiety. He would feel a whole lot better once he heard her voice, once he could explain to her what had happened, that he was fine. But he wasn’t fine. The man she knew—David Webb—had already been subsumed again by Bourne. Marie hated and feared Jason Bourne. And why shouldn’t she? It was possible that one day Bourne would be all that was left of the personality in David Webb’s body. And whose doing would that be? Alexander Conklin’s.


      It seemed astonishing and altogether improbable to him that he could both love and loathe this man. How mysterious the human mind that it could simultaneously contain such extreme contradictory emotions, that it could rationalize away those evil qualities it knew were there in order to feel affection for someone. But, Bourne knew, the need to love and be loved was a human imperative.


      He continued this train of thought as he followed the stream, which, for all its bright sparkle, was exceptionally clear. Small fish darted this way and that, terrified by his advance. Once or twice he glimpsed a trout in a silvery flash, bony mouth slightly open as if seeking something. He had come to a bend in which a large willow, its roots greedy for moisture, overhung the streambed. Alert to any noise, any sign that his pursuers were drawing near, Bourne detected nothing but the rushing of the stream itself.


      The attack came from above. He heard nothing, but he felt the shift in the light, then a weight pressing down on him in the instant before he was driven into the water. He felt the crushing pressure of the body on his midsection and lungs. As he struggled to breathe, his attacker slammed his head on the slick rocks of the streambed. A fist drove into his kidney and all the breath went out of him.


      Instead of tensing against the attack, Bourne willed his body to go completely limp. At the same time, instead of striking out, he drew his elbows into his side and, at the moment when his body was at its most slack, he reared up onto them, twisting his torso. As he hurled himself around, he struck out and up with the edge of his hand. He gasped air into his lungs as the weight came off. Water streamed across his face, blurring his vision, so that he could see only the outline of his assailant. He struck out at him but connected with nothing but air.


      His assailant vanished as quickly as he had appeared.


      


      Khan, gasping and retching as he scrambled down the streambed, tried to force air past the spasming muscles and bruised cartilage of his throat. Stunned and enraged, he gained the underbrush and was soon lost within the tangle of the forest. Trying to force himself to breathe normally, he gently massaged the tender area Webb had struck. That had not been a lucky blow but a calculated, expert counterattack. Khan was confused, a tinge of fear creeping through him. Webb was a dangerous man—far more than any academic had any right to be. He had been shot at before; he could trace a bullet’s trajectory, could track through wilderness, fight hand-to-hand. And at the first sign of trouble he had come to Alexander Conklin. Who was this man? Khan asked himself. One thing was certain, he would not underestimate Webb again. He would track him, regain the psychological advantage. Before the inevitable end, he wanted Webb to be afraid of him.


      


      Martin Lindros, Deputy Director of the CIA, arrived at the Manassas estate of the late Alexander Conklin at precisely six minutes past six. He was met by the ranking Virginia State Police detective, a harried, balding man named Harris who was trying to mediate the territorial dispute that had sprung up between the state police, the county sheriff’s office and the FBI, all of whom had begun vying for jurisdiction as soon as the identities of the deceased had been discovered. When Lindros emerged from his car, he counted a dozen vehicles, three times that number of people. What was needed was a sense of order and purpose.


      As he shook hands with Harris, he looked him straight in the eye and said, “Detective Harris, the FBI is out. You and I will be working this double homicide ourselves.”


      “Yessir,” Harris said crisply. He was tall and, perhaps in compensation, had developed a slight stoop, which along with his large watery eyes and lugubrious face made him seem as if he had run out of energy long ago. “Thanks. I’ve got some—”


      “Don’t thank me, Detective, I guarantee you this is going to be one bitch of a case.” He dispatched his assistant to deal with the FBI and the sheriff’s personnel. “Any sign of David Webb?” He’d gotten word from the FBI when he’d been patched through to them that Webb’s car had been found parked in Conklin’s driveway. Not Webb, really. Jason Bourne. Which was why the Director of Central Intelligence had dispatched him to take over the investigation personally.


      “Not yet,” Harris said. “But we have the dogs out.”


      “Good. Have you established a cordon perimeter?”


      “I tried to send my men out, but then the FBI…” Harris shook his head “I told them time was of the essence.”


      Lindros glanced at his watch. “Half-mile perimeter. Use some of your men to work another cordon at a radius of a quarter-mile. They might pick up something useful. Call in more personnel if you have to.”


      While Harris was talking on his walkie-talkie, Lindros eyed him appraisingly. “What’s your first name?” he asked when the detective was through giving orders.


      The detective gave him an abashed look. “Harry.”


      “Harry Harris. You’re kidding, right?”


      “No, sir. I’m afraid not.”


      “What were your parents thinking?”


      “I don’t think they were, sir.”


      “Okay, Harry. Let’s take a look at what we have here.” Lindros was in his late thirties, a smart sandy-haired Ivy Leaguer who had been recruited to the Agency out of Georgetown. Lindros’ father had been a strong-willed man who spoke his mind and had his own way of doing things. He instilled this quirky independence in young Martin, along with the sense of duty to his country, and Lindros believed it was these qualities that had caught the attention of the DCI.


      Harris brought him into the study but not before Lindros had marked the two old-fashioned glasses on the cocktail table in the media room. “Anyone touch these, Harry?”


      “Not to my knowledge, sir.”


      “Call me Martin. We’re going to get to know each other fast.” He looked up and smiled, to further put the other at ease. The manner in which he had thrown around the Agency’s weight was deliberate. In cutting out the other law enforcement agencies, he had drawn Harris into his orbit. He had a feeling he was going to need a compliant detective. “Have your forensics people dust both glasses for prints, will you?”


      “Right away.”


      “And now let’s have a word with the coroner.”


      


      High atop the road that snaked along the ridge bordering the estate, a heavyset man stood peering at Bourne through a pair of powerful night-vision glasses. He had a wide melon face distinctly Slavic in character. The fingertips of his left hand were yellow; he smoked constantly, compulsively. Behind him, his large black SUV was parked in a scenic turnout. To anyone passing, he would look like a tourist. Tracking backward, he found Khan creeping through the woods on Bourne’s trail. Keeping one eye on Khan’s progress, he flipped open his tri-band cell phone, punched in an overseas number.


      Stepan Spalko answered at once.


      “The trap has been sprung,” the heavyset Slav said. “The target is on the run. So far he has eluded both the police and Khan.”


      “Goddammit!” Spalko said. “What is Khan up to?”


      “Do you want me to find out?” the man asked in his cold, casual manner.


      “Keep as far away from him as possible. In fact,” Spalko said, “get out of there now.”


      


      Staggering to the stream bank, Bourne sat down, slicked his hair back from his face. His body ached and his lungs felt as if they were on fire. Explosions went off behind his eyes, returning him to the jungles of Tam Quan, the missions David Webb had undertaken at Alex Conklin’s behest, missions sanctioned by Saigon Command yet disavowed by them, insane missions so difficult, so deadly that no American military personnel could ever be associated with them.


      Bathed in the failing light of a spring evening, Bourne knew that he had been thrust into the same kind of situation now. He was in a red zone—an area controlled by the enemy. The trouble was, he had no idea who the enemy was or what he intended. Was Bourne even now being herded as he apparently had been when he had been fired upon at Georgetown University, or had his enemy moved on to a new phase of his plan?


      Far off, he heard the baying of dogs, and then, startlingly close at hand, the crisp, clear sound of a twig snapping. Had it been made by an animal or the enemy? His immediate objective had been altered. He still had to avoid the net of the police cordon but now, at the same time, he had to find a way to turn the tables on his attacker. The trouble was he had to find his assailant before he attacked Bourne again. If it was the same person as before, then he was not only a crack shot but also an expert at jungle warfare. In a way, knowing this much about his adversary heartened Bourne. He was getting to know his opponent. Now to avoid being killed before he could get to know him well enough to surprise him…


      The sun had slipped below the horizon, leaving the sky the color of a banked fire. A cool wind caused Bourne to shiver in his wet clothes. He rose and began to move, both to get the stiffness out of his muscles and to warm himself. The forest was cloaked in indigo, and yet he felt as exposed as if he were in a treeless expanse beneath a cloudless sky.


      He knew what he would do if he were in Tam Quan: He’d find shelter, a place to regroup and consider options. But finding shelter in a red zone was tricky; he might be putting his head in a trap. He moved through the forest slowly and deliberately, his eyes scanning tree trunk after tree trunk until he found what he was looking for. Virginia creeper. It was too early in the year for flowers, but the shiny five-lobed leaves were unmistakable. Using the switchblade, he carefully peeled off long lengths of the sturdy vine.


      Moments after he was finished, his ears pricked up. Following a faint sound, he soon came to a small clearing. There. He saw a deer, a mid-sized buck. Its head was up, its black nostrils scenting the air. Had it smelled him? No. It was trying to find—


      The deer took off, and Bourne with him. He ran lightly and silently through the forest paralleling the deer’s path. Once, the wind shifted and he had to alter his course in order to remain downwind of the animal. They had covered perhaps a quarter of a mile when the deer slowed. The ground had risen, become harder, more compact. They were quite some distance from the stream and on the extreme edge of the estate. The deer leaped easily over the stone wall marking the northwestern corner of the property. Bourne clambered over the wall in time to see that the deer had led him to a salt lick. Salt licks meant rocks and rocks meant caves. He recalled Conklin telling him that the northwestern edge of the property abutted a series of caves honeycombed with chimneys, natural vertical holes the Indians had once used to vent their cooking fires. Such a cave was just what he was hoping for—a haven to temporarily hide in that, by virtue of its two egresses, would not become a trap.


      


      Now I have him, Khan thought. Webb had made a huge mistake—he’d entered the wrong cave, one of the few without a second exit. Khan crept out from his hiding place, crossing the small clearing in silence and in stealth, entering the black mouth of the cave.


      Creeping forward, he could sense Webb in the darkness up ahead. Khan knew by the smell that this one was shallow. It did not have the damp, sharp scent of built-up organic matter of a cave that went deep into the bedrock.


      Up ahead, Webb had switched on the flashlight. In a moment he would see that there was no chimney, no other way out. The time to attack was now! Khan launched himself at his adversary, struck him flush in the face.


      Bourne went down, the flashlight hitting the rock, the light bouncing crazily. At the same time, he could feel the rush of air as the balled fist flew toward him. He allowed it to strike him and, as the arm was extended to the fullest, chopped down hard on the exposed and vulnerable biceps.


      Lunging forward, he jammed his shoulder into the sternum of the other body. A knee came up, connected with the inside of Bourne’s thigh, and a line of nerve pain flashed through him. He seized a handful of clothes, jerked the body against the rock face. The body bounced back, rammed into him, bowling him off his feet. They rolled together, grappling at each other. He could hear the other’s breathing, an incongruously intimate sound, like listening to a child’s breath beside you.


      Locked in an elemental struggle, Bourne was close enough to smell a complex mélange rising off the other like steam from a sunlit swamp that made the jungle of Tam Quan rear up once more in his mind. In that instant, he felt a bar against his throat. He was being hauled backward.


      “I won’t kill you,” a voice said in his ear. “At least not yet.”


      He jabbed backward with an elbow, was rewarded with a knee to his already aching kidney. He doubled over but was hauled painfully erect by the bar against his windpipe.


      “I could kill you now, but I won’t,” the voice said. “Not until there is enough light so that I can look into your eyes while you die.”


      “Did you have to kill two innocent decent men just to get to me?” Bourne said.


      “What are you talking about?”


      “The two people you shot to death back at the house.”


      “I didn’t kill them; I never kill innocents.” There was a chuckle. “On the other hand, I don’t know that I could call anyone associated with Alexander Conklin an innocent.”


      “But you herded me here,” Bourne said. “You shot at me so I’d run to Conklin, so you could—”


      “You’re talking nonsense,” the voice said. “I merely followed you here.”


      “Then how did you know where to send the cops?” Bourne said.


      “Why would I even call them?” the voice whispered harshly.


      Startling though this information was, Bourne was only half-listening. He had relaxed a little during this conversation, leaning backward. This left the smallest bit of slack between the bar and his windpipe. Bourne now turned on the balls of his feet, dropping one shoulder as he did so, so that the other was obliged to focus his attention on keeping the bar in place. In that instant, Bourne used the heel of his hand to deliver a quick strike just below the ear. The body fell hard; the bar rang hollowly as it struck the rock floor.


      Bourne took several deep breaths to clear his head, but he was still woozy from loss of oxygen. He took up the flashlight, illuminated the spot where the body had fallen, but it wasn’t there. A sound, barely a whisper, came to him and he raised the beam. A figure sprang into the light against the mouth of the cave. As the light struck him, he turned, and Bourne got a glimpse of his face before he vanished into the trees.


      Bourne ran after him. In a moment he heard the distinct snap and whoosh! He heard movement up ahead, and he pushed through the undergrowth to where he had set his trap. He had woven the Virginia creeper into a net and tied it to a green sapling he had bent almost double. It had caught his assailant. The hunter had become the prey. Bourne pushed forward to the base of the trees, prepared himself to face his attacker and cut the creeper netting down. But the net was empty.


      Empty! He gathered it up, saw the rent his quarry had cut into its upper section. He had been quick, clever and prepared; he would be even more difficult to take by surprise again.


      Bourne looked up, playing the cone of the flashlight beam in an arc across the maze of tree limbs. Despite himself, he experienced a fleeting twinge of admiration for his expert and resourceful adversary. Snapping off the flashlight, he was plunged into night. A whippoorwill cried out and then, in the lengthening silence, an owl’s hoot echoed mournfully through the pine-clad hills.


      He leaned his head back and took a deep breath. Against the screen of his mind’s eye the flat planes, the dark eyes of the face was limned, and in a moment he was certain that it matched up with one of the students he had seen on his way to the university classroom the sniper had used.


      At last, his enemy had a face as well as a voice.


      “I could kill you now, but I won’t. Not until there is enough light so that I can look into your eyes while you die.”

    

  


  
    
      CHAPTER THREE

    


    
      Humanistas, Ltd., an international human-rights organization known the world over for its worldwide humanitarian and relief work, was headquartered on the deep green western slope of Gellért Hill in Budapest. From this magnificent vantage point, Stepan Spalko, peering through the huge angled plate-glass windows, imagined the Danube and the entire city genuflecting at his feet.


      He had come around from behind his huge desk to sit on an upholstered chair facing the very dark-skinned Kenyan president. Flanking the door were the Kenyan’s bodyguards, hands tucked at the smalls of their backs, the blank look endemic to all such government personnel etched on their faces. Above them, molded in bas-relief on the wall, was the green cross held in the palm of a hand that was Humanistas’ well-marketed logo. The president’s name was Jomo and he was a Kikuyu, the largest ethnic tribe of Kenya, and a direct descendant of Jomo Kenyatta, the Republic’s first president. Like his famous forebear, he was a Mzee, Swahili for a respected elder. Between them was an ornate silver service dating back to the 1700s. Fine black tea had been poured, biscuits and exquisitely turned-out small sandwiches artfully arranged on a chased oval tray. The two men were talking in low, even tones.


      “One doesn’t know where to begin to thank you for the generosity you and your organization have shown us,” Jomo said. He was sitting up very straight, his ramrod back pulled a little away from the comfort of the chair’s plush back. Time and circumstance had combined to rob his face of much of the vitality it had held in his youth. There was, beneath the high gloss of his skin, a grayish pallor. His features had been compressed, ossified into stone by hardship and perseverance in the face of overwhelming odds. In short, he had the aspect of a warrior too long at siege. His legs were together, bent at the knee at a precise ninety-degree angle. He held in his lap a long, polished box of deep-grained bubinga wood. Almost shyly, he presented the box to Spalko. “With the heartfelt blessings of the Kenyan people, sir.”


      “Thank you, Mr. President. You are too kind,” Spalko said graciously.


      “The kindness is surely yours, sir.” Jomo watched with keen interest as Spalko opened the box. Inside was a flat-bladed knife and a stone, more or less oval in shape, with a flattish bottom and top.


      “My God, this isn’t a githathi stone, is it?”


      “It is, indeed, sir,” Jomo said with obvious delight. “It is from my birth village, from the kiama to which I still belong.”


      Spalko knew Jomo was referring to the council of elders. The githathi was of great value to tribal members. When a dispute arose within the council that could not otherwise be settled, an oath was taken on this stone. Spalko gripped the knife’s handle, which was carved from carnelian. It, too, had a ritualistic purpose. In cases of life or death disputes, the blade of this knife was first heated, then laid onto the tongues of the disputants. The extent of the tongues’ subsequent blistering determined their guilt or innocence.


      “I wonder, though, Mr. President,” Spalko said with the hint of an impish tone, “whether the githathi comes from your kiama or your njama?”


      Jomo laughed, a rumble deep in his throat that made his small ears quiver. It was so rare he had cause to laugh these days. He could not remember the last time. “So you have heard of our secret councils, have you, sir? I would say your knowledge of our customs and lore is formidable, indeed.”


      “The history of Kenya is long and bloody, Mr. President. I am a firm believer that it is in history we learn all our most important lessons.”


      Jomo nodded. “I concur, sir. And I feel compelled to reiterate that I cannot imagine what state the Republic would be in without your doctors and their vaccines.”


      “There is no vaccine against AIDS.” Spalko’s voice was gentle but firm. “Modern medicine can curtail the suffering and deaths from the disease with drug cocktails, but as for its spread, only the stringent application of contraceptives or abstinence will be effective.”


      “Of course, of course.” Jomo wiped his lips fastidiously. He detested coming hat in hand to this man who had already so generously extended his help to all Kenyans, but what choice did he have? The AIDS epidemic was decimating the Republic. His people were suffering, dying. “What we need, sir, is more of the drugs. You have done much to alleviate the level of suffering in my country. But there are thousands yet to receive your help.”


      “Mr. President.” Spalko leaned forward, and with him, Jomo as well. His head was now in the sunlight streaming in through the high windows, lending him an almost preternatural glow. The light also threw into prominence the shiny poreless skin on the left side of his face. This accentuation of his disfigurement served to provide a slight shock to Jomo, jolting him out of his predetermined pattern. “Humanistas, Ltd. is prepared to return to Kenya with twice the number of doctors, double the amount of drugs. But you—the government—must do your part.”


      It was at this point that Jomo realized that Spalko was asking of him something quite apart from promoting safe-sex lectures and distributing condoms. Abruptly, he turned, dismissing his two bodyguards from the room. When the door had closed behind them, he said, “An unfortunate necessity in these dangerous times, sir, but even so one sometimes wearies of never being alone.”


      Spalko smiled. His knowledge of Kenyan history and tribal customs made it impossible for him to take the president lightly, as others might. Jomo’s need might be great, but one never wanted to take advantage of him. The Kikuyu were prideful people, an attribute made all the more important since it was more or less the only thing of value they possessed.


      Spalko leaned over, opened a humidor, offered a Cuban Cohiba to Jomo, took one himself. They rose, lighting their cigars, walked across the carpet to stand at the window, looking out at the tranquil Danube sparkling in the sunlight.


      “A most beautiful setting,” Spalko said conversationally.


      “Indeed,” Jomo affirmed.


      “And so serene.” Spalko let go a blue cloud of aromatic smoke. “Difficult to come to terms with the amount of suffering in other parts of the world.” He turned then to Jomo. “Mr. President, I would consider it a great personal favor if you would grant me seven days’ unlimited access to Kenyan airspace.”


      “Unlimited?”


      “Coming and going, landings and such. No customs, immigration, inspections, nothing to slow us down.”


      Jomo made a show of considering. He puffed some on his Cohiba, but Spalko could tell that he was not enjoying himself. “I can grant you only three,” Jomo said at length. “Longer than that will cause tongues to wag.”


      “That will have to do, Mr. President.” Three days was all Spalko had wanted. He could have insisted on the seven days, but that would have stripped Jomo of his pride. A stupid and possibly costly mistake, considering what was to happen. In any event, he was in the business of promoting goodwill, not resentment. He held out his hand and Jomo slipped his dry, heavily calloused hand into his. Spalko liked that hand; it was a hand of a manual laborer, someone who was not afraid to get dirty.


      


      After Jomo and his entourage had left, it was time to give an orientation tour to Ethan Hearn, the new employee. Spalko could have delegated the orientation to any one of a number of assistants, but he prided himself on personally making sure all his new employees were settled. Hearn was a bright young spark who had previously worked at the Eurocenter Bio-I Clinic on the other side of the city. He was a highly successful fund-raiser and was well connected among the rich and elite of Europe. Spalko found him to be articulate, personable and empathetic—in short, a born humanitarian, just the sort he needed to maintain the stellar reputation of Humanistas, Ltd. Besides which, he genuinely liked Hearn. He reminded him of himself when he was young, before the incident that had burned off half the skin of his face


      He took Hearn through the seven floors of offices, comprising laboratories, departments devoted to compiling the statistics the development people used in fund-raising, the lifeblood of organizations such as Humanistas, Ltd., as well as accounting, procurement, human resources, travel, the maintenance of the company’s fleets of private jets, transport planes, ships and helicopters. The last stop was the development department, where Hearn’s new office awaited him. At the moment, the office stood empty save for a desk, swivel chair, computer and phone console.


      “The rest of your furniture,” Spalko told him, “will be arriving in a few days.”


      “No problem, sir. A computer and phones are all I really need.”


      “A warning,” Spalko added. “We keep long hours here, and there will be times you’ll be expected to work through the night. But we’re not inhuman. The sofa we provide folds out into a bed.”


      Hearn smiled. “Not to worry, Mr. Spalko. I’m quite used to those hours.”


      “Call me Stepan.” Spalko gripped the younger man’s hand. “Everyone else does.”


      


      The Director of Central Intelligence was soldering the arm on a painted tin soldier—a British redcoat from the Revolutionary War—when the call came. At first he considered ignoring it, perversely letting the phone ring even though he knew who would be on the other end of the line. Perhaps, he thought, this was because he did not want to hear what the Deputy Director would have to say. Lindros believed the DCI had dispatched him to the crime scene because of the importance of the dead men to the Agency. This was true, as far as it went. The real reason, however, was that the DCI couldn’t bear to go himself. The thought of seeing Alex Conklin’s dead face was too much for him.


      He was sitting on a stool in his basement workshop, a tiny, enclosed, perfectly ordered environment of stacked drawers, aligned cubbyholes, a world unto itself, a place his wife—and his children when they had lived at home—were forbidden to enter.


      His wife, Madeleine, poked her head through the open door to the cellar. “Kurt, the phone,” she said needlessly.


      He took an arm out of the wooden bin of soldier parts, studied it. He was a large-headed man, but a mane of white hair combed back from his wide, domed forehead lent him the aspect of a wiseman, if not a prophet. His cool blue eyes were still as calculating as ever, but the lines at the corners of his mouth had deepened, pulling them down into something of a perpetual pout.


      “Kurt, do you hear me?”


      “I am not deaf.” The fingers at the end of the arm were slightly cupped as if the hand was preparing to reach out for something unnameable and unknown.


      “Well, are you going to answer it?” Madeleine called down.


      “Whether I answer it or not is none of your goddamn business!” he shouted with vehemence. “Will you go to bed now.” A moment later he heard the satisfying whisper of the basement door closing. Why couldn’t she leave him alone at a time like this? he fumed. Thirty years married, you’d think she’d know better.


      He returned to his work, fitting the arm with the cupped hand to the shoulder of the torso, red to red, deciding on the final position. This was how the DCI dealt with situations over which he had no control. He played god with his miniature soldiers, buying them, cutting them to pieces, then, later, reconstructing them, molding them into the positions that suited him. Here, in the world he himself had created, he controlled everyone and everything.


      The phone continued to ring in its mechanical, monotonous fashion and the DCI gritted his teeth, as if the sound was abrasive. What marvelous deeds had been accomplished in the days when he and Alex had been young! The mission inside Russia when they had almost landed in the Lubyanka, running the Berlin Wall, extracting secrets from the Staasi, vetting the defector from the KGB in the Vienna safe house, discovering that he was a double. The killing of Bernd, their longtime contact, the compassion with which they had told his wife that they would take care of Bernd’s son Dieter, take him back to America, put him through college. They had done precisely that and had been rewarded for their generosity. Dieter had never returned to his mother. Instead, he had joined the Agency, had for many years been the director of the Science & Technology Directorate until the fatal motorcycle accident.


      Where had that life gone? Laid to rest in Bernd’s grave, and Dieter’s—now Alex’s. How had it been reduced so quickly to flashpoints in his memory? Time and responsibilities had crippled him, no question. He was an old man now, in some respects with more power, yes, but the daring deeds of yesterday, the elan with which he and Alex had bestrode the secret world, changing the fate of nations, had burned to ash, never to return.


      The DCI’s fist hammered the tin soldier into a cripple. Then and only then did he pick up the phone.


      “Yes, Martin.”


      There was a weariness in his voice Lindros picked up on immediately. “Are you all right, sir?”


      “No, I fucking well am not all right!” This was what the DCI had wanted. Another opportunity to vent his anger and frustration. “How could I be all right given the circumstances?”


      “I’m sorry, sir.”


      “No, you’re not,” the DCI said waspishly. “You couldn’t be. You have no idea.” He stared at the soldier he had crushed, his mind hounded by past glories. “What is it you want?”


      “You asked for an update, sir.”


      “Did I?” The DCI rested his head in his hand. “Yes, I suppose I did. What have you found?”


      “The third car in Conklin’s driveway belongs to David Webb.”


      The DCI’s keen ear responded to a tone in Lindros’ voice. “But?”


      “But there’s no sign of Webb.”


      “Of course there isn’t.”


      “He was definitely there, though. We gave the dogs a sniff at the interior of his car. They found his scent on the property and followed it into the woods but lost it at a stream.”


      The DCI closed his eyes. Alexander Conklin and Morris Panov shot to death, Jason Bourne MIA and on the loose five days before the terrorism summit, the most important international meeting of the century. He shuddered. He abhorred loose ends, but not nearly as much as Roberta Alonzo-Ortiz, the National Security Advisor, and these days she was running the show. “Ballistics? Forensics?”


      “Tomorrow morning,” Lindros said. “That was as much as I could push them.”


      “As far as the FBI and other law-enforcement agencies—”


      “I’ve already neutralized them. We have a clear field.”


      The DCI sighed. He appreciated the DDCI’s initiative, but he despised being interrupted. “Get back to work,” he said gruffly, and cradled the receiver.


      For a long time afterward, he stared into the wooden bin, listening to the house breathing. It sounded like an old man. Boards creaked, familiar as an old friend’s voice. Madeleine must be making herself a cup of hot chocolate, her traditional sleep aid. He heard the neighbor’s corgi bark, and for some reason he could not fathom, it seemed a mournful sound, full of sorrow and failed hope. At length, he reached into the bin, picked out a torso in Civil War gray, a new tin soldier to create.

    

  


  
    
      CHAPTER FOUR

    


    
      “Must’ve been some accident, by the look of you,” Jack Kerry said.


      “Not really, just a flat,” Bourne replied easily. “But I didn’t have a spare, and then I tripped on something—a tree root, I think. I took quite a tumble into the stream.” He made a deprecating gesture. “I’m not exactly well coordinated.”


      “Join the crew,” Kerry said. He was a large, rawboned man with a double chin and too much fat around his middle. He had picked Bourne up a mile back. “One time my wife asked me to run the dishwasher, I filled it up with Tide. Jesus, you should’ve seen the mess!” He laughed good-naturedly.


      The night was pitch-dark, no moon or stars. A soft drizzle had begun and Kerry put on the windshield wipers. Bourne shivered a little in his damp clothes. He knew he had to focus, but every time he closed his eyes he saw images of Alex and Mo; he saw blood seeping, bits of skull and brain. His fingers curled, hands tightening into fists.


      “So what is it you do, Mr. Little?”


      Bourne had given his name as Dan Little when Kerry introduced himself. Kerry, it appeared, was an old-style gentleman who put great store in the niceties of convention.


      “I’m an accountant.”


      “I design nuclear waste facilities, myself. Travel far and wide, yessir.” Kerry gave him a sideways glance, light spinning off his glasses. “Hell, you don’t look like an accountant, you don’t mind me saying.”


      Bourne forced himself to laugh. “Everyone says that. I played football in college.”


      “Haven’t let yourself go to seed like many ex-athletes,” Kerry observed. He patted his rotund abdomen. “Not like me. Except I never was an athlete. I tried once. Never knew which way to run. Got screamed at by the coach. And then I got tackled good.” He shook his head. “That was enough for me. I’m a lover, not a fighter.” He glanced at Bourne again. “You got a family, Mr. Little?”


      Bourne hesitated a moment. “A wife and two children.”


      “Happy, are ya?”


      A wedge of black trees hurried by, a telephone pole leaning into the wind, a shack abandoned, draped with thorny creeper, returned to the wild. Bourne closed his eyes. “Very happy.”


      Kerry manhandled the car around a sweeping curve. One thing you could say about him—he was an excellent driver. “Me, I’m divorced. That was a bad one. My wife left me with my three-year-old in tow. That was ten years ago.” He frowned. “Or is it eleven? Anyway, I haven’t seen or heard from either her or the boy since.”


      Bourne’s eyes snapped open. “You haven’t been in touch with your son?”


      “It’s not that I haven’t tried.” There was a querulous note to Kerry’s voice as he turned defensive. “For a while, I called every week, sent him letters, money, you know, for things he might like, a bike and such. Never heard a word back.”


      “Why didn’t you go to see him?”


      Kerry shrugged. “I finally got the message—he didn’t want to see me.”


      “That was your wife’s message,” Bourne said. “Your son’s only a child. He doesn’t know what he wants. How can he? He hardly knows you.”


      Kerry grunted. “Easy for you to say, Mr. Little. You’ve got a warm hearth, a happy family to go home to every night.”


      “It’s precisely because I have children that I know how precious they are,” Bourne said. “If it was my son, I’d fight tooth and nail to know him and to get him back into my life.”


      They were coming to a more populated area now, and Bourne saw a motel, a strip of closed stores. In the distance, he could see a red flash, then another. There was a roadblock up ahead and, by the look of it, a major one. He counted eight cars in all, in two ranks of four each, turned at forty-five degrees to the highway in order to afford their occupants the greatest protection while allowing the cars to quickly close ranks if need be. Bourne knew he couldn’t allow himself to get anywhere near the roadblock, not, at least, sitting in plain view. He would have to find some other way to get through it.


      All at once, the neon sign of an all-night convenience store loomed out of the darkness.


      “I think this is as far as I’ll go.”


      “You sure, Mr. Little? It’s still pretty desolate out here.”


      “Don’t worry about me. I’ll just have my wife come and pick me up. We don’t live far from here.”


      “Then I should take you all the way home.”


      “I’ll be fine here. Really.”


      Kerry pulled over and slowed to a stop just past the convenience store. Bourne got out.


      “Thanks for the lift.”


      “Any time.” Kerry smiled. “And, Mr. Little, thanks for the advice. I’ll think on what you said.”


      Bourne watched Kerry drive off, then he turned and walked into the convenience store. The ultra-bright fluorescent lights made his eyes burn. The attendant, a pimply-faced young man with long hair and bloodshot eyes, was smoking a cigarette and reading a paperback book. He looked up briefly as Bourne entered, nodded disinterestedly and went back to his reading. Somewhere a radio was on; someone was singing “Yesterday’s Gone,” in a world-weary, melancholy voice. She might have been singing it for Bourne.


      One look at the shelves reminded him that he hadn’t eaten since lunch. He grabbed a plastic jar of peanut butter, a box of crackers, some beef jerky, orange juice and water. Protein and vitamins were what he needed. He also purchased a T-shirt, a long-sleeved striped shirt, razor and shaving cream, other items he knew from long experience he would need.


      Bourne approached the counter, and the attendant put down the dog-eared book he had been reading. Dhalgren by Samuel R. Delany. Bourne remembered reading it just after he returned from Nam, a book as hallucinatory as the war. Fragments of his life came hurtling back—the blood, the death, the rage, the reckless killing, all to blot out the excruciating, never-ending pain of what had happened in the river just outside his house in Phnom Penh. “You’ve got a warm hearth, a happy family to go home to every night,” Kerry had said. If only he knew.


      “Anything else?” the pimply-faced young man said.


      Bourne blinked, returning to the present. “Do you have an electrical charger for a cell phone?”


      “Sorry, bud, all out.”


      Bourne paid for his purchases in cash, took possession of the brown paper bag and left. Ten minutes later he walked onto the motel grounds. There were few cars. A tractor-trailer was parked at one end of the motel, a refrigerated truck, by the look of the compressor squatting on its top. Inside the office a spindly man with the gray face of an undertaker shuffled out from behind a desk in the rear, where he’d been watching an ancient portable black-and-white TV. Bourne checked in using another assumed name, paying for the room in cash. He was left with precisely sixty-seven dollars.


      “Goddamn strange night,” the spindly man rasped.


      “How so?”


      The spindly man’s eyes lit up. “Don’t tell me ya didn’t hear about the murders?”


      Bourne shook his head.


      “Not twenty miles away.” The spindly man leaned over the counter. His breath smelled unpleasantly from coffee and bile. “Two men—government people—nobody sayin’ nothin’ else about ’em, an’ y’know what that means around here: hush-hush, deep-throat, cloak-an’-dagger, who the hell knows what they was up to? You turn on CNN when you get to the room, we got cable an’ everything.” He handed Bourne the key. “Putcha in a room at the other end from Guy—he’s the trucker, might have seen his semi when you came in. Guy makes a reg’lar run from Florida to D.C.; he’ll be leavin’ at five, don’t wantcha disturbed, now do we?”


      


      The room was a drab brown, timeworn. Even the smell of an industrial-strength cleaner could not entirely blot out the odor of decay. Bourne turned on the TV, switching channels. He took out the peanut butter and crackers, began to eat.


      “There is no doubt that this bold, visionary initiative of the president’s has a chance to build bridges toward a more peaceful future,” the CNN newsreader was saying. Behind her, a graphic banner in screaming red across the top of the screen proclaimed THE TERRORISM SUMMIT with all the subtlety of a London tabloid. “The summit includes, besides the president himself, the president of Russia and the leaders of the major Arab nations. Over the course of the coming week, we’ll be checking in with Wolf Blitzer with the president’s party and Christiane Amanpour with the Russian and Arab leaders for in-depth commentaries. Clearly, the summit has the makings of the news story of the year. Now, for an up-to-the-minute report from Reykjavík, Iceland…”


      The scene switched to the front of the Oskjuhlid Hotel, where the terrorism summit would take place in five days’ time. An overearnest CNN reporter began to conduct an interview with the head of American security, Jamie Hull. Bourne stared at Hull’s square-jawed face, his short brush-cut hair, ginger-colored mustache, cold blue eyes, and an alarm went off in his head. Hull was Agency, high up in its Counterterrorist Center. He and Conklin had butted heads more than once. Hull was a clever political animal; he had his nose up the ass of everyone who counted. But he went by the book even when situations dictated he take a more flexible approach. Conklin must have been apoplectic at his being named head of the American security at the summit.


      While Bourne was considering this, a news update took over the crawl on the screen. It concerned the deaths of Alexander Conklin and Dr. Morris Panov, both, according to the crawl, high-level government officials. All at once, the scene shifted and a banner reading BREAKING NEWS flashed on, followed by another, MANASSAS MURDERS, which was superimposed above a government photo of David Webb that took up almost the entire screen. The newsreader began her update on the brutal murders of Alex Conklin and Dr. Morris Panov. “Each was shot once in the head,” the newsreader said with all the grim delight of her ilk, “indicating the work of a professional killer. The government’s prime suspect is this man, David Webb. Webb may be using an alias, Jason Bourne. According to highly placed government sources, Webb, or Bourne, is delusional and is considered dangerous. If you see this man, do not approach. Call the number listed on your screen….”


      Bourne switched off the sound. Christ, the shit had really hit the fan now. No wonder that roadblock up ahead had looked so well organized—it was Agency, not the local cops.


      He had better get to work. Brushing crumbs off his lap, he pulled out Conklin’s cell phone. It was time to find out who Alex had been talking to when he had been shot. He accessed the auto-redial key, listened to the ring on the other end. A prerecorded message came on. This wasn’t a personal number; it was a business. Lincoln Fine Tailors. The thought that Conklin was talking to his tailor when he was shot to death was depressing, indeed. It was no way for a master spy to go out.


      He accessed the last incoming call, which was from the previous evening. It was from the DCI. Dead end, Bourne thought. He rose. As he padded to the bathroom, he stripped off his clothes. For a long time he stood under the hot shower spray, his mind deliberately blank as he sluiced the dirt and sweat off his skin. It was good to feel warm again and clean. Now if only he had a fresh set of clothes. All at once his head came up. He wiped water out of his eyes, his heart beating fast, his mind fully engaged again. Conklin’s clothes were made by Old World Tailors off M Street; Alex had been going there for years. He even had dinner with the owner, a Russian immigrant, once or twice a year.


      In something of a frenzy Bourne dried himself off, took up Conklin’s phone again and dialed information. After he had gotten Lincoln Fine Tailors’ address in Alexandria, he sat on the bed, staring at nothing. He was wondering just what it was Lincoln Fine Tailors did besides cut fabric and sew hems.


      


      Hasan Arsenov appreciated Budapest in ways Khalid Murat could never have. He said as much to Zina Hasiyev as they passed through Immigration.


      “Poor Murat,” she said. “A brave soul, a courageous fighter for independence, but his thinking was strictly nineteenth century.” Zina, Arsenov’s trusted lieutenant as well as his lover, was small, wiry, as athletic as Arsenov himself. Her hair was long, black as night, swirling around her head like a corona. Her wide mouth and dark, lustrous eyes also contributed to her wild, gypsylike appearance, but her mind could be as detached and calculating as a litigator’s, and she was stone-cold fearless.


      Arsenov grunted in pain as he ducked into the back of the waiting limousine. The assassin’s shot had been perfect, striking muscle only, the bullet exiting his thigh as cleanly as it had entered. The wound hurt like hell, but the pain was worth it, Arsenov thought as he settled in beside his lieutenant. No suspicion had fallen on him; even Zina had no idea he had colluded in Murat’s assassination. But what choice had he had? Murat had been growing increasingly nervous regarding the consequences of the Shaykh’s plan. He hadn’t had Arsenov’s vision, his monumental sense of social justice. He would have been content merely to win back Chechnya from the Russians, while the rest of the world turned its back in scorn.


      Whereas, when the Shaykh had unfurled his bold and daring stratagem, it was, for Arsenov, the moment of revelation. He could vividly see the future the Shaykh was holding out to them like a ripe fruit. Gripped by the flash of supernal illumination, he had looked at Khalid Murat for confirmation, had seen instead the bitter truth. Khalid could not see past the borders of his homeland, could not understand that regaining the homeland was, in a way, secondary. Arsenov realized that the Chechens needed to gain power not only to throw off the yoke of the Russian infidel but to establish their place in the Islamic world, to gain the respect of the other Muslim nations. The Chechens were Sunnis who had embraced the teachings of the Sufi mystics, personified by the zikr, the remembrance of God, the common ritual involving chanted prayer and rhythmic dance that achieved a shared trancelike state during which the eye of God appeared to the assembled. Sunni, being as monolithic as other religions, abhorred, feared and therefore reviled those who deviated even slightly from its strict central doctrine. Mysticism, divine or otherwise, was anathema. Nineteenth-century thinking, in every sense of the phrase, Arsenov thought bitterly.


      Since the day of the assassination, the long-dreamed-of moment when he had become the new leader of the Chechen freedom fighters, Arsenov had lived in a feverish almost-hallucinatory state. He slept heavily but not restfully, for his slumber was filled with nightmares in which he was trying to find something or someone through mazes of rubble and was defeated. As a consequence, he was edgy and short with his subordinates; he tolerated no excuses whatsoever. Only Zina had the power to calm him; her alchemical touch allowed him to return from the strange limbo into which he had somehow receded.


      The twinge of his wound brought him back to the present. He stared out the window at the ancient streets, watched with an envy that bordered on agony as people went about their business without hindrance, without the slightest trace of fear. He hated them, each and every one who in the course of their free and easy lives gave not one thought to the desperate struggle he and his people had been engaged in since the 1700s.


      “What is it, my love?” A frown of concern crossed Zina’s face.


      “My legs ache. I grow weary of sitting, that’s all.”


      “I know you. The tragedy of Murat’s murder hasn’t left you, despite our vengeance. Thirty-five Russian soldiers went to their graves in retaliation for the murder of Khalid Murat.”


      “Not just Murat,” Arsenov said. “Our men. We lost seventeen men to Russian treachery.”


      “You’ve rooted out the traitor, shot him yourself in front of the sublieutenants.”


      “To show them what awaits all traitors to the cause. The judgment was swift, the punishment hard. This is our fate, Zina. There aren’t enough tears to shed for our people. Look at us. Lost and dispersed, hiding in the Caucasus, more than one hundred fifty thousand Chechens living as refugees.”


      Zina did not stop Hasan as he enumerated once again this agonizing history because these stories needed to be repeated as often as possible. They were the history books of the Chechens.


      Arsenov’s fists went white, his nails drawing crescents of blood from beneath the skin of his palms. “Ah, to have a weapon more deadly than an AK-47, more powerful than a packet of C4!”


      “Soon, soon, my love,” Zina crooned softly in her deep, musical voice. “The Shaykh has proved to be our greatest friend. Look how much aid his organization has provided our people in just the last year; look how much coverage his press people have gotten us in international magazines and newspapers.”


      “And still the Russian yoke is around our necks,” Arsenov growled. “Still we die by the hundreds.”


      “The Shaykh has promised us a weapon that will change all that.”


      “He’s promised us the world.” Arsenov wiped grit out of his eye. “The time for promises is over. Let us now see the proof of his covenant.”


      The limousine the Shaykh had sent for the Chechens turned off the motorway at Kalmankrt Boulevard, which took them over the Arpad Bridge, the Danube with its heavy barges and brightly painted pleasure craft a dazzle below them. Zina glanced down. To one side were the breathtaking domed and needle-spired Gothic stone edifices of the Houses of Parliament; on the other was thickly forested Margaret Island, within which was the luxe Danubius Grand Hotel, where crisp white sheets and a thick down comforter were awaiting them. Zina, hard as armor plate during the day, reveled in her nights in Budapest, never more so than in the luxury of the huge hotel bed. She saw in this feast of pleasure no betrayal of her ascetic existence but rather a brief respite from hardship and degradation, a reward like a wafer of Belgian chocolate slipped beneath the tongue, there in secret to melt in a cloud of ecstasy.


      The limo nosed into the car park in the basement level of the Humanistas, Ltd. building. As they got out of the car, Zina took the large rectangular package from the driver. Uniformed guards checked the pair’s passports against photos in the data bank of their computer terminal, gave them laminated ID tags and ushered them into a rather grand bronze-and-glass elevator.


      Spalko received them in his office. By this time the sun was high in the sky, beating the river to a sheet of molten brass. He embraced them both, asked after the comfort of their flight, the ease of their trip in from Ferihegy Airport and the status of Arsenov’s bullet wound. When the amenities had been dispensed with, they went into an adjacent room, paneled in honey-toned pecan wood, where a table had been set with crisp white linen and sparkling dinnerware. Spalko had had a meal prepared, Western food. Steak, lobster, three different vegetables—all the Chechens’ favorites. And not a potato anywhere in evidence. Potatoes were often all Arsenov and Zina had to eat for days on end. Zina put the package on an empty chair, and they sat at the table.


      “Shaykh,” Arsenov said, “as always, we’re overwhelmed by the largesse of your hospitality.”


      Spalko inclined his head. He was pleased with the name he had given himself in their world, which meant the Saint, friend of God. It struck the right note of reverence and awe, an exalted shepherd to his flock.


      He rose now and opened a bottle of powerful Polish vodka, which he poured into three glasses. He lifted his and they followed suit. “In memory of Khalid Murat, a great leader, a powerful warrior, a grim adversary,” he intoned solemnly in the Chechen fashion. “May Allah grant him the glory he has earned in blood and courage. May the tales of his prowess as a leader and as a man be told and retold among all the faithful.” They downed the fiery liquor in one quick gulp.


      Arsenov stood, refilled the glasses. He raised his glass, and the others followed suit. “To the Shaykh, friend of the Chechens, who will lead us to our rightful place in the new order of the world.” They drank down the vodka.


      Zina made to rise, doubtless to make her own toast, but Arsenov stayed her with a hand on her arm. The restraining gesture did not fail to catch Spalko’s attention. What interested him most was Zina’s response. He could see past her veiled expression to her seething core. There were many injustices in the world, he knew, on every scale imaginable. It seemed to him peculiar and not a little perverse that human beings could be outraged by injustice on a grand scale, all the while missing the small wrongs that were daily visited on individuals. Zina fought side by side with the men; why, then, should she not have an opportunity to raise her voice in a toast of her own choosing? Rage seethed within her; Spalko liked that—he knew how to use another person’s anger.


      “My compatriots, my friends.” His eyes were sparking with conviction. “To the meeting of sorrowful past, desperate present and glorious future. We stand on the brink of tomorrow!”


      They began to eat, speaking of general and inconsequential matters just as if they were at a rather informal dinner party. And yet an air of anticipation, of incipient change, had crept into the room. They kept their eyes on their plates or on one another, as if now so close to it, they were reluctant to look at the gathering storm that was pressing in upon them. At length, they were finished.


      “It’s time,” the Shaykh said. Arsenov and Zina rose to stand before him.


      Arsenov bowed his head. “One who dies for the love of the material world dies a hypocrite. One who dies for the love of the hereafter dies an ascetic. But one who dies for the love of the Truth dies a Sufi.”


      He turned to Zina, who opened the package they had brought with them from Grozny. Inside were three cloaks. She handed one to Arsenov, who put it on. She donned hers. The third Arsenov held in his hands as he faced the Shaykh.


      “The kherqeh is the garment of honor of the dervish,” Arsenov intoned. “It symbolizes the divine nature and attributes.”


      Zina said, “The cloak is sewn with the needle of devotion and the thread of the selfless remembrance of God.”


      The Shaykh bowed his head and said, “La illaha ill Allah.” There is no God but God, who is One.


      Arsenov and Zina repeated, “La illaha ill Allah.” Then the Chechen rebel leader placed the kherqeh around the Shaykh’s shoulders. “It is enough for most men to have lived according to the Shariah, the law of Islam, in surrender to the divine will, to die in grace and to enter into Paradise,” he said. “But there are those of us who yearn for the divine here and now and whose love for God compels us to seek the path of inwardness. We are Sufi.”


      Spalko felt the weight of the dervish cloak and said, “O thou soul which are at peace, return unto thy Lord, with gladness that is thine in Him and His in thee. Enter thou among My slaves. Enter thou My Paradise.”


      Arsenov, moved by this quotation from the Qur’an, took Zina’s hand, and together they knelt before the Shaykh. In a call-and-response three centuries old, they recited a solemn oath of obedience. Spalko produced a knife, handed it to them. Both in turn cut themselves and, in a stemmed glass, offered up to him their blood. In this manner, they became murids, disciples of the Shaykh, bound to him in both word and deed.


      Then, even though it was painful for Arsenov with his wounded thigh, they sat cross-legged, facing one another, and in the manner of the Naqshibandi Sufis, they performed the zikr, the ecstatic union with God. They placed their right hands on their left thighs, left hands atop right wrists. Arsenov began to move his head and neck to the right in the arc of a semicircle, and Zina and Spalko followed in perfect time to Arsenov’s soft, almost sensual chanting: “Save me, my Lord, from the evil eye of envy and jealousy, which fall-eth upon Thy bountiful Gifts.” They made the same movement to the left. “Save me, my Lord, from falling into the hands of the playful children of earth, lest they might use me in their games; they might play with me and then break me in the end, as children destroy their toys.” Back and forth, back and forth. “Save me, my Lord, from all manner of injury that cometh from the bitterness of my adversaries and from the ignorance of my loving friends.”


      The chanted prayers and the movement became one, merging into an ecstatic whole in the presence of God….


      


      Much later, Spalko led them down a back corridor to a small stainless-steel elevator, which took them down below the basement into the very bedrock in which the building was set.


      They entered a vaulted, high-ceilinged room, crisscrossed by iron struts. The low hiss of the climate control was the only sound they heard. A number of crates had been stacked along one wall. It was to these that Spalko led them. He handed a crowbar to Arsenov, watched with a good measure of satisfaction as the terrorist leader cracked open the nearest crate, stared down at the gleaming sets of AK-47 assault rifles. Zina took one up, inspected it with care and precision. She nodded to Arsenov, who opened another crate, which held a dozen shoulder-held rocket-launchers.


      “This is the most advanced ordnance in the Russian arsenal,” Spalko said.


      “But what price?” Arsenov said.


      Spalko spread his hands. “What price would be appropriate if this weaponry helped you gain your freedom?”


      “How do you put a price on freedom?” Arsenov said with a frown.


      “The answer is you cannot. Hasan, freedom has no known price tag. It is bought with the blood and the indomitable hearts of people like yourselves.” He moved his eyes to Zina’s face. “These are yours—all of them—to use as you see fit to secure your borders, make those around you take notice.” At last, Zina looked up at him, through long lashes. Their eyes locked, sparked, though their expressions remained impassive.


      As if responding to Spalko’s scrutiny, Zina said, “Even this weaponry won’t gain us entry to the Reykjavík Summit.”


      Spalko nodded, the corners of his mouth turning up slightly. “True enough. The international security is far too comprehensive. An armed assault would result in nothing but our own deaths. However, I have a plan that will not only gain us access to the Oskjuhlid Hotel but will allow us to kill every person inside without exposing ourselves. Within hours of the event, everything you have dreamed of for centuries will be yours.”


      “Khalid Murat was afraid of the future, afraid of what we, as Chechens, can accomplish.” The fever of righteousness colored Arsenov’s face. “We have been too long ignored by the world. Russia beats us into the ground while their comrades in arms, the Americans, stand by and do nothing to save us. Billions of American dollars flow into the Middle East but to Chechnya not a ruble!”


      Spalko had assumed the self-satisfied air of a professor who sees his prize pupil perform well. His eyes glittered balefully. “That will all change. Five days from now all the world will be at your feet. Power will be yours, as well as the respect of those who have spit on you, abandoned you. Russia, the Islamic world and all of the West, especially the United States!”


      “We’re speaking here of changing the entire world order, Zina,” Arsenov fairly shouted.


      “But how?” Zina asked. “How is this possible?”


      “Meet me in Nairobi in three days’ time,” Spalko replied, “and you’ll see for yourself.”


      


      The water, dark, deep, alive with an unnameable horror, closes over his head. He is sinking. No matter how hard he struggles, how desperately he strikes out for the surface, he feels himself spiraling down, as if weighted with lead. Then he looks down, sees a thick rope, slimy with weed, tied around his left ankle. He cannot see what is at the end of the rope because it disappears into the blackness below him. But whatever it is must be heavy, must be dragging him down, because the rope is taut. Desperately, he reaches down, his bloated fingers scrabbling to free himself, and the Buddha drifts free, spinning slowly, falling away from him into the unfathomable darkness….


      Khan awoke with a start, as always, racked by a horrible sense of loss. He lay amid the humid tangle of sheets. For a time, the recurring nightmare still pulsed evilly in his mind. Reaching down, he touched his left ankle as if to reassure himself that the rope was not tied to him. Then, gingerly, almost reverently, he moved his fingers up the taut, slick muscles of his abdomen and chest until he touched the small carved stone Buddha that hung around his neck by a thin gold chain. He never took it off, even when he slept. Of course it was there. It was always there. It was a talisman, even though he had tried to convince himself that he didn’t believe in talismans.


      With a small sound of disgust, he rose, then padded into the bathroom, splashed cold water over his head. He turned on the light, blinking for a moment. Thrusting his head close to the mirror, he inspected his reflection, looking at himself as if for the first time. He grunted, relieved himself, then, turning on a table lamp, sat on the edge of the bed, read again the sparse dossier Spalko had given him. Nothing in it gave the slightest hint that David Webb possessed the abilities Khan had seen. He touched the black-and-blue mark on his throat, thought of the net Webb had fashioned out of vines and cleverly set. He tore up the single sheet of the dossier. It was useless, less than useless, since it had led him to underestimate his target. And there were other implications, just as immediate. Spalko had given him information that was either incomplete or incorrect.


      He suspected that Spalko knew precisely who and what David Webb was. Khan needed to know if Spalko had set some gambit in motion that involved Webb. He had his own plans for David Webb and he was quite determined that no one—not even Stepan Spalko—got in the way.


      With a sigh, he turned off the light and lay back down, but his mind was unprepared for sleep. He found his entire body abuzz with speculation. Up until making the deal for his last assignment with Spalko, he had had no idea David Webb even existed, much less was still alive. He doubted he would have taken the assignment had not Spalko dangled Webb in front of his face. He must have known that Khan would find the prospect of finding Webb irresistible. For some time now, working for Spalko had made Khan uncomfortable. Increasingly, Spalko seemed to believe that he owned Khan, and Spalko, Khan was sure, was a megalomaniac.


      In the jungles of Cambodia, where he had been forced to make his way as a child and teenager, he had had more than a little experience with megalomaniacs. The hot, humid weather, the constant chaos of war, the uncertainty of daily life all combined to drive people to the edge of madness. In that malevolent environment, the weak died, the strong survived; everyone was in some elemental fashion changed.


      As he lay in bed, Khan fingered the scars on his body. It was a form of ritual, a superstition, perhaps, a method of keeping him safe from harm—not from the violence one adult perpetrates on another, but from the creeping, nameless terror a child feels in the dead of night. Children, waking from such nightmares, run to their parents, crawl into the warmth and comfort of their bed and are soon fast asleep. But Khan had no parents, no one to comfort him. On the contrary, he had been constantly obliged to free himself from the clutches of addle-brained adults who thought of him only as a source of money or sex. Slavery was what he had known for many years, from both the Caucasians and the Asians he had had the misfortune to stumble across. He belonged to neither world and they knew it. He was a half-breed and, as such, reviled, cursed at, beaten, abused, laid low in every manner a human being can be degraded.


      And still he had persevered. His goal, from day to day, had devolved simply to surviving. But he had learned from bitter experience that escape was not enough, that those who had enslaved him would come after him, punish him severely. Twice, he had almost died. That was when he understood that more was required of him if he was to survive. He would have to kill or, eventually, he would be killed.


      


      It was just before five when the Agency assault team stole into the motel from their position at the highway roadblock. They had been alerted to the presence of Jason Bourne by the night manager, who had awakened from a Xanax-induced doze to see Bourne’s face staring at him from the TV screen. He had pinched himself to make sure he wasn’t dreaming, had taken a shot of cheap rye, and made his call.


      The team leader had called for the motel’s security lights to be switched off so the team could make their approach in darkness. As they began to move into position, however, the refrigerated truck at the opposite end of the motel started up and switched on its headlights, catching some of the team in its powerful beams. The team leader waved frantically to the hapless driver, then ran to his side of the truck, told him to haul ass out of there. The driver, goggle-eyed at the sight of the team, did as he was requested, turning out his lights until he was clear of the parking lot and rolling down the highway.


      The team leader signed to his men and they headed directly toward Bourne’s room. At his silent command two broke off, headed around the back. The leader gave them twenty seconds to position themselves before he gave the order for them to don gas masks. Two of his men knelt, fired canisters of tear gas through the front window of the room. The leader’s extended arm came down and his men rushed the room, slamming open the door. Gas whooshed out as they scuttled in, machine guns at the ready. The TV was on, the sound muted. CNN was showing the face of their quarry. The remains of a hasty meal were strewn on the stained, worn carpet and the bed was stripped. The room was abandoned.


      


      Inside the refrigerated truck hastening away from the motel, Bourne, wrapped in the bedding, lay amid wooden cases containing plastic baskets of strawberries stacked up almost to the ceiling. He had managed to get himself into a position above floor level, the crates on either side holding him in place. When he had entered the rear of the truck, he had locked the door behind him. All such refrigeration trucks had a safety mechanism that could open and lock the rear door from the inside to ensure no one inadvertently got trapped. Switching on his flashlight for a moment, he had made out the center aisle, wide enough for a man to pass through. On the upper right-hand wall was the exhaust grille for the refrigeration compressor.


      All at once, he tensed. The truck was slowing now as it approached the roadblock, then it stopped completely. The flashpoint of extreme danger had arrived.


      There was utter silence for perhaps five minutes, then, abruptly, the harsh sound of the rear door being opened. Voices came to him. “You pick up any hitchhikers?” a cop said.


      “Uh-uh,” Guy, the truck driver, answered.


      “Here, look at this photo. Seen this fella on the side of the road maybe?”


      “No, sir. Never seen the man. What’d he do?”


      “What you got in there?” Another cop’s voice.


      “Fresh strawberries,” Guy said. “Listen, Officers, have a heart. It ain’t good for them to have the door open like this. What rots comes outta my pay.”


      Someone grunted. A powerful flashlight beam played along the center aisle, swept across the floor just beneath the spot where Bourne lay suspended amid the strawberries.


      “Okay,” the first cop said, “close it up, buddy.”


      The flashlight beam snapped off and the door slammed shut.


      Bourne waited until the truck was in gear, rolling at speed down the highway to D.C., before extricating himself. His mind was buzzing. The cops must have shown Guy the same photo of David Webb that was being broadcast on CNN.


      Within a half hour, the smooth highway driving had given way to the constant stop and start of urban streets with traffic lights. It was time to exit. Bourne went to the door, pushed on the safety lever. It wouldn’t move. He tried again, this time with more force. Cursing under his breath, he snapped on the flashlight he’d taken from Conklin’s house. In the bright circle of the beam, he saw that the mechanism had jammed. He was locked in.

    

  


  
    
      CHAPTER FIVE

    


    
      The Director of Central Intelligence was in a dawn conference with Roberta Alonzo-Ortiz, the National Security Advisor. They met in the president’s Situation Room, a circular space in the bowels of the White House. Many floors above them were the wood-paneled, beautifully dentiled rooms most people associated with this storied, historical building, but down here the full muscle and might of the Pentagon oligarchs held sway. Like the great temples of the ancient civilizations, the Sit Room had been built to last for centuries. Carved out of the old subbasement, its proportions were intimidating, as befitted such a monument to invincibility.


      Alonzo-Ortiz, the DCI and their respective staffs—as well as select members of the Secret Service—were going over, for the hundredth time, the security plans for the terrorism summit in Reykjavík. Detailed schematics for the Oskjuhlid Hotel were up on a projection screen, along with notes on security issues regarding entrances, exits, elevators, roof, windows and the like. A direct video hook-up to the hotel had been established, so that Jamie Hull, the DCI’s emissary-in-place, could participate in the briefing.


      “No margin for error will be tolerated,” Alonzo-Ortiz said. She was a formidable-looking woman with jet-black hair and bright, keen eyes. “Every aspect of this summit must go off like clockwork,” she continued. “Any breach of security no matter how minuscule will have disastrous effects. It would destroy what coin the president has spent eighteen months building up with the principal Islamic states. I don’t have to tell any of you that beneath the facade of cooperation lurks an innate distrust of Western values, the Judeo-Christian ethic and all that stands for. Any hint that the president has deceived them will have the most dire and immediate consequences.” She looked slowly around the table. It was one of her special gifts that when addressing a group she made each and every member believe that she was speaking only to him. “Make no mistake, gentlemen. We are talking about nothing less than a global war here, a massed jihad such as we have never before seen and, quite possibly, cannot imagine.”


      She was about to turn the briefing over to Jamie Hull when a young, slim man entered the room, went silently over to the DCI, handed him a sealed envelope.


      “My apologies, Dr. Alonzo-Ortiz,” he said as he slit open the envelope. He read the contents impassively, though his heart rate had doubled. The National Security Advisor did not like her briefings interrupted. Aware that she was glaring at him, he pushed back his chair and rose.


      Alonzo-Ortiz directed at him a smile so compressed her lips fairly disappeared. “I trust you have sufficient cause to leave us so abruptly.”


      “I do, indeed, Dr. Alonzo-Ortiz.” The DCI, though an old hand and, therefore, a wielder of his own power, knew better than to butt heads with the one person the president relied on most. He remained on his best behavior even though he deeply resented Roberta Alonzo-Ortiz both because she had usurped his traditional role with the president and because she was a woman. For these reasons, he employed what little power was at his command—the withholding of what she wanted most to know: the nature of the emergency dire enough to take him away.


      The National Security Advisor’s smile tightened further. “In that event, I would appreciate a full briefing of the crisis, whatever it may be, as soon as is practicable.”


      “Absolutely,” the DCI said, beating a hasty retreat. As the thick door to the Sit Room swung shut behind him, he added, dryly, “Your Highness,” eliciting a gust of laughter from the field agent his office had employed as a messenger.


      


      It took the DCI less than fifteen minutes to return to HQ where a meeting of Agency directorate heads was awaiting his arrival. The subject: the murders of Alexander Conklin and Dr. Morris Panov. The prime suspect: Jason Bourne. These were whey-faced men in impeccably tailored conservative suits, rep ties, polished brogues. Not for them striped shirts, colored collars, the passing fads of fashion. Used to striding the corridors of power inside the Beltway, they were as immutable as their clothes. They were conservative thinkers from conservative colleges, scions from the correct families who, early on, had been directed by their fathers to the offices, and thence the confidences, of the right people—leaders with vision and energy who knew how to get the job done. The nexus in which they now sat was a tightly held secret world, but the tentacles that fanned out from it stretched far and wide.


      As soon as the DCI entered the conference room, the lights were dimmed. On a screen appeared the forensic photos of the bodies in situ.


      “For the love of God, take those down!” the DCI shouted. “They’re an obscenity. We shouldn’t be viewing these men like that.”


      Martin Lindros, the DDCI, pressed a button and the screen went blank. “To bring everyone up to date, yesterday we confirmed that it was David Webb’s car in Conklin’s driveway.” He paused as the Old Man cleared his throat.


      “Let’s call a spade a spade.” The DCI leaned forward, fists upon the gleaming table. “The world at large may know this…this man as David Webb but here he is known as Jason Bourne. We will use that name.”


      “Yessir,” Lindros said, determined not to run afoul of the DCI’s exceedingly black mood. He barely needed to consult his notes, so fresh and vivid in his mind were the findings. “W—Bourne was last seen on the Georgetown campus approximately an hour before the murders. A witness observed him hurrying toward his car. We can assume he drove directly to Alex Conklin’s house. Bourne was definitely in the house at or around the time of the murders. His fingerprints are on a glass of half-finished Scotch found in the media room.”


      “What about the gun?” the DCI asked. “Is it the murder weapon?”


      Lindros nodded. “Absolutely confirmed by ballistics.”


      “And it’s Bourne’s, you’re certain, Martin?”


      Lindros consulted a photocopied sheet, spun it across the table to the DCI. “Registration confirms that the murder weapon belongs to David Webb. Our David Webb.”


      “Sonuvabitch!” The DCI’s hands were trembling. “Are the bastard’s fingerprints on it?”


      “The gun was wiped clean,” Lindros said, consulting another sheet. “No fingerprints at all.”


      “The mark of a professional.” The DCI looked abruptly weary. It wasn’t easy to lose an old friend.


      “Yessir. Absolutely.”


      “And Bourne?” the DCI growled. It appeared painful for him even to utter the name.


      “Early this morning we received a tip that Bourne was holed up in a Virginia motel near one of the roadblocks,” Lindros said. “The area was immediately cordoned off, an assault team sent into the motel. If Bourne was in fact there, he’d already fled, slipped through the cordon. He’s vanished into thin air.”


      “Goddammit!” Color had risen to the DCI’s cheeks.


      Lindros’ assistant came silently in, handed him a sheet of paper. He scanned it for a moment, then looked up. “Earlier, I sent a team to Webb’s home, in the event he turned up there or contacted his wife. The team found the house locked up and empty. There’s no sign of Bourne’s wife or two children. Subsequent investigation revealed that she appeared at their school and pulled them out of class with no explanation.”


      “That seals it!” The DCI seemed almost apoplectic. “In every area he’s a step ahead of us because he had these murders planned out beforehand!” During the short, swift drive to Langley, he’d allowed his emotions to get the better of him. Between Alex’s murder and Alonzo-Ortiz’s maneuvering, he had entered the Agency briefing in a rage. Now, presented with the forensic evidence, he was more than ready to convict.


      “It’s clear that Jason Bourne has gone rogue.” The Old Man, still standing, fairly shook now. “Alexander Conklin was an old and trusted friend. I cannot remember or list the number of times he put his reputation—his very life—on the line for this organization, for his country. He was a true patriot in every sense of the word, a man of whom we were all justly proud.”


      Lindros, for his own part, was considering the number of times he could remember and list when the Old Man had ranted at Conklin’s cowboy tactics, his rogue missions, his secret agendas. It was all well and good to eulogize the dead, but, he thought, in this business it was downright foolish to ignore the dangerous tendencies of agents past and present. That, of course, included Jason Bourne. He was a sort of sleeper agent, the worst kind really—one not fully under his own control. In the past, he had been activated by circumstance, not by his own choosing. Lindros knew very little about Jason Bourne, an oversight he was determined to rectify the moment this briefing was adjourned.


      “If Alexander Conklin had one weakness, one blind spot, it was Jason Bourne,” the DCI went on. “Years before he met and married his current wife, Marie, he lost the whole of his first family—his Thai wife and two kids—in an attack in Phnom Penh. The man was half-mad with grief and remorse when Alex picked him up off the street in Saigon and trained him. Years later, even after Alex enlisted the aid of Morris Panov, there were problems controlling the asset—despite Dr. Panov’s regular reports to the contrary. Somehow, he too fell under the influence of Jason Bourne.


      “I warned Alex over and over, I begged him to bring Bourne in to be evaluated by our team of forensic psychiatrists, but he refused. Alex, God rest his soul, could be a stubborn man; he believed in Bourne.”


      The DCI’s face was slick with sweat, his eyes wide as he glanced around the room. “And what is the result of that belief? Both men have been gunned down like dogs by the very asset they sought to control. The simple truth is that Bourne is uncontrollable. And he is deadly, a poisonous viper.” The DCI slammed his fist down on the conference table. “I will not have these heinous, cold-blooded murders go unpunished. I’m authorizing a worldwide sanction drawn up, ordering Jason Bourne’s immediate termination.”


      


      Bourne shivered, by now chilled through and through. He glanced up, played his beam over the refrigeration vent. Heading back down the center aisle, he clambered up the right-hand stack of crates, crawled his way across the top of the stacks until he came to the grate. Flipping open the switchblade, he used the spine of the blade to unscrew the grille. The soft light of dawn flowed into the interior. There appeared to be just enough room for him to squeeze through. He hoped.


      He rolled his shoulders in toward his chest, squeezing himself into the aperture, and began to wriggle from side to side. All went well for the first several inches or so, and then his forward progress abruptly stopped. He tried to move but couldn’t. He was stuck. He exhaled all the air out of his lungs, allowed his upper body to go slack. He pushed with his feet and legs. A crate slid and tumbled, but he had inched forward. He lowered his legs until his feet found purchase on the crates below. Locking the heels of his shoes against the upper bar, he pushed again and again he moved. By slowly and carefully repeating this maneuver he was at last able to get his head and shoulders through. He blinked up into the candy pink sky, where fluffy clouds rose up, shifting shapes as he rolled by beneath them. Reaching up, he grabbed the corner of the roof, levered himself all the way out of the semi and onto its roof.


      At the next stoplight he jumped down, tucking his lead shoulder in, rolling to cushion his fall. He rose, gained the sidewalk, dusted himself off. The street was deserted. He offered the unsuspecting Guy a brief salute as the semi drove off in a blue haze of diesel fumes.


      He was on the outskirts of D.C., in the poor northeast district. Light was coming into the sky, the long shadows of dawn retreating before the sun. The hum of traffic could be heard in the distance, as well as the wail of a police siren. He breathed deeply. Beneath the urban stink, there was for him something fresh in the air, the exhilaration of freedom after the long night’s struggle to remain hidden, to remain free.


      He walked until he saw the fluttering of faded red, white and blue pennants. The used-car lot was shut down for the night. He walked onto the deserted lot, chose a car at random and switched its plates with the car next to it. He jimmied the lock, opened the driver’s side door and hot-wired the ignition. A moment later, he was driving out of the lot and down the street.


      He parked in front of a diner whose chrome-plated facade was a relic of the fifties. A gigantic cup of coffee sat atop the roof, its neon lights long ago burned out. Inside, it was steamy. The smell of coffee grounds and hot oil was ingrained into every surface. To his left was a long Formica counter and a row of vinyl-topped chromium stools; to his right, against the bank of sun-streaked windows, were a line of booths, each one with one of those individual jukeboxes that held the cards of all the songs that could be played for a quarter.


      Bourne’s white skin was silently remarked upon by the dark faces that turned as the door shut behind him with a little tinkle of a bell. No one returned his smile. Some appeared indifferent to him, but others of a different nature seemed to interpret his presence as an evil omen of things to come.


      Aware of the hostile glares, he slid into a lumpy booth. A waitress with a frizz of orange hair and a face like Eartha Kitt dropped a fly-blown menu in front of him, filled his cup with steaming coffee. Bright, overly made-up eyes in a care-worn face regarded him for a time with curiosity and something more—compassion, perhaps. “Don’t you mind the stares, sugah,” she breathed. “They’re scared of you.”


      He ate an indifferent breakfast: eggs, bacon and home fries, washed down with the astringent coffee. But he needed the protein and the caffeine laid to rest his exhaustion, at least temporarily.


      The waitress refilled his cup and he sipped, marking time until Lincoln Fine Tailors opened. But he was not idle. He dug out the notepad he had picked off the table in Alex’s media room, once again looked at the imprint left on the top sheet. NX 20. It had the ring of something experimental, something ominous, but really it could be anything, including a new-model computer.


      Glancing up, he observed the denizens of the neighborhood drifting in and out, discussing Welfare checks, drug scores, police beatings, the sudden deaths of family members, the illness of friends in jail. This was their life, more alien to him than life in Asia or Micronesia. The atmosphere inside the diner was darkened by their rage and sorrow.


      Once, a police cruiser slid slowly by like a shark skirting a reef. All motion in the diner ceased, as if this significant moment was a frame in a photographer’s lens. He turned his head away and looked at the waitress. She was watching the taillights of the cruiser disappear down the block. An audible sigh of relief swept the diner. Bourne experienced his own sense of relief. It seemed that, after all, he was in the company of fellow travelers in shadow.


      His thoughts turned to the man who was stalking him. His face had an Asian cast, and yet not wholly so. Was there something familiar about it—the bold line of the nose, which was not Asian at all, or the shape of the full lips, which was very much so? Was he someone from Bourne’s past, from Vietnam? But, no, that was impossible. Judging by his appearance, he was in his late twenties at most, meaning he couldn’t have been more than five or six when Bourne had been there. Who was he, then, and what did he want? The questions continued to haunt Bourne. Abruptly, he set down his half-empty cup. The coffee was beginning to burn a hole in his stomach.


      Not long after, he returned to the stolen car, switched on the radio, spun the dial until he came to a news announcer talking about the terrorism summit, followed by a brief rundown first of the national news, then the local items. First on the list were the murders of Alex Conklin and Mo Panov but, strangely, no new information was forthcoming.


      “More news upcoming,” the announcer said, “but first this important message….”


      “…this important message.” At that moment, the office in Paris with its view down the Champs-Elysées to the Arc de Triomphe came roaring back to him, the memory sweeping away the diner and those who surrounded him. There was a chocolate-colored chair at his side from which he had just risen. In his right hand a glass of cut-crystal half full of the amber liquid. A voice, deep and rich, full of melody, was speaking, something about the time it would take to get everything Bourne needed. “Not to worry, my friend,” the voice said, the English blurred by the heavy cast of its French accent, “I’m meant to give you this important message.”


      In the theater of his mind, he turned, straining to see the face of the man who had spoken, but all he saw was a blank wall. The memory had evaporated like the scent of the Scotch, leaving Bourne back, staring bleakly out the grimy windows of the broken-down diner.


      


      A spasm of fury drove Khan to pick up his cell phone and call Spalko. It took some time, and a bit of doing on his part, but at length he was put through.


      “To what do I owe this honor, Khan?” Spalko said in his ear. Listening hard, Khan heard the slight slur in his voice and determined that he had been drinking. His knowledge of the habits of his sometime employer went deeper than Spalko himself might have realized, if he’d wanted to consider it at all. He knew, for instance, that Spalko liked drink, cigarettes and women, though not necessarily in that order. His capacity for all three was immense. He thought now that if Spalko was even half as drunk as he suspected, he would have an advantage. Where Spalko was concerned, that was rare.


      “The dossier you gave me appears incorrect, or at the very least incomplete.”


      “And what leads you to that sorry conclusion?” The voice had instantaneously hardened, like water into ice. Too late Khan knew the language he had used had been too aggressive. Spalko might be a great thinker—a visionary even, as he doubtless considered himself—but in the bedrock of his being he operated on instinct. So he had risen from his semi-stupor to fight aggression with more of the same. He was possessed of a furious temper quite at odds with his carefully cultivated public image. But then so much of him thrived beneath the saccharine surface of his day-to-day life.


      “Webb’s behavior has been curious,” Khan said softly.


      “Oh? In what way?” Spalko’s voice had returned to its slurring, lazy diction.


      “He hasn’t been acting like a college professor.”


      “I’m wondering why it matters. Haven’t you killed him?”


      “Not yet.” Khan, sitting in his parked car, watched through the window glass as a bus pulled into a stop across the street. The door opened with a sigh and people emerged: an old man, two teenage boys, a mother and her toddler son.


      “Well, that’s a change of plan, isn’t it?”


      “You knew I meant to toy with him first.”


      “Certainly, but the question is for how long?”


      There was a verbal chess match of sorts in progress, as delicate as it was fevered, and Khan could only guess at its nature. What was it about Webb? Why had Spalko decided to use him as a pawn for the double murder of the government men, Conklin and Panov? Why, for that matter, had Spalko ordered them killed? Khan had no doubt this is what had happened.


      “Until I’m ready. Until he understands who’s coming for him.”


      Khan’s eyes followed the mother as she put her child down on the sidewalk. The boy tottered a little as he walked and she laughed. His head tilted as he looked up at her and he laughed, too, mimicking her pleasure. She took his small hand in hers.


      “You’re not having second thoughts, are you?”


      Khan thought he detected a slight tautness, a tremor of intent, and all at once he wondered whether Spalko was drunk at all. Khan considered asking him why it mattered to him whether or not he killed David Webb but, after some consideration, rejected the idea, fearing it might reveal his own concerns. “No, no second thoughts,” Khan said.


      “Because we’re the same under the skin, you and I. Our nostrils dilate at the scent of death.”


      Lost in thought and unsure how to respond, Khan closed his cell phone. He put his hand up to the window, watched between his fingers as the woman walked her son down the street. She took tiny steps, trying as best she could to match her gait to his wobbly one.


      Spalko was lying to him, Khan knew that much. Just as he had been lying to Spalko. For a moment, his eyes lost their focus and he was back in the jungles of Cambodia. He had been with the Vietnamese gunrunner for over a year, tied up in a shack like a mad dog, half-starved and beaten. The third time he had attempted to escape he had learned his lesson, beating the unconscious gunrunner’s head to a pulp with the spade-shaped head of a shovel he used to dig latrine pits. He had spent ten days living off what he could before he had been taken in by an American missionary by the name of Richard Wick. He had been given food, clothing, a hot bath and a clean bed. In exchange, he responded to the missionary’s English lessons. As soon as he was able to read, he was given a Bible, which he was required to memorize. In this way, he began to understand that in Wick’s view he was on the road to not salvation but to civilization. Once or twice, he tried to explain to Wick the nature of Buddhism, but he was very young and the concepts he’d been taught at an early age didn’t seem so well formed when they emerged from his mouth. Not that Wick would’ve been interested in any case. He held no truck with any religion that didn’t believe in God, didn’t believe in Jesus the Savior.


      Khan’s eyes snapped back into focus. The mother was leading her toddler past the chrome facade of the diner with the huge coffee cup on its roof. Just beyond and across the street, Khan could see the man he knew as David Webb through the reflection-streaked glass of a car window. He had to give Webb credit; he had led Khan on a tortured path from the edge of the Conklin estate. Khan had seen the figure on the ridge road, observing them. By the time he had scrambled up there after escaping from Webb’s clever trap, he had been too late to accost the man, but with his IR field glasses, he had been able to follow Webb’s progress onto the highway. He had been ready to follow when Webb had been picked up. He watched Webb now, knowing what Spalko already knew: that Webb was a very dangerous man. A man like that surely had no concern about being the only Caucasian in the diner. He looked lonely, although Khan could not be sure, loneliness being entirely alien to him.


      His gaze turned again to the mother and child. Their laughter drifted back to him, insubstantial as a dream.


      


      Bourne arrived at Lincoln Fine Tailors in Alexandria at five minutes past nine. The shop looked like all the other independently owned businesses in Old Town; that is to say, it had a vaguely Colonial facade. He crossed the red-brick sidewalk, pushed open the door, and went inside. The public area of the shop was divided in half by a waist-high barrier made up of a counter on the left and cutting tables on the right. The sewing machines were midway back behind the counter, manned by three Latinas who did not even glance up when he entered. A thin man in shirtsleeves and open striped vest stood behind the counter frowning down at something. He had a high, domed forehead, a fringe of light brown hair, a face with sagging cheeks and muddy eyes. His glasses were pushed up onto the crown of his scalp. He had a habit of pinching his hawklike nose. He paid no attention to the door opening but looked up as Bourne approached the counter.


      “Yes?” he said with an expectant air. “How can I help you?”


      “You’re Leonard Fine? I saw your name on the window outside.”


      “That’s me,” Fine said.


      “Alex sent me.”


      The tailor blinked. “Who?”


      “Alex Conklin,” Bourne repeated. “My name is Jason Bourne.” He looked around. No one was paying them the slightest attention. The sound of the sewing machines made the air sparkle and hum.


      Very deliberately, Fine pulled his glasses down onto the narrow bridge of his nose. He peered at Bourne with a decided intensity.


      “I’m a friend of his,” Bourne said, feeling the need to prompt the fellow.


      “There are no articles of clothing here for a Mr. Conklin.”


      “I don’t think he left any,” Bourne said.


      Fine pinched his nose, as if he were in pain. “A friend, you say?”


      “For many years.”


      Without another word, Fine reached over, opened a door in the counter for Bourne to step through. “Perhaps we should discuss this in my office.” He led Bourne through a door, down a dusty corridor reeking of sizing and spray starch.


      The office wasn’t much, a small cubicle with scuffed and pitted linoleum on the floor, bare pipes running from floor to ceiling, a battered green metal desk with a swivel chair, two stacks of cheap metal filing cabinets, piles of cardboard boxes. The smell of mold and mildew rose like steam from the contents of the office. Behind the chair was a small square window, so grimed it was impossible to see the alley beyond.


      Fine went behind the desk, pulled out a drawer. “Drink?”


      “It’s a little early,” Bourne said, “don’t you think?”


      “Yeah,” Fine muttered. “Now that you mention it.” He removed a gun from a drawer and aimed it at Bourne’s stomach. “The bullet won’t kill you right away, but while you’re bleeding to death, you’ll wish it had.”


      “There’s no reason to get excited,” Bourne said easily.


      “But there’s every reason.” the tailor said. His eyes were set close together, making him appear somewhat cross-eyed. “Conklin’s dead and I heard you did it.”


      “I didn’t,” Bourne said.


      “That’s what you all say. Deny, deny, deny. It’s the government’s way, isn’t it?” A crafty smile crossed the other’s face. “Sit down, Mr. Webb—or Bourne—whatever you’re calling yourself today.”


      Bourne looked up. “You’re Agency.”


      “Not at all. I’m an independent operator. Unless Alex told them, I doubt if anyone inside the Agency knows I even exist.” The tailor’s smile grew wider. “That’s why Alex came to me in the first place.”


      Bourne nodded. “I’d like to know about that.”


      “Oh, I have no doubt.” Fine reached for the phone on his desk. “On the other hand, when your own people get hold of you, you’ll be too busy answering their questions to care about anything else.”


      “Don’t do that,” Bourne said sharply.


      Fine halted with the receiver in midair. “Give me a reason.”


      “I didn’t kill Alex. I’m trying to find out who did.”


      “But you did kill him. According to the bulletin I read, you were at his house at the time he was shot to death. Did you see anyone else there?”


      “No, but Alex and Mo Panov were dead when I arrived.”


      “Bullshit. Why did you kill him, I wonder.” Fine’s eyes narrowed. “I imagine it was because of Dr. Schiffer.”


      “I never heard of Dr. Schiffer.”


      The tailor emitted a harsh laugh. “More bullshit. And I suppose you never heard of DARPA.”


      “Of course I have,” Bourne said. “It stands for Defense Advanced Research Projects Agency. Is that where Dr. Schiffer works?”


      With a sound of disgust, Fine said, “I’ve had enough of this.” When he momentarily took his eyes off Bourne to dial a number, Bourne lunged at him.


      


      The DCI was in his capacious corner office, on the phone with Jamie Hull. Brilliant sunlight spilled in the window, firing the jewel tones of the carpet. Not that the magnificent play of colors had any effect on the DCI. He was still in one of his black moods. Bleakly, he looked at the photos of himself with presidents in the Oval Office, foreign leaders in Paris, Bonn and Dakar, entertainers in L.A. and Vegas, evangelical preachers in Atlanta and Salt Lake City, even, absurdly, the Dalai Lama in his perpetual smile and saffron robes, on a visit to New York City. These pictures not only failed to rouse him from his gloom but made him feel the years of his life, as if they were layers of chain-mail weighing him down.


      “It’s a fucking nightmare, sir,” Hull was saying from far-off Reykjavík. “First off, setting up security in conjunction with the Russians and Arabs is like chasing your tail. I mean, half the time I don’t know what the hell they’re saying and the other half I don’t trust the interpreters—ours or theirs—are telling me exactly what they’re saying.”


      “You should have taken foreign language courses in grad school, Jamie. Just get on with it. I’ll send you other interpreters, if you like.”


      “Really? And where would be we getting them? We’ve excised all the Arabists, haven’t we?”


      The DCI sighed. That was a problem, of course. Almost all the Arab-speaking intelligence officers they’d had on their payroll had been deemed sympathetic to the Islamic cause, always shouting down the hawks, trying to explain how peace-loving most Islamics really were. Tell that to the Israelis. “We’ve got a whole crop of new ones due here day after tomorrow from the Center for the Study of Intelligence. I’ll have a couple sourced out to you ASAP.”


      “That’s not all, sir.”


      The DCI scowled, vexed that he heard no hint of gratitude in the other’s voice. “What now?” he snapped. What if he removed all the photos? he wondered. Would that improve the lugubrious atmosphere in here?


      “Not to complain, sir, but I’m trying my damnedest to establish proper security measures in a foreign country with no particular allegiance to the United States. We don’t give them aid, so they aren’t beholden to us. I invoke the president’s name and what do I get? Blank stares. That makes my job triply difficult. I’m a member of the most powerful nation on the planet. I know more about security than everyone in Iceland put together. Where’s the respect I’m supposed to—”


      The intercom buzzed, and with a certain amount of satisfaction, the Old Man put Hull on hold. “What is it?” he barked into the intercom.


      “Sorry to bother you, sir,” the duty officer said, “but a call’s just come in on Mr. Conklin’s emergency line.”


      “What? Alex is dead. Are you sure?”


      “Absolutely, sir. That line has not been reassigned yet.”


      “All right. Continue.”


      “I heard the sound of a brief scuffle and someone said a name—Bourne, I think.”


      The DCI sat ramrod straight, his black mood dissolving as quickly as it had come on. “Bourne. That’s the name you heard, son?”


      “It sure sounded like it. And the same voice said something like ‘kill you.’”


      “Where did the call come from?” the Old Man demanded.


      “It was cut off, but I did a reverse trace. The number belongs to a shop in Alexandria. Lincoln Fine Tailors.”


      “Good man!” The DCI was standing now. The hand that held the phone was trembling slightly. “Dispatch two teams of agents immediately. Tell them Bourne has surfaced! Tell them to terminate him on sight.”


      


      Bourne, having wrested the gun away from Leonard Fine without a shot being fired, now shoved him so hard against the smudgy wall that a calendar was dislodged from its nail, fell to the floor. The phone was in Bourne’s hand; he had just severed the connection. He listened for any commotion out front, any hint that the women had heard the sounds of the brief but violent struggle.


      “They’re on their way,” Fine said. “It’s over for you.”


      “I don’t think so.” Bourne was thinking furiously. “The call went to the main switchboard. No one would know what to do with it.”


      Fine shook his head, a smirk on his face. “The call bypassed the normal Agency switchboard; it rang directly through to the DCI’s duty officer. Conklin insisted I memorize the number, to be used only in event of an emergency.”


      Bourne shook Fine until his teeth rattled. “You idiot! What have you done?”


      “Paid my final debt to Alex Conklin.”


      “But I told you. I didn’t kill him.” And then something occurred to Bourne, one last desperate try to win Fine over to his side, to get him to open up about what Conklin had been up to, a clue to why he might have been killed. “I’ll prove to you Alex sent me.”


      “More bullshit,” Fine said. “It’s too late—”


      “I know about NX 20.”


      Fine stood immobile. There was a slackness to his face; his eyes were open wide in shock. “No,” he said. “No, no, no!”


      “He told me,” Bourne said. “Alex told me. That’s why he sent me, you see.”


      “Alex could never have been coerced to tell about NX 20. Never!” The shock was fading from Fine’s face, to be replaced by a slow dawning of the grievous error he had made.


      Bourne nodded. “I’m a friend. Alex and I go all the way back to Vietnam. This is what I have been trying to tell you.”


      “God in heaven, I was on the phone with him when…when it happened.” Fine put a hand to his forehead. “I heard the shot!”


      Bourne grabbed the tailor by his vest. “Leonard, get hold of yourself. We don’t have time for a replay.”


      Fine stared into Bourne’s face. He had responded, as people most often do, to his given name. “Yes.” He nodded, licked his lips. He was a man coming out of a dream. “Yes, I understand.”


      “The Agency will be here within minutes. I need to be gone by then.”


      “Yes, yes. Of course.” Fine shook his head in sorrow. “Now let go of me. Please.” Freed from Bourne’s grip, he knelt beneath the back window, pulled out the radiator grille, behind which was a modern safe built into the plaster and lathe wall. He spun the dial, unlocked it, swung the heavy door open, pulled out a small manila envelope. Closing the safe, he replaced the grille and rose, handing the envelope to Bourne.


      “This arrived for Alex late the other night. He called me yesterday morning to check on it. He said he was coming to pick it up.”


      “Who sent it?”


      At that moment, they heard voices raised in sharp command emanating from the shop out front.


      “They’re here,” Bourne said.


      “Oh God!” Fine’s features were pinched, bloodless.


      “You must have another way out.”


      The tailor nodded. He gave Bourne quick instructions. “Go on now,” he said urgently. “I’ll keep them occupied.”


      “Wipe your face,” Bourne said, and when Fine took the sheen of sweat off his face, he nodded.


      While the tailor hurried into the shop to confront the agents, Bourne ran silently down the filthy corridor. He hoped Fine would be able to hold up under their questioning; otherwise he’d be finished. The bathroom was larger than he would have expected. To the left was an old porcelain sink beneath which were a stack of old paint cans, the tops rusted shut. A toilet was set against the rear wall, a shower to the left. Following Fine’s instructions, he stepped into the shower, located the panel in the tile wall, opened it. He stepped through, replacing the tile panel.


      Raising his hand, he pulled the old-fashioned light cord. He found himself in a narrow passage that looked to be in the adjacent building. The place stank; black plastic garbage bags had been stuffed between the rough wooden studs, possibly in lieu of insulation. Here and there, rats had scratched their way through the plastic, had gorged themselves on the rotting contents, left the rest spilling out onto the floor.


      By the meager illumination provided by the bare bulb he saw a painted metal door that opened out onto the alley behind the stores. As he made his way toward it, the door burst open and two Agency suits sprinted through, guns drawn, their eyes intent on him.

    

  


  
    
      CHAPTER SIX

    


    
      The first two shots flew over Bourne’s head as he ducked into a crouch. Coming out of it, he kicked hard at a plastic bag of garbage, sending it flying toward the two agents. It struck one and came apart at the seam. Refuse flew everywhere, sending the agents backward, coughing, their eyes streaming, arms over their faces.


      Bourne struck upward, shattering the light bulb, plunging the narrow space into darkness. He turned and, flicking on his flashlight, saw the blank wall at the other end of the passageway. But there was a doorway to the outside, how…?


      Then he saw it and immediately extinguished the narrow beam of light. He could hear the agents shouting to each other, regaining their equilibrium. He went quickly to the far end of the passageway and knelt, feeling for the metal ring he had seen in a dull glint lying flush with the floor. He hooked his forefinger through it, pulled up, and the trap door to the cellar opened. A waft of stale, damp air came to him.


      Without a moment’s hesitation, he levered himself through the opening. His shoes struck the rung of a ladder and he went down, closing the trap door behind him. He smelled the roach spray first, then, switching on his flashlight, saw the gritty cement floor littered with their withered bodies like leaves on the ground. Rooting around in the splay of boxes, cartons and crates, he found a crowbar. Racing up the ladder, he slid the thick metal bar through the grips on the hatch. It was not a good fit; the crowbar remained loose, but it was the best he could hope for. All he needed, he thought, as he crunched across the roach-littered concrete floor, was enough time to get to the sidewalk delivery access common in all commercial buildings.


      Above his head, he could hear the hammering as the two agents tried to open the hatch. It would not take long, he knew, for the crowbar to slip free under such vibration. But he had found the double metal panels to the street, had climbed the short flight of concrete steps that led upward. Behind him, the hatch burst open. He switched off his flashlight as the agents dropped to the basement floor.


      Bourne was trapped now, and he knew it. Any attempt to lift the metal panels would bring in enough daylight for them to shoot him before he was halfway to the sidewalk. He turned, crept down the stairs. He could hear them moving around, looking for the light switch. They were speaking to each other in brief, staccato undertones, marking them as seasoned professionals. He crept along the jumbled piles of supplies. He, too, was looking for something specific.


      When the lights snapped on, the two agents were spread apart, one on either side of the basement.


      “What a shithole,” one of them said.


      “Never mind that,” the other cautioned. “Where the fuck’s Bourne?”


      With their bland, impassive faces there was not much to distinguish them. They wore Agency-issue suits and Agency-issue expressions with equal assurance. But Bourne had had much experience with the people the Agency swept into its nets. He knew how they thought and, therefore, how they would act. Though not physically together, they moved in concert. They would not give much thought to where he might hide. Rather they had mathematically divided the basement into quadrants they would search as methodically as machines. He could not now avoid them, but he could surprise them.


      Once he appeared, they would move very fast. He was counting on this and so positioned himself accordingly. He had wedged himself into a crate, his eyes smarting from the fumes of the caustic industrial cleansers with which he shared the cramped space. His hand scrabbled around in the darkness. Feeling something curved against the back of his hand, he picked it up. It was a can, heavy enough for his purpose.


      He could hear his heart beating, a rat scratching at the wall against which the crate rested; all else was silent as the agents continued their painstakingly thorough search. Bourne waited, patient, coiled. His lookout, the rat, had ceased its scratching. At least one of the agents was near.


      It was deathly quiet now. Then, all at once, the quick catch of a breath came to him, the rustle of fabric nearly directly above his head, and he uncoiled, popping the lid off. The agent, gun in hand, reared back. His partner, across the basement, whirled. With his left hand, Bourne grabbed a handful of the nearest agent’s shirt, jerked him forward. Instinctively, the agent pulled back, resisting, and Bourne lunged forward, using the agent’s own momentum to slam his spine and head against the brick wall. He could hear the rat squeak even as the agent’s eyes rolled up and he slid down, unconscious.


      The second agent had taken two steps toward Bourne, thought better of engaging him hand-to-hand and aimed the Glock at his chest. Bourne threw the can into the agent’s face. As he recoiled, Bourne closed the gap between them, drove the edge of his hand into the side of the agent’s neck, felling him.


      An instant later, Bourne was up the concrete stairs, opening the metal panels into fresh air and blue sky. Dropping the panels back into place, he calmly walked down the sidewalk until he reached Rosemont Avenue. There, he lost himself in the crowd.


      


      A half-mile away, after assuring himself that he had not been followed, Bourne went into a restaurant. As he was seated at a table, he scanned every face in the room, searching for anomalies—feigned nonchalance, covert scrutiny. He ordered a BLT and a cup of coffee, then got up and headed toward the rear of the restaurant. Determining the men’s room was empty, he locked himself in a cubicle, sat down on the toilet and opened the envelope meant for Conklin that Fine had given him.


      Inside, he found a first-class airline ticket in Conklin’s name to Budapest, Hungary, and a room key for the Danubius Grand Hotel. He sat looking at the items for a moment, wondering why Conklin had been on his way to Budapest and whether the trip had anything to do with his murder.


      He took out Alex’s cell phone, dialed a local number. Now that he had a direction, he felt better. Deron picked up after the third ring.


      “Peace, Love and Understanding.”


      Bourne laughed. “It’s Jason.” He never knew how Deron was going to answer the phone. Deron was quite literally an artist at his trade. It just happened that his trade was forgery. He made his living painting copies of Old Master oils that hung on mansion walls. They were so exacting, so expert that every so often one was sold at auction or ended up in a museum collection. On the side, just for the fun of it, he forged other things.


      “I’ve been following the news on you and it has a distinctly ominous tone,” Deron said, in his slight British accent.


      “Tell me something I don’t know.” At the sound of the men’s room door opening, Bourne paused. He stood up, put his shoes on either side of the toilet, peered over the top of the stall. A man with gray hair, a beard and a slight limp had bellied up to the urinal. He wore a dark suede bomber jacket, black slacks, nothing special. And yet, all at once Bourne felt trapped. He had to curb his desire to get out immediately.


      “Damn, is the man on your ass?” It was always interesting to hear argot coming out of that cultured mouth.


      “He was, up until I lost him..” Bourne left the bathroom and went back into the restaurant, scanning every table as he went. By this time his sandwich had come, but his coffee was cold. He flagged down the waitress, asked for it to be replaced. When she had walked away, he said softly into the phone, “Listen, Deron, I need the usual—passport and contact lenses in my prescription, and I need them yesterday.”


      “Nationality?”


      “Let’s keep it American.”


      “I get the idea. The man won’t expect that.”


      “Something like that. I want the name on the passport to be Alexander Conklin.”


      Deron gave a low whistle. “It’s your call, Jason. Give me two hours.”


      “Do I have a choice?”


      Deron’s odd little giggle exploded down the line. “You can go away hungry. I have all your photos. Which one d’you want?”


      When Bourne told him, he said, “Are you sure? You’ve got your hair shaved down to the nub. Doesn’t look like you at all now.”


      “It will when I get through with my makeover,” Bourne replied. “I’ve been put on the Agency hit list.”


      “Number one with a bullet, I shouldn’t think. Where should we meet?”


      Bourne told him.


      “Good enough. Yo, listen, Jason.” Deron’s tone was abruptly more somber. “That must have been tough. I mean, you saw them, didn’t you?”


      Bourne stared at his plate. Why had he ordered this sandwich? The tomato had a raw and bloody look. “I saw them, yes.” What if he could somehow roll back time, make Alex and Mo reappear? That would be quite a trick. But the past stayed the past, receding further from memory with every day.


      “It’s not like Butch Cassidy.”


      Bourne did not say a word.


      Deron sighed. “I knew Alex and Mo, too.”


      “Of course you did. I introduced you,” Bourne said, as he closed the phone.


      He sat at the table for a while, thinking. Something was bothering him. An alarm bell had gone off in his head as he had exited the men’s room, but he had been distracted by his conversation with Deron and so he had not taken full note of it. What was it? Slowly, carefully, he scanned the room again. Then he had it. He did not see the man with the beard and slight limp. Perhaps he had finished his meal and had been on his way out. On the other hand, his presence in the men’s room had made Bourne distinctly uneasy. There was something about him….


      He threw some money onto the table and went to the front of the restaurant. The two windows that looked out onto the street were separated by a wide mahogany pillar. Bourne stood behind it, using it as a screen while he checked the street. Pedestrians were first—anyone walking at an unnaturally slow pace, anyone loitering, reading a newspaper, standing too long in front of the shop window directly across the street, possibly scanning it for the reflection of the restaurant’s entrance. He saw nothing suspicious. He marked three people sitting inside parked cars—one woman, two men. He could not see their faces. And then, of course, there were the cars parked on the restaurant side of the street.


      Without a second thought, he went out onto the street. It was late morning and the crowd was denser now. That suited his current needs. He spent the next twenty minutes surveilling his immediate environment, checking doorways, storefronts, passing pedestrians and vehicles, windows and rooftops. When he’d satisfied himself that the field contained no Agency suits, he crossed the street, went into a liquor store. He asked for a bottle of the Speyside sherry-cask single-malt that had been Conklin’s drink. While the proprietor went to fetch it, he looked out the window. No one in any of the cars parked on the restaurant side of the street. As he watched, one of the men he had noted got out of his car, went into a pharmacy. He had neither a beard nor a limp.


      He had nearly two hours before he had to meet Deron, and he wanted to use the time productively. The memory of the Paris office, the voice, the half-remembered face that had been pushed aside by the exigencies of current circumstance, had now returned. According to Mo Panov’s methodology, he needed to inhale the Scotch again in order to pull out more of the memory. In this way, he hoped to try to find out who the man in Paris was and why the particular memory of him had surfaced now. Had it been simply the scent of the single-malt, or was it something in his current predicament that had provoked it?


      Bourne paid for the Scotch with a credit card, feeling he was safe enough using it in a liquor store. A moment later, he exited the store with his package. He passed the car with the woman inside. A small child was sitting next to her in the passenger’s seat. Since the Agency would never allow a child to be used on an active field surveillance, that left the second man as a possibility. Bourne turned, walking away from the car in which the man sat. He did not look behind him, did not try to use any covert methods of spying or the standard procedures for shaking a tail. He did keep track of all the cars immediately in front and behind him, however.


      Within ten minutes, he had reached a park. He sat down on a wrought-iron bench, watched the pigeons rise and fall, wheeling against the blue sky overhead. The other benches were perhaps half-full. An old man came into the park; he held a brown bag as crumpled as his face from which he extracted handfuls of bread crumbs. The pigeons, it seemed, had been expecting him, for they swooped down, swirling around him, cooing and clucking in delight as they gorged themselves.


      Bourne opened the bottle of single-malt, sniffed its elegant and complex aroma. Immediately, Alex’s face flashed before him, and the slow creep of blood over the floor. Gently, almost reverently, he set this image aside. He took a small sip of the Scotch, holding it on his palate, allowing the fumes to rise up into his nose, to bring him back to the shard of memory he was finding so elusive. In his mind’s eye, he saw again the view out onto the Champs-Elysées. He was holding the cut-crystal glass in his hand, and as he took another sip of the Scotch, he willed himself to bring the glass to his lips. He heard the strong, operatic voice, willed himself to turn back into the Paris office where he had been standing an unknown time ago.


      Now, for the first time, he could see the plush appointments of the room, the painting by Raoul Dufy of an elegant horse and rider in the Bois de Boulogne, the dark green walls with their deep luster, the high cream ceiling etched in the clear, piercing light of Paris. Go on, he urged himself. Go on…. A patterned carpet, two high-backed upholstered chairs, a heavy polished walnut desk in the Regency style of Louis XIV, behind which stood, smiling, a tall, handsome man with worldly eyes, a long Gallic nose and prematurely white hair. Jacques Robbinet, French Minister of Culture.


      That was it! How Bourne knew him, why they had become friends and, in a sense, compatriots, was still a mystery, but at least now he knew that he had an ally he could contact and count on. Elated, Bourne put the Scotch bottle underneath the bench, a gift for the first vagrant who noticed it. He looked around without seeming to. The old man had gone and so had most of the pigeons; just a few of the largest ones, chests puffed out to protect their territory, were strutting around, scrounging the last of the crumbs. A young couple were kissing on a nearby bench; three kids with a boombox passed through, made lewd noises at the snuggled couple. His senses were on high alert—something was wrong, out of place, but he could not figure out what it was.


      He was keenly aware that the deadline to meet Deron was fast approaching, but instinct warned him not to move until he had identified the anomaly. He looked again at all the people in the park. No bearded man, certainly none with a limp. And yet…Diagonally across from him was a man sitting forward, elbows on knees, hands together. He was watching a young boy whose father had just handed him an ice cream cone. What interested Bourne was that he was dressed in a dark suede bomber jacket and black slacks. His hair was black, not gray, he had no beard, and by the normal way his legs were bent, Bourne was certain that he didn’t have a limp.


      Bourne, himself a chameleon, an expert in disguise, knew that one of the best methods of keeping hidden was to change your gait, especially if one was trying to hide from a professional. An amateur might notice superficial aspects such as hair color and clothes, but to a trained agent the way you moved and walked was as individual as a fingerprint. He tried to bring up the image of the man in the restaurant men’s room. Had he been wearing a wig and fake beard? Bourne couldn’t be sure. What he was certain of, though, was that the man had been wearing a dark suede bomber jacket and black slacks. From this position he couldn’t see the man’s face, but it was clear that he was far younger than the man in the men’s room had appeared.


      There was something else about him, but what was it? He studied the side of the man’s face for several moments before he had it. A flash image of the man who’d jumped him in the woods of Conklin’s estate came to him. It was the shape of the ear, the deep brownish color, the configuration of the whorls.


      Good God, the thought, abruptly disoriented, this was the man who’d shot at him, who’d almost succeeded in killing him in the Manassas cave! How had he trailed Bourne all the way from there when Bourne had given the slip to every Agency and state trooper in the area? He felt a momentary chill run through him. What kind of man could do that?


      He knew there was only one way to find out. Experience told him that when you are up against a formidable foe the only way to get a true measure of him is to do the last thing he would expect. Still, for a moment, he hesitated. He’d never been up against an antagonist like this. He understood that he had crossed over into unknown territory.


      Knowing this, he rose and slowly and deliberately crossed the park and sat down beside the man, whose face he now saw had a distinctly Asian cast to it. To his credit, the man did not start or give any overt indication of surprise. He continued to watch the little boy. As the ice cream started to melt, his father showed him how to turn the cone to lick up the drippings.


      “Who are you?” Bourne said. “Why do you want to kill me?”


      The man beside him looked straight ahead, gave no sign at all that he had heard what Bourne had said. “Such a beatific scene of domestic bliss.” There was an acid edge to his voice. “I wonder if the child knows that at a moment’s notice his father could abandon him.”


      Bourne had an odd reaction to hearing the other’s voice in this setting. It was as if he had moved out of the shadows to fully inhabit the world of those around them.


      “No matter how much you want to kill me,” Bourne said, “you can’t touch me here in this public place.”


      “The boy is, what, six, I would say. Far too young to understand the nature of life, far too young to fathom why his father would leave.”


      Bourne shook his head. The conversation was not proceeding as he had intended. “What makes you think that? Why would the father abandon his son?”


      “An interesting question from a man with two children. Jamie and Alison, isn’t it?”


      Bourne started as if the other had plunged a knife into his side. Fear and anger swirled inside him but it was the anger that he allowed to rise to the surface. “I won’t even ask how you know so much about me, but I will tell you this, in threatening my family you’ve made a fatal mistake.”


      “Oh, there’s no need to think that. I have no designs on your children,” Khan said evenly. “I was merely wondering how Jamie will feel when you never come back.”


      “I’ll never abandon my son. I’ll do whatever it takes to come safely back to him.”


      “It seems odd to me that you’re so passionate about your current family when you failed Dao, Joshua and Alyssa.”


      Now the fear was gaining ground inside Bourne. His heart was pounding painfully, and there was a sharp pain in his chest. “What are you talking about? Where did you get the idea that I failed them?”


      “You abandoned them to their fate, didn’t you?”


      Bourne felt as if he was losing his grip on reality. “How dare you! They died! They were pulled away from me, and I’ve never forgotten them!”


      The hint of a smile curled the edges of the other’s lips, as if he had scored a victory in dragging Bourne across the invisible barrier. “Not even when you married Marie? Not even when Jamie and Alison where born?” His tone was tightly wound now, as if he was struggling to keep something deep inside him held in check. “You tried to replicate Joshua and Alyssa. You even used the same first letters in their names.”


      Bourne felt as if he’d been beaten senseless. There was an inchoate roaring in his ears. “Who are you?” he repeated in a strangled voice.


      “I’m known as Khan. But who are you, David Webb? A professor of linguistics might possibly be at home in the wilderness, but he surely doesn’t know hand-to-hand combat; he doesn’t know how to fashion a Viet Cong cage-net; he doesn’t know how to hijack a car. Above all, he doesn’t know how to successfully conceal himself from the CIA.”


      “It seems, then, that we’re a mystery to one another.”


      That same maddening enigmatic smile played around Khan’s mouth. Bourne felt a prickling of the short hairs at the nape of his neck, the sense that something in his shattered memory was trying to surface.


      “Keep telling yourself that. The fact is, I could kill you now, even in this public place,” Khan said with a great deal of venom. The smile had vanished as quickly as a cloud changes its shape, and there was a small tremor in the smooth bronze column of his neck, as if some fury, long held in check, had briefly escaped to the surface. “I should kill you now. But such extreme action would expose me to the pair of CIA agents who have entered the park from the north entrance.”


      Without moving his head, Bourne directed his gaze in the indicated direction. Khan was quite right. Two Agency suits were scanning the faces of those in the immediate vicinity.


      “I believe that it’s time we left.” Khan rose, looked down at Bourne for a moment. “This is a simple situation. Either come with me or be taken.”


      Bourne got up and, walking side by side with Khan, went out of the park. Khan was between Bourne and the agents, and he took a route that would keep him in that position. Again, Bourne was impressed with the young man’s expertise as well as his thinking in extreme situations.


      “Why are you doing this?” Bourne asked. He had not been immune to the other’s significant flare of temper, an incandescence as enigmatic to Bourne as it was alarming. Khan didn’t answer.


      They entered the stream of pedestrians and were soon lost within the flow. Khan had witnessed the four agents heading into Lincoln Fine Tailors, and he had quickly memorized their faces. It hadn’t been difficult; in the jungle where he had raised himself, the instant identification of an individual often meant the difference between life and death. In any event, unlike Webb, he knew where all four were and he was on the lookout for the other two now, because at this crucial juncture when he was leading his target to a place of his choosing, he did not want any intrusion.


      Sure enough, up ahead in the crowd, he spotted them. They were in standard formation, one on either side of the street, heading directly toward them. He turned to Webb to alert him, only to find that he was alone in the throng. Webb had vanished into thin air.

    

  


  
    
      CHAPTER SEVEN

    


    
      Deep within the bowels of Humanistas, Ltd. was a sophisticated listening station that monitored the clandestine signals traffic from all the various major intelligence networks. No human ear heard the raw data because no human ear would be able to make sense of it. Since the signals were encrypted, the intercepted traffic was run through a series of sophisticated software programs made up of heuristic algorithms—that is to say, they had the ability to learn. There was a program for each intelligence network because each agency had selected a different encryption algorithm.


      Humanistas’ battery of programmers were more successful at breaking some codes than others, but the bottom line was that Spalko more or less knew what was going on all over the world. The American CIA code was one of the ones that had been broken, so within hours of the DCI ordering the termination of Jason Bourne, Stepan Spalko was reading about it.


      “Excellent,” he said. “Now everything is going according to plan.” He set down the decryption, then pulled up a map of Nairobi on a monitor screen. He kept moving around the city until he found the area on the outskirts where President Jomo wanted the Humanistas medical team sent in to minister to the quarantined known AIDS patients.


      At that moment his cell phone rang. He listened to the voice on the other end of the line. He checked his watch, said, finally, “There should be enough time. You’ve done well.” Then he took the elevator upstairs to Ethan Hearn’s office. On the way up, he made a single call, achieving in minutes what many others in Budapest had tried in vain for weeks to get—an orchestra seat for that night’s opera.


      Humanistas, Ltd.’s newest young development officer was hard at work on his computer, but he stood up as soon as Spalko walked in. He looked as clean and neat as Spalko imagined he had when he had walked in to work this morning.


      “No need to be formal around here, Ethan,” Spalko said with an easy smile. “This isn’t the army, you know.”


      “Yes, sir. Thank you.” Hearn stretched his back. “I’ve been at it since seven this morning.”


      “How goes the fund-raising?”


      “I have two dinners and a lunch with solid prospects set up for early next week. I’ve e-mailed you a copy of the pitch letters I want to give to them.”


      “Good, good.” Spalko glanced around the room as if to make certain no one else was in hearing distance. “Tell me, do you own a tux?”


      “Absolutely, sir. I couldn’t do my job otherwise.”


      “Excellent. Go home and change into it.”


      “Sir?” The young man’s brows had knitted together in surprise.


      “You’re going to the opera.”


      “Tonight? At such short notice? How did you manage to get tickets?”


      Spalko laughed. “You know, I like you, Ethan. I’m willing to bet you’re the last honest man on earth.”


      “Sir, I have no doubt that would be you.”


      Spalko laughed again at the bewildered expression that had come over the young man. “That was a joke, Ethan. Now, come on. There’s no time to lose.”


      “But my work.” Hearn gestured at the computer screen.


      “In a way, tonight will be work. There’ll be a man at the opera I want to recruit as a benefactor.” Spalko’s demeanor was so relaxed, so nonchalant that Hearn never suspected a thing. “This man—his name is László Molnar—”


      “I’ve never heard of him.”


      “You wouldn’t.” Spalko’s voice lowered, became conspiratorial. “Though he is quite wealthy, he is paranoid about anyone knowing. He’s not on any donor list, that I can assure you, and if you make any allusion to his wealth, you might as well forget ever talking to him again.”


      “I understand completely, sir,” Hearn said.


      “He is a connoisseur of sorts, though nowadays it seems to me the word has lost much of its meaning.”


      “Yes, sir.” Hearn nodded. “I think I know what you mean.”


      Spalko was quite certain the young man had no idea what he meant, and a vague undertone of regret crept into his thoughts. He had once been as naive as Hearn, a hundred years ago, or so it now seemed. “In any event, Molnar loves opera. He has had a subscription for years.”


      “I know exactly how to proceed with difficult prospects like László Molnar.” Hearn deftly pulled on his suit jacket. “You can count on me.”


      Spalko grinned. “Somehow I knew I could. Now, once you’ve hooked him, I want you to take him to Underground. Do you know the bar, Ethan?”


      “Of course, sir. But it will be quite late. After midnight, surely.”


      Spalko put his forefinger beside his nose. “Another secret. Molnar is something of a night owl. He’ll resist, however. It seems he enjoys being persuaded. You must persevere, Ethan, do you understand?”


      “Perfectly.”


      Spalko handed him a slip of paper with Molnar’s seat number. “Then go on. Have a good time.” He gave him a small shove. “And good luck.”


      


      The imposing Romanesque facade of Magyar Állami Operaház, the Hungarian State Opera House, was ablaze with light. Inside, the magnificent, ornate gilt-and-red interior, three stories high, glittered with what seemed like ten thousand spearpoints of light from the elaborate cut-crystal chandelier that descended from the muraled domed ceiling like a giant bell.


      Tonight, the company was presenting Zoltán Kodály’s Háry János, a traditional favorite that had been in its repertory since 1926. Ethan Hearn hurried into the vast marble lobby, echoing with the voices of Budapest society assembled for the evening’s festivities. His tuxedo was of a fine worsted fabric and was well cut, but it was hardly a name brand. In his line of work, what he wore and how he wore it was extremely important. He tended toward elegant, muted clothes, never anything flashy or too expensive. Humility was the name of the game when one was asking for donations.


      He did not want to be late, but he slowed himself down, reluctant to miss a moment of that peculiar electric time just before the curtain rose that made his heart thump.


      Having assiduously boned up on the hobbies of Hungarian society, he fancied himself something of an opera buff. He liked Háry János both because of its music, which was derived from Hungarian folk music, and because of the tall tale the veteran soldier János spins of his rescue of the emperor’s daughter, his promotion to general, his virtual single-handed defeat of Napoleon and his eventual winning of the heart of the emperor’s daughter. It was a sweet fable, drenched in the bloody history of Hungary.


      In the end, it was fortuitous that he had arrived late, because by consulting the slip of paper Spalko had given him, he was able to identify László Molnar, who, along with most others, was already seated. From what Hearn could determine at first sight, he was a middle-aged man of medium height, heavy around the gut, and, with a slicked-back mass of black hair, a head not unlike a mushroom. A forest of bristles sprouted from his ears and the backs of his blunt-fingered hands. He was ignoring the woman on his left, who, in any case, was speaking, rather too loudly, to her companion. The seat to Molnar’s right was vacant. It appeared that he had come to the opera on his own. All the better, Hearn thought, as he took his seat near the rear of the orchestra. A moment later the lights dimmed, the orchestra struck up the prelude and the curtain slid smoothly up.


      Later, during the intermission, Hearn took a cup of hot chocolate and mingled with the soigné crowd. This was how humans had evolved. As opposed to the animal world, the female was definitely the more colorful of the species. The women were sheathed in long dresses of shantung silk, Venetian moiré, Moroccan satin that just months ago had been displayed on the couturier runways of Paris, Milan and New York. The men, clad in designer tuxedos, appeared content to circle their mates, who gaggled in clusters, fetching them champagne or hot chocolate when needed but, for the most part, looking thoroughly bored.


      Hearn had enjoyed the first half of the opera and was looking forward to the conclusion. He had not, however, forgotten his assignment. In fact, during the performance he had spent some time coming up with an approach. He never liked to lock himself into a plan; rather he used his first visual assessment of the prospect to figure out an approach. To the discerning eye, so much could be determined by visual cues. Did the prospect care about his appearance? Did he like food, or was he indifferent to it? Did he drink or smoke? Was he cultured or uncouth? All these factors and many more went into the mix.


      So it was that by the time Hearn made his approach, he was confident he could strike up a conversation with László Molnar.


      “Pardon me,” Hearn said in his most deprecating tone of voice. “I’m a lover of opera. I was wondering if you were, too.”


      Molnar had turned. He wore an Armani tuxedo that emphasized his broad shoulders while cleverly hiding the bulk of his gut. His ears were very large and, this close up, even hairier than they had seemed at first glance. “I am a student of the opera,” he said slowly and, to Hearn’s attuned senses, warily. Hearn smiled his most charming smile and engaged Molnar’s dark eyes with his own. “To be frank,” Molnar continued, apparently mollified, “I’m consumed by it.”


      This fit in perfectly with what Spalko had told him, Hearn thought. “I have a subscription,” he said in his effortless fashion. “I’ve had one for some years, and I couldn’t help noticing that you have one also.” He laughed softly. “I don’t get to meet too many people with a love of opera. My wife prefers jazz.”


      “Mine loved the opera.”


      “You’re divorced?”


      “A widower.”


      “Oh, I’m so sorry.”


      “It happened some time ago,” Molnar said, warming a little now that he’d given up this intimate bit of knowledge. “I miss her so terribly that I’ve never sold her seat.”


      Hearn held out a hand. “Ethan Hearn.”


      After the slightest hesitation, László Molnar gripped it with his hairy-backed paw. “László Molnar. I’m pleased to make your acquaintance.”


      Hearn gave a courtly little bow. “Would you care to join me in a hot chocolate, Mr. Molnar?”


      This offer appeared to please the other, and he nodded. “I’d be delighted.” As they walked together through the milling crowd, they exchanged lists of their favorite operas and opera composers. Since Hearn had asked Molnar to go first, he made certain they had many in common. Molnar was again pleased. As Spalko had noted, there was something open and honest about Hearn that even the most jaundiced eye could not help but appreciate. He possessed the knack of being natural even in the most artificial situations. It was this sincerity of spirit that caught Molnar, dissolving his defenses.


      “Are you enjoying the performance?” he inquired as they sipped their hot chocolate.


      “Very much,” Hearn said. “But Háry János is so full of emotion I confess I’d enjoy it all the more if I could see the expressions on the principals’ faces. Sad to say, when I bought the subscription I couldn’t afford anything closer, and now it’s quite impossible to obtain a better seat.”


      For a moment, Molnar said nothing, and Hearn feared that he was going to let the opening pass. Then he said, as if he had just thought of it, “Would you care to sit in my wife’s seat?”


      “Once more,” Hasan Arsenov said. “We need to go over again the sequence of events that will gain us our freedom.”


      “But I know them as well as I know your face,” Zina protested.


      “Well enough to negotiate the route to our final destination blindfolded?”


      “Don’t be ridiculous,” Zina scoffed.


      “In Icelandic, Zina. We speak now only in Icelandic.”


      In their hotel room, the schematics for the Oskjuhlid Hotel in Reykjavík were spread out across the large desk. In the inviting glow of lamplight, every layer of the hotel was laid bare, from the foundation, to the security, sewage and heating and air-conditioning systems, to the floor plans themselves. On each oversized bluesheet were neatly written a series of notes, directional arrows, markouts indicating the layers of security that had been added by each of the participating nations for the terrorism summit. Spalko’s intel was impeccably detailed.


      “From the time we breach the hotel’s defenses,” Arsenov said, “we’ll have very little time to accomplish our goal. The worst part is we won’t know how little time until we get there and make a dry run. That makes it even more imperative that there be no hesitation, no mistake—not one wrong turn!” In his ardor, his dark eyes were blazing. Taking up a sash of hers, he led her to one end of the room. He wrapped it around her head, tying it tightly enough so that he knew she couldn’t see.


      “We’ve just entered the hotel.” He let go of her. “Now I want you to walk out the route for me. I’ll be timing you. Now go!”


      For two-thirds of the circuitous journey, she did well, but then, at the junction of what would be two branching corridors, she went left instead of right.


      “You’re finished,” he said harshly as he whipped off the blindfold. “Even if you corrected your mistake, you wouldn’t make the target on time. Security—be it American, Russian or Arab—would catch up to you and shoot you dead.”


      Zina was trembling, furious with herself and with him.


      “I know that face, Zina. Put your anger away,” Hasan said. “Emotion breaks concentration, and concentration is what you need now. When you can make the path blindfolded without making a mistake, we will be finished for this evening.”


      


      An hour later, her mission accomplished, Zina said, “Come to bed, my love.”


      Arsenov, dressed now only in a simple muslin robe, dyed black, belted at the waist, shook his head. He was standing by the huge window, looking out at the diamond night-sparkle of Budapest reflected in the dark water of the Danube.


      Zina sprawled naked on the down comforter, laughed softly, deep in her throat. “Hasan, feel.” She moved her palm, her long, splayed fingers over the sheets. “Pure Egyptian cotton, so luxurious.”


      He wheeled on her, a frown of disapproval darkening his face. “That’s just it, Zina.” He pointed to the half-empty bottle on the night table. “Napoleon brandy, soft sheets, a down comforter. These luxuries are not for us.”


      Zina’s eyes opened wide, her heavy lips forming a moue. “And why not?”


      “Has the lesson I’ve just taught you gone in one ear only to fly out the other? Because we are warriors, because we have renounced all worldly possessions.”


      “Have you renounced your weapons, Hasan?”


      He shook his head, his eyes hard and cold. “Our weapons have a purpose.”


      “These soft things also have a purpose, Hasan. They make me happy.”


      He made a guttural sound in the back of his throat, curt and dismissive.


      “I don’t want to possess these things, Hasan,” Zina said huskily, “just use them for a night or two.” She held out a hand to him. “Can’t you relax your iron-bound rules for even that short a time? We’ve both worked hard today; we deserve a little relaxation.”


      “Speak for yourself. I won’t be seduced by luxuries,” he said shortly. “It disgusts me that you have been.”


      “I don’t believe I disgust you.” She had seen something in his eyes, a sort of self-denial that she naturally enough misinterpreted as the rock of his strict ascetic nature.


      “All right, then,” she said. “I’ll break the brandy bottle, sow the bed with glass, if only you’ll come join me.”


      “I’ve told you,” he warned darkly. “Do not joke of these matters, Zina.”


      She sat up, on her knees moved toward him, her breasts, sheened in golden lamplight, swaying provocatively. “I’m perfectly serious. If it’s your wish to lie in a bed of pain while we make love, who am I to argue?”


      He stood looking at her for a long time. It did not occur to him that she might be mocking him still. “Don’t you understand.” He took a step toward her. “Our path is set. We are bound to the Tariqat, the spiritual path to Allah.”


      “Don’t distract me, Hasan. I’m still thinking of weapons.” She grabbed a handful of muslin and pulled him toward her. Her other hand reached out, gently caressed the fabric of the bandage that wrapped the area of his thigh where he’d been shot. Then it moved higher.


      


      Their lovemaking was as fierce as any hand-to-hand combat. It arose as much out of wanting to hurt the other as it did from physical need. In their jackhammer thrashing, moaning and release, it was doubtful that love played any role. For his part, Arsenov longed to be ground into the bed of glass shards that Zina had joked about, so that when her nails gripped him, he resisted her, obliging her to hold on tighter, to score his skin. He was rough enough to bait her, so that she bared her teeth, used them on the powerful muscles of his shoulders, his chest, his arms. It was only with the rising tide of pain threatening to overpower the pleasure that the strange hallucinatory sensation in which he was lost receded somewhat.


      Punishment was required for what he had done to Khalid Murat, his compatriot, his friend. Never mind that he had done what was needed in order for his people to survive and flourish. How many times had he told himself that Khalid Murat had been sacrificed on the altar of Chechnya’s future? And yet, like a sinner, an outcast, he was hounded by doubt and fear, in need of cruel punishment. Though truly, he thought now in the little death that comes in sexual release, was it not always thus with prophets? Was not this torture further proof that the road he had embarked upon was the righteous one?


      Beside him, Zina lay in his arms. She might have been miles away, though in a manner of speaking her mind was also filled with thoughts of prophets. Or, more accurately, one prophet. This latter-day prophet had dominated her mind ever since she had drawn Hasan to the bed. She hated that Hasan could not let himself take pleasure in the luxuries around him, and so, when he grasped her, it was not him she was thinking of, when he entered her, in her mind it was not him at all, but Stepan Spalko to whom she crooned. And when, nearing her end, she bit her lip it was not out of passion, as Hasan believed, but out of a fear that she would shout Spalko’s name. She so much wanted to, if only to hurt Hasan in a manner that would cut him to the quick, for she had no doubt of his love for her. This love she found dumb and unknowing, an infantile thing like a baby reaching for its mother’s breast. What he craved from her was warmth and shelter, the quick thrust back into the womb. It was a love that made her skin crawl.


      But what she craved…


      Her thoughts froze in their tracks as he moved against her, sighing. She had supposed that he was asleep, but he was not, or else something had roused him. Now, attendant on his desires, she had no time for her own thoughts. She smelled his manly scent, rising like a pre-dawn mist, and his breathing quickened just a little.


      “I was thinking,” he whispered, “about what it means to be a prophet, whether one day I will be called that among our people.”


      Zina said nothing, knowing that he wished her to be silent now, to listen only, as he reassured himself of his chosen path. This was Arsenov’s weakness, the one unknown to anyone else, the one he showed only to her. She wondered if Khalid Murat had been clever enough to have suspected this weakness. She was almost certain Stepan Spalko was.


      “The Qur’an tells us that each of our prophets is the incarnation of a divine attribute,” Arsenov said. “Moses is the manifestation of the transcendent aspect of reality, because of his ability to speak with God without an intermediary. In the Qur’an, the Lord said to Moses, ‘Fear not, you are transcendent.’ Jesus is the manifestation of prophethood. As an infant, he cried, ‘God gave me the book and placed me as a prophet.’


      “But Mohammad is the spiritual incarnation and manifestation of all of God’s names. Mohammad himself said, ‘What God first created was my light. I was a prophet while Adam was still between water and earth.’”


      Zina waited the space of several heartbeats to be certain that he had finished pontificating. Then, with a hand placed on his slowly rising and falling chest, she asked as she knew he wanted her to ask, “And what is your divine attribute, my prophet?”


      Arsenov turned his head on the pillow so that he could see her fully. The lamplight behind her cast most of her face in shadow, just a fiery line along her cheek and jawbone was limned in a long painterly stroke, and he was caught out in a thought he most often kept hidden, even from himself. He did not know what he would do without her strength and vitality. For him, her womb represented immortality, the sacred place from which his sons would issue, his line continuing through all eternity. But he knew this dream could not happen without Spalko’s help. “Ah, Zina, if you only knew what the Shaykh will do for us, what he will help us become.”


      She rested her cheek against her folded arm. “Tell me.”


      But he shook his head, a small smile playing at the corners of his mouth. “That would be a mistake.”


      “Why?”


      “Because you must see for yourself without any fore-knowledge the devastation caused by the weapon.”


      Now, peering into Arsenov’s eyes, she experienced a chill deep in the core of her, where she rarely dared to look. Possibly she felt an intimation of the terrible power that would be unleashed in Nairobi in three days’ time. But with the clairvoyance sometimes granted lovers, she understood that what interested Hasan most was the fear this form of death—whatever it would turn out to be—would engender. It was fear he meant to wield, that was clear enough. Fear to use as a righteous sword to regain all that had been lost to the Chechens over centuries of abuse, displacement and bloodshed.


      From an early age, Zina had been on intimate terms with fear. Her father, weak and dying of the disease of despair that ran like a plague through Chechnya, who had once provided for his family as all Chechen men must but could not now even show his face on the street for fear of being picked up by the Russians. Her mother, once a beautiful young woman, in her last years a sunken-chested crone with thinning hair, bad eyesight and faulty memory.


      After she came home from the long day’s scavenging, she was obliged to walk three kilometers to the nearest public water pump, stand in the queue for an hour or two, only to walk back, lug the full bucket up the five flights to their filthy room.


      That water! Sometimes, even now, Zina would awake, gagging, with its foul turpentine taste in her mouth.


      One night her mother sat down and did not get up. She was twenty-eight but looked more than twice that age. From the constantly burning oil fires, her lungs were full of tar. When Zina’s younger brother had complained of thirst, the old woman had looked at Zina and said, “I can’t get up. Even for our water. I can’t go on….”


      Zina rolled and, twisting her torso, turned off the lamp. The moon, previously unseen, filled the casement of the window. At the point where her upper torso dipped down to her narrow waist, a small pool of its cool light fell upon the bed, illuminating the tip of her breast, below which, under the deep curve, lay Hasan’s hand. Outside that pool there was only darkness.


      For a long time she lay with her eyes open, listening to Hasan’s regular breathing, waiting for sleep to claim her. Who knew the meaning of fear better than Chechens? she wondered. In Hasan’s face was written the lamentable history of their people. Never mind death, never mind ruin, there was only one outcome that he could see: vindication for Chechnya. And with a heart made heavy by despair, Zina knew that the attention of the world needed to be snapped into focus. These days, there was only one way to do that. She knew Hasan was right: Death had to come in a manner heretofore unthinkable, but what price they might all pay she could not begin to imagine.

    

  


  
    
      CHAPTER EIGHT

    


    
      Jacques Robbinet liked to spend mornings with his wife, drinking café au lait, reading the papers and talking with her about the economy, their children and the state of their friends’ lives. They never spoke about his work.


      He made it a strict rule never to come into the office before noon. Once there, he spent an hour or so scanning documents, interdepartmental memos and the like, writing e-mail responses when necessary. His phone was answered by his assistant, who logged calls and brought him messages deemed urgent by her. In this, as in all things she did for Robbinet, she was exemplary. She had been trained by him and her instincts were unerring.


      Best of all, she was utterly discreet. This meant that Robbinet could tell her where he was lunching each day with his mistress—be it a quiet bistro or the mistress’s apartment in the fourth arrondissement. This was crucial, since Robbinet took long lunches, even by French standards. He rarely returned to the office before four, but he was often at his desk until well past midnight, in signals with his counterparts in America. Robbinet’s official title might be Minister of Culture, but in fact he was a spy at such a high level that he reported directly to the French president.


      On this particular evening, however, he was out to dinner, the afternoon having proved so tiresomely hectic he’d had to postpone his daily tryst until late in the evening. There was a flap that concerned him greatly. A worldwide sanction had been routed to him by his American friends, and as he read it, his blood had run cold, for the target for termination was Jason Bourne.


      Some years ago Robbinet had met Bourne at, of all places, a spa. Robbinet had booked a weekend at the spa just outside Paris so that he could be with his then-mistress, a tiny thing with enormous appetites. She had been a ballet dancer; Robbinet still recalled with great fondness the marvelous suppleness of her body. In any event, they had met in the steam room and they had gotten to talking. Eventually, in a most unsettling manner, he was to discover that Bourne had been there looking for a certain double agent. Having ferreted her out, he had killed her while Robbinet was getting a treatment—green mud, if memory served. Good thing, too, since the double agent was posing as Robbinet’s therapist in order to assassinate him. Is there any place where one is more vulnerable than on a therapist’s table? Robbinet wondered. What could he do after that, except take Bourne out to a lavish dinner. That night, over foie gras, veal kidneys in mustard-spiked jus and tarte Tatin, all washed down with three magnificent bottles of the finest ruby Bordeaux, having uncovered each other’s secrets, they became fast friends.


      It was through Bourne that Robbinet had met Alexander Conklin and had become Conklin’s conduit to the operations of the Quai d’Orsay and Interpol.


      In the end, Robbinet’s trust in his assistant was Jason Bourne’s good fortune, for it was over café and thoroughly decadent millefeuille at Chez Georges with Delphine that he received the call from her. He loved the restaurant for both its food and its location. Because it was across the street from the Bourse—the French equivalent of the New York Stock Exchange—it was frequented by brokers and businessmen, people far more discreet than the gossiping politicians with whom Robbinet was, from time to time, obliged to rub elbows.


      “There’s someone on the line,” his assistant said in his ear. Thankfully, she monitored his after-hours calls from home. “He says it’s urgent he speak with you.”


      Robbinet smiled at Delphine. His mistress was an elegant, mature beauty whose looks were diametrically opposed to those of his wife of thirty years. They had been having a most delightful conversation about Aristide Maillot, whose voluptuous nudes graced the Tuilleries, and Jules Massenet, whose opera Manon they both thought overrated. Really, he could not understand the American male obsession with girls scarcely out of their teens. The thought of taking as a mistress someone his daughter’s age seemed frightful to him, not to mention pointless. What on earth would there be to talk about over café and millefeuille? “Has he given you his name?” he said into the phone.


      “Yes. Jason Bourne.”


      Robbinet’s pulse started to pound. “Put him through,” he said immediately. Then, because it was inexcusable to speak on the phone for any length of time in front of one’s mistress, he excused himself, went outside into the fine mist of the Parisian evening and waited for the sound of his old friend’s voice.


      


      “My dear Jason. How long has it been?”


      Bourne’s spirits rose the moment he heard Jacques Robbinet’s voice booming through his cell phone. At last the voice of someone inside who wasn’t—he hoped!—trying to kill him. He was barreling down the Capital Beltway in another car he had stolen on his way to meet Deron.


      “To tell you the truth, I don’t know.”


      “It’s been years, can you believe it?” Robbinet said. “But, really, I must tell you that I’ve kept track of you through Alex.”


      Bourne, who’d felt some initial trepidation, now began to relax. “Jacques, you’ve heard about Alex.”


      “Yes, mon ami. The American DCI has sent out a worldwide sanction on you. But I don’t believe a word of it. You couldn’t possibly have murdered Alex. Do you know who did?”


      “I’m trying to find out. All I know for certain at the moment is that someone named Khan may be involved.”


      The silence at the other end of the line went on so long that Bourne was forced to say, “Jacques? Are you there?”


      “Yes, mon ami. You startled me, that’s all.” Robbinet took a deep breath. “This Khan, he is known to us. He’s a professional assassin of the first rank. We ourselves know that he’s been responsible for over a dozen high-level hits worldwide.”


      “Whom does he target?”


      “Mainly politicians—the president of Mali, for instance—but also from time to time prominent business leaders. As far as we’ve been able to determine, he’s neither political nor an ideologue. He takes the commissions strictly for money. He believes in nothing but that.”


      “The most dangerous kind of assassin.”


      “Of that there can be no doubt, mon ami,” Robbinet said. “Do you suspect him of murdering Alex?”


      “It’s possible,” Bourne said. “I encountered him at Alex’s estate just after I found the bodies. It might have been he who called the police because they showed up while I was still in the house.”


      “A classic setup,” Robbinet concurred.


      Bourne was silent for a moment, his mind filled with Khan, who could have shot him dead on campus or, later, from his vantage point in the willow. The fact that he didn’t told Bourne a great deal. This apparently wasn’t a normal commission for Khan; his stalking was personal, a vendetta of some sort that must have had its origins in the jungles of Southeast Asia. The most logical assumption was that Bourne had killed Khan’s father. Now the son was out for revenge. Why else would he be obsessed with Bourne’s family? Why else would he ask about Bourne abandoning Jamie? This theory fit the circumstances perfectly.


      “What else can you tell me about Khan?” Bourne said now.


      “Very little,” Robbinet replied, “other than his age, which is twenty-seven.”


      “He looks younger than that,” Bourne mused. “Also, he’s part Asian.”


      “Rumor is he’s half-Cambodian, but you know how reliable rumors can be.”


      “And the other half?”


      “Your guess is as good as mine. He’s a loner, no known vices, residence unknown. He burst on the scene six years ago, killing the prime minister of Sierra Leone. Before that, it’s as if he didn’t exist.”


      Bourne checked his rear-view mirror. “So he made his first official kill when he was twenty-one.”


      “Some coming-out party, eh?” Robbinet said dryly. “Listen, Jason, about this man Khan, I can’t overemphasize how dangerous he is. If he’s involved in any way, you must use extreme caution.”


      “You sound frightened, Jacques.”


      “I am, mon ami. Where Khan is concerned, there’s no shame in it. You should be, too. A healthy dose of fear makes one cautious, and believe me, now is a time for caution.”


      “I’ll keep that in mind,” Bourne said. He maneuvered through traffic, looking for the right exit. “Alex was working on something, and I think he was killed because of it. You don’t know anything about what he was involved with, do you?”


      “I saw Alex here in Paris perhaps six months ago. We had dinner. My impression was that he was terribly preoccupied. But you know Alex, always secretive as the tomb.” Robbinet sighed. “His death is a terrible loss for all of us.”


      Bourne turned off the Beltway at the Route 123 exit, drove to Tysons Corner. “Does ‘NX 20’ mean anything to you?”


      “That’s all you have? NX 20?”


      He drove to the Tysons Corner center parking terrace C. “More or less. Look up a name: Dr. Felix Schiffer.” He spelled it out. “He works for DARPA.”


      “Ah, now you have given me something useful. Let me see what I can do.”


      Bourne gave him his cell phone number as he exited the car. “Listen, Jacques, I’m on my way to Budapest but I’m just about out of cash.”


      “No problem,” Robbinet said. “Shall we use our same arrangement?”


      Bourne had no idea what that was. He had no choice but to agree.


      “Bon. How much?”


      He went up the escalator, past Aviary Court. “A hundred thousand should do it. I’ll be staying at the Danubius Grand Hotel under Alex’s name. Mark the packet ‘Hold for Arrival.’”


      “Mais oui, Jason. It will be done just as you wish. Is there any other assistance I can provide?”


      “Not at the moment.” Bourne saw Deron up ahead, standing outside a store called Dry Ice. “Thanks for everything, Jacques.”


      “Remember caution, mon ami,” Robbinet said before signing off. “With Khan in the field, anything can happen.”


      


      Deron had spotted Bourne and began walking at a slower pace so Bourne could catch up to him. He was a slight man with skin the color of cocoa, a chiseled, high-cheekboned face and eyes that flashed his keen intelligence. With his lightweight coat, smartly tailored suit and gleaming leather attaché case, he looked every inch the businessman. He smiled as they walked side by side through the mall.


      “It’s good to see you, Jason.”


      “Too bad the circumstances are so dire.”


      Deron laughed. “Hell, when disaster strikes is the only time I see you!”


      While they spoke, Bourne was gauging sight lines, assessing escape routes, checking faces.


      Deron unlocked his briefcase, handed Bourne a slim packet. “Passport and contacts.”


      “Thanks.” Bourne put the packet away. “I’ll get payment to you within the week.”


      “Whenever.” Deron waved a long-fingered artist’s hand. “Your credit is good with me.” He handed Bourne another item. “Dire situations require extreme measures.”


      Bourne held the gun in his hand. “What is this made of? It’s so light.”


      “Ceramic and plastic. Something I’ve been working on for a couple of months now,” Deron said with no little pride. “Not useful for distance but spot-on at close range.”


      “Plus, it won’t be picked up at the airport,” Bourne said.


      Deron nodded. “Ammo, as well.” He handed Bourne a small cardboard box. “Plastic-tipped ceramic, makes up for the small caliber. Another plus, look here, see these vents on the barrel—they dissipate the noise of percussion. The firing makes almost no sound.”


      Bourne frowned. “Doesn’t that cut down on the stopping power?”


      Deron laughed. “Old school ballistics, m’man. Believe me, you take someone down with this, they stay down.”


      “Deron, you’re a man of unusual talents.”


      “Hey, I gotta be me.” The forger sighed deeply. “Copying the Old Masters has its charm, I suppose. You cannot believe how much I’ve learned studying their techniques. On the other hand, the world you opened up to me—a world no one else here in this entire mall but us knows exists—now that is what I call excitement.” A wind had come up, a damp harbinger of change, and he raised the collar of his coat against it. “I admit I once harbored a secret desire to market some of my more unusual products to people like you.” He shook his head. “But no more. What I do now on the side, I do for fun.”


      Bourne saw a man in a trench coat stop in front of a store window to light up a cigarette. He was still standing there, seemingly gazing at the shoes on display. The trouble was, they were women’s shoes. Bourne gave a hand signal and they both turned to their left, walking away from the shoe store. In a moment Bourne used the available reflective surfaces to glance behind them. The man in the trench coat was nowhere to be seen.


      Bourne hefted the gun, which seemed light as air. “How much?” he said.


      Deron shrugged. “It’s a prototype. Let’s say this, you name the price based on its use to you. I trust you’ll be fair.”


      


      When Ethan Hearn had first come to Budapest, it had taken him some time to get used to the fact that Hungarians were as literal as they were deliberate. Accordingly, the bar Underground was situated in Pest at 30 Teréz Körúta, in a cellar beneath a cinema. Being below a movie theater also adhered to the Hungarian idiosyncrasy, for Underground was an homage to the well-known Hungarian film by Emir Kusticura of the same name. As far as Hearn was concerned, the bar was postmodern in the ugliest sense of the word. Steel beams were visible across the ceiling, interspersed with a line of gigantic factory fans that blew the smoke-thickened air down around the drinking and dancing denizens. But what Hearn liked least about Underground was the music—a loud and cacophonous mixture of aggrieved garage rock and sweaty funk.


      Oddly, László Molnar did not seem to mind. In fact, he appeared to want to stay out among the hip-swaying crowd, as if reluctant to return home. There was something brittle about his manner, Hearn thought, in his quick abrasive laugh, the way his eyes roamed the room, never alighting on anything or anyone for long, as if he carried a dark and corrosive secret close under his skin. Hearn’s occupation caused him to run up against a great deal of money. He wondered, not for the first time, whether so much wealth could have a ruinous effect on the human psyche. Perhaps this was the reason he had never aspired to riches.


      Molnar insisted on ordering for both of them, a nastily sweet cocktail called a Causeway Spray that involved whiskey, ginger ale, Triple Sec and lemon. They found a table in a corner where Hearn could barely see the small menu and continued their discussion of opera, which, given the venue, seemed absurd.


      It was after his second drink that Hearn spotted Spalko, standing in the haze at the rear of the club. His boss caught his eye, and Hearn excused himself. Two men were loitering near Spalko. They did not look as if they belonged at Underground, but then, Hearn told himself, neither did he or László Molnar. Spalko led him down a dim corridor lit with pin lights like stars. He opened a narrow door into what Hearn imagined was the manager’s office. No one was inside.


      “Good evening, Ethan.” Spalko smiled as he closed the door behind them. “It appears you have lived up to your billing. Well done!”


      “Thank you, sir.”


      “And now,” Spalko said with great bonhomie, “it is time for me to take over.”


      Hearn could hear the bone-jarring thump of the electronic bass through the walls. “Don’t you think I ought to stay around long enough to introduce you?”


      “Not necessary, I assure you. Time for you to get some rest.” He looked at his watch. “In fact, given the late hour, why don’t you take tomorrow off.”


      Hearn bridled. “Sir, I couldn’t—”


      Spalko laughed. “You can, Ethan, and you will.”


      “But you told me in no uncertain terms—”


      “Ethan, I have the power to make policy and I have the power to make exceptions to it. When your sleeper-sofa arrives, you can do what you want, but tomorrow you have off.”


      “Yes, sir.” The young man ducked his head, grinning sheepishly. He hadn’t had a day off in three years. A morning in bed with nothing to do but read the paper, spread orange marmalade on his toast, sounded like heaven to him. “Thank you. I am most grateful.”


      “Go on, then. By the time you’re back in the office, I’ll have read and made suggestions on your pitch letter.” He guided Hearn out of the overheated office. When he saw the young man mount the steps to the front door, he nodded to the two men flanking him and they set off through the frenetic hubbub of the bar.


      László Molnar had begun peering through the fog of smoke and colored lights for his new friend. When Hearn had gotten up, he had been engrossed in the gyrating backside of a young girl in a short skirt, but he’d finally noticed that Hearn had been gone longer than expected. Molnar was taken aback when instead of Hearn the two men sat down on either side of him.


      “What is this?” he said, his voice cracking in fright. “What do you want?”


      The men said nothing. The one on his right clamped him with a fearsome strength that made him wince. He was too much in shock to cry out, but even if he had had the presence of mind to do so, the incessant clangor of the club would have drowned him out. As it was, he sat petrified as the man on his left jabbed his thigh with a syringe. It was over so quickly, done so discreetly under the table that no one could possibly notice.


      It took but thirty seconds for the drug Molnar had been injected with to take effect. His eyes rolled up in their sockets and his body went limp. The two men were prepared for this, and they held him up as they rose, maneuvering him to a standing position.


      “Can’t hold his liquor,” one of the men said to a nearby patron. He laughed. “What can you do with people like that?” The patron shrugged and, grinning, returned to his dancing. No one else gave them a second look as they took László Molnar out of Underground.


      Spalko was waiting for them in a long, sleek BMW. They bundled the unconscious Molnar into the trunk of the car, then scrambled into the front, one behind the wheel, the other in the front passenger’s seat.


      The night was bright and clear. A full moon rode low in the sky. It seemed to Spalko that all he need do was reach out a finger and he could flick it like a marble across the black velvet table of the sky. “How did it go?” he asked.


      “Sweet as honey,” the driver replied as he fired the ignition.


      


      Bourne got out of Tysons Corner as quickly as he could. Though he had deemed it a secure place for his rendezvous with Deron, security for him was now a relative word. He drove to the Wal-Mart on New York Avenue. It was in the belly of the city, a busy enough area for him to feel that he would have some anonymity.


      He pulled into the lot between 12th and 13th Streets across the avenue and parked. The sky had begun to fill up with clouds; it was ominously dark on the southern horizon. Inside, he picked out clothes, toiletry items, a battery charger for the cell phone, along with a number of other items. Then he searched for a backpack in which he could easily stow everything. Waiting on the checkout line, shuffling along with everyone else, he felt his anxiety mounting. He seemed to look at no one, but in reality he was keeping his eye out for any untoward attention directed his way.


      Too many thoughts crowded his mind. He was a fugitive from the Agency with what amounted to a price on his head. He was being stalked by a strangely arresting young man of extraordinary talents who just happened to be one of the most accomplished international assassins in the world. He had lost his two best friends, one of whom appeared to be involved in what was clearly an exceedingly dangerous extracurricular activity.


      Thus preoccupied, he missed the chief security guard walking behind him. Early this morning a government agent had briefed him on the fugitive, handing him the same photo he’d seen last night on TV, asking him to keep an eagle eye out for the perp. The agent had explained that his visit was part of the dragnet, him and other CIA agents going around to all the major stores, movie theaters and the like, making sure the security people knew that finding this Jason Bourne should be their number-one priority. The guard felt a combination of pride and fear as he turned right around, went into his office cubicle and dialed the number the agent had given him.


      Moments after the guard hung up the phone, Bourne was in the men’s room. Using the electric clipper he had bought, he shaved off almost all his hair. Then he changed clothes, pulling on jeans, a red-and-white checked cowboy shirt with pearl-tone buttons and a pair of Nike running shoes. At the mirror in front of the line of sinks, he pulled out the small pots he had purchased at the makeup counter. He applied the contents of these judiciously, deepening the skin tone of his face. Another product thickened his brows, making them more prominent. The contact lenses Deron had provided turned his gray eyes a dull brown. Occasionally, he was obliged to pause as someone entered or washed up, but mainly the men’s room was deserted.


      When he was finished, he stared at himself in the mirror. Not quite satisfied, he gave himself a mole, prominently displayed high up on one cheek. Now the transformation was complete. Donning his backpack, he went out, through the store, heading toward the glass-encased front entrance.


      


      Martin Lindros was in Alexandria, picking up the pieces of the botched termination at Lincoln Fine Tailors when he had gotten the call from the chief security officer at the Wal-Mart on New York Avenue. This morning he had decided that he and Detective Harry Harris would split up, canvassing the area with their respective squads. Lindros knew that Harris was a couple of miles closer than he was because the state policeman had checked in not ten minutes ago. He was in a diabolical quandary. He knew he was going to catch six kinds of hell from the DCI because of the Fine fiasco. If the Old Man found out that he had allowed a state police detective to arrive at Jason Bourne’s last-known location before him, he’d never hear the end of it. It was a bad situation, he thought as he gunned his car. But the overriding priority was to get Bourne. All at once he made his decision. To hell with interdepartmental secrets and jealousies, he thought. He toggled his phone on, got Harris on the line, gave him the Wal-Mart address.


      “Harry, listen carefully, you are to make a silent approach. Your job is to secure the area. You are to make sure Webb does not escape, nothing more. Under no circumstances are you to show yourself or try to apprehend him. Is that clear? I’m only minutes behind you.”


      


      I’m not as stupid as I look, Harry Harris thought as he coordinated the three patrol cars he had under his command. And I’m certainly not as stupid as Lindros thinks I am. He’d had more than adequate experience with federal types and he had yet to like what he had seen. The feds had ingrained in them this superior attitude, as if the other police forces were clueless, had to be led around like children. This attitude was like a bone stuck in Harris’ craw. Lindros interrupted him when he had tried to tell him of his own theories, so why should he bother to share them now? Lindros saw him as nothing more than a pack mule, someone so grateful to be chosen to work with the CIA that he would follow orders unfailingly and unquestioningly. It was clear to Harris now that he was totally out of the loop. Lindros had deliberately failed to inform him of the Alexandria sighting. Harris had only learned about it by accident. As he turned into the Wal-Mart parking lot, he decided to take full control of the situation while he still had the chance. His mind made up, he grabbed his two-way radio, began barking orders to his men.


      


      Bourne was near the entrance to the Wal-Mart when three Virginia State Police cars came barreling down New York Avenue, sirens blaring. He shrank back into shadows. There could be no doubt, they were heading directly for the Wal-Mart. He’d been made, but how? No time to worry about that now. He had to work out an escape plan.


      The patrol cars screeched to a halt, blocking traffic, causing immediate irate shouts from motorists. Bourne could think of only one reason why they were out of their jurisdiction. They had been recruited by the Agency. The D.C. Metro Police would be livid.


      He pulled out Alex’s cell phone, dialed the police emergency line.


      “This is Detective Morran of the Virginia State Police,” he said. “I want to speak to a district commander pronto.”


      “This is Third District Commander Burton Philips,” a steely voice said in his ear.


      “Listen, Philips, you boys were told in no uncertain terms to keep your noses out of our business. Now I find your cruisers showing up at the Wal-Mart on New York Avenue and I—”


      “You’re in the heart of the district, Morran. What the hell are you doing poaching on my jurisdiction?”


      “That’s my business,” Bourne said in his nastiest voice. “Just get on the horn and pull your goddamned boys out of my hair.”


      “Morran, I don’t know where you get your shit attitude, but it won’t play with me. I swear I’ll be there in three minutes to tear your balls off myself!”


      By this time the street was swarming with cops. Instead of retreating back to the store, Bourne, keeping his left knee rigid, limped calmly out along with perhaps a dozen other shoppers. Half of the contingent of cops, led by a tall stoop-shouldered detective with a haggard face, quickly scanned the faces of the dozen, Bourne included, as they rushed inside the store. The remaining cops fanned out in the parking lot. Some were securing New York Avenue between 12th and 13th Streets, others were busy ensuring that newly arriving patrons remained in their cars; still others were on their walkie-talkies, coordinating traffic.


      Instead of heading for his car, Bourne turned to his right, went around the corner toward the loading dock at the rear of the building where the deliveries came in. Up ahead, he could see three or four semis parked, in the process of being unloaded. Diagonally across the street was Franklin Park. He set off in that direction.


      Someone shouted at him. He kept on walking as if he hadn’t heard. Sirens screamed and he glanced at his watch. Commander Burton Philips was right on time. He was halfway down the side of the building when the shouts came again, more commanding. Then there was a welter of harsh voices, raised in heated expletive-laden argument.


      He turned, saw the stoop-shouldered detective, his service revolver out. Behind the detective came running the tall, imposing figure of Commander Philips, silver hair shining, his heavy-jowled face in high color from exertion and rage. In the fashion of dignitaries the world over, he was flanked by a pair of heavyweights armed with scowls as big as their shoulders. They had their right hands on their sidearms, apparently ready to blast to smithereens anyone foolish enough to intervene in their commander’s wishes.


      “You in charge of these Virginia troopers?” Philips called.


      “State police,” the stoop-shouldered detective said. “And, yeah, I’m in charge.” He frowned as he saw the D.C. Metro uniforms. “What in hell are you doing here? You’ll muck up my operation.”


      “Your operation!” Commander Philips was apoplectic. “Get the hell out of my swamp, you fucking hick bastard!”


      The detective’s narrow face went white. “Who are you calling a fucking hick bastard?”


      Bourne left them to it. The park was out now; having come under the detective’s scrutiny, he needed a more immediate means of escape. Slipping to the end of the building, he went down the row of semis until he found one that had already been unloaded. He climbed into the cab. The key was in the ignition and he turned it over. With a basso profundo rumble, the truck started up.


      “Hey, where ya think you’re goin’, dude?”


      The driver yanked open the door. He was a huge man with a neck like a tree stump and arms to match. As he swung up, he grabbed a sawed-off shotgun from a hidden berth above his head. Bourne slammed a balled fist into the bridge of his nose. Blood flew, the driver’s eyes went out of focus and he lost his grip on the shotgun.


      “Sorry, dude,” Bourne said as he delivered a blow designed to render even a man of the trucker’s oxlike size unconscious. Hauling him into the passenger’s seat by the back of his studded belt, Bourne slammed the door closed and put the semi in gear.


      At that moment, he became aware of a new presence on the scene. A youngish man had come between the two law-enforcement antagonists, pushing them roughly apart. Bourne recognized him: Martin Lindros, the Agency’s DDCI. So the Old Man had put Lindros in domestic charge of the sanction. That was bad news. Through Alex, Bourne knew that Lindros was exceptionally bright; he would not be so easy to outfox, as evidenced by the tightly designed net in Old Town.


      All this was technically moot now because Lindros had spotted the semi moving out of the parking lot and was trying to wave it down.


      “No one leaves the area!” he shouted.


      Bourne ignored him, depressed the accelerator. He knew he couldn’t afford to have a face to face with Lindros; with his field expertise the man might see through his disguise.


      Lindros drew his gun. Bourne could see him running toward the galvanized steel gates through which Bourne would have to pass, waving and shouting as he went.


      Up ahead, responding to his screamed orders, two Virginia state cops stationed there hastily shut the gates, while an Agency vehicle plowed its way past the blockade of New York Avenue, on an intercept course with the semi.


      Bourne jammed his foot down on the gas pedal, and like a wounded behemoth, the semi lurched forward. At the last moment, the cops leaped out of the way as he barreled through the gates, ripping them off their hinges so that they spun high in the air, crashed down on either side of him. He downshifted, turning hard to the right, heading up the street at an ever-increasing speed.


      Glancing in the driver’s oversized side mirror, he could see the Agency car slowing down. The passenger’s door popped open and Lindros leaped in, slamming the door shut after him. The car took off like a rocket, gaining on the semi with little difficulty. Bourne knew that he could not outrun the Agency car with this lumbering beast, but its size, a drawback as far as speed was concerned, could be an asset in other ways.


      He allowed the car to tailgate him. Without warning, it accelerated faster, coming up on his side of the cab. He saw Martin Lindros, his lips compressed in a line of concentration, holding his gun in one hand, his arm locked, steadying it with the other. Unlike actors in action films, he knew how to fire a gun from a speeding vehicle.


      Just as he was about to pull the trigger, Bourne swerved the semi to the left. The Agency vehicle slammed into its side; Lindros put his gun up as the driver fought to keep the car away from the line of parked cars on the other side.


      The moment the driver was able to swerve back into the street, Lindros began firing at the semi’s cab. His angle was not good and he was being jolted incessantly, but the fusillade was enough to make Bourne turn the cab to the right. One bullet had smashed his side window and two others had penetrated the backseat, lodging in the trucker’s side.


      “Goddammit, Lindros,” Bourne said. Dire as his circumstances were, he did not want this innocent man’s blood on his hands. He was already heading west; George Washington University Hospital was on 23rd Street, not that far away. He made a right, then a left onto K Street, thundering along, sounding his air horn as he went through traffic lights. A motorist on 18th, possibly half-asleep at the wheel, missed the warning, slammed head-on into the right rear of the semi. Bourne slewed dangerously, fought the truck back to center, kept going. Lindros’ car was still behind him, stuck there because K Street, a divided thoroughfare with a planted median, was too narrow for the driver to creep up his side.


      By the time he crossed 20th Street, he could see the underpass that would take him beneath Washington Circle. The hospital was a block away from there. Glancing behind him, he saw that the Agency car was no longer behind him. He had been planning to take 22nd Street down to the hospital, but just as he was about the make the left, he saw the Agency car come speeding toward him on 22nd. Lindros leaned out the window and began to fire in his methodical manner.


      Bourne tramped on the gas and the truck leaped forward. He was now committed to going through the underpass, coming around to the hospital on the far side. But as he approached the underpass, he realized something was wrong. The tunnel beneath Washington Circle was completely dark; no daylight at all showed at the far end. That could mean only one thing: a roadblock had been set up, a fortress of vehicles set across both lanes of K Street.


      He entered the underpass at speed, downshifting, stamping down hard on the air brakes only when he was engulfed in darkness. At the same time, he kept the heel of his hand on the air horn. The screaming noise ricocheted off the stone and concrete until it became deafening, concealing the shriek of the tires as Bourne turned the wheel hard to the left, rolling the cab of the truck over the divider so that the vehicle was turned at right angles to the road. He was out of the cab in an instant, sprinting the north wall behind the protection of the last car to come barreling through in the other direction. It had stopped for a moment as the driver rubber-necked the accident, then as more police arrived it had taken off. The semi was between him and his pursuers, stretched from wall to wall across both lanes of K Street. He scrabbled around for the steel maintenance ladder bolted to the tunnel wall, leaped up it and began to climb just as floodlights were switched on. He turned his head away, closed his eyes and kept climbing.


      A few moments later he saw the lights illuminating the truck and the roadbed beneath it. Bourne, almost to the curved top of the underpass, could make out Martin Lindros. He spoke into a walkie-talkie, and floodlights came on from the opposite direction. They had the semi in a pincer grip. Agents were running toward the truck from both ends of K Street, guns at the ready.


      “Sir, there’s someone in the truck’s cab.” The agent moved closer. “He’s been shot; he’s bleeding pretty bad.”


      Lindros was running, his face bursting into the floodlit field, lined with tension. “Is it Bourne?”


      High above them, Bourne had gained the maintenance hatch. He slid back the bolt, opened it, found himself amidst the decorative trees that lined Washington Circle. All around him, traffic raced, a relentless procession of blurred motion that never ceased. In the tunnel below him, the wounded trucker was being taken to the nearby hospital. Now it was time for Bourne to save himself.

    

  


  
    
      CHAPTER NINE

    


    
      Khan had accumulated too much respect for David Webb’s skill for vanishing to have wasted time trying to find him in the swirling mass of people in Old Town. Instead, he had concentrated on the Agency men, shadowing them back to Lincoln Fine Tailors, where they met with Martin Lindros for the sorry debriefing following the botched termination. He observed them talking to the tailor. In accordance with standard intimidation practices, they had taken him out of his own environment—in this case, his shop—stuffing him into the backseat of one of their cars, where he had been detained without explanation, squeezed between two stone-faced agents. From what he had gathered from the conversation he overheard between Lindros and the agents, they had gotten nothing of substance from the tailor. He claimed the agents had arrived at his shop with such speed that Webb had had no time to tell him why he had come. As a consequence, the agents recommended cutting him loose. Lindros had agreed, but after the tailor had returned to his shop, Lindros had posted two new agents in an unmarked car across the street just in case Webb tried to contact him a second time.


      Now, twenty minutes after Lindros had left them, the agents were bored. They’d eaten their donuts and drunk their Cokes and were sitting in their car grumbling about being stuck here on surveillance duty when their brethren were off running down the notorious agent, David Webb.


      “Not David Webb,” the heavier of the two agents said. “The DCI has decreed that we call him by his operational name, Jason Bourne.”


      Khan, who was still close enough to hear every word, went rigid. He had, of course, heard of Jason Bourne. For many years, Bourne had had the reputation of being the most accomplished international killer-for-hire on the planet. Khan, knowing his field the way he did, had discounted half the stories as fabrications, the other half as exaggeration. It was simply not possible for one man to have had the daring, the expertise, the sheer animal cunning attributed to Jason Bourne. In fact, a part of him disbelieved in Bourne’s existence altogether.


      And yet, here were these CIA agents speaking about David Webb as Jason Bourne! Khan felt as if his brain was about to explode. He was shaken to his very foundation. David Webb wasn’t simply a college professor of linguistics as Spalko’s dossier had claimed, he was one of the field’s great assassins. He was the man who Khan had been playing cat-and-mouse with since yesterday. So many things came together for him, not the least of which was how Bourne had made him in the park. Changing his face and hair and even his gait had always been enough to fool people in the past. But now he was dealing with Jason Bourne, an agent whose skills and expertise at, among other things, disguise were legendary and quite possibly the equal of his own. Bourne wasn’t going to be gulled by the normal tricks of the trade, clever though they might be. Khan understood that he was going to have to raise the level of his game if he was going to win.


      Fleetingly, he wondered if Webb’s real identity was another fact Stepan Spalko had known when he had handed Khan the expurgated file. Considering it further, Khan believed that he had to have known. It was the only explanation for why Spalko had arranged to pin the murders of Conklin and Panov on Bourne. It was a classic disinformation technique. As long as the Agency believed that Bourne was responsible, they had no reason to look elsewhere for the real murderer—and surely they would have no chance to uncover the truth about why the two men were killed. Spalko was clearly trying to use Khan as a pawn in some larger game, the way he was using Bourne. Khan had to find out what Spalko was up to—he would not be anyone’s pawn.


      To unearth the truth behind the murders, Khan knew he had to get to the tailor. Never mind what he had told the Agency. Having followed Webb—it was still difficult for Khan to think of him as Jason Bourne—he knew the tailor Fine had had plenty of time to cough up what information he possessed. Once during his observation of the scene, the tailor Fine had turned his head, staring out the car window, and Khan had taken the opportunity to look into his eyes. He knew him, then, for a proud and obstinate man. Khan’s Buddhist nature caused him to look upon pride as an undesirable trait, but in this situation he could see that it had served Fine well because the harder the Agency pushed him, the deeper he had dug in his heels. The Agency would get nothing out of him, but Khan knew how to neutralize pride as well as obstinacy.


      Taking off his suede jacket, he ripped part of the lining enough so that the agents on stake-out would see him as nothing more than another Lincoln Fine Tailors customer.


      Crossing the street, he entered the shop, the musical bell tinkling behind him. One of the Latina women looked up from reading the newspaper comics pages, her lunch, a Tupperware container of beans and rice, half-eaten in front of her. She came over, asked if she could help him. She was voluptuously built, with a firm, wide brow and large chocolate eyes. He told her that as the ripped jacket was a favorite of his, he’d come to see Mr. Fine himself. The woman nodded. She disappeared into the back and, a moment later, came out and sat down at her position without saying another word to Khan.


      Several minutes passed before Leonard Fine appeared. He looked much the worse for his long and thoroughly unpleasant morning. Truth to tell, such close and intimate proximity to the Agency as he had endured seemed to have drained him of vitality.


      “How can I help you, sir? Maria tells me you have a jacket in need of restoration.”


      Khan spread the suede jacket out on the counter inside out.


      Fine touched it with the same delicacy with which a doctor palpates an ill patient. “Oh, it’s just the lining. Lucky for you. Suede is almost impossible to repair.”


      “Never mind that,” Khan said in a low whisper. “I am here on orders from Jason Bourne. I’m his representative.”


      Fine did an admirable job of keeping his face closed. “I’ve no idea what you’re talking about.”


      “He thanks you for your part in his successful escape from the Agency,” Khan went on as if Fine hadn’t spoken. “And he wants you to know that even now two agents are spying on you.”


      Fine winced slightly. “I expected as much. Where are they?” His knobby fingers were kneading the jacket anxiously.


      “Just across the street,” Khan said. “In the white Ford Taurus.”


      Fine was canny enough not to look. “Maria,” he said just loud enough for the Latina to hear, “is there a white Ford Taurus parked across the street?”


      Maria turned her head. “Yes, Mr. Fine.”


      “Can you see if anyone’s in it?”


      “Two men,” Maria said. “Tall, crew-cut. Very Dick Tracy, like the ones who were in here earlier.”


      Fine swore under his breath. His eyes rose to meet Khan’s. “Tell, Mr. Bourne…tell him that Leonard Fine says, ‘May God go with him.’”


      Khan’s expression was impassive. He found thoroughly distasteful the American habit of invoking God in almost any instance one cared to name. “I need some information.”


      “Of course.” Fine nodded gratefully. “Whatever you want.”


      


      Martin Lindros finally understood the meaning of the phrase “So angry he could spit blood.” How was he ever going to face the Old Man, knowing that Jason Bourne had evaded him, not once but twice.


      “What the hell d’you think you were doing disobeying my direct orders?” he screamed at the top of his lungs. Noises were echoing in the tunnel underneath Washington Circle as DOT personnel were trying to extricate the semi from the position in which Bourne had lodged it.


      “Hey, listen, it was me who spotted the subject leaving the Wal-Mart.”


      “And subsequently let him get away!”


      “That was you, Lindros. I had an irate district commander chewing up my ass!”


      “And that’s another thing!” Lindros yelled. “What the fuck was he doing there?”


      “You tell me, wise guy, you’re the one who fucked things up in Alexandria. If you’d bothered to clue me in, I could’ve helped you canvass Old Town. I know it like I know my own face. But no, you’re the fed, you know better, you’re the one running the show.”


      “Damn right, I am! I’ve already directed my people to call all personnel stationed at the airports, train terminals, bus stations, rental car agencies to be on the lookout for Bourne.”


      “Don’t be absurd, even if you hadn’t tied my hands behind my back, I lack the authority to make those kinds of calls. But I do have my men scouring the area and let’s not forget that it was my detailed last best description of Bourne you disseminated to all the transportation egress points.”


      Even though Harris was right, Lindros continued to fume. “I demand to know why the hell you dragged the D.C. Metro Police into it? If you needed more backup, you should’ve come to me.”


      “Why the fuck should I come to you, Lindros? Can you give me a reason? Are you my asshole buddy or something? Are we collaborating, anything along that line? Fuck no.” Harris had a disgusted look on his lugubrious face. “And for the record, I didn’t send for the D.C. I told you, he was on my ass from the second he showed up, frothing at the mouth about my poaching on his jurisdiction.”


      Lindros barely heard him. The ambulance, its light flashing, its siren screaming, was taking off, ferrying the truck driver he had inadvertently shot to George Washington University Hospital. It had taken them nearly forty-five minutes to secure the area, mark it off as a crime scene and extricate him from the cab. Would he live or die? Lindros didn’t want to think about that now. It would be easy to say that his injury was Bourne’s fault—he knew the Old Man would see it that way. But the DCI had a crust formed of two parts pragmatism and one part bitterness that Lindros knew he could never match, and thank God for that. Whatever the trucker’s fate now, he knew he was responsible, and this knowledge served as the perfect fuel for his antagonism. He may not have had the DCI’s cynical crust, but he was not in the market of beating himself up for actions long past remedy. Instead, he spewed the poisonous feeling outward.


      “Forty-five minutes!” Harris grunted as an ambulance cut its way through the backed-up traffic. “Christ, that poor bastard could’ve died ten times over!”


      “Civil servants!”


      “You’re a civil servant, Harry, if memory serves,” Lindros said nastily.


      “And you aren’t?”


      The venom rose up in Lindros. “Listen, you over-the-hill fuck, I am made of different cloth than the rest of you. My training—”


      “All your training didn’t help you to catch Bourne, Lindros! You had two chances and you blew them both!”


      “And what did you do to help?”


      Khan watched Lindros and Harris going at it. In his DOT overalls, he looked like everyone else on the scene. No one questioned his comings or goings. He had been passing close by the rear of the semi, ostensibly examining the damage done by the car that had rammed into it when he had noticed in the shadows the iron ladder that rose along the side of the tunnel. He looked up, craning his neck. He wondered where it led. Had Bourne wondered the same thing, or had he already known? Now, glancing around to make sure no one was looking in his direction, he quickly climbed the ladder, out of the range of the police spotlights, where no one could see him. He found the hatch and was not surprised to discover the slide bolt newly opened. He pushed the hatch open, went up.


      From the vantage point of Washington Circle, he turned slowly in a clockwise direction, scanning all things near and far. A gathering wind whipped about his face. The sky had darkened further, looking bruised by the hammerblows of thunder, muffled by distance, that rolled now and again through the canyons and wide European-style avenues of the city. To the west was Rock Creek Parkway, Whitehurst Freeway and Georgetown. To the north rose the modern towers of Hotel Row—the ANA, Grand, Park Hyatt, and Marriott, and Rock Creek beyond. To the west was K Street, running past McPherson Square and Franklin Park. To the south was Foggy Bottom, sprawling George Washington University, the massive monolith of the State Department. Farther out, where the Potomac River bent to the east, widening out to form the placid bywaters of the Tidal Basin, he saw a silver mote, a plane hanging almost motionless, shining like a mirror, caught high up above the thickening clouds by a last bolt of sunlight before it began its descent into Washington National Airport.


      Khan’s nostrils dilated as if he had caught a scent of his quarry. The airport was where Bourne was going. He was certain of it because, had he been in Bourne’s shoes, that was where he would be right now.


      The terrible portent of David Webb and Jason Bourne being one and the same man had been marinating in his mind ever since he had heard Lindros and his CIA brethren discussing it. The very idea that he and Bourne were in the same profession felt like an outrage to him, a violation of everything he had painstakingly built for himself. It had been he—and only he—who had drawn himself out of the mire of the jungles. That he had survived those hateful early years was a miracle in itself. But at least those early days had been his and his alone. Now to find himself sharing the stage he had committed himself to conquering with, of all people, David Webb seemed like a cruel jest as well as an intolerable injustice. It was a wrong that must be rectified, the sooner the better. Now he could not wait to confront Bourne, to tell him the truth, to see in his eyes how that revelation would destroy him from the inside out as Khan bled him of life.

    

  


  
    
      CHAPTER TEN

    


    
      Bourne stood in the glass and chrome shadows of the International Departures building. Washington National Airport was a madhouse, thronged with businessmen with laptops and carry-ons, families with multiple suitcases; children with Mickey Mouse, Power Ranger and Teddy bear backpacks; the elderly in wheelchairs; a group of proselytizing Mormons on their way to the Third World; lovers hand in hand, tickets to paradise. But despite the crowds, there was an emptiness about airports. As a result, Bourne saw nothing but empty stares, the inward look that was the human being’s instinctual defense against fearful boredom.


      It was an irony not lost on him that in airports, where waiting was an institution, time seemed to stand still. Not for him. Now, every minute counted, bringing him closer to termination by the very people he used to work for.


      In the fifteen minutes he had been here he had seen a dozen suspicious plainclothesmen. Some were prowling the departure lounges, smoking, drinking from big paper cups, as if they could blend in with the civilians. But most were at or near the airline check-in counters, eyeballing the passengers as they queued up to have their bags checked and receive their boarding passes. Bourne saw almost immediately that it was going to be impossible for him to get on a commercial flight. What other choices were there for him? He had to get to Budapest as quickly as possible.


      He was wearing tan slacks, a cheap rain shell over a black turtleneck pullover, a pair of Sperry Top-Sider shoes in lieu of the sneakers, which he had dropped in the trash bin, along with a bundle of the other clothes he had on when he walked out of Wal-Mart. Since he had been spotted there, it was vital that he change his profile as quickly as possible. But now that he had assessed the situation at the terminal, he was not at all happy with what he had chosen.


      Avoiding the roaming agents, he went outside into a night fizzing with a fine rain, picked up a shuttle bus that would take him to the Cargo Air Terminal. He sat right behind the driver, striking up a conversation with him. His name was Ralph. Bourne had introduced himself as Joe. They shook hands briefly as the shuttle braked at a pedestrian crosswalk.


      “Hey, I’m supposed to meet my cousin at OnTime Cargo,” Bourne said, “but stupid me, I lost the directions he gave me.”


      “What’s he do?” Ralph said, pulling ahead into the fast lane.


      “He’s a pilot.” Bourne shifted closer. “He was desperate to fly with American or Delta, but you know how it goes.”


      Ralph nodded his head in sympathy. “The rich get richer and the poor get shafted.” He had a button nose, a mop of unruly hair and dark circles under his eyes. “Tell me about it.”


      “Anyway, can you direct me?”


      “I’ll do better than that,” Ralph said with a glance at Bourne in his long mirror. “My shift’s over when I get to the cargo terminal. I’ll take you there myself.”


      


      Khan stood in the rain, the crystal lights of the airport all around him, and thought matters through. Bourne would have smelled the Agency suits even before he spotted them. Khan had counted more than fifty, which meant perhaps three times that many sniffing their way throughout other sections of the airport. Bourne would know that he could never get through them onto an overseas flight no matter how he changed his clothing. They had made him at the Wal-Mart, they knew what he looked like now, he’d heard as much in the underpass.


      He could feel Bourne close by. Having sat next to him on the park bench, having sensed the weight of him, the spread of his bones, the stretch of his muscles, the play of light over the features of his face. He knew he was here. It was Bourne’s face that he had clandestinely studied in their brief moments together. He had been keenly aware of needing to memorize every contour, how each expression changed those contours. What had Khan been searching for in Bourne’s expression when he had noted the other’s intense interest? Confirmation? Validation? Even he did not know. He only knew that the image of Bourne’s face had become part of his consciousness. For better or for worse, Bourne had a hold on him. They were bound together on the wheel of their own desires until the onset of death.


      Khan looked around him once more. Bourne needed to get out of the city and possibly country. But the Agency would be adding on personnel, expanding its search even as it sought to tighten its noose. If it was Khan, he’d want to get out of the country as quickly as possible, so he headed toward the International Arrivals building. Inside he stood in front of a huge color-coded map of the airport, traced out the most efficient route to the cargo terminal. With the commercial flights already under such tight security, if Bourne was going to leave from this airport, his best chance would be aboard a cargo plane. Time was a critical factor now for Bourne. It wouldn’t be long before the Agency realized that Bourne wasn’t going to try to board a regular flight and began to monitor the cargo shippers.


      Khan went back out into the rain. Once he determined which flights were departing in the next hour or so, all that remained would be to keep an eye out for Bourne and, should he have guessed correctly, deal with him. He had no more illusions about the difficulty of his task. Much to his shock and chagrin, Bourne had proved to be a clever, determined and resourceful antagonist. He had hurt Khan, had trapped him, slipped away from his grasp more than once. Khan knew that if he was to succeed this time, he would need a way to surprise Bourne, knowing that Bourne would be on the lookout for him. In his mind, the jungle called to him, repeating its message of death and destruction. The end of his long journey was in sight. He would outwit Jason Bourne this one last time.


      


      Bourne was the only passenger by the time they reached their destination. It was raining harder, an early dusk settling in on the afternoon. The sky was indistinct, a blank slate on which any future could now be written.


      “OnTime’s at Cargo Five, along with FedEx, Lufthansa and Customs.” Ralph pulled the bus over and turned off the ignition. They got out, half-ran across the tarmac to one in a line of huge flat-roofed ugly buildings. “Right in here.”


      They went inside and Ralph shook rain off himself. He was a pear-shaped man, with oddly delicate hands and feet. He pointed now to their left. “You see where U.S. Customs is? Down the building, two stations past is where you’ll find your cousin.”


      “Thanks a lot,” Bourne said.


      Ralph grinned and shrugged. “Don’t mention it, Joe.” He held out his hand. “Glad to help.”


      As the driver ambled away, hands in his pockets, Bourne headed down toward OnTime’s offices. But he had no intention of going there—not yet, anyway. He turned, following Ralph to a door that had affixed to it a sign reading NO ADMITTANCE—AUTHORIZED PERSONNEL ONLY. He took out a credit card as he watched Ralph feed his laminated ID card into a metal slot. The door swung open and, as Ralph disappeared inside, Bourne silently darted forward, inserted the credit card. The door shut, just as it should have, but Bourne’s maneuver had prevented the lock from engaging. He counted silently to thirty in order to make certain that Ralph was no longer near the door. Then he opened it, pocketing his credit card as he went through.


      He found himself in the maintenance locker room. The walls were of white tile; a rubber webbing had been laid on top of the concrete floor to keep the men’s bare feet dry as they padded to and from the showers. Eight ranks of standard metal lockers were arrayed in front of him, most with simple combination locks on them. Off to his right was an opening to the showers and sinks. In a smaller space just beyond were the urinals and toilets.


      Bourne cautiously peered around the corner, saw Ralph padding toward one of the showers. Closer to hand, another maintenance man was lathering up, his back to both Bourne and Ralph. Bourne looked around, immediately saw Ralph’s locker. The door was slightly ajar, the combination lock hanging unhinged on the door handle itself. Of course. In a secure place like this what was there to fear in leaving your locker open for the few minutes it took to shower? Bourne opened the door wider, saw Ralph’s ID tag lying atop an undershirt on a metal shelf. He took it. Nearby was the other maintenance man’s locker, similarly open. He exchanged the locks, securing Ralph’s locker. That should keep the driver from discovering that his ID tag had been stolen for as long as Bourne hoped he’d need.


      He grabbed a pair of maintenance overalls from the open cart meant for laundering, making sure the size was more or less right, then quickly changed. Then, with Ralph’s ID tag around his neck, he went out, walked quickly down to U.S. Customs, where he obtained the current flight schedule. There was nothing to Budapest, but Rush Service Flight 113 to Paris was leaving from Cargo Four in eighteen minutes. Nothing else was scheduled within the next ninety minutes, but Paris was fine; it was a major hub for intra-European travel. Once there, he would have no trouble getting to Budapest.


      Bourne hurried back out to the slick tarmac. The rain was now coming down in sheets, but there was no lightning, and the thunder he had heard earlier was nowhere in evidence. That was good, as he had no desire to see Flight 113 delayed for any reason. He picked up his pace, hurrying to the next building, home to Cargo Three and Four.


      He was drenched by the time he arrived inside the terminal. He looked to left and right, hurried toward the Rush Service area. There were few people about, which was not good. It was always easier to blend in with a crowd than with a sparse few. He found the door marked for authorized personnel, slid his ID card into the slot. He heard the gratifying click of the lock opening; he pushed on the door and went through. As he wended his way through the cinder-block corridors, the rooms stacked high with packing crates, the smells of resinous wood, sawdust and cardboard became overpowering. There was about the place an air of impermanence, a sense of constant motion, of lives ruled by schedules and weather, the anxiety of mechanical and human error. There was nothing to sit on, no place to rest.


      He kept his eyes straight ahead, walking with the air of authority that no one would question. He soon came to another door, this one steel-clad. Through its small window, he could see planes arrayed on the tarmac, loading and unloading. It did not take him long to spot the Rush Service jet, its cargo bay door open. A fuel line ran from the plane to a tanker truck. A man in a rain slicker, its hood up over his head, was monitoring the gas flow. The pilot and co-pilot were in the cockpit going through their pre-flight instrument check.


      Just as he was about to slide Ralph’s ID card into the slot, Alex’s cell phone rang. It was Robbinet.


      “Jacques, it looks as if I’m about to head your way. Can you meet me at the airport in, say, seven hours or so?”


      “Mais oui, mon ami. Call me when you land.” He gave Bourne his cell phone number. “I am delighted that I will be seeing you so soon.”


      Bourne knew what Robbinet was saying. He was pleased that Bourne was able to slip through from the Agency’s noose. Not yet, Bourne thought. Not quite yet. But his escape was only moments away. In the meantime…


      “Jacques, what have you discovered? Have you found out what NX 20 is?”


      “I am afraid not. No record of any such project exists.”


      Bourne’s heart sank. “What about Dr. Schiffer?”


      “Ah, there I had a bit more luck,” Robbinet said. “A Dr. Felix Schiffer works for DARPA—or at least he did.”


      A cold hand had wrapped around Bourne’s gut. “What do you mean?”


      Bourne could hear a rustling of paper, could imagine his friend reading through the intel he had managed to procure from his sources in Washington. “Dr. Schiffer is no longer on DARPA’s ‘active’ roster. He left there thirteen months ago.”


      “What happened to him?”


      “I’ve no idea.”


      “He simply dropped out of sight?” Bourne asked incredulously.


      “In this day and age, as unlikely as it seems, that’s just what happened.”


      Bourne closed his eyes for an instant. “No, no. He’s around somewhere—he has to be.”


      “Then what—?”


      “He’s been ‘disappeared’—by professionals.”


      With Felix Schiffer vanished, it was more imperative than ever that he get to Budapest with all due haste. His only lead was the hotel key from the Danubius Grand Hotel. He glanced at his watch. He was cutting it close. He had to go. Now. “Jacques, thanks for sticking your neck out.”


      “I’m sorry I couldn’t be of more help.” Robbinet hesitated. “Jason…”


      “Yes?”


      “Bon chance.”


      Bourne pocketed the cell phone, opened the stainless-steel-clad door, headed out into the heavy weather. The sky was low and dark, sheets of rain slanting down, a shimmering silver curtain in the airport’s brilliant lights, running in glittering streamers over the depressions in the tarmac. He walked slightly bent over into the wind, walking purposefully, as he had before, a man who knew his job, wanted to get it done quickly and efficiently. Rounding the nose of the jet, he could see the cargo bay door ahead of him. The man fueling the jet had finished and had removed the nozzle from the tank.


      Out of the corner of his eye, Bourne saw movement off to his left. One of Cargo Four’s doors had burst open and several airport security guards spilled out, weapons drawn. Ralph must have gotten his locker open; Bourne had run out of time. He kept moving at the same deliberate pace. He was almost at the cargo bay door when the fueler said, “Hey, buddy, got the time? My watch stopped.”


      Bourne turned. At the same moment he recognized the Asian features of the face inside the hood; Khan shot a burst of aviation fuel into his face. Bourne’s hands came up and he choked, completely blinded.


      Khan rushed him, pushing him back against the slick metal skin of the fuselage. He delivered two vicious blows, one to Bourne’s solar plexus, one to the side of his head. As Bourne’s knees collapsed, Khan shoved him into the cargo hold.


      Turning, Khan saw a cargo handler heading toward him. He lifted an arm. “It’s okay, I’ll lock up,” he said. Luck was with him, as the rain made it difficult for anyone to see his face or his uniform. The cargo handler, grateful to get out of the rain and wind, returned a salute of thanks. Khan slammed the cargo door shut, locked it. Then he sprinted to the fuel truck, drove it far enough away from the plane so that it would not look suspicious.


      The security police that Bourne had spotted before were making their way down the row of jets. They signaled to the pilot. Khan put the jet between himself and the oncoming police. He reached up, unlocked the cargo bay door, swung himself inside. Bourne was on his hands and knees, his head hanging down. Khan, surprised at his recuperative powers, kicked him hard in the ribs. With a grunt, Bourne fell over on his side, his arms wrapped around his waist.


      Khan took out a length of cord. He pressed Bourne face-first onto the cargo bay deck, took his arms behind his back and wrapped the wire around his crossed wrists. Over the sound of the rain, he could hear the security police shouting to the pilot and co-pilot for their IDs. Leaving Bourne incapacitated, Khan walked over and quietly pulled the bay door closed.


      For a few minutes Khan sat cross-legged in the darkness of the cargo bay. The pinging of the rain on the skin of the fuselage set up an arrhythmic percussion that reminded him of the drums in the jungle. He had been quite ill when he had heard those drums. To his fever-stricken mind, they had sounded like the roaring of aircraft engines, the frantic beating of the air about the outflow vents just before it begins a steep dive. The sound had frightened him because of the memories it brought up, memories he had fought long and hard to keep at the very bottom of his consciousness. Because of the fever, all his senses were heightened to an almost painful pitch. He was aware that the jungle had come alive, that shapes were coming warily toward him in an ominous wedgelike formation. His one conscious action was to bury the small carved stone Buddha he wore around his neck under leaves in a shallow hurriedly dug grave beneath where he lay. He could hear voices, and after a while he became aware that the shapes were asking him questions. He squinted through the fever-sweat to make them out in the emerald twilight, but one of them covered his eyes with a blindfold. Not that it was needed. When they lifted him off the bed of leaves and detritus he had made for himself, he passed out. Waking two days later, he found himself inside a Khmer Rouge encampment. As soon as he was deemed fit by a cadaverous man with sunken cheeks and one watery eye, the interrogation began.


      They had thrown him into a pit with writhing creatures which to this day he could not identify. He was cast into a darkness more complete, more profound than any he had ever known before. And it was this darkness, enveloping, constricting, pressing against his temples like a weight growing in baleful proportion to the hours that passed, that terrified him the most.


      A darkness not unlike this one, in the belly of Rush Service Flight 113.


      …Then Jonah prayed unto the Lord his God out of the fish’s belly. And said, I cried by reason of mine affliction unto the Lord, and he heard me; out of the belly of hell cried I, and thou heardest my voice. For thou hadst cast me into the deep, in the midst of the seas; and the floods compassed me about: all thy billows and thy waves passed over me…


      He still remembered that section from the frayed and stained copy of the Bible the missionary had made him memorize. Horrible! Horrible! Because Khan, in the midst of the hostile and murderous Khmer Rouge, had been cast quite literally into the belly of hell, and he had prayed—or what passed for prayer in his still unformed mind—for deliverance. This was before the Bible had been pushed on him, before he had understood the teachings of the Buddha, for he had descended into formless chaos at a very early age. The Lord had heard Jonah cry out from the belly of the whale, but no one had heard Khan. He had been utterly alone in the darkness and then, when they felt that they had softened him up sufficiently, they pulled him out and slowly, expertly, with a cold passion it would take him years to acquire began to bleed him.


      Khan snapped on the flashlight he carried with him, sat immobile, staring at Bourne. Unfolding his legs, he kicked out violently, the sole of his shoe catching Bourne on the shoulder so that he rolled over on his side facing Khan. Bourne groaned, and his eyes fluttered open. He gasped, took another shuddering breath, inhaling the fumes from the aviation fuel, and convulsed, vomiting in the space between where he lay in burning pain and misery and where Khan sat serene as Buddha himself.


      “I’ve been down to the bottoms of the mountains; the earth with her bars was about me forever; yet have I brought up my life from the darkness,” Khan said, paraphrasing Jonah. He continued to stare fixedly into Bourne’s reddened swollen face. “You look like shit.”


      Bourne struggled to rise onto one elbow. Khan calmly kicked it out from under him. Again Bourne tried to sit up and again Khan thwarted him. The third time, however, Khan did not make a move and Bourne sat up, facing him.


      The faint and maddeningly enigmatic smile played across Khan’s lips, but there was a sudden spark of flames in his eyes.


      “Hello, Father,” he said. “It’s been such a long time I was beginning to think we’d never have this moment.”


      Bourne shook his head slightly. “What the hell are you talking about?”


      “I’m your son.”


      “My son is ten years old.”


      Khan’s eyes were glittery. “Not that one. I’m the one you left behind in Phnom Penh.”


      All at once, Bourne felt violated. A red rage rose up inside him. “How dare you? I don’t know who you are, but my son Joshua is dead.” The effort cost him, for he had inhaled more of the fumes, and he bent over suddenly, retching again, but there was nothing left inside him to vomit up.


      “I’m not dead.” Khan’s voice was almost tender as he leaned forward, pulled Bourne back up to face him. In so doing, the small carved stone Buddha fell away from his hairless chest, swinging a little with his efforts to keep Bourne upright. “As you can see.”


      “No, Joshua is dead! I put the coffin in the ground myself, along with Dao and Alyssa! They were wrapped in American flags.”


      “Lies, lies and more lies!” Khan held the carved stone Buddha in the palm of his hand, held it toward Bourne. “Look at this, and remember, Bourne.”


      Reality seemed to slip away from Bourne. He heard his rapid pulse thundering in his inner ears, a tidal wave that threatened to pick him up and carry him off. It couldn’t be! It couldn’t! “Where—where did you get that?”


      “You know what this is, don’t you?” The Buddha disappeared behind the curl of his fingers. “Have you finally recognized your long-lost son Joshua?”


      “You’re not Joshua!” Bourne was enraged now, his face dark, his lips pulled back from his teeth in an animal snarl. “Which Southeast Asia diplomat did you kill to get it?” He laughed grimly. “Yes, I know more about you than you think.”


      “Then you’re sadly mistaken. This is mine, Bourne. Do you understand?” He opened his hand, revealed the Buddha again, the stone dark with the imprint of his sweat. “The Buddha is mine!”


      “Liar!” Bourne leaped at him, his arms coming around from behind his back. He had flexed his muscles—the cords expanding as Khan had wound the wire around him—then using the slack had worked his way out of the bonds while Khan had been gloating.


      Khan was caught out, unprepared for his headlong bull-rush. He tumbled backward, Bourne on top of him. The flashlight struck the deck, rolling back and forth, its potent beam flashing on them, then off, illuminating an expression here, a bulging muscle there. In this eerily striped and stippled darkness and light, so like the dense jungle they had left behind, they fought like beasts, breathing in each other’s enmity, struggling for supremacy.


      Bourne, his teeth gritted, struck Khan again and again in a maddened attack. Khan managed to gain a grip on Bourne’s thigh, pressed in on the nerve bundle there. Bourne lurched, his temporarily paralyzed leg buckling beneath him. Khan struck him hard on the point of the chin, and Bourne staggered further, shaking his head. He grabbed hold of his switchblade just as Khan delivered another massive blow. Bourne dropped the knife and Khan picked it up, flipped open the blade.


      He stood over Bourne now, pulled him up by the front of his shirt. A brief tremor passed through him, as a current sizzles through a wire when the switch is thrown. “I’m your son. Khan is a name I took, just as David Webb took the name Jason Bourne.”


      “No!” Bourne fairly shouted this over the rising noise and vibration of the engines. “My son died with the rest of my family in Phnom Penh!”


      “I am Joshua Webb,” Khan said. “You abandoned me. You left me to the jungle, to my death.”


      The point of the knife hovered over Bourne’s throat. “How many times I almost died. I would have, I’m sure of it, if I didn’t have your memory to hold on to.”


      “How dare you use his name! Joshua is dead!” Bourne’s face was livid, his teeth bared in animal rage. His vision was clouded with blood-lust.


      “Maybe he is.” The knife-blade lay against Bourne’s skin. A millimeter more and it would draw blood. “I’m Khan now. Joshua—the Joshua you knew—is dead. I’ve come back for revenge, to deliver your punishment for abandoning me. I could’ve killed you so many times in the last few days, but I stayed my hand because before I killed you I wanted you to know what you had done to me.” Khan’s lips opened and a bubble of spittle grew at the corner of his mouth. “Why did you abandon me? How could you have run away!”


      The plane gave a terrific lurch as it began to taxi out onto the runway. The blade sprayed blood as it sliced into Bourne’s skin, then it was lifted away as Khan lost his balance. Bourne took the advantage, drove his balled fist into Khan’s side. Khan swept his foot back, hooking it behind Bourne’s ankle, and Bourne went down. The plane slowed, turning onto the head of the runway.


      “I didn’t run away!” Bourne shouted. “Joshua was taken from me!”


      Khan pounced on him, the knife flashing down. Bourne twisted and the blade drove past his right ear. He was aware of the ceramic gun secreted at his right hip, but try as he might he wouldn’t be able to get to it without leaving himself open to a fatal attack. They struggled, their muscles bulging, their faces engorged with effort and rage. Their breath sawed from between half-open mouths, their eyes and minds searching for the most minute opening as they attacked and defended, counterattacked only to be rebuffed. They were well matched, if not in age, then in speed, strength, skill and cunning. It was as if they knew each other’s minds, as if they could anticipate each other’s moves a split second beforehand, thus neutralizing whatever advantage had been sought. They did not fight with dispassion and, therefore, they did not fight at peak level. All their emotion had been flushed out of the depths, lay stranded and squirming in the conscious mind, like an oil slick clouding water.


      The plane lurched, the fuselage trembling as the plane began its race down the runway. Bourne slipped and Khan used his free hand as a cudgel to draw Bourne’s attention away from the knife. Bourne countered, striking the inside of Khan’s left wrist. But now the blade-point flashed in on him. He stepped back and to the side, inadvertently unlatching the bay door. The rising motion of the plane caused the unlocked door to swing open.


      As the runway blurred by below, Bourne splayed himself out like a starfish to keep himself inside the plane, gripping the doorframe tightly with both hands. Grinning maniacally, Khan leaned in toward Bourne, the knife-blade describing a wicked shallow arc that would cut across the entire width of Bourne’s abdomen.


      Khan lunged just as the plane was about to lift off the runway. At the last possible instant, Bourne let go with his right hand. His body, driven out and back by gravity, swung so violently away that his shoulder was nearly dislocated. Where his body had been was now a gaping space through which Khan fell, tumbling to the tarmac below. Bourne had one final glimpse of him, nothing more than a gray ball against the black of the runway.


      Then the plane was airborne and Bourne was swinging up, farther from the open doorway. He struggled; rain whipped against him like chain-mail. The wind threatened to take his breath away, but it scrubbed the last of the jet fuel from his face, the rain rinsing his stinging red-rimmed eyes, flushing the poison from his skin and tissue. The plane banked to the right and Khan’s flashlight rolled across the cargo bay deck, tumbled out after him. Bourne knew that if he did not get himself inside within seconds, he would be lost. The terrible strain on his arm was far too intense for him to hold on much beyond that.


      Swinging his leg around, he managed to hook the back of his left ankle into the doorway. Then, with a mighty effort, he heaved himself forward, the back of his knee clamped against the raised frame, giving himself both purchase and leverage enough to turn so that he was facing the fuselage. He got his right hand on the lip of the seal and in this fashion was able to work his way into the interior. His last act was to slam the door shut.


      Bourne, bruised, bleeding and in a great deal of pain, collapsed into an exhausted heap. In the frightful, turbulent darkness of the shuddering interior, he saw again the small carved stone Buddha that he and his first wife had given Joshua for his fourth birthday. Dao had wanted the spirit of Buddha to be with their son from the earliest age. Joshua, who had died along with Dao and his little sister when the enemy plane had strafed the river they had been playing in.


      Joshua was dead. Dao, Alyssa, Joshua—they were all dead, their bodies ripped asunder by the hail of bullets from the dive-bombing plane. His son could not be alive, he could not. To think otherwise would be to invite insanity. Then who was Khan really, and why was he playing this hideously cruel game?


      Bourne had no answers. The plane dipped and rose, the pitch of the engines changing as it reached cruising altitude. It grew frigid, his breath clouding as it left his nose and mouth. He wrapped his arms around himself, rocking. It was not possible. It was not!


      He gave an inarticulate animal cry, and all at once he was undone by pain and utter despair. His head sank, and he wept bitter tears of rage, disbelief and grief.
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      CHAPTER ELEVEN

    


    
      In the full belly of Flight 113, Jason Bourne was asleep, but in his unconscious mind his life—a far-off life he had buried long ago—was once again unspooling. His dreams were filled to overflowing with images, feelings, sights and sounds he had spent the intervening years pushing down as far from his conscious thoughts as they would go.


      What had happened that hot summer’s day in Phnom Penh? No one knew. At least, no one who was still alive. This much was fact: While he sat bored and restless in his air-cooled office at the American Foreign Services complex, attending a meeting, his wife Dao had taken their two children swimming in the wide, muddy river just outside their house. From out of nowhere, an enemy plane had banked, dropping from the sky. It strafed the river where David Webb’s family swam and splashed and played.


      How many times had he envisioned the terrible sight? Had Dao seen the plane first? But it had come upon them so swiftly, swooping down in a silent glide. If so, she must have gathered their children to her, pushing them beneath the water, covering them with her own body in a vain attempt to save them even while their screams echoed in her ears, their blood flecked her face, even while she felt the pain of her own impending death. This, in any event, was what he believed, what he dreamed, what had driven him to the edge of madness. For the screams he imagined Dao had heard just before the end were the same screams he heard night after night, starting awake, his heart racing, his blood pounding. Those dreams had forced him to abandon his house, all that he had held dear, for the sight of each familiar object had been like a stab in his guts. He had fled Phnom Penh for Saigon, where Alexander Conklin had taken charge of him.


      If only he could have left his nightmares behind in Phnom Penh. In the dripping jungles of Vietnam, they came back to him again and again, as if they were wounds he needed to inflict on himself. Because this truth, above all others, remained: He could not forgive himself for not being there, for not protecting his wife and children.


      He cried out now in his tortured dreams thirty thousand feet over the stormy Atlantic. Of what use is a husband and a father, he asked himself as he had a thousand times before, if he failed to protect his family?


      


      The DCI was woken out of a sound sleep at five in the morning by a priority call from the National Security Advisor, summoning him to her office in one hour. Just when did this bitch-woman sleep? he wondered as he put down the phone. He sat on the edge of his bed, facing away from Madeleine. Nothing disturbed her sleep, he thought sourly. Long ago she had taught herself to sleep through the phone ringing at all hours of the night and morning.


      “Wake up!” he said, shaking Madeleine awake. “There’s a flap on and I need coffee.”


      Without a note of complaint, she rose, slipped on her robe and slippers and went down the hall to the kitchen.


      Rubbing his face, the DCI padded into the bathroom, closed the door. Sitting on the toilet, he called the DDCI. Why the hell should Lindros be sleeping when his superior was not? To his consternation, however, Martin Lindros was wide awake.


      “I’ve been spending all night in the Four-Zero archives.” Lindros was referring to the maximum-security files on CIA personnel. “I think I know all there is to know about both Alex Conklin and Jason Bourne.”


      “Great. Find me Bourne then.”


      “Sir, knowing what I know about the two of them, how closely they worked together, how many times they went out on a limb for each other, saved each other’s lives, I find it highly improbable that Bourne would murder Alex Conklin.”


      “Alonzo-Ortiz wants to see me,” the DCI said irritably. “After that fiasco at Washington Circle, d’you think I should tell her what you’ve just told me?”


      “Well, no, but—”


      “You’re goddamned right, sonny boy. I’ve got to give her facts, facts that add up to good news.”


      Lindros cleared his throat. “At the moment, I don’t have any. Bourne has vanished.”


      “Vanished? Jesus Christ, Martin, what the hell kind of intelligence operation are you running?”


      “The man’s a magician.”


      “He’s flesh and blood, just like the rest of us,” the DCI thundered. “How the hell did he slip through your fingers yet again? I thought you had all the bases covered!”


      “We did. He simply—”


      “Vanished, I know. This is what you have for me? Alonzo-Ortiz will have my fucking head on a platter, but not before I have yours!”


      The DCI cut the connection, flung the phone through the open doorway onto the bed. By the time he had showered, dressed and taken a sip of coffee from the mug Madeleine obediently held out, his car was waiting for him.


      Through the pane of bullet-proof glass, he drank in the facade of his house, dark-red brick with pale stone quoins at the corners, working shutters at every window. It had once belonged to a Russian tenor, Maxim something-or-other, but the DCI liked it because it had about it a certain mathematical elegance, an aristocratic air that could no longer be found in buildings of a younger vintage. Best of all was its sense of Old World privacy, owing to a cobbled courtyard screened by leafy poplars and a hand-worked iron fence.


      He sat back in the plush seat of the Lincoln Town Car, watching morosely as Washington slept on around him. Christ, at this hour only the fucking robins are up, he thought. Aren’t I due the privilege of seniority? After all these years of service, don’t I deserve to sleep past five o’clock?


      They sped across the Arlington Memorial Bridge, the Potomac gun-metal gray, looking flat and hard as an airport runway. On the other side, looming over the more or less Doric temple of the Lincoln Memorial, was the Washington Monument, dark and forbidding as the spears the Spartans once used to drive through the hearts of their enemies.


      


      Each time the water closes over him, he hears a musical sound, as of the bells the monks are sounding, echoing from ridge to ridge in the forested mountains; the monks he hunted when he was with the Khmer Rouge. And the smell of, what is it? cinnamon. The water, swirling with a malevolent current, is alive with sounds and scents from he knows not where. It seeks to drag him down, and once again he’s sinking. No matter how hard he struggles, how desperately he strikes out for the surface, he feels himself spiraling down, as if weighted with lead. His hands are scrabbling at the thick rope tied around his left ankle, but it’s so slick it keeps sliding through his fingers. What is at the end of the rope? He peers down into the shadowy depths through which he’s sinking. It seems imperative to him that he know what is dragging him to his death, as if that knowledge might save him from a horror for which he has no name. He’s falling, falling, tumbling into darkness, unable to understand the nature of his desperate predicament. Below him, at the end of the taut rope, he sees a shape—the thing that will cause his death. Emotion sticks in his throat like a mouthful of nettles, and as he tries to define the shape, the musical sound comes to him again, clearer this time, not bells, something else, something at once intimate and barely remembered. At last, he identifies the thing that’s causing him to drown: It’s a human body. All at once, he begins to weep….


      Khan awoke with a start, a whimper caught in his throat. He bit down hard on his lip, looked around the darkened cabin of the plane. Outside, all was black as pitch. He had fallen asleep even though he’d promised himself he wouldn’t, knowing that if he did he would be trapped in his recurring nightmare. He rose, went to the lavatory, where he used the paper towels to wipe the sweat off his face and arms. He felt more tired than when the flight had taken off. While he was staring at himself in the mirror, the pilot announced their airtime to Orly Airport: four hours, fifty minutes. An eternity for Khan.


      


      There was a line of people waiting as he exited. He made his way back to his seat. Jason Bourne had a specific destination in mind; he knew that from the information the tailor, Fine, had provided: Bourne was now in possession of a packet meant for Alex Conklin. Was it possible, he wondered, that Bourne would now take on Conklin’s identity? It would be something Khan would consider if he were in Bourne’s shoes.


      Khan stared out the window at the black sky. Bourne was somewhere in the sprawling metropolis ahead of him, this much was known, but he had no doubt that Paris was just a way station. Bourne’s final destination was yet to be learned.


      


      The National Security Advisor’s assistant cleared her throat discreetly and the DCI glanced at his watch. Roberta Alonzo-Ortiz, the bitch-woman, had kept him waiting almost forty minutes. Inside the Beltway, playing games of power was standard operating procedure, but Jesus Christ, she was a woman. And weren’t they both on the National Security Council? But she was the president’s direct appointee; she had his ear like no one else. Where the hell was Brent Scowcroft when you needed him? Pasting a smile on his face, he turned away from the window out which he had been gazing while his mind had been engaged.


      “She’s ready to see you now,” the assistant cooed sweetly. “Her call with the president just ended.”


      The bitch-woman doesn’t miss a trick, the DCI thought. How she loves to rub my nose in her power-stink.


      The National Security Advisor was entrenched behind her desk, a huge antique affair she’d had trucked in at her own expense. The DCI thought it absurd, especially since there was nothing on her desk except the brass pen-set the president had given her upon her acceptance of the appointment. He didn’t trust people with tidy desks. Behind her, on elaborate gold standards, were the American flag and the flag with the seal of the President of the United States. Between them was a view of Lafayette Park. Two high-backed upholstered chairs sat facing her. The DCI looked at them somewhat longingly.


      Roberta Alonzo-Ortiz looked bright and chipper in a dark-blue knit suit and white silk blouse. In her ears were gold-backed enamel earrings of the American flag.


      “I just got off the phone with the president,” she said without preamble, not even a “Good morning” or “Have a seat.”


      “So your assistant told me.”


      Alonzo-Ortiz glared at him, a momentary reminder that she hated being interrupted. “The conversation concerned you.”


      Despite his best intentions, the DCI felt his body flush. “Perhaps I should have been here then.”


      “That would not have been inappropriate.” The National Security Advisor went on before he could respond to her verbal slap in the face. “The terrorism summit will take place in five days. Every element is in place, which is why it pains me to have to reiterate that we are walking on eggshells here. Nothing can disturb the summit, especially not a CIA assassin gone criminally insane. The president is anticipating that the summit will be an unqualified success. He expects to make it the cornerstone of his drive for reelection. Even more, it will be his legacy.” She put her hands flat on the highly polished surface of her desk. “Let me be perfectly clear—I have made the summit my number-one priority. Its success will ensure that this presidency is lauded and revered for generations to come.”


      The DCI had been standing throughout this discourse, not having been invited to sit down. The verbal dressing-down was especially humiliating, given its subtext. He did not care for threats, particularly veiled ones. He felt as if he was being given detention in elementary school.


      “I had to brief him about the Washington Circle debacle.” She said it as if the DCI had made her deliver a shovelful of shit to the Oval Office. “There are consequences to failure; there always are. You need to put a stake through the heart of this one so it can be buried as soon as possible. Do you understand me?”


      “Perfectly.”


      “Because it won’t go away on its own,” the National Security Advisor said.


      A vein had started to pulse in the DCI’s temple. He felt the urge to throw something at her. “I said I understood perfectly.”


      Roberta Alonzo-Ortiz scrutinized him for a moment, as if she was deciding whether he was worthy of being believed. At length, she said, “Where’s Jason Bourne?”


      “He’s fled the country.” The DCI’s fists were clenched and white. It was beyond him to tell the bitch-woman that Bourne had simply vanished. As it was, he could scarcely get the words out. But the moment he saw the look on her face, he realized his error.


      “Fled the country?” Alonzo-Ortiz rose. “Where has he gone?”


      The DCI remained silent.


      “I see. If Bourne gets anywhere near Reykjavík…”


      “Why would he do that?”


      “I don’t know. He’s insane, remember? He’s gone rogue. He must know that sabotaging the summit security would embarrass us like nothing else.” Her fury was palpable, and for the first time the DCI was truly afraid of her.


      “I want Bourne dead,” she said in a voice of steel.


      “As much as I do.” The DCI was fuming. “He’s already killed twice, and one of the victims was an old friend.”


      The National Security Advisor came around from behind her desk. “The president wants Bourne dead. An agent gone rogue—and let’s be honest here, Jason Bourne is a worst-case scenario—is a wild card we can’t afford. Do I make myself clear?”


      The DCI nodded. “Believe me when I tell you that Bourne is as good as dead, vanished as if he had never existed at all.”


      “From your mouth to God’s ear. The president’s eye is on you,” Roberta Alonzo-Ortiz said, ending the interview as abruptly and unpleasantly as she had begun it.


      


      Jason Bourne arrived in Paris on a wet, overcast morning. Paris, city of light, was not at its best in the rain. The mansard-roofed buildings looked gray and wan, and the usually gay and lively outdoor cafés that lined the city’s boulevards were quite deserted. Life went on in its muted fashion, but the city was not the same as when it sparkled and shone in sunlight, when good conversation and laughter could be heard on almost every corner.


      Exhausted both physically and emotionally, Bourne had spent most of the flight on his side, curled in a ball, asleep. His slumber, though now and again interrupted by dark and disturbing dreams, had the benefit of providing a well-needed respite from the pain that had wracked him in the first hour after the plane had taken off. He awoke, chilled and stiff, thinking of the small carved stone Buddha that had hung around Khan’s neck. The image seemed to mock him, to be grinning, a mystery yet to be solved. He knew there must be many such carvings—in the shop where he and Dao had chosen the one they would give Joshua there were more than a dozen! He also knew that many Asian Buddhists wore such charms, for both protection and good luck.


      In his mind’s eye, he saw again Khan’s knowing expression, so alight with anticipation and hatred when he had said, “You know what this is, don’t you?” And then, uttered with such vehemence: “This is mine, Bourne. Do you understand? The Buddha is mine!” Khan was not Joshua Webb, Bourne told himself. Khan was clever but cruel—an assassin who had killed many times. He could not be Bourne’s son.


      Despite a bout of heavy crosswinds as they had left the coastline of the United States behind, Rush Service Flight 113 landed at Charles de Gaulle International Airport more or less on time. Bourne felt the urge to remove himself from the cargo hold while it was still on the runway, but he restrained himself.


      Another plane was preparing to land. If he got off now, he would be out in the open, exposed in an area where even airport personnel should not be. And so he waited patiently while the plane taxied onward.


      As it slowed, he knew that now was the time to act. While the plane was still moving, the jet engines running, none of the ground crew would approach the plane. He opened the door, jumped out onto the tarmac just as a fuel truck was passing by. He caught a ride on the back of it. Hanging there, he experienced a violent wave of nausea as the fumes triggered the memory of Khan’s surprise attack. He leaped off the truck as quickly as was practical, making his way into the terminal building.


      Inside, he collided with a baggage handler, apologized profusely in French, with a hand to his head complaining of a migraine. Around the corner of the corridor, he used the ID tag he had swiped from the handler to go through the two sets of doors, out into the terminal proper, which, much to his consternation, was nothing more than a converted hangar. There were precious few people about, but at least he had successfully bypassed Customs and Immigration.


      At the first opportunity, he dropped the ID tag into the nearest waste bin. He did not want to be caught wearing it when the handler reported it missing. Standing beneath a large clock, he adjusted his watch. It was just after six in the morning, Paris time. He called Robbinet, described where he was.


      The minister seemed puzzled. “Did you come in on a charter flight, Jason?”


      “No, cargo plane.”


      “Bon, that explains why you are in old Terminal Three. You must have been diverted from Orly,” Robbinet said. “Stay right where you are, mon ami. I will collect you shortly.” He chuckled. “In the meantime, welcome to Paris. Confusion and ill-fortune to your pursuers.”


      Bourne went to wash up. Staring at himself in the men’s room mirror, he saw a haggard face, haunted eyes and a bloody throat, someone he barely recognized. Cupping his hands, he threw water over his face and head, sluicing away the sweat, grime and whatever was left of the makeup he had applied earlier. With a damp paper towel, he cleaned the darkened horizontal wound across his throat. He knew he would need to get some antibiotic cream on it as soon as possible.


      His stomach was in a knot, and though he didn’t feel hungry, he knew he needed to eat. Every once in a while the taste of the jet fuel came back to him and he gagged, eyes tearing with the effort. To get his mind off the sick sensation, he performed five minutes of stretching, five more of calisthenics, ridding his muscles of their cramped and aching condition. He ignored the pain the exercises cost him, concentrating instead on breathing deeply and evenly.


      By the time he walked back into the terminal, Jacques Robbinet was waiting for him. He was a tall, extraordinarily fit man, neatly dressed in a dark pinstripe suit, gleaming brogues and a stylish tweed topcoat. He was a bit older and a bit grayer, but otherwise he was the figure out of Bourne’s fragmented memory.


      He spotted Bourne immediately and a grin broke out on his face, but he made no move toward his old friend. Instead, he used hand signals to indicate that Bourne should walk down the terminal to Bourne’s right. Bourne immediately saw why. Several members of the Police Nationale had entered the hangar, were questioning airport personnel, doubtless on the lookout for the suspect who had stolen the baggage handler’s ID. Bourne walked at a natural pace. He was almost at the doors when he saw two more Police Nationale, machine pistols slung across their chests, carefully watching everyone who went in and out of the terminal.


      Robbinet had seen them as well. Putting a frown on his face, he hurried past Bourne, pushing through the doors and engaging the policemen’s attention. As soon as he introduced himself, they told him that they were on the lookout for a suspect—an assumed terrorist—who had stolen a baggage handler’s ID tag. They showed him a faxed copy of Bourne’s photo.


      No, the minister had not seen this man. Robbinet’s face assumed an expression of fear. Perhaps—was such a thing possible?—the terrorist was after him, he said. Would they be so kind as to escort him to his car?


      As soon as the three men had moved off, Bourne went quickly through the door, out into the gray mist. He saw the policemen accompanying Robbinet to his Peugeot and he walked in the opposite direction. As the minister got into his car, he gave Bourne a furtive glance. He thanked the policemen, who walked back to their post outside the terminal doors.


      Robbinet drove off, made a U-turn, coming back to exit the airport. Out of sight of the policemen, he slowed the car, rolled down the off-side window.


      “That was close, mon ami.”


      When Bourne made a move to get in, Robbinet shook his head. “With the airport on high alert, there is certain to be more Police Nationale about.” He reached down, popped the trunk. “Not the most comfortable of places.” He looked apologetic. “But for now surely the safest.”


      Without another word, Bourne crawled into the trunk, shutting himself in, and Robbinet took off. It was well the minister had thought ahead; there were two roadblocks to negotiate before they could exit the airport, the first manned by Police Nationale, the second by members of the Quai d’Orsay, the French equivalent of the CIA. With Robbinet’s credentials, he got through both without incident, but he was repeatedly shown Bourne’s photo, asked if he had seen the fugitive.


      Ten minutes after he had turned onto the A1, Robbinet pulled over into a breakdown area, popped the trunk. Bourne got out, slid into the passenger’s seat, and Robbinet accelerated onto the motorway, heading north.


      “That’s him!” The baggage handler pointed to the grainy photo of Jason Bourne. “That’s the man who stole my ID.”


      “You’re certain, monsieur? Please look again, more closely this time.” Inspector Alain Savoy centered the photo in front of the potential witness. They were in a concrete room inside Terminal Three of Charles de Gaulle Airport, where Savoy had decided to set up temporary headquarters. It was a mean place, smelling strongly of mildew and disinfectant. He was always in such places, it seemed to him. There was nothing permanent in his life.


      “Yes, yes,” the baggage handler said. “He bumped into me, said he had a migraine. Ten minutes later, when I went to go through a secure door, I discovered the tag was gone. He took it.”


      “We know he did,” Inspector Savoy said. “Your presence was electronically reported in two places while your ID tag was missing. Here.” He handed over the tag. He was a short man and sensitive about it. His face looked as rumpled as his longish dark hair. His lips seemed permanently pursed, as if even in repose he was assessing innocence or guilt. “We found it in a trash bin.”


      “Thank you, Inspector.”


      “You’ll be fined, you know. One day’s pay.”


      “That’s an outrage,” the baggage handler said. “I’ll report this to the union. There may be a demonstration.”


      Inspector Savoy sighed. He was used to these threats. Among the union workers, there were always demonstrations. “Is there anything more you can tell me about the incident?” When the man shook his head, the inspector dismissed him. He stared down at the faxed sheet. Besides Jason Bourne’s photo, it contained an American contact. Pulling out a tri-band cell phone, he punched in the number.


      “Martin Lindros, Deputy Director of Central Intelligence.”


      “Monsieur Lindros, this is Inspector Alain Savoy of the Quai d’Orsay. We have found your fugitive.”


      “What?”


      A slow smile crept over Savoy’s unshaven face. The Quai d’Orsay was always sucking at the CIA teat. There was a great deal of pleasure, not to mention national pride, in having the situation reversed. “That’s right. Jason Bourne arrived at Charles de Gaulle Airport around six this morning, Paris time.” Savoy’s heart gladdened at the swift intake of breath at the other end of the line.


      “Do you have him?” Lindros asked. “Is Bourne in custody?”


      “Sadly, no.”


      “What do you mean? Where is he?”


      “This is a mystery.” There ensued a silence so long and deep that Savoy was obliged at length to say, “Monsieur Lindros, are you still on the line?”


      “Yes, Inspector. I’m just going through my notes.” Another silence, briefer this time. “Alex Conklin had a clandestine contact high up in your government, a man named Jacques Robbinet—do you know him?”


      “Certainement, Monsieur Robbinet is the Minister of Culture. Surely you don’t expect me to believe that a man of his stature is in league with this madman?”


      “Of course not,” Lindros said. “But Bourne has already murdered Monsieur Conklin. If he’s in Paris now, it stands to reason that he may be after Monsieur Robbinet.”


      “One moment, hold the line, if you please.” Inspector Savoy was certain that he’d heard or read M. Robbinet’s name somewhere today. He gestured to a subordinate, who handed him a sheaf of files. Savoy leafed rapidly through the interviews made this morning at Charles de Gaulle by all the various police and security services. Sure enough, there was Robbinet’s name. Hurriedly, he got back on the line. “Monsieur Lindros, it happens that Monsieur Robbinet was here today.”


      “At the airport?”


      “Yes, and not only that. He was interviewed at the same terminal as the one Bourne was in. In fact, he seemed alarmed when he was told the name of the fugitive. He asked the Police Nationale to accompany him back to his automobile.”


      “This proves my theory.” Lindros’ voice was slightly breathless with a combination of excitement and alarm. “Inspector, you’ve got to find Robbinet, and fast.”


      “There’s no problem,” Inspector Savoy said. “I’ll simply call the minister’s office.”


      “That’s precisely what you won’t do,” Lindros said. “I want to keep this operation absolutely secure.”


      “But surely Bourne can’t—”


      “Inspector, in the brief course of this investigation I’ve learned never to utter the phrase ‘Bourne can’t’ because I know that he can. He’s an exceedingly clever and dangerous assassin. Anyone who goes near him is in danger of their life, get me?”


      “Pardon, monsieur?”


      Lindros tried to slow down his speech. “However you choose to find Robbinet, you’ll do it through back channels only. If you surprise the minister, chances are you’ll be surprising Bourne as well.”


      “D’accord.” Savoy stood up and looked for his trench coat.


      “Listen closely, Inspector. I’m very much afraid Monsieur Robbinet’s life is in imminent danger,” Lindros said. “Everything now depends on you.”


      


      Concrete high-rises, office buildings, gleaming factories flashed by, squat and blocky by American standards, made even more ugly by the gloomy overcast. Soon enough, Robbinet turned off, driving west on the CD47 into the oncoming downpour.


      “Where are we going, Jacques?” Bourne asked. “I need to get to Budapest as quickly as possible.”


      “D’accord,” Robbinet said. He’d been periodically glancing in his rear-view mirror, checking for Police Nationale vehicles. The Quai d’Orsay was another matter; their operatives used unmarked cars, switching make and models among their divisions every few months. “I had booked you on an outboard flight that left five minutes ago, but while you were in the air the game board has changed. The Agency is howling for your blood—and that howl is being heard in all corners of the world where they have leverage, including mine.”


      “But there must be a way—”


      “Of course there’s a way, mon ami.” Robbinet smiled. “There’s always a way—a certain someone named Jason Bourne taught me that.” He turned north again, onto the N17. “While you rested in the boot of my car, I was far from idle. There’s a military transport leaving from Orly at sixteen hundred hours.”


      “That’s not until four this afternoon,” Bourne said. “What about driving to Budapest?”


      “Such a plan is unsafe, too many Police Nationale. And your maddened American friends have pricked the Quai d’Orsay into action.” The Frenchman shrugged. “It’s all arranged. I’ve all your credentials with me. Under military cover you’ll be secure from scrutiny, and in any event it’s best to let the incident at Terminal Three die down, non?” He swung past some slow-moving traffic. “Until then, you’ll need a place to go to ground.”


      Bourne turned his head away, stared out at the dreary industrial landscape. The impact of what had happened during his last encounter with Khan had hit him with the impact of a train derailing. He couldn’t help exploring the fierce ache inside himself, much as one keeps pressing a sore tooth, if only to determine just how deep the pain went. The fiercely analytical portion of his mind had already determined that Khan hadn’t really said anything that indicated he possessed intimate knowledge of David or Joshua Webb. He had made intimations, innuendoes, yes, but what did they amount to?


      Bourne, aware that Robbinet was scrutinizing him, turned further toward the window.


      Robbinet, misconstruing the reason for Bourne’s brooding silence, said, “Mon ami, you will be in Budapest by eighteen hundred hours, have no fear.”


      “Merci, Jacques.” Bourne momentarily freed himself from his melancholy thoughts. “Thanks for all your kindness and help. What now?”


      “Alors, we are going to Goussainville. Not the most scenic town in France, but there’s someone there who I suspect will interest you.”


      Robbinet said nothing more for the remainder of the trip. He was right about Goussainville. It was one of those French villages that, because of its proximity to the airport, had been transformed into a modern industrial town. The depressing rows of high-rises, glass-fronted offices and giant retailers not unlike Wal-Mart were only slightly alleviated by the roundabouts and curbsides planted with row upon row of colorful flowers.


      Bourne noticed the radio unit mounted below the dashboard, presumably used by Jacques’ driver. As Robbinet pulled into a gas station, he asked his friend for the frequencies used by the Police Nationale and the Quai d’Orsay. While Robbinet pumped gas into the car, Bourne monitored both frequencies but heard nothing about the incident at the airport, nothing of interest about him. Bourne watched the cars coming and going in and out of the gas station. A woman got out of her car, asked Robbinet his opinion about her front driver’s side tire. She was worried it needed air. A vehicle with two young men pulled in. They both got out. One man lounged against the fender of the car while the driver went into the station. The lounging man eyed Jacques’ Peugeot, then gazed appreciatively at the woman as she walked back to her car.


      “Anything on the air?” Robbinet inquired as he slid in beside Bourne.


      “Not a thing.”


      “That at least is good news,” Robbinet said as they drove off.


      They went down more ugly streets, and Bourne used the mirrors to check that the car with the two young men wasn’t tailing them.


      “Goussainville had an ancient and royal beginning,” Robbinet said. “Once upon a time it belonged to Clotaire, wife of Clovis, the king of France early in the sixth century. While we Franks were still considered barbarians, he converted to Catholicism, making us acceptable to the Romans. The emperor made him a consul. Barbarians no longer, we became true champions of the Faith.”


      “You’d never know this place was once a medieval city.”


      The minister pulled up to a series of concrete apartment buildings. “In France,” he said, “history is often hidden in the most unexpected places.”


      Bourne looked around. “This isn’t where your current mistress lives, is it?” he said. “Because the last time you introduced me to your mistress I had to pretend she was my girlfriend when your wife walked into the café where we were having drinks.”


      “I recall you having quite a good time that afternoon.” Robbinet shook his head. “But no, with her Dior this and her Yves Saint Laurent that I’m certain Delphine would rather slit her wrists than live in Goussainville.”


      “Then what are we doing here?”


      The minister sat staring out at the rain for some time. “Filthy weather,” he said at last.


      “Jacques…?”


      Robbinet looked around. “Ah, yes, forgive me, mon ami. My mind wanders. Alors, I am taking you to meet Mylene Dutronc.” He cocked his head. “Have you heard her name?” When Bourne shook his head, Robbinet continued. “I thought not. Well, now that he’s dead, I suppose I can say it. Mlle. Dutronc was Alex Conklin’s lover.”


      At once, Bourne said, “Let me guess: light eyes, long wavy hair and a smile with something of the ironic about it.”


      “He did tell you about her!”


      “No, I saw a photo. It’s pretty much all he had of a personal nature in his bedroom.” He waited a moment. “Does she know?”


      “I phoned her as soon as I found out.”


      Bourne wondered why Robbinet hadn’t told her in person. It would have been the decent thing to do.


      “Enough talk.” Robbinet grabbed an overnight bag from the footwell of the backseat. “We’ll go see Mylene now.”


      Exiting the Peugeot, they went through the rain, along a little flower-flanked walk, and mounted a short flight of poured-concrete stairs. Robbinet pressed the button for 4A and a moment later the buzzer sounded.


      The apartment building was as plain and unlovely on the inside as it was on the outside. They walked up the five flights of stairs to the fourth floor and went along a hallway, past rows of identical doors on either side. At the sound of their approach, the door opened. Just inside stood Mylene Dutronc.


      She was perhaps a decade older than the image in the photo—in fact, she must have been sixty by now, Bourne thought, though she appeared at least ten years younger—but her light eyes had the same sparkle and her smile had the same enigmatic twist to it. She wore jeans and a man-tailored shirt, an outfit that made her appear feminine because it showed off her full figure. She was in low heels and her hair, a natural-looking ash-blond, was tied back from her face.


      “Bonjour, Jacques.” She lifted her face for Robbinet to kiss on both cheeks, but she was already looking at his companion.


      Bourne could see details that the snapshot hadn’t revealed. The color of her eyes, the sculpted flare of her nostrils, the whiteness of her even teeth. Her face was both powerful and compassionate.


      “And you must be Jason Bourne.” Her gray eyes appraised him coolly.


      “I’m sorry about Alex,” Bourne said.


      “You’re kind. It’s been a shock to all of us who knew him.” She stepped back. “Please come in.”


      As she shut the door behind her, Bourne took in the room. Mlle. Dutronc lived in the middle of a blocky urban landscape, but her apartment was altogether different. Unlike many people her age, she had not continued to surround herself with furniture decades old, relics of the past. Instead, her furnishings were both stylishly modern and comfortable. A scattering of chairs, a matching pair of sofas facing each other on either side of a brick fireplace, patterned curtains. It was a place you would not easily want to leave, Bourne decided.


      “I understand you’ve had a long flight,” she said to Bourne. “You must be starving.” She made no mention of his disheveled appearance, for which he was grateful. She seated him in the dining room, served him food and drink from a typical European kitchen, small and dark. When she was finished, she sat down opposite him, put her clasped hands on the table.


      Bourne could see now that she had been crying.


      “Did he die instantly?” Mlle. Dutronc asked. “You see, I’ve been wondering whether he suffered.”


      “No,” Bourne said truthfully. “I very much doubt he did.”


      “That’s something, at least.” A look of profound relief came over her face. Mlle. Dutronc sat back and, with this movement, Bourne became aware that she had been holding her body tensely. “Thank you, Jason.” She looked up, her expressive gray eyes locked on his, and he could see all the emotion in her face. “May I call you Jason?”


      “Of course,” he said.


      “You knew Alex well, didn’t you?”


      “As well as one could ever know Alex Conklin.”


      For just an instant, her gaze flicked in Robbinet’s direction, but it was enough.


      “I have some calls to make.” The minister had already pulled out his cell phone. “You won’t mind if I leave you two for a little while.”


      She looked bleakly after Robbinet as he headed for the living room. Then she turned back to Bourne. “Jason, what you told me just now was said as a true friend. Even if Alex had never spoken to me about you, I would say the same thing.”


      “Alex talked to you about me?” Bourne shook his head. “Alex never told civilians about his work.”


      There was that smile again; this time the irony in it was quite apparent. “But I’m not, as you say, a civilian.” There was a pack of cigarettes in her hand. “Do you mind if I smoke?”


      “Not at all.”


      “Many Americans do. It’s something of an obsession with you, isn’t it?”


      She had not been seeking an answer and Bourne did not give her one. He watched as she lit up, drew the smoke deep into her lungs, let it out slowly, luxuriously. “No, I’m definitely not a civilian.” The smoke swirled around her. “I’m Quai d’Orsay.”


      Bourne sat very still. Beneath the table, his hand grasped the butt of the ceramic pistol Deron had given him.


      As if reading his mind, Mlle. Dutronc shook her head. “Calm yourself, Jason. Jacques hasn’t led you into a trap. You’re among friends here.”


      “I don’t understand,” he said thickly. “If you’re Quai d’Orsay, Alex would’ve been doubly sure not to involve you in anything he was working on, so as not to compromise your loyalties.”


      “True enough. And this was how it remained for many years.” Mlle. Dutronc took in more smoke, let it drift out of her flared nostrils. She had a habit of raising her head slightly as she exhaled. It made her look like Marlene Dietrich. “Then, very recently, something happened. I don’t know what, he wouldn’t tell me, though I begged him to.”


      She regarded him through the smoke haze for some moments. Any member of an intelligence organization had to maintain a stone facade that revealed nothing of their inner thoughts or feelings. But through her eyes he could see her mind working, and he knew that she had let her guard down.


      “Tell me, Jason, as a long-time friend of Alex’s, do you ever remember him being frightened?”


      “No,” Bourne said. “Alex was utterly fearless.”


      “Well, that day he was frightened. That’s why I begged him to tell me what it was, so I could help, or at least convince him to move himself out of harm’s way.”


      Bourne leaned forward, his body now as tense as Mlle. Dutronc’s had been before. “When was this?”


      “Two weeks ago.”


      “Did he tell you anything at all?”


      “There was a name he mentioned, Felix Schiffer.”


      Bourne’s pulse began to race. “Dr. Schiffer worked for DARPA.”


      She frowned. “Alex told me that he worked for the Tactical Non-Lethal Weapons Directorate.”


      “That’s an Agency adjunct,” Bourne said, half to himself. Now the pieces were starting to fall together. Could Alex have convinced Felix Schiffer to leave DARPA for the Directorate? Surely, it would not have been difficult for Conklin to make Schiffer “disappear.” But why would he want to? If he was merely poaching on DOD territory, he could’ve handled the resulting flak. There had to be another reason Alex needed to get Felix Schiffer to ground.


      He looked at Mylene. “Was Dr. Schiffer the reason Alex was frightened?”


      “He wouldn’t say, Jason. But how could it be otherwise? That day, Alex made and received many calls in a very short period of time. He was terribly tense and I knew he was at the crisis point of a hot field operation. I heard Dr. Schiffer’s name mentioned several times. I suspect that he was the subject of the operation.”


      


      Inspector Savoy sat in his Citroën, listening to the scraping sound of his windshield wipers. He hated the rain. It had been raining the day his wife had left him, the day his daughter had gone off to school in America, never to return. His wife was living in Boston now, married to a straight-laced investment banker. She had three children, a house, property, all that she could wish for, while here he was sitting in this shitty town—what was its name? ah, yes, Goussainville—biting his nails down to the quick. And, to top it off, it was raining again.


      But today was different because he was closing in on the CIA’s most wanted target. Once he got Jason Bourne, his career would skyrocket. Perhaps he’d come to the attention of the president himself. He glanced over at the car across the street—Minister Jacques Robbinet’s Peugeot.


      From the Quai d’Orsay files, he had retrieved the make, model and license plate of the minister’s car. His fellow officers had informed him that upon exiting the airport checkpoint the minister had headed north onto the A1. After having ascertained from headquarters who had been assigned to the northerly section of the dragnet, he had methodically called each car—mindful of Lindros’ warning, keeping away from radio transmission, whose frequency wasn’t secure. None of his contacts had seen the minister’s car, and he was working himself up into a fit of despair when he had gotten to Justine Bérard, who told him that, yes, she had seen Robbinet’s car—had spoken to him briefly—at a gas station. She remembered because the minister seemed tense, nervous, even a bit rude.


      “Did his behavior strike you as odd?”


      “Yes, it did. Though I didn’t make much of it at the time,” Bérard had said. “Though now, of course, my thinking has changed.”


      “Was the minister alone?” Inspector Savoy asked.


      “I’m not certain. It was raining hard and the window was up,” Bérard said. “To be candid, my attention was on Monsieur Robbinet.”


      “Yes, a handsome specimen,” Savoy said, more dryly than he had intended. Bérard had been a great help. She had seen the direction in which the minister’s car had gone, and by the time he had arrived in Goussainville, she had found it sitting outside a block of concrete apartment buildings.


      


      Mlle. Dutronc’s eyes strayed to Bourne’s throat and she stubbed out her cigarette. “Your wound has begun bleeding again. Come. We must take care of it.”


      She led him into her bathroom, tiled in sea-green and cream. A small window overlooking the street let in the dismal light of day. She sat him down and began to wash the wound with soap and water.


      “The bleeding has subsided,” she said as she applied antibiotic to the reddened flesh across his throat. “This wound wasn’t accidental. You were in a fight.”


      “It was difficult getting out of the States.”


      “You’re as tight-lipped as Alex.” She stood a little back, as if she needed to get him in better focus. “You are sad, Jason. So very sad.”


      “Mlle. Dutronc—”


      “You must call me Mylene. I insist.” She had fashioned an expert bandage from sterile gauze and surgical tape and now applied it to his wound. “And you must change the dressing at least every three days, yes?”


      “Yes.” He responded to her smile. “Merci, Mylene.”


      She put a hand gently against his cheek. “So very sad. I know how close you and Alex were. He thought of you as a son.”


      “He said that?”


      “He didn’t have to; he had a special look on his face when he spoke about you.” She examined the dressing one last time. “So I know I’m not the only one hurting.”


      Bourne felt the urge, then, to tell her everything, that it wasn’t just the deaths of Alex and Mo affecting him, but the encounter with Khan. In the end, however, he remained silent. She had her own grief to bear.


      Instead, he said, “What’s the deal with you and Jacques? You act as if you hate each other.”


      Mylene looked away for a moment, toward the small window with its pebbled glass, running now with rain. “It was brave of him to bring you here. It must have cost him much to ask for my help.” She turned back, her gray eyes brimming. Alex’s death had brought so much emotion to the surface, and at once he intuited that her own past was being churned up by the restless ocean of present events. “So much sorrow in this world, Jason.” A single tear rolled from her eye, lay quivering on her cheek, before sliding down. “Before Alex, you see, there was Jacques.”


      “You were his mistress?”


      She shook her head. “Jacques was not yet married. We were both very young. We made love like crazy, and because we were both young—and foolish—I became pregnant.”


      “You have a child?”


      Mylene wiped her eyes. “Non, I wouldn’t have it. I didn’t love Jacques. It took what happened to make me see that. Jacques did love me, and he—well, he’s so very Catholic.”


      She laughed, a little sadly, and Bourne recalled the story Jacques had told him of Goussainville’s history and how the barbarian Franks had been won over by the church. King Clovis’ conversion to Catholicism had been a shrewd decision, but it had been more a matter of survival and politics than of faith.


      “Jacques has never forgiven me.” There was no self-pity in her, making her confession all the more affecting.


      He leaned in and tenderly kissed her on both cheeks, and with a small sob she drew him briefly to her.


      She left him to shower, and when he was finished, he found a French military uniform piled neatly on the toilet seat. As he dressed, he peered out the window. A linden’s branches swung back and forth in the wind. Below him, a handsome woman in her early forties got out of her car, walked down the street to a Citroën in which a man of indeterminate age sat behind the wheel, gnawing obsessively at his fingernails. Opening the passenger’s-side door, she slid in.


      There was nothing particularly unusual about the scene, except for the fact that Bourne had seen the same woman at the gas station. She had spoken to Jacques about the air pressure in her tire.


      Quai d’Orsay!


      Quickly, he went back into the living room, where Jacques was still on the phone. The moment the minister saw Bourne’s expression, he got off his call.


      “What is it, mon ami?”


      “We’ve been made,” Bourne said.


      “What? How is that possible?”


      “I don’t know, but there are two Quai d’Orsay agents across the street in a black Citroën.


      Mylene walked in from the kitchen. “Two more are watching the street behind. But don’t worry, they cannot even know which building you’re in.”


      At that moment, the doorbell rang. Bourne drew his gun but Mylene’s eyes flashed their warning. She jerked her head and Bourne and Robbinet moved out of sight. She opened the door, saw a very rumpled inspector in front of her.


      “Alain, bonjour,” she said.


      “I’m sorry to intrude on your vacation,” Inspector Savoy said, a sheepish grin on his face, “but I was sitting outside and all of a sudden I remembered that you lived here.”


      “Would you like to come in, have a cup of coffee?”


      “Thank you, no. I can’t spare the time.”


      Greatly relieved, Mylene said, “And what were you doing sitting outside my house?”


      “We’re looking for Jacques Robbinet.”


      Her eyes opened wide. “The Minister of Culture? But why would he be in, of all places, Goussainville?”


      “Your guess is as good as mine,” Inspector Savoy said. “Nevertheless, his car is parked across the street.”


      “The inspector is too clever for us, Mylene.” Jacques Robbinet strode into the living room buttoning his white shirt. “He has found out about us.”


      With her back turned to Savoy, Mylene shot Robbinet a look. He returned it, smiling easily.


      His lips brushed hers, as he came up beside her.


      By this time Inspector Savoy’s cheeks had grown warm. “Minister Robbinet, I had no idea…that is, there was no intention to intrude—”


      Robbinet raised a hand. “Apology accepted, but why are you looking for me?”


      With an overt show of relief, Savoy handed over the grainy photo of Jason Bourne. “We’re searching for this man, Minister. A known CIA assassin who’s turned rogue. We have reason to believe that he means to kill you.”


      “But that’s terrible, Alain!”


      To Bourne, observing this charade from the shadows, Mylene looked shocked indeed.


      “I don’t know this man,” Robbinet said, “nor why he would want to take my life. But then who can fathom the minds of assassins, eh?” He shrugged, turned as Mylene handed him his jacket and raincoat. “But by all means, I’ll return to Paris as quickly as possible.”


      “With us as an escort,” Savoy said firmly. “You’ll ride with me and my associate will drive your official car.” He held out his hand. “If you would be so kind.”


      “As you wish.” Robbinet delivered the key to his Peugeot. “I’m in your hands, Inspector.”


      Then, he turned, took Mylene in his arms. Savoy discreetly withdrew, saying he would wait in the hallway for Robbinet.


      “Take Jason down to the car park,” Robbinet whispered in her ear. “Take my attaché case with you and give him the contents just before you leave him.” He whispered the combination to her and she nodded.


      She stared up at him, then she kissed him hard on the mouth and said, “Godspeed, Jacques.”


      For just an instant, his eyes opened wide in response. Then he was gone, and Mylene went quickly through the living room.


      She called softly to Bourne, and he appeared. “We must make the most of the advantage Jacques has given you.”


      Bourne nodded. “D’accord.”


      Mylene grabbed Robbinet’s attaché case. “Come now. We must hurry!”


      She opened the front door, peered out to ensure that the way was clear, then led him down to the underground car park. She stopped just inside the metal-clad door. Peering through the wire-reinforced glass pane, she reported back to him. “The car park looks clear, but be vigilant, you never know.”


      She unlocked the attaché case, held out a packet. “Here is the money you requested, along with your identity card and your orders. You’re Pierre Montefort, a courier due to hand over top-secret documents to the military attaché in Budapest not later than eighteen hundred hours, local time.” She dropped a set of keys into Bourne’s palm. “A military motorcycle is parked in the third rank, next-to-last space on the right.”


      For a moment, Bourne and Mylene stood looking at each other. He opened his mouth, but she spoke first, “Remember, Jason, life is too short for regrets.”


      Bourne left then, striding with ramrod-straight back through the door into a grim and gloomy place of naked concrete block and oil-stained macadam. He looked neither to the left nor right as he went down the car ranks. At the third one, he turned right. A moment later, he found the motorcycle, a silver Voxan VB-1, with a huge 996-cubic V2 engine. Bourne strapped his attaché case to the back, where it would be prominently displayed for the Quai d’Orsay to see. He found a helmet in the carry pack, stowed his hat. Climbing on, he walked the machine out of its parking spot, started the engine and wheeled out of the car park into the rain.


      


      Justine Bérard had been thinking about her son, Yves, when she received the call from Inspector Savoy. These days it seemed as if the only way she could relate to Yves was through his video games. The first time she had beaten him in Grand Theft Auto by outmaneuvering his car with hers was the moment he had looked at her—and really seen her as a living, breathing human being, rather than the annoyance that cooked him food and washed his clothes. Ever since then, though, he’d been begging her to take him for a spin in her official car. So far, she had been successful in staving him off, but there was no doubt that he was wearing her down, not only because she was proud of her nerveless driving but because she desperately wanted Yves to be proud of her.


      Following the call from Savoy, informing her that he had found Minister Robbinet and that they were escorting him back to Paris, she had immediately gotten things rolling, pulling the men off surveillance duty, directing them into standard VIP protection formation. Now she gestured to the Police Nationale standing by as Inspector Savoy escorted the Minister of Culture out the front door of the apartment building. At the same time, she checked the street for any sign of the insane assassin Jason Bourne.


      Bérard was elated. It made no difference whether Inspector Savoy had found the minister in this maze of residences through cleverness or good fortune, she would benefit hugely, for it was she who had led Savoy here and it was she who would be in at the end when they brought Jacques Robbinet back to Paris safe and sound.


      Savoy and Robbinet had crossed the street under the watchful eyes of the phalanx of policemen, machine pistols at the ready. She had Savoy’s car door open, and as he passed her, he handed her the key to the minister’s Peugeot.


      As Robbinet ducked his head to get into the backseat of Savoy’s car, Bérard heard the throaty roar of a powerful motorcycle engine. By the echo, it was coming from the car park below the building in which Savoy had found Minister Robbinet. She cocked her head, recognizing the roar of a Voxan VB-1. A military vehicle.


      A moment later, she saw the courier accelerate out of the car park and she grabbed her cell phone. What was a military courier doing in Goussainville? Unconsciously, she was walking toward the minister’s Peugeot. She barked out her Quai d’Orsay authorization code, asked to be patched through to Military Liaison. She had reached the Peugeot, unlocked it, slid behind the wheel. With the Code Rouge alert on, it did not take her long to receive the information she was seeking. There was currently no known military courier anywhere near Goussainville.


      She started the car, jerked it into gear. Inspector Savoy’s shout of query was drowned in the screech of the Peugeot’s tires as she stood on the gas pedal, accelerating down the street in pursuit of the Voxan. She could only surmise that Bourne had been on to them, knew that he was trapped here unless he could make a quick escape.


      The urgent CIA circular she had read had noted that he was able to change identity and appearance with astonishing rapidity. If he was the courier—and, really, when she thought about it, what other possibility was there?—then apprehending or killing him would provide her career an entirely new trajectory. She could imagine the minister himself—so grateful for saving his life—interceding on her behalf, even, possibly, offering her the position of chief of his security.


      In the meantime, though, she would have to bring down this faux courier. Lucky for her, the minister’s car was far from a standard Peugeot sedan. Already she could feel the souped-up engine responding to the pressure she was putting on it as she slewed hard left around a corner, shot through a traffic light, passed a lumbering truck on the wrong side. She ignored the indignant blare of its air horn. All of her being was concentrated on keeping the Voxan in sight.


      


      At first Bourne couldn’t believe that he’d been made so quickly, but as the Peugeot continued its dogged pursuit, he was forced to conclude that something had gone terribly wrong. He had seen the Quai d’Orsay taking Robbinet, knew one of their operatives was driving his car. His assumed identity wouldn’t be enough to protect him now; he had to lose this tail permanently. He hunched over, weaving in and out of traffic, varying his speeds, the ways in which he overtook slower traffic. He took turns at dangerously acute angles, aware that at any instant he could go over and send the Voxan screaming onto its side. A glance in the side mirror confirmed that he was unable to shake the Peugeot. More ominously, it appeared to be gaining on him.


      


      Though the Voxan wove in and out of traffic, though her car was less maneuverable, Bérard kept closing the distance between them. She had flipped the special lever installed in all ministerial cars that made the head-and taillights flash, and this signal caused the more alert motorists to give way. In her head scrolled the increasingly more intricate and hair-raising scenarios of Grand Theft Auto. The scrolling of the streets, the vehicles she needed to pass or get around were astonishingly similar. Once, in order not to lose the Voxan, she had to make a split-second decision, running up onto the sidewalk. Pedestrians scattered from her path.


      All at once, she saw the entrance to the A1 and knew this was where Bourne must be headed. Her best chance of getting him was before he made it onto the motorway. Biting her lip in grim intent, she drew on every last bit of power the Peugeot’s engine could give her, closing the gap even more. The Voxan was only two cars away from her. She pulled out to the right, overtook one car, waved the other one back, its driver cowed as much by her aggressive driving as by the Peugeot’s flashing lights.


      Bérard was not one to waste an opportunity. They were coming up on the entrance; it was now or never. She manhandled the Peugeot up onto the sidewalk, aiming to approach Bourne on the offside so that in order to keep her in sight he would have to take his eyes off the road. At the speed they were both going, she knew he couldn’t afford to do that. She rolled down her window, floored the accelerator and the car leaped forward into the wind-driven rain.


      “Pull over!” she cried. “I am Quai d’Orsay! Pull over or risk the consequences!”


      The courier ignored her. Drawing her sidearm, she aimed it at his head. Her arm was straight, elbow locked. Tracking him with the gun’s sight, she aimed at the leading edge of his silhouette. She squeezed the trigger.


      But just as she did so, the Voxan swerved hard to their left, slipped in front of an oncoming car in the next lane, jumped the narrow concrete divider, shot through the oncoming traffic.


      “My God!” Bérard breathed. “He’s headed onto the off-ramp!”


      Even as she slewed the Peugeot around, she saw the Voxan threading its way between the traffic exiting the A1. Tires screeched, horns blared, terrified drivers shook their fists and cursed. Bérard noted these reactions with only part of her mind. The other part was engaged in driving through the stalled traffic, up over the median, across the street and onto the off-ramp herself.


      She made it as far as the top of the ramp before she ran into a virtual wall of vehicles. She raced out into the rain, saw the Voxan accelerating between lanes of the oncoming traffic. Bourne’s driving was astounding, but how long could he continue such perilous acrobatics?


      The Voxan disappeared behind the silver oval cylinder of a tanker truck. Bérard sucked in her breath as she saw the huge eighteen-wheeler come barreling along in the adjacent lane. She heard the harsh sound of air brakes, then the Voxan struck the semi’s massive radiator grille head-on, instantly erupting in a howling ball of oily flame.

    

  


  
    
      CHAPTER TWELVE

    


    
      Jason Bourne saw what he liked to call the convergence of opportunity set up right in front of him. He was running between two lanes of oncoming traffic. To his right was a tanker truck; to his left, a bit farther ahead, was a massive eighteen-wheeler. The choice was instinctual, there was no time for second thoughts. He committed his mind and his body to the convergence.


      He lifted his legs and, for an instant, he was balanced on the Voxan’s seat with only his left hand for support. He aimed the Voxan at the eighteen-wheeler barreling toward him on the left, then let go of the handlebar. Reaching out with his right hand, his fingers grasped hold of a rung of the skeletal metal ladder that rose up the tanker truck’s curved side and he was jerked off the bike. Then his grip slipped on the rain-slick metal, and he was on the verge of being swept away like a twig in the wind. Tears welled up in his eyes at the pain that ripped through the same shoulder he’d strained outside the cargo hold of the plane. Both hands on the rung, he tightened his grip. As he swung fully onto the ladder, pressing himself against the tanker, the Voxan slammed into the eighteen-wheeler’s radiator.


      The tanker truck shuddered, rocking on its shocks as it hurtled through the ball of flame. Then it was past, rolling its way south toward Orly Airport and Bourne’s freedom.


      There were many reasons for Martin Lindros’ swift and unerring rise up the Agency’s slippery slope to become DDCI at the age of thirty-eight. He was smart, he came from the right schools, and he had the ability to keep his head even in a crisis. Moreover, his near-eidetic memory gave him a singular edge in keeping the administrative side of the CIA running smoothly. All important assets, no doubt—mandatory, in fact, for any successful DDCI. However, the DCI had chosen Lindros for an even more crucial reason: He was fatherless.


      The DCI had known Martin Lindros’ father well. For three years they had served together in Russia and Eastern Europe—until the elder Lindros had been killed in a car bomb attack. Martin Lindros had been twenty at the time and the effect on him had been incalculable. It was at the elder Lindros’ funeral, while watching the young man’s pale and pinched face, that the DCI knew he wanted to draw Martin Lindros into the same web that had so fascinated his father.


      Approaching him had been easy; he’d been in a vulnerable place. The DCI had been primed to act, because his unerring instinct had recognized Martin Lindros’ desire for revenge. The DCI had seen that the young man went to Georgetown upon his graduation from Yale. This served two purposes: It physically brought Martin into his orbit, and it ensured he would take the requisite courses for the career path the DCI had chosen for him. The DCI himself had inducted the young man into the Agency, had overseen every phase of his training. And because he wanted to bind the young man to him for all time, he at last provided the revenge Martin so desperately sought—the name and address of the terrorist responsible for constructing the car bomb.


      Martin Lindros had followed the DCI’s instructions to the letter, showing a commendably steady hand when he had put a bullet between the terrorist’s eyes. Had he actually been the one who had made the car bomb? Even the DCI couldn’t be certain. But what difference did it make? He was a terrorist and in his day had made many car bombs. Now he was dead—one more terrorist disposed of—and Martin Lindros could sleep easy at night, knowing that he had avenged his father’s murder.


      “You see how Bourne fucked us,” Lindros was saying now. “He was the one who called D.C. Metro as soon as he saw your cruisers. He knew you had no official jurisdiction in the district, unless you were working with the Agency.”


      “Sadly, you’ve got that fucking-A right.” Detective Harris of the Virginia State Police nodded as he downed his sour mash whiskey. “But now that the Frogs have him in their sights, maybe they’ll have better luck running him to ground than we did.”


      “They’re Frogs,” Lindros said morosely.


      “Even so, they’ve gotta be able to do something right sometime, no?”


      Lindros and Harris were sitting in the Froggy Bottom Lounge on Pennsylvania Avenue. At this hour, the bar was filled with students from George Washington University. For more than an hour Lindros had been watching bare midriffs pierced by navel rings and pert buttocks almost tucked into short skirts nearly twenty years younger than he was. There came a time in a man’s life, he thought, when he began looking in the rearview mirror and realizing that he was no longer young. None of these girls would give him a second look; they didn’t even know he existed.


      “Why is it,” he said, “that a man can’t stay young all his life?”


      Harris laughed and called for more drinks.


      “You think it’s funny?”


      They had passed beyond screaming at each other, beyond frosty silence, beyond snide and cutting remarks. In the end, they had said to hell with it and had decided to get drunk.


      “Yeah, I think it’s damn funny,” Harris said, making room for the new drinks. “Here you are mooning over pussy, thinkin’ life’s passed you by. This isn’t about pussy, Martin, though to tell you the truth, I never did pass up the opportunity to get laid.”


      “Okay, smart guy, what is it about?”


      “We lost, that’s all. We got into Jason Bourne’s game and he beat us six ways from Sunday. Not that he didn’t have good reason to.”


      Lindros sat up a little straighter, paid for the precipitate movement with a brief bout of vertigo. He put a hand to the side of his head. “What the hell does that mean?”


      Harris had a habit of swigging his whiskey around as if it was mouthwash. His throat clicked when he swallowed. “I don’t think Bourne murdered Conklin and Panov.”


      Lindros groaned. “Jesus, Harry, not that again.”


      “I’ll say it till I’m blue in the face. What I want to know is why you don’t wanna hear it.”


      Lindros picked up his head. “Okay, okay. Tell me why you think Bourne is innocent.”


      “What’s the point?”


      “I’m asking you, aren’t I?”


      Harris seemed to consider. He shrugged, pulled out his wallet, extracted a slip of paper, which he unfolded on the table. “Because of this parking ticket.”


      Lindros picked the slip up, read it. “This ticket is made out to a Dr. Felix Schiffer.” He shook his head in confusion.


      “Felix Schiffer’s a scofflaw,” Harris said. “I wouldn’t’ve known anything about him, but we’re cracking down on scofflaws this month and one of my men couldn’t get to first base with tracking him down.” He tapped the ticket. “It took some doing, but I found out why my guy couldn’t find him. Turns out that all of Schiffer’s mail is being sent to Alex Conklin.”


      Lindros shook his head. “So?”


      “So when I tried to run a database check on this Dr. Felix Schiffer, I ran up against a wall.”


      Lindros felt his head starting to clear. “What kind of a wall?”


      “One put up by the United States Government.” Harris finished off his whiskey in a single toss, swish and swallow. “This Dr. Schiffer’s been put on ice with a capital I. I don’t know what the hell Conklin was into, but it was hidden so deep I’ll bet even his own people didn’t know nothin’ about it.” He shook his head. “He wasn’t killed by a rogue agent, Martin; on that I’ll stake my life.”


      


      As Stepan Spalko rode up the private elevator at Humanistas, Ltd., he was in as near to good spirits as he could get. Except for the unexpected development with Khan, everything was now back on track. The Chechens were his; they were intelligent, fearless and willing to die for their cause. As for Arsenov, he was, if nothing else, a dedicated and disciplined leader. This was why Spalko had chosen him to betray Khalid Murat. Murat had not quite trusted Spalko; he’d had a keen nose for duplicity. But now Murat was gone. Spalko had no doubt that the Chechens would perform as he envisioned. On the other front, the damnable Alexander Conklin was dead and the CIA was convinced Jason Bourne was his murderer, two birds with one stone. Still, there was the core issue of the weapon and of Felix Schiffer. He felt the intense pressure of what still needed to be done. He knew that he was running out of time; there was much yet to be accomplished.


      He got off at a mid-level floor accessible only with a magnetic key he wore. Letting himself into his sun-splashed living quarters, he crossed to the bank of windows overlooking the Danube, the deep green of Margaret Island, the city beyond. He stood staring out at the Houses of Parliament, thinking of the time to come, when undreamed-of power would be his. Sunlight spun off the medieval facade, the flying buttresses, the domes and spires. Inside, men of power met daily, prattling inconsequentially. His chest filled with air. It was he, Spalko, who knew where the real power in this world resided. He held out his hand, clenched it into a fist. Soon they would all know—the American president in his White House, the Russian president in the Kremlin, the sheiks in their magnificent Arabian palaces. Soon they would all know the true meaning of fear.


      Naked, he padded into the large, opulent bathroom whose tiles were the color of lapis lazuli. Beneath eight streaming jets, he took a shower, scrubbing himself until his skin turned red. Then he dried himself with a thick white oversized Turkish towel and changed into jeans and a denim shirt.


      At a gleaming stainless-steel wet-bar, he drew a cup of freshly brewed coffee from the automatic maker. He added cream and sugar, a dollop of whipped cream from the half-fridge below. For several moments thereafter, he stood sipping the coffee, allowing his mind to go pleasurably out of focus, allowing the anticipation to build. There were so many wonderful things to look forward to today!


      Setting down the coffee cup, he tied on a butcher’s apron. He eschewed his loafers, polished to a wicked shine, for a pair of green rubber garden boots.


      Sipping the delicious coffee, he crossed to a wood-paneled wall. There was a small table with one drawer, which he pulled open. Inside was a box of latex gloves. Humming to himself, he drew out a pair, snapped them on. Then he pressed a button and two of the wood panels slid aside. He stepped through into a decidedly odd room. The walls were of black concrete; the floor was composed of white tiles, lower in the center where a huge drain was set. A hose on a reel was attached to one wall. The ceiling was heavily baffled. The only furniture was a wooden table, scarred, stained dark in places with blood, and a dentist’s chair with modifications made to Spalko’s exacting specifications. Beside the chair was a three-tiered cart on which lay a gleaming array of metal implements barbed with ominous-looking ends—straight, hooked and corkscrewed.


      In the chair, his wrists and ankles bound in steel cuffs, was László Molnar, as naked as the day he was born. Molnar’s face and body were cut, bruised and swollen, his eyes sunk deep within black circles of agony and despair.


      Spalko entered the room as briskly and professionally as any doctor. “My dear László, I must say you’re looking the worse for wear.” He stood close enough to see Molnar’s nostrils flare at the scent of the coffee. “It’s to be expected, though, isn’t it? You’ve had quite a difficult night. Nothing you could have expected when you set out for the opera, eh? But not to worry, the excitement isn’t over yet.” He put down the coffee cup at Molnar’s elbow, took up one of the instruments. “This one, I think, yes.”


      “What…what are you going to do?” Molnar asked in a cracked voice, thin as parchment.


      “Where is Dr. Schiffer?” Spalko asked in a conversational tone of voice.


      Molnar’s head jerked from side to side, his jaw clamped shut, as if to ensure that no words would pass his lips.


      Spalko tested the needlepoint of the instrument. “I honestly don’t know why you hesitate, László. I have the weapon, though Dr. Schiffer is missing—”


      “Taken from under your nose,” Molnar whispered.


      Spalko, smiling, applied the instrument to his prisoner and in short order Molnar was sufficiently stimulated to scream.


      Standing back for a moment, he brought the coffee cup to his lips, swallowed. “As you’ve no doubt realized by now, this room is soundproof. You can’t be heard—no one is going to save you, least of all Vadas; he doesn’t even know that you’re missing.”


      Taking up another instrument, he spun it into Molnar. “So you see there is no hope,” he said. “Unless you tell me what I want to know. As it happens, László, I’m your one and only friend now; I’m the one who can save you.” He grasped Molnar under the chin and kissed his bloody forehead. “I’m the one who truly loves you.”


      Molnar closed his eyes and again shook his head.


      Spalko looked directly into Molnar’s eyes. “I don’t want to hurt you, László. You know that, don’t you?” His voice, unlike his actions, was gentle. “But your stubbornness troubles me.” He continued his work on Molnar. “I am wondering whether you understand the true nature of the circumstances into which you’ve fallen. This pain you feel is Vadas’ doing. It’s Vadas who got you into these dire straits. Conklin, too, I shouldn’t wonder, but Conklin is dead.”


      Molnar’s mouth opened wide in a terrible scream. There were gaping black holes where his teeth had been slowly and agonizingly pulled.


      “Let me assure you that I continue my work most reluctantly,” Spalko said with great concentration. It was important at this stage for Molnar to understand, even through the pain being inflicted on him. “I’m only the instrument of your own stubbornness. Can’t you see that it’s Vadas who must pay for this?”


      Spalko let up for a moment. Blood had splattered his gloves and he was breathing as hard as if he had just run up three flights of stairs. Interrogation for all its pleasures was not easy work. Molnar began to mewl.


      “Why do you bother, László? You are praying to a god that doesn’t exist and, therefore, can’t protect you or help you. As the Russians say, ‘Pray to God; row to shore.’” Spalko’s smile was an intimation of a confidence shared between comrades. “And the Russians ought to know, eh? Their history is written in blood. First the tsars and then the apparatchiks, as if the Party was any better than a line of despots!


      “I tell you, László, the Russians may have failed utterly at politics, but when it comes to religion, they have the right idea. Religion—all religion—is false. It’s the grand delusion of the weak-willed, the fearful, the sheep of the world, who haven’t the strength to lead but want only to be led. Never mind that it’s inevitably to their own slaughter.” Spalko shook his head sadly, sagely. “No, no, the only reality is power, László. Money and power. This is what matters, nothing else.”


      Molnar had relaxed somewhat during this discourse, which, in its conversational tone and illusion of camaraderie, had been meant to bind him to his interrogator. Now, however, his eyes opened wide in naked panic as Spalko began again. “Only you can help yourself, László. Tell me what I want to know. Tell me where Vadas has hidden Felix Schiffer.”


      “Stop!” Molnar gasped. “Please stop!”


      “I can’t stop, László. Surely by now you can understand that. You’re in control of this situation now.” As if to illustrate his point, Spalko applied the instrument. “Only you can make me stop!”


      A look of confusion came over Molnar, and he gazed wildly around as if only now realizing what was happening to him. Studying him, Spalko understood. It often happened this way near the end of a successful interrogation. The subject did not come step by step to the altar of confession, but rather resisted as long as he was able. The mind could manage only so much. As some point, like a stretched rubber band, it reached its limit, and when it snapped back, a new reality—the reality artfully erected by the interrogator—was established.


      “I don’t—”


      “Tell me,” Spalko said in a velvet voice, his gloved hand stroking his victim’s sweating brow. “Tell me and this will all be over, gone like awaking from a dream.”


      Molnar’s eyes rolled upward. “Do you promise?” he asked like a small child.


      “Trust me. László. I’m your friend. I want what you want, an end to your suffering.”


      Molnar was crying now, big tears welling up in his eyes, turning cloudy and pink as they rolled down his cheeks. And then he began to sob as he had not done since he was a small child.


      Spalko said nothing. He knew they were at the crucial stage. It was all or nothing now: Either Molnar would step off the precipice to which Spalko had carefully brought him, or he would force himself to drown in the pain.


      Molnar’s body shook in the storm of emotion the interrogation had unleashed. In time, he put his head back. His face was gray and terribly drawn; his eyes still with their glaze of tears seemed to have shrunk farther back in their sockets. There was no sign of the bright-cheeked, slightly drunk operaphile Spalko’s men had drugged in Underground. He had been transformed. He was utterly spent.


      “God forgive me,” he whispered hoarsely. “Dr. Schiffer is in Crete.” He babbled an address.


      “There’s a good boy,” Spalko said softly. Now the final piece of the puzzle had fallen into place. Tonight, he and his “staff” would be on their way to retrieve Felix Schiffer and finish the process of extracting from him the information required to launch their assault on the Oskjuhlid Hotel.


      Molnar made a small animal noise as Spalko dropped the instrument. His bloodshot eyes rolled in his head; he was on the verge of weeping again.


      Slowly, tenderly, Spalko placed the coffee cup to the other’s lips, watched with disinterest as he convulsively drank down the hot, sweet coffee. “At last, deliverance.” Whether he was speaking to Molnar or to himself was an open question.

    

  


  
    
      CHAPTER THIRTEEN

    


    
      At night, Budapest’s Parliament resembled a great Magyar shield against the invading hordes of yore. To the average tourist, awestruck at its size as well as its beauty, it appeared solid, timeless, inviolable. But to Jason Bourne, newly arrived from his harrowing passage out of Washington, D.C., and Paris, the Parliament seemed nothing more than a fantasy city straight out of a children’s book, a confection of unearthly white stone and pale copper that could at any moment collapse beneath the fall of darkness.


      He was in a bleak mood when the taxi dropped him at the glowing dome of the Mammut shopping mall, near Moszkva tér, where he intended to buy himself new clothes. He had entered the country as Pierre Montefort, French military courier, and had therefore been given only the most cursory inspection by Hungarian Immigration. But he needed to get rid of the uniform Jacques had provided for him before he showed up at the hotel as Alex Conklin.


      He bought a pair of cords, a Sea Island cotton shirt and black turtleneck sweater, thin-soled black boots and a black leather bomber jacket. He moved through the stores, the crowds of shoppers, gradually absorbing their energy, for the first time in many days feeling part of the world at large. He realized this sudden lightening of mood was because his mind had resolved the enigma of Khan. Of course, he wasn’t Joshua; he was a superb con artist. An entity unknown—either Khan or someone who had hired him—wanted to get to Bourne, shake him up so badly that he would lose his concentration and forget about the murders of Alex Conklin and Mo Panov. If they weren’t able to kill him, then at least they would make him go off on a wild goose chase searching for his phantom son. How Khan or whoever had hired him knew about Joshua was another question he needed to answer. Still, now that he had reduced the shock to a rational problem, his supremely logical mind could parse the problem into its separate parts and this would lead him to devising a plan of attack.


      Bourne needed information that only Khan could provide. He needed to turn the tables on Khan, to draw him into a trap. The first step was to ensure that Khan knew where he was. He had no doubt that Khan would be in Paris by now, having known the destination of the Rush Service flight. Khan might even have heard about Bourne’s “death” on the Al. In fact, from what he knew of Khan, he was, like Bourne, an accomplished chameleon. If Bourne were in his place, the first place he’d look for information was the Quai d’Orsay.


      


      Twenty minutes later Bourne strode out of the mall complex, got into a taxi that was letting off a passenger, and in no time he was in front of the imposing stone portico of the Danubius Grand Hotel on Margaret Island. A uniformed doorman escorted him inside.


      Bourne, feeling as if he hadn’t slept in a week, crossed the gleaming marble foyer. He introduced himself to the front desk clerk as Alexander Conklin.


      “Ah, Mr. Conklin, you’re expected. Please wait a moment, won’t you?”


      The man vanished into an inner office out of which, a moment later, emerged the hotel manager.


      “Welcome, welcome! I’m Mr. Hazas and I’m at your disposal.” This gentleman was short, squat and dark, with a pencil mustache and hair parted down the side. He extended a hand, which was warm and dry. “Mr. Conklin, such a pleasure.” He gestured. “Would you be so good as to come with me, please?”


      He led Bourne through into his office, whereupon he opened a safe, extracting a package roughly the size and shape of a shoebox, which he had Bourne sign for. On the wrapping was printed ALEXANDER CONKLIN. HOLD FOR PICK-UP. There were no stamps.


      “The package was hand-delivered,” the manager said in response to Bourne’s query.


      “By whom?” Bourne asked.


      Mr. Hazas spread his hands. “I’m afraid I don’t know.”


      Bourne felt a sudden flush of anger. “What do you mean, you don’t know? Surely, the hotel must keep records of delivered packages.”


      “Oh, assuredly, Mr. Conklin. As in everything, we are meticulous in this area. However, in this particular case—and I cannot say how—there appears to be no record whatsoever.” He smiled hopefully even as he shrugged helplessly.


      After three days of constantly fighting for his life, of having to absorb shock after shock, he found he had no reservoir of patience left. Anger and frustration flared into blind rage. Kicking the door shut, he grabbed Hazas up by his heavily starched shirtfront, slammed him so hard against the wall, the hotel manager’s eyes fairly bugged out of his head.


      “Mr. Conklin,” he stammered, “I don’t—”


      “I want answers!” Bourne shouted, “and I want them now!”


      Mr. Hazas, clearly terrified, was fairly weeping. “But I have no answers.” His blunt fingers fluttered. “There…there’s the ledger! See for yourself!”


      Bourne released the hotel manager, whose legs collapsed immediately, depositing him on the floor. Bourne ignored him, went to his desk, took up the ledger. He could see the entries laboriously written out in two distinct handwritings, one crimped, the other fussy—presumably the day and night managers. He was only mildly surprised to learn that he could read Hungarian. Turning the ledger a bit, he ran his eye up and down the columns, looking for any erasures, any hint that the ledger had been tampered with. He found nothing.


      He whirled on Mr. Hazas, hauled him up from his curled position. “How do you account for this package not being logged in?”


      “Mr. Conklin, I myself was here when it was delivered.” The hotel manager’s eyes showed their whites all around. His skin had gone pale; it crawled with sweat. “That is to say, I was on duty. I swear to you one moment it was there on the top of the check-in counter. It simply appeared. I didn’t see the person who brought it and neither did anyone on my staff. It was noon, check-out time, a very busy period for us. It must have been left anonymously, deliberately—nothing else makes sense.”


      He was right, of course. In an instant, Bourne’s intense rage drained away, leaving him wondering why he had so terrorized this perfectly harmless man. He let the hotel manager go.


      “My apologies, Mr. Hazas. It’s been a long day and I’ve had a number of difficult negotiations.”


      “Yes, sir.” Mr. Hazas was doing his best to straighten his tie and jacket, all the while eyeing Bourne as if at any moment he might launch another attack. “Of course, sir. The business world puts strains on all of us.” He coughed, regaining a semblance of his composure. “May I suggest a spa treatment—there’s nothing like a steam and massage to restore the inner balance.”


      “That’s very kind of you,” Bourne said. “Perhaps later.”


      “The spa closes at nine o’clock,” Mr. Hazas said, relieved that he had gotten a sane response from this madman. “But it only takes a call from me to keep it open for you.”


      “Another time, thanks very much. Please have a toothbrush and paste sent up to the suite. I forget to bring some,” Bourne said, opening the door and walking out.


      


      The moment he was left alone, Hazas opened a drawer in his desk and, with a hand that trembled terribly, he took out a bottle of schnapps. Filling a shotglass, he spilled some onto his ledger. He didn’t care; he swigged it down, felt the liquor burn its fiery path into his stomach. When he had calmed himself sufficiently, he picked up the phone, dialed a local number.


      “He arrived not ten minutes ago,” he said to the voice at the other end. There was no need to identify himself. “My impression? He’s a madman. I’ll tell you what I mean. He almost choked me to death when I wouldn’t tell him who delivered the package.”


      The receiver slipped in the sweat of his palm and he switched hands. He poured himself another two fingers of schnapps.


      “Of course I didn’t tell him, and there’s no record of the delivery anywhere. I saw to it myself. He searched carefully enough, I’ll give him that.” He listened for a moment. “He went up to his suite. Yes, I’m sure.”


      He put down the phone, then just as quickly dialed another number, delivered the same message, this time to a different and far more terrifying master. Finally, he slumped back in his chair and closed his eyes. Thank God my part in this is over, he thought.


      


      Bourne took the elevator up to the top floor. The key opened one of the double doors of solid polished teak, and Bourne walked into a large one-bedroom suite furnished in sumptuous fabrics. Outside the window, the one-hundred-year-old parkland loomed dark and leafy. The island had been named after Margaret, the daughter of King Bela IV who lived in a Dominican convent here during the thirteenth century, the ruins of which were brightly lit on the east bank. He was already undressing as he went through the suite, dropping each article of clothing behind him as he made for the gleaming bathroom. He threw the package down on the bed unopened.


      He spent ten blessed minutes naked under a spray of water as hot as he could tolerate, then he soaped up, scrubbing the accumulated grime and sweat off him. Gingerly, he tested his ribs, the muscles of his chest, seeking a final assessment of the damage Khan had inflicted on him. His right shoulder was very sore, and he spent another ten minutes carefully stretching and gently exercising it. He had nearly dislocated it when he had grabbed the tanker truck’s rung, and it hurt like hell. He suspected that he had torn some ligaments, but there was nothing he could do about it except try not to overwork the area.


      After standing under an icy spray for three minutes, he stepped out of the shower and toweled off. Wrapped in a luxurious bathrobe, he sat on the bed, unwrapped the package. Inside was a gun with extra ammunition. Alex, he asked, not for the first time, what in the world were you involved in?


      For a long time, he sat staring at the weapon. There seemed something evil about it, a darkness seeping out of the barrel. And it was then that Bourne realized that the darkness was bubbling up from the depths of his own unconscious. All at once, he saw that his reality was not at all as he had imagined it at the Mammut mall. It wasn’t neat and orderly, rational as a mathematical equation. The real world was chaotic; rationality was merely the system human beings tried to impose on random events in order the make them appear orderly. His explosion of rage was not at the hotel manager, he realized with something of a shock, but at Khan. Khan had shadowed him, bedeviled him, and in the end had tricked him. He wanted nothing less than to pummel that face into the ground, to expunge it from his memory.


      The sight of the Buddha had caused the four-year-old Joshua to appear in his mind’s eye. It was twilight in Saigon, the sky saffron and greenish-gold. Joshua was running out of the house by the river as David Webb drew up on his return from work. Webb took Joshua up in his arms, swung him around, kissed his cheeks, though the boy shied away. He never did like being kissed by his father.


      Bourne now saw his son tucked into bed at night. The crickets and tree frogs were singing and lights from passing boats swept across the far wall of the room. Joshua was listening as Webb read him a story. On a Saturday morning Webb played catch with Joshua, using a baseball he had brought all the way from America. The light struck Joshua’s innocent face, turning it incandescent.


      Now Bourne blinked and despite himself he saw the small stone Buddha hanging around Khan’s neck. He leaped up, and with a guttural cry of utter despair flung the lamp, blotter, writing pad, crystal ashtray off the table. Hands balled into fists, he struck himself repeatedly in the head. With a moan of despair, he fell to his knees, rocking himself. Only the phone ringing brought him around.


      Viciously, he willed his head to clear. The phone kept on ringing and for a moment he had the urge to let it ring. Instead, he picked it up. “It’s János Vadas,” came a whispered, smoke-roughened voice. “Matthias Church. Midnight, not a moment later.” The line clicked dead before Bourne could utter a word.


      


      When Khan learned that Jason Bourne was dead, he felt as if he’d been turned inside out, as if all the nerves inside him had for one instant been exposed to the corrosive outside air. He touched the back of his hand to his forehead, certain that he was burning up from the inside out.


      He was in Orly Airport, talking with the Quai d’Orsay. It had been ridiculously easy to get information from them. He was posing as a reporter from Le Monde, the French newspaper, whose credentials he had obtained—for an obscene price—from his Parisian contact. Not that it mattered to him; he had more money than he knew what to do with, but the time involved waiting had somehow put him on edge. As the minutes dragged into hours, as the afternoon turned into evening, he had realized that his vaunted patience had been shredded. The moment he had seen David Webb—Jason Bourne—time had been turned inside out, the past had become the present. His hands clenched into fists and a pulse beat strongly in his temple; how many times since sighting Bourne had he felt as if he was losing his mind? The absolute worst moment had been sitting on the bench in Old Town Alexandria, speaking to him as if there was nothing between them, as if the past had been rendered moot and meaningless, as if it had been part of someone else’s life, someone Khan had only imagined. The unreality of it—a moment he had dreamed of, prayed for for years—had eviscerated him, leaving him feeling as if every nerve-ending had been rubbed raw, every emotion he had spent years trying to harness and suppress was now rebelling, rising to the surface, sickening him. And now came this news, like a hammerblow from heaven. He felt as if the void inside him he assumed would be filled had only become wider, deeper, threatening to swallow him whole. He could not bear to be here a moment longer.


      One moment he was talking, notepad in hand, with the Quai d’Orsay press liaison and the next moment he was hurtled back in time to the jungles of Vietnam, to the wood and bamboo house of Richard Wick, the missionary, a tall, slender man with a somber demeanor who had taken him from out of the wild after he’d escaped from the Vietnamese gunrunner he’d killed. Nevertheless, he was quick to laughter and there was a softness to his brown eyes that spoke of a great sympathy. Wick might have been a tough taskmaster in converting the heathen Khan into a child of Christ, but in the more intimate time of dinner and its quiet aftermath, he was kind and gentle and, in the end, provoked Khan’s trust.


      So much so, that one evening Khan made up his mind to tell Wick about his past, to lay bare his soul in order that he be healed. Khan desperately wanted to be healed, to vomit up the abscess that had been churning its poison inside him as it grew ever larger. He wanted to confess his rage at his abandonment, he wanted to be rid of it, for he had lately come to understand that he was being held prisoner by his extreme emotions.


      He longed to confide in Wick, to describe to him the roil of emotion churning in his guts, but the opportunity never arose. Wick was extremely busy bringing the Word of God to “this forlorn Godless backwater.” As such, he sponsored Bible study groups of which Khan was ordered to be a part. In fact, one of Wick’s favorite pastimes involved calling on Khan to rise in front of this group and recite from memory sections of the Bible, like some form of idiot savant shown off for money at a carnival side show.


      Khan hated it, felt humiliated by it. In fact, strange to say, the more proud of him Wick seemed the greater his humiliation. Until, one day, the missionary brought in another young boy. But because the boy was Caucasian, the orphan of a missionary couple of Wick’s acquaintance, Wick lavished the love and attention on him that Khan had craved and now saw that he’d never had and, worse, never would have. Still, his abominable recitations continued while the other boy sat and watched, silent, free of the humiliation that racked Khan.


      He could never get over the fact of Wick using him, and it was only on the day he ran away that he understood the depths of Wick’s betrayal of him. His benefactor, his protector, was not interested in him—in Khan—but rather in adding another convert, bringing another savage into the light of God’s love.


      At that moment, his cell phone rang, and he was dragged back into the awful present. He looked at his phone’s screen to see who was calling, then, excusing himself, stepped away from the Quai d’Orsay officer into the swirling anonymity of the concourse proper.


      “This is a surprise,” he said into his phone.


      “Where are you?” Stepan Spalko’s voice sounded curt, as if he had too many things on his mind.


      “Orly Airport. I’ve just learned from the Quai d’Orsay that David Webb is dead.”


      “Is that so?”


      “It seems he rode a motorcycle into the grille of an oncoming truck.” Khan paused for a moment, waiting for a reaction. “I must say you don’t sound happy. Isn’t that what you wanted?”


      “It’s premature to celebrate Webb’s death, Khan,” Spalko said dryly. “I’ve heard from my contact at the desk of the Danubius Grand Hotel here in Budapest that Alexander Conklin just checked in.”


      Khan was so shocked that he felt his knees begin to give out, and he walked to a wall, leaned against it. “Webb?”


      “It isn’t Alex Conklin’s ghost!”


      To his chagrin, he discovered that he’d broken out into a cold sweat. “But how can you be sure it’s him?”


      “I got a description from my contact. I’ve seen the composite drawing that’s been circulated.”


      Khan gritted his teeth. He knew the conversation would likely lead to a bad end, and yet he saw himself moving inexorably forward. “You knew David Webb was Jason Bourne. Why didn’t you tell me?”


      “I don’t see why you needed to,” Spalko said blandly. “You asked about Webb and I delivered. I’m not in the habit of reading people’s minds. But I applaud your initiative.”


      Khan was gripped by a spasm of hatred so strong he felt himself shiver. He kept his voice calm, however. “Now that Bourne’s gotten all the way to Budapest, how long do you think it will take him to follow his leads back to you?”


      “I’ve already taken steps to ensure that doesn’t happen,” Spalko said. “But it occurs to me that I wouldn’t have needed to go through the trouble if you’d killed the sonuvabitch when you had the chance.”


      Khan, distrustful of a man who had lied to him, who had, furthermore, played him for a cat’s-paw, felt another devastating stab of anger. Spalko wanted him to kill Bourne, but why? He was going to find that out before he completed his own act of vengeance. When he spoke next, he’d lost a modicum of his icy self-control so that his voice took on a decidedly sharp edge. “Oh, I’ll kill Bourne,” he said. “But it’ll be on my terms, according to my timetable, not yours.”


      


      Humanistas, Ltd. owned three hangars at Ferihegy Airport. In one of them, a container truck was backed up to a small jet on whose curving silver fuselage was painted the Humanistas logo: the green cross held in the palm of a hand. Uniformed men were loading the last of the weapons crates on board while Hasan Arsenov checked the manifest. When he went to talk to one of the workers, Stepan Spalko turned to Zina and in a conversational voice said, “In just a few hours I’m leaving for Crete. I want you to come with me.”


      Zina’s eyes opened wide in surprise. “Shaykh, I am scheduled to return with Hasan to Chechnya in order to make the last-minute preparations for our mission.”


      Spalko’s eyes did not leave hers. “Arsenov doesn’t need your help with the final touches. In fact, in my estimation he’ll be better off without the…distraction of having you around.”


      Zina, trapped by his gaze, opened her lips.


      “I want to make this absolutely clear, Zina.” Spalko saw Arsenov coming back toward them. “I’m not giving you an order. The decision’s entirely up to you.”


      Despite the urgency of the moment, he spoke slowly and distinctly, and the import of his words wasn’t lost on her. He was offering her an opportunity—for what she had no idea—but it was clear that this was a defining moment in her life. Either choice she made, there was no going back; by the manner in which he’d spoken to her, he’d made that quite clear. The decision might be up to her, but she was certain that if she said no, it would be the end for her in one way or another. The fact was, she didn’t want to say no.


      “I’ve always wanted to see Crete,” she whispered as Arsenov came up to them.


      Spalko nodded to her. Then turned to the Chechen terrorist leader. “Everything accounted for?”


      Arsenov looked up from his clipboard. “How could it be otherwise, Shaykh?” He checked his watch. “Zina and I will be taking off within the hour.”


      “Actually, Zina will be accompanying the arms,” Spalko said easily. “The shipment is due to rendezvous with my fishing boat in the Faeroe Islands. I want one of you there to oversee the transfer and the last leg of the trip to Iceland. You’re needed with your unit.” He smiled. “I’ve no doubt that you can spare Zina for a few days’ time.”


      Arsenov frowned, glanced at Zina, who smartly met his gaze with a neutral look, then nodded. “It will be as you wish, Shaykh, of course.”


      Zina found it interesting that the Shaykh had lied to Hasan about his plans for her. She found herself bound inside the little conspiracy he had woven, both excited and nervous with anticipation. She saw the look on Hasan’s face and part of her felt a pang, but then she thought of the mystery awaiting her, and the honey of the Shaykh’s voice, “I’m leaving for Crete. I want you to come with me.”


      Standing beside Zina, Spalko held out his arm and Arsenov gripped his forearm in the manner of warriors. “La illaha ill Allah.”


      “La illaha ill Allah,” Arsenov replied, bowing his head.


      “There’s a limousine waiting outside to take you to the passenger terminal. Until Reykjavík, my friend.” Spalko turned away, walked over to the pilot to speak with him a moment, leaving Zina to say her farewell to her current lover.


      


      Khan felt ravaged by unfamiliar emotions. Forty minutes later, waiting for the flight to Budapest to board, he still had not gotten over the shock he’d received on learning that Jason Bourne was, in fact, alive. He sat, elbows on knees, face in his hands, trying—and failing miserably—to make sense of the world. To someone like him, whose past informed every moment of his present, it was impossible to find a pattern that could make things understandable. The past was a mystery—and his memory of it was a whore that did the bidding of his subconscious, distorting facts, telescoping events or omitting them altogether, all in the service of the sac of poison growing inside him.


      But these emotions running rampant through him were even more devastating. He was enraged by the fact that he’d needed Stepan Spalko to tell him that Jason Bourne was still alive. Why hadn’t his normally finely tuned instincts told him to check a little deeper? Would an agent of Bourne’s skills run into the grille of an oncoming truck? And where was the body? Had there been a proper identification? He’d been told they were still sifting through the remains, that the explosion and subsequent fire had done so much damage that it would take hours more, if not days, to make sense of it all, and even then, there might not be enough found to give them a confirming ID. He should have been suspicious. It was a ploy he would use—in fact, he had employed a variant three years ago when he needed to make a very hot exit from the docks in Singapore.


      But there was another question running over and over in his mind, and though he’d been trying to block it out, he couldn’t. What had he felt at the precise moment of knowing that Jason Bourne was still alive? Elation? Fear? Rage? Despair? Or was it a melange of all of these—a sickening kaleidoscope that ran the gamut and back again?


      He heard his flight being called, and in a something of a daze, he joined the line to board.


      


      Spalko, walking past the entrance to the Eurocenter Bio-I Clinic at 75 Hattyu utca, was deep in thought. It appeared as if Khan was going to present a problem. Khan had his uses; he was better than anyone else at eliminating targets, there could be no debate on that score, but even that rare talent faded against the danger he felt Khan was becoming. This very question had been much on his mind ever since the first time Khan had failed to kill Jason Bourne. Something anomalous in the situation had stuck in his craw like a fish bone, and ever since, he’d been trying to cough it up or to swallow it. And yet, there it still sat, refusing to be dislodged. With this last conversation, he was acutely aware that he’d need to see to the final disposition of his former assassin-for-hire without delay. He couldn’t afford anyone getting close to his forthcoming operation in Reykjavík. Bourne or Khan, it didn’t matter now. In this regard, they were both equally dangerous.


      He entered the café around the corner from the ugly modernist structure of the clinic. He smiled into the bland face of the man, tilted slightly up at him now.


      “Sorry, Peter,” he said as he slid into a chair at their table.


      Dr. Peter Sido raised a hand equably. “It’s of no moment, Stepan. I know how busy you are.”


      “Not too busy to find Dr. Schiffer.”


      “And thank God for that!” Sido ladled whipped cream into his coffee cup. He shook his head. “Honestly, Stepan, I don’t know how I’d do without you and your contacts. When I discovered that Felix was missing, I was ready to lose my mind.”


      “Don’t worry, Peter. Every day we’re closer to finding him. Trust me.”


      “Oh, I do.” Sido was in all ways physically unremarkable. He was of middle height and weight with eyes the color of mud, magnified behind steel-rimmed spectacles, and short brown hair that seemed to fall across his scalp with no design or attention from him. He wore a brown herringbone tweed suit, slightly shabby at the cuffs, white shirt and a brown-and-black tie that was at least a decade out of date. He might have been a salesman or an undertaker, but he was not, for his unremarkable exterior concealed a most remarkable mind.


      “The question I have for you,” Spalko said now, “is whether you have the product for me.”


      Sido was apparently expecting the question because he nodded immediately. “It’s all synthesized and ready whenever you need it.”


      “Did you bring it?”


      “Just the sample. The rest is safely locked away in the Bio-I Clinic’s cold room. And don’t worry about the sample; it’s locked in a travel case I made myself. The product is extremely delicate. You see, up until the moment it’s to be used, it must be kept at minus thirty-two degrees Celsius. The case I constructed has its own integrated cooling unit that will last for forty-eight hours.” He reached beneath the table, brought up a small metal box more or less the size of two stacked paperback books. “Is that long enough?”


      “Quite enough, thank you.” Spalko took possession of the box. It was heavier than it looked, no doubt owing to the refrigeration unit “It’s in the vial I specified?”


      “Of course.” Sido sighed. “I still don’t fully understand why you need such a lethal pathogen.”


      Spalko studied him for a moment. He took out a cigarette and lit it. He knew that to come up with an explanation too quickly would spoil the effect, and with Dr. Peter Sido effect was everything. Though he was a genius at creating airborne pathogens, the good doctor’s people skills left something to be desired. Not that he was much different from most scientists with their noses in their beakers, but in this case, Sido’s naïveté suited Spalko’s purposes perfectly. He wanted his friend back, nothing else much mattered, which was why he wouldn’t listen too carefully to Spalko’s explanation. It was his conscience that needed reassuring, nothing more.


      Spalko spoke at last. “As I said, I was contacted by the joint American–British Anti-Terrorist Task Force.”


      “Will they be at the summit next week?”


      “Of course,” Spalko lied. There was no joint American–British Anti-Terrorist Task Force except for the one he had concocted. “In any case, they’re on the verge of a breakthrough against the threat of bioterrorism, which, as you know better than most, includes lethal airborne pathogens as well as chemical substances. They need to test it, which is why they came to me, and why we’ve made this agreement. I find Dr. Schiffer for you and you provide the product the task force needs.”


      “Yes, I know all that. You explained…” Sido’s voice trailed off. He played nervously with his spoon, drumming it up and down against his napkin until Spalko asked him to stop.


      “Sorry,” he mumbled and pushed his spectacles back up the bridge of his nose. “But what I still don’t understand is what they’re going to do with the product. I mean, you mentioned a test of some sort.”


      Spalko leaned forward. Now was the crucial time; he had to sell Sido. He looked to his left and right. When he spoke, he lowered his voice considerably. “Listen very carefully. Peter. I’ve told you more than I perhaps should have. This is all most top-secret, d’you see?”


      Sido, hunched forward in response, nodded his head.


      “In fact, I’m afraid that I’ve violated the confidentiality agreement they made me sign just by telling you this much.”


      “Oh, dear.” Sido’s expression was mournful. “I’ve put you at risk.”


      “Please don’t worry about that, Peter. I’ll be fine,” Spalko said. “Unless, of course, you tell someone.”


      “Oh, but I wouldn’t. Never.”


      Spalko smiled. “I know you wouldn’t, Peter. I trust you, you see.”


      “And I appreciate that, Stepan. You know I do.”


      Spalko had to bite his lip in order not to laugh. Instead, he dove deeper into this farce. “I don’t know what the test is, Peter, because they haven’t told me,” he said so softly that the other was obliged to lean in so close their noses were almost touching. “And I wouldn’t ask.”


      “Of course not.”


      “But I believe—and you must also—that these people are doing their utmost to keep us safe in an increasingly unsafe world.” What it always boiled down to, Spalko thought, was a matter of trust. But for the patsy—in this case, Sido—to be taken in, he had to know that you had given him your trust. After that, you could fleece him of everything he owned and he’d never suspect it was you who’d done it to him. “I say, whatever they have to do, we must help them in any way we can. This is what I told them when they first approached me.”


      “It’s what I would’ve told them, as well.” Sido wiped the perspiration off his unremarkable upper lip. “Believe me, Stepan, if you can count on anything you can count on that.”


      


      The U.S. Naval Observatory at Massachusetts Avenue and 34th Street was the official source for all standard time in the United States. It was one of the few places in the country where the moon, the stars and the planets were kept under constant observation. The largest telescope on the property was more than one hundred years old and was still in use. Peering through it in 1877, Dr. Asaph Hall discovered the two moons of Mars. Nobody knows why he chose to call them Deimos (Anxiety) and Phobos (Fear), but the DCI knew that when his melancholia lay most deeply about him, he was drawn to the observatory. That was why he’d had an office set up for himself deep in the heart of the building, not far from Dr. Hall’s telescope.


      It was here that Martin Lindros found him on a closed-circuit teleconference linkup with Jamie Hull, head of the U.S. security detail in Reykjavík.


      “Feyd al-Saoud I’m not concerned with,” Hull was saying in his rather supercilious voice. “The Arabs don’t know shit about modern-day security, so they’re happy to take our lead.” He shook his head. “It’s the Russian, Boris Illyich Karpov, who’s giving me a royal pain in the ass. He questions everything. If I say white, he says black. I think the fucker gets off on arguing.”


      “Are you saying you can’t handle one goddamn Russian security analyst, Jamie?”


      “Uh, what?” Hull’s blue eyes looked startled and his ginger mustache jumped up and down. “No, sir. Not at all.”


      “Because I can have you replaced in a heartbeat.” The DCI’s voice projected a thorny note of cruelty.


      “No, sir.”


      “And believe me, I will. I’m in no fucking mood for—”


      “That won’t be necessary. I’ll get Karpov under control.”


      “See that you do.” Lindros could hear the sudden weariness in the old warrior’s voice, hoped Jamie couldn’t detect it through the electronic connection. “We need a solid front before, during and after the president’s visit. Is that clear?”


      “Yessir.”


      “No sign of Jason Bourne, I suppose.”


      “None whatsoever, sir. Believe me, we’ve been extra vigilant.”


      Lindros, aware that the DCI had gotten all the information he required for the moment, cleared his throat.


      “Jamie, my next appointment just showed,” the DCI said without turning around. “I’ll be in touch tomorrow.” He toggled off the teleconferencer, sat with his hands steepled, staring at a large color photograph of the planet Mars and its two uninhabitable moons.


      Lindros shrugged off his raincoat, came and sat down beside his boss. The room the DCI had chosen was small, cramped and over-hot even in the depths of winter. A portrait of the president was on one wall. Opposite was a single window through which tall pines could be seen, black and white, all detail washed out of them by the brilliant security floodlights. “The news from Paris is good,” he said. “Jason Bourne is dead.”


      The DCI picked up his head, a certain animation flooding features that had been slack moments ago. “They got him? How? I hope the bastard died in a world of pain.”


      “Chances are he did, sir. He died in a highway collision on the Al just northwest of Paris. The motorcycle he was driving rammed head-on into an eighteen-wheeler. A Quai d’Orsay officer was an eyewitness.”


      “My God,” the DCI breathed. “Nothing left but an oil slick.” His brows knitted together. “There can be no doubt?”


      “Until we have a confirmed identification, there’s always doubt,” Lindros said. “We forwarded Bourne’s dental records and a sample of his DNA, but the French authorities tell me there was a terrific explosion, and in the aftermath the fire burned so hotly that they fear even the bones might not have survived. In any case, it’s going to take them a day or two to sift through the scene of the accident. They’ve assured me that they’ll be in touch as soon as they have further information.”


      The DCI nodded.


      “And Jacques Robbinet is unharmed,” Lindros added.


      “Who?”


      “The French Minister of Culture, sir. He was a friend of Conklin’s and a sometime asset. We were afraid he was Bourne’s next target.”


      The two men sat very still. The DCI’s eyes had turned inward. Perhaps he was thinking of Alex Conklin, perhaps he was contemplating the roles anxiety and fear played in modern life, wondering how Dr. Hall had been so prescient. He had gotten into clandestine work in the mistaken notion that it would help alleviate the anxiety and fear with which he had seemed to have been born. Instead, operating in the twilight had done just the opposite. And yet he had never contemplated leaving his profession. He could not imagine life without it; his very being was defined by who he was and what he had done in the sub-rosa world invisible to civilians.


      “Sir, if I may say so, it’s late.”


      The DCI sighed. “Tell me something I don’t know, Martin.”


      “I think it’s time you went home to Madeleine,” Lindros said softly.


      The DCI passed a hand across his face. All off a sudden he was very tired. “Maddy’s at her sister’s in Phoenix. The house is dark tonight.”


      “Go home anyway.”


      As Lindros rose, the DCI turned his head in his deputy’s direction. “Martin, listen to me, you may think this Bourne business is over, but it isn’t.”


      Lindros had taken up his raincoat; now he paused. “I don’t understand, sir.”


      “Bourne may be dead, but in the last few hours of his life he managed to make monkeys of us.”


      “Sir—”


      “Public spectacles. We can’t have that. In this day and age, there’s just too much damn scrutiny. And where there’s scrutiny, there are hard questions asked, and these questions unless immediately put to rest inevitably lead to grave consequences.” The DCI’s eyes sparked. “We are lacking only one element to wrap up this sorry episode and consign it to the dustbin of history.”


      “What’s that, sir?”


      “We need a scapegoat, Martin, someone to whom the shit will stick completely, leaving us smelling like rosebuds in May.” He looked hard at his DDCI. “Do you have someone like that, Martin?”


      A cold ball of anxiety had formed in the pit of Lindros’ stomach.


      “Come, come, Martin,” the DCI said with asperity, “do speak up.”


      Still, Lindros looked at him mutely. He seemed as if he could not get his jaws to work.


      “Of course you do, Martin,” the DCI snapped.


      “You’re loving this, aren’t you?”


      The DCI winced inside at the accusation. Not for the first time, he was grateful that his boys were safely away from this business where he would have had to hold them down. No one was going to surpass him; he’d make sure of that. “If you won’t name him, I will. Detective Harris.”


      “We can’t do that to him,” Lindros said tightly. He could feel the anger fizzing in his head like a just-popped can of soda.


      “We? Who said anything about we, Martin? This was your assignment. I made that clear from the get-go. Now it’s entirely up to you to assign the blame.”


      “But Harris didn’t do anything wrong.”


      The DCI arched an eyebrow. “I very much doubt that, but even if it’s true, who cares?”


      “I do, sir.”


      “Very well, Martin. Then I suppose you’ll be taking the blame for the fiascos in Old Town and Washington Circle yourself.”


      Lindros’ lips clamped shut. “This is my choice?”


      “I don’t see any others, do you? The bitch-woman intends to extract her pound of flesh from me one way or the other. If I have to sacrifice someone, I would damn well rather it be some aging detective in the Virginia State Police than my own DDCI. If you fell on your own sword, how do you suppose that would reflect on me, Martin?”


      “Christ,” Lindros said, in a seething rage, “how in the hell did you manage to survive this snakepit for so long?”


      The DCI stood up, drew on his overcoat. “What makes you think I have?”


      


      Bourne arrived at the Gothic stone edifice of Matthias Church at eleven-forty. He spent the following twenty minutes reconnoitering the area. The air was crisp and chill, the sky clear. But near the horizon a bank of thick clouds roiled and on the freshening wind the damp musk of rain came to him. Now and again a sound or a scent fired something in his damaged memory. He was certain that he had been here before, though when and on what mission he couldn’t say. Once again, as he touched the void of loss and longing, he thought of Alex and Mo so strongly he might have been able to conjure them up this very moment.


      With a grimace, he went on with his task, securing the area, making sure as best he could that the rendezvous site wasn’t under enemy surveillance.


      At the stroke of midnight, he approached the enormous southern facade of the church from which rose the eighty-meter Gothic stone tower, laden with gargoyles. A young woman was standing on the lowest step. She was tall, slim, strikingly beautiful. Her long red hair shone in the streetlights. Behind her, over the portal was a fourteenth-century relief of the Virgin Mary. The young woman asked him his name.


      “Alex Conklin,” he replied.


      “Passport, please,” she said as crisply as an Immigration official.


      He handed it over, watched her as she examined it with her eyes and the pad of her thumb. She had interesting hands; they were slender, long-fingered, strong, blunt-nailed. A musician’s hands. She could not be more than thirty-five.


      “How do I know you’re really Alexander Conklin?” she said.


      “How does one know anything absolutely?” Bourne said. “Faith.”


      The woman snorted. “What’s your first name?”


      “It says right on the pass—”


      She gave him a hard look. “I mean your real first name. The one you were born with.”


      “Alexsei,” Bourne said, remembering that Conklin was a Russian emigré.


      The young woman nodded. She had a well-sculpted face dominated by green Magyar eyes, large and hooded, and wide, generous lips. There was about her a certain sharp-edged primness, but at the same time a fin de siècle sensuality that in its sub-rosa nature hinted intriguingly of a more innocent century when what was kept unspoken was often more important than what was freely expressed. “Welcome to Budapest, Mr. Conklin. I’m Annaka Vadas.” She lifted a shapely arm, gestured. “Please come with me.”


      She led him across the plaza fronting the church and around the corner. In the shadowed street, a small wooden door with ancient iron bands was barely visible. She took out a small flashlight, snapped it on. It produced a very powerful beam of light. Taking an old-fashioned key from her purse, she inserted it in the lock, turned it first one way, then the other. The door opened at her touch.


      “My father is waiting for you inside,” she said. They entered the vast interior of the church. By the wavering beam of the flashlight, Bourne could see that the plastered walls were iced with colored ornamental design. The frescoes depicted the lives of Hungarian saints.


      “In 1541 Buda fell to the invading Turks and for the next one hundred fifty years the church became the main mosque of the city,” she said. Playing the flashlight over her subject. “In order to serve their needs, the Turks stripped the furnishings and whitewashed the magnificent frescoes. Now, however, everything has been restored to the way it was in the thirteenth century.”


      Bourne saw dim light up ahead. Annaka led him into the northern section, where there was a series of chapels. In the one nearest to the chancel the sarcophagi of tenth-century Hungarian king, Bélla III, and his wife, Anne of Châtillon, lay in ghostly precision. In the former crypt, beside a row of medieval carvings, stood a figure in the shadows.


      János Vadas extended his hand. As Bourne moved to grasp it, three glowering men appeared from out of the shadows. Bourne, very quick, drew the gun. This only produced a smile from Vadas.


      “Look at the firing pin, Mr. Bourne. Did you think I would provide you with a gun that worked?”


      Bourne saw that Annaka had a gun trained on him.


      “Alexsei Conklin was a long-time friend of mine, Mr. Bourne. And, in any case, your face is on the news.” He had a hunter’s calculating face, all dark and brooding brows, a square jaw and glittering eyes. In his youth he had had a distinct widow’s peak, but now, in his mid-sixties, time had eroded his hairline, leaving a gleaming triangular promontory on his forehead. “It’s believed you killed Alexsei and another man, a Dr. Panov, I believe. For Alexsei’s death alone I would be justified in ordering you killed here and now.”


      “He was an old friend, more, even—a mentor.”


      Vadas looked sad, resigned. He sighed. “And you turned on him, I suppose, because you, like everyone else, want what is in Felix Schiffer’s mind.”


      “I have no idea what you’re talking about.”


      “No, of course you don’t,” Vadas said with a good degree of skepticism.


      “How do you think I knew Alex’s real name? Alexsei and Mo Panov were friends.”


      “Then killing them would have been an act of utter insanity.”


      “Exactly.”


      “It is Mr. Hazas’ considered opinion that you’re insane,” Vadas said calmly. “You remember Mr. Hazas, the hotel manager you almost beat to a pulp. A madman, I believe he called you.”


      “So that’s how you knew to call me,” Bourne said. “I may have twisted his arm a little too hard, but I knew he was lying.”


      “He was lying for me,” Vadas said with a touch of pride.


      Under the watchful gaze of Annaka and the three men, Bourne went across to Vadas, held out the useless gun. The moment Vadas reached for it, Bourne spun him around. At the same instant he drew his ceramic gun, pressed it hard against Vadas’ temple. “Did you really think I would use an unknown gun without pulling it apart and putting it back together again?”


      Directing himself to Annaka, he said in a calm, matter-of-fact voice, “Unless you want your father’s brains spattered all over five centuries of history, put down your gun. Don’t look at him; do as I tell you!”


      Annaka put down her gun.


      “Kick it over here.”


      She did as he ordered.


      None of the three men had made a move, and now they wouldn’t. Bourne kept one eye on them just the same. He took the muzzle away from Vadas’ temple, let him go.


      “I could have shot you dead, if that had been my wish.”


      “And I would have killed you,” Annaka said fiercely.


      “I’ve no doubt you’d have tried,” Bourne said. He put up the ceramic gun, showing her and Vadas’ men that he had no intention of using it. “But these are hostile acts. We’d have to be enemies to make them.” Picking up Annaka’s gun, he handed it to her, grips first.


      Without a word, she took it, aimed it at him.


      “What have you turned your daughter into, Mr. Vadas? She would kill for you, yes, but it also seems as if she would kill too quickly and for no reason at all.”


      Vadas stepped between Annaka and Bourne, pushed her gun down with his hand. “I’ve enough enemies as it is, Annaka,” he said softly.


      Annaka put away her gun, but her flashing eyes still held a hostility Bourne noted.


      Vadas turned to Bourne. “As I said, for you, killing Alexsei would have been an act of insanity, and yet you seem to be the very opposite of a madman.”


      “I was set up, made to be the patsy for the killings, so that the real killer would remain free.”


      “Interesting. Why?”


      “I came here to find that out.”


      Vadas stared hard at Bourne. Then he looked around him, raised his arms. “I would have met Alexsei here, you know, had he lived. You see, this is a place of great significance. Here, at the dawn of the fourteenth century, once stood Buda’s first parish church. The huge pipe organ you see up there on the balcony played at the two weddings of King Matthias. The last two kings of Hungary, Francis Joseph I and Charles IV, were crowned on this spot,. Yes, there’s great history here, and Alexsei and I, we were going to change history.”


      “With the help of Dr. Felix Schiffer, wasn’t it?” Bourne said.


      Vadas had no time to answer. Just then, an echoing roar sounded and he was thrown backward, arms outstretched. Blood oozed from a bullethole in his forehead. Bourne grabbed Annaka, dived onto the stonework paving. Vadas’ men turned and, fanning out, began to return fire as they headed for cover. One was shot almost immediately, and he skidded over the marble floor, dead before he collapsed. A second gained the edge of a bench and was desperately trying to get behind it when he, too, was felled by a bullet that entered his spine. He arched back, his weapon crashing to the floor.


      Bourne looked from the third man taking cover to Vadas, who lay sprawled face-up in a widening pool of blood. He was unmoving, no respiration visible in his chest. More gunfire brought Bourne’s attention back to Vadas’ third man, who was now rising out of a crouch, squeezing off a series of shots, his trajectory upward toward the cathedral’s great organ. His head flung backward and his arms opened wide as a speck of blood on his chest rapidly widened. He tried to clutch at the fatal wound, but his eyes were already rolling up in his head.


      Bourne looked up into the gloom of the organ balcony, saw a darker shadow flitting, and he fired. Stone chips flew. Then he had grabbed Annaka’s flashlight, playing the beam over the balcony as he ran toward the spiral stone staircase up to it. Annaka, at last released and able to make sense of the chaos, saw her father and screamed.


      “Back!” Bourne shouted. “You’re in danger!”


      Ignoring him, Annaka rushed to her father’s side.


      Bourne covered her, sending more shots into the shadows of the balcony, but he was not surprised at the lack of return fire. The sniper had achieved his aim; in all liklihood he was already on the run.


      With no more time to waste, Bourne leaped up the staircase up to the balcony. Seeing a spent shell casing, he kept on going. The balcony appeared deserted. Its floor was stone-flagged, and the wall behind the organ ornately carved wood paneling. Bourne ducked behind the organ, but the space was deserted. He checked the floor around the organ, then the wood wall. The spacing around one of the panels appeared slightly different from the others, one side several millimeters wider as if…


      Bourne felt around with his fingertips, discovered that the panel was in fact a narrow doorway. He went through it, found himself confronting a steep spiral staircase. With his gun at the ready, he climbed up the treads, which ended at another door. When he pushed it open, he saw that it gave out onto the rooftop of the church. The moment he poked his head out, a shot was fired at him. He ducked back but not before seeing a figure making its way onto the roof tiles, which were pitched at an extreme angle. To make matters worse, it had begun to rain and the tiles were even more treacherous. The positive side to this was that the assassin was too engaged with keeping his balance to risk firing off another shot at Bourne.


      Bourne saw immediately that his new boot soles would skid and he pulled them off, dropped them over the side of the parapet. He then went crab-wise across the roof. Thirty meters below him, a dizzying drop away, the square in which the church sat gleamed in the Old World streetlights. Using his fingers and toes to anchor him, he continued his pursuit of the sniper. In the back of his mind was the suspicion that the figure he was pursuing was Khan, but how could he have arrived in Budapest before Bourne and why would he shoot Vadas rather than Bourne?


      Lifting his head, he could see the figure was making for the south spire. Bourne scrambled after him, determined not to let him get away. The tiles were old and crumbly. One tile split down the center as he grasped it, coming off in his hand, and for a moment, he flailed about, balancing precariously on the acute pitch. Then he regained his balance, threw the tile away. It shattered on the flat rooftop of the small chapel extension ten feet below him.


      His mind was racing ahead. The moment of extreme peril for him was when the sniper reached the safe haven of the spire. If Bourne was still exposed on the roof, the sniper would have a clear shot at him. It was raining harder now, making touch and sight that much more difficult. The south spire was no more than a hazy outline some fifty feet away.


      Bourne was three-quarters of the way to the spire when he heard something—the clang of metal against stone—and he threw himself prone onto the tiles. Water sluiced over him and as he felt the zing of the bullet whizz past his ear, the tiles near his right knee exploded and he lost his purchase. He slid down the precipitous slope, tumbling off the edge.


      Instinctively, he had relaxed his body, and when his shoulder struck the roof of the chapel below, he rolled himself into a ball, using his own momentum to launch himself across the roof, dissipating the energy of the drop. He fetched up against a stained-glass window, which kept him out of the sniper’s line of sight.


      Looking up, he could see that he was not that far from the spire. A lesser tower was just in front of him, a narrow slit of a window presenting itself. It was medieval in nature and therefore had no pane of glass in it. He squeezed through, found his way up to the top, which gave out onto a narrow stone parapet that led directly to the south spire.


      Bourne had no way of knowing whether he would become visible to the sniper as he crossed the parapet. He took a deep breath, bolted out of the doorway, sprinted along the narrow stone passageway. Ahead of him, he saw the movement of a shadow, and he dove into a ball as a shot rang out. He was up and running again all in one motion, and before the sniper could fire again he had left his feet, this time diving head-first through an open window of the spire.


      More shots resounded, and shards of stone flew past him as he scrambled up the spiral staircase at the core of the spire. Above him, he heard the metallic click that told him his adversary had run out of ammo, and he leaped up the stairs three at a time, making the most of his temporary advantage. He heard another metallic sound, and an empty cartridge came bouncing down the stone stairs. Bounding ahead, he bent his back, keeping his profile low. No more shots ensued, increasing the probability that he was gaining on the sniper.


      But probability was not good enough; he had to be certain. He aimed Annaka’s flashlight up the spiral, flicked the beam on. At once he saw the trace of a shadow on the treads just above him, slipping away almost immediately, and he redoubled his efforts. He switched off the beam before the sniper could get a reading on his position.


      They were near the top of the spire now, some eighty meters in the air. There was nowhere else for the sniper to go. He would have to kill Bourne to get himself out of the trap. This desperation would make him both more dangerous and more reckless. It was up to Bourne to use the latter possibility to his advantage.


      Up ahead of him, he could see the spire’s ending, a circular space surrounded by high arches that let in the rain and wind, and he checked his headlong ascent. He knew that if he continued, the chances were good that he would be met with a fusillade of bullets. And yet he could not stay here. He took his flashlight, set it on a step above him at an angle, then he lay down, and keeping his head down, he reached out, stretching as far as he could, and flicked on the beam.


      The resulting hail of bullets was deafening. Even while the noise was still echoing up and down the length of the spire, Bourne had launched himself up the remaining stairs. He had gambled that the sniper’s desperation would lead him to empty his entire cartridge at what he assumed was Bourne’s final assault.


      Out of the haze of stone dust, Bourne bull-rushed the sniper, driving him back across the stone floor, against one of the stone arches. The man slammed his combined fists down on Bourne’s back, driving Bourne to his knees. His head went down, exposing his neck, too tempting a target to pass up. As the sniper drove a hand-strike at Bourne’s neck, Bourne twisted, grasping the descending arm, using the sniper’s own momentum against him, pulling the man off his feet. Bourne struck him in the kidney as he went down.


      The sniper brought his ankles together around Bourne’s, twisting, so that Bourne fell backward. Immediately, the man leaped at him. They grappled hand-to-hand, the light from the flashlight picked apart by the hail of dust. By its illumination, Bourne saw the sniper’s long, hatchet face, blond hair, light eyes. Bourne was briefly taken aback. He realized that he’d expected the sniper to be Khan.


      Bourne did not want to kill this man; he wanted to question him. He desperately wanted to know who he was, who had sent him and why Vadas had been marked for death. But the man fought with the strength and tenacity of the damned, and when he struck Bourne on the right shoulder, Bourne’s arm went numb. The man was on him before he could shift his stance and protect himself. Three punches in succession sent him reeling through one of the arches until he was backed over the low stone railing. The man came after him, his empty gun reversed in his hand so that he could use the butt as a cudgel.


      Shaking his head, Bourne tried to rid himself of the pain in his right side. The sniper was almost upon him, his right arm raised, the heavy butt of the gun gleaming in the lights of the square. There was a murderous look on his face, his lips pulled back in an animal snarl. He swung in a shallow, vicious arc; the butt came down, its clear intention to shatter Bourne’s skull. At the last moment, Bourne slid aside just enough and the sniper’s own momentum sent him hurtling over the rail.


      Bourne reacted instantly, reached down and grabbed the man by his hand, but the rain made the flesh slippery as oil and the fingers slid through his grip. With a scream the man fell away, plummeting to the pavement far below.

    

  


  
    
      CHAPTER FOURTEEN

    


    
      With the fall of night, Khan arrived in Budapest. He took a taxi from the airport and checked into the Danubius Hotel as Heng Raffarin, the name he’d used as a Le Monde reporter in Paris. This was how he’d come through Immigration, but he was also carrying other documents, purchased like the other that identified him as a deputy inspector for Interpol.


      “I’ve flown in from Paris to interview Mr. Conklin,” he said in a harassed tone of voice. “All these delays! I’m frightfully late. Do you think you could inform Mr. Conklin that I’ve finally arrived? We’re both on rather tight schedules.”


      As Khan had foreseen, the desk clerk automatically looked at the cubbyholes behind him, each with a room number printed in gold-leaf. “Mr. Conklin isn’t in his suite at the moment. Would you care to leave a note?”


      “I suppose I have no other choice. We’ll get a fresh start in the morning.” Khan pretended to write a note for “Mr. Conklin,” sealed it, gave it to the clerk. Taking his key, he turned away, but out of the corner of his eye he watched as the clerk stuck the envelope in the cubbyhole marked PENTHOUSE 3. Satisfied, he took the elevator up to his room, which was on the floor below the penthouse level.


      He washed up, took some implements out of a small bag and went out of his room. He took the stairway up one flight to the penthouse level. He stood in the corridor a very long time, simply listening, accustoming himself to the small noises endemic to any building. He stood, still as stone, waiting for something—a sound, a vibration, a feel—that would tell him whether to go forward or to retreat.


      In the end, nothing untoward presented itself, and so he moved cautiously forward, reconnoitering the entire corridor, assuring himself that it, at least, was secure. At length, he found himself in front of the polished teak double doors of Penthouse 3. Extracting a pick, he inserted it into the lock. A moment later, the door opened.


      Again, he stood for some time in the open doorway, breathing in the suite. Instinct told him that the room was empty. Still, he was wary of a trap. Swaying slightly with the effects of sleeplessness and the rising tide of his emotions, he scanned the room. Besides the remnants of a package the approximate size of a shoebox, there was precious little in the suite to indicate that it was occupied. Judging by the look of the bed, it hadn’t been slept in. Where was Bourne now? Khan wondered.


      At length, he drew his wandering mind back into his body, crossed to the bathroom, turned on the light. He saw the plastic comb, the toothbrush, toothpaste, tiny bottle of mouthwash the hotel had provided along with soap, shampoo and hand cream. He unscrewed the toothpaste top, squeezed out a bit into the sink, washed it away. Then he pulled out a paper clip and a small silver box. Inside the box were two capsules with shells of quick-dissolving gelatin. One was white, the other black.


      “One pill makes your heart beat, the other makes it slow, and the pills that Father gives you don’t do anything at all,” he sang to the tune of “White Rabbit” in a clear tenor as he extracted the white capsule from its bed.


      He was about to place it into the open top of the toothpaste tube, tamp it down with the end of the paper clip, when something stopped him. He counted to ten, then replaced the cap, careful to put the tube back precisely as he had found it.


      He stood, for a moment, bewildered, staring at the two capsules that he himself had prepared while waiting for his flight out of Paris. He had been clear, then, about what he’d wanted to do—the black capsule was filled with just enough krait venom to paralyze Bourne’s body while still allowing his mind to remain conscious and alert. Bourne knew more about what Spalko was planning than Khan did; he had to, having followed his trail of leads all the way back to Spalko’s home base. Khan wanted to know what Bourne knew before he killed him. This is what he told himself, at least.


      But it was impossible to deny any longer that his mind, so long filled with fevered visions of revenge, had lately made room for other scenarios. No matter how much energy he expended on rejecting them, they persisted. In fact, he realized now, the more violently he dismissed them, the more stubbornly they refused to disappear.


      Feeling like a fool, he was standing in the room of his nemesis, unable to follow through on the plan he had meticulously formulated. Instead, in the theater of his mind he was replaying the look on Bourne’s face when he had seen the carved stone Buddha that hung by a gold chain around his neck. He clutched at the Buddha now, feeling as he always did a certain sense of solace and safety in its soft shape and singular weight. What was wrong with him?


      With a small grunt of anger, he turned and stalked out of the suite. On his way down to his room, he pulled out his cell phone, punched in a local number. After two rings, a voice answered.


      “Yes?” said Ethan Hearn.


      “How’s the job going?” Khan asked.


      “Actually, I’m finding it enjoyable.”


      “Just as I predicted.”


      “Where are you?” Humanistas, Ltd.’s newest development officer asked.


      “Budapest.”


      “That’s a surprise,” Hearn said. “I thought you had a commission in East Africa.”


      “I’ve declined it,” Khan said. He had reached the lobby and now crossed it, heading to the front door. “In fact, for the time being I’ve taken myself off the market.”


      “Something pretty important must’ve brought you here.”


      “It’s your boss, as a matter of fact. What have you been able to ferret out?”


      “Nothing concrete, but he’s up to something, I can tell, and it’s very, very big.”


      “What makes you say that?” Khan asked.


      “First, he entertains a pair of Chechens,” Hearn said. “On the surface, there’s nothing strange about that. We have an important initiative in Chechnya. And yet it was strange, very strange, because even though they were dressed as Westerners—the man was beardless, the woman without her head scarf—I recognized them, well, him, at least. Hasan Arsenov, leader of the Chechen rebels.”


      “Go on,” Khan urged, thinking he was getting more than his money’s worth from this mole.


      “Then, two nights ago, he asked me to go to the opera,” Hearn continued. “He said he wanted to snag a wealthy prospect by the name of László Molnar.”


      “What’s so strange about that?” Khan said.


      “Two things,” Hearn replied. “First, Spalko took over midway through the evening. He pretty much ordered me to take the next day off. Second, Molnar’s disappeared.”


      “Disappeared?”


      “Vanished utterly, like he never existed,” Hearn said. “Spalko thinks I’m too naive not to have checked up.” He laughed softly.


      “Don’t get overconfident,” Khan warned. “That’s when you make a mistake. And, remember what I told you, don’t underestimate Spalko. Once you do, you’re as good as dead.”


      “I got it, Khan. Christ, I’m not stupid.”


      “You wouldn’t be on my payroll if you were,” Khan reminded him. “D’you have this László Molnar’s home address?”


      Ethan Hearn gave it to him.


      “Now,” Khan said, “all you have to do is keep your ears open and your head down. I want everything of his you can burrow into.”


      Jason Bourne watched Annaka Vadas as she exited the morgue, where, he suspected, she had been taken in the company of the police in order to identify her father and the three men who had been gunned down. As for the sniper, he had landed on his face, which ruled out identification by dental records. The police must be running his fingerprints through the EU database. From fragments of the conversation he had overheard at Matthias Church, the police were rightly curious as to why a professional assassin would want to kill János Vadas, but Annaka had no explanation and at length the police had given up and allowed her to go. They, of course, had no inkling of Bourne’s involvement. He had stayed away from the investigation by necessity—he was, after all, an internationally wanted man—but he felt some trepidation. He had no idea whether he could trust Annaka. It hadn’t been that long ago when she had been intent on putting a bullet through his brain. But he had hoped that his actions following her father’s murder would convince her of his good intentions.


      Apparently they had, because she had not told the police about him. Instead, he had found his boots in the chapel Annaka had shown him, lying between the crypts of King Bélla III and Anne of Châtillon. Bribing a taxi driver, he’d shadowed her to the police station, and then to the morgue. Now he watched as the police touched their caps, said their goodnights. They had offered to drive her home, but she had refused. Instead, she pulled out her cell phone, in order to call a taxi, he surmised.


      When he was certain that she was alone, he quit the shadows in which he had been hiding, walked quickly across the street toward her. She saw him, put her cell phone away. Her look of alarm brought him up short.


      “You! How did you find me?” She looked around, rather wildly, he thought. “Have you been following me all this time?”


      “I wanted to make sure you were okay.”


      “My father was shot to death in front of me,” she said shortly. “Why would I be okay?”


      He was conscious of the fact that they were standing beneath a streetlight. At night, he always thought in terms of targets and security; it was second nature—he couldn’t help it. “The police here can be difficult.”


      “Really? And how would you know that?” Apparently, she wasn’t interested in his answer, for she began to walk away from him, her heels click-clacking over the cobbles.


      “Annaka, we need each other.”


      Her back was very straight, her head held high on her long neck. “What would make you say such an absurd thing?”


      “Because it’s true.”


      She turned on her heel, confronting him. “No, it’s not true.” Her eyes blazed. “It’s because of you that my father’s dead.”


      “Now who’s being absurd?” He shook his head. “Your father was murdered because of whatever he and Alex Conklin were into. That’s why Alex was murdered in his home, and that’s why I’m here.”


      She snorted in derision. Bourne understood the source of her brittleness. She had been forced into a male-dominated arena, perhaps by her father, and was now more or less at war. At the very least, she was highly defended.


      “Don’t you want to know who killed your father?”


      “Frankly, no.” Her balled fist was on one hip. “I want to bury him and forget I ever heard of Alexsei Conklin and Dr. Felix Schiffer.”


      “You can’t mean that!”


      “Do you know me, Mr. Bourne? Do you know anything about me?” Her clear eyes observed him from her slightly cocked head. “I think not. You’re completely in the dark. That’s why you came here, posing as Alexsei. A stupid ruse, transparent as plastic. And now that you’ve blundered your way in, now that blood has been spilled, you think it’s your due to find out what my father and Alexsei were up to.”


      “Do you know me, Annaka?”


      A sardonic smile split her face as she took a step closer to him. “Oh, yes, Mr. Bourne, I know you well. I’ve seen your kind come and go, each one thinking in the moments before he is gunned down that he’s more clever than the last one.”


      “So who am I?”


      “You think I won’t tell you? Mr. Bourne, I know exactly who you are. You’re a cat with a ball of string. Your only thought is to unravel that ball of string no matter the cost. This is all a game to you—a mystery that must be solved. Nothing else matters. You’re defined by the very mystery you seek to unravel. Without it, you wouldn’t even exist.”


      “You’re wrong.”


      “Oh, no, I’m not.” The sardonic smile widened. “It’s why you can’t fathom how I can walk away from this, why I don’t want to work with you, help you find out who killed my father. Why should I? Will knowing the answer bring him back? He’s dead, Mr. Bourne. He no longer thinks or breathes. He’s just a pile of refuse now, waiting for time to finish what it started.”


      She turned and began to walk away again.


      “Annaka—”


      “Go away, Mr. Bourne. Whatever you have to say, I’m not interested.”


      He ran to catch up with her. “How can you say that? Six men have lost their lives because of—”


      She gave him a rueful look and he could tell that she was on the verge of tears. “I begged my father not to get involved, but you know, old friends, the lure of the clandestine, who knows what it was. I warned him that it would all come to an evil end, but he just laughed—yes, laughed—and said I was his daughter and couldn’t possibly understand. Well, that put me in my place, didn’t it?”


      “Annaka, I am being hunted for a double murder I didn’t commit. My two best friends were shot to death and I’ve been framed as the prime suspect. Can you understand—”


      “Jesus, have you not heard a word I’ve said? Has it all gone in one ear and out the other?”


      “I can’t do this alone, Annaka. I need your help. I’ve nowhere else to turn. My life is quite literally in your hands. Tell me, please, about Dr. Felix Schiffer. Tell me what you know and I swear you’ll never see me again.”


      She lived at 106–108 Fo utca in Víziváros, a narrow neighborhood of hills and steep stairs, rather than streets, wedged between the Castle District and the Danube. From her front bay windows you could see Bem tér. It was here, hours before the 1956 Uprising, that thousands congregated, waving Hungarian flags from which they had painstakingly and joyously cut the hammer and sickle, prior to marching on parliament.


      The apartment was cramped and crowded, primarily because of the concert grand piano that took up fully half the space of the living room. Books, periodicals and journals on music history and theory, biographies of composers, conductors, musicians, crammed the floor-to-ceiling bookcase.


      “Do you play?” Bourne asked.


      “Yes,” Annaka said simply.


      He sat down on the piano bench, looked at the music chart splayed on the rack. A Chopin Nocturne, Opus 9, No. 1 in B-Flat Minor. She would have to be quite accomplished to tackle that, he thought.


      From the bay window in the living room there was a view of the boulevard as well as the buildings on the other side. A few lights were on; the sound of fifties jazz—Thelonious Monk—drifted through the night. A dog barked and was still. From time to time, the rattle of traffic intruded.


      After turning on the lamps, she went immediately into the kitchen, put on water for tea. From a buttercup-colored cupboard, she took out two sets of cups and saucers, and while the tea was brewing, she uncapped a bottle of schnapps, poured a generous dollop into each cup.


      She opened the refrigerator. “Would you like something to eat? Cheese, a bit of sausage?” Speaking as if to an old friend.


      “I’m not hungry.”


      “Neither am I.” She sighed and shut the door. It was as if, having made the decision to bring him home, she had also decided to lose the attitude. They made no more mention of János Vadas or Bourne’s fruitless pursuit of the killer. That suited him.


      She handed him the laced tea and they went into the living room, sat on a sofa old as a dowager.


      “My father was working with a professional intermediary named László Molnar,” she said without preamble. “He was the one who secreted your Dr. Schiffer.”


      “Secreted?” Bourne shook his head. “I don’t understand.”


      “Dr. Schiffer had been kidnapped.”


      Bourne’s tension level rose. “By whom?”


      She shook her head. “My father knew, but I didn’t.” She frowned, concentrating. “That was why Alexsei first contacted him. He needed my father’s help in rescuing Dr. Schiffer and spiriting him away to a secret location.”


      All at once, he heard Mylene Dutronc’s voice in his head: “That day, Alex made and received many calls in a very short period of time. He was terribly tense and I knew he was at the crisis point of a hot field operation. I heard Dr. Schiffer’s name mentioned several times. I suspect that he was the subject of the operation.” This was the hot field operation.


      “So your father was successful in getting Dr. Schiffer.”


      Annaka nodded. The lamplight burnished her hair to a deep copper sheen. Her eyes and half of her forehead were cast in its shadow. She sat with her knees together, slightly hunched over, her hands around the teacup as if she needed to absorb its warmth.


      “As soon as my father had Dr. Schiffer, he handed him over to László Molnar. This was strictly for security purposes. Both he and Alexsei were terribly afraid of whoever it was who had kidnapped Dr. Schiffer.”


      This, too, jibed with what Mylene had told him, Bourne thought. “That day he was frightened.”


      He was thinking furiously. “Annaka, for all this to start making sense, you have to understand that your father’s murder was a setup. That sniper was already at the church when we came in; he knew what your father was up to.”


      “What do you mean?”


      “Your father was shot before he could tell me what I need to know. Someone doesn’t want me to find Dr. Schiffer, and it seems increasingly clear that this is the same someone who kidnapped Schiffer, who your father and Alex were afraid of.”


      Annaka’s eyes opened wide. “It is possible now that László Molnar is in danger.”


      “Would this mystery man know of your father’s involvement with Molnar?”


      “My father was extremely careful, very security conscious, so it seems unlikely.” She looked at him, her eyes darkened with fright. “On the other hand, his defenses were penetrated at Matthias Church.”


      Bourne nodded his agreement. “Do you know where Molnar lives?”


      


      Annaka drove them to Molnar’s apartment, which was in the posh embassy district of Rózsadomb, or Rose Hill. Budapest showed itself in jumbled buildings of pale stone, elaborately iced like birthday cakes, carved into ornamental lintels and cornices, quaintly cobbled streets, wrought-iron balconies with flowerpots, coffeehouses illuminated by elaborate chandeliers whose lemon light revealed ruddy wood-paneled walls, brilliant splashes of glass, stained, etched into fin de siècle patterns. Like Paris, it was a city defined first and foremost by the sinuous river that clove it in two, then by the bridges that spanned it. Beyond that, it was a city of etched stone, Gothic spires, sweeping public staircases, lamplit ramparts, copper-encrusted domes, ivied walls, monumental statuary and glittering mosaics. And when it rained, umbrellas, thousands of umbrellas, unfurled like sails along the river.


      All these things and more affected Bourne deeply. It was for him like arriving at a place and remembering it from a dream, with a dream’s suprareal clarity that stemmed from its direct connection to the unconscious. And yet he could separate no specific remembrance from the tide of emotion that arose from his shattered memory.


      “What is it?” Annaka said, as if sensing his unease.


      “I’ve been here before,” he said. “Remember how I said that the police could be difficult here?”


      She nodded. “You’re absolutely right about that. Are you telling me that you don’t know how you know?”


      He put his head back against the seat rest. “Years ago I suffered a terrible accident. It wasn’t an accident, really. I was shot on a boat and fell overboard. I almost died of shock, blood loss and exposure. A doctor in Île de Port Noir in France excised the bullet, took care of me. I returned to perfect physical health, but my memory was affected. For some time I had amnesia, and then slowly, painfully, shards of my former life came back to me. The truth I have to live with is that my memory’s never fully recovered and it likely never will.”


      Annaka drove on, but by the look on her face he could tell that she had been affected by his story.


      “You can’t imagine what it’s like not to know who you are,” he said. “Unless it’s happened to you, there’s no way to know or even to explain what it feels like.”


      “Unmoored.”


      He glanced at her. “Yes.”


      “The sea all around you with no sight of land, no sun or moon or stars to tell you which way you need to go to get back home.”


      “It’s not unlike that.” He was surprised. He wanted to ask her how she could know something like that, but they were pulling into the curb in front of a large, ornate stone building.


      They got out and went into the vestibule. Annaka pressed a button and a low-watt bulb came on, its sickly illumination revealing the mosaic floor, the wall of bell pushes. László Molnar’s bell remained unanswered.


      “It could mean nothing,” Annaka said. “More than likely Molnar is with Dr. Schiffer.”


      Bourne went to the front door, a wide, thick affair with an etched frosted-glass panel running upward from waist level. “We’ll find out in a minute.”


      He bent over the lock and a moment later he had the door open. Annaka hit another button and a light came on for thirty seconds as she led the way up the wide curving staircase to Molnar’s second-floor apartment.


      Bourne had a bit more difficulty picking this lock, but in the end it gave way. Annaka was about to rush inside, but he held her back. He drew his ceramic gun, pushed the door slowly open. Lamps were lit, but it was very quiet. Moving from the living room into the bedroom to the bathroom, the kitchen, they found the apartment neat as a pin, no evidence of a struggle and no sign of Molnar.


      “What bothers me,” Bourne said as he put the gun away, “is the lights being on. He can’t be off with Dr. Schiffer.”


      “Then he’ll be back any time,” Annaka said. “We should wait for him.”


      Bourne nodded. In the living room he picked up several framed photos off the bookshelves and desk. “Is this Molnar?” he asked Annaka as he pointed to a heavyset man with a thick mane of slicked-back black hair.


      “That’s him.” She looked around. “My grandparents used to live in this building, and as a child, I used to play in the halls. The children who lived here knew all sorts of hiding places.”


      Bourne ran his fingers over the spines of old-fashioned 331/3 rpm record sleeves stacked next to an expensive stereo with an elaborate turntable. “I see he’s an opera buff as well as an audiophile.”


      Annaka peered in. “No CD player?”


      “People like Molnar will tell you that the transfer to digital music takes all the warmth and subtlety out of a recording.”


      Bourne turned to the desk, on which sat a notebook computer. He saw that it was plugged in both to an electrical outlet and to a modem. The screen was black, but when he touched the chassis it was warm. He pressed the “Escape” key and the screen immediately sprang to life; the computer had been in “sleep” mode—it had never been turned off.


      Coming up behind him, Annaka looked at the screen, read from it, “Anthrax, Argentinean hemorrhagic fever, cryptococcosis, pneumonic plague…God in heaven, why was Molnar on a Web site that describes the effects of lethal—what does it call them?—pathogens?”


      “All I know is that Dr. Schiffer is the beginning and end to this enigma,” Bourne said. “Alex Conklin approached Dr. Schiffer when he was in DARPA—that’s the advanced weapons program run by the U.S. Department of Defense. Within a year, Dr. Schiffer had transferred to the CIA’s Tactical Non-Lethal Weapons Directorate. Shortly after that, he vanished altogether. I have no idea what Schiffer was working on that interested Conklin so much that he would go to the trouble of pissing off the DOD and vanishing a prominent government scientist from the Agency’s program.”


      “Maybe Dr. Schiffer is a bacteriologist or an epidemiologist.” Annaka shivered. “The information on this Web site is terrifying.”


      She went into the kitchen to get a glass of water while Bourne navigated around the Web page to see if he could get any further clue as to why Molnar would be on this site. Finding nothing, he went to the top of the browser, where he accessed a drop-down menu next to the “Address” bar that showed the most recent sites Molnar had been on. He clicked on the last one Molnar had accessed. It turned out to be a real-time scientific forum. Navigating to the “Archives” section, he went back in time to see if he could find out when Molnar had used the forum and what he’d talked about. Approximately forty-eight hours ago, László1647M had logged onto the forum. Bourne, his heart beating fast, spent several minutes reading the dialogue he had had with another forum member.


      “Annaka, look at this,” he called. “It seems Dr. Schiffer is neither a bacteriologist nor an epidemiologist. He’s an expert in bacteriological particulate behavior.”


      “Mr. Bourne, you’d better come here,” Annaka replied. “Right now.”


      The tightness in her voice brought him into the kitchen at the run. She was standing in front of the sink as if held spellbound. A glass of water was suspended halfway to her lips. She seemed pale, and when she saw him, she licked her lips nervously.


      “What is it?”


      She pointed to a space between the counter and the refrigerator, where he saw neatly stacked seven or eight white-coated wire racks.


      “What the hell are those?” he said.


      “They’re the refrigerator shelves,” Annaka said. “Someone took them out.” She turned to him. “Why would they do that?”


      “Maybe Molnar’s getting a new refrigerator.”


      “This one is new.”


      He checked behind the refrigerator. “It’s plugged in and the compressor seems to be running normally. You didn’t look inside?”


      “No.”


      He grabbed hold of the handle, opened the door. Annaka gasped.


      “Christ,” he said.


      A pair of death-clouded eyes stared sightlessly out at them. There in the depths of the shelfless refrigerator was the curled-up, blue-white body of László Molnar.

    

  


  
    
      CHAPTER FIFTEEN

    


    
      The seesaw wail of sirens brought them out of their shock. Racing to the front window, Bourne looked down onto Rose Hill, saw five or six white Opal Astras and Skoda Felicias drawing up, blue-and-white lights flashing. The officers inside tumbled out, making directly for Molnar’s building. He had been set up again! The scene was so similar to what had happened at Conklin’s house that he knew the same person must be behind both incidents. This was important because it told him two things: First, he and Annaka were being watched. By whom, Khan? He didn’t think so. Khan’s methodology was increasingly confrontational. Second, Khan may have been telling the truth when he claimed he wasn’t responsible for the murders of Alex and Mo. Right now, Bourne couldn’t think of a reason why he’d lie about that. That left the unknown person who’d called the police at Conklin’s estate. Was the person he was working for based in Budapest? There was a convincing logic to it. Conklin was on his way to Budapest when he was murdered. Dr. Schiffer had been in Budapest, along with János Vadas and László Molnar. Every road led back to this city.


      Even as his mind raced through these thoughts, he was yelling to Annaka to wipe off and put away the water glass, wipe down the kitchen faucet. He grabbed Molnar’s laptop, wiped down the stereo and the knob on the front door, and they sprinted out of the apartment.


      Already, they could hear the police pounding up the stairs. The elevator would be filled with police and so was out of the question.


      “They’ve left us no choice,” Bourne said as they mounted the stairs. “We have to go up.”


      “But why have they come now?” Annaka asked. “How could they have known we were here?”


      “They couldn’t,” Bourne said, continuing to lead her upward, “unless we were under surveillance.” He didn’t like the position the police were putting them in. He recalled all too well the fate of the sniper at Matthias Church. When you went up, all too often you came down, hard.


      They were a floor from the roof when Annaka tugged on his hand and whispered, “This way!”


      She led him into the corridor. Behind them, the stairwell resounded with the noises any group of men would make, especially one on its way to apprehend a heinous murderer. Three-quarters of the way down the corridor was a door that looked like an emergency exit. Annaka pulled it open. They were in a short hallway, not more than ten feet long, at the end of which was another door, this one made of battered metal plates. Bourne went ahead of her.


      He saw that the door was bolted at top and bottom. He slid the slides back, pulled it open. There was only a brick wall, cold as a grave.


      


      “Would you look at that!” Detective Csilla said, ignoring the new recruit who had vomited all over his polished shoes. The academy certainly wasn’t turning them out the way they used to, he mused as he studied the victim, curled stiff in his own refrigerator.


      “No one in the apartment,” one of his officers said.


      “Dust it anyway,” Detective Csilla said. He was a burly, blond-haired man with a broken nose and intelligent eyes. “I doubt the perpetrator was stupid enough to leave his prints, but you never know,” he said now. Then he pointed. “Look at those burn marks, would you? And the puncture wounds seem to go very deep.”


      “Tortured,” his sergeant, a slim-hipped young man, said, “by a professional.”


      “This one’s more than a professional,” Detective Csilla said, leaning in and sniffing as if the corpse were a side of meat he suspected of having begun to rot. “He enjoys his work.”


      “The phone tip said the murderer was here in the apartment.”


      Detective Csilla looked up. “If not the apartment, then surely the building.” He backed away as the forensic team arrived with their kits and flash cameras. “Have the men fan out.”


      “Already done,” his sergeant said in a subtle reminder to his boss that he didn’t want to remain a sergeant forever.


      “Enough time with the dead,” Detective Csilla said. “Let’s join them.”


      As they went down the hallway, the sergeant explained that the elevator had already been secured, as had the floors below. “The murderer has only one way to go.”


      “Get the sharpshooters onto the roof,” Detective Scilla said.


      “Already there,” his sergeant replied. “I put them into the elevator when we entered the building.”


      Csilla nodded. “How many floors above us? Three?”


      “Yessir.”


      Csilla mounted the stairs two at a time. “With the roof secured, we can afford to take our time.”


      It did not take them long to find the doorway to the short corridor.


      “Where does this lead?” Csilla asked.


      “I don’t know, sir,” his sergeant said, irked that he couldn’t provide an answer.


      As the two men approached the far end of the corridor, they saw the battered metal door. “What’s this?” Csilla took a look at it. “Bolts at top and bottom.” He leaned in, saw the gleam of metal. “They’ve been recently pulled.” He drew his gun, pulled the door open onto the bricked-up wall.


      “Looks like our murderer was as frustrated as we are.”


      Csilla was staring at the brickwork, trying to discern if any of it was new. Then he put a hand out, tested one brick after another. The sixth one he touched moved just slightly. Aware that his sergeant was about to exclaim, he clamped a hand across his mouth, gave him a warning look. Then he whispered in his ear, “Take three of the men and canvass the building next door.”


      


      At first, Bourne, his ears straining to catch the slightest sound in the pitch blackness, thought the noise was one of the rats with whom they were sharing this dank and uncomfortable space between the walls of Molnar’s building and the adjacent one. Then it came again, and he knew it for what it was: the scrape of brick against mortar.


      “They’ve found our hiding place,” he whispered as he grabbed hold of Annaka. ‘We’ve got to move.”


      The space they occupied was narrow, not more than two feet in width, but it seemed to rise indefinitely into the darkness above their heads. They stood on a floor of sorts, made up of metal pipes. It was not the most secure of floors and Bourne did not care to think about the open space below them into which they would plunge should one or more of the pipes give way.


      “Do you know a way out of here?” Bourne whispered.


      “I think so,” she said.


      She turned to their right, felt her way along the space with the palms of her hands on the wall of the adjacent building.


      She tripped once, righted herself. “It’s here somewhere,” she muttered.


      They continued onward, putting one foot in front of the other. Then, all at once, a pipe gave way beneath Bourne’s weight and his left leg plunged downward. He canted wildly over, his shoulder striking the wall, and Molnar’s laptop was thrown from his grip. He tried to catch it even as Annaka was reaching down to grab him, pull him up. Instead, he saw it strike a pipe on edge, then plunge through the gap the rotten pipe had made, lost forever.


      “Are you okay?” Annaka said as he regained his feet.


      “I’m fine,” he said grimly, “but Molnar’s laptop’s gone.”


      A moment later he froze. Behind them, he could hear movement, slow and stealthy—someone else was breathing in the space—and he took out his flashlight, his thumb on the slide switch. He put his lips against Annaka’s ear, “He’s here with us. No more talking.” He could sense her nod, even as he smelled the scent of her rising off her bare skin, citrus and musk.


      Something clanked behind them as the policeman’s shoe struck a protrusion of solder where two pipes joined. All of them stood very still. Bourne’s heart beat fast. Then Annaka’s hand found his, guided it along the wall where a line of grout was missing or had been deliberately gouged away.


      But another problem presented itself. As soon as they pushed in the section of wall, the policeman behind them would see the pale patch of light, however feeble, coming in from the other side. He would see them, know where they were going. Bourne took a chance, put his lips against Annaka’s ear and whispered, “You must tell me the moment before you push through the wall.”


      She squeezed his hand in response, kept hold of it. When he felt her squeeze it again, he aimed the flashlight directly behind them, snapped on the beam. The burst of glaring light temporarily blinded their pursuer, and Bourne lent his energy to helping her push through the three-foot-by-three-foot section of the wall.


      Annaka ducked through while Bourne kept the beam focused on their adversary, but he felt the pipes vibrate under the soles of his boots and an instant later he was struck a terrific blow.


      


      Detective Csilla tried to fight off the light-dazzle. He had been caught totally unprepared, a fact that enraged him, as he prided himself on being prepared for every possibility. He shook his head, but it was no good—the beam of light had temporarily rendered him blind. If he maintained his ground until the light was turned off, he had no doubt the murderer would have already fled. So he used his own advantage of surprise and attacked even though he was blinded. With a grunt of effort, he rushed along the pipes, crashing into the perpetrator, his head down in a street fighter’s crouch.


      In such close quarters and in the dark, eyesight was of little value, and he proceeded to use his fists, the edges of his hands and the heels of his stout shoes precisely as he had been taught in the academy. He was a man who believed in discipline, in rigor and in the power of advantage. He knew the moment he launched himself that the murderer would never have suspected him of attacking blind, and so he rained down as many blows as he could on the other in as short a space of time as he could manage in order to make the most of the advantage of surprise.


      But the man was strong and solidly built. Worse, he was an accomplished hand-to-hand fighter, and almost immediately Csilla knew that in a prolonged fight he would be defeated. He sought, therefore, to end the combat swiftly and surely. In doing so, he made the fatal error of exposing the side of his neck. He felt the surprise of the pressure but no pain. He was already unconscious as his legs buckled under him.


      


      Bourne went through the hole in the wall, helped Annaka slide the square of bricks back into place.


      “What happened to you?” she said a little breathlessly.


      “A policeman was smarter than he ought to have been.”


      They were in another short brick-lined utility corridor. Through a door was the hallway of the building next door to Molnar’s, warm light emanating from etched-glass sconces along the flowered-paper walls. Here and there were scattered dark wooden benches.


      Annaka had already punched the button for the elevator, but when it rose to their level, Bourne could see through the cage two policemen with their guns drawn.


      “Oh, hell!” he said, grabbing Annaka’s hand and dragging her to the stairwell. But he heard the heavy tread of footsteps and knew that egress was denied them as well. Behind them, the two policemen had opened the elevator cab gates, were in the hallway, racing toward them. Bourne took her up one flight. In the hallway he quickly picked the lock of the first door they came to, closing the door before the police followed them up the stairs.


      Inside, the apartment was dark and still. Whether anyone was home was impossible to say. Crossing to the side window, Bourne opened it, looked out at a stone ledge that overlooked a narrow alley housing a pair of huge green metal trash bins. Illumination came from a streetlamp on Endrodi Street. Three windows over, a fire escape led downward to the alley which, as far as Bourne could see, was deserted.


      “Come on,” he said, climbing out onto the ledge.


      Annaka’s eyes opened wide. “Are you crazy?”


      “Do you want to get caught?” He looked at her levelly. “This is our only way out.”


      She swallowed uneasily. “I’m afraid of heights.”


      “We’re not that far up.” He held out a hand, waggled his fingers. “Come on, there’s no time to lose.”


      Taking a deep breath, she climbed out and he closed the window behind her. She turned and, glancing down, would have fallen if Bourne hadn’t grabbed her, pulled her back against the stone side of the building. “Jesus Christ, you said we weren’t that far up!”


      “For me, that’s true.”


      She bit her lip. “I’ll kill you for this.”


      “You’ve already tried.” He squeezed her hand. “Just follow me and you’ll be fine, I promise.”


      They moved to the end of the ledge. He didn’t want to push her, but there was good cause for haste. With the police swarming all through the building, it was only a matter of time until they came around to this alley.


      “You’ll have to let go of my hand now,” he said, and then, because he saw what she was about to do, he added sharply enough to arrest her, “Don’t look down! If you feel yourself getting dizzy, look at the side of the building, concentrate on something small, the carving of the stonework, whatever. Keep your mind occupied with that and your fear will fade.”


      She nodded, let go of his hand, and he stepped out, bridging the gap between ledges. His right hand gripped the top of the ledge above the next window and he transferred his weight from his left side to his right side. Lifting his left leg off the ledge on which Annaka was still standing, he moved smoothly across to the next ledge. Then he turned and smiled, held his hand out to her.


      “Now you.”


      “No.” She shook her head violently from side to side. All the color had drained from her face. “I can’t do it.”


      “Yes, you can.” He waggled his fingers again. “Come on, Annaka, take the first step; after that, the rest is easy. You simply shift your weight from left to right.”


      She shook her head mutely.


      He continued to smile, showing none of the rising anxiety he felt. Here on the side of the building, they were completely vulnerable. If the police should come into the alley now, they were dead. He had to get them to the fire escape and do it fast. “One leg, Annaka, reach out with your right leg.”


      “Christ!” She was at the end of the ledge, where he had been moments before. “What if I fall?”


      “You won’t fall.”


      “But what—”


      “I’ll catch you.” His smile broadened. “It’s time to move now.”


      She did as he bade, moving her right leg out and across. He showed her how to grasp the ledge above with her right hand. This she did without hestitation.


      “Now shift your weight, left to right, and step across.”


      “I’m frozen.”


      She was about to look down and he knew it. “Close your eyes,” he said. “Do you feel my hand on yours?” She nodded, as if terrified that the vibration of her voicebox would send her spinning down into the void below. “Shift your weight, Annaka. Just shift it left to right. Good, now lift your left leg and step—”


      “No.”


      He put his hand around her waist. “All right, then, just lift your left leg.” As soon as she did, he pulled her, quickly and rather violently, against him onto the next ledge. She fell against him, shivering with fear and the release of tension.


      Only two more to go. He moved them to the far end of the ledge, repeated the process. The quicker they got this over with, the better for both of them. She managed the second and third crossings somewhat better, either by sheer nerve or by shutting down her mind completely, following his orders without thinking.


      At last, they made it onto the fire escape and began their descent to the street. The lamplight from Endrodi Street spilled long shadows down the alley. Bourne longed to kill it with a shot from his gun, but he didn’t dare. Instead, he hurried them onward.


      They were one tier from the vertical extending ladder that would take them to within two feet of the cobbles of the alley when out of the corner of his eye Bourne saw the quality of the light change. Shadows moved in the alley from opposing directions; a pair of policemen had entered the alley from either side.


      


      Csilla’s sergeant had taken one of their officers out of the building the moment the perpetrator had been spotted. He already knew that he was clever enough to have found his way from building to building. Having successfully escaped from László Molnar’s apartment, he didn’t now consider that the criminal would allow himself to get trapped in the adjacent building’s stairway. That meant he’d find a way out, and the sergeant wanted all bases covered. He had a man on the roof, one each at the front and service entrances. That left the alleyway on the side. He didn’t see how the murderer would get to the alley, but he wasn’t taking any chances.


      Lucky for him, he saw the figure outlined against the fire escape as he turned the building corner and entered the alley. By the light of the streetlamp on Endrodi Street he saw his officer enter the alley from the opposite end. He signed upward to the man, indicating the figure on the fire escape. He had drawn his gun and was steadily advancing toward the vertical ladder that led down from the fire escape when the figure moved, seemed to pull apart as if dividing. The sergeant started in surprise. There were two figures on the fire escape!


      He raised his gun and fired. Sparks flew off the metal, and he saw one of the figures launch itself into the air, rolling into a ball only to disappear between the two enormous Dumpsters. The officer broke into a run, but the sergeant held back. He saw his officer reach the corner of the Dumpster nearest him, go into a crouch as he approached the space between the two.


      The sergeant looked up for the second figure. The feeble illumination made it difficult to pick out details, but he saw no one standing. The fire escape looked clear. Where could the seond one have gone?


      He returned his attention to his officer, only to find that the man had vanished. He took several steps forward, called out his name. No response. He pulled out his walkie-talkie, was about to call for reinforcements when something dropped onto him. He stumbled, fell heavily, got up on one knee, shaking his head. Then something emerged from the space between the Dumpsters. By the time he realized that it wasn’t his officer, he had been dealt a blow hard enough to cause him to lose consciousness.


      “That was really stupid,” Bourne said, stooping to help Annaka up off cobbles of the alley.


      “You’re welcome,” she said, shaking off his hand, standing on her own power.


      “I thought you were afraid of heights.”


      “I’m afraid of dying more,” she shot back.


      “Let’s get out of here before more policemen show up,” he said. “I think you ought to lead the way.”


      


      The streetlight was in Khan’s eyes as Bourne and Annaka ran out of the alley. Although he couldn’t see their faces, he recognized Bourne by his shape and his gait. As for his female companion, though his mind registered her in a peripheral way, he did not give her much attention. He, like Bourne, was far more interested in why the police had been drawn to László Molnar’s apartment when Bourne had been there. Also, like Bourne, he was struck by the similarity of this scenario to the one at Conklin’s estate in Manassas. It had Spalko’s thumbprint all over it. The trouble was that unlike in Manassas when he had spotted Spalko’s man, he had come across no such person during his thorough recon of the four square blocks around Molnar’s apartment building. So who had called the police? Someone had to have been on the scene to tip them off when Bourne and the woman had entered the building.


      He started up his rental car and was able to follow Bourne as he got into a taxi. The female continued on. Khan, knowing Bourne, was prepared for the backtracking, the reversal of direction, the changing taxis, and so was able to keep Bourne in sight during the maneuvers meant to shake any tails.


      At last Bourne’s taxi reached Fo utca. Four blocks north of the magnificent domes of the Kiraly Baths, Bourne stepped out of the taxi and went into the building at 106–108.


      Khan slowed his car, pulled it into the curb up the block and across the street—he didn’t want to pass by the entrance. He turned off the engine, sank into darkness. Alex Conklin, Jason Bourne, László Molnar, Hasan Arsenov. He thought about Spalko and wondered how all these disparate names were connected. There was a line of logic here, there always was, if only he could see it.


      In this manner, five or six minutes passed and then another taxi pulled up in front of the entrance to 106–108. Khan watched a young female get out. He strained to catch a glimpse of her face before she pushed through the heavy front doors, but all he was able to determine was that she had red hair. He waited, watching the facade of the building. No light had gone on after Bourne had entered the lobby, which meant that he must be waiting for the woman—that this was her apartment. Sure enough, within three minutes, lights went on in the fourth—and top—floor bay window.


      Now that he knew where they were, he commenced to sink into zazen, but after an hour of fruitlessly trying to clear his mind, he gave up. In the darkness, his hand closed around the small carved stone Buddha. Almost immediately thereafter, he fell into a deep sleep, from which he dropped like a stone into the nether world of his recurring nightmare.


      The water is blue-black, swirling restlessly as if alive with malignant energy. He tries to strike out for the surface, stretching up so hard his bones crack with the strain. Still, he continues to sink into the darkness, dragged down by the rope tied around his ankle. His lungs are beginning to burn. He longs to take a breath, but he knows that the moment he opens his mouth, the water will rush in and he’ll drown.


      He reaches down, trying to untie the rope, but his fingers fail to gain a grip on the slick surface. He feels, like an electric current running through him, the terror of whatever waits for him in the darkness. The terror presses in on him like a vise; he forces down an urge to gibber. In that moment he hears the sound rising from the depths—the clangor of bells, of massed monks chanting before they are slaughtered by the Khmer Rouge. Eventually, the sound resolves itself into the song of a single voice, a clear tenor, a repeated ululation not unlike a prayer.


      And it is as he stares down into the darkness, as he begins to make out the shape tethered to the other rope, the thing that is dragging him inexorably to his doom, that he feels the song he is hearing must be coming from that figure. For he knows the figure twirling in the powerful current below him; it’s as familiar to him as his own face, his own body. But now, with a shock that pierces him to the quick, he realizes that the sound isn’t coming from the familiar form below him because it’s dead, which is why its weight is dragging him down to his doom.


      The sound is nearer to hand, and now he recognizes the ululation as that of a clear tenor—his own voice coming from deep inside himself. It touches every part of him at once.


      “Lee-Lee! Lee-Lee!” he is calling just before he drowns….

    

  


  
    
      CHAPTER SIXTEEN

    


    
      Spalko and Zina arrived in Crete before the sun, touching down in Kazantzakis Airport just outside Iráklion. They were accompanied by a surgeon and three men, whom Zina had taken the time to scrutinize during the flight. They were not particularly big men, if only to ensure that they wouldn’t stand out in a crowd. Spalko’s heightened sense of security dictated that when, as now, he was engaged not as Stepan Spalko, president of Humanistas, Ltd., but as the Shaykh, he maintain the lowest of profiles, not only for himself but for all of his personnel. It was in their motionlessness that Zina recognized their power, for they had absolute control over their bodies, and when they moved, they did so with the fluidity and surety of dancers or yoga masters. She could see the intent in their dark eyes, which came only after years of hard training. Even when they were smiling deferentially at her, she could sense the danger that lurked within them, coiled, waiting patiently for its moment of release.


      Crete, the largest island in the Mediterranean, was the gateway between Europe and Africa. For centuries it had lain baking in the hot Mediterranean sun, its southern eye trained on Alexandria in Egypt and Banghazi in Libya. Inevitably, however, an island so blessed in location was also surrounded by predators. At the crossroads of cultures, its history was by necessity bloody. Like waves breaking on the shore, invaders from different lands washed up on Crete’s coves and beaches, bringing with them their culture, language, architecture and religion.


      Iráklion had been founded by the Saracens in A.D. 824. They had called it Chandax, a bastardization of the Arabic word kandak, owing to the moat they dug around it. The Saracens ruled for one hundred forty years, before the Byzantines wrested control away from them. But the pirates were so astoundingly successful that it had taken three hundred boats to carry away all of their amassed booty to Byzantium.


      During the Venetian occupation, the city was known as Candia. Under the Venetians, it became the most important cultural center in the Eastern Mediterranean. All of that came to an end with the first Turkish invasion.


      This polyglot history was everywhere one looked: in Iráklion’s massive Venetian fortress that protected its beautiful harbor from invasion; the town hall, housed in the Venetian Loggia; the “Koubes,” the Turkish fountain near the former church of the Savior, which the Turks converted into the Valide mosque.


      But in the modern, bustling city itself, there remained nothing of Minoan culture, the first and, from an archaeological point of view, the most important Cretan civilization. To be sure, the remnants of the palace of Knossos could be seen outside the city proper, but it was for historians to note that the Saracens had chosen this spot to found Chandax because it had been the main port of the Minoans thousands of years earlier.


      At heart, Crete remained an island shrouded in myth, and it was impossible to set foot on it without being reminded of the legend of its birth. Centuries before the Saracens, the Venetians or the Turks existed, Crete had come to prominence from out of the mists of legend. Minos, Crete’s first king, was a demigod. His father, Zeus, taking the form of a bull, raped his mother, Europa, and so from the first, the bull became the signifier of the island.


      Minos and his two brothers battled for the rule of Crete, but Minos prayed to Poseidon, promising eternal obeisance to the god of the sea if he would use his power to help Minos defeat his brothers. Poseidon heard the prayer and from the churning sea rose a snow-white bull. This animal was meant as a sacrifice for Minos to pledge his subservience to Poseidon, but the greedy king coveted the bull and kept it for himself. Enraged, Poseidon caused Minos’ wife to fall in love with it. In secret, she engaged Daedalus, Minos’ favorite architect, to build her a hollow cow out of wood in which she hid so that the bull would mate with her. The issue of that sexual congress was the Minotaur—a monstrous man with a bull’s head and tail—whose savagery wreaked so much havoc on the island that Minos had Daedalus build an enormous labyrinth, so elaborate that the captured Minotaur could never escape from it.


      This legend was much in Stepan Spalko’s mind as he and his team drove up the city’s steep streets, for he had an affinity for Greek myths—their emphasis on rape and incest, bloodletting and hubris. He saw aspects of himself in many of them, so it was not difficult for him to believe himself a demigod.


      Like many Mediterranean island towns, Iráklion was built on the side of a mountain, its stone houses rising up the steep streets mercifully plied by taxis and buses. In fact, the entire spine of the island rose in a chain known as the White Mountains.


      The address Spalko had obtained by interrogation from László Molnar was a house perhaps halfway up the city slope. It belonged to an architect by the name of Istos Daedalika, who, as it turned out, was as mythical as his ancient namesake. Spalko’s team had determined that the house had been leased by a company associated with László Molnar. They arrived at the address just as the night sky was about to be split open like the hull of a nut, revealing the bloody Mediterranean sun.


      After a brief reconnoiter, they all donned tiny headphones, connecting themselves electronically over a wireless network. They checked their weapons, high-powered composite crossbows, excellent for the silence they needed to keep. Spalko synchronized his watch with two of his men, then sent them around to the rear entrance while he and Zina approached the front entrance. The remaining member of the team was ordered to keep watch and warn them of any suspect activity on the street or, alternatively, the approach of the police.


      The street was deserted and quiet; no one was stirring. There were no lights on in the house, but Spalko didn’t expect there to be any. He glanced at his watch, counting into his microphone as the second hand swept toward sixty.


      


      Inside the house, the mercenaries were astir. It was moving day, the last few hours before they would depart as the others had before them. They moved Dr. Schiffer to a different location on Crete every three days; they did it quickly and quietly, the destination being decided upon only at the last minute. Such security measures required that some of them stay behind to ensure every last vestige of their presence was either taken or destroyed.


      At this moment, the mercenaries were dispersed throughout the house. One of them was in the kitchen making thick Turkish coffee, a second was in the bathroom, a third had turned on the satellite TV. He watched the screen disinterestedly for a moment, then went to the front window, pulled aside the curtain, peered out into the street. Everything appeared normal. He stretched like a cat, bending his body this way and that. Then, strapping on his shoulder holster, he went to perform his morning perimeter check.


      He unlocked the front door, pulled it open and was promptly shot through the heart by Spalko. He pitched backward, his arms splayed, his eyes rolling upward in their sockets, and was dead before he struck the floor.


      Spalko and Zina entered the vestibule at the same moment his men crashed through the back door. The mercenary in the kitchen dropped his coffee cup, drew his weapon and wounded one of Spalko’s men before he, too, was shot dead.


      Nodding to Zina, Spalko took the stairs three at a time.


      Zina had reacted to the shots coming through the bathroom door by ordering one of Spalko’s men out the back door. She ordered another of Spalko’s team to break down the door. This he did quickly and efficiently. No gunfire greeted them as they burst into the bathroom. Instead, they saw the window out which the mercenary had crawled. Zina had anticipated this possibility, hence her sending a man out the back.


      A moment later she heard the telltale thwok! of the bolt being loosed, followed by a heavy grunt.


      Upstairs, Spalko went from room to room in a crouch. The first bedroom was empty and he moved to the second. As he passed the bed, he caught a movement in the wall mirror above the dresser to his left. Something moved under the bed. At once, he dropped to his knees, shot the bolt. It passed through the dust ruffle and the bed was lifted off its feet. A body thrashed and groaned.


      On his knees, Spalko fitted another bolt in his crossbow, began to aim it when he was bowled over. Something hard hit his head, a bullet ricocheted and he felt a weight on him. At once he let go of the crossbow, drew out a hunting knife and stabbed upward into his attacker. When it was buried to the hilt, he turned it, gritting his teeth with the effort, and was rewarded with a heavy gout of blood.


      With a grunt, he threw the mercenary off him, retrieved his knife, wiped the blade down on the dust ruffle. Then he shot the second bolt down through the bed. Mattress stuffing flew through the air and the thrashing came to an abrupt halt.


      He came back downstairs, after having checked the remaining second-floor rooms, into a living room reeking of cordite. One of his men was entering the open back door with the last remaining mercenary, whom he had seriously wounded. The entire assault had lasted less than three minutes, which suited Spalko’s design; the less attention they brought to the house, the better.


      There was no trace of Dr. Felix Schiffer. And yet Spalko knew that László Molnar hadn’t lied to him. These men were part of the mercenary contingent Molnar had hired when he and Conklin had engineered Schiffer’s escape.


      “What’s the final disposition?” he asked his men.


      “Marco is wounded. Nothing major, the bullet went in and out the flesh of his left arm,” one of them said. “Two opposition dead, one seriously wounded.”


      Spalko nodded. “And two dead upstairs.”


      Flicking the snout of his machine pistol at the last remaining mercenary, the man added, “This one won’t last long unless he gets treatment.”


      Spalko looked at Zina, nodded. She approached the wounded man and, kneeling, turned him over on his back. He groaned and blood leaked out of him.


      “What’s your name?” she said in Hungarian.


      He looked at her, with eyes darkened by pain and knowledge of his own impending death.


      She took out a small box of wooden matches. “What’s your name?” she repeated, this time in Greek.


      When there was no reply forthcoming, she said to Spalko’s men, “Hold him still.”


      Two of them bent to comply. The mercenary struggled briefly, then was still. He stared up at her with equanimity; he was a professional soldier, after all.


      She struck the match. A sharp smell of sulphur accompanied the flare of the flame. With her thumb and forefinger, she pried apart the lids of one eye, brought the flame down toward the exposed eyeball.


      The mercenary’s free eye blinked maniacally and his breathing became stertorous. The flame, reflected in the curve of his glistening orb, moved ever closer. He felt fear, Zina could see that, but beneath that there was a sense of disbelief. He simply did not believe that she would follow through with her implied threat. A pity, but it made no difference to her.


      The mercenary screamed, his body arching up despite the men’s efforts to hold him down. He writhed and howled even after the match, guttering, fell smoking onto his chest. His good eyeball rolled around in its socket as if trying to find a safe haven.


      Zina calmly lit another match, and all at once the mercenary vomited. Zina wasn’t deterred. It was vital now that he understand that there was only one response that would stop her. He wasn’t stupid; he knew what it was. Also, no amount of money was worth this torture. Through the tearing of his good eye, she could see his capitulation. Still, she wouldn’t let him up, not until he’d told her where they had taken Schiffer.


      Behind her, observing the scene from start to finish, Stepan Spalko was impressed despite himself. He’d had no clear idea of how Zina would react when he gave her the assignment of interrogation. In a way, it was a test; but it was more—it was a way to get to know her in the intimate fashion he found so pleasurable.


      Because he was a man who used words every day of his life in order to manipulate people and events, Spalko had an innate distrust of them. People lied, it was as simple as that. Some liked to lie for the effect it had; others lied without knowing it, in order to protect themselves from scrutiny; still others lied to themselves. It was only in action, in what people did, especially in extreme circumstances or under duress, that their true natures were revealed. There was no possibility of lying then; you could safely believe the evidence arrayed before you.


      Now he knew a truth about Zina he hadn’t before. He doubted whether Hasan Arsenov knew it, whether he’d even believe it if told. At her core Zina was hard as a rock; she was tougher than Arsenov himself. Watching her now extracting the information from the hapless mercenary, he knew that she could live without Arsenov, though Arsenov couldn’t live without her.


      


      Bourne awoke to the sound of practice arpeggios and the aromatic smell of coffee. For a moment he hung between sleep and consciousness. He was aware that he was lying on Annaka Vadas’ sofa, that he had an eiderdown comforter over him and a goose feather pillow beneath his head. At once he rose fully out of sleep into Annaka’s sun-drenched apartment. He turned, saw her sitting at the gleaming grand piano, a huge cup of coffee by her side.


      “What time is it?”


      She continued her chord runs without picking up her head. “After noon.”


      “Christ!”


      “Yes, it was time for my practice, time you got up.” She began to play a melody he couldn’t place. “I actually thought you’d have gone back to your hotel by the time I awoke, but I came in here and there you were, sleeping like a child. So I went and made coffee. Would you like some?”


      “Absolutely.”


      “You know where it is.”


      She picked up her head then, refused to turn away, watched him as he peeled off the eiderdown, drew on his cords and shirt. He padded into the bathroom, and when he was finished, he went into the kitchen. As he was pouring himself coffee, she said, “You have a nice body, scarred though it is.”


      He searched for cream; apparently she liked her coffee black. “The scars give me character.”


      “Even the one around your neck?”


      Poking through the refrigerator, he didn’t answer her but, rather, involuntarily put a hand to the wound, and in so doing felt again Mylene Dutronc’s compassionate ministrations.


      “That one’s new,” she said. “What happened?”


      “I had an encounter with a very large, very angry creature.”


      She stirred, abruptly uneasy. “Who tried to strangle you?”


      He had found the cream. He poured in a dollop, then two teaspoonfuls of sugar, took his first sip. Returning to the living room, he said, “Anger can do that to you, or didn’t you know?”


      “How would I? I’m not a part of your violent world.”


      He looked at her levelly. “You tried to shoot me, or have you forgotten?”


      “I don’t forget anything,” she said shortly.


      Something he’d said had chafed her, but he didn’t know what it was. Part of her was frayed thin. Perhaps it was only the shock of her father’s sudden and violent death.


      In any case he decided to try another tack. “There’s nothing edible in your refrigerator.”


      “I usually go out to eat. There’s a sweet café five blocks away.”


      “Do you think we could go there?” he said. “I’m starving.”


      “As soon as I’m finished. Our late night delayed my day.”


      The piano bench scraped the floor as she settled herself more fully. Then the first bars of Chopin’s Nocturne in B-Flat Minor drifted through the room, swirling like leaves falling on a golden autumn afternoon. He was surprised at how much pleasure the music gave him.


      After some moments, he got up, went to the small escritoire and opened her computer.


      “Please don’t do that,” Annaka said without taking her eyes from the music sheet. “It’s distracting.”


      Bourne sat, trying to relax, while the gorgeous music swept through the apartment.


      While the last of the Nocturne was still echoing, Annaka rose, went into the kitchen. He heard the water in the sink running while she waited for it to get cold. It seemed to run for a long time. She returned then, with a glass of water in one hand, which she drank down in a single long swallow. Bourne, watching her from his position at the escritoire, saw the curve of her pale neck, the curl of several stray strands, a fiery copper, at her hairline.


      


      “You did very well last night,” Bourne said.


      “Thank you for talking me down from the ledge.” Her eyes slid away, as if she didn’t want any part of his compliment. “I was never so frightened in my life.”


      They were in the café, which was filled with cut-glass chandeliers, velvet-seat cushions and translucent wall sconces affixed to cherrywood walls. They sat across from each other at a window table, overlooking the outdoor portion of the café, which was deserted, it being still too chilly to sit in the pale morning sun.


      “My concern now is that Molnar’s apartment was under surveillance,” Bourne said. “There’s no other explanation for the police arriving at just that time.”


      “But why would anyone be watching the apartment?”


      “To see if we showed up. Ever since I’ve arrived in Budapest, my inquiries have been frustrated.”


      Annaka glanced nervously out the window. “What about now? The thought of someone watching my apartment—watching us—gives me the creeps.”


      “No one followed us here from your apartment, I made sure of that.” He paused while their food was served. When the waiter had departed, he resumed. “Remember the precautions I made us take last night after we escaped the police? We took separate taxis, changed twice, reversed direction.”


      She nodded. “I was too exhausted then to question your bizarre instructions.”


      “No one knows where we went or even that we’re together now.”


      “Well, that’s a relief.” She released a long-held breath.


      


      Khan had just one thought when he saw Bourne and the woman walk out of her building: Despite Spalko’s cocky assurances that he was safe from Bourne’s search, Bourne was continuing to circle closer. Somehow Bourne had found out about László Molnar, the man Spalko was interested in. Furthermore, he’d discovered where Molnar lived and, presumably, he’d been inside the apartment when the police showed up. Why was Molnar important to Bourne? Khan had to find out.


      He watched from behind as Bourne and the woman walked off. Then he got out of his rental car, went into the entrance of 106–108 Fo utca. He picked the lock on the lobby door and entered the hallway inside. Taking the elevator up to the top floor, he found the staircase up to the roof. Unsurprisingly, the door was alarmed, but for him it was a simple matter to jump the circuit, bypassing the alarm system altogether. He went through the door, onto the roof, crossing immediately to the front of the building.


      With his hands on the stone parapet, he leaned over, saw immediately the bay window on the fourth floor just below him. Climbing over the parapet, he eased himself down onto the ledge beneath the window. The first window he tried was locked, but the other wasn’t. He opened the window, climbed through into the apartment.


      He would dearly have liked to look around, but without knowing how soon they would return, he knew he couldn’t risk it. This was a time for business, not indulgences. Looking around for a likely spot, he glanced up at the frosted-glass light fixture hanging from the center of the ceiling. It was as good as any, he quickly determined, and better than most.


      Dragging over the piano bench, he positioned it beneath the fixture, then climbed on it. He took out the miniature electronic bug, dropped it over the rim of the frosted-glass bowl. Then he climbed down, put an electronic ear-bud into his ear and activated the bug.


      He heard the small noises as he moved the piano bench back into place, heard his own footfalls across the polished wooden floor as he went over to the sofa, where a pillow and down comforter lay. He took up the pillow, sniffed its center. He smelled Bourne, but the scent stirred a previously undisturbed memory. As it began to rise upward in his mind, he dropped the pillow as if it had burst into flame. Quickly now, he exited the apartment as he had come, retracing his steps down to the lobby. But this time he went back through the building, going out the service entrance. One could never be too careful.


      


      Annaka began work on her breakfast. Sunlight streamed in through the window, illuminating her extraordinary fingers. She ate like she played, handling the cutlery as if they were musical instruments.


      “Where did you learn to play piano like that?” he said.


      “Did you like it?”


      “Yes, very much.”


      “Why?”


      He cocked his head. “Why?”


      She nodded. “Yes, why did you like it? What did you hear in it?”


      Bourne thought a moment. “A kind of mournfulness, I suppose.”


      She put down her knife and fork and, with her hands free, began to sing a section of the Nocturne. “It’s the unresolved dominant sevenths, you see. With them, Chopin expanded the accepted limits of dissonance and key.” She resumed singing, the notes ringing out. “The result is expansive. And at the same time mournful, because of those unresolved dominant sevenths.”


      She paused, her beautiful pale hands hanging suspended over the table, the long fingers arched slightly as if still imbued with the energy of the composer.


      “Anything else?”


      He gave it some more thought, then shook his head.


      She took up her knife and fork, went back to eating. “My mother taught me to play. It was her profession, teaching piano, and as soon as she felt that I was good enough, she taught me Chopin. He was her favorite, but his music is immensely difficult to play—not only technically but also getting the emotion right.”


      “Does your mother still play?”


      Annaka shook her head. “Like Chopin, her health was frail. Tuberculosis. She died when I was eighteen.”


      “A bad age to lose a parent.”


      “It changed my life forever. I was grief-stricken, of course, but much to my astonishment and shame, beneath that I was angry at her,”


      “Angry?”


      She nodded. “I felt abandoned, unmoored, left at sea with no way to find my way back home.”


      All at once Bourne understood how she could empathize with the difficulty of his loss of memory.


      She frowned. “But, really, what I regret most is how shabbily I treated her. When she first proposed I take up the piano, I rebelled.”


      “Of course you did,” he said gently. “It was her suggestion. Moreover, it was her profession.” He felt a small frisson in the pit of his stomach, as if she had just now played one of Chopin’s famous dissonances. “When I talked to my son about baseball, he turned up his nose, wanted to play soccer instead.” As he dredged up the memory of Joshua, Bourne’s eyes turned inward. “All his friends played soccer, but there was something else. His mother was Thai; he was schooled in Buddhism at a very early age, as was her wish. His ‘American-ness’ wasn’t of interest to him.”


      Finished, Annaka pushed her plate away.


      “On the contrary, I think it was probable that his ‘American-ness’ was very much on his mind,” she said. “How could it be otherwise? Don’t you think he was reminded of it every day at school?”


      Unbidden came an image of Joshua in bandages, one eye black-and-blue. When he had asked Dao about it, she had told him that the child had fallen at home, but the following day she had taken Joshua to school herself, had stayed there for several hours. He’d never questioned her; at the time he’d been far too busy at work even to think it through himself.


      “It never occurred to me,” he said now.


      Annaka shrugged and, without perceptible irony, said, “Why should it? You’re American. The world belongs to you.”


      Was that the source of her innate animosity? he wondered. Was it simply generic, the fear of the ugly American that had lately been resurrected?’


      She asked the waiter for more coffee. “At least you’re able to work things out with your son,” she said. “With my mother…” She shrugged.


      “My son’s dead,” Bourne said, “along with his sister and mother. They were killed in Phnom Penh many years ago.”


      “Oh.” It appeared that he had finally punctured her cool, steely exterior. “I’m so sorry.”


      He turned his head away; any talk of Joshua felt like salt being rubbed into an open wound. “Surely you came to terms with your mother before she died.”


      “I wish I had.” Annaka stared down at her coffee, a look of concentration on her face. “It wasn’t until she introduced me to Chopin that I understood the full measure of the gift she had given me. How I loved to play the Nocturnes, even when I was far from accomplished!”


      “You didn’t tell her?”


      “I was a teenager; we weren’t exactly talking.” Her eyes darkened in sorrow. “Now that she’s gone, I wish I had.”


      “You had your father.”


      “Yes, of course,” she said. “I had him.”

    

  


  
    
      CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

    


    
      The Tactical Non-Lethal Weapons Directorate was housed in a series of anonymous-looking red-brick buildings covered with climbing ivy that had once been a women’s boarding school. The Agency had deemed it more secure to take over an existing site than to build one from scratch. That way they could gut the structures, creating from the inside the warren of labs, conference rooms and testing sites the directorate required, using their own highly skilled personnel rather than outside contractors.


      Even though Lindros showed his ID he was taken inside an all-white windowless room where he was photographed, fingerprinted and his retinas scanned. He waited alone.


      Finally, after fifteen minutes or so, a CIA suit entered, addressed Lindros, “Deputy Director Lindros, Director Driver will see you now.”


      Without a word. Lindros followed the suit out of the room. They spent another five minutes marching up and down featureless corridors with indirect lighting. For all he knew, he was being led around in a circle.


      At length, the suit stopped at a door that, as far as Lindros could tell, was identical to all the others they had passed. As with the others, there was no marking, no identification of any sort anywhere on or near the door, save for two small bulbs. One glowed a deep red. The suit rapped his knuckles three times on the door. A moment later the red light went out and the other bulb glowed green. The suit opened the door, stepped back for him to go through.


      On the other side of it, he found Director Randy Driver, a sandy-haired individual with a Marine high-and-tight haircut, a blade-straight nose and narrow blue eyes that gave him a perpetually suspicious look. He had wide shoulders and a muscular torso he liked to show off a bit too much. He sat in a high-tech mesh swivel chair behind a smoked glass and stainless-steel desk. In the center of each white metal wall hung a reproduction of a Mark Rothko painting, each looking like swaths of colored bandages applied to a raw wound.


      “Deputy Director, an unexpected pleasure,” Driver said with a tight smile that belied his words. “I confess I’m not accustomed to snap inspections. I would’ve preferred the courtesy of an appointment.”


      “Apologies,” Lindros said, “but this isn’t a snap inspection. I’m conducting a murder investigation.”


      “Alexander Conklin’s murder, I presume.”


      “Indeed. I need to interview one of your people. A Dr. Felix Schiffer.”


      It was as if Lindros had dropped an immobility bomb. Driver sat unmoving behind his desk, the tight smile frozen on his face like a rictus. At last, Driver seemed to regain his composure. “What on earth for?”


      “I just told you,” Lindros said. “It’s part of our ongoing investigation.”


      Driver spread his hands. “I can’t see how.”


      “It’s not required that you do,” Lindros said shortly. Driver had made him sit and wait like a child at detention, now he was being given a verbal runaround. Lindros was rapidly losing patience with him. “All that’s required is that you tell me where Dr. Schiffer is.”


      Driver’s face closed down entirely. “The moment you crossed my threshold, you entered my territory.” He stood. “While you were undergoing our identification procedures, I took the liberty of calling the DCI. His office has no idea why you might be here.”


      “Of course not,” Lindros retorted, knowing he’d already lost the battle. “The DCI debriefs me at the end of the each day.”


      “I’ve no interest whatsoever in your operations, Deputy Director. The bottom line is that no one interviews any of my personnel without express written authorization from the DCI himself.”


      “The DCI has empowered me to take this investigation wherever I deem it necessary.”


      “I’ve only your word for that.” Driver shrugged. “You can see my point of vi—”


      “As a matter of fact, I can’t,” Lindros said. He knew that continuing on in this vein would get him nowhere. Worse, it wasn’t politic, but Randy Driver had pissed him off and he couldn’t help himself. “In my view, you’re being obstinate and obstructionist.”


      Driver leaned forward, his knuckles cracking as he pushed them down against the desk top. “Your view is irrelevant. In the absence of official signed documents, I have nothing more to say to you. This interview is at an end.”


      The suit must have been listening in on the conversation because just then the door opened and he stood there, waiting to escort Lindros out.


      


      It was while riding down a perp that Detective Harris got the brainstorm. He’d received the all-points radio call about the male Caucasian in a black late model Pontiac GTO, Virginia plates, who’d run a red light outside of Falls Church, heading south on Route 649. Harris, who had been inexplicably banished by Martin Lindros from the Conklin-Panov murders, was in Sleepy Hollow, following up on a convenience store robbery-murder when the call came in. Right on 649.


      He spun his cruiser around in a ragged U-turn, then had headed off, lights going, siren blaring, heading north on 649. Almost immediately, he saw the black GTO and behind it a string of three Virginia state trooper cars.


      He veered across the median in a blare of horns and screeching tires coming from the oncoming traffic and headed straight at the GTO. The driver saw him, changed lanes, and as Harris began to follow him through the jigsaw puzzle of stalled traffic, he veered off the road itself, zipping across the breakdown lane.


      Harris, calculating vectors, nosed his cruiser on an intercept course, which forced the plunging GTO onto the apron of a gas station. If he didn’t pull up, he’d crash right into the line of pumps.


      As the GTO screamed to a halt, rocking on its oversized shocks, Harris scrambled out of his car, his service revolver drawn, headed straight at the driver.


      “Get out of the car with your hands in the air!” Harris called.


      “Officer—”


      “Shut up and do as I say!” Harris said, advancing steadily, his eyes peeled for any sign of a weapon.


      “Okay, okay!”


      The driver got out of the car just as the other cruisers caught up. Harris could see that the perp was no more than twenty-two, thin as a rail. They found a pint of liquor in the car and, underneath the front seat, a gun.


      “I’ve got a license for it!” the young man said. “Just look in the glove compartment!”


      The gun was, indeed, licensed. The young man was a diamond courier. Why he’d been drinking was another story, one Harris wasn’t particularly interested in.


      Back at the station, what had caught his attention was that the license didn’t check out. He made a call to the store that had supposedly sold the young man the gun. He got a foreign-sounding voice that admitted selling the young man the gun, but something in that voice nagged at Harris. So he’d taken a ride over to the store, only to find that it didn’t exist. Instead, he found a single Russian with a computer server. He arrested the Russian and impounded the server.


      Now he returned to the station, accessed the gun-permit database for the last six months. He plugged in the name of the bogus gun store and discovered, to his shock, more than three hundred false sales that were used to generate legitimate permits. But there was an even bigger surprise waiting for him when he accessed the files on the server he’d confiscated. When he saw the entry, he grabbed his phone and dialed Lindros’ cell.


      “Hey, it’s Harry.”


      “Oh, hello,” Lindros said, as if his attention was elsewhere.


      “What’s the matter?” Harris asked. “You sound terrible.”


      “I’m stymied. Worse, I just got my teeth figuratively kicked in and now I’m wondering if I have enough ammunition to go to the Old Man with it.”


      “Listen, Martin, I know I’m officially off the case—”


      “Jesus, Harry, I’ve been meaning to talk to you about that.”


      “Never mind now,” Detective Harris interrupted. He launched into an abbreviated account of the driver of the GTO, his gun, and the scam being run on falsely registered guns. “You see how it works,” he went on. “These guys can get guns for anyone they want.”


      “Yeah, so?” Lindros said without much enthusiasm.


      “So they can also put anyone’s name on the registration. Like David Webb’s.”


      “That’s a nice theory, but—”


      “Martin, it isn’t a theory!” Harris was fairly shouting into the receiver; everyone around him looked up from their work, surprised at the rising sound of his voice. “It’s the real deal!”


      “What?!”


      “That’s right. This same ring ‘sold’ a gun to one David Webb, only Webb never bought it, because the store on the permit doesn’t exist.”


      “Okay, but how d’we know Webb didn’t know about this ring and used them to get a gun illegally?”


      “That’s the beauty part,” Harris said. “I have the electronic ledger from the ring. Every sale is meticulously recorded. Funds for the gun Webb supposedly bought were wired in from Budapest.”


      


      The monastery perched atop a mountain ridge. On the steep terraces far below, it grew oranges and olives, but up above, where the building seemed implanted like a molar in the bedrock itself, there grew only thistle and wild laudanum. Kri-kri, the ubiquitous Cretan mountain goat, were the only creatures able to sustain themselves at the level of the monastery.


      The ancient stone construction had long been forgotten. Which of the marauding peoples from the island’s storied history had built it was difficult for a lay person to say. It had, like Crete itself, passed through many hands, been mute witness to prayers and sacrifice and the spilling of blood. Even from a cursory glance, however, it was clear that it was very old.


      From the dawn of time, the issue of security had been of paramount importance to warriors and monastics alike, hence the monastery’s place atop the mountain. On one slope were the fragrant terraced groves; on the other was a gorge, not unlike the slash of a Saracen’s cutlass, scored deep into the rock, opening up the mountain’s flesh.


      Having encountered professional resistance at the house in Iraklion, Spalko proceeded to plan this assault with a great deal of care. Making a run at the place in daylight was out of the question. No matter in which direction they might try it, they were certain to be mowed down long before they reached the monastery’s thick and crenelated outer walls. Therefore, while his men took their wounded compatriot back to the jet to be tended to by the surgeon and to assemble the needed supplies, Spalko and Zina rented motorcycles so that they could reconnoiter the area surrounding the monastery.


      At the edge of the gorge, they left their vehicles and hiked down. The sky was an absorbent blue, so brilliant that it seemed to imbue every other color with its aura. Birds circled and rose on the thermals, and when the breeze picked up, the delicious scent of orange blossoms perfumed the air. Ever since she boarded his personal jet, Zina had been patiently waiting to find out why Spalko wanted to get her alone.


      “There’s an underground entrance to the monastery,” Spalko said, as they descended the rocky scree into the end of the gorge closest to the structure. The chestnut trees on the lip of the gorge had given way to tougher cypresses, whose twisted trunks extended from the earthen crannies between boulders. They used the flexible branches as impromptu handholds as they continued down the steep slope of the gorge.


      Where the Shaykh got his information, Zina could only guess at. In any event, it was clear that he possessed a worldwide network of people with ready access to almost any information he could require.


      They rested for a moment, leaning against an outcropping. The afternoon was getting on, and they ate olives, flatbread and a bit of octopus marinated in olive oil, vinegar and garlic.


      “Tell me, Zina,” Spalko said now, “do you think of Khalid Murat—do you miss him?”


      “I miss him very much.” Zina wiped her lips with the back of her hand, bit into a wedge of flatbread. “But Hasan is our leader now; all things must pass. What happened to him was tragic but not unexpected. We’re all targets of the savage Russian regime; we all have to live with that knowledge.”


      “What if I were to tell you that the Russians had nothing to do with Khalid Murat’s death?” Spalko said.


      Zina stopped eating. “I don’t understand. I know what happened. Everyone does.”


      “No,” Spalko said softly, “all you know is what Hasan Arsenov has told you.”


      She stared at him, and in the dawning of comprehension her knees felt weak.


      “How—” She was so full of emotion her voice failed her and she was obliged to clear her throat, start over again, aware that part of her didn’t want to know the answer to the question she was about to ask. “How d’you know this?”


      “I know,” Spalko said levelly, “because Arsenov contracted with me to assassinate Khalid Murat.”


      “But why?”


      Spalko’s eyes bored into hers. “Oh, you know, Zina—you, of all people—you who’s his lover, who knows him better than anyone—you know very well.”


      And, sadly, Zina did; Hasan had told her as much many times. Khalid Murat was part of the old order. He couldn’t think past the borders of Chechnya; in Hasan’s opinion, he was afraid to take on the world when he could not yet see a way for them to hold back the Russian infidels.


      “Didn’t you suspect?”


      And the truly galling thing, she thought, was that she hadn’t suspected, not for a moment. She had believed Hasan’s story from first word to last. She wanted to lie to the Shaykh, to make herself look more clever in his eyes, but under the burden of his gaze, she knew he’d see right through her and know she was lying, and then, she suspected, he’d know she couldn’t be trusted and he’d be finished with her.


      And so, humiliated, she shook her head. “He had me fooled.”


      “You and everyone else,” he said evenly. “Never mind.” He smiled suddenly. “But now you know the truth; you see the power of having information others don’t.”


      She stood for a moment, her buttocks against the sun-heated rock, rubbing her palms down her thighs. “What I don’t understand,” she said, “is why you’ve chosen to tell me.”


      Spalko heard the twin notes of fear and trepidation in her voice and decided that was as it should be. She knew she stood on the edge of a precipice. If he was any judge of character, she had suspected as much from the moment he had proposed she come with him to Crete, certainly from the instant she had colluded with him in his lie to Arsenov.


      “Yes,” he said, “you’ve been chosen.”


      “But for what?” She found that she was shaking.


      He came and stood close to her. Blocking out the sunlight, he exchanged the sun’s warmth for his own. She could smell him, as she had in the hangar, and the male musk of him made her wet.


      “You’ve been chosen for great things.” As he came ever closer, his voice dropped in volume even while it was increasing in intensity.


      “Zina,” he whispered, “Hasan Arsenov is weak. I knew it the moment he came to me with his scheme for assassination. Why should he need me? I asked myself. A strong warrior who believes his leader is no longer fit to lead will undertake to murder the man himself; he will not hire out the deed to others who, if they are clever and patient, will one day use his weakness against him.”


      Zina was trembling, both from his words and the force of his physical presence, which was making her feel as if her skin was prickling, her hair standing on end. Her mouth was dry, her throat full with longing.


      “If Hasan Arsenov is weak, Zina, of what use is he to me?” Spalko put a hand on her breast and Zina’s nostrils flared. “I’ll tell you.” She closed her eyes. “The mission we’ll shortly embark on is fraught with danger every step of the way.” He squeezed gently, pulling upward with agonizing slowness. “In the event something goes wrong, it’s prudent to have a leader who can like a magnet attract the attention of the enemy, drawing them toward him even as the real work goes on unimpeded.” He pressed his body against hers, felt her rising against him in a kind of spasm she was powerless to control. “Do you see what I mean?”


      “Yes,” she whispered.


      “You’re the strong one, Zina. If you had wanted to dethrone Khalid Murat, you’d never have come to me first. You’d have taken his life yourself and considered it a blessing you’d done for yourself and for your people.” His other hand moved inward along her thigh. “Isn’t that so?”


      “Yes,” she breathed. “But my people will never accept a female leader. It’s inconceivable.”


      “To them but not to us.” He drew one leg away. “Think, Zina. How will you make it happen?”


      With the hot rush of hormones racing through her, it was hard to think clearly. Part of her realized that that was the point. It wasn’t simply that he wanted to take her here in the cleft of the gorge, against the naked rocks, beneath the naked sky. As he had back in the architect’s house, he was submitting her to another test. If she lost herself completely now, if she failed to put her mind in gear, if he could make her so be-clouded with desire that she couldn’t answer his question, then he would be done with her. He would find another candidate to serve his purpose.


      Even as he opened her blouse, touched her burning skin, she forced herself to remember how it had been with Khalid Murat, how after his advisors had left their twice-weekly councils, he had listened to what she had to say and often acted on it. She’d never dared tell Hasan the role she’d played, for fear she would be abandoned to the brutality of his jealousy.


      But now, splayed out on the rock beneath the Shaykh’s advances, she extrapolated forward. Grabbing the back of the Shayhk’s head, pulling it down to her neck, she whispered in his ear, “I’ll find someone—someone physically intimidating, someone whose love for me will make him compliant—and I will command through him. It’ll be his face the Chechen see, his voice they’ll hear, but he’ll be doing precisely what I tell him to do.”


      He’d pulled his upper torso away for a moment and she looked up into his eyes, saw them glittering as much with admiration as with lust, and with another tremor of exultation she knew that she had passed her second test. And then, opened and all at once impaled, she groaned in a long, drawn-out exclamation of their shared joy.

    

  


  
    
      CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

    


    
      The scent of coffee still infused the apartment. They had returned after their meal without dawdling in time-honored tradition over coffee and dessert. Bourne had too much on his mind. But the respite, however brief, had served to revive him, had allowed his subconscious to work on information he needed to process.


      They entered the apartment very close together. Citrus and musk rose off her like mist off a river; he couldn’t help inhaling it deep into his lungs. In order to distract himself, he grimly turned his mind to the business at hand.


      “Did you notice the burns and lesions, the punctures and ligature marks on László Molnar’s body?”


      She shuddered. “Don’t remind me.”


      “He’d been tortured over a period of many hours, perhaps as much as a couple of days.”


      She looked at him from beneath straight and serious brows.


      “Which means,” he said, “that he may have given away Dr. Schiffer’s location.”


      “Or he may not have,” she said, “which would also be a reason to kill him.”


      “I don’t think we can afford to make that assumption.”


      “What d’you mean ‘we’?”


      “Yes, I know, as of now I’m on my own.”


      “Are you trying to make me feel guilty? You forget, I have no interest in finding Dr. Schiffer.”


      “Even if it meant a disaster for the world at large if he fell into the wrong hands?”


      “What d’you mean?”


      Khan, in his rental car downstairs, pressed the ear-bud. Their words were coming in clearly.


      “Alex Conklin was a master technician—it was his speciality. From what I’ve learned, he was better at planning and executing complex missions than anyone I ever met. As I told you, he wanted Dr. Schiffer so badly that he poached him off a top-secret Department of Defense program, brought him over to the CIA and then promptly ‘disappeared’ him. That means whatever Schiffer was working on was so important that Alex felt the need to keep him out of harm’s way. And as it turned out, he was right, because someone kidnapped Dr. Schiffer. The operation your father ran for him got him away, hidden somewhere only László Molnar knew about. Now your father’s dead and so is Molnar. The difference is that Molnar was tortured before he was killed.”


      Khan sat up straighter, his heart beating fast. Your father? Could the woman Bourne was with, the one to whom he’d paid no attention—could she really be Annaka?


      


      Annaka stood in a patch of sunlight coming in through her bay window. “What d’you think Dr. Schiffer was working on that interested all these people so much?”


      “I thought you had no interest in Dr. Schiffer,” Bourne said.


      “Don’t be snide. Just answer the question.”


      “Schiffer is the world’s foremost expert in bacteriological particulate behavior. That’s what I found out from the forum site Molnar had visited. I told you, but you were too busy finding poor Molnar’s corpse.”


      “That sounds like gibberish to me.”


      “Remember the Web site Molnar had accessed?”


      “Anthrax, Argentinean hemorrhagic fever…”


      “Cryptococcosis, pneumonic plague. I think it’s possible that the good doctor was working with these lethal biologicals or something similar, maybe something even worse.”


      Annaka stared at him for a moment, shook her head.


      “I think what got Alex so excited—and frightened—was that Dr. Schiffer has invented a device that could be used as a biological weapon. If so, he holds one of the terrorists’ holy grails.”


      “Oh, my God! But that’s only a guess. How can you be sure you’re right?”


      “I’ve just got to keep digging.” Bourne said. “Still so sanguine about Dr. Schiffer’s whereabouts?”


      “But I don’t see how we can find him.” She turned and went to the piano, as if it were a touchstone or a talisman to keep her safe from harm.


      “We,” Bourne said. “You said ‘we.’”


      “A slip of the tongue.”


      “A Freudian slip, it would seem.”


      “Stop it,” she said crossly, “right now.”


      He had gotten enough of the measure of her to know that she meant what she said. He went and sat down behind the escritoire. He saw the LAN line that connected her laptop computer to the Internet.


      “I’ve got an idea.” he said. That was when he saw the scratches. The sunlight was hitting the highly polished surface of the piano bench in such a way that he could see several marks, freshly made. Someone had been in the apartment while they had been out. For what reason? He looked around for any signs of a disturbance.


      “What is it?” Annaka asked. “What’s the matter?”


      “Nothing,” he said. But the pillow wasn’t in quite the same position in which he’d left it; it was now skewed a bit to the right.


      She put her hand on her hip. “So what’s your idea?”


      “I need to get something first,” he improvised, “from the hotel.” He didn’t want to alarm her, but he needed to find a way to do some clandestine recon work. It was possible—perhaps even likely—that whoever had been in the apartment was still nearby. After all, they’d been under surveillance at László Molnar’s apartment. But how the hell had the watcher trailed them here? he asked himself. He’d been careful in every way that he could imagine. There was a ready answer, of course: Khan had found him.


      Bourne grabbed his leather jacket and headed for the door. “I won’t be long, I promise. In the meantime, if you want to be useful, you can go back on that Web site, see what more you can discover.”


      


      Jamie Hull, head of American security at the terrorism summit in Reykjavik, had a thing for Arabs. He didn’t like them; he didn’t trust them. They didn’t even believe in God—at least, not the right one—let alone believe in Christ the Savior, he thought sourly as he strode down the hallway of the vast Oskjuhlid Hotel.


      Another reason to dislike them: They had under their control three-quarters of the world’s oil. But then, if not for that, no one would’ve paid them the slightest attention, and all things being equal, they would’ve wiped themselves out through their indecipherable webs of intertribal warfare. As it was, there were four different Arabic security teams, one for each country present, but Feyd al-Saoud coordinated their work.


      As Arabs went, Feyd al-Saoud wasn’t so bad. He was a Saudi—or was it Sunni? Hull shook his head. He didn’t know. This was another reason he didn’t like them; you never could tell who the hell they were or whose arm they’d cut off, given the chance. Feyd al-Saoud was even Western-schooled, somewhere in London, Oxford—or was it Cambridge? Hull asked himself. As if there was any difference! The point was you could speak to the man in plain English without him looking at you as if you’d just grown a second head.


      Also, it seemed to Hull, he was a reasonable man, which meant that he knew his place. When it came to the president’s needs and desires, he deferred to Hull on almost everything, which was more than you could say for that sonuva-socialist-bitch Boris Illyich Karpov. He regretted bitterly having complained about him to the Old Man and being barked at in return, but, really, Karpov was the most exasperating bastard Hull had ever had the misfortune to work with.


      He entered the multitiered conference theater where the summit itself would take place. It was a perfect oval, with a wave-form ceiling made up of blue panels of acoustic baffling. Hidden behind these panels were the large air ducts that allowed in the air filtered by the forum’s sophisticated HVAC system, completely separate from the hotel’s massive network. For the rest, the walls were of polished teak, the seats blue-cushioned, the horizontal surfaces either bronze or smoked-glass.


      Here, every day since he had arrived, he and his two counterparts met in the mornings to refine and argue about details of the elaborate security arrangements. In the afternoons they reconvened with their respective staffs to review the details and to brief their respective personnel on the latest procedures. Ever since they’d arrived, the entire hotel had been closed to the public so that the security teams could do their electronic sweeps and inspections and make the area absolutely secure.


      As he walked into the brightly lit forum, he saw his counterparts: Feyd al-Saoud, slim and dark-eyed above his beak of a nose, with a bearing that was almost regal; Boris Illyich Karpov, head of the FSB’s elite Alpha Unit, brawny and bull-like, with wide shoulders and narrow hips, a flat Tatar face that seemed brutal beneath heavy brows and thick black hair. Hull had never seen Karpov smile, and as for Feyd al-Saoud, he doubted he knew how.


      “Good morning, fellow travelers,” Boris Illyich Karpov said in his ponderous deadpan manner that put Hull in mind of a 1950’s newscaster. “We have but three days until the summit commences and there is still much work to accomplish. Shall we begin?”


      “By all means,” Feyd al-Saoud said, taking his accustomed seat on the dais where just seventy-two hours from now the five heads of the leading Arab states would sit side by side with Presidents of the United States and Russia in order to hammer out the first concerted Arab-Western initiative to stop international terrorism in its tracks. “I’ve received instructions from my counterparts in the other attending Islamic nations and will be pleased to relay them to you.”


      “Demands, you mean,” Karpov said belligerently. He’d never gotten over their decision to speak English at their briefings; he’d been outvoted two to one.


      “Boris, why must you always put a negative spin on things?” Hull said.


      Karpov bristled; Hull knew he disliked American informality. “Demands have a certain stench, Mr. Hull.” He tapped the end of his ruddy nose. “I can smell them.”


      “I’m surprised you can smell anything, Boris, after years of drinking vodka.”


      “Drinking vodka makes us strong, makes us real men.” Karpov turned his red lips into a bow of derision. “Not like you Americans.”


      “I should listen to you, Boris? You, a Russian? Your country’s an abject failure. Communism proved so corrupt Russia imploded under its weight. And as for your people, they’re spiritually bankrupt.”


      Karpov leaped up, his cheeks as red as his nose and lips. “I’ve had enough of your insults!”


      “Too bad.” Hull stood, kicking his chair over, forgetting completely the DCI’s admonishment. “I’m only just warming up.”


      “Gentlemen, gentlemen!” Feyd al-Saoud interposed himself between the two antagonists. “Tell me, please, how these childish arguments are going to further the task we’ve all been sent here to accomplish.” His voice was calm and even-toned as he looked from one to the other. “We each have our respective heads of state, whom we serve with unswerving loyalty. Isn’t that true? Then we must serve them in the best way we can.” He wouldn’t let up until both had agreed.


      Karpov sat back down, though with arms crossed over his chest. Hull righted his chair, dragged it back to the table and threw himself into it, a sour expression on his face.


      Observing them, Feyd al-Saoud said, “We may not like one another, but we must learn to work together.”


      Dimly, Hull was aware that there was something else about Karpov besides his aggressive intransigence that got under his skin. It took him some moments to locate its origin, but at length he did. Something about Karpov—his smug self-satisfaction—reminded him of David Webb, or Jason Bourne, as all Agency personnel had been ordered to call him. It was Bourne who’d become Alex Conklin’s fair-haired boy, despite all the politicking and subtle campaigning Hull had done on his own behalf before he’d given up and gone into the Counterterrorist Center. He’d made a success of his new post, no question, but he never forgot what Bourne had forced him to leave behind. Conklin had been a legend within the Agency. Working with him was all Hull had dreamed about ever since he’d joined the Agency twenty years ago. There are dreams one has as a child; these aren’t difficult to let go of. But the dreams one had as an adult, well, that was another matter entirely. The bitterness of what might have been never went away, at least, not in Hull’s experience.


      He’d actually celebrated when the DCI had informed him that Bourne might be on his way to Reykjavik. The thought of Bourne having turned on his mentor and gone rogue was one that made his blood boil. If only Conklin had chosen him, Hull had thought, he’d be alive today. The thought that he might be the one to terminate Bourne in an Agency sanction was a dream come true. But then he’d got the news that Bourne was dead and his elation had turned to disappointment. He’d become increasingly testy with everyone, including the Secret Service operatives with whom it was vital he keep a close and open relationship. Now, in the absence of any kind of fulfillment, he leveled a murderous look at Karpov and received one in return.


      


      Bourne didn’t take the elevator down when he left Annaka’s apartment. Instead, he went up the short flight of utility stairs that led to the roof. There, he confronted the alarm system and defeated it quickly and efficiently.


      The sun had abandoned the afternoon to slate-gray clouds and a stiff quartering wind. As Bourne gazed south, he could see the four elaborate domes of the Kiraly Turkish Baths. He went to the parapet, leaned over in more or less the same spot that Khan had occupied no more than an hour before.


      From this vantage point, he scanned the street, first for anyone standing in a shadowed doorway, then for any pedestrians walking too slowly or stopped altogether. He watched two young women strolling arm in arm, a mother pushing a pram, and an old man he scrutinized, recalling Khan’s expert work as a chameleon.


      Finding nothing suspicious, he turned his attention to the parked cars, looking for anything out of the ordinary. All rental cars in Hungary were obliged to have a sticker identifying themselves as such. In this residential neighborhood, a rental car was something he’d need to investigate.


      He found one on a black Skoda up the block and across the street. He studied its position in detail. Anyone sitting behind the wheel would have an unobstructed view of the front entrance to 106–108 Fo utca. At the moment, however, there was no one behind the wheel or anywhere else inside the car.


      He turned and strode back across the rooftop.


      


      Khan, crouched on the stairwell in readiness, watched Bourne coming toward him. This was his chance, he knew. Bourne, his mind no doubt filled with matters of surveillance, was completely unsuspecting. As if in a dream—a dream he’d had in his mind for decades—he saw Bourne heading straight toward him, his eyes clouded with thought. Khan was filled with rage. This was the man who had sat next to him and not recognized him, who even when Khan had identified himself had rejected him for who he was. This only intensified Khan’s belief that Bourne had never wanted him, that he was all too ready to run away and abandon him.


      Therefore, when Khan rose, it was with righteous fury. As Bourne stepped into the shadow of the doorway, Khan slammed his forehead hard into the bridge of his nose. Blood flew and Bourne staggered backward. Khan, pressing his advantage, moved in, but Bourne kicked out.


      “Che-sah!” Bourne exhaled.


      Khan absorbed the kick by partially deflecting it, then clamped his left arm against the side of his body, trapping Bourne’s ankle in between. Bourne surprised him, then. Instead of being thrown off balance, he rose up, pressing his back and buttocks against the steel door, kicked with his right foot, delivering a sickening blow to Khan’s right shoulder, so that Khan was obliged to let go of Bourne’s left ankle.


      “Mee-sah!” Bourne cried softly.


      He came at Khan, who shuddered as if in pain even as he delivered a straight-fingered blow to Bourne’s sternum. At once he gripped Bourne’s head on either side, cracked it against the roof door. Bourne’s eyes went out of focus.


      “What’s Spalko up to?” Khan said harshly. “You know, don’t you?”


      Bourne’s head was swimming with pain and shock. He tried to focus his eyes and clear his mind at the same time.


      “Who’s…Spalko?” His voice seemed watery, as if it was coming from a long way off.


      “Of course you know.”


      Bourne shook his head, which produced a fusillade of daggers in his head all digging in at once. He squeezed his eyes shut.


      “I thought…I thought you wanted to kill me.”


      “Listen to me!”


      “Who are you?” Bourne whispered hoarsely. “How d’you know about my son? How d’you know about Joshua?”


      “Listen to me!” Khan put his head close to Bourne’s. “Stepan Spalko is the man who ordered Alex Conklin’s death, the man who set you up—who set us both up. Why did he do that, Bourne? You know and I need to know!”


      Bourne felt as if were in the grip of an ice floe, everything moving with infinite slowness. He couldn’t think, couldn’t seem to put two ideas together. Then he noticed something. The oddness of it cut through the strange inertia in which he was gripped. There was something in Khan’s right ear. What was it? Under the guise of extreme pain, he moved his head slightly, saw that it was a miniature electronic receiver.


      “Who are you?” he said. “Goddammit, who are you!”


      There seemed to be two conversations going on simultaneously, as if the two men were in different worlds, living different lives. Their voices raised, their emotions flamed from embers, and the more they shouted, the further apart they seemed to get.


      “I told you!” Khan’s hands were covered with Bourne’s blood, which had now begun to coagulate in his nostrils. “I’m your son!”


      And with those words, the stasis was broken, their worlds collided once again. The rage that had swept Bourne up in its fist when the hotel manager had frustrated him thundered again in his ears. He screamed, driving Khan backward through the door, out onto the roof.


      Ignoring the pain in his head, he hooked his ankle behind Khan, shoved him hard. But Khan grabbed hold of him as he went down, raising his legs as his back struck the roof tiles, lifting Bourne off his feet, and with a powerful kick sent him tumbling head over heels.


      Bourne tucked his head under, landed on his shoulders and rolled, dissipating most of the impact. They both regained their feet at the same time, their arms outstretched, their fingers grasping for purchase. Bourne brought his arms down suddenly, striking them hard onto Khan’s wrists, breaking his hold, spinning him sideways. Bourne butted him, using his forehead against the nerve bundle just below Khan’s ear. Khan’s left side went slack, and Bourne, using his advantage, drove his balled fist into Khan’s face.


      Khan staggered, his knees buckling slightly, but like a punch-drunk heavyweight, he refused to go down. Bourne, a maddened bull, struck him again and again, driving him back with every blow, nearer and nearer the parapet. But in his extreme rage he made a mistake, allowing Khan inside his guard. It surprised him when, instead of staggering back beneath the blow, Khan attacked, driving forward off his back foot and, midway through, transferring all his weight to his front foot. The resulting strike rattled Bourne’s teeth even as it took him off his feet.


      Bourne fell to his knees, and Khan struck him a tremendous blow above his ribs. He began to topple over but Khan grabbed him by the throat and began to squeeze.


      “You’d better tell me now,” he said thickly. “You’d better tell me everything you know.”


      Bourne, panting and in intense pain, said, “Go to hell!”


      Khan struck his jaw with the edge of his hand.


      “Why won’t you listen?”


      “Try a little more force,” Bourne said.


      “You’re completely insane.”


      “That’s your plan, isn’t it?” Bourne shook his head doggedly. “This whole sick story about you being Joshua—”


      “I am your son.”


      “Listen to yourself—you can’t even say his name. You can drop the farce; it’ll avail you nothing now. You’re an international assassin named Khan. I won’t lead you to this Spalko or whoever it is you’re planning to get to. I won’t be anyone’s cat’s-paw again.”


      “You don’t know what you’re doing. You don’t know—” He broke off, shook his head violently, changed tacks. He cradled the small carved stone Buddha in his free palm. “Look at this, Bourne!” He spat out the words as if they were poisonous. “Look at it!”


      “A talisman anyone in Southeast Asia could pick up—”


      “Not this one. You gave this one to me—yes, you did.” His eyes blazed, and his voice held a tremor that, to his shame, he couldn’t control. “And then you abandoned me to die in the jungles of—”


      A gunshot ricocheted off the roof tiles beside Khan’s right leg and, releasing Bourne, he jumped back. A second shot nearly struck his shoulder as he scuttled behind the brick wall of the elevator vent.


      Bourne turned his head, saw Annaka crouched at the top of the stairwell, her gun gripped tightly in both hands. Cautiously, she came forward. She risked a glance at Bourne.


      “Are you all right?”


      He nodded, but at the same time Khan, choosing wisely, leaped from his hiding place, bounded to the side of the rooftop, jumped onto the next building. Bourne noted that instead of firing wildly, Annaka put up her gun and turned to him.


      “How can you be all right?” she asked. “There’s blood all over you!”


      “It’s just from my nose.” He felt lightheaded as he sat up. Reacting to her dubious expression, he was compelled to add, “Really, it looks like a lot of blood, but it’s nothing.”


      She put a wad of tissues against his nose as he started to bleed again.


      “Thank you.”


      She brushed away his words with those of her own. “You said you needed to get something back at your hotel. Why did you come up here?”


      Slowly, he rose to his feet but not without her help. “Wait a minute.” She glanced in the direction Khan had gone, then turned back to Bourne, a look of revelation on her face. “He’s the one who’s been watching us, isn’t he? The one who called the police when we were at László Molnar’s apartment.”


      “I don’t know.”


      She shook her head. “I don’t believe you. It’s the only plausible explanation for why you lied to me. You didn’t want to alarm me because you’d told me we were safe here. What changed?”


      He hesitated for a moment, then realized that he had no choice but to tell her the truth. “When we came back from the café, there were new scratch marks on your piano bench.”


      “What?” Her eyes opened wide and she shook her head. “I don’t understand.”


      Bourne thought of the electronic receiver in Khan’s right ear. “Let’s go back to the apartment and I’ll show you.”


      He walked toward the open doorway, but she hesitated. “I don’t know.”


      Turning back, he said wearily, “What don’t you know?”


      A hard look had come into her face, along with a kind of ruefulness. “You lied to me.”


      “I did it to protect you, Annaka.”


      Her eyes were large and glistening. “How can I trust you now?”


      “Annaka—”


      “Please tell me, because I really want to know.” She stood her ground, and he knew that she wouldn’t take even a step toward the staircase. “I need to have an answer I can cling to and believe.”


      “What d’you want me to say?”


      She lifted her arms, let them fall to her side in gesture of exasperation. “Do you see what you’re doing, turning everything I say back on itself?” She shook her head. “Where did you learn to make people feel like shit?”


      “I wanted to keep you out of harm’s way,” he said. She had hurt him deeply and, despite his carefully neutral expression, he suspected she knew it. “I thought I was doing the right thing. I still think so, even if it meant keeping the truth from you, at least for a little while.”


      She looked at him for a long time. The gusting wind took her copper hair, floated it out like a bird’s wing. Querulous voices drifted up from Fo utca, people wanting to know what those noises were, a car backfiring or something else? There were no answers, and now, save for the intermittent barking of a dog, the neighborhood was quiet.


      “You thought you could handle the situation,” Annaka said, “you thought you could handle him.”


      Bourne walked stiff-legged over to the front parapet, where he leaned out. Against all odds, the rental car was still there, empty. Maybe it wasn’t Khan’s, or maybe Khan hadn’t fled the scene. With some difficulty, Bourne stood up straight. The pain was coming in waves, breaking harder on the shore of his consciousness as the endorphins released by the shock of the trauma began to dissipate. Every bone in his body seemed to ache, but none more than his jaw and his ribs.


      At last, he found it in himself to answer her truthfully. “I suppose so, yes.”


      She lifted a hand, pulled her hair away from her cheek. “Who is he, Jason?”


      It was the first time she had called him by his given name, but it scarcely registered on him. At the moment, he was trying—and failing—to give her an answer that would satisfy himself.


      


      Khan, splayed on the stairs of the building onto whose roof he had leaped, stared unseeing at the featureless ceiling of the stairwell. He waited for Bourne to come get him. Or, he wondered with the wandering mind of those in shock, was he waiting for Annaka Vadas to level her gun at him and pull the trigger? He should be in his car now, driving away, and yet here he was, as inert as a fly caught in a spiderweb.


      His buzzing mind was swept by shoulds. He should’ve killed Bourne when he first had him in his sights, but he had a plan then, one that made sense, one that he had meticulously outlined to himself, one that would bring him—so he believed then!—the maximum measure of revenge that was his due. He should’ve killed Bourne in the cargo hold of the plane bound for Paris. Surely he’d meant to, just as he’d meant to just now.


      It would be easy to tell himself that he’d been interrupted by Annaka Vadas, but the blinding, incomprehensible truth was that he’d had his chance before she arrived on the scene and had made a choice not to exact his revenge.


      Why? He was completely at a loss to say.


      His mind, usually as calm as a lake, jumped around from memory to memory, as if it found the present unbearable. He recalled the room in which he was incarcerated during his years with the Vietnamese gunrunner, his brief moment of freedom before being saved by the missionary, Richard Wick. He remembered Wick’s house, the sense of space and freedom that gradually eroded, the creeping horror of his time with the Khmer Rouge.


      The worst part—the part he kept trying to forget—was that initially, he’d been attracted to the Khmer Rouge philosophy. Ironically enough, because it was founded by a group of young Cambodian radicals trained in Paris, its ethos was based on French nihilism. “The past is death! Destroy everything to create a new future!” This was the Khmer Rouge mantra, repeated over and over until it ground down all other thought or points of view.


      It was hardly surprising that their worldview would initially draw Khan—himself an unwitting refugee, abandoned, marginalized—an outcast by circumstance rather than by design. For Khan the past was death—witness his recurring dream. But if he first learned to destroy from them, it was because they had destroyed him first.


      Not content to believe his story of abandonment, they’d slowly drained the life, the energy from him as they bled him a little every day. They wanted, so his interlocutor said, to empty his mind of everything; they required a blank slate on which to write their radical version of the new future that awaited them all. They bled him, his smiling interlocutor said, for his own good, to rid him of the toxins of the past. Every day, his interlocutor read to him from their manifesto and then recited the names of those opposing the rebel regime who had been killed. Most, of course, were unknown to Khan, but a few—monks, mainly, as well as a smattering of boys his age—he had known, if only in passing. Some, like the boys, had taunted him, settling the mantle of outcast on his immature shoulders. After a time a new item was added to the agenda. Following the interlocutor’s reading of a particular section of the manifesto, Khan was required to repeat it back. This he did, in an ever-increasingly forceful manner.


      One day, after the requisite recitation and response, his interlocutor read off the names of those newly killed in furtherance of the revolution. At the end of the list was Richard Wick, the missionary who had taken him in, thinking he’d bring Khan to civilization and to God. What roil of emotion this news elicited within Khan was impossible to say, but the overriding feeling was one of dislocation. His last link to the world at large was now gone. He was completely and utterly alone. In the relative privacy of the latrine, he had wept without knowing why. If there was ever a man he hated, it was the one who’d used and emotionally abandoned him, and now, unaccountably, he was crying over his death.


      Later that day his interlocutor led him from the concrete bunker in which he’d been housed ever since being taken prisoner. Even though the sky was low and it was raining heavily, he’d blinked in the light of day. Time had passed; the rainy season had begun.


      Lying in the stairwell, it occurred to Khan now that while he was growing up, he’d never been in control of his own life. The truly curious and disturbing thing was that he still wasn’t. He’d been under the impression that he was a free agent, having gone to great pains to set himself up in a business where he’d believed—naively, as it turned out—free agents thrived. He could see now that ever since he’d taken on his first commission from Spalko, the man had been manipulating him, and never more so than now.


      If he was ever to break free of the chains that bound him, he’d have to do something about Stepan Spalko. He knew he’d been immoderate with him at the end of their last phone conversation, and now he regretted it. In that quick flash of anger, so uncharacteristic of him, he’d accomplished nothing save to put Spalko on his guard. But then, he realized, ever since Bourne had sat down beside him on the park bench in Old Town Alexandria, his usual icy reserve had been shattered, and now emotions he could neither name nor understand kept shooting up to the surface, roiling his consciousness, muddying his intent. He realized with a start that when it came to Jason Bourne, he no longer knew what he wanted.


      He sat up, then looked around. He’d heard a sound; he was certain of it. He rose, put one hand on the bannister, his muscles tense, poised for flight. And there it was again. His head turned. What was that sound? Where had he heard it before?


      His heart beat fast, his pulse in his throat as the sound rose through the stairwell, echoing in his mind, for he was calling again: “Lee-Lee! Lee-Lee!”


      But Lee-Lee couldn’t answer; Lee-Lee was dead.

    

  


  
    
      CHAPTER NINETEEN

    


    
      The underground entrance to the monastery lay hidden by shadow and time in the deepest cleft of the northernmost wall of the gorge. The lowering sun had revealed the cleft to be more of a defile, as it must have centuries ago to the monks who had chosen this location for their well-defended home. Perhaps they had been monk-warriors, for the extensive fortifications spoke of battles and bloodshed and the need to keep their home sacrosanct.


      Silently the team moved into the defile, following the sun. There was no intimate talk between Spalko and Zina now, no hint whatsoever of what had transpired between them, even though it had been momentous. In a manner of speaking, it could be termed a form of benediction; in any case, it was a transference of allegiance and of power whose silence and secrecy only added to the ramifications of its effect. It was Spalko who once again had metaphorically thrown a pebble in a still pond, only to sit back and watch the effect as the resulting ripples spread outward, altering the basic nature of the pond and all who lived in it.


      The sun-splashed rocks vanished behind them as they moved into shadow, and they clicked on their lights. Besides Spalko and Zina, there were two of them—the third having been taken back to the jet at Kazantzakis Airport, where the surgeon awaited. They wore lightweight nylon backpacks, filled with all manner of paraphernalia from canisters of tear gas to balls of twine and everything in between. Spalko didn’t know what they’d be up against and he was taking no chances.


      The men went first, semiautomatic guns on wide straps slung over their shoulders, held at the ready. The defile narrowed, forcing them to continue on in single-file. Soon, however, the sky vanished beneath a wall of rock and they found themselves in a cave. It was dank and musty, filled with the fetid odors of decay.


      “It stinks like an open grave,” one of the men said.


      “Look!” the other cried. “Bones!”


      They paused, their lights concentrated on a scattering of small mammal bones, but not a hundred meters on they came upon the thigh-bone of a much larger mammal.


      Zina squatted to take up the bone in her hand.


      “Don’t!” the first man cautioned. “It’s bad luck to handle human bones.”


      “What are you talking about? Archaeologists do it all the time.” Zina laughed. “Besides, this might not be human at all.” Nevertheless, she dropped it back into the dust of the cave floor.


      Five minutes later they were clustered around what was unmistakably a human skull. Their lights gleamed off the brow ridge, threw the eye sockets into deepest shadow.


      “What d’you think killed him?” Zina asked.


      “Exposure, probably,” Spalko said. “Or thirst.”


      “Poor beggar.”


      They kept going, deeper into the bedrock upon which the monastery was built. The farther they went, the more numerous the bones became. Now they were all human, and increasingly they were broken or fractured.


      “I don’t think these people were killed by either exposure or thirst,” Zina said.


      “What then?” one of the men asked, but no one had an answer.


      Spalko ordered them curtly on. They had, by his calculation, just about reached the spot below the monastery’s crenelated outer walls. Up ahead, their lights picked out an odd formation.


      “The cave is split in two,” one of the men said, shining his light on first the passageway to the left, then the one to his right.


      “Caves don’t bifurcate,” Spalko said. He pushed his way ahead of them, stuck his head into the left-hand opening. “This one’s a dead end.” He ran his hand over the edges of the openings. “These are man-made,” he said. “Many years ago, possibly when the monastery was first built.” He stepped into the right-hand opening, his voice echoing strangely. “Yes, this one goes on, but there are twists and turns.”


      When he came back out, he had an odd expression on his face. “I don’t think this is a passageway at all,” he said. “No wonder Molnar chose this place to hide Dr. Schiffer. I believe we’re headed into a labyrinth.”


      The two men exchanged glances.


      “In that case,” Zina said, “how will we ever find our way back?”


      “There’s no way of knowing what we’ll find in there.” Spalko took out a small rectangular object no larger than a deck of playing cards. He grinned as he showed her how it worked. “A global positioning system. I’ve just electronically marked our starting point.” He nodded. “Let’s go.”


      It didn’t take them long, however, to discover the error of their ways, and not more than five minutes later, they had reconvened outside the labyrinth.


      “What’s the matter?” Zina asked.


      Spalko was frowning. “The GPS didn’t work in there.”


      She shook her head. “What d’you think is wrong?”


      “Some mineral in the rock itself must be blocking the signal from the satellite,” Spalko said. He couldn’t afford to tell them that he had no idea why the GPS failed to work in the labyrinth. Instead, he opened his backpack, took out a ball of twine “We’ll take a lesson from Theseus and unwind the twine as we go.”


      Zina eyed the ball uncertainly. “What if we run out of twine?”


      “Theseus didn’t,” Spalko said. “And we’re almost inside the monastery’s walls, so let’s hope we don’t run out, either.”


      Dr. Felix Schiffer was bored. For days now he’d done nothing but follow orders as his cadre of protectors flew him under cover of night to Crete, then proceeded to periodically move him from one location to another. They never stayed in one place for more than three days. He’d liked the house in Iraklion, but that too had proved boring in the end. There was nothing for him to do. They refused to bring him a newspaper or allow him to listen to the radio. As for television, there was none available, but he had to assume they would have kept him away from it, too. Still, he thought glumly, it was a damn sight better than this moldering pile of stone, with only a cot for a bed and a fire for warmth. Heavy chests and sideboards were virtually the only furniture, though the men had brought folding chairs, cots and linens. There was no plumbing; they’d made a privy in the courtyard and its stench reached all the way into the interior of the monastery. It was gloomy and dank, even at noon, and God help them all when darkness fell. Not even a light to read by, if there’d been anything to read.


      He longed for freedom. If he’d been a God-fearing man, he would have prayed for his deliverance. So many days since he’d seen László Molnar or spoken to Alex Conklin. When he asked his protectors about that, they invoked the word most sacred to them: security. Communication was simply not secure. They took pains to reassure him that he would soon be reunited with his friend and his benefactor. But when he asked when, all they did was shrug and go back to their endless card game. He could sense that they were bored as well, at least the ones not on guard duty.


      There were seven of them. Originally, there were more, but the others had been left behind in Iraklion. But from what he’d been able to glean, they should have been here by now. Accordingly, there was no card game today—every member of the cadre was on patrol. There was a distinct air of tension that set his teeth on edge.


      Schiffer was a rather tall man, with piercing blue eyes and a strong-bridged nose below a mass of salt-and-pepper hair. There was a time before he’d been recruited into DARPA and had been more visible when he’d been taken for Burt Bacharach. Not being good with people, he’d never known how to respond. He’d merely mumble something unintelligible and turn away, but his obvious embarrassment only reinforced the misapprehension.


      He got up, walked idly across the room to the window, but he was intercepted by one of the cadre and was turned away.


      “Security,” the mercenary said, his tension on his breath if not in his eyes.


      “Security! Security! I’m sick to death of that word!” Schiffer exclaimed.


      Nevertheless, he was herded back to the chair on which he was meant to sit. It was away from all doors and windows. He shivered in the dampness.


      “I miss my lab; I miss my work!” Schiffer looked into the dark eyes of the mercenary. “I feel like I’m in prison, can you understand that?”


      The cadre’s leader, Sean Keegan, sensing his charge’s unrest, strode swiftly over. “Please take your seat, Doctor.”


      “But I—”


      “It’s for your own good,” Keegan said. He was one of those black Irishmen, dark of hair and eye, with a rough-hewn face brimming with grim determination, and a street-brawler’s lumpy physique. “We’ve been hired to keep you safe and we take that responsibility seriously.”


      Obediently, Schiffer sat. “Would someone please tell me what’s going on?”


      Keegan stared down at him for some time. Then, making up his mind, he squatted next to the chair. In a low voice, he said, “I’ve avoided keeping you informed, but I suppose it might be best for you to know now.”


      “What?” Schiffer’s face was pinched and pained. “What’s happened?”


      “Alex Conklin’s dead.”


      “Oh, God, no.” Schiffer wiped his suddenly sweating face with his hand.


      “And as for László Molnar, we haven’t heard from him in two days.”


      “Christ almighty!”


      “Calm yourself, Doctor. It’s entirely possible Molnar’s been out of touch for security reasons.” Keegan’s eyes met his. “On the other hand, the personnel we left at the house in Iraklion have failed to show.”


      “I gathered as much,” Schiffer said. “Do you think something…untoward has happened to them?”


      “I can’t afford not to.”


      Schiffer’s face shone; he couldn’t stop himself from sweating in fear. “Then it’s possible Spalko’s found out where I am; it’s possible that he’s here on Crete.”


      Keegan’s face was set in stone. “That’s the premise we’re going by.”


      Schiffer’s terror made him aggressive. “Well,” he demanded, “what’re you doing about it?”


      “We have men with machine pistols manning the ramparts, but I very much doubt Spalko’s foolish enough to try a ground assault across a treeless terrain.” Keegan shook his head. “No, if he’s here, if he’s coming for you, Doctor, he’ll have no choice.” He stood, slung his machine-pistol over his shoulder. “His route will be through the labyrinth.”


      


      Spalko, in the labyrinth with his small party, was becoming more and more apprehensive with every twist and turn they were forced to make. The labyrinth was the only logical approach for an assault on the monastery, which meant they might very well be walking into a trap.


      He glanced down, saw the ball of twine was two-thirds behind them. They must be at or near the center of the monastery by now; the trail of twine assured him that the labyrinth hadn’t taken them in a circle. At each branching, he believed that he’d chosen well.


      He turned to Zina, said under his breath, “I smell an ambush. I want you to stay here in reserve.” He patted her backpack. “If we run into trouble, you know what to do.”


      Zina nodded, and the three men moved off in a half-crouch. They had only just disappeared when she heard machine-pistol fire coming in quick bursts. Quickly she opened her backpack, drew out a canister of tear gas, headed off after them, following the trail of the twine.


      She smelled the stench of cordite before she turned the second corner. She peeked around the corner, saw one of their unit sprawled on the ground in a pool of blood. Spalko and the other man were pinned down by gunfire. From her vantage point, she could tell that it was coming from two different directions.


      Pulling the pin on the canister, she tossed it over Spalko’s head. It struck the ground, then rolled to the left, exploding in a soft hiss. Spalko had slapped his man’s back, and they retreated out of the spread of the gas.


      They could hear coughing and retching. By this time they’d all donned their gas masks and were ready to mount a second attack. Spalko rolled another canister to their right, cutting short the gunfire directed at them, but not, regrettably, before his second man caught three bullets in the chest and neck. He went down, blood bubbling from between his slack lips.


      Spalko and Zina split, one going right, the other left, killing the incapacitated mercenaries—two each—with efficient bursts from their machine-pistols. They both saw the stairway at the same time and made for it.


      


      Sean Keegan grabbed Felix Schiffer even as he shouted orders for his men on the ramparts to abandon their positions and return to the center of the monastery, where he was now dragging his terrified charge.


      He’d begun to act the instant he’d caught a whiff of the tear gas seeping up from the labyrinth below. Moments later he heard the resumption of gunfire, then a deathly ringing silence. Seeing his two men rush in, he directed them toward the stone staircase that led down to where he’d deployed the rest of his men to ambush Spalko.


      Keegan had for years been employed by the IRA before going out on his own as a mercenary-for-hire, so he was well acquainted with situations where he was outmanned and outgunned. In fact, he relished such situations, saw them as challenges to overcome.


      But there was smoke now in the monastery proper, great billowing wafts of it, and now a hail of machine-gun fire coming out of it. His men had no chance; they were mowed down before they had a chance even to identify their killers.


      Keegan didn’t wait to identify them either. Hauling on Dr. Schiffer, he took them through the warren of small, dark, stifling rooms, looking for a way out.


      


      As they had planned, Spalko and Zina separated the moment they emerged from the dense clouds of the smoke bomb they had tossed out the door at the head of the stairs they had climbed. Spalko went methodically through the rooms while Zina looked for a door to the outside.


      It was Spalko who saw Schiffer and Keegan first, and he called to them, only to be greeted with a burst of gunfire, obliging him to duck behind a heavy wooden chest.


      “You’ve no hope of getting out of this alive,” he called to the mercenary. “I don’t want you; I want Schiffer.”


      “It’s the same thing,” Keegan shouted back. “I was given a commission; I intend to carry it out.”


      “To what purpose?” Spalko said. “Your employer, László Molnar, is dead. So is János Vadas.”


      “I don’t believe you,” Keegan responded. Schiffer was whimpering and he shushed him.


      “How d’you think I found you?” Spalko went on. “I ground it out of Molnar. Come on. You know he’s the only one who knew you were here.”


      Silence.


      “They’re all dead now,” Spalko said, inching forward. “Who’ll pay the last of your commission? Hand over Schiffer and I’ll pay you whatever you’re owed, plus a bonus. How does that sound?”


      Keegan was about to answer, when Zina, having come at him from the opposite direction, put a bullet in the back of his head.


      The resulting explosion of blood and gore made Dr. Schiffer whimper like a whipped dog. Then, with his last protector pitched over, he saw Stepan Spalko advancing toward him. He turned and ran right into Zina’s arms.


      “There’s nowhere to go, Felix,” Spalko said. “You see that now, don’t you?”


      Schiffer stared wide-eyed at Zina. He began to gibber, and she put a hand to his head, stroking his hair back from his damp forehead as if he were a child ill with fever.


      “You were mine once,” Spalko said as he stepped over Keegan’s corpse. “And you’re mine again.” From out of his backpack he took two items. They were made of surgical steel, glass and titanium.


      “Oh, God!” The groan from Schiffer was as heartfelt as it was involuntary.


      Zina smiled at Schiffer, kissed him on both cheeks as if they were good friends reunited after a long absence. At once, he burst into tears.


      Spalko, enjoying the effect the NX 20 diffuser had on its inventor, said, “This is the way the two halves fit together, isn’t it, Felix?” Whole, the NX 20 was no larger than the automatic weapon slung across Spalko’s back. “Now that I’ve got a proper payload, you’ll teach me the proper use of it.”


      “No,” Schiffer said in a quavery voice. “No, no, no!”


      “Don’t you worry about a thing,” Zina whispered as Spalko took hold of the back of Dr. Schiffer’s neck, sending yet another spasm of terror through the scientist’s frame. “You’re in the best of hands now.”


      


      The flight of stairs was short, but, for Bourne, descending them was more painful than he had expected. With every step he took, the trauma he’d received from the blow above his ribs sent jolts of agony through him. What he needed was a hot bath and some sleep, two things he couldn’t yet afford.


      Back in Annaka’s apartment, he showed her the top of the piano bench and she swore under her breath. Together they moved it beneath the light fixture and he stood on it.


      “You see?”


      She shook her head. “I haven’t the slightest idea what’s going on.”


      He went to the escritoire, scribbled on a pad: Do you have a ladder?


      She looked at him oddly but nodded.


      Go get it, he wrote.


      When she brought it back into the living room, he climbed it high enough to look into the shallow frosted-glass bowl of the light fixture. And, sure enough, there it was. Carefully, he reached in, plucked up the tiny item between his fingertips. He climbed down and showed it to her in the palm of his hand.


      “What—?” She broke off at the emphatic shake of his head.


      “Do you have a pair of pliers?” he asked.


      Again, the curious look as she opened the door of a shallow closet. She handed him the pliers. He put the tiny square between the ribbed ends, squeezed. The square shattered.


      “It’s a miniature electronic transmitter,” he said.


      “What?” Curiosity had turned to bewilderment.


      “That’s why the man on the roof broke in here, to plant this in the light fixture. He was listening as well as looking.”


      She looked around the cozy room and shivered. “Dear God, I’ll never again feel the same way about this place.” Then she turned to Bourne. “What does he want? Why try to record our every move?” Then she snorted. “It’s Dr. Schiffer, isn’t it?”


      “It may be,” Bourne said, “I don’t know.” All at once, he became dizzy and, near to blacking out, half-fell, half-sat on the sofa.


      Annaka hurried to the bathroom to get him disinfectant and some bandages. He put his head back against the cushions, clearing his mind of everything that had just happened. He had to center himself, maintain his concentration, keeping his eye firmly fixed on what had to be done next.


      Annaka returned from the bathroom carrying a tray on which were a shallow porcelain bowl of hot water, a sponge, some towels, an ice pack, a bottle of disinfectant and a glass of water.


      “Jason?”


      He opened his eyes.


      She gave him the glass of water, and when he had drained it, she handed him the ice pack. “Your cheek is starting to swell.”


      He put the pack against his face, felt the pain slowly recede into numbness. But when he took a quick breath, his side seized up as he twisted to put the empty glass on a side table. He turned back slowly, stiffly. He was thinking of Joshua, who had been resurrected in his mind if not in reality. Maybe that was why he was so filled with blind rage at Khan, for Khan had raised the specter of the awful past, thrusting into the light a ghost so dear to David Webb he had haunted him in both his personalities.


      Watching Annaka as she cleaned his face of dried blood, he recalled their brief exchange at the café when he brought up the subject of her father and she had broken down, and yet he knew that he had to pursue it. He was a father who’d violently lost his family. She was a daughter who’d violently lost her father.


      “Annaka,” he began gently, “I know it’s a painful subject for you, but I’d very much like to know about your father.” He felt her stiffen, plowed on. “Can you talk about him?”


      “What d’you want to know? How he and Alexsei met, I suppose.”


      She concentrated on what she was doing, but he wondered whether she was deliberately not meeting his gaze.


      “I was thinking more along the lines of your relationship with him.”


      A shadow flickered across her face. “That’s an odd—and intimate—question to ask.”


      “It’s my past, you see…” Bourne’s voice trailed off. He was unable either to lie or to tell the full truth.


      “The one you remember only in glimmers.” She nodded. “I see.” When she wrung out the sponge, the water in the bowl turned pink. “Ah, well, János Vadas was the perfect father. He changed me when I was an infant, read to me at night, sang to me when I was ill. He was there for all my birthdays and special occasions. Honestly, I don’t know how he managed it.” She wrung out the sponge a second time; he’d begun bleeding again. “I came first. Always. And he never grew tired of telling me how much he loved me.”


      “What a lucky child you were.”


      “Luckier than any of my friends, luckier than anyone I know.” She was concentrating harder than ever, trying to get the bleeding to stop.


      Bourne had sunk into a state of semi-trance, thinking about Joshua—about the rest of his first family—and all the things he would never get to do with them, all the many tiny moments you noted and remembered as your child grew up.


      At length, she stanched the flow of blood and now took a peek under the ice pack. Her expression didn’t betray what she saw. She sat back on her haunches, hands resting in her lap.


      “I think you should take off your jacket and shirt.”


      He stared at her.


      “So we can take a look at your ribs. I saw you wince when you twisted to put the glass down.”


      She held out her hand and he dropped the ice pack into it. She juggled it a little. “This needs a refill.”


      When she returned, he was naked to the waist. A frighteningly large red welt on his left side was already puffed up and very tender as his fingertips probed it.


      “My God, you need an ice bath,” she exclaimed.


      “At least nothing’s broken.”


      She tossed him the ice pack. He gasped involuntarily as he put it against the swelling. She returned to her haunches, her gaze roving over him once again. He wished he knew what she was thinking.


      “I suppose you can’t help remembering the son who was killed so young.”


      He gritted his teeth. “It’s just that…The man on the roof—the one spying on us—has been following me all the way from the States. He says he wants to kill me, but I know he’s lying. He wants me to lead him to someone, that’s why he’s been spying on us.”


      Annaka’s expression darkened. “Who does he want to get to?”


      “A man named Spalko.”


      She registered surprise. “Stepan Spalko?”


      “That’s right. Do you know him?”


      “Of course I know of him,” she said. “Everyone in Hungary does. He’s the head of Humanistas, Ltd., the worldwide relief organization.” She frowned. “Jason, now I’m truly worried. This man’s dangerous. If he’s trying to get to Mr. Spalko, we should contact the authorities.”


      He shook his head. “What would we tell them? That we think a man we know only as Khan wants to contact Stepan Spalko? We don’t even know why. And what d’you think they’ll say? Why doesn’t this Khan just pick up the telephone and call him?”


      “Then we should at least call someone at Humanistas.”


      “Annaka, until I know what’s going on, I don’t want to contact anyone. It’ll only muddy waters that are already clouded with questions for which I don’t have any answers.”


      He rose, made his way to the escritoire, sat down in front of her laptop. “I told you I had an idea. Is it okay if I use your computer?”


      “By all means,” she said, rising.


      As Bourne turned on the machine, she gathered up the bowl, sponge and other paraphernalia, padded into the kitchen. He heard the sound of running water as he went online. He accessed the U.S. Government net, went from site to site, and by the time she returned, he’d found the one he needed.


      The Agency had a whole raft of public sites, accessible to anyone with an Internet connection, but there were a dozen other sites, encrypted, password protected, that were part of the CIA’s fabled intranet.


      Annaka registered his extreme concentration. “What is it?” She came around and stood behind him. In a moment, her eyes opened wide. “What the hell are you doing?”


      “Just what it looks like,” Bourne said, “I’m hacking into the CIA main database.”


      “But how d’you—”


      “Don’t ask,” Bourne said as his fingers flew over the keyboard. “Trust me, you don’t want to know.”


      Alex Conklin had always known the way through the front door, but that was because he’d had the updated ciphers delivered to him at six A.M. every Monday morning. It had been Deron, the artist and master forger, who’d taught Bourne the fine art of hacking into U.S Government databases. In his business, it was a necessary skill.


      The problem was that the CIA firewall—the software program designed to keep their data secure—was a particular bitch. In addition to its keyword changing every week, it had a floating algorithm tied into the keyword. But Deron had shown Bourne the way to fool the system into thinking you had the keyword when you didn’t, so that the program itself would supply it for you.


      The way to attack the firewall was through the algorithm, which was a derivation of the core algorithm that encrypted the CIA’s central files. Bourne knew this formula because Deron had made him memorize it.


      Bourne navigated to the CIA site, where a window popped up in which he was asked to type the current keyword. In this, he typed in the algorithm, which contained a much larger string of numbers and letters than the box was designed to take. On the other hand, after the first three sets of the components, the underlying program recognized it for what it was, and for a moment it was stymied. The trick, Deron had said, was to complete the algorithm before the program figured out what you were doing and shut down, denying you access. The formula string was very long; there was no room for error or even for an instant’s hesitation, and Bourne began to sweat because he couldn’t believe the software could remain frozen for this long.


      In the end, however, he finished entering the algorithm without the program shutting down. The window disappeared, the screen changed.


      “I’m inside,” Bourne said.


      “Pure alchemy,” Annaka whispered, fascinated.


      Bourne was navigating to the Tactical Non-Lethal Weapons Directorate site. He plugged in Schiffer’s name but was disappointed in the sparse material that came up. Nothing on what Schiffer was working on, nothing about his background. In fact, if Bourne didn’t know better, he could believe that Dr. Felix Schiffer was a minor scientist of no import whatsoever to the TNLWD.


      There was another possibility. He used the back-channel hack that Deron had made him memorize, the same one Conklin had used to keep tabs on events occurring behind the scenes at the Department of Defense.


      Once in, he went to the DARPA site and navigated to the Archives. Lucky for him the government computer jockeys were notoriously slow at cleaning out old files. There was Schiffer’s, which contained some background. He was MIT-trained, was given his own lab right out of grad school by one of the large pharmaceutical firms. He lasted there less than a year, but when he left, he took with him another of their scientists, Dr. Peter Sido, with whom he worked for five years before being recruited by the government and entering DARPA. No explanation was given for his giving up a private position to go into the public sector, but some scientists were like that. They were as unfit for living in society as many prisoners who, when they’d served their time, committed another crime the minute they hit the street, simply to be sent back into a clearly defined world where everything was taken care of for them.


      Bourne read on and discovered that Schiffer had been attached to the Defense Sciences Office which, ominously, trafficked in bio-weapons systems. In his time at DARPA, Dr. Schiffer had been working on a way to biologically “cleanse” a room infected with anthrax.


      Bourne paged through, but he couldn’t find any more details. What bothered Bourne was that this piece of information wouldn’t account for Conklin’s intense interest.


      Annaka looked over his shoulder. “Is there any clue we could use to find out where Dr. Schiffer might be hiding?”


      “I don’t think so, no.”


      “All right then.” She squeezed his shoulders. “The cupboard’s bare and we both need to eat something.”


      “I think I’d rather stay here, if you don’t mind, rest up a bit.”


      “You’re right. You’re in no shape to wander outside.” She smiled as she drew on her coat. “I’ll just pop around the corner, get us some food. Anything you particularly want?”


      He shook his head, watched her head for the door. “Annaka, be careful.”


      She turned, pulled her gun partway out of her bag. “Don’t worry, I’ll be fine.” She opened the door. “See you in a few minutes.”


      He heard her depart, but he’d already returned his attention to the computer screen. He felt his heart rate increase and tried to calm himself, without success. Even full of intent, he hesitated. He knew he had to go on, but he also recognized that he was terrified.


      Watching his hands as if they belong to someone else, he spent the next five minutes hacking his way through the U.S. Army firewall. At one point, he hit a glitch. The military IT team had upgraded the firewall recently, adding a third layer Deron either hadn’t told him about or, more likely, hadn’t yet seen. His fingers rose up like Annaka’s over the piano keyboard and for a moment they hesitated. It was not too late to turn back, he told himself, there’d be no shame in doing that. For years he’d felt that anything to do with his first family, including the record of them held in the U.S. Army data-banks was for him strictly off-limits. He was already tortured enough by their deaths, haunted by the racking guilt that he’d been unable to save them, that he’d been safe at a meeting while the diving jet sent its killing bullets into them. He couldn’t help torturing himself anew, conjuring up their last terror-filled minutes. Dao, a child of war, would, of course, have heard the jet engines droning lazily in the hot summer sky. At first she wouldn’t have seen it coming out of the white sun, but when its roar grew closer, when its metal bulk became larger than the sun, she would’ve known. Even while horror gripped her heart, she would’ve tried to gather her children to her in a vain attempt to protect them from the bullets that would have already begun to pock the surface of the muddy river. “Joshua! Alyssa! Come to me!” she would’ve screamed, as if she could save them from what was to come.


      Bourne, sitting in front of Annaka’s computer, became aware that he was weeping. For a moment he allowed the tears to flow freely as they hadn’t done for so many years. Then he shook himself, wiped his cheeks with his sleeve and, before he had a chance to change his mind, got on with the business at hand.


      He found a work-around for the final level of the firewall, and five minutes after beginning the excruciating work, he was logged in. At once, before his nerve could fail again, he navigated to the Death Record Archives, typed in the names and date of death in the required data fields for Dao Webb, Alyssa Webb, Joshua Webb. He stared at the names, thinking, This was my family, flesh-and-blood human beings who laughed and cried, and who once held me, who called me “Darling” and “Daddy.” Now what were they? Names on a computer screen. Statistics in a databank. His heart was breaking and he felt again that touch of madness that had afflicted him in the first aftermath of their deaths. I can’t feel this again, he thought. It’ll tear me apart. Full of a sorrow he found unsupportable, he punched the “Enter” key. He had no other choice; he could not go back. Never go back, that had been his motto from the moment Alex Conklin had recruited him, turned him into another David Webb and then into Jason Bourne. Then why was it he could still hear their voices? “Darling, I’ve missed you!” “Daddy, you’re home!”


      These memories, reaching across the permeable barrier of time, had ensnared them in their web, which was why he did not at first react to what had come up on the screen. He stared at it for several minutes without seeing the terrible anomaly.


      He saw in horrifying detail what he’d hoped he’d never see, the photos of his beloved wife Dao, shoulders and chest riddled with bullets, her face grotesquely disfigured by the traumatic wounds. On the second page he saw the photos of Alyssa, her poor body and her head even more disfigured because of their vulnerability, their smaller size. He sat, paralyzed with grief and horror, at what lay before him. He had to go on. One page left, one last set of photos to complete the tragedy.


      He scrolled to the third page, bracing himself for the photos of Joshua. Only there weren’t any.


      Stupefied, he did nothing for a moment. At first, he thought there had been a computer glitch, that he’d been inadvertently directed to another page in the Archives. But, no, there was the name: Joshua Webb. But below it were words that seared through Bourne’s consciousness like a hot needle. “Three articles of clothing, listed below, one shoe, partial (sole and heel missing) found ten meters from the corpses of Dao and Alyssa Webb. After an hour’s search, Joshua Webb declared dead. NBF.”


      NBF. The Army acronym screamed out to him. No Body Found. Bourne was gripped by an icy cold. They searched for Joshua for an hour—only an hour? And why hadn’t they told him? He’d buried three coffins, his mind excoriated with grief, remorse, and guilt. And all the while they knew, the bastards knew! He sat back. His face was white, his hands trembling. In his heart, he felt a rage he could not contain.


      He thought of Joshua; he thought of Khan.


      His mind was ablaze, overcome by the horror of the terrible possibility that he’d buried from the moment he’d seen the carved stone Buddha around Khan’s neck: What if Khan really was Joshua? If so, he’d become a killing machine, a monster. Bourne knew only too well how easy it was to find the path to madness and killing in the jungles of Southeast Asia. But there was, of course, another possibility, one his mind quite naturally gravitated toward and held onto: that the plot to plant Joshua was far more wide-ranging and complex than he’d at first considered. If so, if these records were forged, the conspiracy went all the way up to the highest levels of American government. But, oddly, filling his mind with the usual conspiratorial suspicions only increased his sense of dislocation.


      In his mind’s eye, he saw Khan holding out the carved stone Buddha, heard him say, “You gave this one to me—yes, you did. And then you abandoned me to die…”


      Abruptly, Bourne’s gorge rose into his throat and, with his stomach rebelling madly, he launched himself off the sofa, across the room, and, ignoring the pain, ran to the bathroom, where he vomited every last thing left inside him.


      


      In the OpSit room deep in the bowels of CIA HQ, the duty officer, watching a computer screen, picked up the phone and dialed a specific number. He waited a moment while an automated voice said, “Speak.” The DO asked for the DCI. His voice was analyzed, matched against the list of duty officers. The call was switched, a male voice said, “Hold, please.” A moment later the clear baritone of the DCI came on the line.


      “I thought you should know, sir, that an internal alarm has been tripped. Someone got through the military firewall and accessed death records for the following personnel: Dao Webb, Alyssa Webb, Joshua Webb.”


      There was a short, unpleasant pause. “Webb, son. You’re sure it’s Webb.”


      The sudden urgency in the DCI’s voice brought out the sweat on the young duty officer’s face. “Yessir.”


      “Where’s this hacker located?”


      “Budapest, sir.”


      “Did the alarm do its job? Did it capture the full IP address?”


      “Yessir. 106–108 Fo utca.”


      


      In his office the DCI smiled grimly. Totally by coincidence, he’d been leafing through Martin Lindros’ latest report. It seemed as if the Frogs had now sifted through all the remains of the accident that was supposed to have killed Jason Bourne without finding a trace of human remains. Not even a molar. So there’d been no definitive confirmation that, despite the Quai d’Orsay officer’s eyewitness account, Bourne was actually dead. The DCI’s hand clenched into a fist and pounded the desk in anger. Bourne had eluded them again. But despite his ire and frustration, part of him wasn’t all that surprised. After all, Bourne had been trained by the best spook the Agency had ever produced. How many times had Alex Conklin faked his own death in the field, though perhaps never in such spectacular fashion.


      Of course, the DCI thought, it was always possible that someone other than Jason Bourne had hacked through the U.S. Army firewall in order to get at the moldy death records of a woman and her two children who weren’t even military personnel and who were known to only a small handful of people still living. But what were the odds?


      No, he thought now with mounting excitement, Bourne hadn’t perished in that explosion outside Paris; he was alive and well in Budapest—why there?—and for once he’d made a mistake they could capitalize on. Why he was interested in the death records of his first family the DCI had no idea, nor did he care beyond the fact that Bourne’s inquisitiveness had opened the door for finally fulfilling the sanction.


      The DCI reached for the phone. He could have assigned the task to a subordinate, but he wanted to feel the joy of ordering this particular sanction himself. He dialed an overseas number, thinking, I’ve got you now, you sonuvabitch.

    

  


  
    
      CHAPTER TWENTY

    


    
      For a city founded in the late nineteenth century as a British railroad camp on the Mombasa-to-Uganda line, Nairobi had a depressingly banal skyline filled with sleek modern high-rises. It lay on a flat plain, grasslands that for many years had been the home to the Masai before the coming of Western civilization. It was currently the fastest-growing city in East Africa and, as such, was subject to the usual growing pains as well as the disorienting sight of the old and the new, vast wealth and abject poverty uncomfortably rubbing flanks until sparks flew, tempers flared, and calm needed to be restored. With unemployment high, riots were commonplace as well as late-night muggings, especially in and around Uhuru Park to the west of City Center.


      None of these inconveniences were of any interest to the party just arriving from Wilson Airport in a pair of armored limousines, although the occupants noted the signs warning of violence and the private security guards that patrolled City Center and west, where government ministries and foreign embassies resided, as well as along the fringes of Latema and River Roads. They passed along the edge of the bazaar, where virtually every sort of surplus war materiel, from flame-throwers to tanks to shoulder-mounted ground-to-air missile launchers were on display for sale next to cheap gingham dresses and woven textiles in colorful tribal patterns.


      Spalko was in the lead limousine with Hasan Arsenov. Behind them, in the second car, sat Zina and Magomet and Akhmet, two of Arsenov’s most senior lieutenants. These men hadn’t bothered to shave their thick curling beards. They wore the traditional black outfits and stared at Zina’s Western clothes with stupefaction. She smiled at them, studying their expressions carefully for any sign of change.


      “Everything’s in readiness, Shaykh,” Arsenov said. “My people are perfectly trained and prepared. They are fluent in Icelandic; they have memorized both the hotel’s schematics and the procedures you outlined. They await only my final order of commencement.”


      Spalko, staring out at the passing Nairobi parade of natives and foreigners stained red by the setting sun, smiled, if only to himself. “Do I detect a note of skepticism in your voice?”


      “If you do,” Arsenov said quickly, “it’s only from my acute sense of anticipation. I’ve been waiting all my life for the chance to be free of the Russian yoke. My people have been outcasts too long; they’ve been waiting for centuries to be welcomed into the community of Islam.”


      Spalko nodded abstractedly. For him, Arsenov’s opinion had already become irrelevant; the moment he was thrown to the wolves he’d cease to exist altogether.


      


      That evening the five of them convened in a private dining room Spalko had booked on the top floor of the 360 Hotel on Kenyatta Avenue. It, like their rooms, had a view over the city to Nairobi National Park, stocked with giraffes, wildebeest, Thomson’s gazelles and rhinos—as well as lions, leopards and water buffalo. During the dinner there was no talk of business, no hint at all as to their purpose here.


      After the plates had been cleared, it was a different story. A team from Humanistas, Ltd., that had preceded them to Nairobi had set up a computer-based audiovideo hookup, which was wheeled into the room. A screen was deployed and Spalko commenced to give a Powerpoint presentation, showing the coast of Iceland, the city of Reykjavik and its environs, then aerial views of the Oskjuhlid Hotel, followed by photos outside and inside the hotel. “There’s the HVAC system, which as you can see here and here has been fitted with state-of-the-art motion detectors as well as infrared heat sensors,” he said. “And here’s the control panel, which like every system in the hotel has a security override, electrical in nature but with battery backups.” He continued, running through the plan in the most minute detail, beginning with the moment they arrived and ending with the moment they left. Everything had been planned for; everything was in readiness.


      “Tomorrow morning at sunrise,” he said, standing, and the others stood with him. “La illaha ill Allah.”


      “La illaha ill Allah,” the others chorused in solemn reply.


      


      Late at night Spalko lay in bed smoking. One lamp was on, but he was still able to see the glittering lights of the city and, beyond, the forested darkness of the wildlife park. He appeared lost in thought, but in reality he had cleared his mind. He was waiting.


      


      Akhmed heard the distant roaring of the animals and could not sleep. He sat up in bed, rubbed his eyes with the heels of his hands. It was unusual for him not to sleep soundly and he wasn’t certain what to do. For a time he lay back down, but he was awake now and, aware of the pounding of his heart, his eyes would not close.


      He thought of the impending day and the full flower of its promise. Allah will that it be the start of a new dawn for us, he prayed.


      Sighing, he sat up, swung his legs over the side of the bed and rose. He pulled on the odd Western trousers and shirt, wondering if he’d ever get used to them. Allah grant not.


      He was just opening the door to his room when he saw Zina passing by. She walked with an uncanny grace, moving silently, her hips swaying provocatively. Often, he’d licked his lips when she passed near him and he’d find himself trying to inhale as much of her scent as he could.


      He peered out. She was headed away from her room; he wondered where she was going. A moment later he had his answer. His eyes opened wide as she rapped softly on the Shaykh’s door, which opened to reveal the Shakyh. Perhaps he had summoned her for some lapse in discipline Akhmed was not aware of.


      Then she said in a tone of voice he’d never heard her use before, “Hasan’s asleep,” and he understood everything.


      


      When the soft knock sounded on his door, Spalko turned, stubbed out his cigarette, then rose, padded across the large room and opened the door.


      Zina stood in the hallway. “Hasan’s asleep,” she said as if she was required to explain her presence.


      Without a word, Spalko stepped back, and she came in, closing the door softly. He grabbed her, then spun her onto the bed. Within moments she was crying out, her bare flesh slick with their fluids. Their lovemaking contained a certain wildness, as if they had come at last to the end of the world. And when it was over, it wasn’t over at all, for she lay astride him, stroking and caressing him, whispering her desires in the most explicit terms until, inflamed, he took her again.


      Afterward she lay entwined with him, smoke curling from her half-open lips. The lamp was off, and solely by the pinpoint lights of the Nairobi night, she held him in her gaze. Ever since he had first touched her, she had longed to know him. She knew nothing of his background—to her knowledge, no one did. If he would talk to her, if he would tell her the little secrets of his life, she’d know that he was bound to her as she was bound to him.


      She ran her fingertip around the shell of his ear, across the unnaturally smooth skin of his cheek. “I want to know what happened,” she said softly.


      Spalko’s eyes came slowly back into focus. “It was a long time ago.”


      “All the more reason to tell me.”


      He turned his head, stared into her eyes. “Do you really want to know?”


      “Very much, yes.”


      He took a breath, let it out. “In those days, my younger brother and I were living in Moscow. He was always getting into trouble, not that he could help it; he had an addict’s disposition.”


      “Drugs?”


      “Praise Allah, no. In his case, it was gambling. He couldn’t stop betting, even when he’d run out of money. He’d borrow from me, and of course I’d always give him the money because he’d spin a story I chose to believe.”


      He turned in her arms, shook out a cigarette, lit it. “Anyway, there came a time when the plausibility of the stories faltered, or possibly even I could no longer afford to believe him. In any event, I said, ‘No more,’ believing, again foolishly as it turned out, that he’d stop.” He drew smoke deep into his lungs, let it out with a hiss. “But he didn’t. So what d’you suppose he did? He went to the last people he should’ve approached, because they were the only ones who’d lend him money.”


      “The mob.”


      He nodded. “That’s right. He took the money from them knowing that if he lost he’d never be able to pay them back. He knew what they’d do to him, but as I said, he couldn’t help himself. He bet and, as almost always happened, he lost.”


      “And?” She was on tenterhooks, begging him to go on.


      “They waited for him to pay them back, and when he didn’t, they came after him.”


      Spalko stared at the glowing end of his cigarette. The windows were open. Over the low noise of the traffic and the clattering of the palm fronds, now and again came an animal’s booming roar or unearthly howl.


      “At first they gave him a beating,” he said, his voice barely above a whisper. “Nothing too severe because at that point they still assumed he’d come up with the money. When they realized he had nothing and could get nothing, they pursued him in earnest, shot him in the street like a dog.”


      He was finished with his cigarette, but he let the butt burn down to where he gripped it between two fingers. He seemed to have forgotten all about it. Beside him, Zina said not a word, so held in thrall was she by his story.


      “Six months went by,” he said, flicking the butt across the room and out the window. “I did my homework; I paid the people who needed to be paid, and at last I got my chance. It happened that the boss who’d ordered my brother killed went to the barbershop at the Metropole Hotel every week.”


      “Don’t tell me,” Zina said, “you posed as his barber, and when he sat in your chair, you slit his throat with a straight razor.”


      He stared at her for a moment, then he broke into a laugh. “That’s very good, very cinematic.” He shook his head. “But in real life it wouldn’t work. The boss had used the same barber for fifteen years and in all that time he’d never accepted a substitute.” He leaned in, kissed her on the mouth. “Don’t be disappointed; take it as a lesson and learn from it.” He slipped his arm around her, drew her close against him. Somewhere in the park a leopard yowled.


      “No, I waited until he was freshly shaved and barbered, relaxed from these tender ministrations. I waited for him in the street outside the Metropole, a place so public only a madman would choose it. When he came out, I shot him and his bodyguards dead.”


      “And then you escaped.”


      “In a sense,” he said. “That day I escaped, but six months later, in another city in another country a Molotov cocktail was thrown at me from a passing car.”


      She tenderly ran her fingers over his plasticized flesh. “I like you this way, imperfect. The pain you endured makes you…heroic.”


      Spalko said nothing, and at length he felt her breathing deepen as she drifted off to sleep. Of course, not a word he’d said was true, though he had to admit it made a good story—very cinematic! The truth—what was the truth? He scarcely knew anymore; he’d spent so much time carefully constructing his elaborate facade that there were days when he became lost in his own fiction. In any event, he’d never reveal the truth to anyone else because it would put him at a disadvantage. When people knew you, they thought they owned you—that the truth you had shared with them in a moment of weakness they called intimacy would bind you to them.


      In this Zina was like all the rest, and he found the bitter rind of disappointment in his mouth. But then he was always being disappointed by others. They simply weren’t in his sphere; they couldn’t understand the nuances of the world as he did.


      They were amusing for a while, but only for a while. He took this thought with him down into the bottomless chasm of a deep and untroubled sleep, and when he awoke, Zina was gone, returned to the side of the unsuspecting Hasan Arsenov.


      


      At dawn, the five of them piled into a brace of Range Rovers, which had been provisioned and were driven by members of the Humanistas team, and headed south out of the city toward the great unwashed slum that extended like an festering canker on the flank of Nairobi. No one spoke and they had eaten only lightly, for a pall of hideous tension gripped them all, even Spalko.


      Though the morning was clear, a toxic haze hung low over the sprawling slum, ready evidence of the lack of proper sanitation and the ever-present specter of cholera. There were ramshackle structures, mean tin and cardboard huts, some wooden ones, as well as squat concrete buildings that could have been mistaken for bunkers except for the zigzag lines of laundry strung outside, flapping in the gritty air. As well, there were mounds of bulldozed earth, raw and enigmatic until the passing party saw the scorched and charcoaled remains of fire-gutted dwellings, shoes with their soles burned off, tatters of a blue dress. These few artifacts, evidence of recent history, which was all that existed here, lent a particularly forlorn aspect to the ugliness of the grinding poverty. If there was a life to be had here, it was fitful, chaotic, dismal beyond either word or thought. All were struck by the sense of a terminal night that existed here even in the light of a new morning. There was a fatedness to the sprawl that made them recall the bazaar, the black market nature of the city’s economy they felt was in some obscure way responsible for the depressing landscape through which they crawled, slowed by the thick crowds that overflowed the cracked sidewalks out into the rutted dirt streets. Traffic lights didn’t exist; even if they had, the party would have been stopped by hordes of stinking beggars or merchants hawking their pathetic wares.


      At length they arrived at more or less the center of the slum, where they entered a gutted two-story building reeking of smoke. Ash was everywhere inside, white and soft as ground bones. The drivers brought in the provisions, which were contained in what appeared to be two rectangular steamer trucks.


      Inside were silver-skinned HAZMAT suits which, at Spalko’s direction, they donned. The suits contained their own self-contained breathing systems. Spalko then removed the NX 20 from its case inside one of the trunks, carefully fitted the two pieces together as the four Chechen rebels gathered around to watch. Handing it to Hasan Arsenov for a moment, Spalko drew out the small, heavy box given to him by Dr. Peter Sido. With great care, he unlocked it. They all stared down at the glass vial. It was so small, so deadly. Their breathing slowed, grew labored, as if they were already afraid to draw breath.


      Spalko directed Arsenov to hold the NX 20 at arm’s length. He flipped open a titanium panel on top, placed the vial into the loading chamber. The NX 20 couldn’t be fired yet, he explained. Dr. Schiffer had built in a number of safeguards against accidental or premature dispersal. He pointed out the airtight seal that, with the chamber full, would be activated when he closed and locked the top panel. He did this now, then he took the NX 20 from Arsenov and led them up the interior flight of stairs, still standing, despite the ravages of the fire, only because it was made of concrete.


      On the second floor they crowded against a window. Like all the others in the building, its glass had been shattered; all that was left was the frame. Through it, they watched the halt and the lame, the famine-stricken, the diseased. Flies buzzed, a three-legged dog squatted and defecated in an open-air market where used goods were piled in the dust. A child ran naked through the street, crying. An old woman hunching along, hawked and spat.


      These sights were of only peripheral interest to the party. They were studying Spalko’s every move, listening to his every word with a concentration that bordered on the compulsive. The mathematical precision of the weapon worked like a magical counter-spell to the disease that seemed to have conjured itself into the air.


      Spalko showed them the two triggers on the NX 20—a small one just forward of the larger one. The small one, he told them, injected the payload from the loading chamber into the firing chamber. Once that, too, was sealed by pressing this button, here, on the left side of weapon, the NX 20 was ready to be fired. He pulled the small trigger, then pressed the button, and could feel within the weapon a slight stirring, the first intimation of death.


      The muzzle of the thing was blunt and ugly, but its bluntness was practical as well. Unlike conventional weapons, the NX 20 needed only to be aimed in the most general way, he pointed out. He stuck the muzzle through the window. They all held their breath as his finger curled around the large trigger.


      Outside, life went on in its random, disorderly fashion. A young man held a bowl of maize-meal porridge under his chin, scooping up the glop with the first two fingers of his right hand while a group of half-starved people watched with unnaturally large eyes. An impossibly thin girl on a bicycle passed by and a pair of toothless old men stared at the packed earth of the street as if reading there the sad story of their lives.


      It was no more than a soft hiss, at least that was how it sounded to each of them secure and safe inside their HAZMAT suits. There was, otherwise, no outward sign of the dispersal. This was as Dr. Schiffer had predicted.


      The party watched tensely as the seconds ticked by with agonizing slowness. Every sense seemed heightened. They heard the sonorous tolling of their own pulse in their ears, felt the heavy beat of their hearts. They found that they were holding their breath.


      Dr. Schiffer had said that within three minutes they would see the first signs that the disperser had worked properly. It was more or less the last thing he’d said before Spalko and Zina had dropped his near-lifeless body down into the labyrinth.


      Spalko, who’d been following the second hand of his watch as it swept toward the three-minute mark, now looked up. He was riveted by what he saw. A dozen people had dropped before the first scream sounded. It was quickly choked off, but others took up the ululating cry, only to drop, writhing, in the street. Chaos and silence as death crept outward in a gathering spiral. There was no hiding from it, no way to avoid it, and no one escaped, even those who tried to run.


      He signed to the Chechens and they followed him down the concrete stairs. The drivers were ready and waiting as Spalko broke down the NX 20. The moment he stowed it, they snapped closed the trunks, brought them out to the waiting Range Rovers.


      The party took a tour of the street, then the adjacent ones. They walked four blocks in every direction, always seeing the same result. Death and dying, more death and dying. They returned to the vehicles, the taste of triumph in their mouths. The Range Rovers started up the moment they were settled and took them over the entire area of the half-mile-square radius Dr. Schiffer had told Spalko was the NX 20’s dispersal range. Spalko was gratified to see that the doctor had neither lied nor exaggerated.


      By the time the payload had run its course an hour from now, how many people would be dead or dying? he wondered. He’d stopped counting after a thousand, but he guessed it would be three times that amount, perhaps as much as five times.


      Before they left the city of the dead, he gave the order and his drivers started the fires, using a potent accelerant. Immediately, sheets of flame flicked skyward, spreading quickly.


      The fire was good to see. It would cover what had happened here this morning, for no one must know, not, at least until after their mission at the Reykjavik summit was completed.


      In just forty-eight hours it would be, Spalko thought, exultant. Nothing could stop them.


      Now the world is mine.
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      CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE

    


    
      “I think there may be internal bleeding,” Annaka said, looking again at the deeply discolored swelling of Bourne’s side. “We’ve got to get you to the hospital.”


      “You must be joking,” he said. Indeed, the pain was much worse; every time he breathed, he felt as if a couple of ribs had been staved in. But a trip to the hospital was out of the question; he was a wanted man.


      “All right,” she conceded. “A doctor, then.” And raised a hand, anticipating his objection. “My father’s friend, Istvan, is discreet. My father used him from time to time without consequence.”


      Bourne shook his head, said, “Go to a pharmacy if you must, nothing more.”


      Before he had a chance to change his mind, Annaka grabbed her coat and purse, promising to be back shortly.


      In a way he was glad to be rid of her temporarily, he needed to be alone with his thoughts. Curled up on the sofa, he drew the eiderdown closer around him. His mind seemed to be on fire. He was convinced that Dr. Schiffer was the key. He had to find him, for once he did, he’d find the person who had ordered Alex and Mo’s murders, the person who had set him up. The problem was Bourne was quite certain he didn’t have much time left. Schiffer had been missing for some time now. Molnar had been dead two days. If, as Bourne feared, he’d disclosed Schiffer’s whereabouts under articulated interrogation, then Bourne would have to assume that Schiffer was by now in enemy hands, which would mean that the enemy also had in his possession whatever it was that Schiffer had invented, some sort of biological weapon, code-named NX 20, to which Leonard Fine, Conklin’s conduit, had reacted so strongly when he’d mentioned it.


      Who was the enemy? The only name he had was Stepan Spalko, an internationally renowned humanitarian. And yet, according to Khan, Spalko was the man who had ordered the murders of Alex and Mo and had set Bourne up as the murderer. Khan could be lying, and why not? If he wanted to get to Spalko for his own reasons, he’d hardly announce them to Bourne.


      Khan!


      The very thought of him caused Bourne to be flooded with unwanted emotion. With effort, he concentrated on his rage against his own government. They’d lied to him—colluded in a coverup to keep him from the truth. Why? What were they trying to hide? Did they believe that Joshua might be alive? If so, why wouldn’t they want him to know? What was it they were doing? He pressed his hands to his head. His vision seemed to lose its perspective—things that had seemed close at hand a moment ago now appeared far away. He thought he might be losing his mind. With an inarticulate cry, he threw the eiderdown off him and rose, ignoring the flash of pain in his side as he stalked to where he’d hidden his ceramic gun beneath his jacket. He took it up in his hand. Unlike the reassuring heft of a steel gun, this was as light as a feather. He held it by the grips, curled his forefinger through the trigger guard. He stared at it a long time, as if through sheer force of will he could conjure up the officials buried deep inside the military responsible for deciding not to tell him that they’d never found Joshua’s body, deciding it was simply easier to declare that he’d been killed when they didn’t know for a fact if he was actually dead or alive.


      Slowly the pain returned, a universe of agony with every breath he took, forcing him to return to the sofa, where he once again wrapped himself in the eiderdown. And in the quiet of the apartment, the thought, unbidden, came again: What if Khan was telling the truth—what if he was Joshua? And the answer, terrible and unalterable: Then he was an assassin, a brutal murderer without remorse or guilt, utterly disconnected from any human emotion.


      All at once Jason Bourne put his head down, as close to tears as he’d ever been since Alex Conklin had created him decades ago.


      


      When Kevin McColl had been assigned the Bourne sanction, he’d been on top of Ilona, a young Hungarian woman of his acquaintance, as uninhibited as she was athletic. She could do wonderful things with her legs, was, in fact, doing them when the call came in.


      As it happened, he and Ilona were in the Kiraly Turkish Baths on Fo utca. It being Saturday, a woman’s day, she’d had to sneak him in, which, he had to admit, had been part of the excitement. Like everyone else in his position, he’d very quickly gotten used to living beyond the law—to being the law.


      With a grunt of frustration, he unwound himself from her and picked up his cell phone. There was no question of not answering it; when it rang it was for a sanction. He listened without comment to the voice of the DCI on the other end of the line. He’d have to go now. The sanction was urgent, the target within range.


      And so, as he wistfully watched the gleam of Ilona’s sweat-slicked skin in the jewel-toned light reflected off the mosaic tiles, he began to dress. He was a huge man, with the physique of a Midwestern football lineman and a flat imperturbable face. He was obsessed with weight training, and it showed. His muscles rippled with every move he made.


      “I’m not finished,” Ilona said, her huge dark eyes drinking him in.


      “Neither am I,” McColl said, leaving her where she lay.


      


      Two jets stood on the tarmac of Nairobi’s Nelson Airport. Both belonged to Stepan Spalko; both had the logo of Humanistas, Ltd. on fuselage and tail. Spalko had flown in from Budapest on the first one. The second had been used by his Humanistas support staff, who were now inside the jet that would return him to Budapest. The other jet would be taking Arsenov and Zina to Iceland where they’d be rendezvousing with the rest of the terrorist cadre flying in from Chechnya by way of Helsinki.


      Spalko stood facing Arsenov. Zina was a pace behind Arsenov’s left shoulder. He, no doubt, thought her position one of deference, but Spalko knew better. Her eyes smoldered as she drank in the Shaykh.


      “You’ve lived up to the letter of your promise, Shaykh,” Arsenov said. “The weapon will bring us victory in Reykjavik, of that there can be no question.”


      Spalko nodded. “Soon you’ll have everything that’s due you.”


      “The depth of our gratitude seems quite inadequate.”


      “You don’t give yourself enough credit, Hasan.” Spalko drew out a leather briefcase, unlocked it. “Passports, ID tags, maps, diagrams, the latest photos, everything you need.” He handed over the contents. “The rendezvous with the boat will be at three-hundred hours tomorrow.” He looked at Arsenov. “May Allah lend you strength and courage. May Allah guide your mailed fist.”


      As Arsenov turned away, preoccupied with his precious cargo, Zina said, “May our next meeting lead to a great future, Shaykh.”


      Spalko smiled. “The past will die,” he said, speaking volumes with his eyes, “in order to make way for that great future.”


      Zina, laughing to herself in silent pleasure, followed Hasan Arsenov as he mounted the metal ladder into the jet.


      Spalko watched the door close behind them, then he crossed to his jet, waiting patiently on the tarmac. He pulled out his cell phone, dialed a number and, when he heard the familiar voice on the other end of the line, said without preamble, “The progress Bourne has been making is an ominous development. I can no longer afford to have Khan kill Bourne in a public way—yes, I know, if he ever meant to kill Bourne. Khan’s a curious creature, a puzzle I’ve never been able to solve. But now that he’s become unpredictable, I’ve got to assume he’s following his own agenda. If Bourne dies now, Khan will fade into the woodwork and not even I will be able to find him. Nothing must interfere with what will take place in two days’ time. Do I make myself clear? Good. Now, listen. There’s only one way to neutralize them both.”


      


      McColl had received not only Annaka Vadas’ name and address—by an extraordinary stroke of luck, just four blocks north of the baths—but also her photo via a jpg file downloaded to his cell phone. As a result, he had no trouble recognizing her when she came out of the entrance to 106–108 Fo utca. He was immediately stirred by her beauty, the authoritative manner of her gait. He watched as she put away her cell phone, unlocked a blue Skoda and slid in behind the wheel.


      


      Just before Annaka inserted her key into the ignition slot, Khan rose from the backseat of the car and said, “I should tell Bourne everything.”


      She started but made no attempt to turn around; she was that well trained. Staring at him in the rear-view mirror, she replied shortly, “Tell him what? You don’t know anything.”


      “I know enough. I know you’re the one who brought the police to Molnar’s apartment. I know why you did that. Bourne was getting too close to the truth, wasn’t he, getting too close to finding out that Spalko was the one who’d set him up. I’d already told him, but it seems he doesn’t believe anything I say.”


      “Why should he? You have no credibility with him. He’s convinced himself you’re part of a vast plot to manipulate him.”


      Khan whipped a steely hand over the seatback, gripping her arm, which had slowly moved while she spoke. “Don’t do that.” He took her purse, opened it, removed the gun. “You tried to kill me once. Believe me, you won’t get a second chance.”


      She stared at his reflected image. Inside her was a constellation of emotions. “You think I’m lying to you about Jason, but I’m not.”


      “What I’d like to know,” he said easily, ignoring her comment, “was how you convinced him you loved your father when, really, you hated his guts.”


      She sat mute, breathing slowly, trying to gather her wits. She knew she was in an extremely perilous situation. The question was how was she going to extricate herself.


      “How you must’ve rejoiced when he was shot to death,” Khan continued, “though, knowing you as I do, you probably wished you’d been able to shoot him yourself.”


      “If you’re going to kill me,” she said tersely, “do it now and spare me your useless chatter.”


      With a move like a cobra, he leaned forward, grabbed her by her throat, and at last she looked alarmed, which was, after all, the first thing he was after. “I don’t intend to spare you anything, Annaka. What did you spare me when you had the chance?”


      “I didn’t think I needed to baby you.”


      “You rarely thought when we were together,” he said, “at least, not about me.”


      Her smile was cold. “Oh, I thought about you constantly.”


      “And repeated every one of those thoughts to Stepan Spalko.” His hand tightened on her throat, rattling her head from side to side. “Isn’t that right?”


      “Why ask me when you already know the answer?” she said a little breathlessly.


      “How long has he been playing me?”


      Annaka closed her eyes for a moment. “From the beginning.”


      Khan ground his teeth in fury. “What’s his game? What does he want from me?”


      “That I don’t know.” She made a wheezing noise as he squeezed so hard he cut off all air to her windpipe. When he released his grip sufficiently, she said in a thin voice, “Hurt me all you want, you’ll still get the same answer, because it’s the truth.”


      “The truth!” He laughed derisively. “You wouldn’t know the truth if it bit you.” Nevertheless, he believed her, and was disgusted by her uselessness. “What’s your business with Bourne?”


      “Keeping him away from Stepan.”


      He nodded, recalling his conversation with Spalko. “That makes sense.”


      The lie had come easily to her lips. It had the ring of truth not only because she’d had a lifetime of practice but because up until this last call from Spalko it had been the truth. Spalko’s plans had changed, and now that she’d had time to think it through, it suited her new purpose to tell this to Khan. Perhaps it was fortuitous that he’d come upon her like this, but only if she managed to get out of the encounter alive.


      “Where’s Spalko now?” he asked her. “Here in Budapest?”


      “Actually, he’s on his way back from Nairobi.”


      Khan was surprised. “What was he doing in Nairobi?”


      She laughed, but with his fingers painfully gripping her throat, it sounded more like a dry cough. “D’you really think he’d tell me? You know how secretive he is.”


      He put his lips against her ear. “I know how secretive we used to be, Annaka—only it wasn’t secretive at all, was it?”


      Her eyes engaged his in the mirror. “I didn’t tell him everything.” How strange it was not to be looking at him directly. “Some things I kept for myself.”


      Khan’s lips curled in contempt. “You don’t actually expect me to believe that.”


      “Believe what you want,” she said flatly, “you always have.”


      He shook her again. “Meaning?”


      She gasped and bit her lower lip. “I never understood the depth of my hatred for my father until I spent time with you.” He let up on his grip and she swallowed convulsively. “But you with your unswerving enmity toward your father, you showed me the light; you showed me how to bide my time, to savor the thought of revenge. And you’re right, when he was shot, I felt the bitterness of not having done it myself.”


      Though he had no intention of showing it, what she said shook him. Up until a moment ago, he’d had no idea he’d revealed so much of himself to her. He felt ashamed and resentful that she’d been able to get so far under his skin without him being aware of it.


      “We were together a year,” he said, “a lifetime for people like us.”


      “Thirteen months, twenty-one days, six hours,” she said. “I remember the precise moment I walked out on you because it was then I knew I couldn’t control you as Stepan wanted me to.”


      “And why was that?” His voice was casual, even though his interest was anything but.


      Her eyes had engaged his again, refused to let them go. “Because,” she said, “when I was with you, I could no longer control myself.”


      Was she telling the truth or was she playing him again? Khan, so certain about everything until Jason Bourne had come back into his life, didn’t know. Once again he felt ashamed and resentful, even a bit frightened that his vaunted powers of observation and instinct were failing him. Despite his best efforts, emotion had entered the picture, spreading its toxic haze over his mind, clouding his judgment, becalming him on an indistinct sea. He could feel his desire for her rising more strongly than it ever had before. He wanted her so badly that he couldn’t help but press his lips against the precious skin at the nape of her neck.


      And in so doing he missed the shadow’s sudden fall into the interior of the Skoda, the shadow marked by Annaka, who shifted her gaze, saw the burly American wrench open the rear door and bring down the butt end of his gun onto the back of Khan’s skull.


      Khan’s grip relaxed, his hand dropping away as he keeled over onto the backseat, unconscious.


      “Hello, Ms. Vadas,” the burly American said in perfectly inflected Hungarian. He smiled as he swept up her gun into his huge hand. “My name’s McColl, but I’d be obliged if you called me Kevin.”


      Zina dreamed of an orange sky, beneath which a modern-day horde—an army of Chechens brandishing NX 20s—descended from the Caucuses onto the steppes of Russia to lay waste to their bedeviling nemesis. But such was the power of Spalko’s experiment that for her it obliterated time. She was back again, a child in her parents’ miserable shell-shocked hovel, her mother staring at her from out of her ruined face, saying, “I can’t get up. Even for our water. I can’t go on….”


      But someone had to go on. She was then fifteen, the oldest of the four children. When her mother’s father-in-law came, he took only her brother Kanti, the male heir of the clan; the Russians had either killed the others, including his own sons, or had sent them away to the dreaded camps in Pobedinskoe and Krasnaya Turbina.


      After that, she took over her mother’s chores, collecting metal and water. But at night, exhausted as she was, sleep escaped her, fleeing from the vision of Kanti’s tear-streaked face, his terror at leaving his family, everything he’d known.


      Three times a week she slipped away crossing terrain littered with unexploded landmines in order to see Kanti, to kiss his pale cheeks and give him news of home. One day she arrived to find her grandfather dead. Of Kanti there was no sign. The Russian Special Forces had come through in a sweep, killing her grandfather and taking her brother to Krasnaya Turbina.


      She’d spent the next six months trying to find news of Kanti, but she was young and inexperienced in these matters. Besides, without money she could find no one willing to talk. Three years later, her mother dead, her sisters in foster homes, she joined the rebel forces. She hadn’t chosen an easy path: She’d had to endure male intimidation; she’d had to learn to be meek and subservient, to identify what she had then thought of as her meager resources and husband them. But she had always been exceptionally clever and this made her a quick learner of physical skills. It also provided her with a springboard from which to discover how the power game was played. Unlike a man, who rose through the ranks by intimidation, she was obliged to use the physical assets she was born with. A year after enduring the hardships of one handler after another, she managed to convince her controller to mount a night-time raid on Krasnaya Turbina.


      This was the sole reason she had joined the rebels, had put herself through hell, but she was frankly terrified of what she might find. And yet she found nothing, no evidence of her brother’s whereabouts. It was as if Kanti had simply ceased to exist.


      Zina awoke with a gasp. She sat up, looked around, realized that she was in Spalko’s jet on the way to Iceland. In her mind’s eye, still half in its dream-state, she saw Kanti’s tear-streaked face, smelled the acrid stench of lye coming from the killing pits at Krasnaya Turbina. She put her head down. It was the uncertainty that ate at her. If she knew he was dead, she could perhaps put her guilt to rest. But if, by some miracle of chance, he was still alive, she would never know, couldn’t come to his rescue, save him from the terrors to which the Russians continued to subject him.


      Aware of someone approaching, she looked up. It was Magomet, one of the two lieutenants Hasan had brought with him to Nairobi to bear witness to the gateway to their freedom. Akhmed, the other lieutenant, was studiously ignoring her as he had since he’d seen her comfortable in Western dress. Magomet, a bear of a man with eyes the color of Turkish coffee and a long curling beard he combed with his fingers when he was anxious, stood slightly bent, leaning against the seatback.


      “Is everything in order, Zina?” he asked.


      Her eyes searched first for Hasan, found him asleep. Then she curved her lips in the ghost of a smile. “I was dreaming of our coming triumph.”


      “It’ll be magnificent, won’t it? Vindication at last! Our day in the sun!”


      She could tell that he was dying to sit next to her, so she said nothing; he would have to be content with her not shooing him away. She stretched, arching her breasts, watching with amusement as his eyes opened slightly. All that’s missing is his tongue hanging out, she thought.


      “Would you like some coffee?” he said.


      “I suppose I wouldn’t mind.” She kept her voice carefully neutral, knowing that he was questing for hints. Her status, heightened by the important task the Shaykh had given her, the trust implicit in what he’d asked of her, was clearly not lost on him, as it was on Akhmed, who, like most Chechen males, saw her only as an inferior female. For a moment, then, her nerve failed her as she considered the enormous cultural barrier she was attempting to attack. But a moment’s clear-eyed concentration returned her to her normal state. The plan she’d formulated with the Shaykh’s instigation was sound; it would work—she knew it as surely as she drew breath. Now, as Magomet turned to go, she spoke up in furtherance of that plan. “And while you’re in the galley,” she said, “bring yourself a cup as well.”


      When he returned, she took the coffee from him, sipped it without inviting him to sit. He stood, his elbows on the seatback, holding his cup between his hands.


      “Tell me,” Magomet said, “what’s he like?”


      “The Shaykh? Haven’t you asked Hasan?”


      “Hasan Arsenov says nothing.”


      “Perhaps,” she said, looking at Magomet over the rim of her cup, “he jealously guards his favored status.”


      “Do you?”


      Zina laughed softly. “No. I don’t mind sharing.” She sipped more coffee. “The Shaykh’s a visionary. He sees the world not as it is but as it will be a year from now, five years! It’s quite astonishing to be around him, a man who’s so in control of every aspect of his self, a man who commands so much power across the globe.”


      Magomet made a sound of relief. “Then we’re truly saved.”


      “Yes, saved.” Zina put aside her cup, produced a straight razor and cream she’d found in the well-equipped toilet. “Come sit down here, opposite me.”


      Magomet hesitated only an instant. When he sat, he was so close their knees touched.


      “You can’t deplane in Iceland looking like that, you know.”


      He watched her from out of his dark eyes as his fingers combed through his beard. Without taking her eyes off his, Zina grasped his hand in hers, drew it away from his beard. Then she opened the razor, applied cream to his right cheek. The blade scraped against his flesh. Magomet trembled a little, then, as she began to shear him, his eyes closed.


      At some point she became aware that Akhmed was sitting up, watching her. By this time, half of Magomet’s face was clean-shaven. She continued what she was doing as Akhmed rose and approached her. He said nothing but stared in disbelief as Magomet’s beard was peeled away and his face was slowly revealed.


      At length he cleared his throat, said to her in a soft voice, “Do you think I could be next?”


      


      “I wouldn’t have expected this guy to be carrying such a mediocre gun,” Kevin McColl said as he hauled Annaka out of the Skoda. He made a noise of contempt as he stowed it away.


      Annaka went meekly enough, happy that he’d mistaken her gun for Khan’s. She stood on the sidewalk beneath the sullen sky of afternoon, her head bowed, eyes lowered, a secret smile lighting her up inside. Like many men, he couldn’t fathom that she’d carry a weapon, let alone might know how to use it. What he didn’t know would certainly hurt him—she’d make sure of it.


      “First of all, I want to assure you that nothing will happen to you. All you have to do is answer my questions truthfully and obey my commands to the letter.” He used the pad of his thumb on a minor nerve bundle on the inside of her elbow. Just enough to let her know that he was deadly serious. “Do we understand each other?”


      She nodded and cried out briefly as he bore down harder on the nerves.


      “I expect you to answer when I ask you a question.”


      She said, “I understand, yes.”


      “Good.” He took her into the shadows of the entrance to 106–108 Fo utca. “I’m looking for Jason Bourne. Where is he?”


      “I don’t know.”


      Her knees buckled in pain as he did something terrible to the inside of her elbow.


      “Shall we try it again?” he said. “Where’s Jason Bourne?”


      “Upstairs,” she said as tears rolled down her cheeks. “In my apartment.”


      His grip on her loosened noticeably. “See how easy that was? No fuss, no muss. Now, let’s you and me go on up.”


      They went inside and she used her key. She turned on the light and they went up the wide staircase. When they reached the fourth floor, McColl reined her in. “Hear me now,” he said softly. “As far as you’re concerned, nothing’s wrong. Got me?”


      She almost nodded, caught herself and said, “Yes.”


      He pulled her back against him hard. “Give him any warning sign and I’ll gut you like a large-mouth bass.” He shoved her forward. “Okay. Get on with it.”


      She walked to her door, put her key in the lock and opened it. She saw to her right that Jason was slumped on the sofa, his eyes half closed.


      Bourne looked up. “I thought you were—”


      At that instant McColl shoved her, raised his gun. “Daddy’s home!” he cried as he aimed the gun at the recumbent figure and pulled the trigger.

    

  


  
    
      CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO

    


    
      Annaka, who’d been biding her time, waiting for McColl’s first move, drove the point of her cocked elbow into his arm, deflecting his aim. As a result, the bullet entered the wall above Bourne’s head where it met the ceiling.


      McColl bellowed in rage, reached out with his left hand even as he was swinging his right arm down to aim again at his recumbent target. His fingers sank into Annaka’s hair, grabbed tight, jerked her back off her feet. At that moment Bourne brought his ceramic gun from beneath the eiderdown. He wanted to shoot the intruder in the chest, but Annaka was in the way. Altering his aim, he shot the intruder through the meat of his gun arm. The gun fell to the carpet, blood splattered from the wound, and Annaka screamed as the intruder dragged her back against his chest as a shield.


      Bourne was up on one knee, the muzzle of his gun roaming, as the intruder, with Annaka braced against him, backed toward the open door.


      “This isn’t over, not by a long shot,” he said, his gaze on Bourne. “I’ve never lost a sanction and I don’t intend to start now.” With that ominous pronouncement, he picked Annaka up and hurled her at Bourne.


      Bourne, off the sofa, caught Annaka before she had a chance to smash into the side of it. He whirled her around, then sprinted through the open doorway in time to see the elevator door closing. He took the stairs, limping a little. His side felt as if it were on fire and his legs were weak. His breathing became labored and he wanted to stop, if only to be able to get enough oxygen in his lungs, but he kept going, taking the stairs two and three at a time. Rounding the first-floor landing, his left foot slipped on the edge of a tread and he went down, half-falling, half-sliding down the rest of the flight. He groaned as he rose, slammed through the door into the lobby. There was blood on the marble floor but no assassin. He took a step into the lobby, and his legs collapsed out from under him. He sat there, half-stunned, his gun in one hand, the other lying palm up on his thigh. His eyes were glazed with pain and it seemed to him as if he’d forgotten how to breathe.


      I’ve got to go after the bastard, he thought. But there was a tremendous noise in his head that he eventually identified as the thudding of his heart working overtime. For the moment, at least, he was incapable of movement. He had just enough time, before Annaka arrived, to reflect that his staged death hadn’t fooled the Agency for long.


      When she saw him, her face turned white with concern. “Jason!” She knelt beside him, her arm around him.


      “Help me up,” he said.


      She took his weight with her canted hip. “Where is he? Where did he go?”


      He should’ve been able to answer her. Christ, he thought, maybe she was right, maybe he really did need to see a doctor.


      


      Perhaps it was the venom in his heart that had pulled Khan back from unconsciousness so quickly. In any case, he was up and out of the Skoda within minutes of the attack. His head hurt, to be sure, but it was his ego that had taken the brunt of the attack. He replayed the whole sorry scene in his mind, knew with a certainty that caused a sinking feeling in his stomach that it was only his foolish and dangerous feelings for Annaka that had made him vulnerable.


      What more proof did he need that emotional attachment was to be shunned at all costs? It had cost him dearly with his parents and, again, with Richard Wick, and now most recently with Annaka, who from the first had betrayed him to Stepan Spalko.


      And what of Spalko? “We’re far from strangers. We share secrets of the most intimate nature,” he’d said that night in Grozny. “I’d like to think we’re more than businessman and client.”


      Like Richard Wick, he’d offered to take Khan in, claimed he wanted to be his friend, to make him part of a hidden—and somehow intimate—world. “You owe your impeccable reputation in no small part to the commissions I’ve given you.” As if Spalko, like Wick, believed he was Khan’s benefactor. These people were under the misapprehension that they lived on a higher plane, that they belonged to the elite. Like Wick, Spalko had lied to Khan so that he could use him for his own purposes.


      What had Spalko wanted from him? It almost didn’t matter; he was past caring. All he wanted was his pound of flesh from Stepan Spalko, a reckoning that would set past injustices to rights. Nothing less than Spalko’s death would assuage him now. Spalko would be his first and last commission from himself.


      It was then, crouched in the shadows of a doorway, unconsciously massaging the back of his head where a lump had already been raised, that he heard her voice. It rose from the deep, from the shadows in which he sat, dropping down through the depths, pulled under the purling waves.


      “Lee-Lee,” he whispered. “Lee-Lee!”


      It was her voice he heard calling to him. He knew what she wanted; she wanted him to join her in the drowned depths. He put his aching head in his hands and a terrible sob escaped his lips like the last bubble of air from his lungs. Lee-Lee. He hadn’t thought of her in so long—or had he? He’d dreamed about her almost every night; it had taken him this long to realize it. Why? What was different now that she should come to him so strongly after such a long time gone?


      It was then he heard the slam of the front door and his head came up in time for him to see the big man racing out of the entrance to 106–108 Fo utca. He was grasping one hand with the other, and by the trail of blood behind him Khan figured that he’d run into Jason Bourne. A small smile crept across his face, for he knew this must be the man who’d attacked him.


      Khan felt an immediate urge to kill him, but with an effort he gained control and came up with a better idea. Leaving the shadows, he followed the figure as he fled down Fo utca.


      


      Dohány Synagogue was the largest synagogue in Europe. On its western side, the massive structure had an intricate Byzantine brickwork facade in blue, red and yellow, the heraldic colors of Budapest. Crowning the entrance was a large stained-glass window. Above this impressive sight rose two Moorish polygonal towers topped by striking copper and gilt cupolas.


      “I’ll go in and get him,” Annaka said as they got out of her Skoda. Istvan’s service had tried to direct her to a covering doctor, but she’d insisted that she needed to see Dr. Ambrus, that she was an old family friend, and at length they’d directed her here. “The fewer people who see you like this, the better.”


      Bourne agreed. “Listen, Annaka, I’m beginning to lose count of the times you’ve saved my life.”


      She looked at him and smiled. “Then stop counting.”


      “The man who assaulted you.”


      “Kevin McColl.”


      “He’s an Agency specialist.” There was no need for Bourne to have to tell her what sort of specialist McColl was. Yet another thing he liked about her. “You handled him well.”


      “Until he used me as a shield,” she said bitterly. “I should never have allowed—”


      “We got out of it. That’s all that matters.”


      “But he’s still at large, and his threat—”


      “The next time I’ll be ready for him.”


      The small smile returned to her face. She directed him to the courtyard in the rear of the synagogue, where she told him he could wait for them without fear of running into anyone.


      


      Istvan Ambrus, the doctor of János Vadas’ acquaintance, was inside at service, but he was amenable enough when Annaka went in and told him of the emergency.


      “Of course, I’m pleased to help you in any way I can, Annaka,” he said as he rose from his seat and walked with her through the magnificent chandeliered interior. Behind them was the great five-thousand-tube organ, highly unusual in a Jewish house of worship, on whose keyboard the great composers Franz Liszt and Camille Saint-Saens had once played.


      “Your father’s death has hit us all very hard.” He took her hand, squeezed it briefly. He had the blunt, strong fingers of a surgeon or a bricklayer. “How are you holding up, my dear?”


      “As well as can be expected,” she said softly, leading him outside.


      


      Bourne was sitting in the courtyard under whose earth lay the corpses of five thousand Jews who had perished in the brutal winter of 1944–45, when Adolph Eichmann turned the synagogue into a concentration point from which he sent ten times that number to camps where they were exterminated. The courtyard, contained between the arches of the inner loggia, was filled with pale memorial stones through which dark-green ivy crept. The trunks of the trees with which it had been planted were similarly wound with the vines. A cold wind ruffled the leaves, a sound that in this place could have been mistaken for distant voices.


      It was difficult to sit here and not think of the dead and of the terrible suffering that had gone on here during that dark time. He wondered whether another dark time was gathering itself to overwhelm them once again. He looked up from his contemplation to see Annaka in the company of a round-faced, dapper individual with a pencil mustache and apple cheeks. He was dressed in a brown three-piece suit. The shoes on his small feet were highly polished.


      “So you’re the disaster in question,” he said after Annaka had made the introductions, assuring him that Bourne could speak their native tongue. “No, don’t get up,” he went on as he sat down beside Bourne and began his examination. “Well, sir, I don’t believe Annaka’s description did your injuries justice. You look like you’ve been put through a wurst-grinder.”


      “That’s just how I feel, Doctor.” Bourne winced despite himself as Dr. Ambrus’ fingers probed a particularly painful spot.


      “As I walked out into the courtyard, I saw you deep in thought,” Dr. Ambrus said in a conversational tone. “In a sense, this is a terrible place, this courtyard, reminding us of those we’ve lost and, in a larger sense, what humanity as a whole lost during the Holocaust.” His fingers were surprisingly light as well as agile as they roamed over the tender flesh of Bourne’s side. “But the history of that time isn’t all so grim, you know. Just before Eichmann and his staff marched in, several priests helped the rabbi remove the twenty-seven scrolls of the Torah from the Ark inside the synagogue. They took them, these priests, and buried them in a Christian cemetery, where they remained safe from the Nazis until after the war was ended.” He smiled thinly. “So what does this tell us? There remains the potential for light even in the darkest places. Compassion can come from the most unexpected places. And you have two cracked ribs.”


      He rose now. “Come. I have at my house all the equipment necessary to bind you up. In a matter of just a week or so the pain will recede, and you’ll be on the mend.” He waggled a thick forefinger. “But in the interim you must promise me you’ll rest. No strenuous exercise for you. In fact, no exercise at all would be best.”


      “I can’t promise you that, Doctor.”


      Dr. Ambrus sighed as he shot Annaka a quick glance. “Now why doesn’t that surprise me?”


      Bourne got to his feet. “In fact, I’m very much afraid I’m going to have to do everything you’ve just warned me against, in which case I’ve got to ask you to do what you can in order to protect the damaged ribs.”


      “How about a suit of armor?” Dr. Ambrus chuckled at his own joke, but his amusement quickly dropped away as he saw the expression on Bourne’s face. “Good God, man, what do you expect to be going up against?”


      “If I could tell you,” Bourne said bleakly, “I imagine we’d all be better off.”


      


      Though clearly taken aback, Dr. Ambrus was as good as his word, leading them to his house in the Buda Hills where he had a small examining room where others might have had a study. Outside the window were climbing roses, but the geranium pots were still bare, awaiting warmer weather. Inside, were cream walls, white moldings, and on top of the cabinets, framed snapshots of Dr. Ambrus’ wife and his two sons.


      Dr. Ambrus sat Bourne down on the table, humming to himself as he went methodically through his cabinets, picking out one item here, two more there. Returning to his patient who he’d bade strip to the waist, he swung an armatured light around, snapped it on the field of battle. Then he went to work binding Bourne’s ribs tightly in three different layers of material—cotton, spandex and a rubber-like material he said contained Kevlar.


      “Better than that no one could do,” he declared when he was finished.


      “I can’t breathe,” Bourne gasped.


      “Good, that means the pain will be kept to a minimum.” He rattled a small brown plastic bottle. “I’d give you some painkillers, but for a man such as yourself—um, no, I think not. The drug will interfere with your senses, your reflexes will be off, and the next time I see you, you might be on a slab.”


      Bourne smiled at the attempt at humor. “I’ll do my best to spare you that shock.” Bourne dug in a pocket. “How much do I owe you?”


      Dr. Ambrus raised his hands. “Please.”


      “How to thank you, then, Istvan?” Annaka said.


      “Just to see you again, my dear, is payment enough.” Dr. Ambrus took her face in his hands, kissed her on first one cheek, then the other. “Promise me you’ll come to dinner one night soon. Bela misses you as much as I. Come, my dear. Come. She’ll make you her goulash, which you loved as a child.”


      “I promise, Istvan. Soon.”


      Content at last with this promise of payment, Dr. Ambrus let them go.

    

  


  
    
      CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE

    


    
      “Something needs to be done about Randy Driver,” Lindros said.


      The DCI finished signing a set of papers, pushing them into his outbox before looking up. “I heard he gave you a sound tongue-lashing.”


      “I don’t understand. Is this a source of amusement for you, sir?”


      “Indulge me, Martin,” he said with a smirk he refused to hide. “I have few sources of entertainment these days.”


      The sun-dazzle that had all afternoon spun off the statue of the three Revolutionary War soldiers outside the window was gone, making the bronze figures appear weary in the shadows shrouding them. The fragile light of another spring day had all too quickly passed into night.


      “I want him taken care of. I want access—”


      The DCI’s face darkened. “‘I want, I want’—what are you, a three-year-old?”


      “You put me in charge of the investigation into Conklin’s and Panov’s murders. I’m only doing what you asked.”


      “Investigation?” The DCI’s eyes sparked with anger. “There is no investigation. I told you in no uncertain terms, Martin, that I wanted an end to this. The bleeding is killing us with the bitch-woman. I want it cauterized so it can be forgotten. The last thing I need is for you to be running all over the Beltway, throwing your weight around like a bull in a china shop.” He waved a hand to stave off his deputy’s protestations. “Hang Harris, hang him high and loud enough for the National Security Advisor to be certain we know what we’re doing.”


      “If you say so, sir, but with all due respect that would be just about the worst mistake we could make right now.” As the DCI stared open-mouth at him, he spun across the desk the computer printout Harris had sent over.


      “What is this?” the DCI said. He liked a precis of everything he was given before he had a chance to read it.


      “It’s part of the electronic record of a ring of Russians providing people with illegal handguns. The gun used to murder Conklin and Panov is there. It was falsely registered to Webb. This proves Webb was set up, that he didn’t murder his two best friends.”


      The DCI had begun reading the printout, and now his thick white brows furrowed. “Martin, this proves nothing.”


      “Again, with all due respect, sir, I don’t see how you can ignore the facts that are right in front of you.”


      The DCI sighed, pushed the printout away from him as he sat back in his chair. “You know, Martin, I’ve trained you well. But it occurs to me now that you still have a great deal to learn.” He pointed a forefinger at the paper lying on his desk. “This tells me that the gun Jason Bourne used to shoot Alex and Mo Panov was paid for via a wire transfer from Budapest. Bourne has I don’t know how many bank accounts overseas, in Zurich and Geneva mostly, but I don’t see why he wouldn’t have one in Budapest as well.” He grunted. “It’s a clever trick, one of so many taught to him by Alex himself.”


      Lindros’ heart had plummeted to his shoes. “So you don’t think—”


      “You want me to take this so-called evidence to the bitch-woman?” The DCI shook his head. “She’d shove it back down my throat.”


      Of course, the first thing that had entered the Old Man’s mind was that Bourne had hacked into the U.S. Government database from Budapest, which was why he himself had activated Kevin McColl. No point telling Martin that; he’d only get himself all het up. No, the DCI thought obstinately, the money for the murder weapon had originated in Budapest and that was where Bourne had fled. Further damning evidence of his guilt.


      Lindros broke in on his musing. “So you won’t authorize going back to Driver—”


      “Martin, it’s coming up on seven-thirty and my stomach has started to rumble.” The DCI stood. “To show you that there’s no hard feelings, I want you to join me for dinner.”


      


      The Occidental Grill was an insider restaurant at which the DCI had his own table. It was for civilians and low-grade government employees to stand on lines, not for him. In this arena his power rose out of the shadow world he inhabited, made itself known to all of Washington. There were precious few inside the Beltway who possessed this status. After a difficult day, there was nothing like using it.


      They valet-parked and mounted the long flight of granite steps to the restaurant. Inside, they went down a narrow passageway hung with photos of the presidents as well as other famous political personages who had dined at the grill. As he always did, the DCI paused in front of the photo of J. Edgar Hoover and his ever-constant shadow, Clyde Tolson. The DCI’s eyes bored into the photo of the two men as if he had the power to expunge by fire this duo from the pantheon on the wall of greats.


      “I distinctly remember the moment we intercepted the Hoover memo exhorting his senior officers to find the link that tied Martin Luther King, Jr., and the Communist Party to the anti–Vietnam War demonstrations.” He shook his head. “What a world I’ve been a party to.”


      “It’s history, sir.”


      “Ignominious history, Martin.”


      With that pronouncement, he passed through the half-glass doors into the restaurant itself. The room was all wooden booths, cut-glass partitions and mirrored bar. As usual, there was a line, which the DCI navigated like the Queen Mary sailing through a flotilla of motorboats. He stopped in front of the podium, which was presided over by an elegant silver-haired maître d’.


      At the DCI’s approach, the man turned with a brace of long menus clutched to his breast. “Director!” His eyes opened wide. There was an odd paleness to his usually florid skin. “We had no idea that you’d be dining with us tonight.”


      “Since when do you need advance notice, Jack?” The DCI said.


      “May I suggest a drink at the bar, Director? I have your favorite sour mash.”


      The DCI patted his stomach. “I’m hungry, Jack. We’ll dispense with the bar and go straight to my table.”


      The maître d’ looked distinctly uncomfortable. “Please give me a moment, Director,” he said, hurrying away.


      “What the hell’s the matter with him?” muttered the DCI with some annoyance.


      Lindros had already taken a look at the DCI’s corner table, saw that it was occupied, and blanched. The DCI saw his expression and he whirled, peering through the throng of waiters and patrons at his beloved table, where the power seat reserved for him was now occupied by Roberta Alonzo-Ortiz, National Security Advisor of the United States. She was deep in conversation with two senators from the Foreign Intelligence Services Committee.


      “I’ll kill her, Martin. So help me God, I’ll rend the bitch-woman limb from limb.”


      At that moment the maître d’, clearly sweating inside his collar, returned. “We have a nice table all set up for you, Director, a table for four, just for you gentlemen. And the drinks’re on the house, all right?”


      The DCI bit back his rage. “It’s quite all right,” he said, aware that he was unable to rid himself of his high color. “Lead on, Jack.”


      The maître d’ took them on a route that didn’t pass his old table, and the DCI was grateful to Jack for that.


      “I told her, Director,” the maître d’ said almost under his breath. “I made it quite clear that that particular corner table was yours, but she insisted. She wouldn’t take no for an answer. What could I do? I’ll have the drinks over in just a minute.” Jack said all this in a rush as he seated them, presenting the food and wine menus. “Is there anything else I can do, Director?”


      “No, thank you, Jack.” The DCI picked up his menu.


      A moment later a burly waiter with muttonchop sideburns brought two glasses of sour mash, along with the bottle and a carafe of water.


      “Compliments of the maître d’,” he said.


      If Lindros had been under any illusion that the DCI was calm, he was disabused of that notion the moment the Old Man took up his glass to sip his sour mash. His hand shook, and now Lindros could see that his eyes were glazed with rage.


      Lindros saw his opening and, like the fine tactician he was, took it. “The National Security Advisor wants the double murders attended to and swept away with as little fuss as possible. But if the basic assumption that underlies this reasoning—mainly that Jason Bourne is responsible—is untrue, then everything else falls apart, including the NSA’s extremely vocal position.”


      The DCI looked up. He stared shrewdly at his deputy. “I know you, Martin. You already have some plan in mind, don’t you?”


      “Yessir, I do, and if I’m right, we’ll make the NSA look like fools. But for that to happen, I need Randy Driver’s full and complete cooperation.”


      The waiter appeared with the chopped salads.


      The DCI waited until they were alone and poured them both more sour mash. With a tight smile, he said, “This business with Randy Driver—you believe it’s necessary?”


      “More than necessary, sir. It’s vital.”


      “Vital, eh?” The DCI tucked into his salad, looked at the resulting piece of glistening tomato impaled on the tines of his fork. “I’ll sign the paperwork first thing tomorrow.”


      “Thank you, sir.”


      The DCI frowned, his gaze sought out that of his deputy, held it captive. “Only one way to thank me, Martin, bring me the ammunition I need to put the bitch-woman in her place.”


      


      The advantage of having a girl in every port, McColl knew, was that he always had a place to hole up. There was, of course, an Agency safe house in Budapest—in fact, there were several, but with his bleeding arm he had no intention of showing up in an official residence and thereby announcing to his superiors his failure to satisfy the sanction the DCI himself had given him. In his section of the Agency, results were the only thing that mattered.


      Ilona was home when, wounded arm at his side, he stumbled up to her door. As always, she was ready for action. He, for once, wasn’t, he had business to attend to first. He sent her to make him something to eat—something proteinaceous, he told her, for he needed to regain his strength. Then he went into her bathroom, stripped to the waist, and washed off the blood from his right arm. Then he poured hydrogen peroxide over the wound. The searing pain shot up and down his arm and made his legs tremble so that he was obliged to sit for a moment on the closed toilet lid in order to collect himself. In a moment the pain had subsided to a deep throbbing and he was able to assess the damage done him. The good news was that the wound was clean; the bullet had gone cleanly through the muscle of his arm and exited. Leaning over so that he could rest his elbow on the edge of the sink, he poured more hydrogen peroxide on the wound, whistled softly through his bared teeth. Then he rose, rifled through the cabinets without finding any sterile cotton pads. He did find, under the sink, a roll of duct tape. Using a pair of cuticle scissors, he cut off a length, wrapped it tightly around the wound.


      When he returned, Ilona had his meal prepared. He sat, wolfing down the food without tasting it. It was hot and nourishing, which was all he cared about. She stood behind him as he ate, massaging the bunched muscles of his shoulders.


      “You’re so tense,” she said. She was small and slender with flashing eyes, a ready smile, and curves in all the right places. “What did you do after you left me at the baths? You were so relaxed then.”


      “Work,” he said laconically. He knew by experience that it wasn’t politic to ignore her questions, though he had very little desire for small talk. He needed to gather his thoughts, plan for the second, and final, assault on Jason Bourne. “I’ve told you my work is stressful.”


      Her talented fingers continued to kneed the tension out of him. “I wish you’d quit then.”


      “I love what I do,” he said, pushing his empty plate away. “I’d never quit.”


      “And still you’re sullen.” She came around, held out her hand. “Then come to bed now. Let me make it better.”


      “You go,” he said. “Wait for me there. I’ve some business calls to make. When I’m finished, I’ll be all yours.”


      


      Morning came in a bevy of shouts to the small, anonymous room in a cheap hotel. The sounds of Budapest stirring penetrated the thin walls as if they were gauze, goading Annaka from her fitful sleep. For a time she lay immobile in the grayish morning illumination, side by side with Bourne on the double bed. At length she turned her head, stared at him.


      How her life had changed since she’d met him on the steps of Matthias Church! Her father was dead and now she couldn’t return to her own apartment because its location was known to both Khan and the CIA. In truth, there wasn’t much about her apartment she’d miss, except for her piano. The pang of yearning she felt for it was akin to what she’d read identical twins experienced when they were separated by a great distance.


      And what of Bourne, what did she feel for him? It was difficult for her to tell, since from an early age a certain switch had been thrown inside her that had turned off the spigot of emotion. The mechanism, a form of self-preservation instinct, was a complete mystery, even to experts who purported to study such phenomena. It was buried so deeply inside her mind that she could never reach it—another aspect of its preservation of the self.


      As in everything else, she’d lied to Khan when she’d told him that she couldn’t control herself around him. She’d walked out on him because Stepan had ordered her to leave. She hadn’t minded; in fact, she’d rather relished the look on Khan’s face when she’d told him it was over. She’d hurt him, which she liked. At the same time she saw that he’d cared for her, and she was curious about this, not understanding it herself. Of course, long ago and far away she’d cared about her mother, but of what use had that emotion been? Her mother had failed to protect her; worse, she’d died.


      Slowly, carefully, she inched away from Bourne until finally she turned and rose. She was reaching for her coat when Bourne, rising from deep sleep to immediate wakefulness, spoke her name softly.


      Annaka started, turned. “I thought you were fast asleep. Did I wake you?”


      Bourne watched her, unblinking. “Where are you going?”


      “I…we need new clothes.”


      He struggled to sit up.


      “How are you feeling?”


      “I’m fine,” he said. He was in no mood for receiving sympathy. “Besides clothes, we both need disguises.”


      “We?”


      “McColl knew who you were, that means he’d been sent a photo of you.”


      “But why?” She shook her head. “How did the CIA know you and I were together?”


      “They didn’t—at least, they couldn’t be sure,” he said. “I’ve been thinking, and the only way they could’ve made you was through your computer’s IP address. I must’ve set off an internal alarm when I hacked into the government’s intranet.”


      “God in heaven.” She slipped into her coat. “Still, it’s far safer for me out on the streets than it would be for you.”


      “Do you know a shop that sells theatrical makeup?”


      “There’s a district not far from here. Yes, I’m sure I can find a place.”


      Bourne grabbed a pad and the stub of a pencil off the desk and made a hurried list. “This is what I’ll need for both of us,” he said. “I’ve also written down my shirt, neck and waist sizes. Do you have enough money? I have plenty but it’s in American dollars.”


      She shook her head. “Too dangerous. I’d have to go to a bank and change it into Hungarian forint, and that might be noticed. There are ATM’s all over the city.”


      “Be careful,” he warned.


      “Don’t worry.” She glanced at the list he’d made. “I should be back in a couple of hours. Until then, don’t leave the room.”


      She descended in the tiny creaking elevator. Save for the day clerk behind the desk, the commensurately tiny lobby was deserted. He lifted his head from his newspaper, glanced at her with bored eyes before returning to his reading. She went out into bustling Budapest. The presence of Kevin McColl, a complicating factor, made her uneasy, but Stepan reassured her when she telephoned him with the news. She’d been updating him when she’d telephoned him from her apartment every time she’d run the water in the kitchen.


      As she entered the flow of pedestrian traffic, she glanced at her watch. It was just after ten. She had coffee and a sweet roll at a corner café, then proceeded on to an ATM about two-thirds of the way to the shopping district toward which she was headed. She slipped in her debit card, withdrew the maximum amount, put the wad of bills in her purse and, with Bourne’s list in hand, set out to shop.


      


      Across town, Kevin McColl strode into the branch of the Budapest Bank that handled Annaka Vadas’ account. He flashed his credentials and, in due course, was admitted to the glass-enclosed office of the branch manager, a well-dressed man in a conservatively cut suit. They shook hands as they introduced themselves and the manager indicated that McColl sit in the upholstered chair facing him.


      The manager steepled his fingers and said, “How can I be of assistance, Mr. McColl?”


      “We’re looking for an international fugitive,” McColl began.


      “Ah, and why isn’t Interpol involved?”


      “They are,” McColl said, “as well as the Quai d’Orsay in Paris, which was this fugitive’s last stop before coming here to Budapest.”


      “And the name of this wanted man?”


      McColl produced the CIA flyer, which he unfolded and set on the desk in front of the manager.


      The bank manager adjusted his glasses as he scanned the flyer. “Ah, yes, Jason Bourne. I watch CNN.” He glanced up over the gold rim of his glasses. “You say he’s here in Budapest.”


      “We’ve got a confirmed sighting.”


      The bank manager set the flyer aside. “And how may I help?”


      “He was in the company of one of your depositors. Annaka Vadas.”


      “Really?” The bank manager frowned. “Her father was killed—shot dead two days ago. Do you think the fugitive murdered him?”


      “It’s entirely possible.” McColl held tight rein on his impatience. “I would appreciate your help in finding out if Ms. Vadas has used an ATM anytime in the last twenty-four hours.”


      “I understand.” The bank manager nodded sagely. “The fugitive needs money. He might force her to get it for him.”


      “Precisely.” Anything, McColl thought, to get this guy to move off the dime.


      The bank manager swiveled around, began to type on his computer keyboard. “Let’s see then. Ah, yes, here she is. Annaka Vadas.” He shook his head. “Such a tragedy. And now to be subjected to this.”


      He was staring at his computer screen when a chirp sounded. “It seems you were right, Mr. McColl. Annaka Vadas’ PIN number was used at an ATM less than a half hour ago.”


      “Address,” McColl said, leaning forward.


      The manager wrote the address down on a sheet of notepaper, handed it to McColl, who was up and on his way with a “Thank you” thrown over his shoulder.


      


      Bourne, down in the lobby of the hotel, asked the clerk for directions to the nearest public Internet access point. He walked the twelve blocks to AMI Internet Café at 40 Váci utca. Inside, it was smoky and crowded, people sitting at computer stations, smoking as they read e-mail, did research or simply surfed the Web. He ordered a double-espresso and a buttered roll from a spike-haired young woman, who handed him a time-stamped slip of paper with the number of his station on it and directed him to a free computer that was already logged onto the Internet.


      He sat down and began his work. In the “Search” field, he typed in the name of Peter Sido, Dr. Schiffer’s former partner, but found nothing. That, in itself, was both odd and suspicious. If Sido was a scientist of any note at all—which Bourne had to assume he was if he’d worked with Felix Schiffer—then chances were he’d be somewhere on the Web. The fact that he wasn’t caused Bourne to consider the fact that his “absence” was deliberate. He’d have to try another path.


      There was something about the name Sido that rang a bell in his linguist’s brain. Was it Russian in origin? Slavic? He searched these language sites but came up blank. On a hunch he switched to a site on the Magyar language, and there it was.


      It turned out that Hungarian family names—what Hungarians called bynames—most always meant something. For instance, they could be patronymic, meaning they used the father’s name, or they could be locative, identifying where the person came from. Their family name could also tell you their profession—interestingly, he noted that Vadas meant hunter. Or what they were. Sido was the Hungarian word for Jew.


      So Peter Sido was a Hungarian, just like Vadas. Conklin had chosen Vadas to work with. Coincidence? Bourne didn’t believe in coincidences. There was a connection; he could sense it. Which opened up the following line of thought: All the world-class hospitals and research facilities in Hungary were in Budapest. Could Sido be here?


      Bourne’s hands flew over the keyboard, accessing the online Budapest phone directory. And there he found a Dr. Peter Sido. He noted the address and phone number, then logged off, paid for his time on-line and took his double espresso and roll to the café section, where he sat at a corner table away from other patrons. He chomped on his roll while he took out his cell phone and dialed Sido’s number. He sipped his double espresso. After several rings, a female voice answered.


      “Hello,” Bourne said in a cheerful voice, “Mrs. Sido?”


      “Yes?”


      He hung up without responding, wolfed down the rest of his breakfast while waiting for the taxi he’d called for. One eye on the front door, he scrutinized everyone who walked in, on the lookout for McColl or any other Agency operative who might have been sent into the field. Certain that he was unobserved, he went out into the street to meet the taxi. He gave the driver Dr. Peter Sido’s address and not more than twenty minutes later, the taxi drew up in front of a small house with a stone facade, a tiny garden in front, and miniature iron balconies projecting from each story.


      He climbed the steps and knocked. The front door was opened by a rather rotund woman of middle years with soft brown eyes and a ready smile. She had brown hair, pulled back in a bun, and was stylishly dressed.


      “Mrs. Sido? Dr. Peter Sido’s wife?”


      “That’s right.” She gazed at him inquiringly. “May I help you?”


      “My name is David Schiffer.”


      “Yes?”


      He smiled winningly. “Felix Schiffer’s cousin, Mrs. Sido.”


      “I’m sorry,” Peter Sido’s wife said, “but Felix never mentioned you.”


      Bourne was prepared for this. He chuckled. “That’s not surprising. You see, we lost touch with each other. I’m only now just returned from Australia.”


      “Australia! My word!” She stepped aside. “Well, do come in, please. You must think me rude.”


      “Not at all,” Bourne said. “Simply surprised, as anyone would be.”


      She showed him into a small sitting room, comfortably, if darkly, furnished and bade him make himself at home. The air smelled of yeast and sugar. When he was seated in an over-upholstered chair, she said, “Would you like coffee or tea? I have some stollen. I baked it this morning.”


      “Stollen, a favorite of mine,” he said. “And only coffee will do with stollen. Thank you.”


      She chuckled and headed for the kitchen. “Are you sure you’re not part Hungarian, Mr. Schiffer?”


      “Please call me David,” he said, rising and following her. Not knowing the family background, he was on shaky ground when it came to the Schiffers. “Is there something I can help you with?”


      “Why, thank you, David. And you must call me Eszti.” She pointed at a covered cake platter. “Why don’t you cut us each a piece?”


      On the refrigerator door, he saw among several family snapshots, one of a young woman, very pretty, alone. Her hand was pressed to the top of her Scottish tam and her long dark hair was windblown. Behind her was the Tower of London.


      “Your daughter?” Bourne said.


      Eszti Sido glanced up and smiled. “Yes, Roza, my youngest. She’s at school in London. Cambridge,” she said with understandable pride. “My other daughters—there they are with their families—are both happily married, thank God. Roza’s the ambitious one.” She smiled shyly. “Shall I tell you a secret, David? I love all my children, but Roza is my favorite—Peter’s too. I think he sees something of himself in her. She loves the sciences.”


      Several more minutes of bustling around the kitchen brought a carafe of coffee and plates of stollen on a tray, which Bourne carried back into the sitting room.


      “So you’re Felix’s cousin,” she said when they were both settled, he on the chair, she on the sofa. Between them was a low table on which Bourne had placed the tray.


      “Yes, and I’m eager for news of Felix,” Bourne said as she poured the coffee. “But, you see, I can’t find him, and I thought…well, I was hoping your husband could help me out.”


      “I don’t think he knows where Felix is.” Eszti Sido handed him the coffee and a plate of stollen. “I don’t mean to alarm you, David, but he’s been quite upset lately. Though they hadn’t officially worked together for some time, they’d had a long-distance correspondence going recently.” She stirred cream into her coffee. “They never stopped being good friends, you see.”


      “So this recent correspondence was of a personal nature,” Bourne said.


      “I don’t know about that.” Eszti frowned. “I gathered that it had something to do with their work.”


      “You wouldn’t know what, would you, Eszti? I’ve come a long way to find my cousin, and, frankly, I’ve begun to worry a little. Anything you or your husband could tell me, anything at all would be of great help.”


      “Of course, David, I understand completely.” She took a dainty bite of her stollen. “I imagine Peter would be quite happy to see you. At the moment, though, he’s at work.”


      “D’you think I could have his phone number?”


      “Oh, that won’t do you any good. Peter never answers his phone at work. You’ll have to go to the Eurocenter Bio-I Clinic at 75 Hattyu utca. When you do, you’ll first go through a metal detector, after which you’ll be stopped at the front desk. Because of the work they do there, they’re exceptionally security conscious. They require special ID tags to get into his section, white for visitors, green for resident doctors, blue for assistants and support staff.”


      “Thank you for the information, Eszti. May I inquire as to what your husband specializes in?”


      “You mean Felix never told you?”


      Bourne, sipping his delicious coffee, swallowed. “As I’m sure you know, Felix is a secretive person, he never spoke to me about his work.”


      “Quite so.” Eszti Sido laughed. “Peter’s just the same and, considering the frightening field he’s in, it’s just as well. I’m sure if I knew what he was into, I’d have nightmares. You see, he’s an epidemiologist.”


      Bourne’s heart skipped a beat. “Frightening, you say. He must work with some nasty bugs then. Anthrax, pneumonic plague, Argentinian hemorrhagic fever…”


      Eszti Sido’s face clouded over. “Oh dear, oh dear, please!” She waved a pudgy-fingered hand. “Those are just the things I know Peter works with but don’t want to know about.”


      “I apologize.” Bourne leaned forward, poured her more coffee, for which she thanked him in relief.


      She sat back, sipping her coffee, her eyes turned inward. “You know, David, now that I think about it, there was an evening not long ago when Peter came home in a high state of excitement. So much so, in fact, that for once he forgot himself and mentioned something to me. I was cooking dinner and he was unusually late and I was having to juggle six things at once—a roast, you know, doesn’t like to be over-cooked, so I’d taken it out, then put it back when Peter finally walked through the door. I wasn’t happy with him that night, I can tell you.” She sipped again. “Now, where was I?”


      “Dr. Sido came home very excited,” Bourne prompted.


      “Ah, yes, just so.” She took up a tiny piece of the stollen between her fingers. “He’d been in contact with Felix, he said, who’d had some sort of breakthrough with the—thing—he’d been working on for more than two years.”


      Bourne’s mouth was dry. It seemed odd to him that the fate of the world now lay with a housewife with whom he was cozily sharing coffee and homemade pastry. “Did your husband tell you what it was?”


      “Of course he did!” Eszti Sido said with gusto. “That was the reason he was so exercised. It was a biochemical disperser—whatever that is. According to Peter, what was so extraordinary about it was that it was portable. It could be carried in an acoustic guitar case, he said.” Her kind eyes gazed at him. “Isn’t that an interesting image to use for a scientific thingy?”


      “Interesting, indeed,” Bourne said, his mind furiously clicking into place pieces of the jigsaw puzzle the pursuit of which had more than once almost gotten him killed.


      He rose. “Eszti, I’m afraid I must be going. Thank you so much for your time and your hospitality. Everything was delicious—especially the stollen.”


      She blushed, smiling warmly as she saw him to the door. “Do come again, David, under happier circumstances.”


      “I will,” he assured her.


      Out on the street, he paused. Eszti Sido’s information confirmed both his suspicions and his worst fears. The reason everyone wanted to get their hands on Dr. Schiffer was that he had indeed created a portable means of dispersing chemical and biological pathogens. In a big city such as New York or Moscow, that would mean thousands of deaths with no means to save anyone within the radius of the dispersion. A truly terrifying scenario, one that would come true unless he could find Dr. Schiffer. If anyone knew, it would be Peter Sido. The mere fact that he’d become agitated of late confirmed that theory.


      There was no doubt that he needed to see Dr. Peter Sido, the sooner the better.


      


      “You realize you’re just asking for trouble,” Feyd al-Saoud said.


      “I know that,” Jamie Hull replied. “But Boris forced it on me. You know he’s a sonuvabitch as well as I do.”


      “First of all,” Feyd al-Saoud said evenly, “if you insist on calling him Boris, there can be no further discussion. You’re doomed to a blood feud.” He spread his hands. “Perhaps it’s my failing, Mr. Hull, so I would ask you to explain to me why you’d want to further complicate an assignment that’s already taxing all our security skills.”


      The two agents were inspecting the Oskjuhlid Hotel’s HVAC system in which they’d installed both heat-sensitive infrared and motion detectors. This foray was quite apart from the daily inspection of the summit’s forum HVAC the three agents undertook as a team.


      In a little over eight hours the first contingent of the negotiating parties would arrive. Twelve hours after that, the leaders would present themselves and the summit would begin. There was absolutely no margin for error for any of them, including Boris Illyich Karpov.


      “You mean you don’t think he’s a sonuvabitch?” Hull said.


      Feyd al-Saoud checked a branching against the schematic he seemed to carry with him at all times. “Frankly, I’ve had other things on my mind.” Satisfied that the junction was secure, Feyd al-Saoud moved on.


      “Okay, let’s cut to the chase.”


      Feyd al-Saoud turned to him. “I beg your pardon?”


      “What I was thinking was that you and I make a good team. We get along well. When it comes to security, we’re on the same page.”


      “What you mean is, I follow your orders well.”


      Hull looked hurt. “Did I say that?”


      “Mr. Hull, you didn’t have to. You, like most Americans, are quite transparent. If you’re not in complete control, you tend to either get angry or sulk.”


      Hull felt himself flooding with resentment. “We’re not children!” he cried.


      “On the contrary,” Feyd al-Saoud said equably, “there are times when you remind me of my six-year-old son.”


      Hull wanted to pull his Glock 31 .357 mm and shove its muzzle in the Arab’s face. Where did he get off talking to a representative of the U.S. Government like that? It was like spitting on the flag, for Christ’s sake! But what good would a show of force do him now? No, much as he hated to admit it, he needed to go another way.


      “So what d’you say?” he said as equably as he could.


      Feyd al-Saoud appeared unmoved. “In all honesty, I’d prefer to see you and Mr. Karpov work out your differences together.”


      Hull shook his head. “Ain’t gonna happen, my friend, you know that as well as I do.”


      Unfortunately, Feyd al-Saoud did know that. Both Hull and Karpov were entrenched in their mutual enmity. The best that could be hoped for now was that they’d confine hostilities to taking the occasional potshot at each other without an escalation into all-out war.


      “I think I could best serve you both by maintaining a neutral position,” he said now. “If I don’t, who’s going to keep the two of you from rending each other limb from limb?”


      


      After purchasing everything Bourne needed, Annaka left the men’s clothes shop. As she headed toward the theatrical district, she saw the reflection of movement behind her in the shop window. She didn’t hesitate or even break stride but slowed her pace enough so that as she strolled she confirmed that she was being followed. As casually as she could, she crossed the street, paused in front of a shop window. In it she recognized the image of Kevin McColl as he crossed the street behind her, ostensibly heading toward a café on the corner of the block. She knew that she had to lose him before she reached the area of theatrical makeup shops.


      Making sure he couldn’t see, she pulled out her cell phone, dialed Bourne’s number.


      “Jason,” she said softly, “McColl’s picked me up.”


      “Where are you now?” he said.


      “The beginning of Váci utca.”


      “I’m not far away.”


      “I thought you weren’t going to leave the hotel. What’ve you been doing?”


      “I’ve discovered a lead,” he said.


      “Really?” Her heart beat fast. Had he found out about Stepan? “What is it?”


      “First, we’ve got to deal with McColl. I want you to go to 75 Hattyu utca. Wait for me at the front desk.” He continued, giving her details of what she was to do.


      She listened intently, then said, “Jason, are you sure you’re up to this?”


      “Just do what I tell you,” he said sternly, “and everything will be fine.”


      She disconnected and called a taxi. When it came, she got in and gave the driver the address Bourne had made her repeat back to him. As they drove off, she looked around but didn’t see McColl, though she was certain he’d been following her. A moment later a battered dark-green Opel threaded its way through traffic, wedging itself behind her taxi. Annaka, peering into the driver’s off-side mirror, recognized the hulking figure behind the wheel of the Opel, and her lips curled in a secret smile. Kevin McColl had taken the bait; now if only Bourne’s plan would work.


      


      Stepan Spalko, newly returned to the Humanistas Ltd. headquarters in Budapest, was monitoring the international clandestine service cipher traffic for news on the summit when his cell phone rang.


      “What is it?” he said tersely.


      “I’m on my way to meet Bourne at 75 Hattyu utca,” Annaka said.


      Spalko turned and walked away from where his technicians were sitting at their deciphering workstations. “He’s sending you to the Eurocenter Bio-I Clinic,” he said. “He knows about Peter Sido.”


      “He said he had an exciting new lead, but he wouldn’t tell me what it was.”


      “The man’s relentless,” Spalko said. “I’ll take care of Sido, but you can’t let him anywhere near his office.”


      “I understand that,” Annaka said. “In any event, Bourne’s attention is initially going to be directed toward the American CIA agent who’s been shadowing him.”


      “I don’t want Bourne killed, Annaka. He’s far too valuable to me alive—at least for the moment.” Spalko’s mind was sorting through possibilities, discarding them one by one until he arrived at his desired conclusion. “Leave everything else to me.”


      Annaka, in the speeding taxi, nodded. “You can count on me, Stepan.”


      “I know that.”


      Annaka stared out the window at passing Budapest. “I never thanked you for killing my father.”


      “It was a long time coming.”


      “Khan thinks I’m angry because I didn’t get to do it myself.”


      “Is he right?”


      There were tears in Annaka’s eyes and with some annoyance she wiped them away. “He was my father, Stepan. Whatever he did…still, he was my father. He raised me.”


      “Poorly, Annaka. He never really knew how to be a father to you.”


      She thought about the lies she’d told Bourne without an iota of compunction, the idealized childhood she’d wished for herself. Her father had never read to her at night or changed her; he’d never once come to one of her graduations—it seemed he was always far away; and as for birthdays, he’d never remembered. Another tear, escaping her vigilance, crawled down her cheek and, at the corner of her mouth, she tasted its salt as if it were the bitterness of memory.


      She tossed her head. “A child can never fully condemn her father, it seems.”


      “I did mine.”


      “That was different,” she said. “And, anyway, I know how you felt about my mother.”


      “I loved her, yes.” In his mind Spalko conjured up an image of Sasa Vadas: her large, luminous eyes, her creamy skin, the full bow of her mouth when that slow smile brought you close to her heart. “She was completely unique, a special creature, a princess as her name suggested.”


      “She was as much your family as she was mine,” Annaka said. “She saw right through you, Stepan. In her heart she felt the tragedies you’d suffered without you having to tell her a thing.”


      “I waited a long time to take my revenge on your father, Annaka, but I never would’ve done it if I didn’t know it was what you wanted, too.”


      Annaka laughed, now fully back to herself. The brief emotional wallow she’d fallen into disgusted her. “You don’t expect me to believe that, do you, Stepan?”


      “Now, Annaka—”


      “Remember who you’re trying to con. I know you, you killed him when it served your purpose. And you were right, he would’ve told Bourne everything and Bourne would’ve wasted no time coming after you with everything he had. That I’d wanted my father dead, too, was mere coincidence.”


      “Now you’re underestimating your importance to me.”


      “That may or may not be true, Stepan, but it doesn’t matter to me. I wouldn’t know how to form an emotional attachment even if I wanted to try.”


      


      Martin Lindros presented his official papers to Randy Driver, Director of the Tactical Non-Lethal Weapons Directorate in person. Driver, who was staring at Lindros as if he had a chance of intimidating him, took the papers without comment and dropped them on his desk.


      He was standing as a marine would stand, straight-spined, gut in, muscles taut, as if he were about to go into battle. His close-set blue eyes seemed almost crossed, such was his concentration. A slight antiseptic scent lingered in the white-metal office, as if he’d seen fit to fumigate the place in anticipation of Lindros’ arrival.


      “I see you’ve been a busy little beaver since last we met,” he said, looking at no one in particular. Apparently, he’d realized that he wouldn’t be able to intimidate Lindros simply with his stare. He was moving on to verbal intimidation.


      “I’m always busy,” Lindros said. “You just forced me into make-work.”


      “Happy am I.” Driver’s face fairly creaked with the tightness of his smile.


      Lindros shifted from one foot to the other. “Why do you see me as the enemy?”


      “Possibly because you are the enemy.” Driver finally sat down behind his smoked-glass and stainless-steel desk. “What else would you call someone who comes in here wanting to dig up my backyard?”


      “I’m only investigating—”


      “Don’t give me that bullshit, Lindros!” Driver had leaped up, his face livid. “I can smell a witch-hunt at a hundred paces! You’re the Old Man’s bloodhound. You can’t fool me. This isn’t about Alex Conklin’s murder.”


      “And why would you think that?”


      “Because this investigation is about me!”


      Now Lindros was really interested. Aware that Driver had given him the advantage, he seized it with a knowing smile. “Now why would we want to investigate you, Randy?” He’d chosen his words with care, using “we” to tell Driver that he was operating with the full force of the DCI behind him and his first name to unnerve him.


      “You already know why, damnit!” Driver stormed, falling into the trap Lindros had set for him. “You must’ve known the first time you ambled in here. I could see it on your face when you asked to talk to Felix Schiffer.”


      “I wanted to give you the chance to come clean before I went to the DCI.” Lindros was having fun following the path Driver was laying out, even though he had no idea where it was leading. On the other hand, he had to be careful. One false move on his part, one mistake and Driver would realize his ignorance and, likely as not, clam up, waiting for advice from his lawyer. “It’s not too late for you to do so now.”


      Driver stared at him for a moment, before pressing the heel of his hand to his damp forehead. He slumped a little before falling back into his mesh chair.


      “Christ Almighty, what a mess,” he mumbled. As if having received a devastating body blow, all the wind had gone out of him. He looked around at the Rothko prints on the wall, as if they might be doorways through which he could flee. At last, finally resigned to his fate, he let his gaze return to the man standing patiently in front of him.


      He gestured. “Sit down, Deputy Director.” His voice was sad. When Lindros had taken his seat, he said, “It started with Alex Conklin. Well, it always started with Alex, didn’t it?” He sighed, as if all at once overcome by nostalgia. “Almost two years ago Alex came to me with a proposition. He’d befriended a scientist at DARPA; the connection was coincidental, though, to tell you the truth, Alex networked with so many people I doubt if anything in his life was coincidence. I imagine you’ve worked out that the scientist in question was Felix Schiffer.”


      He paused for a moment. “I’m dying for a cigar. D’you mind?”


      “Knock yourself out,” Lindros said. So that explained the smell: air freshener. The building, like all government facilities, was supposed to be smoke-free.


      “Care to join me?” Driver asked. “They were a present from Alex.”


      When Lindros declined, Driver pulled out a drawer, extracted a cigar from a humidor, went through the complex ritual of lighting up. Lindros understood; he was calming his nerves. He sniffed as the first puff of blue smoke wafted through the room. It was a Cuban.


      “Alex came to see me,” Driver continued. “No, that’s not quite accurate—he took me out to dinner. He told me he’d met this guy who worked at DARPA. Felix Schiffer. He hated the military types there and wanted out. Would I help his friend?”


      “And you agreed,” Lindros said, “just like that?”


      “Of course, I did. General Baker, the head of DARPA, had poached one of our guys last year.” Driver took a puff on his cigar. “Payback’s a bitch. I leaped at the chance to stick it to that uptight asshole Baker.”


      Lindros stirred. “When Conklin came to you, did he tell you what Schiffer was working on at DARPA?”


      “Sure. Schiffer’s field was pushing around airborne particulates. He was working on methods to clear indoor areas infected with biologicals.”


      Lindros sat up. “Like anthrax?”


      Driver nodded. “That’s right.”


      “How far along was he?”


      “At DARPA?” Driver shrugged. “I wouldn’t know.”


      “But surely you’d gotten updates on his work after he came to work for you.”


      Driver glared at him, then pressed some keys on his computer terminal. He swivelled the screen around so they could see.


      Lindros leaned forward. “Looks like gibberish to me, but then I’m no scientist.”


      Driver stared at the end of his cigar as if now, at the moment of truth, he couldn’t bring himself to look at Lindros. “It is gibberish, more or less.”


      Lindros froze. “What the hell d’you mean?”


      Driver was still staring with fascination at the end of his cigar. “This couldn’t be what Schiffer had been working on because it makes no sense.”


      Lindros shook his head. “I don’t understand.”


      Driver sighed. “It’s possible that Schiffer isn’t much of a particulate expert.”


      Lindros, who had begun feeling a ball of icy terror form in his gut, said, “There’s another possibility, isn’t there?”


      “Well, yes, now that you mention it.” Driver ran his tongue around his lips. “It’s possible that Schiffer was working on something else entirely that he wanted neither DARPA nor us to know about.”


      Lindros looked perplexed. “Why haven’t you asked Dr. Schiffer about this?”


      “I’d very much like to,” Driver said. “The trouble is I don’t know where Felix Schiffer is.”


      “If you don’t,” Lindros said angrily, “who the hell does?”


      “Alex was the only one who knew.”


      “Jesus H. Christ, Alex Conklin’s dead!” Lindros rose and, leaning forward, swiped the cigar out of Driver’s mouth. “Randy, how long has Dr. Schiffer been missing?”


      Driver closed his eyes. “Six weeks.”


      Now Lindros understood. This was why Driver had been so hostile when he’d first come to him; he was terrified that the Agency suspected his egregious breach of security. He said now, “How on earth did you allow this to happen?”


      Driver’s blue gaze rested on him for a moment. “It was Alex. I trusted him. Why wouldn’t I? I knew him for years—he was an Agency legend, for Christ’s sake. And then what does he up and do? He disappears Schiffer.”


      Driver stared at the cigar on the floor as if it had become a malignant object. “He used me, Lindros, played me like a fiddle. He didn’t want Schiffer in my directorate, he didn’t want us, the Agency, to have him. He wanted to get him away from DARPA so he could disappear him.”


      “Why?” Lindros said. “Why would he do that?”


      “I don’t know. I wish to God I did.”


      The pain in Driver’s voice was palpable, and for the first time since they’d met, Lindros felt sorry for him. Everything he’d ever heard about Alexander Conklin had turned out to be true. He was the master manipulator, the keeper of all the dark secrets, the agent who trusted no one—no one save Jason Bourne, his protégé. Fleetingly, he wondered what this turn of events was going to do to the DCI. He and Conklin had been close friends for decades; they’d grown up together in the Agency—it was their life. They’d relied on each other, trusted each other, and now this bitterest blow. Conklin had breached just about every major Agency protocol to get what he wanted: Dr. Felix Schiffer. He’d screwed not only Randy Driver but the Agency itself. How was he ever going to protect the Old Man from this news? Lindros wondered. But, even as he thought this, he knew that he had a more pressing problem to deal with.


      “Obviously, Conklin knew what Schiffer was really working on and wanted it,” Lindros said. “But what the hell was it?”


      Driver looked at him helplessly.


      


      Stepan Spalko was standing in the center of Kapisztrán tér, within shouting distance of his waiting limo. Above him rose the Mary Magdalene Tower, all that was left of the thirteenth-century Franciscan church, whose nave and chancel were destroyed by Nazi bombs during World War II. As he waited, he felt a gust of chill wind raise the hem of his black coat, insinuating itself against his skin.


      Spalko glanced at his watch. Sido was late. Long ago, he’d trained himself not to worry, but such was the significance of this meeting that he couldn’t help but experience a twinge of anxiety. At the top of the tower, the twenty-four-piece glockenspiel sounded fifteen minutes after the hour. Sido was very late.


      Spalko, watching the crowds ebb and flow, was just about to break protocol and call Sido on the cell phone he’d given him when he saw the scientist hurrying toward him from the opposite side of the tower. He was carrying something that looked like a jeweler’s sample case.


      “You’re late,” Spalko said shortly.


      “I know, but it couldn’t be helped.” Dr. Sido wiped his forehead with the sleeve of his overcoat. “I had trouble getting the item out of storage. There was staff inside and I had to wait until the cold room was empty so as not to arouse—”


      “Not here, Doctor!”


      Spalko, who wanted to hit him for talking about their business in public, took Sido firmly by the elbow and all but frog-marched him deep into the desolate shadows thrown by the rather forbidding baroque stone tower.


      “You’ve forgotten to watch your tongue around outsiders, Peter,” Spalko said. “We’re part of an elite group, you and I. I’ve told you that.”


      “I know,” Dr. Sido said nervously, “but I find it difficult to—”


      “You don’t find it difficult to take my money, do you?”


      Sido’s eyes slipped away. “Here’s the product,” he said. “It’s everything you asked for and more.” He held out the case. “But let’s get this over and done with quickly. I have to get back to the lab. I was in the middle of a crucial chemical calculation when you called.”


      Spalko pushed Sido’s hand away. “You hold onto that, Peter, at least for a little while longer.”


      Sido’s spectacles flashed. “But you said you needed it now—immediately. As I told you, once put in the portable case, the material is alive for only forty-eight hours.”


      “I haven’t forgotten.”


      “Stepan, I’m at a loss. I took a great risk in bringing it out of the clinic during working hours. Now I must get back or—”


      Spalko smiled and, at the same time, tightened his grip on Sido’s elbow. “You’re not going back, Peter.”


      “What?”


      “I apologize for not mentioning it before, but, well, for the amount of money I’m paying you, I want more than the product. I want you.”


      Dr. Sido shook his head. “But that’s quite impossible. You know that!”


      “Nothing is impossible, Peter, you know that.”


      “Well, this is,” Dr. Sido said adamantly.


      With a charming smile, Spalko produced a snapshot from inside his overcoat. “What do they say about a picture’s worth?” he said, handing it over.


      Dr. Sido stared at it and swallowed convulsively. “Where did you get this photo of my daughter?”


      Spalko’s smile stayed firmly in place. “One of my people took it, Peter. Look at the date.”


      “It was taken yesterday.” A sudden spasm overtook him and he tore the photo into pieces. “One can do anything with a photographic image these days,” he said stonily.


      “How true,” Spalko said. “But I assure you this one wasn’t doctored.”


      “Liar! I’m leaving!” Dr. Sido said. “Let go of me.”


      Spalko did as the doctor asked, but as Sido started to walk away, he said, “Wouldn’t you like to talk with Roza, Peter?” He held out a cell phone. “I mean right now?”


      Dr. Sido halted in midstep. Then he turned to face Spalko. His face was dark with anger and barely suppressed fear. “You said you were Felix’s friend; I thought you were my friend.”


      Spalko continued to hold out the phone. “Roza would like to speak to you. If you walk away now…” He shrugged. His silence was its own threat.


      Slowly, heavily, Dr. Sido came back. He took the cell phone in his free hand, put it up to his ear. He found that his heart was beating so loudly he could scarcely think. “Roza?”


      “Daddy? Daddy! Where am I? What’s happening?”


      The panic in his daughter’s voice sent a lance of terror through Sido. He could never remember being so afraid.


      “Darling, what’s going on?”


      “Men came to my room, they took me, I don’t know where, they put a hood over my head, they—”


      “That’s enough,” Spalko said, taking the phone from Dr. Sido’s nerveless fingers. He cut the connection, put the phone away.


      “What have you done to her?” Dr. Sido’s voice shook with the force of the emotions running through him.


      “Nothing yet,” Spalko said easily. “And nothing will happen to her, Peter, as long as you obey me.”


      Dr. Sido swallowed as Spalko resumed possession of him. “Where…where are we going?”


      “We’re taking a trip,” Spalko said, guiding Dr. Sido toward the waiting limo. “Just think of it as a vacation, Peter. A well-deserved vacation.”

    

  


  
    
      CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR

    


    
      The Eurocenter Bio-I Clinic was housed in a modern stone building the color of lead. Bourne entered with the quick authoritative strides of someone who knew where he was going and why.


      The interior of the clinic spoke of money, a great deal of it. The lobby was marble-clad. Classical-looking columns were interspersed with bronze statuary. Along the walls were arched niches in which resided the busts of the historical demigods of biology, chemistry, microbiology and epidemiology. The ugly metal detector was particularly offensive in this tranquil and monied setting. Beyond the skeletal structure was a high bank behind which sat three harried-looking attendants.


      Bourne passed through the metal detector without incident, his ceramic gun going entirely unnoticed. At the front desk, he was all business.


      “Alexander Conklin to see Dr. Peter Sido,” he said so crisply that it was akin to being an order.


      “ID, please, Mr. Conklin,” said one of the three female attendants, unconsciously responding and snapping to.


      Bourne handed over his false passport, which the attendant glanced at it, looking at Bourne’s face only long enough to make visual confirmation before returning it to Bourne. She handed over a white plastic tag. “Please wear this at all times, Mr. Conklin.” Such was Bourne’s tone and demeanor that she failed to ask if Sido was expecting him, taking it for granted that “Mr. Conklin” had an interview with Dr. Sido. She provided the new visitor with directions and Bourne set off.


      “They require special ID tags to get into his section, white for visitors, green for resident doctors, blue for assistants and support staff,” Eszti Sido had told him, so his immediate task was to find a likely member of the staff.


      On his way to the Epidemiological Wing, he passed four men, none of whom were the right somatotype. He needed someone who was more or less his size. Along the way he tried every door that wasn’t marked as an office or lab, looking for storage rooms and the like, places that would be infrequently visited by the medical staff. He was unconcerned with members of the cleaning crew, since it was likely that they wouldn’t be in until the evening.


      At length he saw coming toward him a man in a white lab coat of more or less his height and weight. He wore a green ID tag that identified him as Dr. Lenz Morintz.


      “Excuse me, Dr. Morintz,” Bourne said with a deprecating smile, “I wonder if you could direct me to the Microbiological Wing. I seem to have lost my way.”


      “Indeed you have,” Dr. Morintz said. “You’re headed straight for the Epidemiological Wing.”


      “Oh, dear,” Bourne said, “I really have got myself turned around.”


      “Not to worry,” Dr. Morintz said. “Here’s all you have to do.”


      As he turned to point Bourne in the right direction, Bourne chopped down with the edge of his hand and the bacteriologist collapsed. Bourne caught him before he could hit the floor. Standing him more or less upright, he half-carried, half-dragged the doctor back to the nearest storage room, ignoring the searing pain from his cracked ribs.


      Inside, Bourne turned on the light, took off his jacket, and stuffed it into a corner. Then he stripped Dr. Morintz of his lab coat and ID. Using some spare surgical tape, he bound the doctor’s hands behind his back, taped his ankles tightly, and wrapped a final piece across his mouth. Then he dragged the body into a corner, stashing it behind a couple of large cartons. He returned to the door, turned off the light and went out into the corridor.


      


      For a time after she arrived at the Eurocenter Bio-I Clinic, Annaka sat in the taxi while the meter ran. Stepan had made it abundantly clear that they were now entering the mission’s final phase. Every decision they made, every move they took, was of critical importance. Any mistake now could lead to disaster. Bourne or Khan. She didn’t know which was the greater wild card, which one presented the greatest danger. Of the two, Bourne was the more stable, but Khan was without compunction. His similarity to her was an irony she couldn’t afford to ignore.


      And yet it had occurred to her most recently that there were more differences than she’d once imagined. For a start, he hadn’t been able to bring himself to kill Jason Bourne, despite his stated desire to do so. And then, just as startlingly, there was his lapse in her Skoda when he’d leaned down to kiss the nape of her neck. From the moment she’d walked out on him she’d wondered whether what he’d felt for her had been genuine. Now she knew. Khan could feel; he could, if given enough incentive, forge emotional attachments. Frankly, she’d never have believed it of him, not with his background.


      “Miss?” the taxi driver’s query broke into her thoughts. “Are you meeting someone here or is there somewhere else you want me to take you?”


      Annaka leaned forward, pressing a wad of bills into his hand. “This will be fine here.”


      Still she didn’t move, but she looked around, wondering where Kevin McColl was. It was easy for Stepan sitting safe in his office at Humanistas to tell her not to worry about the CIA agent, but she was in the field with a capable and dangerous assassin and the severely wounded man he was determined to kill. When the bullets began to fly, she was the one who was going to be in the line of fire.


      She got out at last, her agitation causing her to look up and down the block for the battered green Opel before she caught herself and with a grunt of irritation went through the front door of the clinic.


      Inside, the setup was just as Bourne had described it to her. She wondered where he’d gotten his information in such short order. She had to hand it to him; he had a remarkable ability for ferreting out information.


      Passing through the metal detector, she was stopped on the other side, was asked to open her purse so the officer could peer through its contents. Following Bourne’s instructions to the letter, she approached the high marble bank, smiled at one of the three attendants who looked up long enough to acknowledge her presence.


      “My name is Annaka Vadas,” she said. “I’m waiting for a friend.”


      The attendant nodded, went back to her work. The two others were either on the phone or inputting data into a computer workstation. Another phone rang and the woman who’d smiled at Annaka, picked up the receiver, spoke into it for a moment, then, astonishingly, beckoned her over.


      When Annaka approached the bank, the attendant said, “Miss Vadas. Dr. Morintz is expecting you.” She glanced briefly at Annaka’s driver’s license, then handed her a white plastic ID tag. “Please wear that at all times, Miss Vadas. The doctor is waiting for you in his laboratory.”


      She pointed the way and Annaka, baffled, followed her direction down a corridor. At the first T-junction, she turned left and ran right into a man in a white lab coat.


      “Oh, excuse me! What…?” She’d looked up to see Jason Bourne’s face. On his lab coat was a green plastic ID tag with the name Dr. Lenz Morintz printed on it, and she started to laugh. “Oh, I see, a pleasure to meet you, Dr. Morintz.” She squinted. “Even though you don’t look all that much like your photo.”


      “You know how those cheap cameras are,” Bourne said, taking her by the elbow and leading her back to the corner she’d just turned. “They never do you justice.” Peering around the corner, he said, “Here comes the CIA, right on schedule.”


      Annaka saw Kevin McColl showing his credentials to one of the attendants. “How’d he get his gun past the metal detector?” she asked.


      “He didn’t,” Bourne said. “Why d’you think I directed you here?”


      Despite herself, she looked at him with admiration. “A trap. McColl’s here without a gun.” He was clever indeed, and this realization caused her a spark of concern. She hoped Stepan knew what he was doing.


      “Look, I discovered that Schiffer’s former partner, Peter Sido, works here. If anyone knows where Schiffer is, it’s Sido. We need to speak with him, but first we’ve got to take care of McColl once and for all. Are you ready?”


      Annaka took a second look at McColl and, shuddering, nodded in assent.


      


      Khan had used a taxi to tail the battered green Opel; he hadn’t wanted to use the rental Skoda in case it had been made. He waited for Kevin McColl to pull into a parking space, then he had the taxi go past, and when the CIA agent got out of his Opel, he paid the driver and started after the other on foot.


      Last evening, following McColl from Annaka’s, he had called Ethan Hearn and read him off the license plate of the green Opel. Within the hour Hearn had gotten him the name and number of the rental car location McColl had used. Posing as an Interpol agent, he’d obtained from the suitably cowed attendant, McColl’s name and address in the States. He hadn’t left a local address, but as it had turned out, with typical American arrogance, he’d used his real name. It had been a simple matter, then, for Khan to call another number, where a contact of his in Berlin had run McColl’s name through his data banks and come up with CIA.


      Up ahead, McColl turned the corner onto Hattyu utca, entering a modern gray stone building at 75 that had more than a passing resemblance to a medieval fortress. It was fortunate that Khan waited a moment, as was his habit, because just then McColl ducked out. Khan watched him, curious, as he went to a trash bin. Looking around to make sure no one was paying him any attention, he drew out his gun, placed it quickly and carefully into the bin.


      Khan waited until McColl had returned inside, then continued on, passing through the steel and glass door into the lobby. There, he observed McColl throwing around his Agency credentials. Observing the metal detector, Khan realized why McColl had gotten rid of his weapon. Was it coincidence or had Bourne set a trap for him? It’s what Khan himself would’ve done.


      As McColl was given an ID tag and went down the corridor, Khan passed through the metal detector, showed the Interpol ID he’d picked up in Paris. This, of course, alarmed the attendant, especially after seeing the Agency man, and she wondered aloud whether she should either alert the clinic’s security or call the police, but Khan calmly assured her that they were on the same case and were only here for interview purposes. Any interruption in that process, he warned her sternly, could only lead to unforseen complications, which he knew she didn’t want. Still slightly nervous, she nodded and waved him through.


      


      Kevin McColl saw Annaka Vadas up ahead and knew that Bourne had to be close by. He was certain she hadn’t made him, but in any event he fingered the small plastic square attached to the wristband of his watch. Inside was a length of nylon line retracted onto a tiny reel hidden within the plastic housing. He’d have preferred to complete the Bourne sanction with a gun because it was quick and clean. The human body, no matter how powerful, couldn’t fight off a bullet to the heart or lungs or brain. Other methods using surprise and brute force, which the presence of the metal detector was forcing him into using, took longer and were more often than not messy. He understood the increased risk, as well as the possibility that he would have to kill Annaka Vadas as well. That thought alone caused him a pang of regret. She was a handsome, sexy woman; it went against the grain to kill such beauty.


      He saw her now, headed he was quite sure toward a rendezvous with Jason Bourne; there was no other reason he could imagine for her to be here. He hung back, tapping the plastic square lying against the inside of his wrist as he waited for his opportunity.


      


      From his position inside a supply room, Bourne saw Annaka pass by. She knew precisely where he was, but to her credit she didn’t even turn her head a fraction as she passed his vantage point. His keen ears detected McColl’s tread before he even came into view. Everyone had a way of walking, a certain stride that unless they deliberately altered it became unmistakable. McColl’s was heavy and solid, ominous, without doubt the gait of a professional stalker.


      The primary issue here, Bourne knew, was timing. If he moved too quickly, McColl would see him and react, negating the element of surprise. If he waited too long, he’d be forced to take a couple of steps to catch up to him and would risk McColl hearing him. But Bourne had taken the measure of McColl’s strides and so was able to accurately anticipate when the CIA assassin would be in just the right spot. He pushed from his mind the aches and pains in his body, most especially his cracked ribs. He had no idea what a handicap they would place on him, but he had to be confident in the triple binding Dr. Ambrus had used to protect them.


      He could see Kevin McColl now, large and dangerous. Just as the agent passed the partly open door to the supply room, Bourne leaped out and delivered a massive two-handed blow to McColl’s right kidney. The agent’s body canted over toward Bourne, who grabbed him and began to drag him into the supply room.


      But McColl whirled and, with a grimace of pain, exploded a massive fist into Bourne’s chest. Pain pinwheeled and, as Bourne staggered back, McColl drew out the nylon line, lunging at Bourne’s neck. Bourne used the edge of his hand to land two fierce blows that must have caused McColl a great deal of pain. Still, he came on with reddened eyes and a grim determination. He looped the nylon line around Bourne’s neck, pulled so tight that for the first instant Bourne was lifted off his feet.


      Bourne fought for breath, which only allowed McColl to tighten the line further. Then Bourne realized his mistake. He ceased to worry about breathing, concentrating on freeing himself. His knee came up, making sharp contact with McColl’s genitals. All the breath went out of McColl, and for an instant his grip loosened enough for Bourne to get two fingers between the nylon line and the flesh of his throat.


      McColl, though, was a bull of a man, and he recovered more quickly than Bourne could’ve imagined. With a grunt of rage, he drew all his energy into his arms, jerking the nylon line more tightly than ever. But Bourne had managed to gain the advantage he needed, and his two fingers curled, twisting as the line tightened, and it snapped just as a powerful fish can exert enough torque to break the line on which it’s caught.


      Bourne used the hand that had been at his neck to strike out and up, catching McColl under the jaw. McColl’s head snapped back against the doorjamb, but as Bourne closed with him, he used his elbows, spinning Bourne into the supply room. McColl came after him, snatched up a box cutter, swung with it, slicing through the lab coat. Another swipe and, though Bourne leaped back, the blade cut into his shirt so that it hung open, revealing his bound ribs.


      A grin of triumph lit up McColl’s face. He knew a vulnerability when he saw it, and he went after it. Switching the box cutter to his left hand, he feinted with it, then lowered a massive blow toward Bourne’s rib cage. Bourne wasn’t fooled and was able to block the blow with his forearm.


      Now McColl saw his opening and swung in with the box cutter, directly toward Bourne’s exposed neck.


      Having heard the first sounds of engagement, Annaka had turned, but she’d immediately spotted two doctors coming toward the junction in the corridor beyond which Bourne and McColl were locked together. Neatly interposing herself between them and the doctors, she asked the doctors a barrage of questions, all the while moving them along until they were past the junction.


      Extricating herself as quickly as she could, she hurried back. By that time she saw that Bourne was in trouble. Remembering Stepan’s admonishment to keep Bourne alive, she rushed back down the corridor. By the time she arrived, the two combatants were already inside the supply room. She swung in through the open door just in time to see McColl’s vicious attack at Bourne’s neck.


      She hurled herself at him, knocking him off stride just enough so that the box cutter blade, flashing in the light, flew by Bourne’s neck, sparking off the metal corner of a shelf stanchion. McColl, aware of her now in the periphery of his vision, whirled, his left elbow high and cocked, and he smashed it back into her throat.


      Annaka gagged, reflexively grabbed at her neck as she began to sink down onto her knees. McColl came at her with the box cutter, slashing at her coat. Bourne took the length of nylon still gripped in one hand and lashed it around McColl’s neck from behind.


      McColl arched back, but instead of grasping for his throat, he jammed an elbow into Bourne’s cracked ribs. Bourne saw stars, but still he held on, inching McColl backward, away from Annaka, hearing his heels dragging on the floor tiles as McColl flailed at his ribs with ever-increasing desperation.


      The blood pooled in McColl’s head, the cords stood out on the sides of his neck like taut ropes, and soon thereafter, his eyes began to bulge in their sockets. Blood vessels burst in his nose and cheeks and his lips pulled back from his pallid gums. His swollen tongue swirled around his gasping mouth, and still he had it in him to deliver one last blow to Bourne’s side. Bourne winced, his grip faltered slightly, and McColl began to regain his balance.


      That’s when Annaka recklessly kicked him in the stomach. McColl grabbed her raised knee and, twisting violently, brought her back against him. His left arm whipped around her neck, the heel of his right hand positioned itself against the side of her head. He was about to break her neck.


      


      Khan, observing all this from the vantage point of the small darkened office across and slightly down the corridor, watched Bourne, at great risk to himself, let go of the nylon cord he’d so expertly wrapped around McColl’s neck. He slammed the assassin’s head against a shelf, then drove a thumb into his eye.


      McColl, about to scream, found Bourne’s forearm between his jaws, and so the sound rattled in his lungs, dying inside him. He kicked out and flailed, refusing to die or even to go down. Bourne withdrew his ceramic gun, smashed the butt into the soft spot over McColl’s left ear. Now he was on his knees, his head shaking, his hands moving to press themselves tightly to his ruined eye. But it was only a ruse. He used his hands to trip Annaka, to bring her down to his level. His murderous hands grasped her, and Bourne, without any other recourse, pressed the muzzle of the gun against McColl’s flesh and pulled the trigger.


      There was very little noise, but the hole in McColl’s neck was impressive. Even dead, McColl wouldn’t let go of Annaka, and Bourne, putting away the gun, was obliged to pry his fingers one by one off her flesh.


      Bourne reached down, pulled her up, but Khan could see his grimace, saw one hand press against his side. Those ribs. Were they bruised, broken, or something in between? he wondered.


      Khan moved back into the shadows of the empty office. He’d caused that injury. He could remember in vivid detail the power he’d put behind the blow, the feel of his hand as it made contact, the almost electric jarring that had passed through him, as if from Bourne. But, curiously, the feeling of hot satisfaction never materialized. Instead, he was forced to admire the strength and tenacity of the man to hold on, to continue his titanic struggle with McColl, despite the beating he was taking in his most vulnerable spot.


      Why was he even thinking these thoughts? he asked himself angrily. Bourne had done nothing but reject him. In the face of mounting evidence, he adamantly refused to believe that Khan was his son. What did that say about him? For whatever reason, he’d chosen to believe that his son was dead. Didn’t that mean that he’d never wanted him in the first place?


      


      “The support staff arrived just a few hours ago,” Jamie Hull said to the DCI over their secure video linkup. “We’ve familiarized them with everything. All that’s lacking is the principals.”


      “The president’s in the air even as we speak,” the DCI said as he waved Martin Lindros to a seat. “In approximately five hours, twenty minutes from now, the President of the United States will be on Icelandic soil. I hope to Christ you’re ready for him.”


      “Absolutely I am, sir. We all are.”


      “Excellent.” But his frown deepened as he glanced down at the notes on his desktop. “Give me an update on how you’re handling Comrade Karpov?”


      “Not to worry,” Hull said. “I have the Boris situation under control.”


      “That’s a relief. Relations between the president and his Russian counterpart are strained as it is. You’ve no idea what blood, sweat and tears it took to persuade Aleksandr Yevtushenko to come to the table. Can you imagine the blowup if he hears you and his top security man are ready to slit each other’s throats?”


      “It’ll never happen, sir.”


      “Damned straight,” the DCI growled. “Keep me informed 24-7.”


      “Will do, sir,” Hull said, signing off.


      The DCI swiveled around, ran his hand through his shock of white hair. “We’re in the final stretch, Martin. Does it pain you as much as it pains me to be stuck here behind a desk while Hull is taking care of business in the field?”


      “It does, indeed, sir.” Lindros, keeping his secret close to the vest for all this time, almost lost his nerve then, but duty won out over compassion. He didn’t want to wound the Old Man, no matter how badly he’d been treated recently.


      He cleared his throat. “Sir, I’ve just come from seeing Randy Driver.”


      “And?”


      Lindros took a deep breath and told the Old Man what Driver had confessed, that Conklin had brought Dr. Felix Schiffer over to the Agency from DARPA for his own dark and unknown reasons, that he had deliberately “disappeared” Schiffer and that now that Conklin was dead no one knew where Schiffer was.


      The Old Man’s fist slammed down on his desk. “Sweet Christ, to have one of our directorate scientists gone missing with the summit about to start is a catastrophe of the first rank. If the bitch-woman should get wind of this, it’ll be my ass in a sling, no ifs, ands or buts.”


      For a moment nothing stirred in the vast corner office. The photos of world leaders past and present looked back at the two men with mute rebuke.


      At last the DCI stirred. “Are you saying that Alex Conklin stole a scientist out from under DOD’s nose and stashed him with us so he could whisk him away to God knows where and for what unknown purpose?”


      Lindros, folding his hands in his lap, said nothing, but he knew better than to move his gaze away from the Old Man’s.


      “Well, that’s…I mean to say, we don’t do that in the Agency, and most especially Alexander Conklin wouldn’t do that. He would be breaking every rule in the playbook.”


      Lindros stirred, thinking of his research in the top-secret Four-Zero Archives. “He did it often enough in the field, sir. You know that.”


      Indeed, the DCI did, only too well. “This is different,” he protested. “This happened here at home. It’s a personal affront to the Agency, and to me.” The Old Man shook his craggy head. “I refuse to believe it, Martin. Goddammit, there must be another explanation!”


      Lindros held firm. “You know there isn’t. I’m truly sorry to have been the one to bring you this news, sir.”


      At that moment the Old Man’s secretary entered the room, handed him a slip of paper, and went out. The DCI unfolded the note.


      “Your wife would like to speak with you,” he read. “She says it’s important.”


      He crumpled the note, then looked up. “Of course there’s another explanation. Jason Bourne.”


      “Sir?”


      The DCI looked straight at Lindros and said bleakly, “This is Bourne’s doing, not Alex’s. It’s the only explanation that makes sense.”


      “For the record, I think you’re wrong, sir,” Lindros said, gathering himself for the uphill battle. “With all due respect, I think you’ve allowed your personal friendship with Alex Conklin to cloud your judgment. After studying the Four-Zero files, I believe that no one alive was closer to Conklin than Jason Bourne, even you.”


      A Cheshire cat smile spread across the DCI’s face. “Oh, you’re right about that one, Martin. And it’s because Bourne knew Alex so well that he was able to capitalize on Alex’s involvement with this Dr. Schiffer. Believe me, Bourne smelled something and he went after it.”


      “There’s no proof—”


      “Ah, but there is.” The DCI shifted in his chair. “As it happens, I know where Bourne is.”


      “Sir?” Lindros fairly goggled at him.


      “106–108 Fo utca,” the DCI read off a slip of paper. “That’s in Budapest.” The DCI threw his deputy a hard look. “Didn’t you tell me that the gun used to murder Alex and Mo Panov was paid for out of an account in Budapest?”


      Lindros’ heart contracted. “Yes, sir.”


      The DCI nodded. “That’s why I gave this address to Kevin McColl.”


      Lindros’ face went white. “Oh, Christ. I want to talk to McColl.”


      “I feel your pain, Martin, really I do.” The DCI nodded toward the phone. “Call him if you like, but you know McColl’s record for efficiency. Chances are Bourne is already dead.”


      


      Bourne kicked the door to the supply room closed, stripped off the bloody lab coat. He was about to drop it over the corpse of Kevin McColl when he noticed a small LED light blinking at McColl’s hip. His cell phone. Squatting down, he picked it out of its plastic holster, opened it up. He saw the number and knew who was calling. Rage filled his heart.


      Opening the connection, he said to the DCI, “Keep this up and you’ll be paying the undertakers overtime.”


      “Bourne!” Lindros cried. “Wait!”


      But he didn’t wait. Instead, he threw the cell phone so hard against the wall it split open like an oyster.


      Annaka watched him carefully. “An old enemy?”


      “An old fool,” Bourne growled, retrieving his leather jacket. He grunted involuntarily as the pain struck him a hammer blow.


      “It appears that McColl gave you quite a beating,” Annaka said.


      Bourne slipped on his jacket with its white visitor’s ID tag in order to cover his slit shirt. His mind was completely focused on finding Dr. Sido. “And what about you? How badly did McColl hurt you?”


      She refused to rub the red welt at her throat. “Don’t worry about me.”


      “We won’t worry about each other, then,” Bourne said as he took a bottle of cleaner from the shelf and, using a rag, wiped the blood stains off her coat as best he could. “We’ve got to get to Dr. Sido as quickly as possible. Dr. Morintz is bound to be missed sooner or later.”


      “Where’s Sido?”


      “In the Epidemiological Wing.” He gestured. “Come on.”


      He peered around the doorjamb, checking to make sure no one was around. As they emerged into the corridor, he registered that an office door across the way was partially open. He took a step toward it but heard voices approaching from that direction and he hurried them away. He needed a moment to reorient himself, then he took them through a set of swinging doors into the Epidemiological Wing.


      “Sido’s in 902,” he said, scanning the numbers on the doors they passed.


      The wing was in actuality a square with an open space in its center. Doors to labs and offices were set at intervals along the four walls, the only exception being a barred metal exit door, locked from the outside which was in the center of the far wall. Obviously the Epidemiological Wing was at the back of the clinic because it was clear from the markings on the small storerooms to either side that the door was used to remove hazardous medical waste.


      “There’s his lab,” Bourne said, hurrying ahead.


      Annaka, just behind him, saw the fire alarm box on the wall ahead of her, precisely where Stepan said it would be. As she came abreast of it, she lifted the glass. Bourne was knocking on the door to Sido’s lab. Receiving no answer, he opened the door. Just as he stepped into Dr. Sido’s lab, Annaka pulled down the handle and the fire alarm went off.


      The wing was suddenly filled with people. Three members of the clinic’s security force appeared; it was obvious that these were extremely efficient people. Bourne, desperate now, looked around Sido’s empty office. He noticed a mug half-filled with coffee, the computer screen lit with a screen saver. He pressed the “Escape” key, and the upper part of the screen filled with a complex chemical equation. The lower half had the following legend: “Product must be kept at–32 degrees Celsius as it is extremely fragile. Heat of any kind renders it instantly inert.” Through the mounting chaos, Bourne was thinking furiously. Though Dr. Sido wasn’t here, he had been here not long ago. All evidence pointed to him having left in a hurry.


      At that moment Annaka rushed in and pulled at him. “Jason, the clinic’s security is asking questions, checking everyone’s ID. We’ve got to get out of here now.” She led him to the doorway. “If we can make it to the rear exit, we can escape that way.”


      Out in the open space of the wing, chaos reigned. The alarm had triggered sprays of water. As there was a great deal of flammable material in the labs, including oxygen tanks, the staff was understandably panicking. Security, trying to get a grip on who was present, was having to deal with calming the clinic’s personnel.


      Bourne and Annaka were heading toward the metal exit door when Bourne saw Khan working his way through the stampeding crowd toward them. Bourne grabbed Annaka, interposed himself between her and the oncoming Khan. What was Khan’s intention, he wondered. Did he mean to kill them or to intercept them? Did he expect Bourne to tell him everything he’d discovered about Felix Schiffer and the biochemical diffuser? But no, there was something different about Khan’s expression, some clockwork calculation that was missing.


      “Listen to me!” Khan said, trying to make himself heard above the noise. “Bourne, you’ve got to listen to me!”


      But Bourne, herding Annaka, had reached the metal exit door and, crashing through it, hurtled into the alley behind the clinic, where a HAZMAT truck was parked. Six men armed with machine-guns stood in front of it. Bourne, instantly recognizing it as a trap, turned and instinctively shouted at Khan, who was coming on behind him.


      Annaka, swinging around, saw Khan at last and ordered two of the men to open fire. But Khan, heeding Bourne’s warning, leaped aside a split-second before the hail of bullets mowed down the clinic’s security detail that had come to investigate. Now all hell broke loose inside the clinic, as staff ran, screaming, through the swinging doors, down the corridor toward the front entrance.


      Two of the men grabbed Bourne from behind. He whirled, engaging them.


      “Find him,” he heard Annaka shout. “Find Khan and kill him!”


      “Annaka, what—”


      Bourne, stunned, watched the pair that had fired race past him, leaping over the wreckage of the bullet-ridden bodies.


      Bourne, pushing himself to action, smashed one man in the face, putting him down, but another took his place.


      “Careful,” Annaka warned. “He’s got a gun!”


      One of the men shackled Bourne’s arms behind his back while a second scrabbled for the weapon. He wrestled free, chopped down hard, breaking his would-be captor’s nose. Blood gushed and the man fell back, his hands cupping the center of his ruined face.


      “What the hell are you doing?”


      Then Annaka, armed with a machine pistol, stepped in, slammed him hard with its thick butt in his cracked ribs. All the breath went out of him and he canted over, losing his balance. His knees were like rubber and the agony that racked him was for a moment unbearable. Then they’d grabbed hold of him. One man punched him in the side of the head. Bourne sagged again in their arms.


      The two men returned from their recon of the clinic wing. “No sign of him,” they reported to Annaka.


      “No matter,” she said, and pointed to the man writhing on the ground. “Get him into the vehicle. Hurry now!”


      She turned back to Bourne, saw the man with the broken nose was pressing a gun to the side of Bourne’s head. His eyes blazed with fury and he seemed intent on pulling the trigger.


      Annaka said calmly but firmly. “Put the gun down. He’s to be taken alive.” She stared at him, not moving a muscle. “Spalko’s orders. You know that.” At length the man put the gun up.


      “All right,” she said. “Into the truck.”


      Bourne stared at her, his mind was ablaze with her betrayal.


      Smirking, Annaka held out a hand and one of the men handed her a hypodermic filled with a clear liquid. With a swift and sure motion, she emptied the hypodermic into Bourne’s vein, and slowly his eyes lost focus.

    

  


  
    
      CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE

    


    
      Hasan Arsenov had put Zina in charge of the physical aspect of the cadre, as if she were a stylist. She took her orders seriously as she always did, though not without a private snicker of cynicism. Like a planet to a sun, she was aligned with the Shaykh now. As was her way, she had mentally and emotionally removed herself from Hasan’s orbit. It had begun that night in Budapest—though, in truth, the seeds must have been planted earlier—and had come to fruition under the burning sun of Crete. She clove to their time together on the Mediterranean island as if it were her own private legend, one she shared only with him. They’d been—what?—Theseus and Ariadne. The Shaykh had recounted the myth of the Minotaur’s terrible life and bloody death to her. Together, she and the Shaykh had entered a real-life labyrinth and triumphed. In the fever of these newly precious memories, it never occurred to her that this was a Western myth in which she had inserted herself, that in aligning herself with Stepan Spalko, she had moved away from Islam, which had nurtured her, raised her like a second mother, had been her succor, her only solace in the dark days of the Russian occupation. It never occurred to her that to embrace one, she had to let go of the other. And even if it had, with her cynic’s nature, she might have made the same choice.


      Because of her knowledge and diligence the men of the cadre that arrived in twilit Keflavik Airport were clean-shaven, barbered in the European style, dressed in dark Western business suits, so bland they made themselves virtually anonymous. The women were without traditional khidzhab, the scarf that covered their faces. Their bare faces were made up in the European style and they were clothed in sleek Parisian fashions. They passed through Immigration without incident, using the false identities and forged French passports Spalko had provided.


      Now, as Arsenov had ordered, they were careful to speak only Icelandic, even when they were alone together. At one of the rental company’s counters in the terminal, Arsenov rented one car and three vans for the cadre, which was composed of six men and four women. While Arsenov and Zina took the car into Reykjavik, the rest of the cadre drove the vans south of the city to the town of Hafnarfjördur, the oldest trading port in Iceland, where Spalko had rented a large clapboard house on a cliff overlooking the harbor. The colorful village of small, quaint clapboard houses was surrounded on the land side by lava flows, filled with mist and a sense of being lost in time. It was possible to imagine among the brightly painted fishing boats lying side by side in the harbor war-shield-bedecked Viking longships readying themselves for their next bloody campaign.


      


      Arsenov and Zina drove through Reykjavik, familiarizing themselves with the streets they’d previously seen only on maps, getting a sense of traffic and travel patterns. The city was picturesque, built on a peninsula so that it was possible to see the white snow-encrusted mountains or the piercing blue-black North Atlantic ocean from almost any place you stood. The island itself was created from the shift of tectonic plates as the American and Eurasian landmasses pulled apart. Because of the relative youth of the island, the crust was thinner than on either of the surrounding continents, which accounted for the remarkable abundance of geothermal activity used to heat Icelandic homes. The entire city was connected to the Reykjavik Energy hot water pipeline.


      In City Centre, they cruised past the modern and peculiarly unsettling Hallgrimskirkja Church, looking like a rocket ship out of science fiction. It was by far the tallest structure in what was otherwise a low-rise city. They found the health services building and drove from there to the Oskjuhlid Hotel.


      “You’re sure this is the route they’ll take?” Zina said.


      “Absolutely.” Arsenov nodded. “It’s the shortest way and they’ll want to get to the hotel as quickly as possible.”


      The hotel’s periphery was teeming with American, Arab and Russian security.


      “They’ve turned it into a fortress,” Zina said.


      “Just as the Shaykh’s photos showed us,” Arsenov replied with a small smile. “How much personnel they have makes no difference to us.”


      They parked and went from shop to shop, making their various purchases. Arsenov had been far happier inside the metal shell of their rented car. Mingling with the crowds, he was acutely aware of his own alienness. How different these slim, light-skinned, blue-eyed people were! With his black hair and eyes, his big bones and swarthy skin, he felt as graceless as a Neanderthal among Cro-Magnons. Zina, he discovered, had no such difficulties. She took to new places, new people, new ideas with a frightening zeal. He worried about her, worried about her influence on the children they would one day have.


      


      Twenty minutes after the operation at the rear of the Eurocenter Bio-I Clinic, Khan still wondered when he’d ever felt more strongly the urge to retaliate against an enemy. Even though he’d been outmanned and outgunned, even though the rational part of his mind—usually so in control of every action he took—understood all too well the foolhardiness of launching a counterattack against the men Spalko had sent to get him and Jason Bourne, another part of him had been determined to fight back. Strangely, it was Bourne’s warning that had brought out in him the irrational desire to hurl himself into the pitched battle and rend Spalko’s men limb from limb. It was a feeling that came from the very core of him, and so powerful was it that it had taken all his rational willpower to pull back, to hide from the men Annaka had sent in to find him. He could have taken those two down, but of what use would it have been? Annaka would only have sent more of them in for him.


      He was sitting in Grendel, a café about a mile from the clinic, which was now crawling with police and, probably, Interpol agents. He sipped at his double espresso and thought about the primal feeling in which he still felt gripped. Once again, he saw the look of concern on Jason Bourne’s face when he saw Khan about to step into the trap in which he was already ensnared. As if he’d been more concerned with keeping Khan out of danger than with his own safety. But that was impossible, wasn’t it?


      Khan was not in the habit of replaying recent scenarios, but he found himself doing so now. As Bourne and Annaka had headed for the exit, he’d tried to warn Bourne about her, but he’d been too late. What had motivated him to do that? Certainly, he hadn’t planned on it. It was a spur-of-the-moment decision. Or was it? He recalled, with a vividness he found unsettling, his feeling when he’d seen the damage he’d done to Bourne’s ribs. Had it been remorse? Impossible!


      It was maddening. The thought would not let him be: the moment when Bourne had made the choice between staying safe behind the deadly creature McColl had become or putting himself in harm’s way in order to protect Annaka. Up until that moment, he’d been trying to reconcile the notion of David Webb, college professor, being Jason Bourne, international assassin, of being in his line of work. But no assassin he could think of would have endangered himself to protect Annaka.


      Who, then, was Jason Bourne?


      He shook his head, annoyed at himself. This was a question, though maddening, that he needed to put aside for the time being. At last he understood why Spalko had called him while he was in Paris. He’d been given a test and, to Spalko’s way of thinking, he’d failed. Spalko now thought of Khan as an imminent threat to him, just as he thought of Bourne as a threat. For Khan, Spalko had become the enemy. All his life, Khan had only one way of dealing with enemies: He eliminated them. He was very well aware of the danger; he welcomed it as a challenge. Spalko was certain he could defeat Khan. How could Spalko know that that arrogance would only make him burn all the brighter?


      Khan drained his small cup and, flipping open his cell phone, punched in a number.


      “I was just about to call you but I wanted to wait until I was out of the building,” Ethan Hearn said. “Something’s up.”


      Khan checked his watch. It wasn’t yet five. “What, exactly?”


      “About two minutes ago I saw a HAZMAT truck approaching and I got down to the basement in time to see two men and a woman bringing a man in on a stretcher.”


      “That woman will be Annaka Vadas,” Khan said.


      “She’s quite the stunner.”


      “Listen to me, Ethan,” Khan said forcefully, “if you run into her, be very careful. She’s as dangerous as they come.”


      “Too bad,” Hearn mused.


      “No one saw you?” Khan wanted to get him off the subject of Annaka Vadas.


      “No,” Hearn said. “I was quite careful about that.”


      “Good.” Khan thought a moment. “Can you find out where they took this man? I mean the exact location?”


      “I already know. I watched the elevator when they took him up. He’s somewhere on the fourth floor. That’s Spalko’s personal level; it’s accessed only with a magnetic key.”


      “Can you get it?” Khan asked.


      “Impossible. He keeps it on his person at all times.”


      “I’ll have to find another way,” Khan said.


      “I thought magnetic keys were foolproof.”


      Khan laughed shortly. “Only a fool believes that. There’s always a way into a locked room, Ethan, just as there’s always a way out.”


      Khan rose, threw some money on the table, and walked out of the café. Right now he was loath to stay in one place for too long. “Speaking of which, I need a way into Humanistas.”


      “There are any number—”


      “I have reason to believe Spalko is expecting me.” Khan crossed the street, his eyes alert for anyone who might be watching him.


      “That’s a completely different story,” Hearn said. There was a pause as he considered the problem, then: “Wait a minute, hang on. Let me look in my PDA. I might have something.


      “Okay, I’m back.” Hearn gave a little laugh. “I do have something, and I think you’re going to like it.


      


      Arsenov and Zina arrived at the house ninety minutes after the others. By that time, the cadre had changed into jeans and workshirts and had pulled the van into the large garage. While the women took charge of the bags of food Arsenov and Zina had bought, the men opened the box of hand weapons waiting for them and helped set up the spray-painters.


      Arsenov took out the photos Spalko had given him and they set about spray-painting the van the proper color of an official government vehicle. While the van was drying, they drove the second van into the garage. Using a stencil, they spray-painted Hafnarfjördur Fine Fruits & Vegetables onto both sides of the vehicle.


      Then they went into the house, which was already perfumed by the meal the women had prepared. Before sitting down to eat, they commenced their prayers. Zina, excitement buzzing through her like an electrical current, was barely present, praying to Allah by rote while she thought of the Shaykh and her role in the triumph that was now only a day away.


      At dinner the conversation was spirited, a flux of tension and anticipation animating them. Arsenov, who normally frowned on such loose behavior, allowed this outlet for their nerves, but only for a contained amount of time. Leaving the women to clean up, he led the men back down to the garage, where they applied the official decals and markings to the sides and front of the van. They drove that outside, brought the third one in, spray-painted it the colors of Reykjavik Energy.


      Afterward they were all exhausted and ready for sleep, for they would be rising very early. Still, Arsenov made them run through their parts of the plan, insisting they speak Icelandic. He wanted to see what effect mental fatigue would have on them. Not that he doubted them. All of his nine compatriots had long ago proven themselves to him. They were physically strong, mentally tough and, perhaps most important of all, completely without remorse or compunction. However, none of them had ever been involved in an operation of this size, scope or global ramifications; without the NX 20 they’d never had the wherewithal. And so it was particularly satisfying to watch them dredge up the necessary reserves of energy and stamina to run through their roles with flawless precision.


      He congratulated them and then, as if they were his blood children, said to them with great love and affection in his heart, “La illaha ill Allah.”


      “La illaha ill Allah,” they chorused in unison with such love burning in their eyes that Arsenov was moved close to tears. In this moment, as they searched one another’s faces, the enormity of the task set before them was brought home to them. For Arsenov’s part, he saw them all—his family—gathered together in a strange and forbidding land, on the brink of the most glorious moment their people would ever witness. Never had his sense of the future burned so brilliantly, never had his sense of purpose—the righteousness—of their cause been made so manifest to him. He was grateful for the presence of all of them.


      As Zina was about to go upstairs, he put a hand on her arm, but as the others passed her, glancing at them, she shook her head. “I have to help them with the peroxide,” she said, and he let her go.


      “May Allah grant you a peaceful sleep,” she said softly, mounting the stairs.


      


      Later, Arsenov lay in bed unable, as usual, to sleep. Across from him, in the other narrow bed, Akhmed snored with the noise of a buzzsaw. A light wind ruffled the curtains of the open window; as a youth, Arsenov had grown used to the cold; now he liked it. He stared up at the ceiling, thinking as he always did in the dark hours of Khalid Murat, of his betrayal of his mentor and his friend. Despite the necessity of the assassination, his personal disloyalty continued to eat at him. And there was the wound in his leg, a pain no matter how well it was healing that acted as a goad. In the end he’d failed Khalid Murat, and nothing he could do now could change that fact.


      He rose, went into the hallway and padded silently down the stairs. He’d slept in his clothes, as he always did. He went out into the chill night air, extracting a cigarette and lighting it. Low on the horizon a bloated moon sailed through the star-spangled sky. There were no trees; he heard no insects.


      As he walked farther away from the house, his seething mind began to clear, to calm itself. Perhaps, after he’d finished the cigarette he’d even be able to catch a few hours of sleep before the three-thirty rendezvous with Spalko’s boat.


      He had almost finished his cigarette and was about to turn around when he heard the whisper of low voices. Startled, he drew his gun and looked around. The voices, drifting on the night air, were coming from behind a pair of enormous boulders that rose up like the horns of a monster from the top of the cliff’s face.


      Dropping his cigarette and grinding its lit end into the ground, he moved toward the rock formation. Though he used caution, he was fully prepared to empty his weapon into the hearts of whoever was spying on them.


      But as he peered around the curving face of the rock, it wasn’t infidels he saw but Zina. She was talking in low tones to another, larger figure, but from his angle Arsenov could not tell who it was. He moved slightly, drawing closer. He couldn’t hear their words, but even before he noticed Zina’s hand on the other’s arm, he had recognized the voice she used when she was set on seducing him.


      He pressed his fist to his temple as if to stop the sudden throbbing in his head. He wanted to scream as he watched the fingers of Zina’s hand draw up into what looked to him like spider’s legs, her nails scoring the forearm of…who was it she was trying to seduce? His jealousy goaded him to action. At the risk of being seen, he moved farther, part of him entering the moonlight, until the face of Magomet came into view.


      Blind rage gripped him; he was shaking all over. He thought of his mentor. What would Khalid Murat have done? he asked himself. Doubtless, he would have confronted the pair, heard their separate explanations of what they were doing and then made his judgment accordingly.


      Arsenov stood up to his full height and, advancing on the pair, held his right arm out straight in front of him. Magomet, who was more or less turned facing him, saw him and abruptly stepped back, severing the hold Zina had on him. His mouth opened wide, but in his shock and terror, nothing came out.


      “Magomet, what is it?” Zina said and, turning, saw Arsenov advancing on them.


      “Hasan, no!” she cried just as Arsenov pulled the trigger.


      The bullet entered Magomet’s open mouth and blew the back of his head off. He was thrown backward in a welter of blood and brains.


      Arsenov turned the gun on Zina. Yes, he thought, Khalid Murat would surely have handled the situation differently, but Khalid Murat was dead and he, Hasan Arsenov, the architect of Murat’s demise, was alive and in charge, and this was why. It was a new world.


      “Now you,” he said.


      Staring into his black eyes, she knew that he wanted her to grovel, to get down on her knees and beg him for mercy. He could care less about any explanation she might give him. She knew that he was beyond reason; at this moment he wouldn’t know the truth from a clever concoction. She also knew that giving him what he wanted at the moment he wanted it was a trap, a slippery slope once embarked upon impossible to get off. There was only one way to stop him in his tracks.


      Her eyes blazed. “Stop it!” she ordered. “Right now!” Reaching out, she closed her fingers around the barrel of the gun, drew it upward so that it was no longer pointed at her head. She risked a quick glance at the dead Magomet. That was a mistake she wouldn’t make twice.


      “What’s come over you?” she said. “So close to our shared goal, have you lost your mind?”


      She was clever to have reminded Arsenov of their reason for being in Reykjavik. For the moment, his devotion to her had blinded him to the larger goal. All he’d reacted to was her voice and her hand on Magomet’s arm.


      With a ragged motion, he put the gun away.


      “Now what will we do?” she said. “Who’ll take over Magomet’s responsibilities?”


      “You caused this,” he said with disgust. “You figure it out.”


      “Hasan.” She knew better than to try to touch him at this moment or even to come closer than she already was. “You are our leader. It’s your decision and yours alone.”


      He looked around, as if just coming out of a trance. “I suspect our neighbors will assume the report of the gunshot was merely a truck backfiring.” He stared at her. “Why were you out here with him?”


      “I was trying to dissuade him from the path he’d chosen,” Zina said carefully. “Something happened to him when I shaved his beard on the plane. He made overtures.”


      Arsenov’s eyes blazed anew. “And what was your response?”


      “What d’you imagine it was, Hasan?” she said, her hard voice matching his. “Are you saying that you don’t trust me?”


      “I saw your hand on him, your fingers….” He could notgo on.


      “Hasan, look at me.” She reached out. “Please look at me.”


      He turned slowly, reluctantly, and elation rose inside her. She had him; despite her error in judgment, she still had him.


      Breathing an inaudible sigh of relief, she said, “The situation required some delicacy. Surely you can understand that. If I turned him down flat, if I was cold to him, if I angered him, I was afraid of a reprisal. I was afraid his anger would impair his use to us.” Her eyes held his. “Hasan, I was thinking of the reason we’re here. That’s my only focus now, as it should be yours.”


      He stood immobile for long moments, absorbing her words. The hiss and suck of the waves spending themselves against the cliffs far below seemed unnaturally loud. Then, abruptly, he nodded and the incident was swept away. That was his way.


      “All that remains is to dispose of Magomet.”


      “We’ll wrap him up and take him with us to the rendezvous. The boat crew can dispose of him in deep water.”


      Arsenov laughed. “Zina, really, you’re the most pragmatic female I know.”


      


      Bourne awoke to find himself strapped into what appeared to be a dentist’s chair. He looked around the black concrete room, saw the large drain in the center of the white tile floor, the hose coiled on the wall, the tiered cart beside the chair on which were arrayed ranks of gleaming stainless-steel implements, all, it seemed, designed to inflict agonizing damage to the human body, and was not reassured. He tried to move his wrists and ankles, but the wide leather straps were secured, he noted, with the same buckles used on straitjackets.


      “You can’t get out,” Annaka said, coming around from behind him. “It’s useless to try.”


      Bourne stared at her for a moment, as if he was struggling to bring her into focus. She was dressed in white leather pants and a black sleeveless silk blouse with a plunging neckline, an outfit she never would have worn while she was playing the role of the innocent classical pianist and devoted daughter. He cursed himself for being gulled by her initial antipathy toward him. He should’ve known better. She was too available, too conveniently knowledgeable about Molnar’s building. Hindsight was useless, however, and he put aside his disappointment in himself and applied himself to the difficult situation at hand.


      “What an actress you turned out to be,” he said.


      A slow smile broadened her lips, and when she parted them slightly, he could see her white, even teeth. “Not only with you but with Khan.” She drew up the single chair in the room and sat down close beside him. “You see, I know him well, your son. Oh, yes, I know, Jason. I know more than you think, much more than you do.” She gave a little laugh, a tinkling, bell-like sound of pure delight as she drank in the expression on Bourne’s face. “For a long time Khan didn’t know whether you were alive or dead. Indeed, he made a number of attempts to find you, always unsuccessful—your CIA had done an excellent job of hiding you—until Stepan helped him. But even before he knew you were, in fact, alive, he’d spent all his idle hours concocting elaborate ways in which he’d seek his revenge on you.” She nodded. “Yes, Jason, his hatred for you was all-encompassing.” Putting her elbows on her knees, she leaned toward him. “How does that make you feel?”


      “I applaud your performances.” Despite the potent emotions she had dredged from him, he was determined not to rise outwardly to her bait.


      Annaka made a moue. “I’m a woman of many talents.”


      “And as many loyalties, it seems.” He shook his head. “Did our saving each other’s lives mean nothing to you?”


      She sat back up, her manner brisk now, almost businesslike. “You and I can agree on these things, at least. Often life and death are the only things that matter.”


      “Then free me,” he said.


      “Yes, I’ve fallen head over heels for you, Jason.” She laughed. “That’s not the way things work in real life. I saved you for one reason only: Stepan.”


      His brow was furrowed in concentration. “How can you let this happen?”


      “How can I not? I have a history with Stepan. For a time he was the only friend my mother had.”


      Bourne was surprised. “Spalko and your mother knew each other?”


      Annaka nodded. Now that he was bound and presented no danger to her, she seemed to want to talk. Bourne was rightfully suspicious of this.


      “He met her after my father had her sent away,” Annaka continued.


      “Sent away where?” Bourne was intrigued despite himself. She could charm the venom out of a snake.


      “To a sanatorium.” Annaka’s eyes darkened, revealing in a flash a trace of genuine feeling. “He had her committed. It wasn’t difficult; she was physically frail, unable to fight him. In those days…yes, it was still possible.”


      “Why would he do such a thing? I don’t believe you,” Bourne said flatly.


      “I don’t care whether you believe me or not.” She contemplated him for a moment with the disturbing aspect of a reptile. Then, possibly because she needed to, she went on. “She’d become an inconvenience. His mistress demanded it of him; in this he was abominably weak.” The outpouring of naked hatred had transformed her face into an ugly mask, and Bourne understood that, at last, she had unleashed the truth about her past. “He never knew that I’d discovered the truth, and I never let on. Never.” She tossed her head. “Anyway, Stepan was visiting the same asylum. In those days, he went to see his brother…the brother who’d tried to kill him.”


      Bourne stared at her, dumbfounded. He realized that he had no idea whether she was lying or telling the truth. He had been correct about one aspect of her, at least—she was at war. The parts she played so masterfully were her offensives, her raiding parties into enemy territory. He looked into her implacable eyes and knew that there was something monstrous about the way she chose to manipulate those she had drawn close to her.


      She leaned in, took his chin between her thumb and fingers. “You haven’t seen Stepan, have you? He’s had extensive plastic surgery on the right side of his face and neck. What he tells people about it varies, but the truth is, his brother threw gasoline on him and then put a lighter to his face.”


      Bourne couldn’t help but react. “My God. Why?”


      She shrugged. “Who knows? The brother’s dangerously insane. Stepan knew it, so for that matter did his father, but he refused to acknowledge it until it was too late. And even afterward, he continued to defend the boy, insisting that it was a tragic accident.”


      “All this might be true,” he said. “But even if it is, it doesn’t excuse you conspiring against your own father.”


      She laughed. “How can you, of all people, say that, when you and Khan have tried to kill each other? Such fury in two men, my God!”


      “He came after me. I only defended myself.”


      “But he hates you, Jason, with a passion I’ve rarely seen. He hates you just as much as I hated my father. And d’you know why? Because you abandoned him as my father abandoned my mother.”


      “You’re talking as if he’s really my son,” Bourne spat.


      “Oh, yes, that’s right, you’ve convinced yourself that he isn’t. That’s convenient, isn’t it? That way you don’t have to think about how you left him to die in the jungle.”


      “But I didn’t!” Bourne knew he shouldn’t let her drag him into this emotionally charged subject, but he couldn’t help himself. “I was told he was dead. I had no idea he might’ve survived. That’s what I discovered when I was inside government database.”


      “Did you stay around to look, to check? No, you buried your family without even looking in the coffins! If you had, you would’ve seen that your son wasn’t there. No, you coward, you fled the country instead.”


      Bourne tried to pull himself out of his bonds. “That’s rich, you lecturing me on family!”


      “That’s quite enough.” Stepan Spalko had entered the room with the perfect timing of a ringmaster. “I have more important matters to discuss with Mr. Bourne than family sagas.”


      Annaka obediently stood up. She patted Bourne’s cheek. “Don’t look so sullen, Jason. You’re not the first man I’ve fooled, and you won’t be the last.”


      “No,” he said. “Spalko will be the last.”


      “Annaka, leave us now,” Spalko said, adjusting his butcher’s apron with hands covered in Latex gloves. The apron was clean and well pressed. As yet, there wasn’t a spot of blood on it.


      


      As Annaka departed, Bourne turned his attention to the man who, according to Khan, had engineered the murders of Alex and Mo. “And you don’t distrust her, not even a little?”


      “Yes, she’s an excellent liar.” He chuckled. “And I know a thing or two about lying.” He crossed to the cart, eyed with the connoisseur’s intensity the implements arrayed there. “I suppose it’s natural to think that because she betrayed you, she’d do the same to me.” He turned, the light reflecting off the unnaturally smooth skin on the side of his face and neck. “Or are you trying to drive a wedge between us? That would be standard operating procedure for an operative of your high caliber.” He shrugged and picked up an implement, twirled it between his fingers. “Mr. Bourne, what I’m interested in is how much you’ve discovered about Dr. Schiffer and his little invention.”


      “Where’s Felix Schiffer?”


      “You can’t help him, Mr. Bourne, even if you could manage the impossible and free yourself. He outlived his usefulness and now he’s beyond anyone’s power to resurrect.”


      “You killed him,” Bourne said, “just as you killed Alex Conklin and Mo Panov.”


      Spalko shrugged. “Conklin took Dr. Schiffer away from me when I needed him the most. I got Schiffer back, of course. I always get what I want. But Conklin had to pay for thinking he could oppose me with impunity.”


      “And Panov?”


      “He was in the wrong place at the wrong time,” Spalko said. “It’s as simple as that.”


      Bourne thought of all the good Mo Panov had done in his life and felt overwhelmed by the uselessness of his death. “How can you talk about the taking of two men’s lives as if it was as simple as snapping your fingers?”


      “Because it was, Mr. Bourne.” Spalko laughed. “And by tomorrow the taking of those two men’s lives will be as nothing to what’s coming.”


      Bourne tried not to look at the glinting implement. Instead, what came into his mind was an image of László Molnar’s blue-white body stuffed into his own refrigerator. He’d seen first-hand the damage these tools of Spalko’s could inflict.


      Because he was face to face with the fact that Spalko had been responsible for Molnar’s torture and death, he knew that everything Khan had told him about this man was true. And if Khan had told the truth about Spalko, was it not possible that he’d been telling the truth all along, that he was, in fact, Joshua Webb, Bourne’s own son? The facts were mounting, the truth was before him, and Bourne felt its crushing weight as if it were a mountain on his shoulders. He couldn’t bear to look at…what?


      It didn’t matter now because Spalko had begun wielding his instruments of pain. “Again, I’ll ask you what you know about Dr. Schiffer’s invention.”


      Bourne stared past Spalko. At the blank concrete wall.


      “You’ve chosen not to answer me,” Spalko said. “I applaud your courage.” He smiled charmingly. “And pity the futility of your gesture.”


      He applied the whorled end of the implement to Bourne’s flesh.

    

  


  
    
      CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX

    


    
      Khan went into Houdini, a magic and logic games shop at 87 Vaci utca building. The walls and display cabinets of the smallish boutique were crammed with magic tricks, brain teasers and mazes of all kinds, shapes and descriptions, old and new. Children of all ages, their mothers or fathers in tow, prowled the aisles, pointing and staring wide-eyed at that fantastic wares.


      Khan approached one of the harried salespeople and told her he wanted to see Oszkar. She asked him his name, then picked up a phone and dialed an interior extension. She spoke into the receiver for a moment, then directed Khan to the back of the store.


      He passed through a door at the rear of the shop into a tiny vestibule lit by one bare bulb. The walls were of an indeterminate color; the air smelled of boiled cabbage. He went up an iron circular staircase to the office on the second floor. It was lined with books—mostly first-edition volumes on magic, biographies and autobiographies of famous magicians and escape artists. An autographed photo of Harry Houdini hung on the wall over an antique oak rolltop desk. The old Persian carpet was still on the plank floor, still in desperate need of cleaning, and the huge, thronelike high-backed armchair still sat in its place of honor facing the desk.


      Oszkar sat in exactly the same position he’d been in a year ago when Khan last had occasion to visit him. He was a pear-shaped man of middle years with huge side whiskers and a bulbous nose. He rose when he saw Khan and, grinning, came around from behind the desk and shook his hand.


      “Welcome back,” he said, gesturing for Khan to take a seat. “What can I do for you?”


      Khan told his contact what he needed. Oszkar wrote as Khan spoke, from time to time nodding to himself.


      Then he looked up. “Is that all?” He seemed disappointed; he loved nothing better than being challenged.


      “Not quite,” Khan said. “There’s the matter of a magnetic lock.”


      “Now we’re talking!” Oszkar was beaming now. He rubbed his hands together as he rose. “Come with me, my friend.”


      He led Khan into a wallpapered hallway lit by what appeared to be gaslamps. He had a way of waddling when he walked, comical as a penguin, but when you saw him escape from three pairs of handcuffs in under ninety seconds, you were exposed to a whole new meaning of the word finesse.


      He opened a door and walked into his workshop—a large space evenly divided into areas by workbenches and metal counters. He directed Khan over to one, where he commenced to rummage through a vertical stack of drawers. At length he brought out a small black and chrome square.


      “All mag locks work off current, you know that, right?” When Khan nodded, he continued. “And they’re all fail-safe, meaning they need a constant power supply to work. Anyone who installs one of these knows that if you cut the current, the lock will open, so there’s certain to be a backup power supply, possibly even two, if the subject’s paranoid enough.”


      “This one is,” Khan assured him.


      “Very well then.” Oszkar nodded. “So forget about cutting the power supply—it’ll take you too long, and even if you had the time you still might not be able to cut the power to all the backups.” He held up a forefinger. “But, what’s not so commonly known is that all magnetic locks work off DC current, so…” He rummaged around again, held up another object. “What you need is a portable AC power supply with enough juice to zap the mag lock.”


      Khan took the power pack in his hand. It was heavier than it looked. “How is it going to work?”


      “Imagine a lightning strike on an electrical system.” Oszkar tapped the power supply. “This baby will scramble the DC current long enough for you to open the door, but it won’t short it out completely. Eventually, it’ll cycle back on again and the lock will reestablish itself.”


      “How long will I have?” Khan asked.


      “That depends on the make and model of the mag lock.” Oszkar shrugged his meaty shoulders. “The best guess I can give you is fifteen minutes, maybe twenty, but no more than that.”


      “Can’t I just zap it again?”


      Oszkar shook his head. “Chances are good you’ll freeze the mag into its locked position, and then you’d have to take the entire door down in order to get out.” He laughed, clapped Khan on the back. “Not to worry, I have faith in you.”


      Khan looked at him askance. “Since when did you have faith in anything?”


      “Quite right.” Oszkar handed him a small zippered leather case. “Tricks of the trade always trump faith.”


      


      At precisely two-fifteen in the morning, local Icelandic time, Arsenov and Zina placed the carefully wrapped body of Magomet into one of the vans and drove down the coast farther south toward an out-of-the-way cove. Arsenov was behind the wheel. Periodically, Zina, studying a detailed map, gave him directions.


      “I sense the nervousness in the others,” he said after a time. “It’s more than simple anticipation.”


      “We’re on more than a simple mission, Hasan.”


      He glanced at her. “Sometimes I wonder whether icewater runs in your veins.”


      She put a smile on her face as she briefly squeezed his leg. “You know very well what runs in my veins.”


      He nodded. “That I do.” He had to admit that, as much as he was driven by his desire to lead his people, he was happiest being with Zina. He longed for a time when the war would be over, when he could shed his rebel’s guise and be a husband to her, a father to their children.


      “Zina,” he said as they turned off the road and jounced down the rutted path that descended off the cliff face to their destination, “we’ve never talked about us.”


      “What d’you mean?” Of course she knew very well what he meant and tried to push away the sudden dread that constricted her. “Of course we have.”


      The way had become steeper and he slowed the van. Zina could see the last turn in the path; beyond that was the rocky cove and the restless North Atlantic.


      “Not about our future, our marriage, the children we’ll have one day. What better time to pledge our love for each other.”


      It was then that she fully understood how intuitive the Shaykh really was. For by his own words, Hasan Arsenov had condemned himself. He was afraid to die. She heard it in his choice of words, if not in his voice or in his eyes.


      She saw his doubts, now, about her. If there was one thing she’d learned since joining the rebels, it was that doubt undermined initiative, determination, most especially action. Because of the extreme tension and anxiety, perhaps, he had exposed himself, and his weakness was as repugnant to her as it had been to the Shaykh. Hasan’s doubts about her were sure to infect his thinking. She’d made a terrible blunder in seeking so quickly to enlist Magomet, but she was so very eager to embrace the Shaykh’s future. Still, judging by Hasan’s violent reaction, his doubts about her must have begun earlier. Did he think that he could no longer trust her?


      They had arrived at the rendezvous point fifteen minutes ahead of schedule. She turned and took his face in her hands. Tenderly, she said, “Hasan, long have we walked side by side in the shadow of death. We have survived through the will of Allah, but also because of our unswerving devotion to one another.” She leaned over and kissed him. “So now we pledge ourselves to one another, because we desire death in the path of Allah more than our enemies desire life.”


      Arsenov closed his eyes for a moment. This was what he’d wanted from her, what he’d been afraid she’d never give him. It was why, he realized now, he’d jumped to an ugly conclusion when he’d seen her with Magomet.


      “In Allah’s eyes, under Allah’s hand, in Allah’s heart,” he said in a form of benediction.


      They embraced, but Zina was, of course, far away across the North Atlantic. She was wondering what the Shaykh was doing at this very moment. She longed to see his face, to be near him. Soon, she told herself. Soon enough everything she wanted would be hers.


      


      Sometime later they got out of the van and stood watching on the shore, hearing the waves rumble and spend themselves against the shingle. The moon had already gone down in the short span of darkness this far north. In another half hour it would grow light and another long day would dawn. They were in more or less the center of the cove, its arms extended on either side so that the tide was stymied, the waves made small and robbed of their usual peril. A chill wind off the black water made Zina shiver, but Arsenov embraced it.


      They saw the sweep of the light then, blinking on and off three times. The boat had arrived. Arsenov switched on the flashlight, returning the signal. Faintly, they could see the fishing boat running no lights, nosing in. They went to the back of the van and, together, brought their burden down to the tide line.


      “Won’t they be surprised to see you again,” Arsenov said.


      “They’re the Shaykh’s men, nothing surprises them,” Zina replied, acutely aware that according to the story the Shaykh told Hasan she was supposed to have met this crew. Of course, the Shaykh would have already apprised them of that fact.


      Arsenov switched on his flashlight again and they saw heading toward them an oared boat, heavily laden, lying low in the water. There were two men and a stack of crates; there would be more crates on the fishing boat. Arsenov glanced at his watch; he hoped they could finish before first light.


      The two men nosed the prow of the rowboat up onto the shingle and got out. They didn’t waste time with introductions, but as they had been ordered to do, they treated Zina as if she was known to them.


      With great efficiency, the four of them offloaded the crates, piling them up neatly in the back of the van. Arsenov heard a sound, turned and saw that a second rowboat had pulled up onto the shingle and knew then that they’d beat the dawn.


      They loaded Magomet’s corpse onto the first rowboat, now otherwise empty, and Zina gave the crew members the order to dump it when they were in the deepest water. They obeyed her without question, which pleased Arsenov. Obviously, she’d made an impression on them when she’d supervised the delivery of the cargo to them.


      In short order, then, the six of them moved the rest of the crates into the van. Then the men returned to their boats as silently as they had disembarked from them and, with a push from Arsenov and Zina, began their return journey to the fishing boat.


      Arsenov and Zina looked at each other. With the arrival of the cargo, the mission had suddenly taken on a reality it hadn’t had before.


      “Can you feel it, Zina?” Arsenov said as he put his hand on one of the crates. “Can you feel the death waiting there?”


      She put her hand over his. “What I feel is victory.”


      


      They drove back to the base where they were met by the other members of the cadre, who through the judicious application of peroxide dye and colored contact lenses had now been utterly transformed. Nothing was said concerning the death of Magomet. He had come to a bad end and this close to their mission none of them wanted to know the details—they had more important things on their minds.


      Carefully, the crates were unloaded and opened, revealing compact machine pistols, packs of C4 plastique explosive, HAZMAT suits. Another crate, smaller than the others, contained scallions, bagged, bedded in shaved ice. Arsenov gestured to Akhmed, who donned Latex gloves and removed the crate of scallions to the van that had printed on it Hafnarfjördur Fine Fruits & Vegetables. Then the blond and blue-eyed Akhmed climbed into the van and drove off.


      The last crate was left for Arsenov and Zina to open. It contained the NX 20. Together, they looked at it, the two halves lying innocently inside their molded foam bed, and thought of what they’d been witness to in Nairobi. Arsenov looked at his watch. “Very soon now the Shaykh will arrive with the payload.”


      The final preparations had begun.


      


      Just after nine A.M., a van from Fontana Department Store pulled up at the service entrance on the basement level of Humanistas, Ltd. where it was halted by a pair of security guards. One of them consulted his daily work sheet and even though he saw on it a delivery from Fontana for Ethan Hearn’s office, he asked to see the bill of lading. When the driver complied, the guard told him to open the back of the van. The guard climbed in, checked off each item on the list, then he and his partner opened every carton, checking the two chairs, credenza, cabinet and sofa bed. All the doors on the credenza and cabinet were opened, the interiors inspected, the pillows on the sofa and chairs lifted. Finding everything in order, the security guards handed back the bill of lading and gave the driver and his delivery partner directions to Ethan Hearn’s office.


      The driver parked near the elevator and he and his partner unloaded the furniture. It took them four trips to get everything up to the sixth floor, where Hearn was waiting for them. He was only too pleased to show them where he wanted each piece of furniture, and they were just as pleased to receive the generous gratuity he handed them when their task was completed.


      After they left, Hearn closed the door and began to transfer the stacks of files that had built up beside his desk into the cabinet in alphabetical order. The hush of a well-run office fell over the room. After a time, Hearn rose and went to the door. Opening it, he found himself face to face with the woman who had accompanied the man on the stretcher into the building late yesterday.


      “You’re Ethan Hearn?” When he nodded, she held out a hand. “Annaka Vadas.”


      He took her hand briefly, noting that it was firm and dry. He recalled Khan’s warning and he put an innocently quizzical look on his face. “Do we know each other?”


      “I’m a friend of Stepan’s.” Her smile was dazzling. “Do you mind if I come in, or were you just leaving?”


      “I do have an appointment in”—he glanced at his watch—“a little while.”


      “I won’t take up much of your time.” She walked to the sofa bed and sat, crossing her legs. Her expression, as she stared up at Hearn, was alert and expectant.


      He sat in his chair and swiveled it around to face her. “How may I help you, Ms. Vadas?”


      “I think you’ve got it wrong,” she said brightly. “The question is how may I help you?”


      He shook his head. “I don’t think I understand.”


      She looked around the office, humming to herself. Then she leaned forward, her elbows on her knee. “Oh, but I think you do, Ethan.” That smile again. “You see, I know something about you even Stepan doesn’t.”


      He stitched that quizzical look back onto his face, spread his hands in a gesture of helplessness.


      “You’re trying too hard,” she said shortly. “I know you’re working for someone else as well as for Stepan.”


      “I don’t—”


      But she’d put a forefinger across his lips. “I saw you yesterday in the garage. You couldn’t have been there for your health, and even if you were, you were far too interested in the proceedings.”


      He was too stunned even to formulate a denial. And what was the point? he asked himself. She’d made him, even though he thought he’d been so very careful. He stared at her. She was, indeed, beautiful, but she was even more formidable.


      She cocked her head. “It isn’t Interpol you work for—you don’t have their habits. CIA, no, I don’t think so. Stepan would know if the Americans were trying to penetrate his organization. So who then, hmm?”


      Hearn wouldn’t say; he couldn’t. He was only terrified that she already knew—that she knew everything.


      “Don’t look so ashen, Ethan.” Annaka rose. “I don’t care, really. I simply want an insurance policy in case things turn sour here. That insurance policy is you. For now, let’s just call your treachery our little secret.”


      She had crossed the room and gone out the door before Hearn could think of a reply. He sat for a moment, immobile with shock. Then, at last he got up and opened the door, looking this way and that up and down the corridor to make certain she was really gone.


      Then he closed the door, walked over to the sofa bed and said, “All clear.”


      The cushions lifted up and he put them on the wall-to-wall carpet. When the plywood panels that covered the bed mechanism began to stir, he reached down and lifted them out.


      Underneath, instead of the mattress and bed frame, lay Khan.


      Hearn realized that he was sweating. “I know you warned me, but—”


      “Quiet.” Khan climbed out of the space that was no larger than a coffin. Hearn cowered, but Khan had more important things on his mind than corporal punishment. “Just make sure you don’t make the same mistake twice.”


      Khan walked to the door, put his ear against it. All that could be discerned was the background hum of the offices on the floor. He was dressed in black trousers, shoes, shirt and waist-length jacket. To Hearn, he looked a good deal bulkier in the upper body than he had the last time they’d met.


      “Put the sofa bed back together,” Khan ordered, “then return to work as if nothing had happened. You have a meeting soon? Make sure you go to it and that you’re not late. It’s imperative that everything appear normal.”


      Hearn nodded, dropping the plywood panels into the well of the sofa bed, then replacing the cushions. “We’re on the sixth floor,” he said. “Your target’s on the fourth floor.”


      “Let’s see the schematics.”


      Hearn sat down at his computer terminal and brought up the schematics for the building.


      “Let me see the fourth floor,” Khan said, bending over his shoulder.


      When Hearn brought it up, Khan studied it carefully. “What’s this?” he asked, pointing.


      “I don’t know.” Hearn tried zooming in. “It looks like blank space.”


      “Or,” Khan said, “it could be a room adjacent to Spalko’s bedroom suite.”


      “Except there isn’t a way in or out,” Hearn pointed out.


      “Interesting. I wonder if Mr. Spalko made some alterations his architects knew nothing about.”


      Having memorized the floor plan, Khan turned away. He’d gotten all he could from the schematic; now he needed to see the place for himself. At the door he turned back to Hearn. “Remember. Get to your appointment on time.”


      “What about you?” Heard said. “You can’t get in there.”


      Khan shook his head. “The less you know, the better.”


      


      The flags were out in the endless Icelandic morning, filled with brilliant sunshine and the mineral scent of the thermal springs. The elaborate aluminum scaffold of a large dais had been set up and wired for sound at one end of Keflavik Airport, which Jamie Hull, Boris Illyich Karpov and Feyd al-Saoud had determined was the most secure space on the grounds. None of them, even Comrade Boris, it seemed, was happy about their respective leaders appearing in such a public forum, but in this all the heads of state were of a like mind. It was imperative, they felt, not only to show their solidarity in a public manner but also to show their lack of fear. They all knew the risk of assassination when they took their positions, were acutely aware of how that risk had escalated exponentially when they had agreed to the summit. But they all knew the risk of death was a component of their work. If you set out to change the world, inevitably there would be those who would stand in your way.


      And so on this morning of the start of the summit, the flags of the United States, Russia and the four most influential Islamic nations rippled and cracked in the biting wind, the front of the dais had been draped with the carefully fought-over logo of the summit, armored security was in place around the perimeter, snipers placed high up at every possible strategic sight line. The press had come from every nation in the world; they had been required to show up two hours in advance of the press conference. Journalists had been methodically screened, their credentials checked, their fingerprints taken and scanned through various databases. Photographers had been warned not to load their cameras ahead of time because they needed to be X-rayed on site, each film cannister examined, every one of the photographers themselves observed while they loaded their cameras. As for cell phones, they were confiscated, meticulously tagged and kept outside the perimeter, to be retrieved at the end of the press conference by their respective owners. No detail had been overlooked.


      As the president of the United States made his appearance, Jamie Hull was at his side, along with a brace of Secret Service agents. Hull was in constant contact with every member of his contingent as well as the other two heads of security via an electronic earbud. Just behind the U.S. president came Aleksandr Yevtushenko, president of Russia, accompanied by Boris and a cadre of grim-faced FSB agents. Behind him were the leaders of the four Islamic states, with the respective heads of their security services.


      The crowd as well as the press surged forward only to be kept back from the front of the dais the dignitaries had now mounted. The microphones were tested, the television cameras went live. The U.S. president took the microphone first. He was a tall, handsome man with a prominent nose and the eyes of a watchdog.


      “My fellow citizens of the world,” he began in the strong, declarative voice honed at many a successful primary race, smoothed of any remaining rough edges by numerous press conferences and richly burnished by intimate speeches in the Rose Garden and at Camp David, “this is a great day for world peace and for the international fight for justice and freedom against the forces of violence and terrorism.


      “Today, we once again stand at a crossroads in the history of the world. Will we allow all of humankind to be plunged into the darkness of fear and neverending war or will we band together to strike at the heart of our enemies wherever they may hide?


      “The forces of terrorism are arrayed against us. And make no mistake, terrorism is a modern-day hydra, a beast of many heads. We have no illusions about the difficult road ahead of us, but we will not be deterred in our desire to move forward in a single concerted effort. Only united can we destroy the many-headed beast. Only united do we stand a chance of making our world a safe place for each and every citizen.”


      At the end of the president’s speech there was great applause. Then he yielded the microphone to the Russian president, who said more or less the same things, also to great applause. The four Arab leaders spoke one by one, and though their words were more circumspect, they too reiterated the burning need for a united effort at stamping out terrorism once and for all.


      A short question and answer period ensued, after which the six men stood side by side for their photo op. It was an impressive sight, made even more memorable when they grasped one another’s hands and raised their arms aloft in an unprecedented display of solidarity between the West and the East.


      As the crowd slowly filed out, the mood was jubilant. And even the most jaded journalists and photographers agreed that the summit had gotten off to a sterling start.


      


      “Do you realize that I’m on my third pair of Latex gloves?”


      Stepan Spalko was at the scarred and blood-stained table, sitting on the chair Annaka had used the day before. In front of him was a bacon, lettuce and tomato sandwich, for which he’d developed a taste during his long convalescence between operations in the United States. The sandwich was on a plate of fine bone china, and at his right hand was a stemmed glass of finest crystal filled with a vintage Bordeaux.


      “No matter. The hour grows late.” He tapped the crystal of the chronometer on his wrist. “It occurs to me now, Mr. Bourne, that my marvelous entertainment is at an end. I must tell you what a wonderful night you’ve provided me.” He barked a laugh. “Which is more than I did for you, I daresay.”


      His sandwich had been cut into two equal triangles, exactly to his specifications. He picked one up and bit into it, chewed slowly and luxuriously. “You know, Mr. Bourne, a bacon, lettuce and tomato sandwich is no good unless the bacon has been freshly cooked and, if possible, thickly sliced.”


      He swallowed, put down the sandwich and, grasping the crystal glass, swirled a measure of Bordeaux around in his mouth. Then he pushed back his chair, rose and went over to where Jason Bourne sat strapped into the dentist’s chair. His head was lolled on his chest and there were blood spatters in a two-foot radius around him.


      Spalko used a knuckle to lift Bourne’s head. His eyes, dulled with endless pain, were sunken into dark circles and his face appeared drained of blood. “Before I go, I must tell you the irony of it all. The hour of my triumph is upon us. It doesn’t matter what you know. It doesn’t matter whether you talked or not now. All that matters is that I have you here, safe and unable to act against me in any way.” He laughed. “What a terrible price you’ve paid for your silence. And for what, Mr. Bourne? Nothing!”


      


      Khan saw the guard standing in the corridor beside the elevator and went cautiously back down toward the door to the staircase. Through the wire-mesh reinforced glass panel he could see a pair of armed guards talking and smoking in the stairwell. Every fifteen seconds one or the other would glance out through the glass panel, checking the sixth-floor corridor. The stairs were too well defended.


      He reversed himself. Striding down the corridor at a normal and relaxed pace, he drew the air gun he purchased from Oszkar and held it at his side. The instant the guard saw him, Khan raised the air gun, shot a dart into his neck. The man collapsed where he stood, rendered unconscious by the chemical in the dart’s tip.


      Khan broke into a run. He began to drag the guard into the men’s room when the door opened and a second guard appeared, his machine pistol aimed at Khan’s chest.


      “Hold it right there,” he said. “Throw down your weapon and let me see your empty hands.”


      Khan did as he was ordered. As he held out his hands for the guard to inspect, he touched a hidden spring-loaded sheath attached to the inner side of his wrist. The guard clapped one hand to his throat. The dart felt like an insect bite. But all at once he found that he couldn’t see. That was the last thought he had before he, too, sank into unconsciousness.


      Khan dragged both bodies into the men’s room, then hit the call button on the wall panel. A moment later the two sets of doors opened as the elevator cab arrived. He got in and pressed the button for the fourth floor. The elevator began to descend, but as it passed the fifth floor, it jolted to a halt, hanging suspended. He pressed several floor buttons to no avail. The elevator was stuck, no doubt deliberately so. He knew he had very little time to escape from the trap Spalko had set for him.


      Climbing up onto the handrail that ran around the cab, he stretched upward toward the maintenance hatch. He was about to open it when he stopped and peered more closely. What was that metallic glint? He took out the mini-light from the kit Oszkar had given him, shone it on the screw in the farthest corner. There was a bit of copper wire wrapped around it. It was booby-trapped! Khan knew that the moment he tried to take off the hatch it would detonate a charge placed on top of the cab.


      At that moment, a lurch dislodged him from his perch and the elevator cab, shuddering, began to plummet down the shaft.


      


      Spalko’s phone rang and he stepped out of the interrogation room. Sunlight spilled through the windows of his bedroom as he walked into it, feeling the warmth on his face.


      “Yes?”


      A voice spoke in his ear, the words accelerating his pulse. He was here! Khan was here! His hand clenched into a fist. He had them both now. His work here was almost done. He ordered his men onto the third floor, then called the main security desk and ordered them to begin a fire drill that would in short order evacuate all normal Humanistas personnel from the building. Within twenty seconds, the fire alarm shrilled and all through the building, men and women left their offices and proceeded in an orderly fashion to the stairwells, where they were escorted out onto the street. By this time Spalko had called his driver and his pilot, telling the latter to ready the jet that had been waiting for him in the Humanistas hangar at Ferihegy Airport. Per his instructions, it had already been fueled and inspected, a flight plan logged in with the tower.


      There was one more call he needed to make before he returned to Jason Bourne.


      “Khan’s in the building,” he said when Annaka answered the phone. “He’s trapped in the elevator and I’ve sent men to deal with him if he manages to escape, but you know him better than anyone.” He grunted at her response. “What you’re saying isn’t a surprise. Deal with it as you see fit.”


      


      Khan hit the Emergency Stop button with the heel of his hand, but nothing happened, the elevator continued its precipitous descent. With one of the tools from Oszkar’s kit, he quickly pried open the display panel. Inside was a nest of wires, but he immediately saw that the wires to the emergency break had been disconnected. Deftly, he fitted them back into their receptacles, and at once with a squeal of sparking metal the elevator cab lurched to a halt as the emergency brake kicked in. As the cab hung, stalled, between the third and fourth floors, Khan continued to work on the wiring with a breathless intensity.


      


      On the third floor Spalko’s armed men reached the outer elevator doors. Employing a fire key, they manually pried open the doors, exposing the shaft. Just above them, they could see the bottom of the stalled elevator cab. They had their orders; they knew what to do. Aiming their machine pistols, they opened fire in a massed fusillade that chewed up the bottom third of the elevator cab. No one could survive such massed firepower.


      


      Khan, spreadeagled, hands and feet pressed hard against the walls of the elevator shaft’s setback, watched the lower part of the cab fall away. He was protected from the ricochet of bullets both by the doors of the cab and by the shaft itself. He’d rewired the panel to allow him to open the cab doors just enough to squeeze out. He’d been squirming into position in the setback, climbing to approximately the height of the cab’s top when the hail of automatic fire began.


      Now, in the echoing aftermath of the percussion, he heard a buzzing as of a swarm of bees loosed from their hive. Looking up, he saw a pair of rappeling lines snaking down from the top of the shaft. Moments later two heavily armed guards in riot gear came down the lines, hand over hand.


      One of them saw him and swung his machine pistol toward him. Khan fired his air gun, and the guard’s weapon dropped from his numbed fingers. As the second guard aimed his weapon, Khan leaped out, grabbed hold of the unconscious man, who by dint of his rappeling harness was held fast to the line. The second guard, faceless and anonymous in his riot helmet, fired at Khan, who swung his line companion around, using his body as a shield to stop the bullets. He kicked out, snapping the machine pistol out of the second guard’s grasp.


      They both landed atop the elevator cab together. The small pale square of deadly C4 explosive was taped to the center of the maintenance hatch where it had been hastily wired to set the booby trap. Khan could see that the screws had been loosened; if either of them inadvertently struck the hatch plate, dislodging it even a little, the entire cab would be blown to pieces.


      Khan squeezed the trigger on his air gun, but the guard, who had seen how he’d incapacitated his partner, dived out of the way, rolled and kicked upward, knocking the weapon out of Khan’s grasp. At the same time he grabbed his partner’s machine pistol. Khan trod down hard on his hand, grinding with his heel in an attempt to dislodge the weapon from the guard’s grip. But now there were bursts of automatic fire from the guards on the third floor, who were firing up the shaft.


      The guard, taking advantage of the distraction, smashed Khan’s leg sideways and wrested the machine pistol from him. As he fired, Khan leaped off the cab, sliding down the side of the shaft to the place where the emergency brake was extended. Moving back from the hail of gunfire, he worked on the brake mechanism. The guard on the roof of the cab had followed his progress and was now stretched out on his belly, aiming the machine pistol at Khan. As he began firing, Khan was able to release the emergency brake mechanism. The elevator cab plunged down the shaft, taking the shocked guard with it.


      Khan leaped for the nearest rappeling rope and clambered up it. He reached the fourth floor and was applying the AC current to the magnetic lock when the elevator cab impacted with the bottom of the shaft in the sub-basement. The shock dislodged the maintenance hatch and the C4 detonated. The explosion shot up the shaft just as the mag lock circuit was disrupted and Khan tumbled through the door.


      The fourth-floor vestibule was clad entirely in café-au-lait marble. Frosted-glass sconces provided soft indirect lighting. As Khan picked himself up, he saw Annaka not five yards from him, fleeing down the hall. Clearly, she was surprised and, quite possibly, he thought, not a little frightened. Obviously, neither she nor Spalko had counted on him making it to the fourth floor. He laughed silently as he set off in pursuit. He couldn’t blame them; it was quite a feat he’d performed.


      Up ahead, Annaka went through a door. As she slammed it shut behind her, Khan heard the lock click into place. He knew he needed to get to Bourne and Spalko, but Annaka had become a wild card he couldn’t afford to ignore. He had a set of picks out even as he reached the locked door. Inserting one, he finessed out the grooves of the tumbler. It took him less than fifteen seconds to open the door, hardly time enough for Annaka to have made it to the other side of the room. She threw him a frightened glance over her shoulder before she slammed the door shut behind her.


      In retrospect, he should have been warned by her expression. Annaka never showed fear. He was, however, alerted by the ominous room, which was small and square, as featureless as it was windowless. It appeared unfinished, freshly painted a dead white, even the wide, carved moldings. There was no furniture, nothing at all in the space. But his alarm arrived too late, for the soft hiss had already begun. Peering up, he saw the vents high in the walls, from which a gas was being discharged. Holding his breath, he went to the far door. He picked the lock, but still the door wouldn’t open. It must be bolted from the outside, he thought, as he ran back to the door through which he’d entered the room. He turned the knob only to find that it, too, had been bolted from the outside.


      The gas was starting to permeate the barred room. He was neatly trapped.


      


      Next to the crumb-spattered bone china plate and the stemmed glass in which remained the dregs of the Bordeaux, Stepan Spalko had arrayed the items he had taken from Bourne: the ceramic gun, Conklin’s cell phone, the wad of money and the switchblade knife.


      Bourne, battered and bloody, had been deep in delta meditation for hours now, first to survive the waves of agony that had rippled through his body at every new twist and jab of Spalko’s implements, then to protect and conserve his inner core of energy, and finally to throw off the debilitating effects of the torture and to build up his strength.


      Thoughts of Marie, Alison and Jamie flickered through his emptied mind like fitful flames, but what had come to him most vividly was his years in sun-drenched Phnom Penh. His mind, calmed to the point of complete tranquility, resurrected Dao, Alyssa and Joshua. He was tossing a baseball to Joshua, showing him how to use the glove he’d brought from the States, when Joshua turned to him and said, “Why did you try to replicate us? Why didn’t you save us?” He became confused for a moment, until he saw Khan’s face hanging in his mind like a full moon in a starless sky. Khan opened his mouth and said, “You tried to replicate Joshua and Alyssa. You even used the same first letters in their names.”


      He wanted to rise out of his enforced meditation, to abandon the fortress he’d erected to protect himself against the worst of the ravages Spalko was visiting upon him, anything to get away from the accusatory face, the crushing guilt.


      Guilt.


      It was his own guilt that he’d been running away from. Ever since Khan had told him who he really was, he’d run from the truth, just as he’d run from Phnom Penh as fast as he could. He thought he’d been running away from the tragedy that had befallen him, but the truth was he’d run from the burden of his unsupportable guilt. He hadn’t been there to protect his family when they’d needed him the most. Slamming the door on the truth, he’d fled.


      God help him, in this he was, as Annaka had said, a coward.


      


      As Bourne’s watched out of bloodshot eyes, Spalko pocketed the money and took up the gun. “I’ve used you to keep the hounds of the world’s intelligence organizations off my trail. In this you’ve served me well.” He leveled the gun at Bourne, aiming for a spot just above and between his eyes. “But, sadly, your use to me is at an end.” His finger tightened on the trigger.


      At that moment Annaka came into the room. “Khan made it onto the floor,” she said.


      Despite himself, Spalko registered surprise. “I heard the explosion. He wasn’t killed by it?”


      “He somehow managed to crash the elevator. It exploded in the sub-basement.”


      “Luckily, the latest delivery of weapons was shipped out.” At last he turned his gaze on her. “Where’s Khan now?”


      “He’s trapped in the locked room. It’s time to leave.”


      Spalko nodded. She’d been dead on when it came to Khan’s skills. He’d been right to encourage the liaison between them. Duplicitous creature that she was, she’s gotten to know Khan better than he himself could’ve hoped to. Still, he stared at Bourne, certain his business with him was not yet finished.


      “Stepan.” Annaka put a hand on his arm. “The plane is waiting. We need time to leave the building unseen. The fire-circuits have been activated and all the oxygen has been pumped out of the elevator shaft so there’s no chance of major damage. Still, there must be flames in the lobby and the fire wagons will be here if they’re not already.”


      She’d thought of everything. Spalko looked at her admiringly. Then, without any warning, he swept the hand that held Bourne’s ceramic gun in an arc, slamming the barrel into the side of Bourne’s head.


      “I’ll just take this as a souvenir of our first and last encounter.”


      Then he and Annaka left the room.


      


      Khan, down on his belly, dug furiously, using a small crowbar from the tools he’d requested from Oszkar, at a section of the molding. His eyes burned and teared from the gas, and his lungs were near to bursting from lack of oxygen. He had only a few more seconds left before he passed out and his autonomous nervous system took over, allowing the gas into his system.


      But now he’d pried off a section of the molding and immediately he could feel the draft of cool air coming from outside the room he was in. He stuck his nose into the vent he’d made, breathed in the fresh air. Then, taking a deep breath, he quickly set up the small charge of C4 Oszkar had provided. This, above all the items on his list, had told Oszkar the extent of the danger he was heading into, prompting the contact to give Khan the escape kit as added protection.


      Putting his nose into the vent, Khan took another deep breath, then he replaced it with the packet of C4, wedging it as far in as he was able. Scrambling to the opposite side of the room, he pressed the remote.


      The resulting explosion brought down a section of the wall as it blew a hole right through it. Without waiting for the plastic and wood dust to settle, Khan leaped though the wall into Stepan Spalko’s bedroom.


      


      Sunlight slanted through the windows, and the Danube glittered below. Khan threw open all the windows in order to dissipate whatever leakage of gas found its way in. At once he could hear sirens, and glancing down, he saw the fire trucks and the police cars, the frenzied activity on street level. He stepped back from the windows, looked around, orienting himself to the architectural plans Hearn had brought up on his computer screen.


      He turned to where the blank space had been, saw the gleaming wooden wall panels. Pressing his ear to each panel in turn, he rapped with his knuckles. In this way the third panel from the left revealed itself as a door. He pressed against the left side of the panel and it swung inward.


      Khan stepped into the room of black concrete and white tiles. It stank of sweat and blood. He found himself facing a bloody, battered Jason Bourne. He stared at Bourne, strapped into the dentist’s chair, blood spatters in a circle around him. Bourne was bare to the waist. His arms, shoulders, chest and back were a welter of puffy wounds and blistered flesh. The two outer layers that wrapped his ribs had been stripped away, but the underlayer was still intact.


      Bourne’s head swung around and regarded Khan with the look of a wounded bull, bloody but unbowed.


      “I heard the second explosion,” Bourne said, in a reedy voice. “I thought you had been killed.”


      “Disappointed?” Khan bared his teeth. “Where is he? Where’s Spalko?”


      “I’m afraid you’re too late on that score,” Bourne said. “He’s gone, and Annaka Vadas with him.”


      “She was working for him all along,” Khan said. “I tried to warn you at the clinic, but you didn’t want to listen.”


      Bourne sighed, closed his eyes against the sharp rebuke. “I didn’t have time.”


      “You never seem to have time to listen.”


      Khan approached Bourne. His throat seemed constricted. He knew that he should go after Spalko, but something rooted him to the spot. He stared at the damage Spalko had wrought.


      Bourne said, “Will you kill me now.” It was not a question, more a statement of fact.


      Khan knew that he would never have a better chance. The dark thing inside him that he had nurtured, that had become his only companion, which daily feasted on his hate, and which daily had spewed its poison back out into his system, refused to die. It wanted to kill Bourne, and it almost took possession of him then. Almost. He felt the impulse coming up from his lower belly into his arm, but it had bypassed his heart and so fell short of impelling him to action.


      Abruptly, he turned on his heel and went back into Spalko’s luxe bedroom. In a moment he’d returned with a glass of water and a handful of items he’d scavenged from the bathroom. He held the glass to Bourne’s mouth, tipping it slowly until it had been drained. As if of their own volition, his hands unstrapped the buckles, freeing Bourne’s wrists and ankles.


      Bourne’s eyes watched him as he went about cleaning and disinfecting the wounds. Bourne didn’t lift his hands from the arms of the chair. In a sense, he felt more completely paralyzed now than he had while restrained. He stared hard at Khan, scrutinizing every curve and angle, every feature of his face. Did he see Dao’s mouth, his own nose? Or was it all an illusion? If this was his son, he needed to know; he needed to understand what had happened. But he still felt an undercurrent of uncertainty, a ripple of fear. The possibility that he was confronting his own son after so many years of believing him dead was too much for him. On the other hand, the silence into which they had now been plunged was intolerable. And so he fell back to the one neutral topic he knew was of extreme interest to both of them.


      “You wanted to know what Spalko was up to,” he said, breathing slowly and deeply as each shock of the disinfectant sent bolts of pain through him. “He’s stolen a weapon invented by Felix Schiffer—a portable bio-diffuser. Somehow Spalko has coerced Peter Sido—an epidemiologist working at the clinic—to provide him with the payload.”


      Khan dropped the blood-soaked piece of gauze, picked up a clean one. “Which is?”


      “Anthrax, a designer hemorrhagic fever, I don’t know. The only thing for certain is that it’s quite lethal.”


      Khan continued to clean Bourne’s wounds. The floor was now littered with bloody bits of gauze. “Why are you telling me this now?” he said with undisguised suspicion.


      “Because I know what Spalko means to do with this weapon.”


      Khan looked up from his work.


      Bourne found it physically painful to look into Khan’s eyes. Taking a deep breath, he plowed on. “Spalko’s on a very tight time constraint. He needed to get moving now.”


      “The terrorism summit in Reykjavik.”


      Bourne nodded. “It’s the only possibility that makes sense.”


      Khan stood up, rinsing off his hands at the hose. He watched the pink water swirl through the huge grate. “That is, if I believe you.”


      “I’m going after them,” Bourne said. “After putting the pieces together, I finally realized that Conklin had taken Schiffer and hidden him with Vadas and Molnar because he’d learned of Spalko’s threat. I got the code name for the bio-diffuser—NX 20—from a pad in Conklin’s house.”


      “And so Conklin was murdered for it.” Khan nodded. “Why didn’t he go to the Agency with his information? Surely, the CIA as a whole would’ve been better equipped to handle the threat to Dr. Schiffer.”


      “There could be many reasons,” Bourne said. “He didn’t think he’d be believed, given Spalko’s reputation as a humanitarian. He didn’t have enough time; his intel wasn’t concrete enough for the Agency’s bureaucracy to move on it quickly enough. Also, it wasn’t Alex’s way. He hated sharing secrets.”


      Bourne rose slowly and painfully, one hand supporting himself on the back of the chair. His legs felt like rubber from having been in one position for so long. “Spalko killed Schiffer, and I have to assume that he has Dr. Sido, alive or dead. I’ve got to stop him from killing everyone at the summit.”


      Khan turned and handed Bourne the cell phone. “Here. Call the Agency.”


      “Do you think they’d believe me? As far as the Agency’s concerned, I murdered Conklin and Panov in the house in Manassas.”


      “I’ll do it then. Even the bureaucracy of the CIA has to take seriously an anonymous call that threatens the life of the president of the United States.”


      Bourne shook his head. “The head of American security is a man named Jamie Hull. He’d be sure to find a way to screw up the intel.” His eyes gleamed. They’d already lost most of their dullness. “That leaves only one other option, but I don’t think I can do it alone.”


      “Judging by the look of you,” Khan said, “you can’t do it at all.”


      Bourne forced himself to look Khan in the eye. “All the more reason, then, for you to join me.”


      “You’re insane!”


      Bourne inured himself to the rising hostility. “You want Spalko as badly as I do. Where’s the downside?”


      “All I see is downside.” Khan sneered. “Look at you! You’re a mess.”


      Bourne had detached himself from the chair and was walking around the room, stretching his muscles, gaining strength and confidence in his body with every stride he took. Khan saw this and was, frankly, astonished.


      Bourne turned to him and said, “I promise not to make you do all the heavy lifting.”


      Khan didn’t reject the offer out of hand. Instead, he made a grudging concession, not at all certain why he was doing it. “The first thing we have to do is get out of here safely.”


      “I know,” Bourne said, “you managed to start a fire and now the building is swarming with firemen and, no doubt, the police.”


      “I wouldn’t be here if I hadn’t started that fire.”


      Bourne could see that his light bantering wasn’t easing the tension. If anything, it was doing the opposite. They didn’t know how to talk to each other. He wondered whether they ever would. “Thank you for rescuing me,” he said.


      Khan wouldn’t meet his eye. “Don’t flatter yourself. I came here to kill Spalko.”


      “At last,” Bourne said, “something to thank Stepan Spalko for.”


      Khan shook his head. “This can’t work. I don’t trust you and I know you don’t trust me.”


      “I’m willing to try,” Bourne said. “Whatever’s between us, this is far bigger.”


      “Don’t tell me what to think,” Khan said shortly. “I don’t need you for that; I never did.” He managed to raise his head and look at Bourne. “All right, here’s how it goes. I’ll agree to work together with you on one condition. You find us a way out of here.”


      “Done.” Bourne’s smile confounded Khan. “Unlike you, I’ve had a great many hours to think about escaping from this room. I had assumed that even if I somehow managed to free myself from the chair, I wouldn’t get far using conventional methods. At the time I was quite unable to go up against a squadron of Spalko’s guards. So I came up with another solution.”


      Khan’s expression registered annoyance. He hated that this man knew more than he did. “Which is?”


      Bourne nodded in the direction of the grate.


      “The drain?” Khan said incredulously.


      “Why not?” Bourne knelt beside the grate. “The diameter is large enough to get through.” He gestured as he snapped open the switchblade and inserted the blade between the grate and its flush housing. “Why don’t you give me a hand?”


      As Khan knelt on the opposite side of the grate, Bourne used the knifeblade to raise it slightly. Khan lifted it up. Putting aside the switchblade, Bourne joined him and, together, they heaved the grate all the way up.


      Khan could see Bourne wince with the effort. At that moment an eerie sensation rose in him, both strange and familiar, a kind of pride he was able to identify only at length and with considerable pain. It was an emotion he’d felt when he was a boy, before he’d wandered in shock, lost and abandoned, out of Phnom Penh. Since then, he’d so successfully walled it off that it hadn’t been a problem for him. Until now.


      They rolled the grate aside and Bourne took up some of the bloody bandage that Spalko had ripped off him and wrapped his cell phone. Then he put it and the closed switchblade in his pocket. “Who’ll go first?” he asked.


      Khan shrugged, giving no sign that he was in any way impressed. He had a good idea where the drain led, and he believed Bourne did, too. “It’s your idea.”


      Bourne levered himself into the circular hole. “Wait ten seconds, then follow me down,” he said just before he vanished from sight.


      


      Annaka was elated. As they sped toward the airport in Spalko’s armor-plated limousine, she knew no one and nothing could stop them. Her last-minute ploy with Ethan Hearn hadn’t been necessary, as it turned out, but she didn’t regret the overture. It always paid to err on the side of caution, and at the time she’d decided to confront Hearn, Spalko’s fate seemed to have hung in the balance. Looking over at him now, she knew that she never should have doubted him. He had the courage, skills and worldwide resources to pull off anything, even this audacious power coup. She had to admit that when he’d first told her what he planned, she’d been skeptical, and she’d remained so until he had engineered their successful emergence on the other side of the Danube through an old air-raid tunnel he’d discovered when he’d bought the building. When he’d started to renovate it, he’d successfully erased any notation of it from the architectural plans so that it remained, up until the moment he’d shown it to her, his personal secret.


      The limo and driver had been waiting for them on the far side in the fiery glow of the late afternoon sunshine, and now they were speeding along the motorway toward Ferihegy Airport. She moved closer to Stepan, and when his charismatic face turned toward her, she took his hand briefly in hers. He’d stripped off the bloody butcher’s apron and the Latex gloves somewhere in the tunnel. He wore jeans, a crisp white shirt and loafers. You’d never know he’d been up all night.


      He smiled. “I think a glass of champagne is called for, don’t you?”


      She laughed. “You think of everything, Stepan.”


      He indicated the flutes sitting in their niches on the inside panel of her door. They were crystal, not plastic. As she leaned forward to take them, he removed a split of champagne from a refrigerated compartment. Outside, the high-rises on either side of the motorway sped by, reflecting the orb of the lowering sun.


      Spalko ripped off the foil, popped the cork and poured the foaming champagne into first one flute, then the other. He put down the bottle and they clinked glasses in a silent toast. They sipped together and she looked into his eyes. They were like brother and sister, closer even because neither carried with them the baggage of sibling rivalry. Of all the men she had known, she reflected, Stepan came closest to fulfilling her desires. Not that she’d ever longed for a mate. As a girl, a father would have suited her, but it was not to be. Instead, she’d chosen Stepan, strong, competent, invincible. He was everything a daughter would want from her father.


      The high-rises were becoming less numerous as they passed through the outermost ring of the city. The light continued to lower as the sun set. The sky was high and ruddy and there was very little wind, conditions ripe for a perfect takeoff.


      “How about a little music,” Spalko said, “to go with our champagne moment?” His hand was raised to the multi-CD player embedded over his head. “What would please you most? Bach? Beethoven? No, of course. Chopin.”


      He chose the corresponding CD and his forefinger pressed a button. But instead of the lyrical melody typical of her favorite composer, she heard her own voice:


      “It isn’t Interpol you work for—you don’t have their habits. CIA, no, I don’t think so. Stepan would know if the Americans were trying to penetrate his organization. So who then, hmm?”


      Annaka, her flute halfway to her partly open lips, froze.


      “Don’t look so ashen, Ethan.”


      She saw, to her horror, Stepan grinning at her over the rim of his flute.


      “I don’t care, really. I simply want an insurance policy in case things turn sour here. That insurance policy is you.”


      Spalko’s finger hit the “Stop” button, and save for the muffled thrumming of the limo’s powerful engine, silence overtook them.


      “I imagine you’re wondering how I came by your treachery.”


      Annaka found that she had temporarily lost the ability to speak. Her mind was frozen in place at the precise moment Stepan had very kindly asked her what music would please her most. More than anything in the world, she wanted to go back to that moment. Her shocked mind could only reflect on the split in her reality that had opened up like a yawning abyss at her feet. There was only her perfect life before Spalko had played the digital recording and the disaster it had become after he’d played it.


      Was Stepan still smiling that awful crocodile smile? She found that she was having difficulty focusing. Without thinking, she swiped at her eyes.


      “My God, Annaka, are those genuine tears?” Spalko shook his head ruefully. “You’ve disappointed me, Annaka, though, to be perfectly honest, I’d been wondering when you’d betray me. On that point, your Mr. Bourne was quite correct.”


      “Stepan, I—” She stopped of her own accord. She hadn’t recognized her own voice, and the last thing she would do was beg. Her life was miserable enough as it was.


      He was holding something up between thumb and finger, a tiny disk, smaller even than a watch battery. “An electronic listening device planted in Hearn’s office.” He laughed shortly. “The irony is that I didn’t particularly suspect him. One of these is in every new employee’s office, at least for the first six months.” He pocketed the disk with the flourish of a magician. “Bad luck for you, Annaka. Good luck for me.”


      Swallowing the rest of his champagne, he set the flute down. She still hadn’t moved. Her back was straight, her right elbow cocked. Her fingers surrounded the rim of the flute’s flared bottom.


      He looked at her tenderly. “You know, Annaka, if you were anyone else, you’d be dead by now. But we share a history, we share a mother, if you want to stretch a definition to its limit.” He cocked his head, putting the surface of his face in the last of the afternoon’s light. The side of his face that was as poreless as plastic shone like the glass windows of the high-rises that were now far behind them. Very little in the way of habitation lay before them until they turned into the airport proper.


      “I love you, Annaka.” One hand held her by her waist. “I love you in a way I could never love anyone else.” The bullet from Bourne’s gun made surprisingly little noise. Annaka’s torso was thrown back into his welcoming arm and her head came up all at once. He could feel the tremor run through her and knew that the bullet must have lodged near her heart. His eyes never left hers. “It really is a pity, isn’t it?”


      He felt the heat of her running over his hand, down onto the leather seat as her blood pooled. Her eyes seemed to be smiling, but there was no expression anywhere else on her face. Even at the point of death, he reflected, she had no fear. Well, that was something, wasn’t it?


      “Is everything all right, Mr. Spalko?” his driver asked from up front.


      “It is now,” Stepan Spalko said.

    

  


  
    
      CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN

    


    
      The Danube was cold and dark. The grievously injured Bourne hit the river-water first, where the drain emptied out, but it was Khan who had difficulty. The extreme chill of the water was of no import to him, but the darkness brought to him the nightmarish horror of his recurring dream.


      The shock of the water, the surface so distant above his head, caused him to feel as if his ankle was tied to the white semi-decomposed body, spinning slowly below him in the depth. Lee-Lee was calling to him, Lee-Lee wanted him to join her….


      He felt himself tumbling into darkness, even deeper water. And then, quite suddenly and terrifyingly, he was being pulled. By Lee-Lee? he wondered in a panic.


      All at once he felt the warmth of another body, large and, despite its wounds, still immensely powerful. He felt Bourne’s arm circle his waist, the surge of Bourne’s legs as he kicked them out of the swift current into which Khan had fallen, driving them upward toward the surface.


      Khan seemed to be crying, or at least crying out, but when they breached the surface and made for the far shore, Khan struck out, as if he wanted nothing more than to punish Bourne, to beat him senseless. But all he could manage at the moment was to tear the encircling arm from around his waist and glare at Bourne as they pulled themselves against the stone embankment.


      “What did you think you were doing?” Khan said. “You almost caused me to drown!”


      Bourne opened his mouth to answer him, but apparently thought better of it. Instead, he pointed downriver to where a vertical iron rose out of the water. Across the deep blue water of the Danube, fire trucks, ambulances and police cars still ringed the Humanistas, Ltd., building. Crowds had joined the knots of evacuated employees, surging like surf along the sidewalks, spilling through the streets, hanging out windows, craning their necks for a better angle. Boats sailing up and down the river were converging on the spot and even though members of the police force waved them away, the passengers rushed to the railing to get a closer look at what they thought might be a disaster in the making. But they were too late. It appeared that whatever fires had been started by the explosion in the elevator shaft had been extinguished.


      Bourne and Khan, sticking to the shadows of the embankment, made their way to the ladder, which they climbed as quickly as they could. Lucky for them, all eyes were on the commotion at the Humanistas, Ltd., building. Several yards away, a section of the embankment was under repair and they were able to crawl into the sheltering shadows below street level but above the water-line, where the concrete had become undermined and was now shored up with pillars of heavy timber.


      “Give me your phone,” Khan said. “Mine’s waterlogged.”


      Bourne unwrapped Conklin’s cell phone and handed it over.


      Khan dialed Oszkar’s cell phone and, when he reached him, told him where they were and what they required. He listened for a moment and then said to Bourne.


      “Oszkar, my contact here in Budapest, is chartering us a flight. And he’s getting you some antibiotics.”


      Bourne nodded. “Now let’s see how good he really is. Tell him we need the schematics for the Oskjuhlid Hotel in Reykjavik.”


      Khan glared at him and for a moment Bourne was afraid that he was going to hang up simply out of spite. He bit his lip. He’d have to remember to talk to Khan in a less confrontational manner.


      Khan told Oszkar what they needed. “It’ll take about an hour,” he said.


      “He didn’t say ‘impossible’?” Bourne said.


      “Oszkar never says ‘impossible.’”


      “My contacts couldn’t have done better.”


      


      A chill and fitful wind had sprung up, forcing them to move farther into their makeshift cave. Bourne took the opportunity to assess the damage Spalko had inflicted on him; Khan had done well in ministering to the punctures, which were numerous on his arms, chest and legs. Khan still had on his jacket. He now took it off and shook it out. As he did so, Bourne saw that the inside was composed of a number of pockets, all of which looked filled.


      “What d’you have in there?” he asked.


      “Tricks of the trade,” Khan said unhelpfully. He retreated into his own world by using Bourne’s cell phone.


      “Ethan, it’s me,” he said.


      “Is everything all right?”


      “That depends,” Hearn said. “In the mêlé, I discovered that my office was bugged.”


      “Does Spalko know who you work for?”


      “I never mentioned your name. Anyway, mostly my calls to you were out of the office.”


      “Still, it would be wise for you to leave.”


      “My thoughts exactly,” Hearn said. “I’m happy to hear your voice. After the explosions I didn’t know what to think.”


      “Have a little faith,” Khan said. “How much d’you have on him?”


      “Enough.”


      “Take everything you have and get out now. I will have my revenge on him no matter what happens.”


      He heard Hearn take a breath, “What’s that supposed to mean?”


      “It means I want a backup. If for some reason you can’t get the material to me, I want you to contact—hold on a moment.” He turned to Bourne and said, “Is there someone at the Agency who can be trusted with intel on Spalko?”


      Bourne shook his head, then immediately reconsidered. He thought about what Conklin had told him about the Deputy Director—that he was not only fair-minded but that he was his own man. “Martin Lindros,” he said.


      Khan nodded and repeated the name to Hearn, then he closed the connection and handed back the phone.


      Bourne felt in a quandary. He wanted to find some way to connect with Khan, but he didn’t know how. Finally, he hit upon the idea of asking him how he had reached the interrogation room. He felt a relief when Khan began to talk. He told Bourne about hiding in the sofa, the explosion in the elevator shaft and his escape from the bolted room. He did not, however, mention Annaka’s treachery.


      Bourne listened with mounting fascination, but even so, part of him remained detached, as if this conversation was happening to someone else. He was shying away from Khan; the psychic wounds were too raw. He recognized that in his present debilitated state, he was as yet mentally unprepared to tackle the questions and doubts that flooded him. And so the two of them talked fitfully and awkwardly, always skirting the central issue that lay between them like a castle that could be sieged but not taken.


      An hour later Oszkar arrived in his company van with towels and blankets and new clothes, along with an antibiotic for Bourne. He gave them a Thermos of hot coffee to drink. They climbed into the backseat, and while they changed, he bundled up their torn and sodden clothes, all except Khan’s remarkable jacket. Then he gave them bottled water and food, which they wolfed down.


      If he was surprised at the sight of Bourne’s wounds, he didn’t show it, and Khan assumed that he’d worked out that the assault had been a success. He presented Bourne with a lightweight laptop computer.


      “The schematics for every system and subsystem in the hotel have been downloaded to the hard drive,” he said, “as well as maps of Reykjavik and the surrounding area and some basic information I thought might come in handy.”


      “I’m impressed.” Bourne said this to Oszkar, but he meant it for Khan, too.


      


      Martin Lindros got the call just after eleven A.M. Eastern Daylight Time. He jumped into his car and made the fifteen-minute drive to George Washington Hospital in just under eight minutes. Detective Harry Harris was in the E.R. Lindros used his credentials to cut through the red tape so that one of the harried residents took him over to the bed. Lindros pulled aside the curtain that ran around three sides of the emergency room station, pulled it shut behind him.


      “What the hell happened to you?” he said.


      Harris eyed him as best he could from his propped-up position on the bed. His face was puffy and discolored. His upper lip was split and there was a gash under his left eye that had been stitched.


      “I got fired—that’s what happened.”


      Lindros shook his head. “I don’t understand.”


      “The National Security Advisor called my boss. Directly. Herself. She demanded I be fired. Dismissed without compensation or pension. This is what he told me when he summoned me to his office yesterday.”


      Lindros’ hands curled into fists. “And then?”


      “What d’you mean? He fired my ass. Disgraced me after the spotless career I’ve had.”


      “I mean,” Lindros said, “how did you wind up here?”


      “Oh, that.” Harris turned his head to one side, looking at nothing. “I got drunk, I guess.”


      “You guess?”


      Harris turned back to him, his eyes blazing. “I got very drunk, okay? I think it was the least I deserved.”


      “But you got more than that.”


      “Yah. There was an argument with a couple of bikers, if I remember right, which escalated into something of a brawl.”


      “I suppose you think you deserved to get beaten to a pulp.”


      Harris said nothing.


      Lindros passed a hand across his face. “I know I promised you I’d take care of this, Harry. I thought I had it under control, even the DCI had come around, more or less. I just didn’t figure on the NSA making a preemptive strike.”


      “Fuck her,” Harris said. “Fuck everyone.” He laughed bitterly. “It’s like my ma used to say, ‘No good deed goes unpunished.’”


      “Look, Harry, I never would’ve cracked this Schiffer thing without you. I’m not going to abandon you now. I’ll get you out of this.”


      “Yeah? I’d like the fuck to know how.”


      “As Hannibal, one of my military icons, once famously said, ‘We will either find a way or make one.’”


      


      When they were ready, Oszkar drove them to the airport. Bourne, whose body was racked with pain, was happy to let someone else drive. Still, he remained on operational alert. He was pleased to see that Oszkar was using his mirrors to check for tags. No one appeared to be following them.


      Up ahead, he could see the airport’s control tower, and a moment later Oszkar turned off the motorway. There were no cops in sight. Nothing seemed out of place. Still, he could feel the vibrations start up inside him.


      No one came for them as they cruised through the airport roads, heading toward the charter services airfield. The aircraft was waiting, ready and fueled. They got out of the van. Before he left, Bourne gripped Oszkar’s hand. “Thanks again.”


      “No problem,” Oszkar said with a smile. “It all goes on the bill.”


      He drove off and they went up the stairs and into the aircraft.


      The pilot welcomed them aboard, then pulled up the stairs and closed and locked the door. Bourne told him their destination and five minutes later they were taxiing down the runway, lifting off for their two-hour, ten-minute flight to Reykjavik.


      


      “We’ll be coming up on the fishing boat in three minutes,” the pilot said.


      Spalko adjusted the electronic earbud, picked up Sido’s refrigerated box and went to the rear of the plane and shrugged himself into the harness. As he tightened the cinches, he stared at the back of Peter Sido’s head. Sido was handcuffed to his seat. One of Spalko’s armed men was in the seat next to him.


      “You know where to take him,” he said softly to the pilot.


      “Yessir. It won’t be anywhere near Greenland.”


      Spalko went to the rear doorway, signaled to his man, who rose and walked back up the narrow aisle to join him.


      “Are you all right for fuel?”


      “Yessir,” the pilot answered. “My calculation’s right on the money.”


      Spalko peered out the small round window in the door. They were lower now, the North Atlantic blue-black, the wave crests a sure sign of its vaunted turbulence.


      “Thirty seconds, sir,” the pilot said. “There’s a pretty stiff wind from the north-northeast. Sixteen knots.”


      “Roger that.” Spalko could feel the slowing of their airspeed. He was wearing a 7-mm survival dry suit under his clothes. Unlike a diver’s wet suit, which relied on a thin layer of water between the body and the neoprene suit to keep body temperature up, this was sealed at the feet and the wrists to keep the water out. Inside the trilaminate shell he wore a Thermal Protection System Thinsulate undersuit for added protection against the cold. Still, unless he timed his landing perfectly, the impact of the freezing water could paralyze him and even with the protection of the suit that would prove fatal. Nothing could go wrong. He attached the box to his left wrist with a locking chain and drew on his dry gloves.


      “Fifteen seconds,” the pilot said. “Wind constant.”


      Good, no gusts, Spalko thought. He nodded to his man, who pulled down on the huge lever and swung open the door. The howling of the wind filled the interior of the aircraft. There was nothing below him but thirteen thousand feet of air, and then the ocean, which would be as hard as concrete if he hit it at the rate of free fall.


      “Go!” the pilot said.


      Spalko jumped. There was a rushing in his ears, the wind against his face. He arched his body. Within eleven seconds he was falling at 110 miles per hour, terminal velocity. And yet he didn’t feel as if he was falling. Rather, the sensation was one of something softly pressing against him.


      He looked down, saw the fishing boat and, using the air pressure, moved himself horizontally to compensate for the sixteen-knot north-by-northeast wind. Aligning himself, he checked his wrist altimeter. At twenty-five hundred feet he pulled the rip cord, felt the gentle tug at his shoulders, the soft rustle of nylon as the canopy deployed above him. All at once the ten square feet of air resistance his body had provided had been transformed into 250 square feet of drag. He was now descending at a leisurely sixteen feet per second.


      Above him was the luminous bowl of the sky; below him spread the vastness of the North Atlantic, restless, heaving, sheened to beaten brass by the late afternoon sunlight. He saw the fishing boat bobbing and, far off, the jutting curve of the Icelandic peninsula upon which Reykjavik was built. The wind was a constant tug, and for a time he was busy compensating by repeatedly flaring the canopy. He breathed deeply, relishing the pillowy sensation of the drop.


      He seemed suspended, then in a shell of endless blue he thought of the meticulous planning, the years of hard work, maneuvering and manipulation by which he’d reached this point, what he’d come to view as the pinnacle of his life. He thought of his year in America, in tropical Miami, the painful procedures to remake and remodel his ruined face. He had to admit that he’d enjoyed telling Annaka the story of his fictional brother, but then again, how else would he have explained his presence in the asylum? He could never tell her that he was having a passionate affair with her mother. It was a simple matter to bribe the doctors and nurses into giving him private time with their patient. How utterly corrupt human beings are, he reflected. Much of his success had been built on taking advantage of that principle.


      What an amazing woman Sasa had been! He’d never met her like before or since. Quite naturally, he’d made the assumption that Annaka would be like her mother. Of course, he’d been much younger then and his foolishness could be forgiven.


      What would Annaka have thought, he wondered now, if he’d told her the truth, that years ago he’d slaved for a crime boss, a vindictive, sadistic monster who’d sent him out on a vendetta knowing full well that it could be a trap. It was—and Spalko’s face was the result of it. He’d gotten his revenge on Vladimir, but not in the heroic manner he’d painted for Zina. It was shameful what he’d done, but in those days he’d lacked the power to act on his own. But not now.


      He was more than five hundred feet in the air when the wind abruptly reversed itself. He began to sail away from the boat, and he worked the canopy to minimize the effect. Still, he was unable to reverse his course. Below him, he could see the flash of reflection on board the fishing boat and knew that the crew was carefully monitoring his descent. The boat began to move with him.


      The horizon was higher, and now the ocean was coming up fast, filling the entire world as his perspective changed. The wind suddenly died, and he came down, flaring his canopy at just the right instant, making his landing as soft as possible.


      His legs went in first and then he was under the water. Even mentally prepared as he was, the shock of the freezing water struck a hammerblow that drove all the breath from him. The weight of the refrigerated box pulled him quickly under, but he compensated with powerful, practiced scissorkicks. He surfaced with a swing of his head and took a deep breath while he shed his harness.


      He could hear the grinding churn of the fishing boat’s engines echoing in the deep, and without even bothering to look, he struck out in that direction. The swells were so high and the current so swift that he soon abandoned the notion of swimming as futile. By the time the boat came alongside, he was near to being spent. Without the protection of the dry suit, he knew he would have gone into hypothermia by now.


      A crew member threw him a line and a rope ladder was cast over the side. He grabbed the line and held on with all his strength as they pulled him to the side where the ladder hung down. He climbed up it, the ocean a constant drag on him until the very last instant.


      A strong hand reached down, helping him over the side. He looked up, saw a face with piercing blue eyes and thick blond hair.


      “La illaha ill Allah.” Hasan Arsenov said. “Welcome aboard, Shaykh,” Spalko stood back while crew members wrapped him in absorbent blankets. “La illaha ill Allah,” he replied. “I almost didn’t recognize you.”


      “When I first looked at myself in the mirror after I’d bleached my hair,” Arsenov said, “I didn’t either.”


      Spalko peered at the terrorist leader’s face. “How do the contact lenses feel?”


      “None of us have had a problem.” Arsenov could not take his eyes off the metal box the Shaykh was holding. “It’s here.”


      Spalko nodded. He glanced over Arsenov’s shoulder and saw Zina standing in the last of the sunlight. Her golden hair streamed out behind her and her cobalt eyes watched his with an avid intensity.


      “Head for shore,” Spalko told the crew. “I want to change into dry clothes.”


      He went below into the forward cabin, where clothes had been neatly stacked on a berth. A pair of sturdy black shoes were on the deck beneath. He unlocked the box and set it on the berth. As he stripped off his sopping clothes and peeled off the dry suit, he glanced at his wrist to see how badly the cuff had abraded his skin. Then he rubbed his palms together until he’d returned full circulation to his hands.


      While his back was turned, the door opened and just as quickly closed. He did not turn around, did not need to see who’d entered the cabin.


      “Let me warm you up,” Zina said in honeyed tones.


      A moment later he felt the press of her breasts, the heat from her loins against his back and buttocks. The exhilaration of the jump was still running high through him. It had been heightened by the final denouement to his long relationship with Annaka Vadas, making Zina’s advance irresistible.


      He turned, sat back on the edge of the berth and allowed her to climb all over him. She was like an animal in heat. He saw the glitter of her eyes, heard the guttural sounds he pulled from her belly. She had lost herself in him, and he was for the moment satisfied.


      


      Approximately ninety minutes later Jamie Hull was below street level, checking the security at the Oskjuhlid Hotel’s delivery entrance when he caught sight of Comrade Boris. The Russian security chief evinced surprise at Hull’s presence, but Hull wasn’t fooled. He’d had a feeling that Boris had been shadowing him of late, but maybe he was just being paranoid. Not that he wouldn’t be justified. All the principals were in the hotel. Tomorrow morning at eight A.M. the summit would begin and the time of maximum risk would be upon him. He dreaded the thought that somehow Comrade Boris had gotten wind of what Feyd al-Saoud had discovered, what he and the Arab security chief had concocted.


      And so as not to let Comrade Boris get an inkling of the dread in his heart, he put a smile on his face, preparing himself to eat a bite or two of American crow if he had to. Anything now to keep Comrade Boris in the dark.


      “Working overtime, I see, my good Mr. Hull,” Karpov said in his booming announcer’s voice. “No rest for the weary, eh?”


      “Time enough for rest when the summit’s concluded and our job is done.”


      “But our job is never done.” Karpov, Hull saw, was wearing one of his very bad serge suits. It looked more like a suit of armor than anything in the least bit fashionable. “No matter how much we accomplish, there is always more to do. That’s one of the charms of what we do, no?”


      Hull felt himself wanting to say no just to be argumentative, but he bit his tongue instead.


      “And how is security here?” Karpov was looking around with his beady raven’s eyes. “Up to your high American standards, one hopes?”


      “I’ve only just begun.”


      “Then you’ll welcome some help, no? Two heads are better than one, four eyes are better than two.”


      Hull was abruptly weary. He could no longer remember how long he’d been here in this godforsaken country or when he’d last had a decent night’s sleep. Not even a single tree to tell you what time of year it was! A kind of disorientation had set in, the sort from which first-time submariners were said sometimes to suffer.


      Hull watched the security team stop a food service truck, question the driver and climb into the back to check its load. He could find no fault with either the procedure or the methodology.


      “Don’t you find this place depressing?” he asked Boris.


      “Depressing? This is a fucking wonderland, my friend,” Karpov boomed. “Spend a winter in Siberia if you want a definition of depressing.”


      Hull frowned. “You were sent to Siberia?”


      Karpov laughed. “Yes, but not in the way you think. I was operational up there several years ago when the tension with China was at its peak. You know, secret military maneuverings, clandestine intelligence gathering, all in the darkest, coldest place you can imagine.” Karpov grunted. “Or, being American, I suppose you’re incapable of imagining such a thing.”


      Hull kept the smile stitched to his face, but it cost him in both pent-up anger and self-esteem. Happily, another van was rolling in, the food service vehicle having passed muster. This one was from Reykjavik Energy. For some reason, it seemed to have piqued Comrade Boris’ interest, and Hull followed him over to where the van was stopped. Inside were two uniformed men.


      Karpov took the call sheet the driver had dutifully handed over to one of the security personnel, glanced down at it. “What’s this all about?” he said in his typically overaggressive manner.


      “Quarterly geothermal checkup,” the driver said blandly.


      “This has to be done now?” Karpov glared at the blond driver.


      “Yes, sir. Our system is interconnected throughout the city. If we don’t perform periodic maintenance, we put the entire network at risk.”


      “Well, we can’t have that,” Hull said. He nodded to one of the security men. “Check inside. If it’s all clear, let them through.”


      He walked away from the van and Karpov followed.


      “You don’t like this work,” Karpov said, “do you?”


      Forgetting himself for a moment, Hull turned on his heel and confronted the Russian. “I like it just fine.” Then he remembered, and grinned boyishly. “Nah, you’re right. I’d much rather be using my more, shall we say, physical skills.”


      Karpov nodded, apparently mollified. “I understand. There’s no feeling like a good kill.”


      “Exactly,” Hull said, warming to his task. “Take this newest sanction, for instance. What I wouldn’t give to be the one to find Jason Bourne and put a bullet through his brain.”


      Karpov’s caterpillar eyebrows lifted. “For you, this sanction sounds personal. You should beware such emotionalism, my friend. It clouds good judgment.”


      “Fuck that,” Hull said. “Bourne had what I wanted most, what I should’ve had.”


      Karpov considered for a moment. “It seems that I’ve misjudged you, my good friend Mr. Hull. It seems that you’re more of a warrior than I thought.” He clapped the American on the back. “What d’you say to trading war stories over a bottle of vodka?”


      “I think that sounds doable,” Hull said, as the Reykjavik Energy van rolled inside the hotel.


      


      Stepan Spalko, in a Reykjavik Energy uniform, colored contact lenses in his eyes and a piece of molded Latex making his nose wide and ugly, stepped out of the van and told the driver to wait. With a work order on a clipboard in one hand and a small toolbox in the other, he went through the labyrinth in the hotel’s belly. The plan of the hotel floated in his mind like a three-dimensional overlay. He knew his way around the vast complex better than many of the employees whose work confined them to a single area.


      It took him twelve minutes to reach the section of the hotel that housed the space that would serve as the summit’s venue. In that time, he was stopped four times by security guards even though he was wearing his ID clipped to his overalls. He took the stairs, went down three levels below-ground, where he was stopped once again. He was near enough to a thermal heat junction to make his presence there plausible. Still, he was near enough to the HVAC substation that the guard insisted on accompanying him.


      Spalko stopped at an electrical junction box and opened it. He could feel the guard’s scrutiny like a hand at his throat.


      “You’ve been here how long?” he said in Icelandic as he opened the box he was carrying.


      “D’you speak Russian, maybe?” the guard replied.


      “As a matter of fact, I do.” Spalko rummaged around in the box. “You’ve been here, what, two weeks now?”


      “Three,” the guard admitted.


      “And in all that time, have you seen anything of my wonderful Iceland?” He found what he wanted in among all the junk and palmed it. “Do you know anything about it?”


      The Russian shook his head, which was Spalko’s cue to launch into his discourse. “Well, let me enlighten you then. Iceland is an island of 103,000 square kilometers at an average height of 500 meters above sea level. Its highest peak, Hvannadalshnúkur, rises to 2,119 meters and over 11 percent of the country is covered by glaciers, including Vatnajökull, the largest in Europe. We’re governed by the Althing, whose 63 members are elected every four—”


      His voice died out as the guard, unutterably bored by the guidebook babble, turned his back and moved away. Instantly he got to work, taking the small disk and pressing it against two sets of wires until he was sure its four contacts had penetrated the insulation.


      “All done here,” he said, slamming the junction box closed.


      “Now where? The thermal housing?” the guard said, clearly hoping this stint would be over soon.


      “Nah,” Spalko said. “I’ve got to check in with my boss first. I’m off to the van.” He waved as he left, but the guard was already walking in the other direction.


      Spalko returned to the van, climbed in, and there he sat next to the driver until a security guard wandered up.


      “Okay, guys, what’s up?”


      “We’re finished here for the time being.” Spalko smiled winningly as he made some meaningless marks on his bogus worksheet. He checked his watch. “Hey, we were here longer than I thought. Thanks for checking up.”


      “Hey, it’s my job.”


      As the driver turned on the ignition and put the van in gear, Spalko said, “Here’s the value of making a dry run. We’ll have precisely thirty minutes before they come looking for us.”


      


      The chartered jet flung itself through the sky. Across from Bourne sat Khan, staring straight ahead, looking, it seemed, at nothing. Bourne closed his eyes. The overhead lights had been turned off. A few reading lights cast oval pools of illumination in the dark. In an hour they’d be touching down at Keflavik Airport.


      Bourne sat very still. He wanted to put his head in his hands and weep bitter tears for the sins of the past, but with Khan across the aisle he couldn’t show anything that might be misinterpreted as weakness. The tentative detente they’d managed to achieve seemed as fragile as an eggshell. There were so many things that had the potential to crush it. Emotions churned in his chest, making it difficult to breathe. The pain he felt all through his tortured body was as nothing compared to the anguish that threatened to rend his heart asunder. He grasped the armrests so hard that his knuckles cracked. He knew he had to gain control of himself, just as he knew that he couldn’t sit in his seat a moment longer.


      He rose and, like a sleepwalker, slipped across the aisle and lowered himself into the seat next to Khan. The young man did not in any way register the fact of Bourne’s presence. He might have been deep in meditation, save for the rapid rate of his breathing.


      With his heart hammering painfully against his cracked ribs, Bourne said softly, “If you’re my son, I want to know it. If you really are Joshua, I need to know it.”


      “In other words, you don’t believe me.”


      “I want to believe you,” Bourne said, trying to ignore the by-now familiar knife-edge of Khan’s voice. “Surely you must know that.”


      “When it comes to you, I know less than nothing.” Khan turned to him, the hammer of his rage all in his face. “Don’t you remember me at all?”


      “Joshua was six, just a child.” Bourne felt his emotions rising again, ready to choke him. “And then some years ago I suffered amnesia.”


      “Amnesia?” This revelation seemed to startle Khan.


      Bourne told him what had happened. “I remember little of my life as Jason Bourne before that time,” he concluded, “and virtually nothing about my life as David Webb, except when now and again a scent or the sound of a voice dislodges something and I recall a fragment. But that’s all it is, discontinuous from a whole that’s forever lost to me.”


      Bourne tried to find Khan’s dark eyes in the low light, searched for the hint of an expression, even the barest clue as to what Khan might be thinking or feeling. “It’s true. We’re complete strangers to each other. So before we go on…” He broke off, for the moment unable to continue. Then he steeled himself, forcing himself to speak because the silence that was so quick to build between them was worse than the explosion that would surely come. “Try to understand. I need some tangible proof, something irrefutable.”


      “Fuck you!”


      Khan stood up, about to step over Bourne into the aisle, but again, as in Spalko’s interrogation room, something held him fast. And then, unbidden, he heard Bourne’s voice in his head, spoken on a rooftop in Budapest: “That’s your plan, isn’t it? This whole sick story about you being Joshua…. I won’t lead you to this Spalko or whoever it is you’re planning to get to. I won’t be anyone’s cat’s-paw again.”


      Khan gripped the carved stone Buddha around his neck and sat back down. They’d both been Stepan Spalko’s cat’s-paws. It was Spalko who’d brought them together and now, ironically, it was their shared enmity of Spalko that might conceivably keep them together, at least for the time being.


      “There is something,” he said in a voice he barely recognizable. “A recurring nightmare I have of being underwater. I’m being drowned, pulled deeper because I’m tied to her dead body. She’s calling to me, I hear her voice calling to me, or else it’s my voice calling to her.”


      Bourne recalled Khan’s thrashing in the Danube, the panic that had swirled him deeper into the pull of the current. “What does the voice say?”


      “It’s my voice. I’m saying ‘Lee-Lee, Lee-Lee.’”


      Bourne felt his heart skip a beat, for up from the depths of his own damaged memory swam Lee-Lee. For one precious moment only he could see her oval face with his light eyes and Dao’s straight black hair. “Oh, God,” Bourne whispered. “Lee-Lee was Joshua’s nickname for Alyssa. No one else called her that. No one else but Dao knew.”


      Lee-Lee.


      “One of the powerful memories of those days that, with a great deal of help, I’ve been able to recall is how your sister looked up to you,” Bourne went on. “She’d always wanted to be close to you. At night, when she went through a bout of night-terrors, you were the only one who could calm her down. You called her Lee-Lee and she called you Joshy.”


      My sister, yes. Lee-Lee. Khan closed his eyes and immediately he was under the murky water of the river in Phnom Penh. Half-drowned, in shock, he’d seen her tumbling toward him the shot-up corpse of his little sister. Lee-Lee. Four years old. Dead. Her light eyes—their Daddy’s eyes—staring sightlessly at him, accusingly. Why you? she seemed to say. Why was it you and not me? But he knew that was his own guilt talking. If Lee-Lee could have spoken, she would’ve said, I’m glad you didn’t die, Joshy. I’m so happy one of us stayed to be with Daddy.


      Khan put his hand to his face, turned away toward the Perspex window. He wanted to die, he wished he had died in the river, that it had been Lee-Lee who’d survived. He couldn’t stand this life one second more. There was, after all, nothing left for him. In death, at least, he would join her….


      “Khan.”


      It was Bourne’s voice. But he couldn’t face him, couldn’t even look him in the eye. He hated him and he loved him. He couldn’t understand how this could be; he was ill equipped to deal with this emotional anomaly. With a strangled sound, he rose and pushed past him, staggering up to the front of the aircraft where he wouldn’t have to see Bourne.


      With an inexpressible sorrow, Bourne watched his son go. It took an enormous effort to rein in the impulse to pull him back, to put his arms around him and hug him to his chest. He sensed that would be the worst thing he could do now, that, given Khan’s history, it might lead to renewed violence between them.


      He had no illusions. They both had a hard road to travel before they could accept each other as family. It could even be an impossible task. But because he wasn’t in the habit of thinking anything was impossible, he set that frightening thought aside.


      In a rush of anguish he realized at last why he’d spent so much time denying that Khan might, in fact, be his son. Annaka, damn her, had nailed it perfectly.


      At that moment he looked up. Khan was standing over him, his hands gripping the seatback in front of him as if for dear life.


      “You said that you just found out that I was MIA.”


      Bourne nodded.


      “How long did they look for me?” Khan said.


      “You know I can’t answer that. No one can.” Bourne had lied on instinct. There was nothing to be gained and much to be lost by telling Khan that the authorities had only searched for one hour. He was acutely conscious of wanting to protect his son from the truth.


      An ominous stillness had come over Khan, as if he were preparing for an act of terrible consequence. “Why didn’t you check?”


      Bourne heard the accusatory tone and sat as if poleaxed. His blood ran cold. Ever since it became clear that Khan could be Joshua, he’d been asking himself the same question.


      “I was half-mad with grief,” he said, “but I don’t think now that’s a good enough excuse. I couldn’t face the fact that I’d failed you all as a father.”


      Something in Khan’s face shifted, showing what was akin to a spasm of pain, as an ominous thought wormed its way up to the surface. “You must’ve had…difficulties when you and my mother were together in Phnom Penh.”


      “What d’you mean?” Bourne, alarmed by Khan’s expression, responded in a tone that was perhaps sharper than in ought to have been.


      “You know. Didn’t you hear it from your colleagues because you were married to a Thai?”


      “I loved Dao with all my heart.”


      “Marie isn’t Thai, is she?”


      “Khan, we don’t choose whom we fall in love with.”


      There was a short pause, and then, into the charged silence that had sprung up between them, Khan said, as casually as if it were an afterthought, “And then there was the matter of your two mixed-race children.”


      “I never saw it that way,” Bourne said flatly. His heart was breaking, for he heard the silent cry that underlay this line of questioning. “I loved Dao, I loved you and Alyssa. My God, you were all my life. In the weeks and months afterward, I nearly lost my mind. I was devastated, uncertain whether or not I wanted to go on. If not for meeting Alex Conklin, I might not have. Even so, it took years of agonizingly hard work to recover sufficiently.”


      He fell silent for a moment, listening to them both breathe. Then he took a deep breath and said, “What I’ve always believed, always struggled with is that I should’ve been there to protect you.”


      Khan regarded him for a long time, but the tension had been broken, some Rubicon had been crossed. “If you’d been there, you would’ve been killed, too.”


      He turned away without another word, and as he did so, Bourne saw Dao in his eyes and knew that in some profound way the world had changed.

    

  


  
    
      CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHT

    


    
      Reykjavik, like any other civilized place on earth, had its fair share of fast food restaurants. Each day these establishments as well as the more upscale restaurants received shipments of fresh meats, fish, vegetables and fruit. Hafnarfjördur Fine Fruits & Vegetables was one of the main suppliers to the fast-food industry in Reykjavik. The company’s van that had pulled up to the Kebab Höllin in City Centre early that morning with a delivery of leaf lettuce, pearl onions and scallions was one of many that had fanned out through the city on their daily rounds. The crucial difference was that, unlike all the others, this particular van had not been dispatched by Hafnarfjördur Fine Fruits & Vegetables.


      By early evening all three sites of the Landspitali University Hospital were besieged by people who were increasingly ill. Doctors admitted these patients in alarming numbers even as they ran tests on their blood. By dinnertime the results confirmed that the city had a virulent outbreak of hepatitis A on its hands.


      Health department officials frenziedly went to work to deal with the burgeoning crisis. Their job was hampered by several important factors: the quickness and severity of the onset of the particularly virulent strain of the virus, the complexities associated with trying to track which foodstuffs might be involved and where its source might be, and unspoken but much on their minds was the intense worldwide spotlight trained on Reykjavik by the international summit. High on their list of suspect foods were scallions, the culprits in the recent outbreaks of hepatitis A in the United States, but scallions were fairly ubiquitous in the local fast food chains, and of course they couldn’t rule out meats or fish.


      They worked into the twilit night, interviewing the owners of every company that specialized in fresh vegetables, sending their own staff out to inspect the warehouses, storage containers and vans of each firm, including Hafnarfjördur Fine Fruits & Vegetables. However, much to their surprise and dismay, they found nothing amiss, and as the hours swept by, they were forced to admit that they were no closer to finding the source of the outbreak than when they had started.


      Accordingly, just after nine P.M., health department officials went public with their findings. Reykjavik was under a hepatitis A alert. Because they hadn’t yet found the source of the infection, they put the city under quarantine. Over all their heads was the specter of a full-blown epidemic, something they could not afford with the terrorism summit beginning and the entire world’s attention focused on the capital. In their television and radio interviews, the officials sought to reassure an uneasy public that they were taking every measure to gain control over the virus. To that end, they said repeatedly, the department was devoting its entire staff to the ongoing safety of the public at large.


      


      It was just before ten P.M. when Jamie Hull walked down the hotel corridor to the president’s suite in a high state of agitation. First, there was the sudden outbreak of hepatitis A to worry about. Then he was summoned to an unscheduled briefing with the president.


      He looked around and saw the Secret Service men who were guarding the president. Farther down the corridor were the Russian FSB and Arab security guarding their leaders, who, for the sake of security and the ease of housing their staffs, had been assigned to one wing of the hotel.


      He went through the door guarded by a pair of Secret Service guards, huge and impassive as sphinxes, and into the suite. The president was prowling restlessly back and forth, dictating to a pair of his speechwriters as the press secretary looked on, scribbling hurried notes on a tablet computer. Three more Secret Service men stood by. They were keeping the president away from the windows.


      He cooled his heels without protest until the president dismissed the press people, and like mice, they scurried off to another room.


      “Jamie,” the president said with a big smile and an extended hand. “Good of you to come.” He squeezed Hull’s hand, gestured for him to sit, then took a seat across from him.


      “Jamie, I’m counting on you to help bring this summit off without a hitch,” he said.


      “Sir, I can assure you that I have everything under control.”


      “Even Karpov?”


      “Sir?”


      The president smiled. “I heard that you and Mr. Karpov have been going at it pretty good.”


      Hull swallowed hard, wondering if he’d been brought in to be fired. “There was some minor friction,” he said tentatively, “but that’s all in the past.”


      “I’m glad to hear it,” the president said. “I’m having enough difficulties with Aleksandr Yevtushenko as it is. I don’t need him pissed off at me over a slight to his number-one security chief.” He slapped his thighs and rose. “Well, showtime is eight o’clock this morning. There’s still a lot to prepare for.” He stuck out his hand as Hull rose. “Jamie, no one knows better than I how perilous this situation might become. But I think we’re agreed that there’s no turning back now.”


      


      Outside in the corridor Hull’s cell phone rang.


      “Jamie, where are you?” the DCI barked in his ear.


      “I just came out of a briefing with the president. He was pleased to hear that I have everything under control, including Comrade Karpov.”


      But instead of sounding pleased, the DCI forged on in a tense urgent tone. “Jamie, listen to me carefully. There’s another aspect to this situation, which is given strictly on a need-to-know basis.”


      Hull automatically looked around and walked quickly out of earshot of the Secret Service guards. “I appreciate your confidence in me, sir.”


      “It concerns Jason Bourne,” the DCI said. “He wasn’t killed in Paris.”


      “What?” For a moment Hull lost his composure. “Bourne’s alive?”


      “Alive and kicking. Jamie, just so we’re on the same page, this call, this conversation, never happened. If you ever mention it to anyone, I’ll deny it ever took place and I’ll have your ass in a sling, are we clear?”


      “Perfectly sir.”


      “I have no idea what Bourne is going to do next, but I always believed that he was heading your way. He may or may not have killed Alex Conklin and Mo Panov, but he sure as hell killed Kevin McColl.”


      “Jesus. I knew McColl, sir.”


      “We all did, Jamie.” The Old Man cleared his throat. “We can’t allow that act to go unpunished.”


      All at once Hull’s rage vanished, to be replaced by a sense of high elation. “Leave it to me.”


      “Use caution, Jamie. Your first order of business is keeping the president safe.”


      “I understand, sir. Absolutely. But you can be sure that if Jason Bourne shows up, he won’t leave the hotel.”


      “Well, I trust he will,” the Old Man said. “Feet first.”


      


      Two members of the Chechen cadre were waiting in front of the Reykjavik Energy van when the health services vehicle, dispatched to the Oskjuhlid Hotel, came around the corner. The van was parked crosswise in the street and they had placed orange plastic work cones around and seemed hard at work.


      The health services vehicle came to an abrupt halt.


      “What are you doing?” one of the health services people said. “This is an emergency.”


      “Fuck you, little man!” one of the Chechen answered in Icelandic.


      “What did you say?” The irate health services worker climbed out of his vehicle.


      “Are you blind? We have important work here,” the Chechen said. “Use another fucking route.”


      Sensing a situation that could turn ugly, the second man got out of the health services vehicle. Arsenov and Zina, armed and intent, emerged from the back of the Reykjavik Energy van and herded the suddenly cowed health services workers into the van.


      


      Arsenov and Zina and one other member of the cadre arrived at the delivery entrance to the Oskjuhlid Hotel in the hijacked vehicle. The other Chechen had taken the Reykjavik Energy van to pick up Spalko and the remainder of the cadre.


      They were dressed as government employees and presented the health department ID tags that Spalko had procured at great expense to the security detail on duty. When queried, Arsenov spoke in Icelandic, then changed to halting English when the American and Arab security people couldn’t understand him. He said that they had been sent to ensure that the hotel kitchen was free of hepatitis A. No one—least of all the various security teams—wanted any of the dignitaries to come down with the dread virus. With all due dispatch, they were admitted and directed to the kitchen. This was where the cadre member went, but Arsenov and Zina had other destinations in mind.


      


      Bourne and Khan were still scrutinizing the schematics of the various Oskjuhlid Hotel subsystems when the pilot announced that they were landing at Keflavík Field. Bourne, who had been pacing back and forth while Khan sat with the laptop, reluctantly took his seat. His body ached horribly, which the aircraft’s cramped seating had only exacerbated. He’d tried to put on hold the feelings that had come up in connection with finding his son. Their conversations were awkward enough as it was, and he had the distinct impression that Khan would instinctively shy away from any strong emotion he might show.


      The process of working toward a reconciliation was immensely difficult for both of them. Still, he suspected, it was worse for Khan. What a son needed from his father was far more complex than what a father needed from his son in order to love him unconditionally.


      Bourne had to admit that he was afraid of Khan, not only of what had been done to him, of what he had become, but of his prowess, his cleverness and ingenuity. How he had escaped from the bolted room was a marvel in and of itself.


      And there was something else as well, a stumbling block to their accepting each other and perhaps eventually reconciling, which dwarfed all the other obstacles. In order to accept Bourne, Khan had to give up everything his life had been.


      In this Bourne was correct. Ever since Bourne had sat down next to him on the park bench in Old Town Alexandria, Khan had been a man at war with himself. He still was, the only difference being that now the war was in the open. As if staring into a rear-view mirror, Khan could see all the opportunities he’d had to kill Bourne, but it was only now that he understood that his decision not to take them had been deliberate. He couldn’t harm Bourne, but he couldn’t open his heart to him either. He remembered the desperate urge he’d felt to launch himself at Spalko’s men at the rear of the clinic in Budapest. The only thing that had stopped him was Bourne’s warning. At the time he’d put his feelings down to his desire for revenge against Spalko. But now he knew that it stemmed from another emotion entirely: the devotion one family member has for another.


      And yet, to his shame, he realized that he was afraid of Bourne. He was a fearsome man in strength, endurance and intellect. Being near him, Khan felt somehow diminished, as if whatever he’d managed to accomplish in his life was as dust.


      With a roll, a bump and a brief squeal of rubber, they were down and taxiing off the active runway toward the far end of the airport, where all private aircraft were directed. Khan was up and heading down the aisle to the door before they had come to a halt.


      “Let’s go,” he said. “Spalko already has at least a three-hour start on us.”


      But Bourne had also risen and was standing in the aisle to oppose him.


      “There’s no telling what’s waiting for us out there. I’ll go out first.”


      Immediately, Khan’s anger, so near the surface, flared. “I told you once—don’t tell me what to do! I have my own mind; I make my own decisions. I always have and I always will.”


      “You’re right. I’m not trying to take anything away from you,” Bourne said with his heart in his mouth. This stranger was his son. Everything he said or did around him would have exaggerated consequences for some time to come. “But consider, up until now you’ve been alone.”


      “And whose fault d’you think that is?”


      It was difficult not to take offense, but Bourne did his best to defuse the accusation. “There’s no point in talking of blame,” he said equally. “Now we’re working together.”


      “So I should just concede control to you?” Khan answered hotly. “Why? D’you for a minute think you’ve earned it?”


      They were almost to the terminal. He could see just how fragile their detente was.


      “It would be foolish to believe that I’ve earned anything with you.” He glanced out the window at the bright lights of the terminal. “I was thinking that if there’s a problem—if we’re walking into some kind of trap—I’d rather it be me than you who—”


      “Have you not listened to anything I’ve told you?” Khan said as he shouldered past Bourne. “Have you discounted everything I’ve done?”


      By this time the pilot had appeared. “Open the door,” Khan ordered him brusquely. “And stay onboard.”


      The pilot dutifully opened the door and dropped the stairs down to the tarmac.


      Bourne took one step down the aisle. “Khan—”


      But the glare from his son stopped him in his tracks. He watched from the Perspex window as Khan went down the stairs and was met by an Immigration official. He saw Khan show him a passport, then point to the aircraft. The immigration official stamped Khan’s passport and nodded.


      Khan turned and trotted up the steps. When he came down the aisle, he withdrew a pair of handcuffs from under his jacket, slapped them on Bourne and then on himself.


      “My name is Khan LeMarc and I’m a deputy inspector for Interpol.” Khan took the laptop under his arm and began to lead Bourne back down the aisle. “You’re my prisoner.”


      “What’s my name?” Bourne said.


      “You?” Khan pushed him out the door, following closely behind. “You’re Jason Bourne, wanted for murder by the CIA, the Quai d’Orsay and Interpol. It’s the only way he’d admit you to Iceland without a passport. Anyway, he, like every other official on the planet, has read the CIA circular.”


      The Immigration official stood back, giving them a wide berth as they walked past him. Khan unlocked the cuffs as soon as they were through the terminal. Out front, they got into the first taxi in the queue and gave the driver an address that was within a half-mile of the Oskjuhlid Hotel.


      


      Spalko, the refrigerated box between his legs, sat in the passenger’s seat of the Reykjavik Energy van as the Chechen rebel drove through the streets of City Centre toward the Oskjuhlid Hotel. His cell phone rang and he opened it. It wasn’t good news.


      “Sir, we were successful in closing off the interrogation room before the police or firemen entered the building,” his head of security said from Budapest. “However, we’ve just completed an exhaustive sweep of the entire building without finding a sign of either Bourne or Khan.”


      “How is that possible?” Spalko said. “One was strapped down and the other was trapped in a room filled with gas.”


      “There was an explosion,” his security chief said, and he went on to describe in detail what they’d found.


      “Goddammit!” In a rare display of anger Spalko slammed his fist against the console of the van.


      “We’re expanding the search perimeter.”


      “Don’t bother,” Spalko said shortly. “I know where they are.”


      


      Bourne and Khan walked toward the hotel.


      “How are you feeling?” Khan asked.


      “I’m fine,” Bourne replied a little too quickly.


      Khan glanced at him. “Not even stiff and sore?”


      “All right, I’m stiff and sore,” Bourne conceded.


      “The antibiotics Oszkar brought you are state of the art.”


      “Don’t worry,” Bourne said. “I’m taking them.”


      “What makes you think I’m worried?” Khan pointed. “Take a look at that.”


      The perimeter of the hotel was cordoned off by the local police. Two checkpoints manned both by police and by security personnel of various nationalities were the only ways in and out. As they watched, a Reykjavik Energy van pulled up to the checkpoint at the rear of the hotel.


      “That’s the only way we’re going to get in,” Khan said.


      “Well, it’s one way,” Bourne said. As the van went through the checkpoint, he saw a pair of hotel employees walking out from behind it.


      Bourne glanced at Khan, who nodded. He’d seen them, too. “What d’you think?” Bourne said.


      “Going off-duty, I’d say,” Khan replied.


      “That was my thought.”


      The hotel employees were talking animatedly to each other and paused only long enough to show their IDs as they went through the checkpoint. Normally, they would have driven into and out of the hotel, using the underground car park, but since the security services had arrived, all hotel personnel were obliged to park on the streets surrounding the hotel.


      They shadowed the two men as they turned down a side street, out of sight of the police and guards. Waiting until they neared their cars, they took them down from behind, silently and swiftly. Using the keys, they opened the trunks, placed the unconscious bodies inside, taking the hotel IDs before slamming the trunks closed.


      Five minutes later they appeared at the other checkpoint in the front of the hotel so as not to come into contact with the policeman and security people who had checked the two hotel workers as they’d walked out.


      They passed through the security ring without incident. At last they were inside the Oskjuhlid Hotel.


      


      The time had come to sever Arsenov, Stepan Spalko thought. The moment had long been brewing, ever since he found that he could no longer bear Arsenov’s weakness. Arsenov had once said to him, “I’m no terrorist. All I want is for my people to receive their due.” Such a childish belief was a fatal flaw. Arsenov could delude himself all he wanted, but the truth was that whether he was asking for money, for prisoners returned, or for his land back, he was marked a terrorist by his methodology not by his aims. He killed people if he didn’t get what he wanted. He targeted enemies and civilians—men, women, children—it made no difference to him. What he was sowing was terror; what he would reap was death.


      Accordingly, Spalko ordered him to take Akhmed, Karim, and one of the females down to the substation of the HVAC system that supplied the air to the summit’s forum. This was a slight change in plan. Magomet had been assigned to go with the three others. But Magomet was dead, and since it had been Arsenov who had killed him, he accepted it without question or complaint. In any event, they were now on a strict timetable.


      “We have precisely thirty minutes from the moment we arrived in the Reykjavik Energy van,” he said. “After that, as we know from the last time, security will come to check up on us.” He consulted his watch. “Which means we now have twenty-four minutes to accomplish our mission.”


      As Arsenov left with Akhmed and the other cadre members, Spalko pulled Zina aside. “You understand that this will be the last time you see him alive.”


      She nodded her blond head.


      “You have no misgivings?”


      “On the contrary, it’ll be a relief,” she replied.


      Spalko nodded. “Come on.” He hurried them down the corridor. “There’s no time to waste.”


      


      Hasan Arsenov took immediate control of his little group. They had a vital function to perform, and he would make certain they performed it. They turned the corner and saw the security guard at his post near the large air discharge grille.


      Without breaking stride, they came toward him.


      “Hold it right there,” he said, bringing his machine pistol off his chest.


      They stopped in front of him. “We’re from Reykjavik Energy,” Arsenov said in Icelandic and then, in response to the guard’s blank look, repeated it in English.


      The guard frowned. “There’re no heat vents here.”


      “I know,” Akhmed said, grabbing the machine pistol with one hand and slamming the guard’s head against the wall with the other.


      The guard started to go down and Akhmed hit him again, this time with the butt of his own machine pistol.


      “Give me a hand here,” Arsenov said, digging his fingers into the air discharge grille. Karim and the female pitched in, but Akhmed kept smashing the butt of his weapon into the guard, even after it was clear that he was unconscious and likely to stay that way for some time.


      “Akhmed, give me the weapon!”


      Akhmed tossed the machine pistol to Arsenov, then began kicking the fallen guard in the face. Blood was flowing and there was death in the air.


      Arsenov forcibly dragged Akhmed away from the security guard. “When I give you an order, you’ll obey it or, by Allah, I’ll break your neck.”


      Akhmed, his chest heaving, glared at Arsenov.


      “We’re on a schedule,” Arsenov said fiercely. “You don’t have time to indulge yourself.”


      Akhmed bared his teeth and laughed. Shrugging off Arsenov’s grip, he went to help Karim take off the grille. They shoved the guard into the air shaft, then, one by one, they crawled in after him. Akhmed, the last in, pulled the grille back in place.


      They were obliged to crawl over the guard. As Arsenov did so, he pressed his fingers to the carotid artery. “Dead,” he said.


      “So what?” Akhmed said belligerently. “Before the morning’s over, they’ll all be dead.”


      On hands and knees, they crawled along the shaft until they came to the junction. Directly ahead of them was a vertical shaft. They deployed their rappeling gear. Placing the aluminum bar across the top of the vertical shaft, they belayed the rope and let it uncoil into the space below them. Taking the lead, Arsenov wrapped the rope around his left thigh and over his right. Moving hand under hand, he descended down the shaft at a steady pace. By the small shivering of the line, he became aware when each member of the cadre began to rappel down after him.


      Just above the first junction box, Arsenov stopped. Flicking on a mini-flashlight, he played its concentrated beam over the wall of the shaft, illuminating the vertical lines of trunk cables and electric lines. In the middle of the tangle, something new gleamed.


      “Heat sensor,” he called up.


      Karim, the electronics expert, was just above him. While Arsenov played his flashlight onto the wall, the man took out pliers and a length of wire with alligator clips on either end. Climbing carefully over Arsenov, he kept going until he hung just above the outer range of the detector. Kicking out with one foot, he swung toward the wall, grabbed a trunk cable and held on. His fingers picked through the nest of wires, cut one, to which he attached one alligator clip. Then he stripped the insulation off the middle of another wire and attached the other alligator clip to it.


      “All clear,” he said softly.


      He moved down into the range of the sensor, but there was no alarm. He’d successfully bypassed the circuit. So far as the sensor knew, nothing was amiss.


      Karim made way for Arsenov, who led them down to the bottom of the shaft. They were in range of the heart of the summit forum’s HVAC subsystem.


      


      “Our objective is the summit forum’s HVAC subsystem,” Bourne said as he and Khan hurried through the lobby. Khan carried the laptop they’d gotten from Oszkar under his arm. “That’s the logical place for them to activate the diffuser.”


      At this hour of the night, the lobby, vast, high-ceilinged and cold, was deserted save for various security and hotel personnel. The dignitaries were in their suites, either sleeping or prepping for the start of the summit, which was only hours away.


      “Security has undoubtedly come to the same conclusion,” Khan said, “which means that we’ll be all right until we get near the substation’s hub, then they’re going to want to know what we’re doing in that area.”


      “I’ve been thinking about that,” Bourne said. “It’s time we used my condition to our advantage.”


      They went through the main section of the hotel without incident and passed through a decorative inner courtyard of geometric gravel paths, sheared evergreen shrubs, and futuristic-looking stone benches. On the other side was the forum section. Inside, they went down three flights of stairs. Khan activated the laptop and they checked the schematics, reassuring themselves that they were on the right level.


      “This way,” Khan said, closing the computer as they moved off.


      But they’d gotten only a hundred feet from the stairwell when a harsh voice said, “Take another step and you’re both dead men.”


      


      At the bottom of the vertical air shaft, the Chechen rebels waited, crouched, anxious, their nerves strained to the breaking point. They had been awaiting this moment for months. They were primed, aching to move forward. They shivered as much from the unbearable anticipation as from the chill air, which had grown colder the deeper they went below the hotel. They had only to crawl along a short horizontal shaft to get to the HVAC relays, but they were separated from their objective by the security personnel in the corridor outside by the grillwork. Until the guards moved off on their rounds, they were at bay.


      Ahkmed checked his watch and saw that they had fourteen minutes to complete their mission and return to the van. Beads of sweat stood out on his forehead and, gathering in his armpits, ran down his side, prickling his skin. His mouth was dry and his breathing shallow. It was always this way on the cusp of a mission. His heart beat fast and his entire body vibrated. He was still seething from Arsenov’s rebuke, which had come in front of the others and so was doubly offensive. As he listened, his ears straining, he stared at Arsenov, contempt in his heart. After that night in Nairobi, he’d lost all respect for Arsenov, not only because he was being cuckolded but because he had no idea. Akhmed’s thick lips curled into a smile. It felt good to have this power over Arsenov.


      At last he heard the voices receding. He sprang forward, eager now to meet his destiny, but Arsenov’s powerful arm checked him painfully.


      “Not yet.” Arsenov’s eyes glowered.


      “They’ve moved off,” Akhmed said. “We’re wasting time.”


      “We go when I give the orders.”


      This further affront was too much for Akhmed. He spat, his contempt on his face. “Why should I follow your orders? Why should any of us? You cannot even keep your woman in her place.”


      Arsenov lunged at Akhmed and for a moment they grappled indecisively. The others stood by, terrified to interfere.


      “I’ll tolerate no more of your insolence,” Arsenov said. “You’ll follow my orders or I’ll see you dead.”


      “Kill me then,” Akhmed said. “But know this: In Nairobi on the night before the demonstration, Zina entered the Shaykh’s room while you were asleep.”


      “Liar!” Arsenov said, thinking of the pledge he and Zina had made to each other at the cove. “Zina would never betray me.”


      “Think of where my room was, Arsenov. You made the assignments. I saw her with my own eyes.”


      Arsenov’s eyes glowed with enmity, but he let Akhmed go. “I would kill you now except that we all have vital roles to play in the mission.” He gestured to the others. “Let’s get on with it.”


      Karim, the electronics expert, went first, then the female and Akhmed, while Arsenov brought up the rear. Soon enough Karim lifted a hand, bringing them to a halt.


      Arsenov heard his soft voice float back to them. “Motion sensor.”


      He saw Karim crouching down, preparing his equipment. He was grateful for the presence of this man. How many bombs had Karim constructed for them over the years? All had worked flawlessly; he never made a mistake.


      As before, Karim drew out a length of wire with the alligator clips at either end. With his pliers in one hand, he searched out the proper electrical wires, isolating them, cutting into one and applying an alligator clip to the bare copper end. Then, as before, he stripped away the insulation from the second wire and attached the other alligator clip, creating the bypass loop.


      “All clear,” Karim said, and they moved forward into range of the motion sensor.


      The alarm went off, shrilling through the corridor, bringing the security guards running, their machine pistols at the ready.


      “Karim!” Arsenov cried.


      “It’s a trap!” Karim wailed. “Someone crossed the wires!”


      


      Moments before, Bourne and Khan turned slowly to confront the American security guard. He was dressed in army fatigues and riot gear. He came a step closer, peering at their ID tags. He relaxed somewhat, putting the machine pistol up, but the deep frown didn’t leave his face.


      “What are you guys doing down here?”


      “Maintenance checks,” Bourne said. He remembered the Reykjavik Energy truck he’d seen entering the hotel as well as something in the material Oszkar had downloaded to the laptop. “The thermal heating system’s gone offline. We’re supposed to be helping the people the energy company sent over.”


      “You’re in the wrong section,” the guard said, pointing. “You need to go back the way you came, make a left, then left again.”


      “Thanks,” Khan said. “I guess we got turned around. We’re not normally in this section.”


      As they turned to leave, Bourne’s legs went out from under him. He gave a deep groan and fell.


      “What the hell!” the guard said.


      Khan knelt beside Bourne, opened his shirt.


      “Jesus Christ,” the guard said, leaning over to stare at Bourne’s wounded torso, “what the hell happened to him?”


      Khan reached up, jerked down hard on the front of the guard’s uniform, slamming the side of his head into the concrete floor. As Bourne rose, Khan stripped the clothes off the guard.


      “He’s more your size than mine,” Khan said, handing Bourne the fatigues.


      Bourne climbed into the guard’s uniform while Khan dragged the unconscious form into the shadows.


      At that moment the motion sensor alarm screamed and they took off toward the substation at a run.


      


      The security guards were well trained, and, commendably, the Americans and Arabs who were on duty this shift worked together flawlessly. Each kind of sensor had a different-sounding alarm, so they knew immediately that the motion sensor had been tripped and precisely where it was. They were on hair-trigger alert and, this close to the summit, were under orders to shoot first and ask questions later.


      As they ran, they opened fire, raking the grillwork with automatic fire. Half of them emptied their magazines into the suspect area. The other half stood back in reserve while the others used crowbars to pry off the ruined grilles. They found three bodies, two men and a woman. One of the Americans notified Hull and one of the Arabs contacted Feyd al-Saoud.


      By this time, more security personnel from other sectors on the floor had converged on the site to offer added support.


      Two of the personnel held in reserve climbed into the air shaft, and when it was determined that no other hostiles were in evidence, they secured the area. Others dragged the three chewed-up corpses out of the air shaft, along with Karim’s paraphernalia for bypassing sensors and what at first glance looked like a time bomb.


      


      Jamie Hull and Feyd al-Saoud arrived almost at the same time. Hull took one look at the situation and called his chief of staff via the wireless network.


      “As of this moment, we’re on red alert. There’s been a breach of security. We have three hostiles down, repeat, three hostiles down. Put the entire hotel on absolute lockdown, no one in or out of the premises.” He continued to bark orders, moving his men into the planned position for a red alert. Then he contacted the Secret Service, who were with the president and his staff in the dignitary wing.


      Feyd al-Saoud had squatted down and was studying the corpses. The bodies were pretty well shot up, but their faces, though blood-streaked, were intact. He took out a pen flash, shone it on one of the faces. Then he reached out, put his forefinger against the eye of one of the males. His fingertip came away blue; the corpse’s iris was dark brown.


      One of the FSB men must have contacted Karpov because the Alpha Unit commander appeared at an ungainly lope. He was out of breath and Feyd al-Saoud guessed that he’d run all the way.


      He and Hull briefed the Russian on what had happened. He held up his fingertip. “They’re wearing colored contacts—and look here, they’ve dyed their hair to pass for Icelanders.”


      Karpov’s face was grim. “I know this one,” he said, kicking one of the male corpses. “His name’s Akhmed. He’s one of Hasan Arsenov’s top lieutenants.”


      “The Chechen terrorist leader?” Hull said. “You’d better inform your president, Boris.”


      Karpov stood up, fists on hips. “What I want to know is where’s Arsenov?”


      


      “I would say that we’re too late,” Khan said from behind a metal column, as he watched the arrival of the two security chiefs, “except that I don’t see Spalko.”


      “It’s possible that he wouldn’t put himself at risk by coming to the hotel,” Bourne said.


      Khan shook his head. “I know him. He’s both an egotist and a perfectionist. No, he’s here somewhere.”


      “But not here, obviously,” Bourne said thoughtfully. He was watching the Russian jogging up to Jamie Hull and the Arab security chief. There was something vaguely familiar about that flat, brutal face, the beetling brow and caterpillar eyebrows. When he heard the other’s voice, he said, “I know that man. The Russian.”


      “No surprise there. I recognize him, too,” Khan said. “Boris Illyich Karpov, head of the FSB’s elite Alpha Unit.”


      “No, I mean I know him.”


      “How? Where?”


      “I don’t know,” Bourne said. “Is he friend or foe?” He beat his fists against his forehead. “If only I could remember.”


      Khan turned to him and clearly saw the anguish that racked him. He felt a dangerous urge to grasp Bourne’s shoulder and reassure him. Dangerous because he didn’t know where the gesture would lead or even what it would mean. He felt the further disintegration of his life that had begun the moment Bourne sat down beside him and spoke to him. “Who are you?” he had said. At the time, Khan had known the answer to that question; now he wasn’t sure. Could it be that everything he’d believed, or thought he’d believed, was a lie?


      Khan took refuge from these deeply disturbing thoughts by cleaving to what he and Bourne knew best. “I’m bothered by that object,” he said. “It’s a time bomb. You said that Spalko was planning to use Dr. Schiffer’s bio-diffuser.”


      Bourne nodded. “I’d say that this was a classic diversion, except for the fact that it’s now just past midnight. The summit isn’t scheduled to begin for another eight hours.”


      “That’s why they’ve used a time bomb.”


      “Yes, but why set it now, so far in advance?” Bourne said.


      “Less security,” Khan pointed out.


      “True, but there’s also more chance of its being discovered during one of security’s periodic sweeps.” Bourne shook his head. “No, we’re missing something, I know it. Spalko has something else in mind. But what?”


      


      Spalko, Zina and the remainder of the cadre had reached their objective. Here, far from the section of the hotel housing the summit’s forum, security, though tight, had gaps in it that Spalko was able to exploit. Though there were many security people, they couldn’t be everywhere at once, and so by taking out two guards, Spalko and his team were soon in position.


      They were three levels below the street in a huge concrete windowless space, completely enclosed save for a single open doorway. Masses of huge black pipes ran through the concrete wall on the far side of the space, each labeled with the section of the hotel it served.


      The cadre now broke out their HAZMAT suits and put them on, carefully sealing them. Two of the Chechen females went into the passage to stand guard just outside the doorway, and a male rebel backed them up inside.


      Spalko opened the larger of the two metal containers he carried. Inside was the NX 20. He carefully fitted the two halves together, checking that all the fittings were securely fastened. He handed it to Zina while he unlocked the refrigerated container Peter Sido had provided. The glass vial it contained was small, almost minuscule. Even after they had seen its effect in Nairobi, it was difficult to believe that such a small amount of the virus could be lethal to so many people.


      As he’d done in Nairobi, he opened the loading chamber on the diffuser and placed the vial into it. He closed and locked the chamber, took the NX 20 from Zina’s arms and curled his finger around the smaller of the two triggers. Once he squeezed it, the virus, still sealed in its special vial, would be injected into the firing chamber. After that, all that was required was for him to press the button on the left side of the stock, which would lock the firing chamber, and, when it was aimed correctly, pull the main trigger.


      He cradled the bio-diffuser in his arms as Zina had done. This weapon needed to be given the proper respect, even from him.


      He looked into Zina’s eyes, which were shining with her love for him and her patriot’s zeal. “Now we wait,” he said, “for the sensor alarm.”


      They heard it then, the sound faint but its vibrations unmistakable, magnified by the bare concrete corridors. The Shaykh and Zina smiled into each other’s faces. He could feel the tension come into the room, fueled by righteous anger and an expectation of redemption long denied.


      “Our moment is at hand,” he said, and they all heard him, all reacted. He could almost hear their ululation of victory begin.


      With the unstoppable force of destiny propelling him forward, the Shaykh pulled the small trigger, and with an ominous whisper, the payload clicked home into the firing chamber, where it rested, waiting for the moment of its release.

    

  


  
    
      CHAPTER TWENTY-NINE

    


    
      “They’re all Chechens, isn’t that right, Boris?” Hull said.


      Karpov nodded. “All, according to the records, members of Hasan Arsenov’s terrorist group.”


      “This is a coup for the good guys,” Hull exulted.


      Feyd al-Saoud, shivering in the damp and chill, said, “With the amount of C4 in that time bomb, they would’ve taken out almost the entire weight-bearing substructure. The forum above would’ve collapsed of its own weight, killing everyone inside.”


      “Lucky for us they tripped the motion sensor,” Hull said.


      As the minutes passed, Karpov’s frown had grown only deeper as he echoed Bourne’s query, “Why set the bomb so far in advance? I think we had a good chance of finding it before the summit started.”


      Feyd al-Saoud turned to one of his men. “Is there some way to turn up the heat down here? We’re going to be here for some time and I’m already freezing.”


      


      “That’s it!” Bourne said, turning to Khan. He took his laptop, turned it on, scrolling through the schematics until he found the one he wanted. He traced a route from where they were back toward the main section of the hotel. Snapping the computer closed, he said, “Come on! Let’s go!”


      “Where are we headed?” Khan asked as they made their way through the maze of the sublevel.


      “Think about it. We saw a Reykjavik Energy van pull into the hotel; the entire hotel is heated by the thermal system that services the city as a whole.”


      “That’s why Spalko sent those Chechens to the HVAC subsystem now,” Khan said as they raced around a corner. “They were never meant to succeed in planting the bomb. We were right, it was a diversion, but not for later this morning when the summit is scheduled to start. He’s going to activate the bio-diffuser now!”


      “Right,” Bourne said. “Not through the HVAC subsystem. His target is the main thermal heating system. At this time of night all the dignitaries are in their rooms, right where he’s going to release the virus.”


      


      “Someone coming,” one of the female Chechens said.


      “Kill them,” the Shaykh commanded.


      “But it’s Hasan Arsenov!” cried the other female guard.


      Spalko and Zina exchanged a bewildered look. What had gone wrong? The sensor had been tripped, the alarm had gone off, and shortly thereafter they’d heard the satisfying bursts of automatic gunfire. How had Arsenov escaped?


      “I said kill him!” Spalko shouted.


      


      What haunted Arsenov, what had made him turn tail at the instant he smelled the trap, thus saving himself from the sudden death suffered by his compatriots, was the terror that had been lurking inside him, the thing that had given him nightmares for the past week. He had told himself that it was his guilt at having betrayed Khalid Murat—a hero’s guilt at having made the hard choice that would save his people. But the truth of the matter was his terror had to do with Zina. He had not been able to admit to seeing her withdrawal, gradual but inexorable, her emotional distance that, in retrospect, had become glacial. She had been slipping away from him for some time, though even up to a few moments ago he had refused to believe it. But now Akhmed’s revelation had thrown it into the light of consciousness. She had lived behind a glass wall, always keeping part of herself aloof and hidden. He couldn’t touch that part of her, and it seemed to him now that the harder he’d tried, the further away she pulled herself.


      Zina didn’t love him—he wondered now whether she ever had. Even if their mission was a complete success, there would be no life with her, no children they could share together. What a farce their last intimate conversation had been!


      All at once, he was overcome by shame. He was a coward—he loved her more than he loved his freedom, for without her he knew there would be no freedom for him. In the wake of her betrayal, victory would be like ashes in his mouth.


      Now, as he pounded down the cold corridor toward the thermal heating station, he saw one of his own people raise her machine pistol as if she was going to shoot him. Perhaps in the HAZMAT suit she couldn’t tell who was coming toward her.


      “Wait! Don’t shoot!” he cried. “It’s Hasan Arsenov!”


      A bullet from her opening volley struck him in the left arm, and half in shock, he spun around, diving around a corner, away from the deadly spray of ricocheting bullets.


      In the abrupt frenzy of the present, there was no more time for questions or speculation. He heard renewed gunfire but not in his direction. Peering around the corner, he saw that the two females had turned their backs to him and, crouched, were firing at two figures as they advanced down the passageway.


      Arsenov rose and, taking advantage of the diversion, headed for the doorway to the thermal heating station.


      


      Spalko heard the gunfire and said, “Zina, that can’t be just Arsenov.”


      Zina swung her machine pistol around, nodded to the guard, who threw her a second one.


      Behind them, Spalko went over to the wall of thermal heating pipes. Each one had a valve and, beside it, a gauge that showed the pressure. He found the pipe that corresponded to the dignitaries’ wing, began to unscrew the valve.


      Hasan Arsenov knew that he’d been meant to die with the others in the HVAC substation. “It’s a trap! Someone crossed the wires!” Karim had wailed just before he’d died. Spalko had crossed the wires; he’d needed not simply a diversion, as he’d told them, but scapegoats—targets of enough importance that their deaths would occupy the security for a sufficient amount of time for Spalko to reach the real objective and release the virus. Spalko had tricked him and, Arsenov was quite certain now, Zina had conspired with him.


      How quickly love turned rancid, its transformation into hate occurring in no more time than it takes a heart to beat. Now they had turned against him, all his compatriots, the men and women he’d fought alongside, whom he’d laughed and cried with, prayed to Allah with, who had the same goals as he did. Chechens! All corrupted now by Stepan Spalko’s power and poisonous charm.


      In the end Khalid Murat had been right about everything. He hadn’t trusted Spalko; he wouldn’t have followed him into this folly. Once, Arsenov had accused him of being an old man, of being too cautious, of not understanding the new world that lay before them. But now he knew what Khalid Murat had surely known: that that new world was nothing more than a self-serving illusion created by the man who called himself the Shaykh. Arsenov had believed this pipe dream because he’d wanted to believe it. Spalko had preyed upon that weakness. But no more! Arsenov vowed. No more! If he was to die today, it would be on his own terms, not as a sheep to the slaughter of Spalko’s making.


      He pressed himself against the edge of the doorway, took a deep breath and when he let it out, he somersaulted past the open doorway. The resulting hail of automatic fire told him all he needed to know. Rolling, he kept to the concrete floor, wriggling on his stomach into the opening. He saw the guard, his machine pistol aimed at waist height, and shot him four times in the chest.


      When Bourne saw the two terrorists in HAZMAT suits behind a concrete column, firing their machine pistols in alternate bursts, his blood ran cold. He and Khan took cover around the corner of a T-junction and he fired back.


      “Spalko’s in that room with the bio-weapon,” Bourne said. “We’ve got to get in there now.”


      “Not unless those two run out of ammo.” Khan was looking around behind them. “Do you remember the schematics? Remember what’s in the ceiling?”


      Bourne, continuing to fire, nodded.


      “There’s an access panel back about twenty feet. I need a boost.”


      Bourne got off one more burst before retreating with Khan.


      “Will you be able to see anything up there?” he asked.


      Khan nodded, indicating his miraculous jacket. “I’ve got a pen light, among other things, up my sleeve.”


      Tucking the machine pistol under his arm, Bourne laced his fingers together for Khan to put his foot in. His bones seemed to crack with the weight and the strained muscles in his shoulder seemed to catch fire.


      Then Khan slid the panel off and had hoisted himself the rest of the way into the access hatch.


      “Time,” Bourne said.


      “Fifteen seconds,” Khan replied, disappearing.


      Bourne turned. He counted to ten, then turned the corner, his machine pistol blazing. But almost immediately he stopped. He could feel his heart pounding painfully against his ribs. The two Chechens had taken off their HAZMAT suits. They had emerged from behind the column and now stood facing him. He saw that they were female and that around their waists were a series of linked packets filled with C4 explosive.


      “Good Christ,” Bourne said. “Khan! They’re wearing suicide belts!”


      At that moment they were plunged into darkness. Khan, in the electrical conduit above his head, had cut the wires.


      Arsenov was up and sprinting forward the moment after he fired. He ran into the station, grabbed the guard before he fell. Two other figures were in the room: Spalko and Zina. Using the dead guard as a shield, he fired at the target with a machine pistol in each hand. Zina! But she had squeezed the triggers and even as she staggered back, hit, the massed fury of the automatic fire blew right through the guard’s body.


      Arsenov’s eyes opened wide as he felt the searing pain in his chest, and then an odd kind of numbness. The lights winked out and he lay on the floor, the breath rattling in his blood-filled lungs. As if in a dream, he heard Zina screaming, and he wept for all the dreams he’d had, for a future that would now never come. With a sigh, life left him as it had come upon him, in hardship and brutality and pain.


      


      A terrible, deathly silence had descended on the passage. Time seemed to have stopped. Bourne, his gun aimed into the darkness, heard the soft, shallow breathing of the human bombs. He could feel their fear as well as their determination. If they sensed him take a step toward them, if they became aware of Khan moving in the electrical conduit, they would surely detonate the explosives strapped around their waists.


      Then, because he was listening for it, he heard the very faint double tap above his head, the sound, swiftly diminishing, of Khan moving in the electrical conduit. He knew there was an access panel more or less where the doorway to the thermal heating station was, and he had an idea what Khan was going to try. It would require nerves of steel and a very steady hand from both of them. The AR-15 he carried was short-barreled, but it made up for any slight inaccuracy with its awesome firepower. It used .223-caliber ammo which it spit out with a muzzle velocity in excess of 2,400 feet per second. He wriggled silently closer, then, aware of a slight shifting ahead of him in the darkness, he froze. His heart was in his throat. Had he heard something, a sibilance, a whisper, footsteps? Utter silence now. He held his breath and concentrated on sighting down the barrel of the AR-15.


      Where was Spalko? Had he loaded the bio-weapon yet? Would he stay to finish the mission or would he cut and run? Knowing he had no answers, he put these terrifying questions aside. Concentrate, he berated himself. Relax now, breathe deeply and evenly as you move into alpha rhythm, as you become one with the weapon.


      He saw it then. Khan’s penlight flash, the beam illuminating a woman’s face, blinding her. There was no time to consider or to think. His finger had been curled on the trigger and now instinct flowed naturally and instantaneously into action. The muzzle flash lit up the corridor, and he watched the woman’s head disintegrate in a welter of blood, bone and brains.


      He was up then, running forward, looking for the other woman. Then the lights blinked on and he saw the second human bomb, lying beside the other one, her throat slit. An instant later, Khan dropped down from the open access hatch and together they entered the thermal heating station.


      


      Moments before, in the darkness that smelled of cordite and blood and death, Spalko had dropped to his knees, searching blindly for Zina. The darkness had defeated him. Without light, he was unable to make the delicate connection between the muzzle of the NX 20 and the valve into the thermal heating system.


      His arm extended, he felt along the floor. He hadn’t been paying attention to her, wasn’t certain of her position, and in any case, she had moved the moment Arsenov had burst through the doorway. It had been clever of him to use the human shield, but Zina was cleverer still and she had killed him. But she was still alive. He had heard her scream.


      Now he waited, knowing that the human bombs he had primed would protect him from whoever was out there. Bourne? Khan? He was ashamed to realize that he was afraid of the unknown presence in the passage. Whoever it was had seen through his diversion, had followed his own reasoning regarding the vulnerability of the thermal heating system. There was a rising panic in him, alleviated for the moment when he heard Zina suck in a ragged breath. Quickly he crawled through a pool of sticky blood to where she lay.


      Her hair was wet and stringy as he kissed her cheek. “Beautiful Zina,” he whispered in her ear. “Powerful Zina.”


      He felt a kind of spasm pass through her and his heart constricted in fear. “Zina, don’t die. You can’t die.” Then he tasted the salty wetness running down her cheek and knew that she was weeping. Her breast rose and fell irregularly with her silent sobs.


      “Zina”—he kissed away her tears—“you must be strong, now more than ever before.” He embraced her tenderly and felt her arms slowly come around him.


      “This is the moment of our greatest triumph.” He drew away and pressed the NX 20 into her embrace. “Yes, yes, I choose you to fire the weapon, to bring the future to fruition.”


      She couldn’t speak. It was all she could do to keep the breath sawing in and out of her lungs. Once again he cursed the darkness, for he couldn’t see her eyes, couldn’t be certain that he had her. He had to take the chance, however. He took her hands and placed the left one on the barrel of the bio-diffuser, the right one at the guard on the stock. He placed her forefinger on the main trigger.


      “All you need do is squeeze,” he whispered in her ear. “But not yet, not yet. I need time.”


      Yes, time was what he needed in order to escape. He was trapped in the darkness, the one contingency for which he hadn’t been prepared. And now he couldn’t even take the NX 20 with him. He’d have to run and run hard, a condition that Schiffer had made clear, the weapon once loaded was not designed to handle. The payload and its container were far too fragile.


      “Zina, you’ll do this, won’t you?” He kissed her cheek. “You have enough strength inside you, I know you do.” She was trying to say something, but he put a hand over her mouth, afraid that his unknown pursuers outside would hear her strangled cry. “I’ll be close by, Zina. Remember that.”


      Then so slowly and gently that it was imperceptible to her impaired senses, he slithered away. Turning, at last, from her, he stumbled over Arsenov’s corpse and his HAZMAT suit ripped. For a moment his new-found terror returned as he imagined himself being trapped in here when Zina pulled the trigger, the virus seeping into the rent, infecting him. In his mind’s eye, the city of the dead he had created in Nairobi bloomed in all its vivid, gruesome detail.


      Then he’d regained his composure and he stripped off the encumbering suit altogether. Silent as a cat, he made his way to the doorway, swung out into the passage. At once the human bombs became aware of him and shifted slightly, tensing.


      “La illaha ill Allah,” he whispered.


      “La illaha ill Allah,” they whispered in return.


      Then, in the darkness, he stole away.


      


      They both saw it at once, the blunt, ugly snout of Dr. Felix Schiffer’s bio-diffuser pointed at them. Bourne and Khan froze.


      “Spalko’s gone. There’s his HAZMAT suit,” Bourne said. “This station has only one entrance.” He thought of the movement he’d detected, the whisper, the sound of furtive footfalls he thought he’d heard. “He must’ve slipped out in the darkness.”


      “I know this one,” Khan said. “It’s Hasan Arsenov, but this other, the female holding the weapon, I don’t know.”


      The female terrorist lay half-propped up on the corpse of another terrorist. How she had managed to drag herself into this position neither of them could say. She was very badly wounded, possibly fatally, though from this distance it was impossible to say for sure. She looked at them from a world filled with pain and, Bourne was quite certain, something else that went beyond mere physical hurt.


      Khan had taken a Kalishnikov from one of the human bombs outside and he aimed it now at the female. “There’s no way out for you,” he said.


      Bourne, who had been watching only her eyes, stepped forward and pushed the Kalishnikov down. “There’s always a way out,” he said.


      Then he squatted down so that he was at the other’s level. Without taking his gaze from her, he said, “Can you speak? Can you tell me your name?”


      For a moment there was only silence, and Bourne had to force himself to keep his gaze on her face, not to look at her finger curled and tense on the trigger.


      At length her lips opened and began to tremble. Her teeth chattered and a tear slipped free, rolling down her stained cheek.


      “What d’you care what her name is?” Khan’s voice was filled with contempt. “She’s not human; she’s been turned into a machine of destruction.”


      “Khan, some might say the same of you.” Bourne’s voice was so gentle it was clear that what he said wasn’t a rebuke, merely a truth that might not have occurred to his son.


      He turned his attention back to the terrorist. “It’s important that you tell me your name, isn’t it?”


      Her lips opened and with a great effort, she said in a voice somewhere between a rattle and a gurgle, “Zina.”


      “Well, Zina, we’re at the endgame,” Bourne said. “There’s nothing left now, except death and life. By the looks of things, it appears as if you’ve already chosen death. If you pull the trigger, you’ll be sent to heaven and in glory will become a houri. But I wonder whether that will happen. What is it that you’ll be leaving behind? Dead compatriots, at least one of whom you’ve shot yourself. And then there’s Stepan Spalko. Where has he gone, I wonder. No matter. What’s important is that at the crucial moment, he abandoned you.


      “He’s left you to die, Zina, while he’s cut and run. So I guess you have to ask yourself if you pull that trigger, will you go to your glory or will you be cast down, found wanting by Mounkir and Nekir, the Questioners. Given your life, Zina, when they ask you ‘Who is thy creator? Who is thy Prophet?’ will you be able to answer them? Only the righteous remember, Zina, you know that.”


      Zina was openly weeping now. But her breast was heaving strangely and Bourne was afraid that a sudden spasm would cause her to pull the trigger in reflex. If he was going to reach her, it had to be now.


      “If you pull that trigger, if you choose death, you won’t be able to answer them. You know that. You’ve been abandoned and betrayed, Zina, by those closest to you. And, in turn, you’ve betrayed them. But it’s not too late. There can be redemption; there’s always a way out.”


      At the moment Khan realized that Bourne was talking as much to him as he was to Zina; he experienced a feeling not unlike an electrical shock. This feeling raced through his body until it sparked both his extremities and his brain. He felt himself stripped naked, revealed at last, and he was terrified of nothing more or less than himself—his own true authentic self that he had buried so many years ago in the jungle of Southeast Asia. It was so long ago that he couldn’t remember exactly where or when he’d done it. The truth was that he was a stranger to himself. He hated his father for leading him to that truth, but he could no longer deny that he loved him for it, too.


      He knelt, then, beside the man he knew to be his father, and putting the Kalishnikov down where Zina could see it, he extended a hand toward her.


      “He’s right,” Khan said in an altogether different voice from the one he normally used. “There is a way to make up for your past sins, for the murders you’ve committed, for the betrayals to those who’ve loved you without, perhaps, you even knowing.”


      He moved forward inch by inch until his hand closed over hers. Slowly and gently he pried her forefinger away from the trigger. She let go then and allowed him to take the weapon from her useless embrace.


      “Thank you, Zina,” Bourne said. “Khan will take care of you now.” He rose, and giving his son’s shoulder a brief squeeze, he turned and went swiftly and silently down the passage after Spalko.

    

  


  
    
      CHAPTER THIRTY

    


    
      Stepan Spalko sprinted down the bare concrete passage, Bourne’s ceramic gun at the ready. He knew that all the gunfire would bring the security people into the main section of the hotel. Up ahead, he saw the Saudi security chief, Feyd al-Saoud, and two of his men. He ducked out of sight. They hadn’t seen him yet and he used this element of surprise, waiting for them to come closer, then shooting them before they had time to react.


      For a breathless moment he stood over the downed men. Feyd al-Saoud groaned and Spalko shot him at close range in the forehead. The Saudi security chief flopped once and was still. Quickly Spalko took the ID tags off one of his men, changed into the man’s uniform and got rid of his colored contact lenses. As he did so, his thoughts turned inexorably to Zina. She had been fearless, true enough, but the ardor of her loyalty to him had been her fatal flaw. She had protected him from everyone—especially Arsenov. She’d enjoyed that, he could tell. But it struck him that her true passion was for him. It was this love, the repugnant weakness of sacrifice, that had driven him to abandon her.


      Swift footfalls behind him brought him back to the present, and he hurried on. The fateful meeting with the Arabs had been a two-edged sword, for while it had provided him with a ready means of disguise, it had slowed him down, and now as he threw a glance over his shoulder, he saw a figure in security fatigues and cursed mightily. He felt like Ahab, who pursued his nemesis until, in an utterly unexpected reversal, his nemesis had come after him. The man in the security fatigues was Jason Bourne.


      


      Bourne saw Spalko, now in an Arab security uniform, open a door and vanish into a stairwell. He leaped over the bodies of the men Spalko had just killed and headed after him. He emerged into the chaos of the lobby. Just a short time ago, when he and Khan had entered the hotel, this vast glassed-in space was tense but hushed, almost deserted. Now it was a welter of security personnel running to and fro. Some were rounding up the hotel personnel, sorting them into groups, depending on their jobs and where they had just been inside the premises. Others had already begun the laborious and time-consuming process of questioning the staff. Each individual had to account for every moment of his whereabouts over the course of the last two days. Still others were on their way down to the subbasement or were being deployed by wireless network to other areas of the hotel. Everyone was hustling; no one had time to question the two men who, one after the other, crossed through the mob scene toward the front door.


      It was ironic to watch Spalko walking among them, blending in, becoming one of them. Briefly, Bourne considered trying to alert those around him but immediately thought better of it. Spalko would no doubt call his bluff—it was Bourne who was the internationally wanted murderer still under a CIA sanction. Spalko, of course, knew this, being the clever architect of Bourne’s dangerous predicament. And as he followed Spalko out of the front doors, he realized something else. We’re both the same now, he thought, both chameleons employing the same marking in order to keep our true identities from being revealed to those around us. It was odd and disquieting to realize that at the moment this international security force was as much his enemy as it was Spalko’s.


      The moment he was outside, Bourne realized that the hotel was in absolute lockdown. He watched with fascinated dread as Spalko boldly made his way to the security services car park. Although it was within the limits of the lockdown cordon, it was deserted, as even security personnel weren’t allowed in or out.


      Bourne went after him but almost immediately lost him in the ranks of vehicles. He broke into a run. There was a shout from behind him. He pulled open the door of the first vehicle he came to—an American Jeep. Yanking out the plastic panel on the bottom of the steering column, he fumbled for the wires. Just then another engine fired up and he saw Spalko in the car he’d stolen, wheeling out of the car park.


      There were more shouts now and the pounding of boots against pavement. Several shots were fired. Bourne, concentrating on what needed to be done, got the wires stripped and braided together. The Jeep’s engine coughed to life, and he put it in gear. Then with a hard squeal of tires, he turned out of the car park and accelerated through the security checkpoint.


      


      The night was moonless but, then again, it wasn’t really night. An insipid darkness lay over Reykjavik as the sun, hanging just below the horizon, turned the sky the color of an oystershell. As Bourne followed Spalko’s twists and turns through the city, he realized that Spalko was heading south.


      This was something of a surprise, for he’d expected Spalko to make for the airport. Surely he had an escape plan and just as surely it involved an aircraft. But the more Bourne thought about it, the less surprised he was. He was getting to know his adversary better now. Already he understood that Spalko never took the logical way in or out of a situation. His mind was unique, involved as it was in puzzle-logic. He was a man of feints and twists, someone who liked to trap his opponent rather than kill him outright.


      So. Keflavik was out. Too obvious and, as Spalko would undoubtedly have foreseen, too well guarded for him to use as an escape route. Bourne oriented himself to the map he’d studied on Oszkar’s laptop. What lay south of the city? Hafnarfjördur, a fishing village too small to land the kind of aircraft Spalko would use. The coast! They were on an island, after all. Spalko was going to escape via boat.


      At this time of night there was little traffic, especially after they left the city behind them. The roads became narrower, winding through the hillsides that fronted the landward side of the sea cliffs. As Spalko’s car went around a particularly sharp curve, Bourne dropped back. Turning off his headlights, he accelerated around the turn. He could see Spalko’s vehicle up ahead, but he hoped that Spalko, peering into his rear-view mirror, wouldn’t be able to see him. It was a risk, losing sight of the car every time they went around a turn, but Bourne didn’t see that he had any alternative. He had to make Spalko believe he’d lost his pursuer.


      The utter lack of trees lent the landscape a certain gravity and, with the blue ice mountains as backdrop, a sense of eternal winter as well, made all the more eerie by the intermittent swaths of verdant green. The sky was immense and, in the long false-dawn, filled with the black shapes of shore-birds, soaring and swooping. Seeing them, Bourne felt a certain freedom from his entombment in the death-laden bowels of the hotel. Despite the chill, he rolled down the windows and breathed deeply of the fresh salt-laced air. A sweet smell rose to his nostrils as he flashed past the rolling, flower-dotted carpet of a meadow.


      The road narrowed further as it turned toward the sea. Bourne descended through a lushly foliated glen and then zoomed around another curve. The road steepened in its switchback descent of the cliff face. He saw Spalko, then lost him again as another curve loomed. He made the turn and saw the North Atlantic low and spangled dully in the slate-gray dawn.


      Spalko’s car went around another turn and Bourne followed on. The next turn was so close that the car was already out of sight, and despite the added risk, Bourne pushed the Jeep faster.


      He had already committed to the turn when he heard the sound. It was soft and familiar above the flutter of the wind, the noise his ceramic gun made when fired. His front near-side tire blew and he slewed around. He caught a glimpse of Spalko, gun in hand, running to where he’d left his car. Then his view changed, and he was too busy trying to get the Jeep under control as it skidded perilously close to the seaside edge of the road.


      He downshifted into neutral, but it wasn’t enough. He needed to turn off the ignition, but without the key that was impossible. The rear tires slipped off the road. Bourne unbuckled himself and held on as the Jeep spun off the cliff. It seemed to float, turning over twice. The brash, unmistakable odor of overheated metal came to him, along with the acrid stench of rubber or plastic burning.


      He leaped just before the Jeep hit, rolling away as the vehicle bounced off an outcropping of rock and burst open. Flames shot up into the air, and by their light he saw in the cove just below him the fishing boat, nosing in toward the shore.


      


      Spalko drove like a maniac down the road to the dead end at the inner edge of the cove. Throwing a glance back at the flaming Jeep, he said to himself, To hell with Jason Bourne. He’s dead now. But not, unfortunately, soon forgotten. It was Bourne who had foiled him, and now he had neither the NX 20 nor the Chechens as cat’s-paws. So many months of careful planning come to nothing!


      He got out of the car and walked across what remained of the wrack-strewn shingle. A rowboat was coming for him, even though it was high tide and the fishing boat was very close to shore. He’d called the captain the moment he’d successfully run the hotel’s security checkpoint. Only a skeleton crew of the captain and a mate were onboard. He climbed in as the captain nosed the rowboat onto the shingle, then the mate pushed off with his oar.


      Spalko was fuming and not a word was said on the short, unpleasant trip back to the fishing boat. When he was aboard, Spalko said, “Make ready to leave, Captain.”


      “Begging your pardon, sir,” the captain replied, “but what about the rest of the crew?”


      Spalko grabbed the captain by his shirtfront. “I gave you an order, Captain. I expect you to carry it out.”


      “Aye, aye, sir,” the captain grumbled with an evil glint in his eye. “But with only the two of us to crew, it’ll take a little longer to get under way.”


      “You’d damn well better get to it then,” Spalko told him, as he headed below.


      


      The water was cold as ice, black as the subbasement of the hotel. Bourne knew that he needed to get onboard the fishing boat as quickly as possible. Thirty seconds after he’d pushed out from the shingle, his fingers and toes had started to go numb; thirty seconds after that, he couldn’t feel them at all.


      The two minutes it took him to reach the boat seemed like the longest in his life. He reached up for an oiled hawser and hauled himself out of the sea. He shivered in the wind, moving hand over hand up the line.


      As he went, he experienced an eerie dislocation. With the scent of the sea in his nostrils, the feel of the brine drying on his skin, it seemed to him as if he wasn’t in Iceland at all but in Marseilles, that he wasn’t climbing onto a fishing boat in pursuit of Stepan Spalko but was clandestinely boarding a pleasure yacht on his way to execute the international assassin for hire, Carlos. For it was in Marseilles that the nightmare had begun, where the pitched battle with Carlos had ended with him being flung overboard, the shock of being shot and almost drowned robbing him of his memory, of his very life.


      As he lifted himself over the gunwale onto the deck of the fishing boat, he felt a stab of fear that was almost paralyzing in its intensity. It was in this very same situation that he’d failed. He felt abruptly exposed, as if he wore this failure on his sleeve. He almost faltered then, but into his mind sprang the image of Khan, and he remembered what he’d said to him when they’d first met in that tension-filled setting. “Who are you?” Because it occurred to him now that Khan didn’t know, and if Bourne wasn’t around to help him find out who he was, he’d have no one. He thought of Khan, on his knees in the thermal heating station, and it seemed to him that it wasn’t only the Kalishnikov he’d let go of but also, possibly, something of his own inner rage.


      Bourne, taking a deep breath, settled his mind on what was before him and crept along the deck. The captain and his mate were busy in the wheelhouse and he encountered little difficulty in rendering them unconscious. There was plenty of rope around and he was in the process of binding their wrists behind their backs when Spalko said from behind him, “I think you’d better find a bit of rope for yourself.”


      Bourne was crouched down. The two seamen lay on their sides, back to back. Without showing anything to Spalko, Bourne slipped out his switchblade. Immediately, he knew he’d made a fatal mistake. The mate had his back to him, but the captain did not and saw very clearly that he was now armed. His eyes looked into Bourne’s but, curiously, he made no sound or movement that would alert Spalko. Instead, he closed his eyes as if in sleep.


      “Stand up and turn around,” Spalko ordered.


      Bourne did as he was told, keeping his right hand hidden behind the outer edge of his thigh. Spalko, in freshly pressed jeans and a black cable-knit turtleneck sweater, stood spread-legged on the deck, Bourne’s ceramic gun in his hand. And again Bourne was subjected to the strange sense of dislocation. As with Carlos years ago, Spalko now had the drop on him. All that remained was for Spalko to pull the trigger, for Bourne to be hit and cast into the water. This time, however, in the bone-chilling North Atlantic, there would be no rescue as there had been in the mild Mediterranean waters. He would quickly freeze and drown.


      “You simply will not die, will you, Mr. Bourne?”


      Bourne dove at Spalko, the switchblade snapping open. Spalko, startled, squeezed the trigger far too late. The bullet sang out over the water as the blade buried itself in his side. He grunted, clubbed the barrel of the gun down onto Bourne’s cheek. Blood spurted from both of them. Spalko’s left knee buckled, but Bourne crashed to the deck.


      Spalko, remembering, kicked him viciously in his cracked ribs, rendering Bourne nearly unconscious. He pulled the switchblade from his side, threw it into the water. Then he bent and dragged Bourne to the gunwale. As Bourne began to stir, Spalko hit him with heel of his hand. Then he hauled him more or less upright and bent him over the side.


      Bourne was phasing in and out of consciousness, but the sharp tang of the icy black water brought him around enough to know that he was on the brink of annihilation. It was happening again, just as it had so many years ago. He was in so much pain that he could barely draw breath, but there was life to think of—his life now, not the one that had been taken away from him. He wouldn’t let himself be robbed again.


      As Spalko exerted himself to heave him over the side, Bourne kicked out with all his might. With a sickening snap, the sole of his shoe connected with Spalko’s jaw. Spalko, grabbing his broken jaw, staggered backward, and Bourne ran at him. Spalko had no time to use the gun; Bourne was already inside his guard. He slammed the butt down on Bourne’s shoulder, and Bourne staggered as more pain flashed through him.


      Then he’d reached up, digging his fingers into the broken bones of Spalko’s jaw. Spalko screamed and Bourne wrenched the gun from his grip. He jammed the muzzle underneath Spalko’s chin and pulled the trigger.


      The sound did not amount to much, but the force of the percussion lifted Spalko bodily off the deck and pitched him over the side. He went into the sea headfirst.


      For a moment, as Bourne looked on, he floated facedown, rocked back and forth by the restless waves. Then he went under as if drawn by something huge and immensely potent beneath the sea.

    

  


  
    
      CHAPTER THIRTY-ONE

    


    
      Martin Lindros spent twenty minutes on the phone with Ethan Hearn. Hearn had much information about the famous Stepan Spalko, all of it such a stunning revelation it took Lindros some time to absorb and accept. In the end, no item was of more interest to him than the one that showed an electronic transfer from one of Spalko’s many shell companies in Budapest to buy a gun from a certain illegal Russian-run company operating out of Virginia until Detective Harris had shut them down.


      An hour later he had two hard copies printed out from the electronic files Hearn had e-mailed him. He got into his car and headed over to the DCI’s town house. Overnight, the Old Man had been stricken with the flu. It must be bad, Lindros thought now, for him to have left the office at all during the crisis at the summit.


      His driver stopped the staff car at the high iron gates, leaned out the open window, and pressed the intercom. In the ensuing silence he began to wonder if the Old Man, feeling better, had summarily taken himself back to the office without informing anyone.


      Then the querulous voice crackled over the intercom, the driver announced Lindros, and a moment later, the gates swung soundlessly open. The driver pulled the car up and Lindros got out. He rapped on the door with the brass knocker, and when it opened, he saw the DCI, his face wrinkled and his hair disheveled from lying on a pillow. He was wearing striped pajamas over which he’d wrapped a heavy-looking bathrobe. On his bony feet were carpet slippers.


      “Come in, Martin. Come in.” He turned and left the door open without waiting for Lindros to cross the threshold. Lindros entered, closed the door behind him. The DCI had padded into the study, which was off to the left. There were no lights on; there appeared to be none on in the house at all.


      He went into the study, a masculine space with hunter green walls, a cream ceiling, and oversize leather chairs and sofa scattered about. A TV, set into a wall of built-in bookcases, was off. Every other time Lindros had been in this room it had been on, tuned to CNN, either with or without the sound.


      The Old Man sat heavily down in his favorite chair. The side table at his right elbow was crammed with a large box of tissues and bottles of aspirin, Tylenol Cold & Sinus, NyQuil, Vicks VapoRub, Coricidin, DayQuil, and Robitussin DM cough syrup.


      “What is this, sir?” Lindros said, indicating the small drugstore.


      “I didn’t know what I’d need,” The DCI said, “so I just took everything out of the medicine chest.”


      Then Lindros saw the bottle of bourbon and the old-fashioned glass, and he frowned. “Sir, what’s going on?” He craned his neck to see out the open doorway of the study. “Where’s Madeleine?”


      “Ah, Madeleine.” The Old Man picked up his whiskey glass and slugged some down. “Madeleine has gone to her sister’s in Phoenix.”


      “And left you on your own?” Lindros reached over and turned on a standing lamp, and the DCI blinked owlishly at him. “When will she be back, sir?”


      “Hmmm.” The DCI said, as if considering his deputy’s words. “Well, the thing of it is, Martin, I don’t know when she’s coming back.”


      “Sir?” Lindros said with some alarm.


      “She’s left me. At least that’s what I think has happened.” The DCI’s gaze seemed fixed as he drained his glass of bourbon. He pursed his shining lips as if perplexed. “How does one know these things, really?”


      “Haven’t the two of you talked?”


      “Talked?” The DCI’s gaze snapped back into focus. He looked at Lindros for a moment. “No. We haven’t spoken about it at all.”


      “Then how do you know?”


      “You think I’m making it up, tempest in a rotunda, eh?” The DCI’s eyes came alive for an instant and all at once his voice was clotted with barely suppressed emotion. “But there are things of hers that’re gone, you see—personal things, intimate things. The house is goddamned empty without them.”


      Lindros sat down. “Sir, you have my sympathy, but I have something—”


      “Maybe, Martin, she never loved me.” The Old Man reached for the bottle. “But how is one to know such a mysterious thing?”


      Lindros leaned forward, gently took the bourbon from his commander. The DCI didn’t seem surprised. “I’ll work on it for you, sir, if you’d like.”


      The DCI nodded vaguely. “All right.”


      Lindros put the bottle aside. “But for now we have another pressing matter to discuss.” He set the file he’d gotten from Ethan Hearn down on the Old Man’s side table.


      “What is that? I can’t read anything now, Martin.”


      “Then I’ll tell you,” Lindros said. When he was done, there was a silence that seemed to echo throughout the house.


      After a time the Old Man looked at his deputy with watery eyes. “Why’d he do it, Martin? Why did Alex break every rule and steal one of our own people?”


      “I think he’d gotten a hint of what was coming, sir. He was frightened of Spalko. As it turned out, with very good reason.”


      The Old Man sighed and put his head back. “So it wasn’t treason, after all.”


      “No, sir.”


      “Thank God.”


      Lindros cleared his throat. “Sir, you must rescind the Bourne sanction at once, and someone’s going to have to debrief him.”


      “Yes, of course. I think you’re best equipped to do that, Martin.”


      “Yes, sir.” Lindros stood.


      “Where are you going?” The querulousness had returned to the Old Man’s voice.


      “To the Virginia State Police Commissioner. I have another copy of that file to drop into his lap. I’m going to insist that Detective Harris be reinstated, with a commendation from us. And as for the National Security Advisor herself…?”


      The DCI took up the file and stroked it lightly. With this bit of animation, some color returned to his face. “Give me overnight, Martin.” Slowly, the old glint was returning to his eyes. “I’ll think of something deliciously suitable.” He laughed, the first time he’d done so, it seemed, in ages. “‘Let the punishment fit the crime,’ eh?”


      


      Khan was with Zina to the end. He’d hidden the NX 20 and its horribly lethal payload. As far as the security people who were swarming all over the thermal heating station were concerned, he was a hero. They knew nothing about the bio-weapon. They knew nothing about him.


      It was a curious time for Khan. He held the hand of a dying young woman who couldn’t speak, who could barely breathe, and yet who quite clearly didn’t want to let him go. Perhaps it was simply that, in the end, she didn’t want to die.


      After Hull and Karpov realized that she was on the verge of dying and couldn’t provide them with information, they lost interest and so they left her alone with Khan. And he, so inured to death, experienced something wholly unexpected. Each breath she took, labored and painful, was a lifetime. He saw this in her eyes which, like her hand, would not let him go. She was drowning in the silence, sinking down into darkness. He couldn’t let that happen.


      Unbidden, his own pain was brought to the surface by hers, and he spoke to her of his life: of his abandonment, his imprisonment by the Vietnamese gunrunner, the religious conversion forced on him by the missionary, the political brainwashing by his Khmer Rouge interlocutor.


      And then, most painful of all, was wrenched out of him his feelings about Lee-Lee. “I had a sister,” he said in a thin, reedy voice. “She would’ve been about your age had she lived. She was two years younger than me, looked up to me, and I—I was her protector. I wanted so much to keep her safe, not only because my parents said I should but because I needed to. My father was away a lot. When we were off playing, who would protect her if not me?” Unaccountably, his eyes felt hot and his vision was blurred. Suffused with shame, he was about to turn away, but he saw something in Zina’s eyes, a fierce compassion that served as a lifeline for him, and his shame vanished. He continued then, connected to her on an even more intimate level. “But, in the end, I failed Lee-Lee. My sister was killed along with my mother. I should’ve been too, but I survived.” His hand found its way to the carved stone Buddha, gaining strength from it as he had done so many times before. “For such a long time, I used to wonder, what use was my survival? I had failed her.”


      When Zina’s lips parted slightly, he saw that her teeth were bloody. Her hand, which he held so tightly, squeezed his and he knew that she wanted him to go on. He was not only freeing her from her own agony but he was freeing himself from his own. And the most curious thing was that it worked. Though she couldn’t speak, though she was slowly dying, still her brain functioned. She heard what he said, and by her expression, he knew that it meant something to her—he knew that she was transported and that she understood.


      “Zina,” he said, “in a way, we’re kindred spirits. I see myself in you—alienated, abandoned, utterly alone. I know this won’t make much sense to you, but my own guilt at my failure to protect my sister made me hate my father beyond reason. All I could see was his abandonment of us—of me.” And then, in a moment of astonishing revelation, he realized that he was looking through a glass darkly, that the only way he recognized himself in her was that he had changed. She was, in fact, the way he used to be. It was far easier to plan revenge on his father than to face the full brunt of his own guilt. It was from this knowledge that his desire to help her sprang. He fervently wished that he could rescue her from death.


      But he, of all people, understood with uncanny intimacy the coming of death. Its tread, once heard, could not be stopped, even by him. And when the time came, when he heard the tread and saw death’s proximity in her eyes, he leaned over and, without being aware of it, smiled down at her reassuringly.


      Picking up where Bourne, his father, had left off, he said, “Remember what to tell the Questioners, Zina. ‘My God is Allah, my prophet Mohammad, my religion Islam, and my kibla the Holy Kaaba.’” There seemed so much that she wanted to tell him and could not. “You are righteous, Zina. They will welcome you to glory.”


      Her eyes flickered once and then, like a flame, the life that animated them was extinguished.


      


      Jamie Hull was waiting for Bourne when he returned to the Oskjuhlid Hotel. It had taken Bourne some time to get back there. Twice he was on the verge of passing out and was obliged to turn off the road, sitting with his forehead pressed against the steering wheel, he was in terrible pain, weary beyond thought, still, his will to see Khan again goaded him on. He did not care about security; he didn’t care about anything now but being with his son.


      At the hotel, after Bourne had briefly recounted Stepan Spalko’s role in the assault on the hotel, Hull insisted on taking him to a medic to see to his fresh wounds.


      “Spalko’s worldwide reputation is such that even after we recover the body and release the evidence, there will be those who will refuse to believe it,” Hull responded.


      The emergency medic’s rooms were filled with casualties lying on hastily erected cots. The more seriously wounded had been driven off by ambulance to the hospital. Then there were the dead, of whom no one yet wished to speak.


      “We know your part in this, and I must say we’re all grateful,” Hull said, as he sat beside Bourne. “The president wants to speak with you, of course, but that will come later.”


      The medic arrived and started to stitch up Bourne’s lacerated cheek.


      “This won’t heal pretty,” she said. “You might want to consult a plastic surgeon.”


      “It won’t be my first scar,” Bourne said.


      “So I see,” she said dryly.


      “One thing we found troubling was the presence of HAZMAT suits,” Hull continued. “We found no sign of a biological or chemical agent. Did you?”


      Bourne had to think fast. He’d left Khan alone with Zina and the bio-weapon. A sudden stab of fear struck him. “No. We were as surprised as you were. But, afterward, there was no one left alive to ask.”


      Hull nodded, and when the medic was finished, he helped Bourne up and out into the corridor. “I know you’d like nothing better than a hot shower and a change of clothes, but it’s important that I debrief you immediately.” He smiled reassuringly. “It’s a matter of national security. My hands are tied. But at least we can do it in a civilized manner over a hot meal, okay?”


      Without another word, he delivered a short, sharp kidney punch that dropped Bourne to his knees. As Bourne gasped for breath, Hull drew back his other hand. In it was a push-dagger, the stubby leaflike blade that emerged from between his second and third fingers dark with a substance that was doubtless poisonous.


      As he was about to drive it into Bourne’s neck, a shot sounded in the corridor. Bourne, released from Hull’s grip, slumped against the wall. Turning his head, he took everything in: Hull lying dead on the maroon carpet, the poisoned push-dagger in his hand, and hurrying up on his slightly bandy legs, Boris Illyich Karpov, director of the FSB’s Alpha Unit, a silenced pistol in his hand.


      “I must admit,” Karpov said in Russian, as he helped Bourne to his feet, “I always harbored a secret desire to kill a CIA agent.”


      “Christ, thanks,” Bourne gasped in the same language.


      “This was a pleasure, believe me.” Karpov stared down at Hull. “The CIA sanction against you has been rescinded, not that it mattered to him. It seems that you still have enemies inside your own Agency.”


      Bourne took several deep breaths, in itself a terribly painful proposition. He waited for his mind to clear sufficiently. “Karpov, how do I know you?”


      The Russian let loose with a booming laugh. “Gospadin Bourne, I see the rumors about your memory are true.” He put his arm around Bourne’s waist, half supporting him. “Do you remember—? No, of course you don’t. Well, the truth is, we’ve met several times. The last time, you saved my life, in fact.” He laughed again at Bourne’s bewildered expression. “It’s a fine tale, my friend. A suitable story to tell over a bottle of vodka. Or maybe two, eh? After a night like this, who knows?”


      “I’d be grateful for some vodka,” Bourne acknowledged, “but there’s someone I need to find first.”


      “Come,” Karpov said, “I’ll contact my men to clean up this garbage and we’ll do together whatever needs to be done.” He grinned hugely, dissolving the brutality of his features. “You stink like a week-old fish, you know that? But what the hell, I’m used to all sorts of foul odors!” He laughed again. “What a pleasure to see you again! One doesn’t make friends easily, I’ve discovered, especially in our line of work. And so we must celebrate this event, this reunion, no?”


      “Absolutely.”


      “And who must you need to find, my good friend Jason Bourne, that you cannot take a hot shower and a well-deserved rest first?”


      “A young man named Khan. You’ve met him, I assume.”


      “Indeed,” Karpov said as he led Bourne down another corridor. “A most remarkable young man. D’you know he never left the dying Chechen’s side? And she, for her part, never let go of his hand until the end.” He shook his head. “Most extraordinary.”


      He pursed his ruby lips. “Not that she deserved his attention. What was she, a murderer, a destroyer? You only have to see what they were attempting here to understand what kind of a monster she was.”


      “And yet,” Bourne said, “she needed to hold his hand.”


      “How he put up with it I’ll never know.”


      “Perhaps he needed something from her, as well.” Bourne gave him a look. “Still think she was a monster?”


      “Oh, yes,” Karpov said, “but then the Chechens have trained me to think that way.”


      “Nothing changes, does it?” Bourne said.


      “Not until we wipe them out.” Karpov gave him a sideways glance. “Listen, my idealistic friend, they have said about us what other terrorists have said about you Americans, ‘God has declared war on you.’ We have learned from bitter experience to take such pronouncements seriously.”


      


      As it happened, Karpov knew just where Khan was—in the main restaurant, which was, after a fashion, up and running again with a severely limited menu.


      “Spalko’s dead,” Bourne said to cover the rush of feeling he felt when he saw Khan.


      Khan put down his hamburger and studied the stitches on Bourne’s swollen cheek. “Are you hurt?”


      “More than I already am?” Bourne winced as he sat down. “It’s only minor.”


      Khan nodded but didn’t take his eyes off Bourne.


      Karpov, sitting down beside Bourne, called out to a passing waiter for a bottle of vodka. “Russian,” he said sharply, “not that Polish swill. And bring with it large glasses. We’re real men here, a Russian and heroes who are almost as good as Russians!” Then he returned his attention to his companions. “All right, what am I missing?” he said cannily.


      “Nothing,” Khan and Bourne said together.


      “Is that so?” The Russian agent’s caterpillar eyebrows lifted. “Well, then, there’s nothing left but to drink. In vino, veritas. In wine, there is truth, so the ancient Romans believed. And who should disbelieve them? They were damn fine soldiers, the Romans, and they had great generals, but they would’ve been even better if they’d drunk vodka instead of wine!” He laughed raucously until the other two had no choice but to join in.


      The vodka came then, along with water glasses. Karpov waved the waiter away.


      “One must open the first bottle oneself,” he said. “It’s tradition.”


      “Bullshit,” Bourne said, turning to Khan. “It’s a habit from the old days when Russian vodka was so poorly refined there was often fuel oil in it.”


      “Don’t listen to him.” Karpov pursed his lips, but there was a twinkle in his eye. He filled their glasses and very formally placed them in front of them. “To share a bottle of fine Russian vodka is the very definition of friendship, fuel oil notwithstanding. Because over that bottle of fine Russian vodka we talk of old times, of comrades and enemies who have passed.”


      He lifted up his glass and they followed suit.


      “Na Sdarovye!” he cried, taking an enormous swallow.


      “Na Sdarovye!” they echoed, following suit.


      Bourne’s eyes watered. The vodka burned all the way down, but in a moment a warmth suffused his stomach, reaching out its fingers to assuage the constant pain he’d been in.


      Karpov hunkered down, his face slightly flushed from both the fiery liquor and the simple pleasure of being with friends. “Now we’ll get drunk and tell all our secrets. We’ll learn what it means to be friends.”


      He took another huge swallow and said, “I’ll begin. Here’s my first secret. I know who you are, Khan. Though there’s never been a photo taken of you, I know you.” He put his finger beside his nose. “I haven’t been in the field for twenty years without honing my sixth sense. And knowing this, I steered you away from Hull, who, had he suspected, would surely have arrested you, hero status or no.”


      Khan shifted slightly. “Why would you do that?”


      “Oho, now you would kill me? Here at this amiable table? You think that I kept you isolated for myself? Did I not say that we were friends!” He shook his head. “You’ve much to learn about friendship, my young friend.” He leaned forward. “I kept you safe because of Jason Bourne, who always works alone. You were with him, therefore I knew you were important to him.”


      He took another slug of vodka and pointed at Bourne. “Your turn, my friend.”


      Bourne stared down into his vodka. He was acutely aware of Khan’s scrutiny. He knew what secret he wanted to divulge, but he was afraid that if he did, Khan would get up and walk away. But a truth was what he needed to tell them. He looked up finally.


      “In the end, when I was with Spalko, I almost faltered. Spalko came close to killing me, but the truth is…the truth is…”


      “It will be better for you to say it, yes,” Karpov urged.


      Bourne took the vodka into his mouth, swallowed the liquid courage down and turned to his son. “I thought of you. I thought if I failed now, if I allowed Spalko to kill me, I wouldn’t come back. I couldn’t abandon you; I couldn’t allow that to happen.”


      “Good!” Karpov banged his glass on the table. He pointed at Khan. “Now you, my young friend.”


      In the ensuing silence Bourne felt as if his heart was in danger of stopping. Blood pounded in his head and all the pain of his many wounds, so briefly anesthetized, came flooding back.


      “Well,” Karpov said, “has the cat got your tongue? Your friends have given themselves up to you, and now they’re waiting.”


      Khan looked straight at the Russian and said, “Boris Illyich Karpov, I’d like to formally introduce myself. My name is Joshua. I’m Jason Bourne’s son.”


      


      Many hours and liters of vodka later, Bourne and Khan stood together in the subbasement of the Oskjuhlid Hotel. It was musty down there and cold, but all they could smell were vodka fumes. There were bloodstains everywhere.


      “I suppose you’re wondering what happened to the NX 20,” Khan said.


      Bourne nodded. “Hull was suspicious of the HAZMAT suits. He said they didn’t find any evidence of biological or chemical weapons.”


      “I hid it,” Khan said. “I was waiting for you to come back so that we could destroy it together.”


      Bourne hesitated for a moment. “You had faith I’d come back.”


      Khan turned and looked at his father. “It seems that I’ve newly acquired my faith.”


      “Or had it restored.”


      “Don’t tell me—”


      “I know, I know, I have no business telling you what you think.” Bourne ducked his head. “Some acquisitions take more time than others.”


      Khan moved to where he’d hidden the NX 20, inside a crumbly niche behind a broken block of concrete obscured from view by one of the huge pipes in the thermal power station. “I had to leave Zina for a moment to do it,” he said, “but it couldn’t be helped.” He held it with understandable respect as he handed it over to Bourne. He went and took a small metal box out of the niche. “The vial with the payload is in here.”


      “We need a fire,” Bourne said, thinking of the legend he’d read on Dr. Sido’s computer. “Heat will render the payload inert.”


      


      The vast hotel kitchen was spotless. Its gleaming stainless-steel surfaces seemed even colder with the absence of personnel. Bourne had moved the skeleton staff out for the time being while he and Khan went over to the huge floor-to-ceiling ovens. They were gas-powered, and Bourne turned them up to the highest level. At once fierce flames shot through the fire-brick-lined interior. In less than a minute, it was too hot even to get close to.


      They donned HAZMAT suits, broke down the weapon and each one threw one half into the flames. The vial went next.


      “It’s like a Viking funeral pyre,” Bourne said as he watched the NX 20 collapse in on itself. He closed the door and they took off the suits.


      Turning to his son, he said, “I’ve phoned Marie, but I haven’t told her about you yet. I was waiting—”


      “I’m not going back with you,” Khan said.


      Bourne chose his next words with great care. “That would not be my choice.”


      “I know,” Khan said. “But I think there was a very good reason you didn’t tell your wife about me.”


      In the silence that abruptly engulfed them, Bourne was gripped by a terrible sorrow. He wanted to look away, to hide what had rushed to his face, but he could not. He was through hiding his emotions from his son and from himself.


      “You have Marie, two small children,” Khan said. “This is the new life David Webb has made for himself and I’m not a part of it.”


      Bourne had learned many things in the few days since the first bullet sang its warning song past his ear on campus, not the least of which was when to keep his mouth shut around his son. He’d made up his mind and that was it. Trying to talk him out of his decision would be useless. Worse, it would reawaken the still-latent anger he would carry around with him for some time. An emotion so toxic, so deep-seated, it couldn’t be expunged in a matter of days, weeks or even months.


      Bourne understood that Khan had made a wise decision. There was still too much pain, the wound still raw, though the bleeding, at least, had been stopped. And as Khan had astutely pointed out, he knew deep down Khan’s entry into the life that David Webb had fashioned for himself made no sense at all. Khan didn’t belong there.


      “Perhaps not now, perhaps not ever. But no matter how you feel about me, I want you to know that you have a brother and a sister who deserve to know you and have an older brother in their life. I hope there will come a time when that will happen—for all our sakes.”


      They walked together to the door and Bourne was very much aware that it was for the last time for many months to come. But not forever, no. This, at least, he had to make known to his son.


      He moved forward and took Khan into his embrace. They stood together in silence. Bourne could hear the hiss of the gas jets. Inside the ovens, the fire continued to burn fiercely, annihilating the terrible threat to them all.


      Reluctantly, he let Khan go, and for the briefest moment, as he stared into his son’s eyes, he saw him as he had been, as a little boy in Phnom Penh with the blazing Asian sun on his face and, in the dappled shadows of the palms just beyond, Dao watching, smiling at them both.


      “I’m also Jason Bourne,” he said. “That’s something you should never forget.”

    

  


  
    
      Epilogue

    


    
      When the President of the United States personally opened the double walnut doors to his West Wing study, the DCI felt as if he was being readmitted to the precincts of heaven after cooling his heels in the seventh circle of hell.


      The DCI was still suffering from the godawful malady, but with the telephone summons, he’d managed to drag himself out of his leather chair, had showered, shaved and dressed. He had been expecting the call. In fact, after he had his “Eyes Only” report delivered to the president, including all the detailed evidence compiled by Martin Lindros and Detective Harris he’d been mentally waiting for the call. And yet he’d waited in his robe and pajamas, sunk in his chair, listening to the oppressive silence of the house as if, within that void, he could discern the ghost of his wife’s voice.


      Now, as the president ushered him into the royal blue and gold corner office, he felt the desolation of his house even more keenly. Here was his life—the life he’d painstakingly built for himself over decades of faithful service and convoluted manipulation—here is where he understood the rules and knew how to play them, here and nowhere else.


      “Good of you to come,” the president said with his high-wattage smile. “It’s been too long.”


      “Thank you, sir,” the DCI said. “I was thinking the same thing.”


      “Take a seat.” The president waved him to an upholstered wing-back chair. He was dressed in an impeccably tailored dark-blue suit, white shirt and a red tie with blue polka dots. His cheeks were slightly flushed, as if he’d just come in from running wind sprints. “Coffee?”


      “I think I will. Thank you, sir.”


      At that moment, as if in response to an unheard summons, one of the presidential aides came in with a chased silver tray on which sat an ornate coffee pot and china cups in their delicate saucers. With a little thrill of pleasure, the DCI noted that there were only two cups.


      “The NSA will be along presently,” the president said, taking a seat opposite the DCI. The flush, the DCI could see now, wasn’t from physical exertion but from the full ripening of his power. “But before that, I wanted to thank you personally for your good work these past several days.”


      The aide handed them their coffee and left, closing the heavy door softly behind him.


      “I shudder to think of the dire consequences suffered by the civilized world were it not for your man Bourne.”


      “Thank you, sir. We never fully believed that he’d murdered Alex Conklin and Dr. Panov,” the DCI said with an earnest and thoroughly hypocritical candor, “but we were presented with certain evidence—trumped-up, as it turned out—and we were forced to act on it.”


      “Of course—I understand.” The president dropped two cubes of sugar into his cup and stirred thoughtfully. “All’s well that ends well, though in our world—as opposed to Shakespeare’s—there are consequences to every action.” He sipped his coffee. “Nevertheless, despite the bloodbath, the summit, as you know, went on as scheduled. And it was an unqualified success. In fact, the threat served to bring us more firmly together. All the heads of state—even, thank God, Aleksandr Yevtushenko—could see clearly the fate the world faced if we didn’t put aside our own myopic viewpoints and agree to work together. We now have signed, sealed and delivered a practical framework for going forward in a united front against terrorism. Already, the Secretary of State is on his way to the Middle East to begin the next round of talks. Quite an opening salvo across our enemies’ bows.”


      And your reelection is assured, the DCI thought. Not to mention the legacy of your presidency.


      At the discreet sound of the intercom, the president excused himself, rose and crossed to his desk. He listened for a moment, then looked up. His penetrating gaze rested on the DCI. “I’ve allowed myself to be cut off from someone who could have provided measured and valuable advice. Rest assured I won’t allow that to happen again.”


      Clearly, the president didn’t expect him to respond because he was already saying into the intercom, “Send her in.”


      The DCI, as emotionally vulnerable as he’d ever been, took a moment to collect himself. He looked about the spacious high-ceilinged room with its cream walls, royal blue carpet, dentiled molding and solid, comfortable furniture. Large oil portraits of several Republican presidents hung above a matching pair of Chippendale cherrywood sideboards. An American flag stood half-furled in a corner. Outside the windows, under a downy white haze, was an expanse of closely mowed lawn above which a cherry tree spread its arching branches. Clusters of pale pink blossoms shivered like bells in the spring breeze.


      The door opened and Roberta Alonzo-Ortiz was ushered in. The DCI noted with relish that the president didn’t budge from his position behind his desk. He stood still, facing the NSA, and, quite pointedly, didn’t ask her to sit down. The NSA was wearing a severely cut black suit, steel-gray silk blouse and practical low-heeled pumps. She appeared ready to attend a funeral, which, the DCI thought with no little glee, was entirely appropriate.


      She registered a split-instant’s surprise at the DCI’s presence. A last spark of enmity glowed in her eyes before they turned inward and she drew her face into a rigid mask. Her complexion appeared oddly mottled, as if in reaction to the obvious effort of stifling her emotions. She didn’t address him or otherwise acknowledge his presence.


      “Ms. Alonzo-Ortiz, I want you to understand some things so that you can put the events of the last several days into some kind of perspective,” the president began in a sonorous voice that brooked no interruption. “While I acceded to the Bourne sanction, I did so strictly on advice from you. I also agreed when you petitioned me for a quick resolution to the murders of Alex Conklin and Morris Panov and, foolishly, followed your judgment in condemning Detective Harry Harris of the Virginia State Police for the debacle beneath Washington Circle.


      “All I can say is that I’m profoundly grateful that the sanction wasn’t in the end carried out, but I’m appalled at the damage done to the career of a fine detective. Zeal is a commendable trait but not when it overrides the truth, something you swore to uphold when I asked you to come aboard.”


      Through this speech, he had neither moved nor taken his gaze from her. His expression was carefully neutral, but there was a certain clipped cadence to his words that revealed to the DCI, who after all knew him best, both the depth and the breadth of his anger. This was not a man to be made a fool of, this was not a president to forgive and forget. The DCI had counted on this when he prepared his damning report.


      “Ms. Alonzo-Ortiz, my administration has no place for political opportunists—at least, not those who are willing to sacrifice the truth in order to cover their own ass. The truth is, you should’ve aided in the investigation of the murders instead of trying your best to bury those falsely implicated. If you had, we might have uncovered this terrorist, Stepan Spalko, soon enough to have averted the bloodbath at the summit. As it is, we all owe a debt of gratitude to the DCI, especially you.”


      At this last, Roberta Alonzo-Ortiz winced, as if the president had dealt her a terrific blow, which, in a sense, he very deliberately had.


      He picked up a single sheet of paper off his desk. “Therefore, I accept your letter of resignation and grant your request to return to the private sector, effective immediately.”


      The former NSA opened her mouth to speak, but the president’s laserlike stare froze her in her tracks.


      “I wouldn’t,” he said shortly.


      She blanched, nodded slightly in submission, and turned on her heel.


      The moment the door closed behind her the DCI took a deep breath. For a moment the president’s gaze intersected his and all was revealed. He knew why his Commander-in-Chief had summoned him to witness the NSA’s humiliation. It was his way of making an apology. In all his years toiling as a servant of his country, the DCI had never before been apologized to by the president. He was so overcome he had no idea how to respond.


      In a daze of euphoria, he rose. The president was already on the phone, his eyes roving elsewhere. For a brief moment, the DCI paused, savoring his moment of triumph. Then he, too, departed the sanctum sanctorum, striding down the hushed corridors of power that he had made his home.


      


      David Webb had finished hanging the multicolored HAPPY BIRTHDAY sign in the living room. Marie was in the kitchen, putting the finishing touches on the chocolate cake she’d baked for Jamie’s eleventh birthday. The smells of pizza and chocolate drifted deliciously through the house. He looked around, wondering if there were enough balloons. He counted thirty—surely, that was more than enough.


      Though he’d returned to his life as David Webb, his ribs pained him with every breath he took and the rest of his body ached enough for him to know that he was also Jason Bourne and always would be. For so long he’d been terrified each time that side of his personality resurfaced, but now with Joshua’s reemergence, everything had changed. He had a compelling reason to become Jason Bourne again.


      But not with the CIA. With Alex’s death, he was quits with them, even though the DCI himself had asked him to stay, even though he actually liked and respected Martin Lindros, the man responsible for having the sanction against him lifted. It was Lindros who had admitted him to Bethesda Naval Hospital. In between bouts with a team of Agency-vetted specialists, who had seen to Webb’s wounds and had carefully examined his cracked ribs, Lindros had debriefed him. The DDCI had made a difficult task almost easy, allowing Webb precious time to sleep and unwind from his arduous trials.


      But after three days Webb wanted nothing more than to return to his students, and he needed time with his family, even though there was now an ache in his heart, a certain void given form and shape by Joshua’s return. He’d meant to tell Marie about him, had in fact told her every other detail of what had happened while they’d been out of touch. And yet each time he had come to the subject of his other son, his brain shut down. It wasn’t that he was afraid of her reaction—he trusted her too much for that. It was his own reaction he was unsure of. After only a week away he felt estranged from Jamie and Alison. He’d completely forgotten Jamie’s birthday until Marie had gently reminded him. Like the proverbial line in the sand, he felt a clear demarcation of his life before Joshua’s startling appearance and after. There was the darkness of grief and now there was the light of reconnection. There was death and now, miraculously, there was life. He needed to understand the implications of what had happened. How could he share something so monumental with Marie until he understood it himself?


      And so, on this, his young son’s birthday, his mind was flooded with thoughts of his older son. Where was Joshua? Shortly after he’d heard from Ozskar that Annaka Vadas’ body had been found by the side of the motorway leading to Ferihegy Airport, Joshua had slipped away, vanishing as quickly and completely as he had appeared. Had he returned to Budapest to see Annaka one last time? Webb hoped not.


      In any case, Karpov had promised to keep his secret, and Webb believed him. He realized that he had no idea where his son lived or even if he had a real home. It was impossible to imagine where Joshua was or what he might now be doing, and this caused a pain in Webb unlike any other. He felt the lack of him as acutely as if he’d lost a limb. There was so much he wanted to say to Joshua, so much time to make up for. It was difficult being patient, painful not even knowing whether Joshua would choose to come to him again.


      The party had begun, the twenty or so kids playing and yelling at the tops of their lungs. And there was Jamie in the center of it all, a born leader, a boy others his own age looked up to. His open face, so like Marie’s, was shining with happiness. Webb wondered whether he’d ever see such a look of unalloyed pleasure on Joshua’s face. Instantly, as if there was a telepathic link between them, Jamie glanced up and, seeing his father’s gaze on him, grinned hugely.


      Webb, having drawn greeter duty, once again heard the bell ring. He opened the door to find a FedEx agent with a package for him. He signed for it and at once took it down to the basement, where he unlocked a room to which there was only one key. Inside was a portable X-ray machine Conklin had procured for him. All packages coming to the Webbs were, unbeknownst to the children, run through this machine.


      Determining it was clean, Webb opened it. Inside were a baseball and two gloves, one for him and the other just the right size for an eleven-year-old. He unfolded the accompanying note, which read, simply:


      


      For Jamie’s birthday


      –Joshua


      


      David Webb stared at the gift, which meant more to him than anyone would ever know. Music drifted down to him from above, along with the intermittent laughter of the children. He thought of Dao and Alyssa and Joshua as they existed in his splintered memory, and this kaleidoscopic image, stimulated by the sharp, earthy scent of the oiled leather, was brought vividly to life. Reaching out, he felt the supple grain of the leather, ran his fingertips over the rawhide stitching. What memories were stirring inside him! His smile, when it came to his face, was bittersweet. He slipped his hand into the larger of the gloves and threw the baseball into the heart of it. Catching it there, he held it as tightly as if it were a will-o’-the-wisp.


      He heard a light tread on the top of the stairs, and then Marie’s voice calling to him.


      “I’ll be right up, sweetheart,” he said.


      He sat very still for some moments longer, allowing the events of the recent past to swirl around him. Then he exhaled deeply and set aside the past. With Jamie’s present cradled in the other hand, he mounted the basement stairs and went to rejoin his family.
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    Prologue

  


  The Chinook came beating up into a blood-red sky. It shuddered in the perilous crosscurrents, banking through the thin air. A web of clouds, backlit by the failing sun, streamed by like smoke from a flaming aircraft.


  Martin Lindros stared intently out of the military copter carrying him upward into the highest elevations of the Simien mountain range. While it was true that he hadn’t been in the field since the Old Man had appointed him to the position of deputy director of Central Intelligence four years ago, he’d made sure that he’d never lost his animal edge. He trained three mornings a week at the CI field agent obstacle course outside Quantico, and every Thursday night at ten he washed away the tedium of vetting electronic intel reports and signing action orders by spending ninety minutes at the firing range, reacquainting himself with every manner of firearm, old, current, and new. Manufacturing action of his own served to assuage his frustration at not being more relevant. All that changed, however, when the Old Man approved his operations proposal for Typhon.


  A thin keening knifed through the interior of the CI-modified Chinook. Anders, the commander of Skorpion One, the five-man squad of crack field operatives, nudged him, and he turned. Peering out the window at the shredding clouds, he saw the wind-ravaged north slope of Ras Dejen. There was something distinctly ominous about the forty-five-hundred-meter mountain, tallest in the Simien range. Perhaps that was because Lindros remembered the local lore: legends of spirits, ancient and evil, who supposedly dwelled on its upper reaches.


  The sound of the wind rose to a scream, as if the mountain were trying to tear itself from its roots.


  It was time.


  Lindros nodded and moved forward to where the pilot sat strapped securely into his seat. The deputy director was in his late thirties, a tall, sandy-haired graduate of Brown who had been recruited into CI during his doctorate in foreign studies at Georgetown. He was whip-smart and as dedicated a general as the DCI could ask for. Bending low so he could be heard over the noise, Lindros gave the pilot the final coordinates, which security dictated he keep to himself until the last possible moment.


  He had been in the field just over three weeks. In that time, he’d lost two men. A terrible price to pay. Acceptable losses, the Old Man would say, and he had to retrain himself to think that way if he was to have success in the field. But what price do you put on human life? This was a question that he and Jason Bourne had often debated, without an acceptable answer being reached. Privately, Lindros believed there were some questions to which there was no acceptable answer.


  Still, when agents were in the field, that was another matter altogether. “Acceptable losses” had to be accepted. There was no other way. So, yes, the deaths of those two men were acceptable, because in the course of his mission he had ascertained the veracity of the report that a terrorist organization had gotten its hands on a case of triggered spark gaps somewhere in the Horn of Africa. TSGs were small, ultra-high-energy switches, used to turn on and off enormous levels of voltage: high-tech escape valves to protect electronic components such as microwave tubes and medical testing devices. They were also used to trigger nuclear bombs.


  Starting in Cape Town, Lindros had followed a twisting trail that led from Botswana, to Zambia, through Uganda, to Ambikwa, a tiny agricultural village—no more than a fistful of buildings, a church and a bar among them—amid alpine pastureland on the slope of Ras Dejen. There he had obtained one of the TSGs, which he had immediately sent back to the Old Man via secure courier.


  But then something happened, something extraordinary, something horrifying. In the beaten-down bar with a floor of dung and dried blood, he had heard a rumor that the terrorist organization was transshipping more than TSGs out of Ethiopia. If the rumor was true, it had terrifying implications not only for America, but for the entire world, because it meant the terrorists had in their possession the instrument to plunge the globe into nightmare.


  



  Seven minutes later, the Chinook settled into the eye of a dust storm. The small plateau was entirely deserted. Just ahead was an ancient stone wall—a gateway, so the local legends went, to the fearsome home of the demons that dwelled here. Through a gap in the crumbling wall, Lindros knew, lay the almost vertical path to the giant rock buttresses that guarded the summit of Ras Dejen.


  Lindros and the men of Skorpion One hit the ground in a crouch. The pilot remained in his chair, keeping the engine revved, the rotors turning. The men wore goggles to protect them from the swirling dust and hail of small pebbles churned up by their transportation, and tiny wireless mikes and earpieces that curled into their ears, facilitating communication over the roar of the rotors. Each was armed with an XM8 Lightweight Assault Rifle capable of firing a blistering 750 rounds per minute.


  Lindros led the way across the rough-hewn plateau. Opposite the stone wall was a forbidding cliff face in which there appeared the black, yawning mouth of a cave. All else was dun-colored, ocher, dull red, the blasted landscape of another planet, the road to hell.


  Anders deployed his men in standard fashion, sending them first to check obvious hiding places, then to form a secure perimeter. Two of them went to the stone wall to check out its far side. The other two were assigned to the cave, one to stand at the mouth, the other to make certain the interior was clear.


  The wind, rising over the high butte that towered over them, whipped across the bare ground, penetrating their uniforms. Where the rock face didn’t drop off precipitously, it towered over them, ominous, muscular, its bare skull magnified in the thin air. Lindros paused at the remnants of a campfire, his attention shifting.


  At his side, Anders, like any good commander, was taking readings of the area perimeter from his men. No one lurked behind the stone wall. He listened intently to his second team.


  “There’s a body in the cave,” the commander reported. “Took a bullet to the brain. Stone-dead. Otherwise the site’s clean.”


  Lindros heard Anders’s voice in his ear. “This is where we start,” he said, pointing. “The only sign of life in this godforsaken place.”


  They squatted down. Anders stirred the charcoal with gloved fingers.


  “There’s a shallow pit here.” The commander scooped out the cindered debris. “See? The bottom is fire-hardened. Means someone’s lit not just one fire but many over the last months, maybe as long as a year.”


  Lindros nodded, gave the thumbs-up sign. “Looks like we might be in the right place.” Anxiety lanced through him. It appeared more and more likely that the rumor he’d heard was true. He’d been hoping against hope that it was just that, a rumor; that he’d get up here and find nothing. Because any other outcome was unthinkable.


  Unhooking two devices from his webbed belt, he turned them on, played them over the fire pit. One was an alpha radiation detector, the other a Geiger counter. What he was looking for, what he was hoping not to find, was a combination of alpha and gamma radiation.


  There was no reading from either device at the fire site.


  He kept going. Using the fire pit as a central point, he moved in concentric circles, his eyes glued to the meters. He was on his third pass, perhaps a hundred meters from the fire pit, when the alpha detector activated.


  “Shit,” he said under his breath.


  “Find something?” Anders asked.


  Lindros moved off axis and the alpha detector fell silent. Nothing on the Geiger. Well, that was something. An alpha reading, at this level, could come from anything, even, possibly, the mountain itself.


  He returned to where the detector had picked up the alpha radiation. Looking up, he saw that he was directly in line with the cave. Slowly, he began walking toward it. The reading on the radiation detector remained constant. Then, perhaps twenty meters from the cave mouth, it ramped up. Lindros paused for a moment to wipe beads of sweat off his upper lip. Christ, he was being forced to acknowledge another nail in the world’s coffin. Still—No gamma yet, he told himself. That was something. He held on to that hope for twelve more meters. Then the Geiger counter started up.


  Oh, God, gamma radiation in conjunction with alpha. Precisely the signature he was hoping not to find. He felt a line of perspiration trickle down his spine. Cold sweat. He hadn’t experienced anything like that since he’d had to make his first kill in the field. Hand-to-hand, desperation and determination on his face and on that of the man trying his best to kill him. Self-preservation.


  “Lights.” Lindros had to force out the word through a mouth full of mortal terror. “I need to see that corpse.”


  Anders nodded and gave orders to Brick, the man who had made the first foray into the cave. Brick switched on a xenon torch. The three men entered the gloom.


  There were no dead leaves or other organic materials to leaven the sharp mineral reek. They could feel the deadweight of the rock massif above them. Lindros was reminded of the feeling of near suffocation he had experienced when he’d first entered the tombs of the pharaohs down in the depths of Cairo’s pyramids.


  The bright xenon beam played over the rock walls. In this bleak setting, the male corpse did not look altogether out of place. Shadows fled across it as Brick moved the light. The xenon beam drained it of any color it might have had, making it seem less than human—a zombie out of a horror film. Its position was one of repose, of utter peace, belied by the neat bullet hole in the center of its forehead. The face was turned away, as if it wished to remain in darkness.


  “Wasn’t a suicide, that’s for sure,” Anders said, which had been the starting point of Lindros’s own train of thought. “Suicides go for something easy—the mouth is a prime example. This man was murdered by a professional.”


  “But why?” Lindros’s voice was distracted.


  The commander shrugged. “With these people it could be any of a thousand—”


  “Get the hell back!”


  Lindros shouted so hard into his mike that Brick, who had been circling toward the corpse, leapt back.


  “Sorry, sir,” Brick said. “I just wanted to show you something odd.”


  “Use the light,” Lindros instructed him. But he already knew what was coming. The moment they had stepped inside the cave both the rad detector and the Geiger counter had beat a terrifying rat-tat-tat against his eyes.


  Christ, he thought. Oh, Christ.


  The corpse was exceedingly thin, and shockingly young, not out of its teens, surely. Did he have the Semitic features of an Arab? He thought not, but it was nearly impossible to tell because—


  “Holy Mother of God!”


  Anders saw it then. The corpse had no nose. The center of his face had been eaten away. The ugly pit was black with curdled blood that foamed slowly out as if the body were still alive. As if something were feasting on it from the inside out.


  Which, Lindros thought with a wave of nausea, is precisely what is happening.


  “What the hell could do that?” Anders said thickly. “Tissue toxin? Virus?”


  Lindros turned to Brick. “Did you touch it? Tell me, did you touch the corpse?”


  “No, I—” Brick was taken aback. “Am I contaminated?”


  “Deputy Director, begging your pardon, sir, what the hell have you gotten us into. I’m used to being in the dark on black-ops missions, but this has crossed another boundary altogether.”


  Lindros, on one knee, uncapped a small metal canister and used his gloved finger to gather some of the dirt near the body. Sealing the container tightly, he rose.


  “We need to get out of here.” He stared directly into Anders’s face.


  “Deputy Director—”


  “Don’t worry, Brick. You’ll be all right,” he said with the voice of authority. “No more talk. Let’s go.”


  When they reached the cave mouth and the glare of the blasted, blood-red landscape, Lindros said into his mike, “Anders, as of now that cave is off limits to you and your men. Not even to take a leak. Got it?”


  The commander hesitated an instant, his anger, his concern for his men evident on his face. Then it seemed he shrugged mentally. “Yessir.”


  Lindros spent the next ten minutes scouring the plateau with his rad detector and Geiger counter. He very much wanted to know how the contamination had gotten up here—which route had the men carrying it taken? There was no point in looking for the way they had gone. The fact that the man without a nose had been shot to death told him that the group members had discovered in the most horrifying way that they had a radiation leak. They would surely have sealed it before venturing on. But he had no luck now. Away from the cave, both the alpha and gamma radiation vanished completely. Not a hint of a trace remained for him to determine its path.


  Finally, he turned back from the perimeter.


  “Evacuate the site, Commander.”


  “You heard the man,” Anders shouted as he trotted toward the waiting copter. “Let’s saddle up, boys!”


  



  Wa’i,” Fadi said. He knows.


  “Surely not.” Abbud ibn Aziz stirred his position beside Fadi. Crouched behind the high butte three hundred meters above the plateau, they served as advance guard for a cadre of perhaps twenty armed men lying low against the rocky ground behind them.


  “With these I can see everything. There was a leak.”


  “Why weren’t we informed?”


  There was no reply. None was needed. They had not been informed because of naked fear. Fadi, had he known, would have killed them all—every last one of the Ethiopian transporters. Such were the wages of absolute intimidation.


  Fadi, peering through powerful 12×50 Russian military binoculars, scanned to his right to keep Martin Lindros in his sights. The 12×50s provided a dizzyingly small field of view but more than made up for it in their detail. He had seen that the leader of the group—the deputy director of CI—was using both a rad detector and a Geiger counter. This American knew what he was about.


  Fadi, a tall, broad-shouldered man, possessed a decidedly charismatic demeanor. When he spoke, everyone in his presence fell silent. He had a handsome, powerful face, the color of his skin deepened further by desert sun and mountain wind. His beard and hair were long and curling, the inky color of a starless midnight. His lips were full and wide. When he smiled the sun seemed to have come down from its place in the heavens to shine directly on his disciples. For Fadi’s avowed mission was messianic in nature: to bring hope where there was no hope, to slaughter the thousands that made up the Saudi royal family, to wipe their abomination off the face of the earth, to free his people, to distribute the obscene wealth of the despots, to restore the rightful order to his beloved Arabia. To begin, he knew, he must delink the symbiotic relationship between the Saudi royal family and the government of the United States of America. And to do that he must strike at America, to make a clear statement that was as lasting as it was indelible.


  What he must not do was underestimate the capacity of Americans to endure pain. This was a common mistake among his extremist comrades, this is what got them into trouble with their own people, this more than anything else was the source of a life lived without hope.


  Fadi was no fool. He had studied the history of the world. Better, he had learned from it. When Nikita Khrushchev had said to America, “We will bury you!” he had meant it in his heart as well as in his soul. But who was it that had been buried? The USSR.


  When his extremist comrades said, “We have many lifetimes to bury America,” they were referring to the endless supply of young men who gained their majority each year, from whom they could choose the martyrs to die in battle. But they gave no thought whatsoever to the deaths of these young men. Why should they? Paradise lay waiting with open arms for the martyrs. Yet what, really, had been gained? Was America living without hope? No. Did these acts push America toward a life without hope? Again, no. So what was the answer?


  Fadi believed with all his heart and his soul—and most especially with his formidable intellect—that he had found it.


  Keeping track of the deputy director through his 12×50s, he saw that the man seemed reluctant to leave. He felt like a bird of prey as he gazed down on the target site. The arrogant American soldiers had climbed into the helicopter, but their commander—Fadi’s intel did not extend to his name—would not allow his leader to remain on the plateau unguarded. He was a canny man. Perhaps his nose smelled something his eyes could not see; perhaps he was only adhering to well-taught discipline. In any case, as the two men stood side by side talking, Fadi knew he would not get a better chance.


  “Begin,” he said softly to Abbud ibn Aziz without taking his eyes from the lenses.


  Beside him, Abbud ibn Aziz took up the Soviet-made RPG-7 shoulder launcher. He was a stocky man, moon-faced with a cast in his left eye, there since birth. Swiftly and surely, he inserted the tapered, finned warhead into the rocket propulsion tube. The fins on the rotating grenade provided stability, assurance that it would hit its target with a high degree of accuracy. When he depressed the trigger, the primary system would launch the grenade at 117 meters per second. That ferocious burst of energy would, in turn, ignite the rocket propulsion system within the trailing tube, boosting the warhead speed to 294 meters per second.


  Abbud ibn Aziz put his right eye against the optical sight, mounted just behind the trigger. He found the Chinook, thought fleetingly that it was a pity to lose this magnificent war machine. But such an object of desire was not for him. In any event, everything had been meticulously planned by Fadi’s brother, down to the trail of clues that had compelled the deputy director of CI out of his office and into the field, that led him a tortuous route to northwestern Ethiopia, thence here to the upper reaches of Ras Dejen.


  Abbud ibn Aziz positioned the RPG-7 so that it was aimed at the helicopter’s front rotor assembly. He was now one with the weapon, one with the goal of his cadre. He could feel the absolute resolve of his comrades flowing through him like a tide, a wave about to crash onto the enemy shore.


  “Remember,” Fadi said.


  But Abbud ibn Aziz, a highly skilled armorist, trained by Fadi’s brilliant brother in modern war machinery, needed no reminder. The one drawback of the RPG was that upon firing, it emitted a telltale trail of smoke. They would immediately become visible to the enemy. This, too, had been accounted for.


  He felt the tap of Fadi’s forefinger on his shoulder, which meant their target was in position. His finger curled around the trigger. He took a deep breath, slowly exhaled.


  There came the recoil, a hurricane of superheated air. Then the flash-and-boom of the explosion itself, the plume of smoke, the twisted rotor blades rising together from the opposite camps. Thunderous echoes, like the dull ache in Abbud ibn Aziz’s shoulder, were still resounding when Fadi’s men rose as one and rushed to the butte, a hundred meters east of where he and Abbud ibn Aziz had been perched and were now scrambling away, where the telltale smoke plume rose. As the cadre had been taught, it fired a massed fusillade of shots, the expressed rage of the faithful.


  Al-Hamdu lil-Allah! Allah be praised! The attack had begun.


  



  One moment Lindros had been telling Anders why he wanted two more minutes on site, the next he felt as if his skull had been crushed by a pile driver. It took him some moments to realize that he was flat on the ground, his mouth filled with dirt. He lifted his head. Burning debris swung crazily through the smoky air, but there was no sound, nothing at all but a peculiar pressure on his eardrums, an inner whooshing, as if a lazy wind had started up inside his head. Blood ran down his cheeks, hot as tears. The sharp, choking odor of burned rubber and plastics filled his nostrils, but there was something else as well: the heavy underscent of roasting meat.


  It was when he tried to roll over that he discovered Anders half lying atop him. The commander had taken the brunt of the blast in an effort to protect him. His face and bared shoulder, where his uniform was burned away, were crisped and smoking. All the hair on his head had been burned off, leaving little more than a skull. Lindros gagged, with a convulsive shudder pushed the corpse off him. He gagged again as he rose to his knees.


  A kind of whirring came to him then, strangely muted, as if heard from a great distance. Turning, he saw the members of Skorpion One piling out of the wreckage of the Chinook, firing their semiautomatics as they came.


  One of them went down under the withering hail of machine-gun fire. Lindros’s next move was instinctual. On his belly, he crawled to the dead man, snatched up his XM8, and began firing.


  The battle-hardened men of Skorpion One were both courageous and well trained. They knew when to take their shots and when to take refuge. Nevertheless, as the crossfire started up they were totally unprepared, so concentrated were they on the enemy in front of them. One by one they were shot, most multiple times.


  Lindros soldiered on, even after he was the last man standing. Curiously, no one shot at him; not one bullet even came close. He had just begun to wonder about this when his XM8 ran out of ammo. He stood with the smoking assault rifle in his hand, watching the enemy coming down from the butte above him.


  They were silent, thin as the ravaged man inside the cave, with the hollow eyes of men who had seen too much blood spilled. Two broke off from the pack and slipped into the smoldering carcass of the Chinook.


  Lindros jerked as he heard shots being fired. One of the cadre spun through the open door of the blackened Chinook, but a moment later the other man dragged the bloody pilot out by his collar.


  Was he dead or merely unconscious? Lindros longed to know, but the others had enclosed him in a circle. He saw in their faces the peculiar light of the fanatic, a sickly yellow, a flame that could be extinguished only by their own death.


  He dropped his useless weapon and they took him, pulling his hands hard behind his back. Men took up the bodies on the ground and dumped them into the Chinook. In their wake, two others advanced with flamethrowers. With unnerving precision, they proceeded to incinerate the helicopter and the dead and wounded men inside it.


  Lindros, groggy and bleeding from a number of superficial cuts, watched the supremely coordinated maneuvers. He was surprised and impressed. He was also frightened. Whoever had planned this clever ambush, whoever had trained this cadre was no ordinary terrorist. Out of sight of his captors, he worked the ring he wore off his finger and dropped it into the rocky scree, taking a step to cover it with his shoe. Whoever came after him needed to know that he’d been here, that he hadn’t been killed with the rest.


  At that moment, the knot of men around him parted and he saw striding toward him a tall, powerful-looking Arab with a bold, desert-chiseled face and large, piercing eyes. Unlike the other terrorists Lindros had interrogated, this one had the mark of civilization on him. The First World had touched him; he had drunk from its technological cup.


  Lindros stared into the Arab’s dark eyes as they stood, confronting each other.


  “Good afternoon, Mr. Lindros,” the terrorist leader said in Arabic.


  Lindros continued to stare at him, unblinking.


  “Silent American, where is your bluster now?” Smiling, he added: “It’s no use pretending. I know you speak Arabic.” He relieved Lindros of both radiation detector and Geiger counter. “I must assume you found what you were looking for.” Feeling through Lindros’s pockets, he produced the metal canister. “Ah, yes.” He opened it and poured out the contents between Lindros’s boots. “Pity for you the real evidence is long gone. Wouldn’t you like to know its destination.” This last was said as a mocking statement, not as a question.


  “Your intel is first-rate,” Lindros said in impeccable Arabic, causing a considerable stir among everyone in the cadre, save two men: the leader himself and a stocky man whom Lindros took to be the second in command.


  There came the leader’s smile again. “I return the compliment.”


  Silence.


  Without warning, the leader hit Lindros so hard across the face his teeth snapped together. “My name is Fadi, the redeemer, Martin. You don’t mind if I call you Martin? Just as well, as we’re going to become intimates over the next several weeks.”


  “I don’t intend to tell you anything,” Lindros said, abruptly switching to English.


  “What you intend and what you will do are two separate things,” Fadi said in equally precise English. He inclined his head. Lindros winced as he felt the wrench on his arms, so savage it threatened to dislocate his shoulders.


  “You have chosen to pass on this round.” Fadi’s disappointment appeared genuine. “How arrogant of you, how truly unwise. But then, after all, you are American. Americans are nothing if they are not arrogant, eh, Martin. And, truly, unwise.”


  Again the thought arose that this was no ordinary terrorist: Fadi knew his name. Through the mounting pain shooting up his arms, Lindros fought to keep his face impassive. Why wasn’t he equipped with a cyanide capsule in his mouth disguised as a tooth, like agents in spy novels? Sooner or later, he suspected, he’d wish he had one. Still, he’d keep up this front for as long as he was able.


  “Yes, hide behind your stereotypes,” he said. “You accuse us of not understanding you, but you understand us even less. You don’t know me at all.”


  “Ah, in this, as in most things, you’re wrong, Martin. In point of fact I know you quite well. For some time I have—how do American students put it?—ah, yes, I have made you my major. Anthropological studies or realpolitik?” He shrugged as if they were two colleagues drinking together. “A matter of semantics.”


  His smile broadened as he kissed Lindros on each cheek. “So now we move on to round two.” When he pulled away, there was blood on his lips.


  “For three weeks, you have been looking for me; instead, I have found you.”


  He did not wipe away Lindros’s blood. Instead, he licked it off.


  



  



  BOOK ONE


  
    
      ONE

    


    
      When did this particular flashback begin, Mr. Bourne?” Dr. Sunderland asked.


      Jason Bourne, unable to sit still, walked about the comfortable, homey space that seemed more like a study in a private home than a doctor’s office. Cream walls, mahogany wainscoting, a vintage dark-wood desk with claw feet, two chairs, and a small sofa. The wall behind Dr. Sunderland’s desk was covered with his many diplomas and an impressive series of international awards for breakthrough therapy protocols in both psychology and psychopharmacology related to his specialty: memory. Bourne studied them closely, then saw the photo in a silver frame on the doctor’s desk.


      “What’s her name?” Bourne said. “Your wife.”


      “Katya,” Dr. Sunderland said after a slight hesitation.


      Psychiatrists always resisted giving out any personal information about themselves and their family. But in this case, Bourne thought…


      Katya was in a ski suit. A striped knit cap was on her head, a pom-pom at its top. She was blond and very beautiful. Something about her suggested that she was comfortable in front of the camera. She was smiling into the camera, the sun in her eyes. The crinkles at their outside corners made her seem peculiarly vulnerable.


      Bourne felt tears coming. Once he would have said that they were David Webb’s tears. But the two warring personalities—David Webb and Jason Bourne, the day and night of his soul—had finally fused. While it was true that David Webb, sometime professor of linguistics at Georgetown University, was sinking deeper into shadow, it was just as true that Webb had softened Bourne’s most paranoid and antisocial edges. Bourne couldn’t live in Webb’s world of normalcy, just as Webb couldn’t survive in Bourne’s vicious shadow world.


      Dr. Sunderland’s voice intruded on his thoughts. “Please sit down, Mr. Bourne.”


      Bourne did so. There was a kind of relief in letting go of the photo.


      Dr. Sunderland’s face settled into an expression of heartfelt sympathy. “The flashbacks, Mr. Bourne, they began following your wife’s death, I imagine. Such a shock would—”


      “Not then, no,” Jason Bourne said quickly. But that was a lie. The memory shards had resurfaced the night he had seen Marie. They had woken him out of sleep—nightmares made manifest, even in the brilliance of the lights he had turned on.


      Blood. Blood on his hands, blood covering his chest. Blood on the face of the woman he is carrying. Marie! No, not Marie! Someone else, the tender planes of her neck pale through the streams of blood. Her life leaking all over him, dripping onto the cobbled street as he runs. Panting through the chill night. Where is he? Why is he running? Dear God, who is she?


      He had bolted up, and though it was the dead of the night he’d dressed and slipped out, running full-out through the Canadian countryside until his sides ached. The bone-white moonlight had followed him like the bloody shards of memory. He’d been unable to outrun either.


      Now he was lying to this doctor. Well, why not? He didn’t trust him, even though Martin Lindros—the DDCI and Bourne’s friend—had recommended him, showed Bourne his impressive credentials. Lindros had gotten Sunderland’s name from a list provided by the DCI’s office. He didn’t have to ask his friend about that: Anne Held’s name on the bottom of each page of the document verified his hypothesis. Anne Held was the DCI’s assistant, stern right hand.


      “Mr. Bourne?” Dr. Sunderland prompted him.


      Not that it mattered. He saw Marie’s face, pale and lifeless, felt Lindros’s presence beside him as he took in the coroner’s French-Canadian-accented English: “The viral pneumonia had spread too far, we couldn’t save her. You can take comfort in the fact that she didn’t suffer. She went to sleep and never woke up.” The coroner had looked from the dead woman to her grief-stricken husband and his friend. “If only she’d come back from the skiing trip sooner.”


      Bourne had bitten his lip. “She was taking care of our children. Jamie had turned an ankle on his last run. Alison was terribly frightened.”


      “She didn’t seek a doctor? Suppose the ankle was sprained—or broken.”


      “You don’t understand. My wife—her entire family are outdoors people, ranchers, hardy stock. Marie was trained from an early age to take care of herself in the wilderness. She had no fear of it whatsoever.”


      “Sometimes,” the coroner had said, “a little fear is a good thing.”


      “You have no right to judge her!” Bourne had cried out in anger and grief.


      “You’ve spent too much time with the dead,” Lindros had berated the coroner. “You need to work on your people skills.”


      “My apologies.”


      Bourne had caught his breath and, turning to Lindros, said, “She phoned me, she thought it was just a cold.”


      “A natural enough conclusion,” his friend had said. “In any event, her mind was clearly on her son and daughter.”


      “So, Mr. Bourne, when did the memory flashes begin?” There was the distinct tinge of a Romanian accent to Dr. Sunderland’s English. Here was a man, with his high, wide forehead, strong-lined jaw, and prominent nose, that one could easily have confidence in, confide in. He wore steel-rimmed glasses and his hair was slicked back in a curious, old-fashioned style. No PDA for him, no text-messaging on the run. Above all, no multitasking. He wore a three-piece suit of heavy Harris tweed, a red-and-white polka-dot bow tie.


      “Come, come.” Dr. Sunderland cocked his large head, which made him look like an owl. “You’ll forgive me, but I feel quite sure you’re—how shall I put it—hiding the truth.”


      At once, Bourne was on the alert. “Hiding…?”


      Dr. Sunderland produced a beautiful crocodile-skin wallet, from which he slipped a hundred-dollar bill. Holding it up, he said, “I’ll wager that the memory flashes began just after you laid your wife to rest. However, this wager will be invalid if you elect not to tell the truth.”


      “What are you, a human lie detector?”


      Dr. Sunderland wisely kept his own counsel.


      “Put your money away,” Bourne said at length. He sighed. “You’re right, of course. The memory flashes began the day I saw Marie for the last time.”


      “What form did they take?”


      Bourne hesitated. “I was looking down at her—in the funeral home. Her sister and father had already identified her and had her transferred from the coroner’s. I looked down at her and—I didn’t see her at all…”


      “What did you see, Mr. Bourne?” Dr. Sunderland’s voice was soft, detached.


      “Blood. I saw blood.”


      “And?”


      “Well, there was no blood. Not really. It was the memory surfacing—without warning—without…”


      “That’s the way it always happens, isn’t it?”


      Bourne nodded. “The blood… it was fresh, glistening, made bluish by street lamps. The blood covered this face…”


      “Whose face?”


      “I don’t know… a woman… but it wasn’t Marie. It was… someone else.”


      “Can you describe this woman?” Dr. Sunderland asked.


      “That’s the thing. I can’t. I don’t know… And yet, I know her. I know I do.”


      There was a small silence, into which Dr. Sunderland interjected another seemingly unrelated question. “Tell me, Mr Bourne, what is today’s date?”


      “That’s not the kind of memory problem I have.”


      Dr. Sunderland ducked his head. “Indulge me, please.”


      “Tuesday, February third.”


      “Four months since the funeral, since your memory problem began. Why did you wait so long to seek help?”


      For a time, there was another silence. “Something happened last week,” Bourne said at length. “I saw—I saw an old friend of mine.” Alex Conklin, walking down the street in Alexandria’s Old Town where he’d taken Jamie and Alison for the last outing he’d have with them for a long time. They had just come out of a Baskin-Robbins, the two of them loaded with ice-cream cones, and there was Conklin big as life. Alex Conklin: his mentor, the mastermind behind the Jason Bourne identity. Without Conklin, it was impossible to imagine where he’d be today.


      Dr. Sunderland cocked his head. “I don’t understand.”


      “This friend died three years ago.”


      “Yet you saw him.”


      Bourne nodded. “I called his name, and when he turned around he was holding something in his arms—someone, actually. A woman. A bloody woman.”


      “Your bloody woman.”


      “Yes. At that moment I thought I was losing my mind.”


      That was when he’d decided to ship the kids off. Alison and Jamie were with Marie’s sister and father in Canada, where the family maintained their enormous ranch. It was better for them, though Bourne missed them terribly. It would not be good for them to see him now.


      Since then, how many times had he dreamed of the moments he dreaded most: seeing Marie’s pale face; picking up her effects at the hospital; standing in the darkened room of the funeral home with the director beside him, staring down at Marie’s body, her face still, waxen, made up in a way Marie never would have done herself. He had leaned over, his hand reaching out, and the director had offered a handkerchief, which Bourne had used to wipe the lipstick and rouge off her face. He had kissed her then, the coldness of her lips running right through him like an electric shock: She’s dead, she’s dead. That’s it, my life with her is over. With a small sound, he’d lowered the casket lid. Turning to the funeral director, he’d said, “I’ve changed my mind. No open casket. I don’t want anyone to see her like this, especially the children.”


      “Nevertheless you went after him,” Dr. Sunderland persisted. “Most fascinating. Given your history, your amnesia, the trauma of your wife’s untimely death set off a particular memory flashback. Can you think in what way your deceased friend is connected with the bloody woman?”


      “No.” But of course that was a lie. He suspected that he was reliving an old mission—one that Alex Conklin had sent him on years ago.


      Dr. Sunderland steepled his fingers together. “Your memory flashes can be triggered by anything providing it’s vivid enough: something you saw, smelled, touched, like a dream resurfacing. Except for you these ‘dreams’ are real. They’re your memories; they actually happened.” He took up a gold fountain pen. “There’s no doubt that a trauma such as you’ve suffered would be at the top of that list. And then to believe you’ve seen someone you know to be dead—it’s hardly surprising the flashbacks have become more numerous.”


      True enough, but the escalation of the flashbacks made his mental state that much more unbearable. On that afternoon in Georgetown, he’d left his children. It was only for a moment, but… He’d been horrified; he still was.


      Marie was gone, in a terrible, senseless moment. And now it wasn’t only the memory of Marie that haunted him, but those ancient silent streets, leering at him, streets that possessed knowledge he didn’t, that knew something about him, something he couldn’t even guess at. His nightmare went like this: The memory flashes would come and he’d be bathed in cold sweat. He’d lie in the darkness, absolutely certain he’d never fall asleep. Inevitably he did—a heavy, almost drugged sleep. And when he rose from that abyss, he’d turn, still in the grip of slumber, searching as he always did for Marie’s warm, delicious body. Then it would hit him all over again, a freight train slamming him full in the chest.


      Marie is dead. Dead and gone forever…


      The dry, rhythmic sound of Dr. Sunderland writing in his notebook brought Bourne back from his black oblivion.


      “These memory flashes are literally driving me crazy.”


      “Hardly surprising. Your desire to uncover your past is all-consuming. Some might even term it obsessive—I certainly would. An obsession often deprives those suffering with it of the ability to live what might be termed a normal life—though I detest that term and use it infrequently. In any event, I think I can help.”


      Dr. Sunderland spread his hands, which were large and callused. “Let me begin by explaining to you the nature of your disability. Memories are made when electrical impulses cause synapses in the brain to release neurotransmitters so that the synapses fire, as we say. This creates a temporary memory. To make this permanent a process called consolidation needs to occur. I won’t bore you by detailing it. Suffice it to say that consolidation requires the synthesis of new proteins, hence it takes many hours. Along the way the process can be blocked or altered by any number of things—severe trauma, for instance, or unconsciousness. This is what happened to you. While you were unconscious, your abnormal brain activity turned your permanent memories into temporary ones. The proteins that create temporary memories degrade very quickly. Within hours, or even minutes, those temporary memories disappear.”


      “But my memories occasionally do surface.”


      “That’s because trauma—physical, emotional, or a combination of the two—can very quickly flood certain synapses with neurotransmitters, thus resurrecting, shall we say, memories previously lost.”


      Dr. Sunderland smiled. “All this is to prepare you. The idea of full memory erasure, though closer than ever before, is still the stuff of science fiction. However, the very latest procedures are at my disposal, and I can confidently say that I can get your memory to surface completely. But you must give me two weeks.”


      “I’m giving you today, Doctor.”


      “I highly recommend—”


      “Today,” Bourne said more firmly.


      Dr. Sunderland studied him for some time, tapping his gold pen contemplatively against his lower lip. “Under those circumstances… I believe I can suppress the memory. That’s not the same as erasing it.”


      “I understand.”


      “All right.” Dr. Sunderland slapped his thighs. “Come into the examination room and I’ll do my best to help you.” He lifted a long, cautionary forefinger. “I suppose I needn’t remind you that memory is a terribly slippery creature.”


      “No need at all,” Bourne said as another glimmer of foreboding eeled its way through him.


      “So you understand there are no guarantees. The chances are excellent that my procedure will work, but for how long…” He shrugged.


      Bourne nodded as he rose and followed Dr. Sunderland into the next room. This was somewhat larger than the consultation room. The floor was doctor’s standard-issue speckled linoleum, the walls lined with stainless-steel equipment, counter, and cabinets. A small sink took up one corner, below which was a red plastic receptacle with a BIOHAZARD label prominently affixed to it. The center of the room was taken up by what looked like a particularly plush and futuristic dentist chair. Several articulated arms depended from the ceiling in a tight circle around it. There were two medical devices of unknown origin set on carts with rubber wheels. All in all, the room had the efficient, sterile look of an operating theater.


      Bourne sat on the chair and waited while Dr. Sunderland adjusted its height and inclination to his satisfaction. From one of the rolling carts, the doctor then affixed eight electronic leads to different areas of Bourne’s head.


      “I’m going to perform two series of tests of your brain waves, one when you’re conscious, one when you’re unconscious. It’s crucial that I be able to evaluate both states of your brain activity.”


      “And then what?”


      “It depends on what I find,” Dr. Sunderland said. “But the treatment will involve stimulating certain synapses in the brain with specific complex proteins.” He peered down at Bourne. “Miniaturization is the key, you see. That’s one of my specialties. You cannot work with proteins, on that minuscule level, without being an expert in miniaturization. You’ve heard of nanotechnology?”


      Bourne nodded. “Manufactured electronic bits of microscopic size. In effect, tiny computers.”


      “Precisely.” Dr. Sunderland’s eyes gleamed. He appeared very pleased by the scope of his patient’s knowledge. “These complex proteins—these neurotransmitters—act just like nanosites, binding and strengthening synapses in areas of your brain to which I will direct them, to block or make memories.”


      All at once Bourne ripped off the electronic leads, rose, and, without a word, bolted out of the office. He half ran down the marble-clad hall, his shoes making small clicking sounds as if a many-legged animal were pursuing him. What was he doing, allowing someone to tinker with his brain?


      The two bathroom doors stood side by side. Hauling open the door that said MEN, he rushed inside, stood with his arms rigid on either side of the white porcelain sink. There was his face, pallid, ghostly in the mirror. He saw reflected the tiles behind him, so like those in the funeral home. He saw Marie—lying still, hands crossed on her flat, athlete’s belly. She floated as if on a barge, as if on a swift river, taking her away from him.


      He pressed his forehead against the mirror. The floodgates opened, tears welled up in his eyes, rolled freely down his cheeks. He remembered Marie as she had been, her hair floating in the wind, the skin at the nape of her neck like satin; when they’d whitewater-rafted down the Snake River, her strong, sun-browned arms digging the paddle into the churning water, the big Western sky reflected in her eyes; when he’d asked her to marry him, on the stolid granite grounds of Georgetown University, she in a black spaghetti-strap dress beneath a Canadian shearling coat, holding hands, laughing on the way to a faculty Christmas party; when they’d said their vows, the sun sliding behind the jagged snowcapped peaks of the Canadian Rockies, their newly ringed hands linked, their lips pressed together, their hearts beating as one. He remembered when she’d given birth to Alison. Two days before Halloween, she was sitting at the sewing machine, making a ghost pirate costume for Jamie, when her water broke. Alison’s birth was hard and long. At the end, Marie had begun to bleed. He’d almost lost her then, holding on tight, willing her not to leave him. Now he had lost her forever…


      He found himself sobbing, unable to stop.


      And then, like a ghoul haunting him, the unknown woman’s bloody face once again rose from the depths of his memory to blot out his beloved Marie. Blood dripped. Her eyes stared sightlessly up at him. What did she want? Why was she haunting him? He gripped his temples in despair and moaned. He desperately wanted to leave this floor, this building, but he knew he couldn’t. Not like this, not being assaulted by his own brain.


      



      Dr. Sunderland was waiting with pursed lips, patient as stone, in his office. “Shall I?”


      Bourne, the bloody face still clogging his senses, took a breath and nodded. “Go ahead.”


      He sat in the chair, and Dr. Sunderland reattached the leads. He flipped a switch on the movable cart and began to ramp up dials, some quickly, others slowly, almost gingerly.


      “Don’t be apprehensive,” Dr. Sunderland said gently. “You will feel nothing at all.”


      Bourne didn’t.


      When Dr. Sunderland was satisfied, he threw another switch and a long sheet of paper much like the one used in an EEG machine came rolling out of a slot. The doctor peered at the printout of Bourne’s waking brain waves.


      He made no notations on the printout but nodded to himself, his brow roiled like an oncoming thunderhead. Bourne could not tell whether any of this was a good sign or a bad one.


      “All right then,” Dr. Sunderland said at length. He switched off the machine, rolled the cart away, and replaced it with the second one.


      From a tray on its gleaming metal top he picked up a syringe. Bourne could see that it was already loaded with a clear liquid.


      Dr. Sunderland turned to Bourne. “The shot won’t put you all the way out, just into a deep sleep—delta waves, the slowest brain waves.” In response to the practiced movement of the doctor’s thumb, a bit of the liquid squirted out the end of the needle. “I need to see if there are any unusual breaks in your delta wave patterns.”


      Bourne nodded, and awoke as if no time had passed.


      “How do you feel?” Dr. Sunderland asked.


      “Better, I think,” Bourne said.


      “Good.” Dr. Sunderland showed him a printout. “As I suspected, there was an anomaly in your delta wave pattern.” He pointed. “Here, you see? And again here.” He handed Bourne a second printout. “Now here is your delta wave pattern after the treatment. The anomaly is vastly diminished. Judging by the evidence, it is reasonable to assume that your flashbacks will disappear altogether over the course of the next ten or so days. Though I have to warn you there’s a good chance they might get worse over the next forty-eight hours, the time it takes for your synapses to adjust to the treatment.”


      



      The short winter twilight was skidding toward night when Bourne exited the doctor’s building, a large Greek Revival limestone structure on K Street. An icy wind off the Potomac, smelling of phosphorus and rot, whipped the flaps of his overcoat around his shins.


      Turning away from a bitter swirl of dust and grit, he saw his reflection in a flower shop window, a bright spray of flowers displayed behind the glass, so like the flowers at Marie’s funeral.


      Then, just to his right, the brass-clad door to the shop opened and someone exited, a gaily wrapped bouquet in her arms. He smelled… what was it, wafting out from the bouquet? Gardenias, yes. That was a spray of gardenias carefully wrapped against winter’s chill.


      Now, in his mind’s eye, he carried the woman from his unknown past in his arms, felt her blood warm and pulsing on his forearms. She was younger than he had assumed, in her early twenties, no more. Her lips moved, sending a shiver down his spine. She was still alive! Her eyes sought his. Blood leaked out of her half-open mouth. And words, clotted, distorted. He strained to hear her. What was she saying? Was she trying to tell him something? Who was she?


      With another gust of gritty wind, he returned to the chill Washington twilight. The horrific image had vanished. Had the scent of the gardenias summoned her from inside him? Was there a connection?


      He turned around, about to go back to Dr. Sunderland, even though he had been warned that in the short run he might still be tormented. His cell phone buzzed. For a moment, he considered ignoring it. Then he flipped open the phone, put it to his ear.


      He was surprised to discover that it was Anne Held, the DCI’s assistant. He formed a mental picture of a tall, slim brunette in her middle twenties, with classic features, rosebud lips, and icy gray eyes.


      “Hello, Mr. Bourne. The DCI wishes to see you.” Her accent was Middle Atlantic, meaning that it lay somewhere between her British birthplace and her adopted American home.


      “I have no wish to see him,” Bourne responded coldly.


      Anne Held sighed, clearly steeling herself. “Mr. Bourne, next to Martin Lindros himself nobody knows your antagonistic relationship with the Old Man—with CI in general—better than I do. God knows you have ample cause: They’ve used you countless times as a stalking horse, and then they were sure you’d turned rogue on them. But you really must come in now.”


      “Eloquently said. But all the eloquence in the world won’t sway me. If the DCI has something to say to me, he can do it through Martin.”


      “It’s Martin Lindros the Old Man needs to talk to you about.”


      Bourne realized he was holding the phone with a death grip. His voice was ice cold when he said: “What about Martin?”


      “That’s just it. I don’t know. No one knows but the Old Man. He’s been closeted in Signals since before lunchtime. Even I haven’t seen him. Three minutes ago, he called me and ordered me to have you brought in.”


      “That’s how he put it?”


      “His precise words were, ‘I know how close Bourne and Lindros are. That’s why I need him.’ Mr. Bourne, I implore you, come in. It’s Code Mesa here.”


      Code Mesa was CI-speak for a Level One emergency.


      



      While Bourne waited for the taxi he’d called, he had time to think about Martin Lindros.


      How many times in the past three years had he spoken of the intimate, often painful subject of his memory loss with Martin. Lindros, the deputy director of CI—the least likely confidant. Who would have expected him to become Jason Bourne’s friend? Not Bourne himself, who had found his suspicion and paranoia coming to the fore when Lindros had shown up at Webb’s campus office nearly three years ago. Surely, Bourne had figured, he was there to once more try to recruit Bourne into CI. It wasn’t such an odd notion. After all, Lindros was using his newfound power to reshape CI into a leaner, cleaner organization with the expertise to take on the worldwide threats that radical, fundamentalist Islam presented.


      Such a change would have been all but unthinkable five years ago, when the Old Man ruled CI with an iron hand. But now the DCI truly was an old man—in reality as well as in name. Rumors swirled that he was losing his grip; that it was time for him to retire honorably before he was fired. Bourne would wish this were so, but chances were that these particular rumors had been started by the Old Man himself to flush out the enemies he knew were hiding in the Beltway brush. He was a wily old bastard, better connected to the old-boy network that was the bedrock of Washington than anyone else Bourne had ever come across.


      The red-and-white taxi pulled to a halt at the curb; Bourne got in and gave an address to the driver. Settling himself into the backseat, his thoughts returned inward.


      To his complete surprise, the subject of recruitment had never come up in the conversation. Over dinner, Bourne began to get to know Lindros in an entirely different way from their time in the field together. The very fact of his changing CI from the inside had turned him into a loner within his own organization. He had the absolute, unshakable trust of the Old Man, who saw in Lindros something of his own younger self, but the head of the seven directorates feared him because he held their futures in the palm of his hand.


      Lindros had a girlfriend named Moira, but otherwise had no one close to him. And he had a particular empathy for Bourne’s situation. “You can’t remember your life,” he had said over that first of many dinners. “I have no life to remember…”


      Perhaps what drew them unconsciously was the deep, abiding damage each of them had suffered. From their mutual incompleteness came friendship and trust.


      Finally, a week ago, he’d taken a medical leave from Georgetown. He’d called Lindros, but his friend was unavailable. No one would tell him where Lindros was. Bourne missed his friend’s careful, rational analysis of Bourne’s increasingly irrational state of mind. And now his friend was at the center of a mystery that had caused CI to go into emergency lockdown mode.


      



      The moment Costin Veintrop—the man who called himself Dr. Sunderland—received confirmation that Jason Bourne had, indeed, left the building, he neatly and rapidly packed his equipment into the gusseted outside compartment of a black leather briefcase. From one of the two main sections he produced a laptop computer, which he fired up. This was no ordinary laptop; Veintrop, a specialist in miniaturization, an adjunct to his study of human memory, had customized it himself. Plugging a high-definition digital camera into the Firewire port, he brought up four photo enlargements of the laboratory room taken from different angles. Comparing them with the scene in front of him, he went about ensuring that every item was as he had found it when he’d entered the office fifteen minutes before Bourne had arrived. When he was through, he turned off the lights and went into the consult room.


      Veintrop took down the photos he’d put up, giving a lingering look at the woman he’d identified as his wife. She was indeed Katya, his Baltic Katya, his wife. His ingenuous sincerity had helped him sell himself to Bourne. Veintrop was a man who believed in verisimilitude. This was why he’d used a photo of his wife and not a woman unknown to him. When taking on a legend—a new identity—he felt it crucial to mix in bits of things he himself believed. Especially with a man of Jason Bourne’s expertise. In any event, Katya’s photo had had the desired effect on Bourne. Unfortunately, it had also served to remind Veintrop of where she was and why he could not see her. Briefly, his fingers curled, making fists so tight his knuckles went pale.


      Abruptly he shook himself. Enough of this morbid self-pity; he had work to do. Placing the laptop on the corner of the real Dr. Sunderland’s desk, he brought up enlargements of the digital photos he’d made of this room. As before, he was meticulous in his scrutiny, assuring himself that every single detail of the consult room was as he had found it. It was essential that no trace of his presence remain after he’d left.


      His quad-band GSM cell phone buzzed, and he put it to his ear.


      “It’s done,” Veintrop said in Romanian. He could have used Arabic, his employer’s native language, but it had been mutually decided that Romanian would be less obtrusive.


      “To your satisfaction?” It was a different voice, somewhat deeper and coarser than the compelling voice of the man who’d hired him, belonging to someone who was used to exhorting rabid followers.


      “Most certainly. I have honed and perfected the procedure on the test subjects you provided for me. Everything contracted for is in place.”


      “The proof of it will occur shortly.” The dominant note of impatience was soured by a faint undertone of anxiety.


      “Have faith, my friend,” Veintrop said, and broke the connection.


      Returning to his work, he packed away his laptop, digital camera, and Firewire connector, then slipped on his tweed overcoat and felt fedora. Grasping his briefcase in one hand, he took one final look around with exacting finality. There was no place for error in the highly specialized work he did.


      Satisfied, he flipped the light switch and, in utter darkness, slipped out of the office. In the hallway he glanced at his watch: 4:46 PM. Three minutes over, still well within the time-frame tolerance allotted to him by his employer. It was Tuesday, February 3, as Bourne had said. On Tuesday, Dr. Sunderland had no office hours.

    

  


  
    TWO

  


  
    CI Headquarters, located on 23rd Street NW, was identified on maps of the city as belonging to the Department of Agriculture. To reinforce the illusion, it was surrounded by perfectly manicured lawns, dotted here and there with ornamental shade trees, divided by snaking gravel paths. The building itself was as nondescript as was possible in a city devoted to the grandeur of monumental Federal architecture. It was bounded to the north by huge structures that housed the State Department and the Navy Bureau of Medicine and Surgery, and on the east by the National Academy of Sciences. The DCI’s office had a sobering view of the Vietnam Veterans Memorial, as well as a slice of the shining, white Lincoln Memorial.


    Anne Held hadn’t been exaggerating. Bourne had to go through no less than three separate security checkpoints before he gained admittance to the inner lobby. They took place in the bomb- and fireproof public lobby, which was, in effect, a bunker. Hidden behind decorative marble slabs and columns were half-meter-thick meta-concrete blast walls, reinforced with a mesh of steel rods and Kevlar webbing. There was no glass to shatter, and the lighting and electrical circuits were heavily shielded. The first checkpoint required him to repeat a code phrase that changed three times a day; at the second he had to submit to a fingerprint scanner. At the third, he put his right eye to the lens of a sinister-looking matte-black machine, which took a photo of his retina and digitally compared it with the photo already on file. This added layer of high-tech security was crucial since it was now possible to fake fingerprints with silicone patches affixed to the pads of the fingers. Bourne ought to know: He’d done it several times.


    There was another security check just before the elevator bank, and still another—a jury-rigged affair as per Code Mesa regs—just outside the DCI’s suite of offices on the fifth floor.


    Once through the thick, steel-plated, rosewood-clad door he saw Anne Held. Uncharacteristically, she was accompanied by a whey-faced man with muscles rippling beneath his suit jacket.


    She gave him a small, tight smile. “I saw the DCI a few moments ago. He looks like he’s aged ten years.”


    “I’m not here for him,” Bourne said. “Martin Lindros is the only man in CI I care about and trust. Where is he?”


    “He’s been in the field for the last three weeks, doing God alone knows what.” Anne was dressed in her usual impeccable fashion in a charcoal-gray Armani suit, a fire-red silk blouse, and Manolo Blahniks with three-inch heels. “But I’ll wager high money that whatever signals the DCI has received today are what’s caused the extraordinary flap around here.”


    The whey-faced man escorted them wordlessly down one corridor after another—a deliberately bewildering labyrinth through which visitors were led via a different route every time—until they arrived at the door to the DCI’s sanctum sanctorum. There his escort stood aside, but did not leave. Another marker of Code Mesa, Bourne thought as he smiled thinly up at the tiny eye of the security camera.


    A moment later, he heard the electronic lock clicking open remotely.


    



    The DCI stood at the far end of an office as large as a football field. He held a file in one hand, a lit cigarette in the other, defying the building’s federally mandated ban. When did he start smoking again? Bourne wondered. Standing beside him was another man—tall, beefy, with a long scowling face, light brush-cut hair, and a dangerous stillness about him.


    “Ah, you’ve come at last.” The Old Man strode toward Bourne, the heels of his handmade shoes clicking across the polished wood floor. His shoulders were up around his ears, hunched as if against heavy weather. As he approached, the floodlights from outside illuminated him, the moving images of his past exploits written like soft white explosions across his face.


    He looked old and tired, his cheeks fissured like a mountainside, his eyes sunken into their sockets, the flesh beneath them puddled and yellow, a candle burned too low. He jammed the cigarette between his liver-colored lips, underscoring the fact that he would not offer to shake hands.


    The other man followed, clearly and deliberately at his own pace.


    “Bourne, this is Matthew Lerner, my new deputy director. Lerner, Bourne.”


    The two men shook hands briefly.


    “I thought Martin was DDCI,” Bourne said to Lerner, puzzled.


    “It’s complicated. We—”


    “Lerner will brief you following this interview,” the Old Man interrupted.


    “If there is to be a briefing after this.” Bourne frowned, abruptly uneasy. “What about Martin?”


    DCI hesitated. The old antipathy was still there—it would never disappear. Bourne knew that and accepted it as gospel. Clearly the current situation was dire enough for the Old Man to do something he’d sworn never to do: ask for Jason Bourne’s help. On the other hand, the DCI was the ultimate pragmatist. He’d have to be to keep the director’s job for so long. He had become immune to the slings and arrows of difficult and, often, morally ambiguous compromise. This was, simply, the world in which he existed. He needed Bourne now, and he was furious about it.


    “Martin Lindros has been missing for almost seven days.” All at once the DCI seemed smaller, as if his suit were about to fall off him.


    Bourne stood stock-still. No wonder he hadn’t heard from Martin. “What the hell happened?”


    The Old Man lit another cigarette from the glowing end of the first, grinding out the butt in a cut-crystal ashtray. His hand shook slightly. “Martin was on a mission to Ethiopia.”


    “What was he doing in the field?” Bourne asked.


    “I asked the same question,” Lerner said. “But this was his baby.”


    “Martin’s people have gotten a sudden increase in chatter on particular terrorist frequencies.” The DCI pulled smoke deep into his lungs, let it out in a soft hiss. “His analysts are expert at differentiating the real stuff from the disinformation that has counterterrorist divisions at other agencies chasing their tails and crying wolf.”


    His eyes locked with Bourne’s. “He’s provided us with credible evidence that the chatter is real, that an attack against one of three major cities in the United States—D.C., New York, L.A.—is imminent. Worse still, this attack involves a nuclear bomb.”


    The DCI took a package off a nearby sideboard and handed it to Bourne.


    Bourne opened it. Inside was a small, oblong metallic object.


    “Know what that is?” Lerner spoke as if issuing a challenge.


    “It’s a triggered spark gap. It’s used in industry to switch on tremendously powerful engines.” Bourne looked up. “It’s also used to trigger nuclear weapons.”


    “That’s right. Especially this one.” The DCI’s face was grim as he handed Bourne a file marked DEO—Director’s Eyes Only. It contained a highly detailed spec sheet on this particular device. “Usually triggered spark gaps use gases—air, argon, oxygen, SF6, or a combination of these—to carry the current. This one uses a solid material.”


    “It’s designed to be used once and once only.”


    “Correct. That rules out an industrial application.”


    Bourne rolled the TSG between his fingers. “The only possible use, then, would be in a nuclear device.”


    “A nuclear device in the hands of terrorists,” Lerner said with a dark look.


    The DCI took the TSG from Bourne, tapped it with a gnarled forefinger. “Martin was following the trail of an illicit shipment of these TSGs, which led to the mountains of northwestern Ethiopia where he believed they were being transshipped by a terrorist cadre.”


    “Destination?”


    “Unknown,” the DCI said.


    Bourne was deeply disturbed, but he chose to keep the feeling to himself. “All right. Let’s hear the details.”


    “At 17:32 local time, six days ago, Martin and the five-man team of Skorpion One choppered onto the upper reaches of the northern slope of Ras Dejen.” Lerner passed over a sheet of onionskin. “Here are the exact coordinates.”


    The DCI said, “Ras Dejen is the highest peak in the Simien Range. You’ve been there. Better yet, you speak the language of the local tribespeople.”


    Lerner continued. “At 18:04 local time, we lost radio contact with Skorpion One. At 10:06 AM Eastern Standard Time, I ordered Skorpion Two to those coordinates.” He took the sheet of onionskin back from Bourne. “At 10:46 EST today, we got a signal from Ken Jeffries, the commander of Skorpion Two. The unit found the burned-out wreckage of the Chinook on a small plateau at the correct coordinates.”


    “That was the last communication we had from Skorpion Two,” the DCI said. “Since then, nothing from Lindros or anyone else in the party.”


    “Skorpion Three is stationed in Djibouti and ready to go,” Lerner said, neatly sidestepping the Old Man’s look of disgust.


    But Bourne, ignoring Lerner, was turning over possibilities in his mind, which helped him put aside his anxiety regarding his friend’s fate. “One of two things has happened,” he said firmly. “Either Martin is dead or he’s been captured and is undergoing articulated interrogation. Clearly, a team is not the way.”


    “The Skorpion units are made up of some of our best and brightest field agents—battle-hardened in Somalia, Afghanistan, and Iraq,” Lerner pointed out. “You’ll need their firepower, believe me.”


    “The firepower of two Skorpion units couldn’t handle the situation on Ras Dejen. I go in alone, or not at all.”


    His point was clear, but the new DDCI wasn’t buying it. “Where you see ‘flexibility,’ Bourne, the organization sees irresponsibility, unacceptable danger to those around you.”


    “Listen, you called me in here. You’re asking a favor of me.”


    “Fine, forget Skorpion Three,” the Old Man said. “I know you work alone.”


    Lerner closed the file. “In return, you’ll get all the intel, all the transportation and support you need.”


    The DCI took a step toward Bourne. “I know you won’t pass up the chance to go after your friend.”


    “In that you’re right.” Bourne walked calmly to the door. “Do whatever the hell you want with the people you command. For myself, I’m going after Martin without your help.”


    “Wait.” The Old Man’s voice rang out in the huge office. There was a note to it like a whistle on a train passing through a dark and deserted landscape. Sadness and cynicism venomously mixed. “Wait, you bastard.”


    Bourne took his time turning around.


    The DCI glared at him with a bitter enmity. “How Martin gets along with you is a goddamn mystery.” Hands clenched behind his back, he strode in full military fashion to the window, stood staring out at the immaculate lawn and, beyond, the Vietnam Veterans Memorial. He turned back and fixed Bourne in his implacable gaze. “Your arrogance disgusts me.”


    Bourne met his gaze mutely.


    “All right, no leash,” the DCI snapped. He was shaking with barely suppressed rage. “Lerner will see that you have everything you need. But I’m telling you, you’d damn well better bring Martin Lindros home.”

  


  
    THREE

  


  
    Lerner led Bourne out of the DCI’s suite, down the hall, into his own office. Lerner sat down behind his desk. When he realized that Bourne had chosen to stand, he leaned back.


    “What I’m about to tell you cannot under any circumstances leave this room. The Old Man has named Martin director of a black-ops agency code-named Typhon, dealing exclusively with countering Muslim extremist terrorist groups.”


    Bourne recalled that Typhon was a name out of Greek mythology: the fearsome hundred-headed father of the deadly Hydra. “We already have a Counterterrorist Center.”


    “CTC knows nothing about Typhon,” Lerner said. “In fact, even inside CI, knowledge of it is on a strict need-to-know basis.”


    “So Typhon is a double-blind black op.”


    Lerner nodded. “I know what you’re thinking: that we haven’t had anything like this since Treadstone. But there are compelling reasons. Aspects of Typhon are—shall we say—extremely controversial, so far as powerful reactionary elements within the administration and Congress are concerned.”


    He pursed his lips. “I’ll cut to the chase. Lindros has constructed Typhon from the ground up. It’s not a division, it’s an agency unto itself. Lindros insisted that he be free of administrative red tape. Also, it’s by necessity worldwide—he’s already staffed up in London, Paris, Istanbul, Dubai, Saudi Arabia, and three locations in the Horn of Africa. And it’s Martin’s intention to infiltrate terrorist cells in order to destroy the networks from the inside out.”


    “Infiltration,” Bourne said. So that’s what Martin had meant when he’d told Bourne that save for the director, he was completely alone inside CI. “That’s the holy grail of counterterrorism, but so far no one’s been able to even come close.”


    “Because they have few Muslims and even fewer Arabists working for them. In all of the FBI, only thirty-three out of twelve thousand have even a limited proficiency in Arabic, and none of those works in the sections of the bureau that investigate terrorism within our borders. With good reason. Leading members of the administration are still reluctant to use Muslims and Western Arabists—they’re simply not trusted.”


    “Stupid and shortsighted,” Bourne said.


    “But these people exist, and Lindros has been quietly recruiting them.” Lerner stood up. “So much for orientation. Your next stop, I believe, will be Typhon ops itself.”


    



    Because it was a double-blind counterterrorist agency, Typhon was down in the depths. The CI building sub-basement had been recast and remodeled by a construction firm whose every worker had been extensively vetted even before they had been made to sign a confidentiality agreement that would assure them a twenty-year term in a federal maximum-security facility if they were foolish or greedy enough to break their silence. The supplies that had been filling up the sub-basement had been exiled to an annex.


    On his way out of the DCI’s office, Bourne briefly stopped by Anne Held’s domain. Armed with the names of the two case officers who had eavesdropped on the conversation that had sent Martin Lindros halfway around the world on the trail of transshipped TSGs, he took the private elevator that shuttled between the DCI’s floor and the sub-basement.


    As the elevator sighed to a stop, an LCD panel on the left-hand door activated, an electronic eye scanning the shiny black octagon Anne had affixed to the lapel of his jacket. It was encoded with a number invisible save to the scanner. Only then did the steel doors slide open.


    Martin Lindros had reimagined the sub-basement as, basically, one gigantic space filled with mobile workstations, each with a braid of electronic leads spiraling up to the ceiling. The braids were on tracks so they could move with the workstations and the personnel as they relocated from assignment to assignment. At the far end, Bourne saw, was a series of conference rooms, separated from the main space by alternating frosted-glass and steel panels.


    As befitted an agency named after a monster with two hundred eyes, the Typhon office was filled with monitors. In fact, the walls were a mosaic of flat-panel plasma screens on which a dizzying array of digital images were displayed: satellite chartings, closed-circuit television pictures of public spaces, transportation hubs such as airports, bus depots, train stations, street corners, cross sections of snaking highways and suburban rail lines, metropolitan underground platforms worldwide—Bourne recognized metros in New York, London, Paris, Moscow. People of all shapes, sizes, religions, ethnicities walking, milling mindlessly, standing undecided, lounging, smoking, getting on and off conveyances, talking to one another, ignoring one another, plugged into iPods, shopping, eating on the run, kissing, cuddling, exchanging bitter words, oblivious, cell phones slapped to their ears, accessing e-mail or porno, slouched, hunched, drunk, stoned, fights breaking out, first-date embarrassments, skulking, mumbling to themselves. A chaos of unedited video from which the analysts were required to find specific patterns, digital omens, electronic warning signs.


    Lerner must have alerted the case officers to his arrival, because he saw a striking young woman whom he judged to be in her midthirties detach herself from a view screen and come toward him. He at once knew that she was or had been, at any rate, a field agent. Her stride was not too long, not too short, not too fast, not too slow. It was, to sum it up in one word, anonymous. Because an individual’s stride was as distinctive as his fingerprints, it was one of the best ways to cull an adversary out of a swarming pack of pedestrians, even one whose disguise was otherwise first-rate.


    She had a face that was both strong and proud, the chiseled prow of a sleek ship knifing through seas that would capsize inferior vessels. The large, deep blue eyes were set like jewels in the cinnamon dusk of her Arabian face.


    “You must be Soraya Moore,” he said, “the senior case officer.”


    Her smile showed for a moment, then was quickly hidden behind a cloud of confusion and abrupt coolness. “That’s right, Mr. Bourne. This way.”


    She led him down the length of the vast, teeming space to the second conference room from the left. Opening the frosted-glass door, she watched him pass with that same odd curiosity. But then considering his often adversarial relationship with CI, perhaps it wasn’t odd after all.


    There was a man inside, younger than Soraya by at least several years. He was of middling height, athletic, with sandy hair and a fair complexion. He was sitting at an oval glass conference table working on a laptop. The screen was filled with what looked to be an exceptionally difficult crossword puzzle.


    He glanced up only when Soraya cleared her throat.


    “Tim Hytner,” he said without rising.


    When Bourne took a seat between the two case officers, he discovered that the crossword Hytner was trying to solve was, in fact, a cipher—and quite a sophisticated one at that.


    “I have just over five hours until my flight to London departs,” Bourne said. “Triggered spark gaps—tell me what I need to know.”


    “Along with fissionable material, TSGs are among the most highly restricted items in the world,” Hytner began. “To be precise, they’re number two thousand six hundred forty-one on the government’s controlled list.”


    “So the tip that got Lindros so excited he couldn’t help going into the field himself concerned a transshipment of TSGs.”


    Hytner was back to trying to crack the cipher, so Soraya took over. “The whole thing began in South Africa. Cape Town, to be exact.”


    “Why Cape Town?” Bourne asked.


    “During the apartheid era, the country became a haven for smugglers, mostly by necessity.” Soraya spoke quickly, efficiently, but with an unmistakable detachment. “Now that South Africa is on our ‘white list,’ it’s okay for American manufacturers to export TSGs there.”


    “Then they get ‘lost,’” Hytner chimed in without lifting his head from the letters on the screen.


    “Lost is right.” Soraya nodded. “Smugglers are more difficult to eradicate than roaches. As you can imagine, there’s still a network of them operating out of Cape Town, and these days they’re highly sophisticated.”


    “And the tip came from where?” Bourne said.


    Without looking at him, Soraya passed over sheets of computer printouts. “The smugglers communicate by cell phone. They use ‘burners,’ cheap phones available in any convenience store on pay-as-you-go plans. They use them for anywhere from a day to, maybe, a week, if they can get their hands on another SIM card. Then they throw them away and use another.”


    “Virtually impossible to trace, you wouldn’t believe.” Hytner’s body was tense. He was putting all he had into breaking the cipher. “But there is a way.”


    “There’s always a way,” Bourne said.


    “Especially if your uncle works in the phone company.” Hytner shot a quick grin at Soraya.


    She maintained her icy demeanor. “Uncle Kingsley emigrated to Cape Town thirty years ago. London was too grim for him, he said. He needed a place that was still full of promise.” She shrugged. “Anyway, we got lucky. We caught a conversation regarding this particular shipment—the transcript is on the second sheet. He’s telling one of his people the cargo can’t go through the usual channels.”


    Bourne noticed Hytner looking at him curiously. “And what was special about this ‘lost’ shipment,” Bourne said, “was that it coincided with the specific threat to the U.S.”


    “That and the fact that we have the smuggler in custody,” Hytner said.


    Bourne ran his finger down the second page of the transcript. “Was it wise to bring him in? Chances are you’ll alert his customer.”


    Soraya shook her head. “Not likely. These people use a source once, then they move on.”


    “So you know who bought the TSGs.”


    “Let’s say we have a strong suspicion. That’s why Lindros went into the field himself.”


    “Have you heard of Dujja?” Hytner said.


    Bourne accessed the memory. “Dujja has been credited with at least a dozen attacks in Jordan and Saudi Arabia, the most recent being last month’s bombing that killed ninety-five people at the Grand Mosque in Khanaqin, 144 kilometers northeast of Baghdad. If I remember right, it was also allegedly responsible for the assassinations of two members of the Saudi royal family, the Jordanian foreign minister, and the Iraqi chief of internal security.”


    Soraya took back the transcript. “It sounds implausible, doesn’t it, that one cadre could be responsible for so many attacks? But it’s true. One thing links them all: the Saudis. There was a secret business meeting going on in the mosque that included high-level Saudi emissaries. The Jordanian foreign minister was a personal friend of the royal family; the Iraqi security chief was a vocal supporter of the United States.”


    “I’m familiar with the classified debrief material,” Bourne said. “Those were all sophisticated, highly engineered attacks. Most of them didn’t include suicide bombers, and none of the perpetrators has been caught. Who’s the leader of Dujja?”


    Soraya put the transcript back in its folder. “His name is Fadi.”


    “Fadi. The redeemer, in Arabic,” Bourne said. “A name he must have taken.”


    “The truth is we don’t know anything else about him, not even his real name,” Hytner said sourly.


    “But we do know some things,” Bourne said. “For one, Dujja’s attacks are so well coordinated and sophisticated, it’s safe to assume that Fadi either has been educated in the West or has had considerable contact with it. For another, the cadre is unusually well armed with modern-day weaponry not normally associated with Arab or Muslim fundamentalist terror groups.”


    Soraya nodded. “We’re all over that angle. Dujja is one of the new generation of cadres that has joined forces with organized crime, drug traffickers out of South Asia and Latin America.”


    “If you ask me,” Hytner chipped in, “the reason Deputy Director Lindros got the Old Man to approve Typhon so quickly was that he told him our first directive is to find out who Fadi is, flush him out, and terminate him.” He glanced up. “Each year, Dujja’s become stronger and more influential among Muslim extremists. Our intel indicates that they’re flocking to Fadi in unprecedented numbers.”


    “Still, as of today no agency has been able to get to first base, not even us,” Soraya said.


    “But then, we’ve only recently been organized,” Hytner added.


    “Have you contacted the Saudi secret service?” Bourne asked.


    Soraya gave him a bitter laugh. “One of our informants swears the Saudi secret service is pursuing a lead on Dujja. The Saudis deny it.”


    Hytner looked up. “They also deny their oil reserves are drying up.”


    Soraya closed her files, stacked them neatly. “I know there are people in the field who call you the Chameleon because of your legendary skill at disguising yourself. But Fadi—whoever he is—is a true chameleon. Though we have corroborating intel that he not only plans the attacks but is also actively involved in many of them, we have no photo of him.”


    “Not even an Identi-Kit drawing,” Hytner said with evident disgust.


    Bourne frowned. “What makes you think Dujja bought the TSGs from the supplier?”


    “We know he’s holding back vital information.” Hytner pointed to the screen of his laptop. “We found this cipher on one of the buttons of his shirt. Dujja is the only terrorist cadre we know of that uses ciphers of this level of sophistication.”


    “I want to interrogate him.”


    “Soraya’s the AIC—the agent in charge,” Hytner said. “You’ll have to ask her.”


    Bourne turned to her.


    Soraya hesitated only a moment. Then she stood and gestured toward the door. “Shall we?”


    Bourne rose. “Tim, make a hard copy of the cipher, give us fifteen, then come find us.”


    Hytner glanced up, squinting as if Bourne were in a glare. “I won’t be near finished in fifteen minutes.”


    “Yes, you will.” Bourne opened the door. “At least, you’ll sell it that way.”


    



    The holding cells were accessed via a short, steep flight of perforated steel stairs. In stark contrast with Typhon’s light-drenched ops room, the space here was small, dark, cramped, as if the bedrock of Washington itself were reluctant to give up any more of its domain.


    Bourne stopped her at the bottom of the stairs. “Have I done something to offend you?”


    Soraya stared at him for a moment as if she couldn’t believe what she was seeing. “His name is Hiram Cevik,” she said, pointedly ignoring Bourne’s question. “Fifty-one, married, three children. He’s of Turkish descent, moved to Ukraine when he was eighteen. He’s been in Cape Town for the last twenty-three years. Owns an import-export firm. For the most part, the business is legit, but every once in a while, it seems, Mr. Cevik gets a whole other thing going.” She shrugged. “Maybe his mistress has a taste for diamonds, maybe it’s his Internet gambling.”


    “It’s so hard to make ends meet these days,” Bourne said.


    Soraya looked like she wanted to laugh, but didn’t.


    “I rarely do things by the book,” he said. “But whatever I do, whatever I say, goes. Is that clear?”


    For a moment she stared deep into his eyes. What was she looking for? he wondered. What was the matter with her?


    “I’m familiar with your methods,” she said in an icy tone.


    Cevik was leaning against one wall of his cage, smoking a cigarette. When he saw Bourne approaching with Soraya, he blew out a cloud of smoke and said, “You the cavalry or the inquisitor?”


    Bourne watched him as Soraya unlocked the cage door.


    “Inquisitor, then.” Cevik dropped the cigarette butt and ground it beneath his heel. “I should tell you that my wife knows all about my gambling—and about my mistress.”


    “I’m not here to blackmail you.” Bourne stepped into the cage. He could feel Soraya behind him as if she were a part of him. His scalp began to tingle. She had a weapon and was prepared to use it on the prisoner before the situation got out of hand. She was a perfectionist, Bourne sensed that about her.


    Cevik came off the wall and stood with his hands at his sides, fingers slightly curled. He was tall, with the wide shoulders of a former rugby player and gold cat’s eyes. “Judging by your extreme fitness, it’s to be physical coercion, then.”


    Bourne looked around the cage, getting a feel for what it was like to be pent up in it. A flare of something half remembered, a feeling of sickness in the pit of his stomach. “That would get me nowhere.” He used the words to bring himself out of it.


    “Too true.”


    It wasn’t a boast. The simple statement of fact told him more about Cevik than an hour of vigorous interrogation. Bourne’s gaze resettled on the South African.


    “How to resolve this dilemma?” Bourne spread his hands. “You need to get out of here. I need information. It’s as simple as that.”


    Cevik let a thin laugh escape his lips. “If it were that simple, my friend, I’d be long gone.”


    “My name is Jason Bourne. You’re talking to me now. I’m neither your jailor nor your adversary.” Bourne paused. “Unless you wish it.”


    “I doubt I’d care for that,” Cevik said. “I’ve heard of you.”


    Bourne gestured with his head. “Walk with me.”


    “That’s not a good idea.” Soraya planted herself between them and the outside world.


    Bourne gave her a curt hand signal.


    She pointedly ignored him. “This is a gross breach of security.”


    “I went out of my way to warn you,” he said. “Step aside.”


    She had her cell phone to her ear as he and Cevik went past. But it was Tim Hytner she was calling, not the Old Man.


    



    Though it was night, the floodlights turned the lawn and its paths into silver oases amid the many-armed shadows of the leafless trees. Bourne walked beside Cevik. Soraya Moore followed five paces behind them, like a dutiful duenna, a look of disapproval on her face, a hand on her holstered gun.


    Down in the depths, Bourne had been gripped by a sudden compulsion, fired by the lick of a memory—an interrogation technique used on subjects who were particularly resistant to the standard techniques of torture and sensory deprivation. Bourne was suddenly quite certain that if Cevik tasted the open air, experienced the space after being holed up in the cage for days, it would bring home to him all he had to gain from answering Bourne’s questions truthfully. And all he had to lose.


    “Who did you sell the TSGs to?” Bourne asked.


    “I’ve already told this one behind us. I don’t know. It was just a voice on the telephone.”


    Bourne was skeptical. “Do you normally sell TSGs over the phone?”


    “For five mil, I do.”


    Believable, but was it the truth?


    “Man or woman?” Bourne said.


    “Man.”


    “Accent?”


    “British, like I told them.”


    “Do better.”


    “What, you don’t believe me?”


    “I’m asking you to think again, I’m asking you to think harder. Take a moment, then tell me what you remember.”


    “Nothing, I…” Cevik paused in the crisscross shadows of an Adams flowering crab apple. “Hang on. Maybe, just maybe, there was a hint of something else, something more exotic, maybe Eastern European.”


    “You lived for a number of years in Ukraine, didn’t you?”


    “You have me.” Cevik screwed up his face. “I want to say possibly he was Slavic. There was a touch… maybe southern Ukraine. In Odessa, on the northern Black Sea coast, where I’ve spent time, the dialect is somewhat different, you know.”


    Bourne, of course, did know, but he said nothing. In his mind, he was on a countdown to the moment when Tim Hytner would arrive with the “decoded” cipher.


    “You’re still lying to me,” Bourne said. “You must’ve seen your buyer when he picked up the TSGs.”


    “And yet I didn’t. The deal was done through a dead drop.”


    “From a voice on the phone? Come on, Cevik.”


    “It’s the truth. He gave me a specific time and a specific place. I left half the shipment and I returned an hour later for half the five mil. The next day, we completed the deal. I saw no one, and believe me when I tell you I didn’t want to.”


    Again, plausible—and a clever arrangement, Bourne thought. If it was true.


    “Human beings are born curious.”


    “That may be so,” Cevik said with a nod. “But I have no desire to die. This man… his people were watching the dead drop. They would have shot me on sight. You know that, Bourne. This situation is familiar to you.”


    Cevik shook out a cigarette, offered Bourne one, then took one himself. He lit it with a book of matches that was almost empty. Seeing the direction of Bourne’s gaze, he said, “Nothing to burn in the hole so they let me keep it.”


    Bourne heard an echo in his mind, as if a voice were speaking to him from a great distance. “That was then, this is now,” he said, taking the matchbook from Cevik.


    Cevik, having made no move to resist, pulled the smoke into his lungs, let it out with a soft hiss, the sound of the cars rolling by beyond the moat of grass.


    Nothing to burn in the hole. The words bounced around in Bourne’s head as if his brain were a pinball machine.


    “Tell me, Mr. Bourne, have you ever been incarcerated?”


    Nothing to burn in the hole. The sentence, once evoked, kept repeating, blocking out thought and reason.


    With a grunt almost of pain, Bourne pushed Cevik on and they resumed walking; Bourne wanted him in the light. Out of the corner of his eye, he saw Tim Hytner hurrying their way.


    “Do you know what it means to have your freedom taken from you?” Cevik flicked a bit of tobacco off his underlip. “All your life to live in poverty. Being poor is like watching pornography: Once you start, there’s no way out. It’s addictive, d’you see, this life without hope. Don’t you agree?”


    Bourne’s head was hurting now, each repetition of each word falling like a hammer blow on the inside of his skull. It was with extreme difficulty that he realized Cevik was merely trying to regain a measure of control. It was a basic rule of the interrogator never to answer a question. Once he did, he lost his absolute power.


    Bourne frowned. He wanted to say something; what was it? “Make no mistake. We have you where we want you.”


    “I?” Cevik’s eyebrows lifted. “I’m nothing, a conduit, that’s all. It’s my buyer you need to find. What do you want with me?”


    “We know you can lead us to the buyer.”


    “No I can’t. I already told you—”


    Hytner was approaching through inky shadow and glazed light. Why was Hytner here? Through the pounding in his head, Bourne could scarcely remember. He had it; it slipped away like a fish, then reappeared. “The cipher, Cevik. We’ve broken it.”


    Right on cue, Hytner came up and handed the paper to Bourne, who almost dropped it, such was his preoccupation with the ringing in his brain.


    “It was a bitch all right,” Hytner said a bit breathlessly. “But I finally got it licked. The fifteenth algorithm I used proved to be—”


    The last part of what he was going to say turned into a ragged shout of shock and pain as Cevik jammed the glowing end of his cigarette into Hytner’s left eye. At the same time he spun the agent around in front of him, locking his left forearm across his throat.


    “Take one step toward me,” he said low in his throat, “and I’ll break his neck.”


    “We’ll take you down, right enough.” Soraya, with a quick glance at Bourne, was advancing, her gun arm straight out, her other hand cupped beneath the gun butt, its barrel aimed, questing. Waiting for an opening. “You don’t want to die, Cevik. Think of your wife and three children.”


    Bourne stood as if poleaxed. Cevik, seeing this, showed his teeth.


    “Think of the five mil.”


    His golden eyes flicked toward her for an instant. But he was already backing away from her and from Bourne, his bleeding human shield held tight to his chest.


    “There’s nowhere to go,” Soraya said in a most reasonable tone. “Not with all the agents we have around. Not with him slowing you down.”


    “I’m thinking of the five mil.” He kept edging away from them, away from the glare of the sodium lights. He was heading toward 23rd Street, beyond which rose the National Academy of Sciences.


    More people there—tourists especially—to hamper the agents’ pursuit.


    “No more prisons for me. Not one more day.”


    Nothing to burn in the hole. Bourne wanted to scream. And then a sudden explosion of memory obliterated even those words: He was running across ancient cobblestones, a sharp mineral wind in his nostrils. The weight in his arms seemed suddenly too heavy to bear. He looked down to see Marie—no, it was the unknown woman’s bloody face! Blood everywhere, streaming from her though he frantically tried to stanch the flow…


    “Don’t be an idiot,” Soraya was saying to Cevik. “Cape Town? You’ll never be able to hide from us. There or anywhere else.”


    Cevik cocked his head. “But look what I’ve done to him.”


    “He’s maimed, not dead,” she said through gritted teeth. “Let him go.”


    “When you hand me your gun.” Cevik’s smile was ironic. “No? See? I’m already a dead man in your eyes, isn’t that true, Bourne?”


    Bourne seemed to be coming very slowly out of his nightmare. He saw Cevik step into 23rd Street now with Hytner skidding off the curb like a recalcitrant child.


    Just as Bourne lunged at him, Cevik pitched Hytner at them.


    Then everything happened at once. Hytner staggered pitifully. Brakes screeched from a black Hummer close by. Just behind it a trailer-truck filled with new Harley-Davidson motorcycles swerved to avoid a collision. Air horns blaring, it almost struck a red Lexus, whose driver spun in terror into two other cars. In the first fraction of a second it appeared as if Hytner had stumbled over the curb, but then a plume of blood spat out of his chest and he twisted with the impact of the bullet.


    “Oh, God!” Soraya moaned.


    The black Hummer, rocking on its shocks, had pulled up. Its front window was partly open, the ugly gleam of a silencer briefly glimpsed. Soraya squeezed off two shots before answering fire sent her and Bourne diving for cover. The Hummer’s rear door flew open and Cevik ducked inside. It sped off even before he’d pulled the door closed behind him.


    Putting up her gun, Soraya ran to her partner, cradling his head in her lap.


    Bourne, hearing the echo of the gunshot in his memory, felt himself released from a velvet prison where everything around him was muffled, dim. He leapt past Soraya and the crumpled form of Hytner, ran out onto 23rd Street, one eye on the Hummer, the other on the trailer-truck. The truck’s driver had recovered and sent his gears clashing as he resumed speed. Bourne sprinted toward the back of the trailer, grabbed the chain across the lifted ramp, and hauled himself aboard.


    His mind was racing as he clambered up onto the platform on which the motorcycles were chained in neat, soldierly rows. The guttering flame in the darkness, the flare of the match: Cevik lighting his cigarette had two purposes. The first, of course, was to provide him with a weapon. The second was as a signal. The black Hummer had been waiting, prepared. Cevik’s escape had been meticulously planned.


    By whom? And how could they have known where he’d be, and when?


    No time for answers now. Bourne saw the Hummer just ahead. It was neither speeding nor weaving in and out of the traffic; its driver secure in the assumption that he and his passengers had made a clean escape.


    Bourne unchained the motorcycle closest to the rear of the trailer and swung into the saddle. Where were the keys? Bending over and shielding it from the wind, he lit a match from the matchbook Cevik had tossed to him. Even so, the flame lasted only a moment, but in that time it revealed the keys taped to the underside of the gleaming black tank console.


    Jamming the key into the ignition, Bourne fired up the Twin Cam 88B engine. He gunned the engine, shifted his weight to the rear. The front end of the motorcycle rose up as it shot forward off the rear edge of the trailer.


    While he was still in free fall the cars behind the trailer jammed on their brakes, their front ends slewing dangerously. Bourne hit the pavement, leaned forward as the Harley bounced once, gaining traction as both wheels bit into the road. In a welter of squealing tires and stripped rubber, he made an acute U-turn and sped off after the black Hummer.


    After a long, anxiety-filled moment, he spotted it going through the traffic-clogged square where 23rd Street intersected with Constitution Avenue, heading south toward the Lincoln Memorial. The Hummer’s profile was unmistakable. Bourne kicked the motorcycle into high gear, blasting into the intersection on the amber, zigzagging through it to more squeals and angry horn blasts.


    He shadowed the Hummer as it followed the road to the right, describing a quarter of a circle around the arc-lit memorial slowly enough that he made up most of the distance between them. As the Hummer continued on around toward the on-ramp to the Arlington Memorial Bridge, he gunned up, nudged its passenger-side rear bumper. The vehicle shrugged off the motorcycle’s maneuver like an elephant swatting a fly. Before Bourne could drop back, the driver stamped on his brakes. The Hummer’s massive rear end collided with the motorcycle, sending Bourne toward the guardrail and the black Potomac below. A VW came up on him, horn blaring, and almost finished the job the Hummer had started—but at the last instant Bourne was able to regain control. He swerved away from the VW, snaking back through traffic after the accelerating Hummer.


    Above his head he heard the telltale thwup-thwup-thwup and, glancing up, saw a dark insect with bright eyes: a CI helicopter. Soraya had been busy on her cell phone again.


    As if she were in his mind, his cell phone rang. Answering it, he heard her deep-toned voice in his ear.


    “I’m right above you. There’s a rotary on the center of Columbia Island just ahead. You’d better make sure the Hummer gets there.”


    He swerved around a minivan. “Did Hytner make it?”


    “Tim’s dead because of you, you sonovabitch.”


    The chopper landed on the island rotary, and the infernal noise level dropped abruptly as the pilot cut the motor. The black Hummer kept on going as if nothing were amiss. Bourne, threading his way through the last of the traffic between him and his quarry, once again drew close to the vehicle.


    He saw Soraya and two other CI agents emerge from the body of the helicopter with police riot helmets on their heads and shotguns in their hands. Swerving abruptly, he drew alongside the Hummer. With his cocked elbow, he smashed the driver’s-side window.


    “Pull over!” he shouted. “Pull over onto the rotary or you’ll be shot dead!”


    A second helicopter appeared over the Potomac, angling in very fast toward their position. CI backup.


    The Hummer gave no indication of slowing. Without taking his eyes off the road, Bourne reached behind him and opened the custom saddlebag. His scrabbling fingers found a wrench. He’d have one chance, he knew. Calculating vectors and speed, he threw the wrench. It slammed into the front of the driver’s-side rear-wheel well. The wheel, revolving at speed, went over the wrench, launched it up with sickening power into the rear-wheel assembly.


    At once the Hummer began to wobble, which only jammed the wrench deeper into the assembly. Then something cracked, an axle possibly, and the Hummer decelerated in a barely controlled spin. Mostly on its own momentum, it ran up over the curb onto the rotary and came to a stop, its engine ticking like a clock.


    Soraya and the other agents spread out, moving toward the Hummer with drawn guns aimed at the passenger cabin. When she was close enough, Soraya shot the two front tires flat. One of the other agents did the same with the rear tires. The Hummer wasn’t going anywhere until a CI tow truck hauled it back to HQ for forensics.


    “All right!” Soraya shouted. “Out of the vehicle, all of you! Out of the vehicle now!”


    As the agents closed the circle around the Hummer, Bourne could see that they were wearing body armor. After Hytner’s death, Soraya wasn’t taking any chances.


    They were within ten meters of the Hummer when Bourne felt his scalp begin to tingle. Something was wrong with the scene, but he couldn’t quite put his mental finger on it. He looked again: Everything seemed right—the target surrounded, the approaching agents, the second helicopter hovering above, the noise level rising exponentially…


    Then he had it.


    Oh, my God, he thought, and viciously twisted the handlebar accelerator. He yelled at the agents, but over the noise of the two copters and his own motorcycle there was no chance they could hear him. Soraya was in the lead, closing in on the driver’s door as the others, spread apart, hung back, providing her with a crossfire of cover should she need it.


    The setup looked fine, perfect, in fact, but it wasn’t.


    Bourne leaned forward as the motorcycle sped across the rotary. He had a hundred meters to cover, a route that would take him just left of the Hummer’s gleaming flank. He took his right hand off the handlebar grip, gesturing frantically at the agents, but they were properly concentrated on their target.


    He gunned the engine, its deep, guttural roar at last cutting through the heavy vibrational thwup-thwup-thwup of the hovering copter. One of the agents saw him coming, watched him gesturing. He called to the other agent, who glanced at Bourne as he roared past the Hummer.


    The setup looked right out of the CI playbook, but it wasn’t, because the Hummer’s engine was ticking over—cooling—while it was still running. Impossible.


    Soraya was less than five meters from the target, her body tense, in a semi-crouch. Her eyes opened wide as she became aware of him. Then he was upon her.


    He swept her up in his extended right arm, swung her back behind him as he raced off. One of the other agents, now flat on the ground, had alerted the second chopper, because it abruptly rose into the spangled night, swinging away.


    The ticking Bourne had heard hadn’t come from the engine at all. It was from a triggering device.


    The explosion took the Hummer apart, turned its components into smoking shrapnel, shrieked behind them. Bourne, with the motorcycle at full speed, felt Soraya’s arms wrap around his ribs. He bent low over the handlebars, feeling her breasts pressing softly against his back as she molded herself to him. The howling air was blastfurnace hot; the sky, bright orange, then clogged with oily black smoke. A hail of ruptured metal whirred and whizzed all around them, plowed into the ground, struck the roadway, fizzed into the river, shriveling.


    Jason Bourne, with Soraya Moore clinging tightly to him, accelerated into the light-glare of monument-laden D.C.
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    Jakob Silver and his brother appeared from out of the dinnertime night, when even cities such as Washington appear deserted or, at least, lonely, a certain indigo melancholy robbing the streets of life. When the two men entered the hushed luxury of the Hotel Constitution on the northeast corner of 20th and F Streets, Thomas, the desk clerk on duty, hurried past the fluted marble columns and across the expanse of luxurious carpeting to meet them.


    He had good reason to scurry. He, as well as the other desk clerks, had been given a crisp new hundred-dollar bill by Lev Silver, Jakob Silver’s brother, when he had checked in. These Jewish diamond merchants from Amsterdam were wealthy men, this much the desk clerk had surmised. The Silvers were to be treated with the utmost respect and care, befitting their exalted status.


    Thomas, a small, mousy, damp-handed man, could see that Jakob Silver’s face was flushed as if in victory. It was Thomas’s job to anticipate his VIP clients’ needs.


    “Mr. Silver, my name is Thomas. It’s a pleasure to meet you, sir,” he said. “Is there anything I might get for you?”


    “That you may, Thomas,” Jakob Silver replied. “A bottle of your best champagne.”


    “And have the Pakistani,” Lev Silver added, “what’s his name—?”


    “Omar, Mr. Silver.”


    “Ah, yes, Omar. I like him. Have him bring up the champagne.”


    “Very good.” Thomas all but bowed from the waist. “Right away, Mr. Silver.”


    He hurried away as the Silver brothers entered the elevator, a plush cubicle that silently whisked them up to the executive-level fifth floor.


    “How did it go?” Lev Silver said.


    And Jakob Silver answered, “It worked to perfection.”


    Inside their suite, he shrugged off his coat and jacket, went directly into the bathroom, and turned on all the lights. Behind him, in the sitting room, he heard the TV start up. He stripped off his sweat-stained shirt.


    In the pink-marble bathroom, everything was prepared.


    Jakob Silver, naked to the waist, bent over the marble sink and took out his gold eyes. Tall, with the build of a former rugby player, he was as fit as an Olympian: washboard abdomen, muscular shoulders, powerful limbs. Snapping closed the plastic case in which he had carefully placed the gold contact lenses, he looked into the bathroom mirror. Beyond his reflection, he could see a good chunk of the cream-and-silver suite. He heard the low drone of CNN. Then the channel was switched to Fox News, then MSNBC.


    “Nothing.” Muta ibn Aziz’s vibrant tenor voice emerged from the other room. Muta ibn Aziz had picked his cover name—Lev—himself. “On any of the all-news stations.”


    “And there won’t be,” Jakob Silver said. “CI is extremely efficient in manipulating the media.”


    Now Muta ibn Aziz appeared in the mirror, one hand gripping the door frame to the bathroom, the other out of sight behind him. Dark hair and eyes, a classic Semitic face, a zealous and inextinguishable resolve, he was Abbud ibn Aziz’s younger brother.


    Muta dragged a chair behind him, which he set down opposite the toilet. After glancing at himself in the mirror, he said: “We look naked without our beards.”


    “This is America.” He gestured curtly with his head. “Go back inside.”


    Alone again, Jakob Silver allowed himself to think like Fadi. He had jettisoned the identity of Hiram Cevik the moment he and Muta had exited the black Hummer. Muta, as previously instructed, had left the Beretta semiautomatic pistol with its ugly M9SD Suppressor on the front seat as they had tumbled onto the sidewalk. His aim had been true, but then he’d never had a doubt about Muta ibn Aziz’s marksmanship.


    They had run out of sight as the Hummer sped up again, slipped around a corner, and walked quickly up 20th Street to F Street, vanishing like wraiths inside the warmly glowing facade of the hotel.


    Meanwhile, not a mile away, Ahmad, with his load of C-4 explosives that had filled up the front foot well of the Hummer’s cabin, was already martyred, already in Paradise. A hero to his family, his people.


    “Your objective is to take out as many of them as you can,” Fadi had told him when Ahmad had volunteered to martyr himself. In truth, there had been many volunteers, with very little difference among them. All were absolutely reliable. Fadi had chosen Ahmad because he was a cousin. One of a great many, admittedly, but Fadi had owed his uncle a small favor, which this decision repaid.


    Fadi dug into his mouth and removed the porcelain tooth sheaths he’d used to widen Hiram Cevik’s jaw. Washing them with soap and water, he returned them to the hard-sided case that merchants used to transport gems and jewelry. Muta had thoughtfully placed it on the generous rim of the bathtub so that everything in it would be within easy reach: a warren of small trays and custom compartments filled with every manner of theatrical makeup, removers, spirit gums, wigs, colored contact lenses, and various prosthetics for noses, jaws, teeth, and ears.


    Squeezing a solvent onto a broad cotton pad, he methodically wiped the makeup off his face, neck, and hands. His natural, sun-darkened skin reappeared in streaks, a good decade peeled away, until the Fadi he recognized was whole again. A short time as himself, precious as a jewel, in the center of the enemy camp. Then he and Muta ibn Aziz would be gone, lifting through the clouds to their next destination.


    He dried his face and hands on a towel and went back into the sitting room of the suite where Muta stood, watching The Sopranos on HBO.


    “I find myself repelled by this creature Carmela, the leader’s wife,” he said.


    “As well you should. Look at her bare arms!”


    Carmela was standing at the open door to her obscenely huge house, watching her obscenely huge husband get into his obscenely huge Cadillac Escalade.


    “And their daughter has sex before her marriage. Why doesn’t Tony kill her, as the law dictates. An honor killing, so that he and his family’s honor won’t be dragged through the mud.” In a fit of disgust, Muta ibn Aziz went over to the TV, switched it off.


    “We strive to inculcate in our women the wisdom of Muhammad, the Quran, the true faith as their guides,” Fadi said. “This American woman is an infidel. She has nothing, she is nothing.”


    There came then a discreet knock on the door.


    “Omar,” Muta said. “Let me.”


    Fadi gave his silent assent before he slipped back into the bathroom.


    Muta crossed the plush carpet and drew open the door for Omar to enter. He was a tall, broad-shouldered man of no more than forty, with a shaven head, a quick smile, and a penchant for telling incomprehensible jokes. On his shoulder was a silver tray laden with a bottle in an enormous ice bucket, two flutes, and a plate of freshly sliced fruit. Omar filled the doorway, Muta thought, much as Fadi would, for the two men were of the same approximate height and weight.


    “Your champagne,” Omar said superfluously. Crossing the room, he set his burden down on the glass top of the cocktail table. The ice made a shivery sound as he pulled the bottle free.


    “I’ll open it,” Muta said, grasping the heavy champagne bottle from the waiter.


    When Omar proffered the leather-bound folder with the chit to sign, Muta called, “Jakob, the champagne’s here. You must sign.”


    “Tell Omar to come into the bathroom.”


    Even so, Omar looked at the other questioningly.


    “Go on.” Muta ibn Aziz smiled winningly. “I assure you, he won’t bite.”


    With the small leather folder held before him like an offering, Omar plodded toward the sound of Fadi’s voice.


    Muta dropped the bottle back into its bed of shaved ice. He had no idea what champagne tasted like and wasn’t in the least interested. When he heard the sudden loud noise from the bathroom, he used the remote to turn the TV back on, cranking up the volume. Switching channels because The Sopranos was over, he stopped when he recognized the face of Jack Nicholson. The actor’s voice filled the room.


    “Here’s Johnny!” Nicholson crowed through the rent in the bathroom door he’d made with an ax.


    



    Omar, his hands tied behind his back, was bound to the chair in the bathtub. His large brown liquid eyes were staring up at Fadi. There was an ugly bruise on his jaw just beginning to inflate.


    “You’re not Jewish,” Omar said in Urdu. “You’re Muslim.”


    Fadi ignored him and went about his business, which, at the moment, was death.


    “You’re Muslim, just like me,” Omar repeated. To his utter surprise, he wasn’t frightened. He seemed to be in something of a dream state, as if from the moment he was born he was fated for this encounter. “How can you do this?”


    “In a moment, you will be martyred to the cause,” Fadi said in Urdu, which his father had made certain he learned as a child. “What is your complaint?”


    “The cause,” Omar said calmly, “is your cause. It isn’t mine. Islam is a religion of peace, and yet here you are waging a terrible, bloody war that devastates families, whole generations.”


    “We are given no choice by the American terrorists. They suck at our oil tit, but that isn’t enough for them. They want to own the oil tit. So they make up lies and use them to invade our land. The American president claims, of course falsely, that his god has spoken to him. The Americans have revived the era of the Crusades. They are the world’s chief infidels—where they lead Europe follows, either willingly or grudgingly. America is like a colossal engine rolling across the world, its citizens grinding whatever they find into shit that all looks the same. If we don’t stop them, they will be the end of us. They want nothing less. Our backs are against the wall. We have been driven into this war of survival, unwilling. They have systematically stripped us of power, of dignity. Now they want to occupy all of the Middle East.”


    “You speak with a terrible hatred.”


    “A gift of the Americans. Cleanse yourself of all Western corruption.”


    “And I say that as long as your focus is hatred, you’re doomed. Your hatred has blinded you to any possibility but the one you have created.”


    A tremor of barely suppressed rage rippled through Fadi. “I have created nothing! I am defending what must be defended. Why can you not see that our very way of life hangs in the balance.”


    “It is you who cannot see. There is another way.”


    Fadi threw his head back, his voice corrosive. “Ah, yes, now you have opened my eyes, Omar. I shall renounce my people, my heritage. I will become like you, a servant waiting on the decadent whims of pampered Americans, dependent on the crumbs left on their table.”


    “You see only what you want to see.” Omar’s expression was sad. “You’ve only to look at the Israeli model to know what can be done with hard work and—”


    “The Israelis have the money and the military might of America behind them,” Fadi hissed into Omar’s face. “They also have the atomic bomb.”


    “Of course, that is what you see. But Israelis themselves are Nobel laureates in physics, economics, chemistry, literature; prizewinners in quantum computing, black-hole thermodynamics, string theory. Israelis were founders of Packard Bell, Oracle, SanDisk, Akamai, Mercury Interactive, Check Point, Amdocs, ICQ.”


    “You’re talking gibberish,” Fadi said, dismissively.


    “To you, yes. Because all you know how to do is destroy. These people created a life for themselves, for their children, for their children’s children. This is the model you need to follow. Turn inward, help your people, educate them, allow them to make something of themselves.”


    “You’re insane,” Fadi said in fury. “Never. Finished. The end.” The flat of his hand cut through the air and broke Omar’s neck.


    



    With a last look at Nicholson’s manically grinning face, Muta ibn Aziz followed Omar into the grotesque pink-marble bathroom, which looked to him like flesh after the skin had been stripped off. There was Omar, sitting on the chair he had placed in the bathtub. There was Fadi bent over, studying Omar’s face as if to memorize it. Fadi’s makeup case had been overturned when Omar had kicked it during his death throes. Small jars, broken bottles, prosthetics were all over the place. Not that it mattered.


    “He looks so sad, slumped there on the chair,” Muta said.


    “He’s beyond sadness,” Fadi said. “He’s beyond all pain and pleasure.”


    Muta stared into Omar’s glassy eyes, the pupils fixed and dilated in death. “You broke his neck. So neat, so precise.”


    Fadi sat down on the lip of the tub. After a moment’s hesitation, Muta retrieved an electric hair shearer from the tile floor. Fadi had affixed a mirror to the wall at the back of the tub by means of suction cups. He stared into this, scrutinizing every motion, as Muta began to take off his hair.


    When the task was done, Fadi rose. He stared at himself in the mirror over the sink, then back at Omar. He turned to one side, and Muta moved Omar’s head so the same side was visible. Then the other side.


    “A little more here—” Fadi pointed at a spot on the top of his own scalp. “—where Omar is already bald.”


    When he was satisfied, he began to give himself Omar’s nose, Omar’s slight overbite, Omar’s elongated earlobes.


    Together they stripped Omar of his uniform, socks, and shoes. Fadi did not forget the man’s underwear, putting those on first. The idea was to be absolutely authentic.


    “La ilaha ill allah.” Muta grinned. “You look every inch the Pakistani servant.”


    Fadi nodded. “Then it’s time.”


    As he went through the suite, he picked up the tray Omar had brought. Out in the corridor, he took the service elevator to the basement. He drew out a handheld video device, brought up the schematics for the hotel. Locating the room housing the electronic panels for the HVAC, electrical power, and sprinkler systems took less than three minutes. Inside, he removed the cover to the sprinkler panel and replaced the wires for the fifth floor. The color coding would look correct to anyone who checked, but the wires were now shorted out, rendering the fifth-floor sprinklers inoperable.


    He returned to the fifth floor the way he had come. Encountering a maid who entered the service lift on the second floor, he tried out his imitation of Omar’s voice. She got out on the fourth floor without suspecting a thing.


    Returning to the Silvers’ suite, he went into the bathroom. From the bottom drawer of his case, he pulled out a small spray can and two metal containers of carbon disulfide. He emptied one container into Omar’s accommodating lap, the odor of rotten eggs pervading the air. Back in the living room, he poured out the second just below the window, where the hem of the thick curtains fell. Then he sprayed the curtains with a substance that would turn the fabric from fire-retardant to flammable.


    In the sitting room, he said, “Do you have everything you need?”


    “I have forgotten nothing, Fadi.”


    Fadi ducked back into the bathroom and lit the accelerant in Omar’s lap. Virtually no trace of him, not a recognizable bone nor a bit of flesh, would survive the intense heat of the inferno the accelerants would generate. With Muta watching, Fadi lit the bottom of the curtains in the living room, and they left the suite together. They parted almost immediately, Muta ibn Aziz to the stairwell, Fadi once again to the service elevator. Two minutes later, he exited the side entrance: Omar on a cigarette break. Forty-three seconds later, Muta joined him.


    They had just turned off 20th Street onto H Street, protected by the bulk of one of the buildings at George Washington University, when, with a thunderous roar, the fire blew out the fifth-floor window, on its way to completely incinerating all three rooms of the Silvers’ suite.


    They strolled down the street to the sounds of shouts, cries, the mounting wail of sirens. A flickering red heat rose into the night, the heartbreaking light of disaster and death.


    Both Fadi and Muta ibn Aziz knew it well.


    



    A world away from both luxury and international terrorism, Northeast quadrant was rife with its own homegrown disasters arising from poverty, inner-city rage, and disenfranchisement—toxic ingredients of existence so familiar to Fadi and Muta ibn Aziz.


    Gangs owned much of the territory; drug- and numbers-running were the commerce that fed the strong, the amoral. Vicious turf wars, drive-by shootings, raging fires were nightly occurrences. There wasn’t a foot patrolman on the Metro D.C. Police who would venture onto the streets without armed backup. This held true for the squad cars as well, which were without exception manned by two cops; sometimes, on particularly bloody-minded nights or when the moon was full, by three or four.


    Bourne and Soraya were racing through the night along these mean streets when he noted for the second time a black Camaro behind them.


    “We picked up a tail,” he said over his shoulder.


    Soraya didn’t bother looking back. “It’s Typhon.”


    “How d’you know?”


    Over the sighing wind he heard the distinct metallic snik! of a switchblade. Then the edge of the blade was at his throat.


    “Pull over,” she said in his ear.


    “You’re crazy. Put the knife away.”


    She pressed the blade into his skin. “Do as I tell you.”


    “Don’t do this, Soraya.”


    “You’re the one who needs to think about what he’s done.”


    “I don’t know what you—”


    She gave him a shove in the back with the heel of her hand. “Dammit! Pull over now!”


    Obediently, he slowed down. The black Camaro came roaring up on his left to trap him between it and the curb. Soraya noted this with satisfaction and, as she did so, Bourne jammed his thumb into the nerve on the inside of her wrist. Her hand opened involuntarily and he caught the falling switchblade by the handle, closed it, and stuck it into his jacket.


    The Camaro, following procedure to the letter, had now angled in to the curb just in front of him. The passenger door swung open even as it rocked on its shocks, and an armed agent leapt out. Bourne twisted the handlebars and the motorcycle’s engine screamed as he turned to his right, cutting across a burned-out lawn, slipping into a narrow alley between two houses.


    He could hear shouts behind him, the slamming of a door, the angry roar of the Camaro, but it was no use. The alley was too narrow for the car to be able to follow the motorcycle. It might try to find him on the other side, but Bourne had an answer for that as well. He was intimate with this part of Washington, and he was willing to bet everything that they weren’t.


    On the other hand, he had Soraya to contend with. He might have stripped her of her knife, but she could still use every part of her body as a weapon. This she did with an economy of movement and an efficiency of application. She dug knuckles into his kidneys, repeatedly slammed her elbow into his ribs, even tried to gouge out an eye with her thumb, in obvious retaliation for what had happened to poor Tim Hytner.


    All these assaults Bourne suffered with a grim stoicism, fending her off as best he could while the motorcycle rocketed through the narrow lane between the stained building walls on either side. Garbage cans and passed-out drunks were only the most frequent obstacles he had to negotiate at speed.


    Then three teens appeared at the end of the alley. Two had baseball bats, which they brandished with chop-licking menace. The third, just behind the others, leveled a Saturday-night special at him as the motorcycle neared.


    “Hang on!” he shouted at Soraya. Feeling her arms wrapped tightly around his waist, he leaned back, shifting their center of gravity sharply, at the same time gunning the engine. The front end of the motorcycle lifted off the ground. They rushed at the thugs reared up like a lion on the attack. He heard a shot fired, but the underside of the motorcycle protected them. Then they were in the midst of it. He snatched a bat from the grip of the thug on the left, slammed it down onto the wrist of the third teen, and the gun went flying.


    They burst out of the end of the alley. Bourne leaned forward, guiding the motorcycle back onto two wheels just in time for the sharp turn to the right, down a street seething with garbage and stray dogs, yelping at the Harley’s thunderous passage.


    Bourne said, “Now we can straighten—”


    He never finished. Soraya had locked the crook of her arm across his windpipe and was bringing to bear a lethal pressure.
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    Damn you, damn you, damn you!” Soraya chanted like an exorcist.


    Bourne scarcely heard her. He was far too busy trying to stay alive. The motorcycle was hurtling at a hundred kilometers an hour down the street, the wrong way, as it happened. He managed to swerve out of the way of an old Ford, horn blaring, a deep voice shouting obscenities. But in the process he sideswiped a Lincoln idling at the opposite curb. The motorcycle hit, bouncing off the long dented slash in the Continental’s front fender. Bourne’s windpipe, almost entirely blocked by the choke hold Soraya had on him, was allowing next to no air into his lungs. Stars twinkled at the periphery of his vision, and he was blacking out for microseconds at a time.


    Even so, he was aware that the Lincoln had awakened and, making a sharp U-turn, was now in fast pursuit of the motorcycle that had done it damage. Up ahead, a truck lumbered toward him, taking up most of the street.


    Putting on a shocking burst of speed, the Continental came abreast of him, its blackened window rolled down and a moon-faced black man scowling and howling a string of curses. Then the voracious snout of a sawed-off shotgun showed itself.


    “This’ll teach yo, muthafucka!”


    Before Moon-face had a chance to pull the trigger, Soraya kicked upward with her left leg. The edge of her boot struck the shotgun barrel; it swung wildly upward, the blast exploding into the treetops lining the street. Taking advantage, Bourne twisted the handlebars to full speed and took off down the street directly toward the huge truck. The driver saw their suicide maneuver and panicked, turning the wheel hard over as he simultaneously downshifted and stood on the air brakes. The truck, howling in protest, slewed broadside across the road.


    Soraya, seeing death approaching with appalling speed, cried out in Arabic. She relinquished her choke hold to once again swing her arms tight around Bourne’s waist.


    Bourne coughed, sucked sweet air into his burning lungs, leaned all the way over to his right, cut the engine an instant before they were sure to slam into the truck.


    Soraya’s scream was cut short. The motorcycle went down on its side in a welter of sparks and blood from skin flayed off Bourne’s right leg as they slid between the truck’s madly spinning axles.


    On the other side Bourne brought the engine to life, using the momentum and the weight of their combined bodies to return the motorcycle to its normal upright position.


    Soraya, too dazed to immediately resume her attack, said, “Stop, please stop now.”


    Bourne ignored her. He knew where he was going.


    



    The DCI was in conference with Matthew Lerner, being debriefed on the particulars of Hiram Cevik’s escape and its fiery aftermath.


    “Hytner aside,” Lerner said, “the damage was light. Two agents with cuts and abrasions—one of those also with a concussion from the blast. A third agent missing. Minor damage to the bird on the ground”—he meant the helicopter—“none to the one that had been hovering.”


    “That was a public arena,” the Old Man said. “It was fucking amateur hour out there.”


    “What the hell was Bourne thinking, bringing Cevik out into the open?”


    The director’s gaze rose to the portrait of the president that hung on one wall of the conference room. On the other wall was a portrait of his predecessor. You only get your portrait painted after they’ve hung you out to dry, he thought sourly. The years had piled up on him, and some days—like today—he could feel every grain of sand in the hourglass burying him slowly, surely. Atlas with bowed shoulders.


    The DCI shuffled through some papers, held one to the light. “The chief of D.C. Metro’s called, ditto the FB fucking I.” His eyes bored into Lerner’s. “You know what they wanted, Matthew? They wanted to know if they could help. Can you beat that? Well, I can.


    “The president phoned to ask what the hell was going on, if we were under attack by terrorists, if he should head for Oz.” Another name for the Hidden Seat of Power, the secret place from which the president and his staff could run the country during a full-fledged emergency. “I told him everything was under control. Now I’m asking you the same question, and by God I’d better get the answer I want.”


    “In the end, we return to Bourne,” Lerner said, reading from the hastily prepared research notes his chief of staff had thrust into his fist just moments before the meeting convened. “But then the recent history of CI is riddled with snafus and disasters that somehow always have their origin with Jason Bourne.


    “It pains me to say I told you so, but this whole mess could’ve been avoided had you kept Lindros here at HQ. I know he was once a field operative, but that was some time ago. The animal edge is quickly dulled by administrative concerns. He’s got his own shop to run. Who’s going to run it if he’s dead? The Cevik debacle was the direct result of Typhon being without a head.”


    “Everything you say is true, dammit. I never should’ve allowed Martin to talk me into this. Then disaster upon disaster at Ras Dejen. Well, at least this time Bourne won’t disappear off the grid.”


    Lerner shook his head. “But I have to wonder whether that’s enough.”


    “What d’you mean?”


    “There’s more than a fair chance that Bourne had a hand in Cevik’s escape.”


    The Old Man’s eyebrows knit together. “You have proof of this?”


    “I’m working on it,” Lerner said. “But it stands to reason. The escape was planned in advance. What Cevik’s people needed to do was to get him out of the cage, and Bourne accomplished that quite efficiently. He’s nothing if not efficient, this we already knew.”


    The Old Man slammed his hand on the table. “If he’s behind Cevik’s escape, I swear I’ll skin him alive.”


    “I’ll take care of Bourne.”


    “Patience, Matthew. For the moment we need him. We must get Martin Lindros back, and Bourne is now our only hope. After due consideration, the Operations Directorate sent the Skorpion Two team in after Skorpion One, and we lost them both.”


    “With my contacts, I told you I could gather a small unit—”


    “Of freelancers, former NSA operatives now in the private sector.” The DCI shook his head. “That idea was DOA. I could never sanction a bunch of mercenaries, men I don’t know, men not under my command, for such a sensitive mission.”


    “But Bourne—dammit, you know his history, and now history is repeating itself. He does whatever the hell he wants whenever it suits him and fuck anyone else.”


    “Everything you say is true. Personally, I despise the man. He represents everything that I’ve been taught is a menace to an organization like CI. But one thing I know about him is that he’s loyal to the men he bonds with. Martin is one of those. If anyone can find him and extract him, it’s Bourne.”


    At that moment, the door swung open and Anne Held poked her head in.


    “Sir, we have an internal problem. My clearance has been busted. I called Electronic Security and they said it wasn’t a mistake.”


    “That’s right, Anne. It’s part of Matthew’s reorganization plan. He felt you didn’t need top clearance to do the work I give you.”


    “But sir—”


    “Clerical staff has one set of clearance priorities,” Lerner said. “Operational staff another. Neat and clean, no ambiguities.” He looked at her. “Still a problem, Ms. Held?”


    Anne was furious. She looked to the Old Man, but realized at once that she’d get no help from that quarter. She saw his silence, his complicity, as a betrayal of the relationship she’d worked so long and hard to forge with him. She felt compelled to defend herself, but knew this was the wrong time and place to do it.


    She was about to close the door when a messenger from Ops Directorate came up behind her. She turned, took a sheet of paper from him, turned back.


    “We just got a read on the missing agent,” she said.


    The DCI’s mood had darkened considerably in the last few minutes. “Who is it?” he snapped.


    “Soraya Moore,” Anne told him.


    “You see,” Lerner said sternly, “another one of our people transferred out of my jurisdiction. How am I expected to do my job when people I have no control over slide off the grid? This is directly attributable to Lindros, sir. If you would give me control of Typhon at least until he’s either found or confirmed dead—”


    “Soraya’s with Bourne,” Anne Held said to her boss before Lerner could say another word.


    “Goddamm it!” the DCI exploded. “How the hell did that happen?”


    “No one seems to know,” Anne said.


    The DCI was standing, his face empurpled with rage. “Matthew, I do believe Typhon needs an acting director. As of now, you’re it. Go forth and get the fucking job done ASAP.”


    



    Stop the motorcycle,” Soraya said in his ear.


    Bourne shook his head. “We’re still too close to the—”


    “Now.” She put the blade of a knife against his throat. “I mean it.”


    Bourne turned down a side street, pulled the cycle over to the curb, engaged the kickstand. As they both got off, he turned to her. “Now what the hell is this all about?”


    Her eyes blazed with an ill-contained fury. “You killed Tim, you sonovabitch.”


    “What? How could you even think—?”


    “You told Cevik’s people where he’d be.”


    “You’re insane.”


    “Am I? It was your idea to take him out of the cell block. I tried to stop you, but—”


    “I didn’t have Hytner killed.”


    “Then why did you just stand there while he was shot?”


    Bourne didn’t give her an answer because he had none to give. He recalled that at the time he’d been assaulted by sound, and—he rubbed his forehead—a debilitating headache. Soraya was right. Cevik’s escape, Hytner’s death. How had he allowed it all to happen?


    “Cevik’s escape was meticulously planned and timed. But how?” Soraya was saying. “How could Cevik’s people know where he was? How could they know, unless you told them?” She shook her head. “I should’ve listened more closely to the stories about you going rogue. There were only two men in all of CI you were able to buffalo: One’s dead and the other’s missing. Clearly you can’t be trusted.”


    With an effort, Bourne willed his head to clear. “There’s another possibility.”


    “This should be good.”


    “I didn’t call anyone while we were down in the cells or outside—”


    “You could’ve used hand signs, anything.”


    “You’re right about the method, wrong about the messenger. Remember when Cevik struck the match?”


    “How could I forget?” she said bitterly.


    “That was the final signal for the waiting Hummer.”


    “That’s just the point, the Hummer was already waiting. You knew because it was your setup.”


    “If it was my setup, would I be telling you about it? Think, Soraya! You called Hytner to tell him we were going outside. It was Hytner who called Cevik’s people.”


    Her laugh was harsh and derisive. “What, so then one of Cevik’s people shot Tim to death? Why on earth would they do that?”


    “To cover their tracks absolutely. With Hytner dead, there was no chance of him being caught and giving them up.”


    She shook her head stubbornly. “I knew Tim a long time; he was no traitor.”


    “Those are usually the guilty ones, Soraya.”


    “Shut up!”


    “Maybe he wasn’t a willing traitor. Maybe they got to him in some way.”


    “Don’t say one more thing against Tim.” She brandished the knife. “You’re just trying to save your own skin.”


    “Look, you’re absolutely right that Cevik’s escape was planned in advance. But I didn’t know where Cevik was being held—I didn’t even know you were holding anyone until you told me not ten minutes before you took me to see Cevik.”


    This stopped her in her tracks. She looked at him oddly. It was the same look she’d given him when he’d first seen her down in the Typhon ops center.


    “If I was your enemy, why would I save you from the explosion?”


    A little shiver went through her. “I don’t pretend to have all the answers—”


    Bourne shrugged. “If your mind’s made up, maybe I shouldn’t confuse you with the truth.”


    She took a breath, her nostrils flared. “I don’t know what to believe. Ever since you came down to Typhon—”


    In a flash he reached out, disarmed her. She stared at him wide-eyed as he reversed the knife, handing it back to her butt-first.


    “If I was your enemy…”


    She looked at it a long time, then up at him as she took it, slid it back into its neoprene sheath at the small of her back.


    “Okay, so you’re not the enemy. But neither was Tim. There’s got to be another explanation.”


    “Then we’ll find it together,” he said. “I have my name to clear, you have Hytner’s.”


    “Give me your right hand,” she said to Bourne.


    Gripping Bourne’s wrist, she turned the hand over so that the palm was faceup. With her other hand, she laid the flat of the blade on the tip of Bourne’s forefinger.


    “Don’t move.”


    With one deft motion she flicked the blade forward, along his skin. Instead of drawing blood, she lifted off a minute oval of translucent material so thin Bourne had not felt or noticed it.


    “Here we go.” She held it up in the fitful glow of the streetlight for Bourne to see. “It’s known as a NET. A nano-electronic tag, according to the tech boys from DARPA.” She meant the Defense Advanced Research Projects Agency, an arm of the Department of Defense. “It uses nanotechnology—microscopic servers. This is how I tracked you with the copter so quickly.”


    Bourne had fleetingly wondered how the CI copter had picked him up so quickly, but he’d assumed it was the Hummer’s distinctive profile they’d spotted. He considered for a moment. Now he recalled with vivid clarity the curious look Tim Hytner had given him when he had handled the transcript of Cevik’s phone conversation: That was how they’d planted the NET on him.


    “Sonovabitch!” He eyed Soraya as she slid the NET into a small oval plastic case and screwed down the lid. “They were going to monitor me all the way to Ras Dejen, weren’t they?”


    She nodded. “DCI’s orders.”


    “So much for the promise to keep me off the leash,” Bourne said bitterly.


    “You’re off now.”


    He nodded. “Thanks.”


    “How about returning the favor?”


    “Which would be…?”


    “Let me help you.”


    He shook his head. “If you knew me better, you’d know I work alone.”


    Soraya looked as if she was about to say something, then changed her mind. “Look, as you said yourself, you’re already in hot water with the Old Man. You’re going to need someone on the inside. Someone you can trust absolutely.” She took a step back toward the motorcycle. “Because you know as sure as we’re both standing here that the Old Man’s going to find ways to fuck you every which way from Sunday.”

  


  
    SIX

  


  
    Kim Lovett was tired. She wanted to go home to her husband of six months. He was too new to the district and they were too new to each other for him to have yet succumbed to the crushing separation dictated by his wife’s job.


    Kim was always tired. The D.C. Fire Investigation Unit knew no typical hours or workdays. As a consequence, agents like Kim, who were clever, experienced, and knew what they were doing, were called on to labor hours akin to those of an ER surgeon in a war zone.


    Kim had caught the call from DCFD during a brief lull in the mind-numbing drudgery of filling out paperwork on a phalanx of arson investigations, one of the few moments during the past weeks when she’d allowed herself to think about her husband—his wide shoulders, his strong arms, the scent of his naked body. The reverie didn’t last long. She had picked up her kit and was on her way to the Hotel Constitution.


    She engaged the siren as she headed out. From Vermont Avenue and 11th Street to the northeast corner of 20th and F took no more than seven minutes. The hotel was surrounded by police cars and fire engines, but by now the fire had been contained. Water streamed down the facade from the open wound at the end of the fifth floor. The EMT vehicles had come and gone, and there was about the scene the brittle, jittery aftermath of cinders and draining adrenaline Kim’s father had described to her so well.


    Chief O’Grady was waiting for her. She got out of the car and, displaying her ID, was admitted past the police barricades.


    “Lovett,” O’Grady grunted. He was a big, beefy man with short but unruly white hair and ears the size and shape of a thick slice of pork tenderloin. His sad, watery eyes watched her guardedly. He was one of the majority who felt that women had no place in the DCFD.


    “What’ve we got?”


    “Explosion and fire.” O’Grady lifted his chin in the direction of the gaping wound.


    “Any of our men killed or injured?”


    “No, but thanks for asking.” O’Grady wiped his forehead with a dirty paper towel. “There was a death, however—probably the occupant of the suite, though with the tiny fragments I’ve found I can tell you it will be impossible to make an ID. Also, the cops say one employee is missing. Damn lucky for a fireworks display like this one.”


    “You said probably the guest.”


    “That’s right. The fire was unnaturally hot, and it was one bitch to put out. That’s why FIU was called in.”


    “Any idea what caused the explosion?” she asked.


    “Well, it wasn’t the fucking boiler,” the chief said shortly. He stepped closer to her, the burned rubber-and-cinder smell coming off him in waves. When he spoke again, his voice was low, urgent. “You’ve got about an hour up there before Metro Police hand everything over to Homeland Security. And you know what’s gonna happen when those boyos start tramping through our crime scene.”


    “Gotcha.” Kim nodded.


    “Okay. Go on up. A Detective Overton is waiting.”


    He strode off in his rolling, slightly bandy-legged gait.


    The lobby was filled with cops and firemen milling around. The cops were taking the temperature of the staff and guests, huddled in separate corners like plotting factions. The firefighters were busy dragging equipment across the blackened runner and marble floor. The place smelled of anxiety and frustration, like a stalled subway car at rush hour.


    Kim rode the elevator up, stepping out into a charred and ruined fifth-floor corridor that, except for her, was utterly deserted. Just inside the suite, she found Overton, a stoop-shouldered detective with a long, mournful face, squinting at his notes.


    “What the hell happened?” she said after introducing herself. “Any ideas?”


    “Possibly.” Detective Overton flipped open a notebook. “The occupants of this corner suite were Jakob and Lev Silver. Brothers. Diamond merchants from Amsterdam. They came in at seven forty-five or thereabouts. We know that because they had a brief conversation with a concierge—” He flipped a page. “—named Thomas. One of them ordered a bottle of champagne, some kind of celebration. After that, Thomas didn’t see them. He swears they didn’t leave the hotel.”


    They went into the suite proper.


    “Can you give me the lowdown on what caused the explosion?”


    “That’s what I’m here for.” She snapped on latex gloves, went to work. Twenty minutes went by as she hunted down the epicenter of the blast and worked her way outward from there. Normally she’d take carpet samples—if an accelerant had been used, it was most likely to be a highly flammable hydrocarbon-based liquid, such as turpentine, acetone, naphtha, or the like. Two telltale signs: The liquid would have seeped into the carpet, even into the underlayer. Also, there would be what was commonly called headspace—short for headspace gas chromatography—which would pick up the traces of the gases released when the accelerants ignited. Since each compound released a unique fingerprint, the headspace could determine not only if an accelerant had been used but also which one.


    Here, however, the fire had been of such intensity that it had eaten through the carpet and the underlayer. No wonder O’Grady and his men had had difficulty putting it out.


    She examined every scrap of metal, splinter of wood, fiber of cloth, and pile of ash. Opening her kit, she exposed parts of this detritus to myriad tests. The rest she carefully put into glass containers, sealed them with airtight lids, and placed each container in its foam padding in her kit.


    “I can tell you now that an accelerant was definitely used,” she said as she continued to stow evidence. “I won’t know what it was precisely until I get back to the lab, but I’ll say this much: It wasn’t your garden-variety accelerant. This heat, this level of destruction—”


    Detective Overton interrupted her. “But the explosion—”


    “There’s no trace of explosive residue,” she said. “Accelerants have flashpoints that often cause explosions in and of themselves. But again, I won’t be sure until I can conduct tests back at the lab.”


    By this time, she had moved on in an ever-widening circle surrounding the point of explosion.


    All at once, she sat back on her haunches and said, “Have you found out why the sprinklers didn’t come on?”


    Overton flipped through his notes. “As it happens, the sprinklers engaged on every floor of the hotel but this one. When we went down to the basement, we discovered that the system had been tampered with. I had to call in an electrician to find out, but the bottom line is that the sprinklers on this floor were disabled.”


    “So the entire episode was deliberate.”


    “Jakob and Lev Silver were Jews. The waiter who brought them the bottle of champagne—the one employee who’s missing—is Pakistani. Hence my duty to turn this sucker over to Homeland Security.”


    She looked up from her work. “You think this waiter is a terrorist?”


    Overton shrugged. “My bet’s on a business vendetta against the Silvers, but I sure as hell want to know before Homeland Security does.”


    She shook her head. “This setup is too sophisticated by half for a terrorist attack.”


    “Diamonds are forever.”


    She rose. “Let’s see the body.”


    “Body would be the wrong word for what we got left.”


    He took Kim into the bathroom, and together they stared down at the bits of charred bone scattered about the porcelain tub.


    “Not even a skeleton.” Lovett nodded to herself. She did a complete 360. “Here lies either Jakob or Lev Silver, fair enough. But where’s the other brother?”


    “Could be cindered. No?”


    “In this heat, a definite possibility,” Kim said. “It’ll take me days, if not weeks to sift through the debris for any human ash. But then again I might not find anything at all.”


    She knew he’d combed the entire suite, but she went through every nook and cranny herself.


    He glanced nervously at his watch as they returned to the bathroom. “This gonna take much longer? Time’s running out on me.”


    Kim climbed into the bathtub with the bits and pieces of charred bone. “What’s with you and Homeland Security?”


    “Nothing, I just…” He shrugged. “I’ve tried five times to make it as an HS agent. Five times they turned me down. That’s my stake in this case. If I show them what I can do, they’ll have to take me when I reapply.”


    She crawled around with her equipment. “There was accelerant here,” she said, “as well as in the other room. You see, porcelain, which is created in fierce heat, tolerates it better than anything else, even some metals.” She moved down. “Accelerants are heavy, so they tend to seep. That’s why we look for them in the underlayer of a carpet or between the cracks of a wood floor. Here an accelerant would seek the lowest point in the tub. It would seep down into the drain.”


    She swabbed out the drain, moving deeper with each separate swab she produced from her kit. All at once she stopped. She withdrew the swab, bagged it, put it away. Then she shone the xenon beam of a pencil flash into the hole.


    “Ah, what have we here?”


    She lowered a pair of needle-nose pliers into the drain. A moment later, she withdrew it. Clamped between its steel tips was something that looked quite familiar to both of them.


    Detective Overton leaned forward until his head and torso were over the bathtub. “A pair of one of the Silver brothers’ teeth.”


    Kim was scrutinizing them as she turned them in the cool, penetrating light of her pencil flash. “Maybe.” She was frowning. Then again maybe not, she thought.


    



    The olive-colored house just off 7th Street NE, looked much like its neighbors—dingy, time-worn, in desperate need of a new front porch. The skeleton of the house to its right was still standing, more or less, but the rest of it had been gutted by arson long ago. The worn stoop to its right was inhabited by a clutch of teens, jangly with hard-core hip-hop roaring from a battered ghetto blaster. They were illuminated by a buzzing streetlight in desperate need of refitting.


    As one, the teens came off the stoop as the motorcycle drew up to the curb in front of the olive-colored house, but Bourne waved them off as he and Soraya climbed slowly off.


    Bourne, ignoring the ripped right leg of his trousers and the blood seeping through it, touched knuckled fist with the tallest of the teens. “How’s it going, Tyrone.”


    “It goin’,” Tyrone said. “Yo know.”


    “This is Soraya Moore.”


    Tyrone gave Soraya the once-over with his large black eyes. “Deron, he gonna be pissed. Ain’t no one should be here ’cept yo.”


    “It’s on me,” Bourne said. “I’ll make it right with Deron.”


    At that moment, the front door of the olive-colored house opened. A tall, slim, handsome man with skin the color of light cocoa stepped out onto the front porch.


    “Jason, what the hell?” Deron frowned deeply as he came down off the porch toward them. He was dressed in jeans and a chambray work shirt with the sleeves rolled up to expose his forearms. He seemed impervious to the cold. “You know the rules. You made them yourself with my father. No one but yourself comes here.”


    Bourne stepped between Deron and Soraya. “I’ve got just over two hours to make my flight to London,” he said in a low tone. “I’m in a pile of it. I need her help as much as I do yours.”


    Deron came on in his long, languid strides. He was close enough now for Soraya to see that he had a gun in his hand. And not just any gun: a .357 Magnum.


    As she began to take an involuntary step backward, Deron said, “Ah, who is nigh? come to me, friend or foe, And tell me who is victor, York or Warwick?” in a very fine British accent. “Why ask I that? my mangled body shows, My blood, my want of strength, my sick heart shows. That I must yield my body to the earth And, by my fall, the conquest to my foe.”


    Soraya replied, “See who it is: and, now the battle’s ended, If friend or foe, let him be gently used.”


    “I see you know your Shakespeare,” Deron said.


    “Henry the Sixth, Part Three, one of my favorites at school.”


    “But is the battle truly ended?”


    “Show him the NET,” Bourne said.


    She handed over the small oval case.


    Stashing the Magnum in the waistband of his jeans, Deron extended the delicate long-fingered hand of a surgeon, or a pickpocket, to open the case.


    “Ah.” His eyes lit up as he plucked out the beacon to study.


    “The newest CI leash,” Bourne said. “She dug that little devil off me.”


    “DARPA-engineered,” Deron said. You could almost see him smack his lips in delight. There was nothing he liked better than new technology.


    



    Deron was neither a surgeon nor a pickpocket, Bourne informed Soraya as they followed him into the olive-colored house. He was one of the world’s foremost forgers. Vermeers were a specialty—Deron had a knack with light—but in truth he could reproduce virtually anything, and often did, for an astronomically high price. Every one of his clients said his work was worth the money. He prided himself on satisfied customers.


    Deron led them into the entryway, shut the front door behind them. The unexpected heavy clangor startled Soraya. This was no ordinary door, though that was how it appeared from the outside. From this side, the metal sheathing reflected the warm lamplight.


    She looked around, astonished. Directly ahead was a curving tiger-oak staircase; to the left, a corridor. To her right was a large living room. The polished wood floors were covered in costly Persian carpets, the walls hung with masterpieces out of the storied history of fine art: Rembrandt, Vermeer, van Gogh, Monet, Degas, many others. Of course, they were all forgeries, weren’t they? She peered at them closely, and while she was no expert she thought them all brilliant. She was certain that if she had viewed them at a museum or auction she would have had no doubt as to their authenticity. She squinted harder. Unless some of them were the originals.


    Turning back, she saw that Deron had clasped Bourne in a warm embrace.


    “I never had a chance to thank you for coming to the funeral,” Bourne said. “That meant a lot to me. I know how busy you are.”


    “My dear friend, there are things in life that outweigh commerce,” Deron said with a sad smile, “no matter how pressing or lucrative.” Then he pushed Bourne away. “First thing, we take care of the leg. Upstairs, first door on the right. You know the drill. Get cleaned up. New duds for you up there as well.” He grinned. “Always the finest selection at Deron’s.”


    Soraya followed Deron down a yellow enameled hallway, through a large kitchen, into what must once have been the house’s washroom and pantry. Here were waist-high cabinets topped by zinc-wrapped counters, banks of computers, and stacks of incomprehensible electronic instruments.


    “I know what he’s looking for,” Deron said as if Soraya had ceased to exist. Methodically he began to open cabinet doors and drawers, taking out an item here, a handful there.


    Soraya, looking over his shoulder, was startled to see noses, ears, and teeth. Reaching out, she picked up a nose, turning it over in her hand.


    “Don’t worry,” Deron said. “They’re made of latex and porcelain.” He picked up what looked like a piece of dental bridgework. “Lifelike, though, don’t you think?” He showed her one edge. “Reason being, there’s little difference between this prosthetic and the real thing, except here on the inside. The real thing would have a small recess in order to fit over the ground-down tooth. This, as you can see, is just a porcelain shell, meant to fit over normal teeth.”


    Soraya couldn’t help herself—she put on the latex nose, making Deron laugh. He rummaged around another drawer, handing her a much smaller model. This did feel better. Just for demonstration, he used some theatrical gum to mold it on.


    “Of course, in real life you’d use another kind of glue, and makeup, to hide the edges of the prosthetic.”


    “Isn’t that a problem when you sweat or—I don’t know, swim, maybe?”


    “This isn’t makeup from Chanel,” Deron said with a laugh. “Once you apply it, you need a special solvent to get it off.”


    Bourne returned just as Soraya was peeling off the fake nose. His leg wound was cleaned and bandaged, and he was dressed in new trousers and shirt.


    Bourne said, “Soraya, you and I need to talk.”


    She followed him into the kitchen, where they stood by a huge stainless-steel refrigerator against the wall farthest from Deron’s lab.


    Bourne turned to her. “You and Deron have a pleasant visit while I was gone?”


    “You mean did he try to pump me for information?”


    “You mean did I ask him to pump you.”


    “Right.”


    “As a matter of fact, I didn’t.”


    She nodded. “He didn’t.” Then she waited.


    “There’s no good way to get into this.” Bourne searched her face. “Were you and Tim close?”


    She turned her head away for a moment, bit her lip. “What d’you care? To you he’s a traitor.”


    “Soraya, listen to me, it’s either Tim Hytner or me. I know it’s not me.”


    Her expression was deliberately confrontational. “Then tell me why you took Cevik outside?”


    “I wanted him to get a taste of the freedom he no longer had.”


    “That’s it? I don’t believe you.”


    Bourne frowned. It wouldn’t be the first time since Marie’s death that he’d wondered if his latest trauma had somehow impaired his judgment. “I’m afraid it’s true.”


    “Forget about my believing you,” she snapped. “How d’you think that’s going to play with the Old Man?”


    “What does it matter? The Old Man hates loose cannons.”


    She looked at her boots, shook her head. She took a breath, let it all out. “I nominated Tim for Typhon, now he’s dead.”


    Bourne was silent. He was a warrior, what did she expect? Tears and regret? No, but would showing a smidgen of emotion kill him? Then she remembered his wife’s recent death, and she felt immediately ashamed.


    She cleared her throat, but not her emotions. “We were in school together. He was one of those boys girls made fun of.”


    “Why not you?”


    “I wasn’t like the other girls. I could see he was sweet and vulnerable. I sensed something.” She shrugged. “He liked to talk about his younger childhood; he was born in rural Nebraska. To me, it was like hearing about another country.”


    “He was wrong for Typhon,” Bourne said bluntly.


    “He was wrong for the field, that’s no lie,” she said just as bluntly.


    Bourne put his hands in his pockets. “So where does all this leave us?”


    She started as if he’d pricked her with the business end of her switchblade. “All what?”


    “We’ve saved each other’s lives, you’ve tried to kill me twice. Bottom line: We don’t trust each other.”


    Her eyes, large and liquid with incipient tears, bored into his. “I gave up the NET; you brought me here to Deron’s. What’s your definition of trust?”


    Bourne said, “You took photos of Cevik when he was detained.”


    She nodded, waiting for the ax to fall. What would he require of her now? What, exactly, did she require of him? She knew, of course, but it was too painful to admit to herself, let alone tell him.


    “Okay, call Typhon. Get them to upload the photos to your phone.” He began to walk down the corridor, and she paced him step for step. “Then have them upload the cipher Hytner took off Cevik.”


    “You forget that all of CI is still locked down. That includes data transfers.”


    “You can get me what I want, Soraya. I have faith in you.”


    The curious look came back into her eyes for a moment, then vanished as if it had never existed. She was on the phone to Typhon by the time they entered Deron’s workroom, an L-shaped space carved out of the old kitchen and pantry. His artist’s studio was upstairs, in the room that gathered the most daylight. As for Deron himself, he was bent over a worktable, poring over the NET.


    No one in Typhon save its director had the clearance to upload sensitive data during lockdown. She knew she’d have to search elsewhere to get what Bourne needed.


    She heard Anne Held’s voice and identified herself.


    “Listen, Anne, I need your help.”


    “Really? You won’t even tell me where you are.”


    “It’s not important. I’m not in any danger.”


    “Well, that’s a relief. Why did the beacon stop transmitting?”


    “I don’t know.” Soraya was careful to keep her voice level. “Maybe it’s defective.”


    “Since you’re still with Bourne, it shouldn’t be too difficult to find out.”


    “Are you crazy? I can’t get that close to him.”


    “And yet you need a favor. Tell me.”


    Soraya did.


    Silence. “Why is it you never ask for anything easy.”


    “I can ask other people for those things.”


    “Too true.” Then, “If I get caught…”


    “Anne, I think we have a lead to Cevik, but we need the intel.”


    “Okay,” Anne said. “But in return you’ve got to find out what happened to that beacon. I’ve got to tell the Old Man something that’ll satisfy him. He’s out for blood and I want to make certain it’s not mine.”


    Soraya thought for a moment, but couldn’t come up with another alternative. She’d just have to come back to Anne with something more detailed, something plausible. “All right. I think I can work something out.”


    “Good. By the way, Soraya, when it comes to the new DDCI, I’d watch my back if I were you. He’s no friend of Lindros, or of Typhon.”


    “Thanks, Anne. Thanks very much.”


    



    It’s done,” Soraya said. “The data’s been uploaded successfully.”


    Bourne took her cell and handed it to Deron, who dragged himself away from his new toy to plug the phone into his computer network and download the files.


    Cevik’s face popped up on one of the many monitors.


    “Knock yourself out.” Deron went back to studying the NET.


    Bourne sat down in a task chair and studied the photos for a long time. He could feel Soraya leaning over his right shoulder. He felt—what?—the ghost of a memory. He rubbed his temples, willing himself to remember, but the sliver of light eeled away into darkness. With some disquiet, he returned to his scrutiny of Cevik’s face.


    There was something about it—not any single feature, but an overall impression—that swam in his memory like the shadow of a fish out of sight beneath the surface of a lake. He zoomed in on one area of Cevik’s face after another—mouth, nose, brow, temple, ears. But this only served to push the impressionistic memory farther into the unknown recesses of his mind. Then he came to the eyes—the golden eyes. There was something about the left one. Zooming in closer, he saw a minute crescent of light at the outer edge of the iris. He zoomed in again, but here the resolution failed him and the image began to blur. He zoomed out until the crescent of light sharpened. It was tiny. It could be nothing—a reflection of the illumination in the cell. But why was it at the edge of the iris? If it was a reflection off the iris, the light would be a mote nearer the center, where the eyeball was most prominent, and therefore most likely to pick up the light. This was at the edge where…


    Bourne laughed silently.


    At that moment Soraya’s cell phone buzzed. He heard her on it briefly. Then she said: “The prelim from forensics indicates that the Hummer was packed with a shitload of C-Four.”


    He turned to her. “Which is why they wouldn’t respond.”


    “Cevik and his crew were suicide bombers.”


    “Maybe not.” Bourne turned back to the photo, pointing at the tiny crescent of light. “See that? It’s a reflection off the edge of a contact lens, because it’s slightly raised above the surface of the iris and has caught the light. Now look here. Notice this tiny fleck of the gold intruding on the curving left edge of the pupil? The only way that’s possible is if Cevik was wearing colored contacts.”


    He peered up into her face. “Why would Cevik disguise himself unless he wasn’t Cevik at all.” He waited for her response. “Soraya?”


    “I’m thinking.”


    “The disguise, the meticulous planning, the deliberate bomb attack.”


    “In the jungle,” she said, “only a chameleon can spot another chameleon.”


    “Yes,” Bourne said, staring at the photo. “I think we had Fadi under our thumb.”


    Another pause, this one shorter. Her brain was working so fiercely he could hear it.


    “Chances are, then, Cevik didn’t die in the blast,” she said at length.


    “That would be a good bet.” Bourne thought a moment. “He wouldn’t have had much time to get out of the Hummer. The only time I didn’t have it in sight was when I was starting up the motorcycle. That means before the Twenty-third and Constitution intersection.”


    “He might have had another car waiting.”


    “Check it out, but, frankly, I doubt it,” Bourne said. Now he understood why Fadi had used the high-profile Hummer. He wanted it followed and, finally, surrounded by CI personnel. He wanted to inflict maximum damage. “There was no way for him to predict where he needed to bail.”


    Soraya nodded. “I’ll grid it out from the point the Hummer picked Fadi up.” She was already dialing Typhon. “I’ll start a couple of teams canvassing right away.” She gave her instructions, listened gravely for a moment, then disconnected. “Jason, I have to tell you there’s a growing internal rift. The DCI’s gone ballistic over the Cevik fiasco. He’s blaming you.”


    “Naturally.” Bourne shook his head. “If it wasn’t for Martin, I’d have nothing more to do with CI or Typhon. But he’s my friend—he believed in me, fought for me when the agency was out for my blood. I won’t turn my back on him. Still. I swear this is my last mission for CI.”


    



    For Martin Lindros, the shadows resolved themselves into the undersides of clouds, reflected in the still waters of the lake. There was a vague sensation of pain—what you might feel if a dentist drilled into a partially Novocained tooth. The pain, far off on the horizon, failed to disturb him. He was far too concentrated on the trout at the business end of his fishing line. He reeled in, lifted the rod high so that it bent like a bow, then reeled in more line. Just as his father had taught him. This was the way to tire out a fish, even the most vigorous fighter. With discipline and patience, any hooked fish could be landed.


    The shadows seemed to cluster right above him, blotting out the sun. The growing chill caused him to concentrate on this fish even harder.


    Lindros’s father had taught him many other things besides how to fish. A man of singular talents, Oscar Lindros had founded Vaultline, turning it into the world’s foremost private security firm. Vaultline’s clients were the super-conglomerates whose businesses often took their personnel into dangerous parts of the world. Oscar Lindros or one of his personally trained operatives was there to protect them.


    Lindros, bending over the side of the boat, could see the flashing rainbow-and-silver of the trout. It was a big one, all right. Bigger than any he’d caught to date. Despite the fish’s thrashing, Lindros could see the triangular head, the bony mouth opening and closing. He hauled up on the rod and the trout came halfway out of the water, spraying him with droplets.


    Early on, Martin Lindros had developed an interest in being a spy. It went without saying that this desire had thrilled his father. And so Oscar Lindros had set about teaching his son everything he knew about the business of clandestine work. Chief among this knowledge was how to survive any form of capture or torture. It was all in the mind, Oscar Lindros told his son. You had to train your mind to withdraw from the outside world. Then you had to train it to withdraw from those sections of the brain that transmitted pain. To do this, you needed to conjure up a time and a place, you needed to make this place real—as real as anything you could experience with your five senses. You had to go there and you had to stay there for the duration. Otherwise, either your will would eventually be broken or you would go mad.


    This was where Martin Lindros was, where he had been ever since he had been taken by Dujja, brought to this place where his body now lay twitching and bleeding.


    Out on the lake, Lindros finally landed the trout. It flopped and gasped in the bottom of the boat, its eye fixed on him even as it grayed over. Bending down, he removed the barbed hook from the hard cartilage around the trout’s mouth. How many fish had he landed since he’d been out on the lake? It was impossible to know since they’d never stayed around long afterward; they were of no use to him once they were off the hook.


    He baited the hook, cast out the line. He had to keep going, he had to keep fishing. Otherwise the pain, a dim cloudbank on the horizon, would rush at him with the fury of a hurricane.


    



    Sitting in the business-class section of the overnight flight to London, Bourne put up the DO NOT DISTURB sign and took out the Sony PS3 Deron had given him, modified with expanded memory and ultra-high-resolution screen. The hard drive was preloaded with a bunch of new goodies Deron had concocted. Art forgeries might pay the rent, but his real love was dreaming up new miniaturized gadgets—hence his interest in the NET, which Bourne now had safely tucked away in its case.


    Deron had provided Bourne with three separate passports beyond his diplomatic-CI passport. In each of the photos Deron had on file, Bourne looked completely different. He had with him makeup, colored contact lenses, and the like, along with one of Deron’s new-generation guns made of rubber-wrapped plastic. According to Deron, the Kevlar-coated rubber bullets could bring down a charging elephant if put in the right spot.


    Bourne brought up the photo of Hiram Cevik. Fadi. How many other identities had this mastermind assumed over the years? It seemed probable that surveillance cameras, closed-circuit TV cameras, in public places, had recorded his image, but he’d doubtless looked different every time. Bourne had advised Soraya to go over all the tapes or still photos available of the areas just before and after the Dujja attacks, comparing the faces etched there with this photo of Cevik, although he had little hope she’d find anything. He himself had had his photo taken by surveillance cameras and CCTV over the years. He had no worries because the Chameleon had looked different in every one. No one could spot any similarities; he’d made damn sure of that. So Fadi, the chameleon.


    He stared at the face for a long time. Though he fought it, exhaustion overtook him, and he slept…


    … Marie comes to him, in a place of mature acacia trees and cobbled streets. There is a sharp mineral tang in the air, as of a restless sea. A humid breeze lifts her hair off her ears, and it streams behind her like a banner.


    He speaks to her. “You can get me what I want. I have faith in you.”


    There is fear in her eyes, but also courage and determination. She will do what he asks of her, no matter the danger, he knows it. He nods in farewell, and she vanishes…


    He finds himself on the same street of looming acacias that he’s summoned up before. The black water is in front of him. And then he’s descending, floating through air as if from a parachute. He’s sprinting across a beach at night. On his left is a dark line of kiosks. He’s carrying… there is something in his arms. No, not something. Someone. Blood all over, a pounding in his veins. A pale face, eyes closed, one cheek on his left biceps. He sprints along the beach, feeling terribly exposed. He’s violated his covenant with himself and because of that they’ll all die: him, the figure in his arms… the young woman covered in blood. She’s saying something to him, but he can’t hear what. Running footsteps behind him, and the thought, clear as the moon riding low in the sky: We’ve been betrayed…


    



    When Matthew Lerner walked into the outer office of the DCI’s suite, Anne Held took a moment before she looked up. She had been working on nothing special. Nothing, in fact, that required her attention, yet it was important that Lerner think so. Privately, Anne likened the Old Man’s outer office to a moat around a castle keep; she, the large-toothed carnivore that swam in it.


    When she deemed that Lerner had waited long enough, she looked up, smiled coolly.


    “You said the DCI wants to see me.”


    “In point of fact, I want to see you.” Anne stood up, running her hands down her thighs to flatten any wrinkles that might have developed while she had been sitting. Pearly light spun off her perfectly manicured nails. “D’you fancy a cup of coffee?” she added as she crossed the room.


    Lerner arched his eyebrows. “I thought it was tea you Brits liked.”


    She held the door open for him to pass through. “Just one of the many misconceptions you have about me.”


    In the metal-clad elevator going down to the CI commissary, silence reigned. Anne looked straight ahead while Lerner, no doubt, tried to figure out what this was all about.


    The commissary was unlike that of any other governmental agency. Its atmosphere was hushed, the floors carpeted with deep pile in presidential blue. The walls were white, the banquettes and chairs red leather. The ceiling was constructed of a series of acoustic baffles that dampened all sound, especially voices. Waistcoated waiters glided expertly and soundlessly up and down the generous aisles between tables. In short, the CI dining room was more like a gentlemen’s club than a commissary.


    The captain, recognizing Anne instantly, showed the pair to the DCI’s round corner table, almost entirely surrounded by one of the high-backed banquettes. She and Lerner slid in, coffee was served, then they were discreetly left alone.


    Lerner stirred sugar into his cup for a moment. “So what’s this all about?”


    She took a sip of the black coffee, rolled the liquid around in her mouth as if it were a fine wine, then, satisfied, swallowed and put down her cup.


    “Drink up, Matthew. It’s single-estate Ethiopian. Strong and rich.”


    “Another new protocol I’ve instituted, Ms. Held. We do not address each other by our Christian names.”


    “The problem with some strong coffee,” she said, ignoring him, “is that it can be quite acidic. Too much acid will turn the strength against itself, upset the entire digestive system. Even burn a hole in the stomach. When that happens, the coffee must be thrown out.”


    Lerner sat back. “Meaning?” He knew she wasn’t talking about coffee.


    She allowed her eyes to rest on his face for a moment. “You were named DDCI, what, six months ago? Change is difficult for everyone. But there are certain protocols that cannot be—”


    “Get to the point.”


    She took another sip of coffee. “It’s not a good idea, Matthew, to be bad-mouthing Martin Lindros.”


    “Yeah? What makes him so special?”


    “If you’d been at this level longer, you wouldn’t need to ask.”


    “Why are we talking about Lindros? Chances are he’s dead.”


    “We don’t know that,” Anne said shortly.


    “Anyway, we’re not really talking about Lindros’s territory, are we, Ms. Held?”


    She flushed then, despite herself. “You had no good cause to lower my clearance level.”


    “Whatever you might think your title entitles you to, it doesn’t. You’re still support personnel.”


    “I’m the DCI’s right hand. If he needs intel, I fetch it for him.”


    “I’m transferring in Reilly from Ops Directorate. He’ll be handling all the Old Man’s research from now on.” Lerner sighed. “I see the look on your face. Don’t take these changes personally. It’s standard operational procedure. Besides, if you get special treatment, the other support personnel start to resent it. Resentment breeds distrust, and that we cannot tolerate.”


    He pushed his coffee cup away. “Whether you choose to believe it or not, Ms. Held, CI is moribund. It has been for years. What it needs most is a high colonic. I’m it.”


    “Martin Lindros has been put in charge of revamping CI,” she said icily.


    “Lindros is the Old Man’s weakness. His way isn’t the right way. Mine is.” He smiled as he rose. “Oh, and one other thing. Don’t ever mislead me again. Support staff have no business wasting the deputy director’s time with coffee and opinions.”


    



    Kim Lovett, in her lab at FIU headquarters on Vermont Avenue, was at the most crucial stage of her tests. She had to transfer the solid material she’d collected on the fifth-floor suite of the Constitution Hotel from its airtight vials for the headspace gas chromatography. The theory was this: Since all known fire accelerants were highly volatile liquid hydrocarbons, the gases that the compounds gave off often remained at the scene for hours afterward. The idea was to capture the gases in the headspace above the solid material that had been impregnated with the accelerants: bits of charred wood, carpet fibers, lines of grout she’d dug out with a dentist’s tool. She would then take a chromatogram of each of the gases based on its individual boiling point. In this way, a fingerprint of the accelerant emerged to be identified.


    Kim stuck a long needle into the lid of each container, drew out the gas that had formed above the solid material, and injected it into the cylinder of the gas chromatograph without exposing it to the air. She ensured that the settings were correct, then slipped the switch that would begin the process of separation and analysis.


    She was making notes as to the date, time, and sample number when she heard the lab door whoosh open and, turning, saw Detective Overton enter. He wore a fog-gray overcoat and carried two paper coffee cups in his hands. He set one down in front of her. She thanked him.


    He seemed more morose than before. “What news?”


    Kim savored the hot, sweet burn of the coffee in her mouth and her throat. “We’ll know in a minute what accelerant was used.”


    “How’s that going to help me?”


    “I thought you were handing the case over to Homeland Security?”


    “Magnificent bastards. Two agents were in my captain’s office this morning, demanding my notes,” Overton said. “Not that I wasn’t expecting it. So I made two sets, because I mean to break this case and shove it in their faces.”


    A beep sounded.


    “Here we go.” Kim swiveled around. “The results are ready.” She peered at the chromatograph’s readout. “Carbon disulfide.” She nodded. “This is interesting. Typically, we don’t see this particular accelerant in arson cases.”


    “Then why choose this one?”


    “Good question. My guess is because it burns hotter and has an explosive limit of fifty percent—way higher than other accelerants.” She swiveled around again. “You remember I found accelerants in two places—in the bathroom and under the windows. This interested me, and now I know why. The chromagraph gave me two separate readouts. In the bathroom, all that was used was the carbon disulfide. But at the other spot, the one in the living room near the windows, I found another compound, a rather complex and odd one.”


    “Like what?”


    “Not an explosive. Something more unusual. I had to do some checking, but I discovered that it’s a hydrocarbon compound that counteracts fire retardants. This explains how the curtains caught fire, this explains why the explosion blew out the windows. Between the oxygen feeding the flames and the sprinklers being disabled, the maximum amount of damage in the minimum amount of time was virtually ensured.”


    “Which is why we were left with nothing, not even an intact skeleton or a set of teeth from which to make a definite ID of the body.” He rubbed the blue stubble on his chin. “The perps thought of everything, didn’t they?”


    “Maybe not everything.” Kim held up the two porcelain teeth she’d extracted from the bathtub drain. She had cleaned them of the coating of ash, so that they gleamed an ivory color.


    “Right,” said Overton. “We’re trying to find out through channels in Amsterdam whether Jakob or Lev Silver wore a dental bridge. At least then we could make a positive ID.”


    “Well, the thing of it is,” Kim said, “I’m not at all sure this is a dental bridge.”


    Overton plucked it out of her hand, studied it under a high-intensity lamp. So far as he could see, there wasn’t anything out of the ordinary. “What else could it be?”


    “I’ve got a call in to a friend of mine. Maybe she can tell us.”


    “Oh, yeah? What’s she do?”


    Kim looked at him. “She’s a spook.”


    



    Bourne traveled from London to Addis Ababa; Addis Ababa to Djibouti. He rested very little, slept even less. He was too busy poring over the intel of Lindros’s known movements that Soraya had provided him. Unfortunately, much of it was lacking details. Not altogether surprising. Lindros had been tracking the world’s most deadly terrorist cadre. Communications of any kind would have been exceedingly difficult and would have compromised security.


    When he wasn’t memorizing the data, Bourne was reviewing the video intel Anne Held had uploaded to Soraya’s cell, which now resided in the PS3, most especially Tim Hytner’s attempt to break the cipher Typhon had found on Cevik’s person. But now Bourne had to wonder about that cipher itself: Was it an authentic Dujja communication or was it a fake, planted, for some reason, for Typhon to find and decode? A bewildering labyrinth of duplicity had opened in front of him. From now on, each step he took was fraught with peril. A single false assumption could drag him under like quicksand.


    It was at this moment that Bourne realized that he was up against a foe of extraordinary intelligence and will, a mastermind to rival his old nemesis Carlos.


    He closed his eyes for a moment and immediately Marie’s image came to him. It was she who had been his rock, who had helped him get through the tortures of the past. But Marie was gone. Every day that passed, he felt her fading. He tried to hold on, but the Bourne identity was relentless; it would not allow him to dwell on sentimentality, on sorrow and despair. All these emotions dwelled in him, but they were shadows, held at bay by Bourne’s exceptional concentration and relentless need to solve deadly puzzles no one else could tackle. Of course, he understood the wellspring of his singular ability; he’d known it even before Dr. Sunderland had so succinctly summed it up: He was driven by his burning need to unravel the enigma of who he was.


    



    In Djibouti a CI copter, fueled and ready, was waiting for him. He ran across the wet tarmac beneath an angry sky filled with bruised clouds and a humid, swirling wind, and climbed in. It was the morning of the third day since he’d set out from D.C. His limbs felt cramped, muscles bunched tight. He longed for action and was not looking forward to the hour-long flight to Ras Dejen.


    Breakfast was served on a metal tray, and he dug in as the copter took off. But he tasted nothing and saw nothing, for he was totally inside his mind. He was, for the thousandth time, running Fadi’s cipher, looking at it as a whole, because he’d gotten nowhere following the algorithm route that Tim Hytner had chosen. If Fadi had, indeed, turned Hytner—and Bourne could not come up with another reasonable conclusion—Hytner would have no incentive to actually break the cipher. This was why Bourne had wanted the cipher and Hytner’s work. If he saw that Hytner’s work was bogus, he’d have his proof of the man’s culpability. But of course, that wouldn’t answer the question of whether the cipher contained real intel or disinformation meant to confuse and misdirect Typhon.


    Unfortunately, he was no closer to solving the cipher’s algorithm or even knowing whether Hytner had been on the right track. He had, however, spent two restless nights filled not with dreams, but memory shards. He was disappointed that Dr. Sunderland’s treatment had had such a short-term effect, but he couldn’t say he hadn’t been warned. Worse, by far, was the sense of impending calamity. All the shards revolved around the tall trees, the mineral scent of the water, the desperate flight across sand. Desperate not only for him, but for someone else as well. He’d violated one of his own cardinal rules, and now he was going to pay for it. Something had set off this series of memory fragments, and he had a strong suspicion that this origin was the key to understanding what had happened to him before. It was maddening to have no—or at best limited—access to his past. His life was a blank slate, each day like the day he’d been born. Knowledge denied—essential knowledge. How could he begin to know himself when his past had been taken away from him?


    The copter, soaring below the thick cloud layer, swung northwest, heading toward the Simien mountain range. When Bourne finished his breakfast, he climbed into an extreme-weather jumpsuit and specially made snow boots with extra-thick soles studded with metal blades meant to give him support on icy and rocky terrain.


    As he stared out the curved window, his thoughts turned inward again, this time toward his friend Martin Lindros. He’d met Lindros after his old mentor, Alex Conklin, was found murdered. It was Lindros who’d stood behind Bourne, believed in him when the Old Man had put out a worldwide sanction against him. Ever since, Lindros had been his faithful backup at CI. Bourne steeled himself. Whatever had happened to Lindros—whether he was alive or dead—Bourne was determined to bring him home.


    



    Just over an hour later, he arrived on the north slope of Ras Dejen. Brilliant sunlight made shadows sharp as razor blades on the mountainside, which seemed to exist in a curling sea of cloud through which, now and again, vultures could be seen, soaring on the thermals.


    Bourne was just behind Davis’s right shoulder when the young pilot pointed down. There was the wreckage of both Chinooks, pillowed in fresh snow, streaked with black, metal stripped back, twisted off as if with a mammoth can opener wielded by a maniacal demon.


    “Damage is consistent with ground-to-air missiles,” Davis said.


    So Soraya had been right. This kind of war matériel was expensive, a high cost only an alliance with organized crime could pay for. Bourne peered more closely as they neared the site. “But there’s a difference. The one on the left—”


    “From what’s left of the markings, the chopper carrying Skorpion One.”


    “Look at the rotors. That one was shot as it was about to take off. The second chopper hit the ground with a great deal of force. It must’ve been hit as it was coming in for a landing.”


    Davis nodded. “Roger that. The opposition’s well armed, all right. Odd for this neck of the woods.”


    Bourne couldn’t have agreed more.


    Taking up a pair of field glasses, he directed Davis to circle the site. The moment the terrain came into focus, he was gripped with an intense feeling of déjà vu. He’d been to this part of Ras Dejen before, he was certain of it. But when? And why? He knew, for instance, where to look for hiding enemies. Directing the pilot, he searched every nook and crevice, every shadowed place around the periphery of the landing site.


    He knew also that Ras Dejen, the highest peak in the Simien mountain chain, was within Amhara, one of the nine ethnic divisions within Ethiopia. The Amhara people made up 30 percent of the country’s population. Amharic was Ethiopia’s official language. In fact, after Arabic, it was the world’s second most spoken Semitic language.


    He was familiar with the Amhara mountain tribes. None of them had the means—either financially or technically—to inflict such sophisticated damage. “Whoever it was isn’t here now. Take her down.”


    Davis brought the copter to rest just north of the wreckage. It slipped sideways a bit on the ice beneath the layer of fresh powder; then he had it under control. The moment they were on solid ground, he handed Bourne a Thuraya satellite phone. Just slightly larger than a normal cell phone, it was the only kind that would work in this mountainous terrain, where normal GSM signals were unavailable.


    “Stay here,” Bourne said as the pilot began to unstrap himself. “No matter what, wait for me. I’ll check in every two hours. Six hours go by without hearing from me, you take off.”


    “Can’t do that, sir. I’ve never left a man behind.”


    “This time is different.” Bourne gripped his shoulder. “Under no circumstances are you to go after me, got it?”


    Davis looked unhappy. “Yessir.” He took up an assault rifle, opened the chopper door. Bitter-cold air shouldered its way in.


    “You want something to do? Cover that cave mouth. Anything unknown to you moves or comes out, shoot first. We’ll ask questions later.”


    Bourne leapt out. It was frigid. The high terrain of Ras Dejen was no place to be in winter. The snow was thick enough, but so dry that the constant wind had pushed it about, causing high dunes of Saharan proportions. In other areas, the plateau had been swept clean, revealing patches of burned-out grass and rocks irregularly spaced like the rotting teeth of an old man.


    Even though he’d done a 360 visual from the air, Bourne moved cautiously toward the wreckage of the two Chinooks. He was most concerned about the cave. It could hold good news—wounded survivors of either of the crashes—or bad news, namely members of the cadre that had taken out the two Skorpion units.


    As he came abreast of the Chinooks, he saw bodies inside—nothing more than charcoaled skeletons, bits of singed hair. He resisted the urge to look inside the hulks for any sign of Lindros. Securing the site came first.


    He reached the cave without incident. The wind, slithering through knuckles of rock, sent up an eerie, keening cry that sounded like someone being tortured. The cave mouth leered at him, daring him to enter. He stood against the bone-chilling rock face for a moment, taking deep, controlled breaths. Then he leapt, rolling into darkness.


    Switching on a powerful flashlight, he sent the beam into niches and corners where those lying in wait were sure to secrete themselves. No one. Rising to his feet, he took a step, then, nostrils flared, came to an abrupt halt.


    Once, in Egypt, he’d been led through an underground maze by a local conduit. There had come to him an odd scent—at once sweet and spicy—something utterly beyond his previous experience. When he’d voiced his question, the conduit had switched on a battery-powered flashlight for perhaps ten seconds, and Bourne saw the bodies, dark skin stretched like leather, drying, awaiting burial.


    “What you smell,” his conduit had said as he switched off the flashlight, “is human flesh after all the fluids are gone.”


    This was what Bourne smelled now in the cave punched into the north slope of Ras Dejen. Desiccated human flesh, and something else: the nauseating stench of decomposition trapped in the rear of the cave like swamp gas.


    Fanning the high-intensity beam out in front of him, he moved forward. There came from underfoot a sharp, crunching sound. Redirecting the beam, he discovered that the floor was covered in bones—animal, bird, human alike. He continued, until he saw something stuck up from the rock bed. A body sat with its back against the rear wall.


    Hunkering down on his haunches brought him to eye level with the head. Or what was left of it. A pit had begun in the center of the face, fountaining its poison outward like a volcano spewing lava, obliterating first the nose, then the eyes and cheeks, peeling away the skin, eating the flesh beneath. Now even parts of the skull—the bone itself—was pitted and scarred by the same force that had feasted on the softer human materials.


    Bourne, his heart thudding hard against his rib cage, realized that he was holding his breath. He’d seen this particular kind of necrosis before. Only one thing could cause it: radiation.


    This answered many questions: what had so suddenly, compellingly brought Martin Lindros into the field; why this area was so important, it had been defended by ground-to-air missiles and God only knew what other ordnance. His heart sank. Everyone from Skorpion One and Two—including Martin—would have to have been killed to protect the mind-numbing secret. Someone was transshipping more than triggered spark gaps via this route; someone had in their possession uranium ore. That was what this person had died of: radiation poisoning from a leak in the uranium container he was transporting. By itself, yellowcake uranium ore meant nothing: It was cheap, fairly easy to obtain, and impossible to refine into HEU unless you had a facility more than a kilometer square and four floors high, not to mention almost unlimited funds.


    Also, yellowcake would not have left this radiation signature. No, without doubt, what Dujja had somehow gotten its hands on was uranium dioxide powder, only one easy step away from weapons-grade HEU. The question he was asking himself now was the same one that must have launched Lindros so precipitously into harm’s way: What would a terrorist cadre be doing with uranium dioxide and triggered spark gaps unless it had a facility somewhere with the personnel and the capability of manufacturing atomic bombs?


    Which could mean only one thing: Dujja was more extraordinary than anyone at Typhon realized. It was at the heart of a covert international nuclear network. Just such a network had been shut down in 2004, when Pakistani scientist Abdul Qadeer Khan admitted selling atomic technology to Iran, North Korea, and Libya. Now the terrifying specter had been resurrected.


    Dizzied by this revelation, Bourne rose and backed out of the cave. He turned, took several deep breaths, even though the wind knifed into his lungs, and shivered. Giving the all-clear sign to Davis, he made his way back to the crash site. He could not stop his mind from buzzing. The threat to America that Typhon had intercepted was not only real, it was of a scope and consequence that was absolutely devastating.


    He recalled the single-use triggered spark gap—the smoking gun of Martin’s recent investigation. Unless he could stop Fadi, a nuclear attack would be carried out on a major American city.

  


  
    SEVEN

  


  
    Anne held corralled Soraya the moment she appeared back at CI headquarters.


    “Ladies,” she said under her breath. “Now.”


    Once inside the ladies’ room in the lobby, Anne went through the cubicles one by one, making sure they were alone.


    “My part of the bargain,” Soraya began. “The NET came in contact with fire, which destroyed half of the circuits.”


    “Well, that’s something I can give the Old Man,” Anne said. “He’s out for Bourne’s blood—and so is Lerner.”


    “Because of what happened with Cevik.” Soraya frowned. “But what’s Lerner’s involvement?”


    “That’s why I called you in here,” Anne said sharply. “While you were with Bourne, Lerner staged a coup.”


    “He did what?”


    “He convinced the Old Man to name him acting director of Typhon.”


    “Oh, Jesus,” Soraya said. “As if things aren’t screwed up enough as it is.”


    “I have a feeling you haven’t seen anything yet. He’s hell-bent on reorganizing everything in CI, and now that he’s got his claws into Typhon he’s going to shake that up as well.”


    Someone tried to come in, but Anne discouraged the intrusion. “There’s a flood in here,” she said with authority. “Try upstairs.”


    When they were alone again, she continued: “Lerner’s going to come after everyone he doesn’t trust. And because of your association with Bourne, I’d bet the house you’re at the top of his list.” She went to the door. “Heads up, poppet.”


    



    Bourne sat, head in hands, trying to think his way out of this growing nightmare. The trouble was, he didn’t have enough information. There was nothing he could do other than keep going, trying to find Lindros or, failing that—if his friend was already dead—continue his mission to find and stop Fadi and Dujja before they made good on their threat.


    At length, he rose. After inspecting the outside of the Chinooks, he bypassed the one closest to the cave and clambered into the copter that had brought Lindros.


    The interior looked surreal, like a painting by Dalí: plastic melted into puddles, metal fused to metal. Seared beyond anything he could have imagined. This interested him. At this high elevation, there wasn’t enough oxygen to support a fire of such intensity for long, certainly not long enough to do this kind of damage. The fire must have come from another source—a flamethrower.


    Bourne saw Hiram Cevik’s face in his mind’s eye. Fadi was behind the ambush. The advanced weaponry, the precise coordination of the attacks, the high level of tactics that had caused two of CI’s crack field teams to be killed: All evidence pointed to it.


    But another question gnawed at him. Why had Fadi allowed himself to be captured by CI? Several answers presented themselves. The most likely one was that he was sending CI a message: You think you have me in your sights, but you don’t know who you’re dealing with. To some extent, Bourne knew that Fadi was correct: They knew next to nothing about him. But it was exactly this act of bravado that might provide Bourne with the opening he needed. Bourne’s success had come from being able to get inside his adversaries’ heads. Experience had taught him that it was impossible to do this with someone who remained in the shadows. Now, however, Fadi had emerged into the light of Bourne’s vision. He’d shown his face. For the first time, Bourne had a template—rough and imprecise as it might be—from which to begin his pursuit.


    Bourne returned his full attention to the interior of the Chinook. He counted four skeletons. This was nothing short of a revelation. Two people were missing from the dead. Could they be alive? Was Martin one of them?


    The CI’s Skorpion units were run military-style. All the men wore dog tags that identified them as being attached to an Army Ranger unit that didn’t exist. As quickly as he could, he collected the four dog tags. He rubbed off the snow, ash, and soot to read their names, which he’d memorized from the packet of intel he’d gotten from Typhon. Martin wasn’t here! The pilot—Jaime Cowell—was also unaccounted for.


    Moving to the final resting place of Skorpion Two, he discovered the five skeletons of the Skorpion complement. Judging by the number of limb bones strewn about, it was safe to say none of them was in operational condition when the Chinook crashed. They’d been sitting ducks. Bourne hunted around, gathering up their dog tags.


    All at once there came the hint of movement in the shadows of the interior, then the brief glitter of eyes before a head turned away. Bourne reached into the recessed space beneath the instrument panel. He felt a sharp pain in his hand, then a blur rushed him, knocking him backward.


    Regaining his feet, he followed the figure out of the shell of the Chinook and took off after it, all the while waving at Davis to hold his fire. He glimpsed the bloody semicircle of tooth marks on the back of his hand just as the figure slipped over the low stone wall on the northeast side of the site.


    Bourne flung himself into the air, came down feet-first on the top of the wall, and, orienting himself, leapt off it onto the back of the figure.


    They both went down, rolling, but Bourne kept a firm grip on the hair, yanking it back to see the face. He was confronted with a boy of no more than eleven.


    “Who are you?” Bourne said in the local Amharic dialect. “What are you doing here?”


    The boy spat into his face, clawed him, trying to get away. Holding his crossed wrists behind his back, Bourne sat him down in the lee of the wall, out of the howling wind. The boy was thin as a spike, the bones prominent in his cheeks, shoulders, and hips.


    “When was the last time you ate?”


    No response. At least the boy didn’t spit at him again, but possibly that was because he was as dry inside as the snow crunching beneath their feet. With his free hand, Bourne unhooked a canteen, opened it with his teeth.


    “I want to let you go. I’ve no wish to hurt you. Would you like some water?” The boy opened his mouth wide like a chick in the nest.


    “Then you must promise to answer my questions. Is that fair?”


    The boy looked at him for a moment with his black eyes, then nodded. Bourne let go of his wrists, and he reached out for the canteen, tipped it, drank the water in great, convulsive gulps.


    While he drank, Bourne built up snow walls on either side of them, to reflect back their own heat. He took back the canteen.


    “First question: Do you know what happened up here?”


    The boy shook his head.


    “You must’ve seen the flash of weapons, the balls of smoke rising up over the mountain.”


    A small hesitation. “I saw them, yes.” He had the high voice of a girl.


    “And naturally enough, you were curious. You climbed up here, didn’t you?”


    The boy looked away, bit his lip.


    This wasn’t working. Bourne knew he had to find another way to get the boy to open up.


    “My name is Jason,” he said. “What’s yours?”


    Again that hesitation. “Alem.”


    “Alem, did you ever lose anyone? Someone you cared about a great deal?”


    “Why?” Alem asked suspiciously.


    “Because I’ve lost someone. My best friend. That’s why I’m here. He was in one of the burned-out birds. I need to know if you saw him or know what happened to him.”


    Alem was already shaking his head.


    “His name is Martin Lindros. Have you heard it spoken by anyone?”


    Alem bit his lip again, which had begun to tremble slightly, but not, Bourne thought, from the chill. He shook his head.


    Bourne reached down, scooped snow onto the back of his hand where Alem had bitten it. He saw Alem’s eyes following his every movement.


    “My older brother died six months ago,” Alem said after a time.


    Bourne went on with packing the snow. Best to act casual, he reasoned. “What happened to him?”


    Alem drew his knees up to his chest, crossed his arms over them. “He was buried in a rockslide that crippled my father.”


    “I’m sorry,” Bourne said, meaning it. “Listen, about my friend. What if he’s alive? Would you want him to die?”


    Alem was trailing his fingers in the icy rubble at the base of the wall. “You’ll beat me,” he muttered.


    “Why would I do that?”


    “I scavenged something.” He jerked his head in the direction of the crash site. “From there.”


    “Alem, I promise you. All I care about is finding my friend.”


    Without another glance at Bourne, Alem produced a ring. Bourne took it, held it in the sunlight. He recognized the shield with an open book in each quadrant: the coat of arms of Brown University.


    “This is my friend’s ring.” Carefully, he gave it back to Alem. “Will you show me where you found it?”


    Alem took him over the wall, then tromped through the snow to a spot several hundred meters away from the crash site. He knelt down, Bourne with him.


    “Here?”


    Alem nodded. “It was under the snow, half buried.”


    “As if it had been ground into the dirt,” Bourne finished for him. “Yet you found it.”


    “I was up here with my father.” Alem’s wrists rested on his bony knees. “We were scavenging.”


    “What did your father find?”


    Alem shrugged.


    “Will you take me to him?”


    Alem stared down at the ring in his grimy palm. He curled his fingers over it, put it back in his pocket. Then he looked up at Bourne.


    “I won’t tell him,” Bourne said quietly. “I promise.”


    Alem nodded, and they rose together. From Davis, Bourne got antiseptic and a bandage for his hand. Then the boy led him down from the small, bleak alpine meadow via a heart-stoppingly steep path that twisted along the iced rock face of Ras Dejen.


    



    Anne wasn’t kidding about Lerner being out for blood. There were two glowering agents waiting for Soraya at Typhon level as she stepped out of the elevator. Even to be here, she knew, they had to have Typhon-issued ID. Bad news, getting worse every second.


    “Acting Director Lerner wants a word,” the one on the left said.


    “He asks that you come with us,” the one on the right said.


    She used her lightest, flirtatious voice. “D’you think I could freshen up first, boys?”


    The one on the left, the taller one, said: “‘ASAP.’ That was the acting director’s order.”


    Stoics, eunuchs, or both. Soraya shrugged and went with them. In truth, there wasn’t much else she could do. As she marched down the corridors between the two animated pillars, she tried not to worry. The best thing she could do now was to keep her head while those around her were losing theirs. Lerner would no doubt needle her, do his best to drive her to the wall. She’d heard stories about him, and he had been at CI, what, all of six months? He’d know she resented him, and he’d work on that like a sadistic dentist clamped onto her molar.


    At the end of the corridor, she confronted the corner office. The taller agent beat a brief military tattoo on the door with his callused knuckles. Then he opened the door and stood aside for her to enter. But he and his doppelgänger didn’t leave. They stepped into the office behind her, closed the door, and took a step back, as if holding the wall up with their brawny shoulders.


    Soraya’s heart sank. In the blink of an eye, Lerner had taken over Lindros’s office, swept all of Lindros’s personal mementos into God only knew where. The photos were down, their faces turned to the wall, as if already in exile.


    The acting director was sitting behind Lindros’s desk, his beefy ass in Lindros’s chair, leafing through a pale green folder, a CAD—a current action dossier—while he fielded Lindros’s calls as if they were his own. They were his own, Soraya reminded herself, and was instantly depressed. She longed for Lindros to return, prayed for Bourne to find him and bring him back alive. What other outcome should she hope for?


    “Ah, Ms. Moore.” Lerner hung up the phone. “Good of you to join us.” He smiled but did not offer her a seat. Clearly he wanted her to stand, like a pupil brought before the vice principal for disciplinary action.


    “Just where have you been?”


    She knew he knew because she’d checked in via her cell. Apparently, it was a personal confession he wanted. He was a man, she saw, for whom the world existed as a series of boxes, all the same size, into which he could fit everything and everyone, each to its own neat cubbyhole. In that way he fooled himself into believing that he could control the chaos of reality.


    “I’ve been consoling Tim Hytner’s mother and sisters in Maryland.”


    “There are certain procedures,” Lerner said stiffly. “They’re there for a reason. Or didn’t that occur to you?”


    “Tim was my friend.”


    “You were presumptuous to assume CI incapable of caring for its own.”


    “I know his family. It was better the news came from me. I made it easier for them.”


    “By lying, by telling them Hytner was a hero, instead of an inept bungler who allowed himself to be used by the enemy?”


    Soraya was desperately trying to keep herself on an even keel. She hated herself for feeling intimidated by this man.


    “Tim wasn’t a field op.” At once, she knew she’d made a tactical error.


    Lerner picked up the CAD. “And yet your own written report states that Hytner was drawn into the field directly by Jason Bourne.”


    “Tim was working to decode the cipher we found on Cevik—the man we now know was Fadi. Bourne wanted to use that fact to make him talk.”


    Lerner’s face grew hard and tight as a drumhead. His eyes seemed to her like bullet holes—black, deadly, ready to erupt. Other than that he seemed to her quite ordinary. He could have been a shoe salesman, a middle-aged office drone of any flavor. Which, she supposed, was just the point. A good field agent needed to be forgotten almost as soon as he was seen.


    “Let me get this straight, Ms. Moore. You’re defending Jason Bourne?”


    “It was Bourne who identified Fadi. He’s given us a starting point to—”


    “Curious that he made this so-called ID after Hytner was killed, after he allowed Cevik to escape.”


    Soraya was incredulous. “Are you saying you don’t think Cevik was Fadi?”


    “I’m saying all you have is the say-so of a rogue agent, whose word is as far from gospel as it’s possible to get. It’s damn dangerous to allow your personal feelings to get in the way of your professional judgment.”


    “I’m sure that’s not the—”


    “You cleared this little excursion to Hytner’s family with whom?”


    Soraya tried to keep her equilibrium through his abrupt shifts of topics. “There was no one to clear it with.”


    “There is now.” With a flourish, he closed the CAD. “Here’s a bit of advice, Ms. Moore: Don’t wander off the reservation again. Are we clear on that point?”


    “Quite clear,” she said shortly.


    “I wonder. You see, you haven’t been here the last several days, so you missed an important staff meeting. Would you care to hear the gist of it?”


    “Very much,” she said through gritted teeth.


    “Here it is in a nutshell,” Lerner said amiably. “I’m changing Typhon’s mission.”


    “You’re doing what?”


    “You see, Ms. Moore, what this agency needs is less navel-gazing and more action. It doesn’t matter in the least what the Islamic extremists think or feel. They want us dead. Therefore, we’re going to go out and kick their butts into the Red Sea. It’s as simple as that.”


    “Sir, if I may say, there’s nothing simple about this war. It’s not like other—”


    “Now you’ve been brought up to speed, Ms. Moore,” Lerner said sharply.


    An acid churning had begun in Soraya’s guts. This couldn’t be happening. All of Lindros’s planning, all of their hard work, was going down the drain. Where was Lindros when they all needed him? Was he even alive? She had to believe that he was. But for the moment, at least, it was this monster from the field who was calling the shots. At least this interrogation was over.


    Elbows on the desk, Lerner steepled his fingers. “I wonder,” he said, once again turning on a dime, “if you could clear up a matter for me.” He wagged the CAD up and down as if it was an admonishing finger. “How on earth did you fuck things up so royally?”


    She stood stock-still, despite the rage running through her. He’d led her to believe the interview was over. In fact, it was just starting. She knew that he was just getting around to the real reason he’d called her in.


    “You allowed Bourne to take Hiram Cevik out of the cage. You were on site when Cevik made his escape. You ordered the choppers into action.” He dropped the dossier onto the desktop. “What have I gotten wrong so far?”


    Soraya briefly thought about remaining mute, but she didn’t want to give him that measure of satisfaction. “Nothing,” she said dully.


    “You were the agent in charge for Cevik. You were responsible.”


    Nothing for it now. She squared her shoulders. “Yes, I was.”


    “Grounds for firing, Ms. Moore, isn’t it?”


    “I wouldn’t know.”


    “That’s just the trouble. You should know. Just as you should’ve known better than to let Cevik out of his cage.”


    No matter what she said, he found a way to turn it against her. “Begging your pardon, but I had orders from the DCI’s office to accommodate Bourne in every way.”


    Lerner stared at her for a long moment. Then he gestured in an almost avuncular fashion. “Why the hell are you standing?” he said.


    Soraya settled into a chair facing him.


    “On the subject of Bourne.” His eyes locked on hers. “You would seem to be something of an expert.”


    “I wouldn’t say that.”


    “Your file says that you worked with him in Odessa.”


    “I suppose you could say I know Jason Bourne better than most agents.”


    Lerner sat back. “Surely, Ms. Moore, you don’t think you’ve learned all there is to know about your craft.”


    “I don’t. No.”


    “Then I have full confidence that we’ll get along, that eventually you’ll be as loyal to me as you were to Martin Lindros.”


    “Why are you talking as if Lindros is dead?”


    Lerner ignored her. “For the moment, I have to respond to the unfolding situation. As AIC, the fiasco with Cevik was your responsibility. Therefore, I have no recourse but to ask for your resignation.”


    Soraya’s heart leapt up into her throat. “Resignation?” she barely got out.


    Lerner, gimlet-eyed, said, “A resignation will look better on your records. Even you should be able to understand that.”


    Soraya jumped up. He’d played her cruelly and beautifully, which infuriated her all the more. She hated this man and she wanted him to know it. Otherwise nothing would be left of her self-esteem. “Who the hell are you to come in here and throw your weight around?”


    “That’s it, we’re done here, Ms. Moore. Clear out your things. You’re fired.”

  


  
    EIGHT

  


  
    The narrow path, treacherous with ice, down which Alem led him went on so long that Bourne felt it would never end. All at once, however, it did, winding inward from the dizzying face of the mountain to emerge into an alpine meadow many times the size of the one onto which the two Chinooks had been brought down. Much of this one was clear of snow.


    The village was little more than a grouping of ramshackle structures, none of them very large. A gridwork of streets appeared to be made of tramped-down manure. A flock of brown goats lifted their triangular heads as the two approached but, apparently recognizing Alem, shortly returned to munching clumps of brittle brown grasses. Farther away, horses whinnied, shaking their heads as the men’s scents reached them.


    “Your father is where?” Bourne said.


    “In the bar, as usual.” Alem looked up at him. “But I won’t take you to him. You must go alone. You can’t let him know that I said anything to you about his scavenging.”


    Bourne nodded. “I promised you, Alem.”


    “Or even that you met me.”


    “How will I recognize him?”


    “By his leg—his left leg is thin, and you can see it’s shorter than his right. His name is Zaim.”


    Bourne was about to turn away when Alem pressed Lindros’s ring into his hand.


    “You found this, Alem—”


    “It belongs to your friend,” the boy said. “If I return it to you maybe he won’t be dead.”


    



    It was time to eat. Again. No matter how else you resisted, Oscar Lindros had told his son, you could not refuse to eat. You needed to keep up your strength. Your captors could starve you, of course, but only if they wanted to kill you, which quite clearly Dujja didn’t. They could drug your food, of course, and after the torture proved fruitless Martin Lindros’s captors had done just that. To no avail. Ditto for sensory deprivation. His mind was vaulted up; his father had seen to that. Sodium Pentothal, for instance, had made him babble like a baby, but about nothing useful. Everything they wanted to know was inside the vault, unavailable to them.


    They were on a timetable, so now they more or less left him alone. They did feed him regularly, though sometimes his jailers spat in his food. One of them would not clean him up when he soiled himself. When the stink became unbearable, they pulled out a hose. The resulting blast of ice-cold water lifted him off his feet, slammed him against the rock wall. There he would lie for hours, blood and water mingling in pink rivulets, while he reeled trout out of the peaceful lake, one by one.


    But that was weeks ago—at least he thought so. He was better now. They’d even had a doctor look at him, stitch up the worst of the cuts, bandage him, feed him antibiotics for the fever that had raged through him.


    Now he could let go of the lake for longer and longer periods of time. He could take in his surroundings, understand that he was in a cave. Judging by the chill, the howling of the wind that swirled in the cave mouth, he was high up, presumably still somewhere on Ras Dejen. He did not see Fadi, but from time to time he saw Fadi’s chief lieutenant, the man called Abbud ibn Aziz. This man had been his chief interrogator after Fadi had failed to break him in the first few days of his incarceration.


    For Lindros, Abbud ibn Aziz was a familiar type. He was essentially feral—that is to say, he was a stranger to civilization. He always would be. His comfort came from the trackless desert, where he had been born and raised. This much Lindros surmised from the form of Arabic he spoke—Abbud ibn Aziz was a Bedouin. His understanding of right and wrong was perfectly black-and-white, carved in stone. In this sense, he was exactly like Oscar Lindros.


    Abbud ibn Aziz seemed to enjoy talking with Lindros. Perhaps he relished the prisoner’s helplessness. Perhaps he felt that if they talked long enough Lindros would come to see him as a friend—that the Stockholm syndrome would set in, making Lindros identify with his captor. Perhaps he was simply being the Good Cop, because it was he who always toweled Lindros off after the hose attacks, it was he who changed Lindros’s clothes when Lindros was too weak or out of it to do it himself.


    Lindros was not a person to be affected by the temptation to reach out from his isolation, to become friends. Lindros had never made friends easily; he found that it was far easier to be a loner. In fact, his father had encouraged it. Being a loner was an asset if you aspired to be a spy, Oscar had said. This tendency had also been noted in Lindros’s personnel file when he’d gone through the grueling monthlong vetting process thought up by the sadistic CI psych wonks just before his acceptance into the agency.


    By now he knew very well what Abbud ibn Aziz wanted from him. It had come as something of a mystery to him that the terrorist sought information on a mission CI had mounted years ago against Hamid ibn Ashef. What did Hamid ibn Ashef have to do with Abbud ibn Aziz?


    They had wanted more from him, of course. Much more. And despite Abbud ibn Aziz’s apparent single-mindedness, Lindros had noted with interest that the interrogation about the CI mission against Hamid ibn Ashef occurred only when Abbud was alone with him.


    From this, he had deduced that this particular line of questioning was a private agenda that had nothing at all to do with Dujja’s reason for kidnapping him.


    “How are you feeling today?”


    Abbud ibn Aziz stood in front of him. He had brought two identical plates of food. He put one in Lindros’s hands. When it came to food, Lindros knew his way around the Quran. All food fell into one of two categories: haram or halal, forbidden or allowed. All the food here was, of course, strictly halal.


    “No coffee today, I’m afraid,” Abbud said. “But the dates and buttermilk curds are fine.”


    The dates were a bit on the dry side, and the curds had a strange taste. These things were small but, in Lindros’s world, significant. The dates were drying up, the curds turning, and the coffee was gone. No more supplies were being delivered. Why?


    They both ate with their right hands, their teeth bared as they bit into the dark flesh of the dates. Lindros’s mind was racing.


    “How is the weather?” he asked at length.


    “Cold, and the constant wind makes it colder still.” Abbud shivered. “Another front is coming in.”


    Lindros knew that he was used to hundred-plus-degree temperatures, sand in his food, the molten-white glare of the sun, the blessed cool relief of a star-strewn night. This endless deep freeze was intolerable, to say nothing of the altitude. His bones and his lungs must be protesting like old men on a forced march. Lindros watched as he switched his Ruger semiautomatic in the crook of his left arm.


    “Being here must be painful for you.” Lindros’s question was not mere banter.


    Abbud’s shrug ended as another shiver.


    “It’s more than the desert you miss.” Lindros put his plate aside. Taking an almost constant beating day after day did terrible things to the appetite. “It’s the world of your fathers that you miss, isn’t it?”


    “Western civilization is an abomination,” Abbud said. “Its influence on our society is like an infectious disease that needs to be wiped out.”


    “You’re afraid of Western civilization, because you don’t understand it.”


    Abbud spat out a date pit, white as a baby’s bottom. “I would say the same of you Americans.”


    Lindros nodded. “You wouldn’t be wrong. But where does that leave us?”


    “At each other’s throats.”


    



    Bourne surveyed the interior of the bar. It was much like the outside: the walls bare stone and wood, mortared together by wattle. The floor was hard-pressed dung. It smelled of fermentation, of both the alcoholic and human variety. A dung fire roared in the stone hearth, adding heat and a particular odor. There were a handful of Amhara inside, all in varying degrees of drunkenness. Otherwise Bourne’s appearance in the doorway would have kicked up more of a stir. As it was, it caused barely a ripple.


    He tromped up to the bar, trailing snow. He ordered a beer, which, promisingly, came in a bottle. While he drank the thin, oddly brackish brew, he took the measure of the place. In truth, there wasn’t much to see: just a rectangular room with a scattering of rude tables and backless chairs more like stools. Nevertheless, he marked them all in his memory, making of the area a sort of map in his head, should danger raise its head or he need a quick escape. Not long after that, he spied the man with the maimed leg. Zaim was sitting by himself in a corner, a bottle of rotgut in one hand and a filthy glass in the other. He was beetle-browed, with the burned, crusty skin of the mountain native. He looked at Bourne vaguely as the other approached his table.


    Bourne hooked a boot around one of the stool legs, pulled it out, sat down across from Alem’s father.


    “Get away from me, you fucking tourist,” Zaim muttered.


    “I’m no tourist,” Bourne responded in the same dialect.


    Alem’s father opened his eyes wide, turned his head, spat on the floor. “Still, you must want something. No one dares summit Ras Dejen in winter.”


    Bourne took a long swig of his beer. “You’re right, of course.” Noticing that Zaim’s bottle was nearly empty, he said, “What are you drinking?”


    “Dust,” Alem’s father replied. “That’s all there is to drink up here. Dust and ash.”


    Bourne went and got him another bottle, set it down on the table. As he was about to fill the glass, Zaim stayed his hand.


    “There won’t be time,” he muttered under his breath. “Not when you have brought your enemy with you.”


    “I didn’t know I had an enemy.” There was no point in telling this man the truth.


    “You came from the Site of Death, did you not?” Zaim stared hard at Bourne with watery eyes. “You climbed into the metal carcasses of the warbirds, you sifted through the bones of the warriors berthed inside. Don’t bother to deny it. Anyone who does gathers enemies the same way a rotting corpse gathers flies.” He flicked his free hand. His heavily callused palms and fingers were tattooed with dirt so ingrained, it could never be washed away. “I can smell it on you.”


    “This enemy,” Bourne said, “is at the moment unknown to me.”


    Zaim grinned, showing many dark gaps between what teeth were left in his mouth. His breath was as rank as the grave. “Then I have become valuable to you. More valuable, surely, than a bottle of liquor.”


    “My enemies were in hiding, watching the Site of Death?”


    “How much is it worth to you,” Zaim said, “to be shown the face of your enemy?”


    Bourne slid money across the table.


    Zaim took it with a practiced swipe of his clawlike hand. “Your enemy keeps watch on the Site, day and night. It’s like a spiderweb, you see? He wants to see what insects it attracts.”


    “What’s it to him?”


    Zaim shrugged. “Very little.”


    “So there’s someone else.”


    Zaim leaned closer. “We are pawns, you see. We are born pawns. What else are we good for? How else are we to scratch out a living?” He shrugged again. “Even so, one can keep the evil times at bay only so long. Sooner or later, grief comes in whatever guise will be most painful.”


    Bourne thought of Zaim’s son, buried alive in the landslide. But he could say nothing; he’d promised Alem.


    “I’m looking for a friend of mine,” he said softly. “He was carried onto Ras Dejen by the first warbird. His body is not at the Site of Death. Therefore, I believe he’s alive. What do you know of this?”


    “I? I know nothing. Except for snatches overheard here and there.” Zaim scratched at his beard with gnarly black nails. “But there is perhaps someone who could help.”


    “Will you bring me to him?”


    Zaim smiled. “That is entirely up to you.”


    Bourne pushed another wad of money across the stained table. Zaim took it, grunted, folded it away.


    “On the other hand,” he said, “we can do nothing while your enemy watches.” He pursed his lips reflectively. “The eye of your enemy sits spread-legged over your left shoulder—a foot soldier, we would say, no one higher up.”


    “Now you’re involved,” Bourne said, nodding to where the other had put the money.


    Alem’s father shrugged. “I am unconcerned. I know this man; I know his people. Nothing evil will come of me talking to you, believe me.”


    “I want him off my back,” Bourne said. “I want the eye to sleep.”


    “Of course you do.” Zaim rubbed his chin. “Anything can be arranged, even such a difficult wish.”


    Bourne slid over more money, and Zaim nodded, apparently satisfied, at least for the moment. He reminded Bourne of a Vegas slot machine: He wasn’t going to stop taking money from Bourne until Bourne walked away.


    “Wait exactly three minutes—no more, no less—then follow me out the front door.” Zaim stood. “Walk a hundred paces down the main street, then turn left into an alley, then take the first right. Of course, I cannot risk being seen to help you in this. In any event, I trust you’ll know what to do. Afterward you’ll walk away without retracing your steps. I’ll find you.”


    



    There’s a message for you,” Peter Marks said when Soraya returned to Typhon to clean out her desk.


    “You take it, Pete,” she said dully. “I’ve been bounced out of here.”


    “What the hell—?”


    “The acting director has spoken.”


    “He’s gonna kill everything that Lindros wanted Typhon to be.”


    “That seems to be the idea.”


    As she was about to turn away, he took hold of her arm, swung her back. He was a young man, stocky, with deep-set eyes, hair the color of corn, a faint dry Nebraska twang. “Soraya, I just want to say for me—well, for all of us, really—no one blames you for what happened to Tim. Shit happens. In this business it’s, unfortunately, all really bad.”


    Soraya took a breath, let it out slowly. “Thanks, Pete. I appreciate that.”


    “I figured you’d been beating yourself up for letting Bourne run roughshod all over you and Tim.”


    She was silent for a moment, unsure what she was feeling. “It wasn’t Bourne,” she said at last, “and it wasn’t me. It just happened, Pete. That’s all.”


    “Sure, okay. I only meant that, you know, Bourne is another outsider forced on us by the Old Man. Like that sonovabitch Lerner. If you ask me, the Old Man’s losing his grip.”


    “Not my worry anymore,” Soraya said, beginning to move toward her office.


    “But this message—”


    “Come on, Pete. Handle it yourself.”


    “But it’s marked urgent.” He held it out. “It’s from Kim Lovett.”


    After Zaim left, Bourne went into the WC, which stank like the inside of a zoo. Using the Thuraya phone, he checked in with Davis.


    “I have new intel that the site is being watched,” he said. “So keep a sharp lookout.”


    “You, too,” Davis said. “There’s a weather front moving in.”


    “I know. Is our exit strategy going to be compromised?”


    “Don’t worry,” Davis assured him. “I’ll take care of things on this end.”


    Exiting the filthy pit, Bourne paid his bill at the bar. Under cover of the transaction, he caught a glimpse of the “eye of his enemy,” as Zaim called him, and knew at once that he was Amhara. The man didn’t bother lowering his gaze, instead glowered at Bourne with undisguised enmity. This was his territory, after all. He was confident on his home ground and, under normal circumstances, would have every right to be.


    Bourne, who’d started the three-minute clock running in his head the moment Zaim had walked out the door, realized it was time to go. He chose a path that took him directly past the Eye. He was gratified to see the man’s muscles bunch up in tension as he neared. His left hand went to his right hip, to whatever weapon he had there out of Bourne’s sight. Bourne knew then what was required of him.


    He went out of the bar. As he silently measured off the hundred paces, he became aware that the Eye had followed him out onto the street. Quickening the pace so that his tail would have to hurry to catch up, he reached the corner Zaim had described to him and turned left without warning into a narrow alley clogged with snow. Almost immediately he saw the next right, and rounded it at a brisk clip.


    He’d only taken two steps when he turned around, flattened himself against the icy wall, and waited until the Eye came into view. Bourne grabbed him, slammed him against the corner of the building so that his teeth clacked together sharply. A blow to the side of the head rendered him unconscious.


    A moment later Zaim darted lopsidedly into the alley. “Quickly now!” he said breathlessly. “There are two others I hadn’t counted on.”


    He led Bourne to the nearest intersection of alleys, turned left. At once they found themselves on the outskirts of the village. The snow lay thickly, its crust brittle. Zaim was having difficulty negotiating the terrain, especially at the pace he had set. But quite soon they came to a ramshackle outbuilding behind which three horses stood grazing.


    “How are you at bareback riding?” he said.


    “I’ll manage.”


    Bourne put his hand on the muzzle of a gray horse, looked him in the eye, then vaulted up. Leaning over, he grabbed Zaim above the elbow, assisted him onto a brown horse. Together they turned their steeds into the wind and took off at a canter.


    The wind was rising. Bourne did not need to be a native to know that a storm was coming in from the northwest, laden with the bitter taste of serious snow. Davis was going to have a hell of a time digging the copter out. He’d have to, though; there was no other way to get off the mountain quickly.


    Zaim was making directly for the tree line but, glancing behind him, Bourne saw that it was already too late. The riders—no doubt the two Amhara whom Zaim was worried about—were pounding along behind them, closing the gap.


    Bourne, making a quick calculation, discovered that the Amhara would overtake them several hundred meters before they’d have a chance to lose themselves in the forest. Putting his head against the horse’s mane, he kicked it hard in the sides. The gray horse leapt forward, racing toward the trees. Startled for an instant, Zaim kneed his mount, taking off after Bourne.


    Halfway there, Bourne realized they weren’t going to make it. Without another thought, he squeezed his knees against the horse’s flanks and jerked its mane to the right. Without breaking stride, the gray wheeled around, and before their pursuers had time to react Bourne was galloping full-out directly at them.


    They split apart, as he had foreseen. Leaning to his right, he drew his left leg back and kicked out from the hip. His thick-soled boot slammed into the chest of one of the Amhara, knocking him off his horse. By this time, the other Amhara had had time to wheel around. He’d drawn a handgun—an old but deadly 9mm PM Makarov—and was aiming it at Bourne.


    A shot rang out, lifting the Amhara from his blanket saddle. Bourne turned to see Zaim rising up, a gun in his hand. He waved his free hand, and they headed as fast as they could for the outlying stand of firs.


    Another shot snipped off branches above their heads as they galloped into the forest. The Amharan whom Bourne had kicked off his horse had remounted and was coming after them.


    Zaim threaded them through the fir trees. It had turned markedly colder and wetter. Even here, in the shelter of the forest, the icy wind cut through them, shaking periodic snowfalls from the upper branches. Bourne, thinking of their pursuer, could not rid himself of the itching along his spine, but he kept going in the brown horse’s wake.


    The ground began to fall away, at first gradually, then more steeply. The horses put their heads down, snorting, as if to more carefully feel the buried stones, their curved surfaces slick with ice, which made the footing alarmingly treacherous.


    Bourne heard a cracking behind them, and he urged the gray on. He wanted to ask Zaim where they were headed and how close they were to it, but raising his voice would only serve to reveal their location in the maze of the forest. Just as he was thinking this, he glimpsed a clearing through the trees, then the heavy glitter of a sheet of ice. They were coming to a river that wound steeply from the edge of one alpine meadow to a lower one.


    At that moment he heard a shot; an instant later Zaim’s horse collapsed from under him. Zaim went tumbling. Urging the gray on, Bourne reached down, dragging Zaim up behind him.


    They were almost at the bank of the frozen river. Another shot, snapping nearby branches.


    “Your gun!” Bourne said.


    “I lost it when my horse was shot,” Zaim replied unhappily.


    “We’ll be picked off like wooden ducks.”


    Bourne handed Zaim down to the snowpack, then slid off the gray. A smart slap to its rump sent it crashing through the forest on a more or less parallel course to the river.


    “Now what?” Zaim slapped his bum leg. “With this, we’ll be helpless out here.”


    “Let’s go.” Grabbing him by his thick wool jacket, Bourne began to run down the bank to the river.


    “What are you doing?” Zaim’s eyes were wide with fear.


    Bourne half lifted him off his feet an instant before they hit the ice on the run. Compensating for the other man’s weight, Bourne began the long back-and-forth strides of an ice skater. Using the blades embedded in his boot soles as skates, he built up speed with the natural downward slope of the river.


    He took the snaking turns expertly, but he had almost no control over his speed, and he was racing along faster and faster as the rivercourse steepened.


    They flashed around another bend and Zaim uttered an inarticulate cry. A moment later Bourne saw why. Not a thousand meters away the river broke sharply downward into a waterfall, now frozen in place like a stop-motion photo.


    “How high,” Bourne called over the howling of the wind in his face.


    “Too high,” Zaim moaned in terror. “Oh, too, too high!”
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    Bourne tried to veer to the left or right, but he couldn’t. He was flying along a fold in the ice that would not allow him to change direction. At any rate, it was too late now. The ruffled top of the waterfall was upon them, so he did the only thing he could think of: He steered for the exact center, where the water was deepest and the ice thinnest.


    They hit it at speed, which combined with their weight to shatter the thin crust of ice that had formed over the streaming water. Into the waterfall they plunged, tumbling down and down, the icy water taking their breath away, freezing them from their limbs inward.


    As he fell from the heights, Bourne struggled against becoming disoriented, which was his primary concern. If he lost his sense of direction, he’d either freeze to death or drown before he could break through the ice at the base of the waterfall. There was another concern: If he allowed himself to get too far from the base area, the ice would quickly thicken into a layer he’d likely find unbreakable.


    Light and shadow, blue-black, gray-opal spun across his vision as he was tossed and tumbled through the churning water. Once, his shoulder smashed into a rock outcropping. Pain leapt through him like a surge of electricity, and as his downward momentum abruptly ceased, he searched for the light in the jumble of darkness. There was none! His head was spinning, his hands almost completely numb. His heart was laboring from both the physical pounding and the lack of oxygen.


    He struck out with his arms. At once he realized that Zaim’s body was almost against him; as he drew it to one side, he saw pearlescent light shining behind it and knew which way was up. Zaim seemed to be unconscious. Blood plumed from the side of his head, and Bourne guessed that he, too, had struck a rock.


    With one arm around the limp form, Bourne kicked out hard for the surface, banging the top of his head sooner than he had anticipated against the ice sheet. It didn’t give.


    His head was pounding, and the ribbons of blood leaking from Zaim’s wound were obscuring his vision. He clawed against the ice, but could find no purchase. He slid along the underside, searching for a crack, a flaw he could exploit. But the ice was thicker than he’d imagined, even here at the waterfall’s base. His lungs were burning and the headache caused by the lack of oxygen was fast becoming intolerable. Perhaps Zaim was already dead. Surely he himself would be if he couldn’t break through to the surface.


    A strong eddy caught him, threatening to send them swirling out to certain death in the darkness where the ice sheet was thickest. As he struggled against it, his nails bit into something—not a crack precisely, but a stress flaw in the sheet. He could see that one side was allowing more light in, and there he concentrated his efforts. But his fists, numbed into clumsy weights, were of no use.


    Only one chance now. He let go of Zaim and dove down into the darkness until he felt the river bottom. Reversing himself, he coiled his legs, launching himself upward in a straight line. The top of his head struck the stress flaw and he heard it crack, then splinter apart as his shoulders followed his head into the blessed air. Bourne drew air into his lungs once, twice, three times. Then he dove back down. Zaim wasn’t where he had left him. He had been caught in the powerful eddy and was now being launched into the darkness.


    Bourne kicked, fighting the current, stretching out full-length to grab Zaim by the ankle. Slowly, surely he drew him back to the light, bringing him up through the ragged hole in the ice, laying him out on the frozen riverbed before he levered himself out of the water.


    They had come through just to the east of the falls, at the edge of a thick slice of the fir forest that continued unabated to the north and east.


    He spent a moment hunkered down in the shadows of the trees, catching his breath. But that was all the time he could spare. He checked Zaim’s vital signs—his pulse, his breathing, his pupils. The man was alive. An examination of the wound showed it to be superficial. Zaim’s hard skull had done its job, protecting him from serious injury.


    Bourne’s problem now, apart from stanching the flow of blood from Zaim’s wound, was drying him off so he wouldn’t freeze to death. Bourne himself had been partially protected by his extreme-weather jumpsuit, though he saw now that it had been abraded badly in several places during his violent tumble down the falls. Water was already freezing against his skin. Unzipping the suit for a moment, he stripped off a sleeve of his shirt, packed it with snow, and wrapped it around Zaim’s wound. Then he hoisted the still-unconscious man over his unbruised shoulder, stumbling up the treacherous bank into the forest. He could feel the cold slowly seeping in at his elbows and shoulder, where the outer layer of his jumpsuit had been shredded.


    Zaim was becoming heavier and heavier, but Bourne pushed on, angling north and east away from the river. A vague memory surfaced—a flash akin to the one he’d had when he’d first alit on Ras Dejen, but more detailed. If he was right, there was another village—larger than the one where he’d found Zaim—several kilometers ahead.


    All at once he was brought up short by a familiar sound: the snorting of a horse. Carefully putting Zaim down against the bole of a tree, he moved cautiously toward the sound. Perhaps five hundred meters ahead, he came upon a small clearing. In it, he saw the gray, its muzzle picking through the snowpack for something to eat. Apparently the animal had followed the course of the river down to this patch of open space. It was just what Bourne needed to carry him and Zaim to safety.


    Bourne was about to move into the glade when the gray’s head came up and its nostrils dilated. What had it smelled? The wind was swirling, bringing with it the scent of danger.


    Bourne thought he understood, and he silently thanked the gray. Moving back into the firs, he began to circle to his left, keeping the clearing in sight as he went, keeping the wind in his face. Perhaps a quarter of the way around, he saw a spot of color, then a slight movement. Heading obliquely toward it, he saw that it was the Amhara whom he had kicked off his horse. This man must have brought the gray down here as bait, to lure them if one or both had survived the waterfall.


    Keeping low, Bourne came at him fast, blindsiding him. He went down with a grunt, got his left hand free as Bourne pummeled him, drew out a curving knife. It slashed down, heading straight for Bourne’s exposed side just above his kidney. Bourne rolled, his torso flicking out of range. At the same time, he locked his ankles around the tribesman’s neck, back and front. With a swift, violent twist Bourne snapped the Amhara’s neck.


    He rose, took from the corpse the knife, sheath, and 9mm Makarov. Then he loped into the clearing, bringing the gray back to where Zaim lay. Slinging the other over the horse’s sturdy back, Bourne swung up and set off through the firs, down the mountainside, heading by memory for the village.


    



    When Soraya Moore strode into the FIU lab, Kim Lovett was still kicking around forensic evidence with Detective Overton.


    Kim, having taken care of the introductions, got right down to business by bringing Soraya up to date on their case. Then she handed her the set of two porcelain teeth.


    “I found these in the suite’s bathtub drain,” she said. “At first glance, it could easily be mistaken for a dental bridge, but I don’t think it is.”


    Soraya, looking at the interior hollows, knew that she had seen something very similar in Deron’s lab. Examining it more closely, she recognized the high quality of the workmanship. No doubt this was part of a world-class chameleon’s arsenal. She had no doubt what she was holding, and to whom it belonged. She’d thought she was through with all this when Lerner kicked her butt out of Typhon, but now she knew the truth. Maybe she’d known it all along. She wasn’t through with Fadi, not by a long shot.


    “You’re right, Kim,” she said. “It’s a prosthetic.”


    “Prosthetic?” Overton echoed. “I’m not following.”


    “This is a shell,” Soraya told him, “used to slip over perfectly good teeth, not as a substitute for nonviable ones, but to alter the shape of the mouth and cheek line.” She slipped the prosthetic on. Though it was too big for her, both Kim and Overton were astonished to see how much it changed the shape of her mouth and lips. “Which means your Jakob Silver and his brother were using aliases,” she said as she spat out the teeth. To Kim, she said, “Do you mind if I borrow this?”


    “Go on,” Kim said. “But I’ll have to log it out.”


    Overton shook his head. “None of this makes sense.”


    “It makes perfect sense if you know all the facts.” Soraya shared with them the incident outside CI headquarters. “This man who passed as a Cape Town entrepreneur named Hiram Cevik is, in actuality, a Saudi who calls himself Fadi, a terrorist leader with high-level connections to what seems to be an enormous amount of money. What his real name might be we have no idea. He disappeared within blocks of where the Hummer picked him up.” She held up the prosthetic. “Now we know where he went.”


    Kim considered everything Soraya had told them. “Then the remains we found aren’t either brother.”


    “I very much doubt it. The fire seems like a diversion for him slipping out of D.C. Out of the country, for that matter.” Soraya went over to the shallow metal pan in which Kim had placed the bones found in the bathtub. “I do believe we’re looking at all that’s left of Omar, the Pakistani waiter.”


    “Jesus Christ!” At last we’re getting somewhere, Overton thought. “Then which brother was Fadi?”


    Soraya turned to him. “Jakob, undoubtedly. It was Lev who checked into the suite. Fadi was in Cape Town, and then in our custody.”


    Overton was elated. At last his luck was changing. He’d hit the mother lode with these two. Very soon now, he’d have enough intel to bring to Homeland Security. He’d become their newest recruit and their newest hero in one fell swoop.


    Soraya turned back to Kim. “What else did you find?”


    “Very little. Except the accelerant.” Kim picked up a sheaf of computer readouts. “It was carbon disulfide. I can’t remember the last time I encountered it. Arsonists typically use acetone, kerosene, something easily attainable like that.” She shrugged. “On the other hand, in this case carbon disulfide makes a certain kind of sense. It’s more dangerous than the others because of its low flashpoint and the probability of an explosion once it’s ignited. Fadi wanted the windows blown out so that the flames could feed on the added oxygen. But you’d have to be a real professional to use it without blowing yourself up.”


    Soraya took a look at the printout Kim handed her. “That’s Fadi all over. Where would you get it?”


    “You’d have to have access to a manufacturing plant or one of their sources,” Kim said. “It’s used in the manufacture of cellulose, carbon tetrachloride, and other organic sulfur compounds.”


    “Can I borrow your computer?”


    “Help yourself,” Kim said.


    Soraya sat down at Kim’s workstation and brought up the Internet browser. Navigating to the Google Web site, she typed in “carbon disulfide.”


    “Cellulose is used in the manufacture of rayon and cellophane,” she called out to them as she read the text on the screen. “Carbon tet used to be a key ingredient in fire extinguishers and refrigeration, though it’s been abandoned because of its toxicity. Dithiocarbamates, dmit, xanthate are flotation agents in mineral processing. It’s also used to make metham sodium, a soil fumigant.”


    “One thing’s for sure,” Kim said. “You won’t find it in your neighborhood hardware store. You’ve got to go searching for it.”


    Soraya nodded. “And it presupposes prior knowledge of the compound and its specific characteristics.” She made a few quick notes in her PDA, then got up. “Okay, I’m out of here.”


    “Mind if I tag along?” Overton said. “Until you showed up, this case was a brick wall in my face.”


    “I don’t think so.” Soraya’s glance slid over to Kim. “I was going to tell you when I came in. I’ve been fired.”


    “What?” Kim was aghast. “Why?”


    “The new acting director doesn’t appreciate my streak of rebelliousness. I think he’s out to establish his authority. Today I’m the one he decided to piss on.”


    Kim came over and hugged her in sympathy. “If there’s anything I can do.”


    Soraya smiled. “I know who to call. Thanks.”


    She was too preoccupied to notice the scowl of displeasure that had darkened Detective Overton’s face. He wasn’t going to be thwarted, not when he was so close to his goal.


    



    Snow had begun to fall by the time Bourne and Zaim reached the village. It was there, nestled in a narrow valley like a ball in a cupped palm, just as Bourne remembered it. The clouds, low and heavy, made the mountains seem small and insignificant, as if they were about to be crushed in a clash of titans. The steeple of the church was the most prominent structure, and Bourne made for it.


    Zaim stirred and groaned. Some time ago, he had awakened, and Bourne had gotten him off the horse just in time for him to vomit copiously among the whistling firs. Bourne made the Amhara eat some snow in order to hydrate him. He was dizzy and weak, but he understood completely when Bourne filled him in on what had happened. Their destination, he had informed Bourne, was a camp just outside the village in Bourne’s memory.


    Now they had arrived at the village. Though Bourne was eager to link up with the person Zaim claimed could take him to Lindros, Zaim’s clothes had already frozen; unless he could be warmed up reasonably quickly, the cloth would take his skin with it when it was removed.


    The gray, which Bourne had urged on at full gallop through knee-high snowbanks, was just about done in by the time they reached the outskirts of the camp. Three Amhara appeared as if out of nowhere, brandishing curved knives similar to the one Bourne had taken off the man whose neck he’d broken.


    Bourne had been expecting them. No campsite would be left unguarded. He sat very still atop the panting, snorting gray while the Amhara drew Zaim down. When they saw who it was, one of them ran into a tent at the center of the campsite. He returned within minutes with an Amhara who was quite obviously the tribal chieftain, the nagus.


    “Zaim,” he said, “what happened to you?”


    “He saved my life,” Zaim muttered.


    “And he, mine.” Bourne slid off the horse. “We were attacked on our way here.”


    If the nagus was surprised that Bourne spoke Amharic, he gave no outward sign of it. “Like all Westerners, you brought your enemies with you.”


    Bourne shivered. “You’re only half right. We were attacked by three Amhara soldiers.”


    “You know who is paying them,” Zaim said weakly.


    The nagus nodded. “Take them both inside to my hut, where it is warm. We will build up the fire slowly.”


    



    Abbud ibn Aziz stood squinting up at the noxious sky that swirled around Ras Dejen’s north face, listening for the sound of rotors slicing the thin air.


    Where was Fadi? His helicopter was late. Abbud ibn Aziz had been monitoring the weather all morning. With the front moving in, he knew the pilot had an extremely narrow window in which to make his landing.


    In truth, though, he knew it wasn’t the cold or the thin air he silently railed against. It was the fact that he and Fadi were here in the first place. The plan. He knew who was behind it. Only one man could have dreamed up such a high-risk, volatile scheme: Fadi’s brother, Karim al-Jamil. Fadi might be the firebrand face of Dujja, but Abbud ibn Aziz, alone of all of Fadi’s many followers, knew that Karim al-Jamil was the heart of the cadre. He was the chess master, the patient spider spinning multiple webs into the future. Even thinking about what Karim al-Jamil might be planning sent Abbud ibn Aziz’s head spinning. Like Fadi and Karim al-Jamil, he had been educated in the West. He knew the history, politics, and economics of the non-Arab world—a prerequisite, so far as Fadi and Karim al-Jamil were concerned, in stepping up the ladder of command.


    The problem for Abbud ibn Aziz was that he didn’t altogether trust Karim al-Jamil. For one thing, he was reclusive. For another, so far as he knew Karim al-Jamil spoke only to Fadi. That this might not be the case at all—that he knew less than he suspected about Karim al-Jamil—made him all the more uneasy.


    This was his bias against Karim al-Jamil: that he, Fadi’s second in command, his most intimate comrade, was shut out from the inner workings of Dujja. This seemed to him eminently unjust, and though he was utterly loyal to Fadi, still he chafed to be kept on the outside. Of course, he understood that blood was thicker than water—who among the desert tribesmen wouldn’t? But Fadi and Karim al-Jamil were only half Arab. Their mother was English. Both had been born in London after their father had moved his company base there from Saudi Arabia.


    Abbud ibn Aziz was haunted by several questions that part of him did not want answered. Why had Abu Sarif Hamid ibn Ashef al-Wahhib left Saudi Arabia? Why had he taken up with an infidel? Why had he compounded his error by marrying her? Abbud ibn Aziz could find no earthly reason why a Saudi would do such a thing. In truth, neither Fadi nor Karim al-Jamil was of the desert, as he was. They had grown up in the West, been schooled in the ceaselessly throbbing metropolis of London. What did they know of the profound silence, the severe beauty, the clean scents of the desert? The desert, where the grace and wisdom of Allah could be seen in all things.


    Fadi, as befit an older brother, was protective of Karim al-Jamil. This, at least, was something Abbud ibn Aziz could understand. He himself felt the same way about his younger brothers. But in the case of Karim al-Jamil, he had been asking himself for some time into what dark waters he was leading Dujja. Was it a place that Abbud ibn Aziz wanted to go? He had come this far without raising his voice because he was loyal to Fadi. It was Fadi who had indoctrinated him into the terror war they had been forced into by the West’s incursions into their lands. It was Fadi who had sent him to Europe to be schooled, a time in his life he had despised but which had nevertheless proved of benefit. To know the enemy, Fadi had told him many times, is to defeat him.


    He owed Fadi everything; where Fadi led, he would follow. On the other hand, he wasn’t deaf, dumb, and blind. If at some future date when he had more information, he felt that Karim al-Jamil was leading Dujja—and, therefore, Fadi—into ruin, he would speak up, no matter the consequences.


    A harsh, dry wind broke against his cheek. The whirring of the helicopter’s rotors came to him as if from a dream. But it was his own reverie from which he needed to free himself. He looked up, feeling the first snowflakes on his cheeks and lashes.


    He picked out the black dot against the roiled grays of the sky. It bloomed quickly. Swinging his arms back and forth over his head, he stepped back from the landing site. Three minutes later, the helicopter had landed. The door swung open, and Muta ibn Aziz jumped out into the snow and ice.


    Abbud ibn Aziz waited for Fadi to appear, but only his brother came to where he stood, outside the slowing swing of the rotor blades.


    “All went well.” His embrace of his brother was stiff, formal. “Fadi has contacted me.”


    Muta stood silent in the harsh wind.


    For some time, a dispute had carved itself into the frontier of their lives. Like the rift created by an earthquake, the issue had separated them more than either of them would admit. Like an earthquake it had spit up, festering sores that now, years later, had turned to scoria—hard, dry, twisted as scar tissue.


    Muta squinted. “Brother, where did Fadi go after he and I parted?”


    Abbud could not keep the superior edge out of his voice. “His business lies elsewhere.”


    Muta grunted. A bitter taste, all too familiar, had flooded his mouth. It is as it has always been. Abbud uses his power to keep me away from Fadi and Karim al-Jamil, the centers of our universe. Thus does he lord it over me. Thus has he sworn me to keep our secret. He is my elder brother. How can I fight him? His teeth ground together. As always, I must obey him all things.


    Muta shivered mightily, moved out of the wind, into the lee of a rock formation. “Tell me, brother, what has been happening here?”


    “Bourne arrived on Ras Dejen this morning. He’s making progress.”


    Muta ibn Aziz nodded. “Then we must move Lindros to a safe location.”


    “It is about to be done,” Abbud said with an icy edge to his voice.


    Muta, his heart full of bile, nodded. “It’s almost over now. Within the next few days, Jason Bourne’s use to us will be at an end.” He smiled deeply, but it was completely self-contained. “As Fadi has said, revenge is sweet. How pleasurable it will be for him to see Jason Bourne dead!”


    



    The nagus’s hut was surprisingly spacious and comfortable, especially for a structure that was more or less portable. The floor consisted of overlapping rugs. Skins hung on the walls, helping keep in the warmth provided by a fire fueled with dried bricks of dung.


    Bourne, wrapped in a rough wool blanket, sat cross-legged by the fire while the nagus’s men slowly and gingerly undressed Zaim. When that was done, they wrapped him as well, made him sit beside Bourne. Then they served both men steaming cups of hot, strong tea.


    Other men tended to Zaim’s wound, cleaning it, packing it with an herbal poultice, rebandaging it. As this was happening, the nagus sat down next to Bourne. He was a small man, unprepossessing save for the black eyes that burned like twin lamps in his burnished bronze skull. His body was thin and wiry, but Bourne was not fooled. This man would be skilled in the many ways, offensive and defensive, to keep himself and his men alive.


    “My name is Kabur,” the nagus said. “Zaim tells me your name is Bourne.” He pronounced it in two syllables: Bohorn.


    Bourne nodded. “I’ve come to Ras Dejen to find my friend, who was on one of the warbirds that were shot down nearly a week ago. You know of this?”


    “I do,” Kabur said.


    His hand moved to his chest, and he held out something silver for Bourne to see. It was the pilot’s dog tags.


    “He has no more need of them,” Kabur said simply.


    Bourne’s heart sank. “He’s dead?”


    “As close as can be.”


    “What about my friend?”


    “They took him along with this man.” The nagus offered Bourne a wooden bowl of heavily spiced stew into which a rough semicircle of unleavened bread had been stuck. While Bourne ate, using the bread as a spoon, Kabur went on. “Not by us, you understand. We are nothing in this, though, as you have already witnessed, some have taken money from them in return for service.” He shook his head. “But it is evil, a form of enslavement for which some have paid the ultimate price.”


    “They.” Bourne, having eaten his fill, put the bowl aside. “Who, precisely, are they?”


    Kabur tilted his head. “I feel surprise. I would have expected you to know far more about them than I. They come to us from across the Gulf of Aden. From Yemen, I imagine. But they aren’t Yemeni, no. God alone knows where they make their base. Some are Egyptian, others Saudi, still others Afghani.”


    “And the leader?”


    “Ah, Fadi. He is Saudi.” The nagus’s fierce black eyes had gone opaque. “We are, to a man, afraid of Fadi.”


    “Why?”


    “Why? Because he is powerful, because he is cruel beyond imagining. Because he carries death in the palm of his hand.”


    Bourne thought of the uranium transshipments. “You have seen evidence of the death he carries.”


    The nagus nodded. “With my own eyes. One of Zaim’s sons—”


    “The boy in the cave?”


    Kabur swung toward Zaim, in whose eyes was a sea of pain. “A wayward son who could not hold advice in his head. Now we cannot touch him, even to bury him.”


    “I can do that,” Bourne said. Now he understood why Alem was hiding out in the Chinook closest to the cave: He wanted to be near his brother. “I can bury him up there, near the summit.”


    The nagus was silent. But Zaim’s eyes had turned liquid as they reengaged Bourne’s. “That would be a true blessing—for him, for me, for my family.”


    “It will be done, this I swear,” Bourne said. He turned back to Kabur. “Will you help me find my friend?”


    The nagus hesitated a moment while he studied Zaim. At length, he sighed. “Will finding your friend hurt Fadi?”


    “Yes,” Bourne said. “It will hurt him badly.”


    “This is a very difficult journey you ask us to take with you. But because of my friend, because of his bond to you, because of your promise to him, I am honor-bound to grant your request.”


    He raised his right hand and a man brought a device similar to a hookah. “We will smoke together, to seal the bargain we have made.”


    



    Soraya had every intention of going home, but somehow she found herself driving into the Northeast quadrant of D.C. It was only when she turned onto 7th Street that she knew why she had come here. Making one more turn, she arrived outside Deron’s house.


    For a moment, she sat, listening to the engine ticking. Five or six of the tough-looking crew infested the stoop of the house to the left but, though they observed her with gimlet eyes, they made no move to stop her as she got out of the car and went up the steps to Deron’s front door.


    She knocked on the front door several times. Waited, then knocked again. There was no answer. Hearing someone coming up the walk, she turned, expecting Deron. Instead she encountered a tall, lean young man, one of the crew.


    “Yo, Miss Spook, name’s Tyrone. What yo doin’ here?”


    “Do you know where Deron is?”


    Tyrone kept a neutral expression. “Yo could see me instead, Miss S.”


    “I would, Tyrone,” she said carefully, “if you could instruct me on the uses of carbon disulfide.”


    “Huh, yo think I’m a useless nigga, doantcha?”


    “To be honest, I don’t know anything about you.”


    Without a change in expression, he said, “Walk wid me.”


    Soraya nodded. Instinctively she knew that any hesitation on her part would reflect badly on her.


    Together they went down the walk and turned right, past the stoop where members of the crew were perched like a murder of crows.


    “Deron, he down wid his daddy. Won’t be back for coupla days.”


    “No lie?”


    “True dat.” Tyrone pursed his lips. “So. What yo want ta know ’bout me? Maybe my druggie mama? Is it my daddy you’re interested in, rottin’ away in prison? Or my younger sister nursin’ a baby when she should be in high school? My older brother makin’ shit-per-week working for the man as a motorman in the Metro? Shee-it, yo mustave heard all that sob stuff before, so yo doan need t’hear it again.”


    “It’s your life,” Soraya said. “That makes it different from anything I’ve heard.”


    Tyrone snorted, but by his look she knew he was pleased.


    “Me, though I was trained for the street, I was born with an engineer’s mind. What’s that mean?” He shrugged and pointed into the distance. “Down Florida, they puttin’ up a shitload a high-rises. I go there every chance I get, see how it all goin’ up, y’know?”


    Soraya met his eyes for a moment. “Will you think me a fool if I say there’re ways for you to take advantage of your mind.”


    “Fo yo maybe.” A slow smile spread across his face, an expression considerably older than his years. “We walkin’ in my prison, girl.”


    Soraya considered answering that, but decided she’d pushed him far enough for the moment. “I gotta go.”


    Tyrone pursed his lips. “Yo, just so you know, yo. It’s about the car that followed you here.”


    Soraya stopped in her tracks. “Tell me you’re putting me on.”


    His head swiveled, and he looked at her as a cobra stares down its prey. “Straight dope, like before.”


    Soraya was furious with herself. She’d been so wrapped up in her own personal fog, she hadn’t even considered that someone might tail her. She had failed to check, which was usually second nature to her. Obviously she was more upset about that sonovabitch Lerner benching her than she’d realized. Now she’d paid the price for her lack of vigilance.


    “Tyrone, I owe you one.”


    He shrugged. “It’s what Deron pays me t’do. Protection doan come cheap, but loyalty ain’t got no price.”


    She looked at him, but for the first time seemed to really see him. “Where is it? The car that tailed me?”


    They began to walk again. “Up ahead, at the corner of Eighth,” Tyrone said. “Far side, so the driver get a good look at what yo up to.” He shrugged. “My crew’ll take care a him.”


    “Not that I don’t appreciate the offer, Tyrone.” She gave him a serious look. “But I brought him here. It’s on me.”


    “Yo, I admire that, yo.” He stopped, stood facing her for a minute. His expression was as serious as hers. There was no mistaking the grim determination in it. Around here, he was the immovable object. “Understand, it’s gotta be done ’fore he get any idea ’bout Deron. Afta that, nuthin can save him. Even yo.”


    “I’ll take care of it right now.” She ducked her head, abruptly shy. “Thanks.”


    Tyrone nodded, headed back to his crew. Taking a deep breath, she kept on the way she had been going, down to the corner of 8th Street, where Detective Overton sat in his car, scribbling on a slip of lined paper.


    She rapped her knuckles on the glass. He looked up, hastily jammed the paper into his shirt’s breast pocket.


    When the window whispered down, she said, “What the hell d’you think you’re doing?”


    He put away his pen. “Making sure you don’t get hurt. This a helluva neighborhood.”


    “I can take care of myself, thank you very much.”


    “Listen, I know you’re on to something—something important Homeland Security doesn’t have a clue about. I gotta have the info.”


    She glared down at him. “What you have to do is leave. Now.”


    All at once his face turned into a granite mask. “I want what you know soon’s you know it.”


    Soraya felt the heat of combat in her cheeks. “Or what?”


    Without warning, he swung the door open, catching her in the stomach. Down she went to her knees, gasping.


    Slowly, Overton climbed out of the car and stood over her. “Don’t fuck with me, little lady. I’m older’n you. I don’t play by the book. I’ve forgotten more tricks than you’ll ever learn.”


    Soraya closed her eyes for a moment, to show him that she was trying to regain both her wind and her composure. Meanwhile her left hand had pulled a compact no-snag ASP pistol from its slim holster at the small of her back, aimed it at Overton. “This is loaded with nine-by-nineteen-millimeter Parabellum bullets,” she said. “At this range, one of them will most likely tear you in two.” She took two deep breaths. Her gun hand was steady. “Get the hell out of here. Now.”


    He backed up slowly and deliberately, sitting down behind the wheel without taking his eyes off her. He shook out a cigarette, stuck it between his bloodless lips, lit it with a languid motion, drew down on it.


    “Yes, ma’am.” There was nothing in his voice; all the venom was in his eyes. He slammed the door shut.


    He watched her regain her feet as the engine roared to life and he pulled out. Glancing in the rearview mirrors, he saw her aiming the ASP squarely at his rear window until the car disappeared into traffic.


    When he lost sight of her, he pulled out his cell phone, pressed a speed-dial key. The moment he heard Matthew Lerner’s voice, he said, “You were right, Mr. Lerner. Soraya Moore’s still nosing around, and to tell you the truth she’s just become a clear and present danger.”


    



    Kabur directed them to the church whose steeple had guided Bourne to the village. It was, like all the churches in the country, part of the Ethiopian Orthodox Tewahedo Church. The religion was old, and with more than thirty-six million members, it was the world’s largest Oriental Orthodox church. In fact, it was the only pre-colonial Christian church in its part of Africa.


    There was a moment, in the watery light of the church, when Bourne thought Kabur had played him for a fool. That not only Zaim’s radiation-eaten son but also the nagus himself was in Fadi’s employ; that he had been led into a trap. He whipped out the Makarov. Then the shadows and patches of light resolved themselves and he saw a figure beckoning wordlessly to him.


    “It’s Father Mihret,” Zaim whispered. “I know him.”


    Zaim, though still recovering from his wound, had insisted on coming along. He was attached to Bourne now. They had saved each other’s lives.


    “My sons,” Father Mihret said softly, “I fear you’ve come too late.”


    “The pilot,” Bourne said. “Please take me to him.”


    As they hastily made their way through the church, Bourne said, “Is he still alive?”


    “Barely.” The priest was tall and thin as a post. He possessed the large eyes and emaciated look of an ascetic. “We’ve done everything we can for him.”


    “How did he come to you, Father?” Zaim asked.


    “He was found by herders on the outskirts of the village, within a clump of firs near the river. They came to me and I ordered him moved here on a litter, but I fear it did him little good.”


    “I have access to a warbird,” Bourne said. “I can airlift him out.”


    Father Mihret shook his head. “He has fractures of the neck and spinal cord. There is no way to successfully immobilize him. He would never survive another move.”


    The pilot, Jaime Cowell, was in Father Mihret’s own bed. Two women tended to him, one salving his flayed skin, the other squeezing water from a cloth into his half-open lips. A flicker appeared in Cowell’s eyes when Bourne came into his line of sight.


    Bourne briefly turned his back to him. “Can he talk?” he said to the priest.


    “Very little,” Father Mihret replied. “When he moves at all, the pain is excruciating.”


    Bourne stood over the bed so that his face was in Cowell’s direct line of sight. “I’ve come to take you home, Jaime. D’you understand me?”


    Cowell’s lips moved, a soft hiss emanating from between them.


    “Look, I’ll make this short,” Bourne said. “I need to find Martin Lindros. You two were the only ones to survive the attacks. Is Lindros alive?”


    Bourne had to bend down, his ear almost touching Cowell’s lips.


    “Yes. When I… last saw him.” Cowell’s voice was like sand slithering across a dune.


    Though his heart leapt, Bourne was appalled by the stench. The priest wasn’t wrong: Death was already in the room, stinking up the place.


    “Jaime, this is very important. Do you know where Lindros is?”


    Again, the terrible stench as Bourne leaned in.


    “Three klicks west by southwest… across the… river.” Cowell was sweating with the effort and the pain. “Camp… heavily defended.”


    Bourne was about to move away when Cowell’s rasp began again. His chest, rising and falling with unnatural rapidity, began to shudder, as his already overstressed muscles began to spasm. Cowell’s eyes closed, tears leaking out from under the lids.


    “Take it easy,” Bourne urged. “Rest now.”


    “No! Oh, God!”


    Cowell’s eyes flew open, and when he stared up into Bourne’s the darkness of the abyss could be seen moving closer.


    “This man… the leader…”


    “Fadi.” Bourne supplied his name.


    “He’s tortur… torturing Lindros.”


    Bourne’s stomach rolled up into a ball of ice. “Is Lindros holding out? Cowell! Cowell can you answer me?”


    “He’s beyond all questions now.” Father Mihret stepped in, put his hand on Cowell’s sweat-soaked forehead. “God has granted him blessed relief from his suffering.”


    



    They were moving him. Martin Lindros knew this because he could hear Abbud ibn Aziz barking out a multitude of orders, all in the service of getting them the hell out of the cave. There came the clangor of booted feet, the clash of metal weapons, the grunting of men lifting heavy loads. Then he heard the rattling engine of the truck as it backed up to the cave mouth.


    A moment later, Abbud ibn Aziz himself came to blindfold him.


    He squatted down beside Lindros. “Don’t worry,” he said.


    “I’m beyond worry,” Lindros said in a cracked voice he barely recognized as his own.


    Abbud ibn Aziz fingered the hood he was about to place over Lindros’s head. It was sewn of black cloth and had no eyeholes. “Whatever you know about the mission to murder Hamid ibn Ashef, now would be the time.”


    “I’ve told you repeatedly, I don’t know anything. You still don’t believe me.”


    “No.” Abbud ibn Aziz placed the hood over his head. “I don’t.”


    Then, quite unexpectedly, his hand briefly gripped Lindros’s shoulder.


    What is this, Lindros wondered, a sign of empathy? It was amusing in a way that was currently beyond him to appreciate. He could observe it as he observed everything these days, from behind a sheet of bulletproof glass of his own manufacture. That the pane was figurative made it no less effective. Ever since he’d returned from his private vault, Lindros had found himself in a semi-dissociative state, as if he couldn’t fully inhabit his own body. Things his body did—eating, sleeping, eliminating, walking for exercise, even talking occasionally with Abbud ibn Aziz—seemed to be happening to someone else. Lindros could scarcely believe that he had been captured. That the dissociation was an inevitable consequence of being locked up for so long in his mental vault—that the state would slowly dissolve and, finally, vanish—seemed at the moment to be a pure pipe dream. It seemed to him that he would live out the rest of his life in this limbo—alive, but not truly living.


    He was pulled roughly to his feet, feeling as if he were in a dream imagined over and over during his time out on the placid lake. Why was he being moved with this kind of haste? Had someone come after him? He doubted that it was CI; from snippets he’d overheard days ago, he knew that Dujja had destroyed the second helicopter of agents sent to find him. No. There was only one person who had the knowledge, tenacity, and sheer skill to get to the summit of Ras Dejen without being killed: Jason Bourne! Jason had come to find him and bring him home!


    



    Matthew Lerner sat in the rear of Golden Duck. Though it was in Chinatown, the small restaurant was featured in many D.C. guidebooks, which meant it was frequented by tourists and shunned by locals, including members of Lerner’s peculiar covert fraternity of spies and government agents. This, of course, suited him just fine. He had a good half a dozen meeting places he’d ferreted out around the district, randomizing his rendezvous with conduits and certain other individuals whose services he found useful.


    The place, dim and dingy, smelled of sesame oil, five-spice powder, and the bubbling contents of a deep fryer from which egg rolls and breaded chicken parts were periodically lifted.


    He was nursing a Tsingtao, drinking it out of the bottle because he found the oily smudges on the water glasses disturbing. Truth to tell, he’d much rather have been swigging Johnnie Walker Black, but not now. Not with this particular rendezvous.


    His cell phone buzzed and, opening it, he saw a text message: “OUT THE BACK ONTO 7 ST. FIVE MINUTES.”


    Deleting it at once, he pocketed the phone and returned to polishing off his Tsingtao. When he’d finished, he plunked some bills onto the table, got his coat, and walked to the men’s room. He was, of course, familiar with the restaurant’s layout, as he was with the sites of all his rendezvous. After urinating, he turned right out of the men’s room, went past a kitchen clouded with steam, alive with shouted Cantonese and the angry sizzle of huge iron woks over open flames.


    Pulling the rear door open, he slipped through onto 7th Street. The late-model Ford was as anonymous as you could get in D.C., where all government agencies were mandated to buy American when it came to transportation. With a quick look in either direction, he opened the rear door and slid inside. The Ford began to roll.


    Lerner settled back into the seat. “Frank.”


    “Hello, Mr. Lerner,” the driver said. “How’s tricks?”


    “Tricky,” Lerner replied drily. “As usual.”


    “I hear you,” Frank nodded. He was a beefy, bullnecked man, carrying the air of one who slavishly worked out in the gym.


    “How’s the secretary this PM?”


    “You know.” Frank snapped his fingers. “What’s the word?”


    “Angry? Pissed off? Homicidal?”


    Frank gave him a glance in the rearview mirror. “Sounds about right.”


    They went over the George Mason Memorial Bridge, then swung southeast onto the Washington Memorial Parkway. Everything in the district, Lerner observed, seemed to have memorial attached to it. Pork-barrel politics at its worst. Just the kind of crap to piss off the secretary.


    The stretch limousine was waiting for him on the outskirts of Washington National Airport’s cargo terminal, its colossal engine purring like an aircraft about to take off. As Frank slid the Ford to a stop, Lerner got out and made the transfer, as he’d done so many times in recent years.


    The interior bore no resemblance to any vehicle Lerner had ever heard of, save Air Force One, the president’s airplane. Walls of polished burlwood covered the windows when need be—as now. A walnut desk, a state-of-the-art wi-fi communications center, a plush sofa that doubled as a bed, a pair of equally plush swivel chairs, and a half-size refrigerator completed the picture.


    A distinguished man pushing seventy, with a halo of close-cut silver hair sat behind the desk, his fingers roving over the keyboard of a laptop. His large, slightly bulging eyes were as alert and intense as they had been in his youth. They belied his sunken cheeks, the paleness of his flesh, the loose wattle beneath his chin.


    “Secretary,” Lerner said, with a potent combination of respect and awe.


    “Take a pew, Matthew.” Secretary of Defense Halliday’s clipped Texas accent marked him as a man born and raised in the urban wilds of Dallas. “I’ll be with you momentarily.”


    As Lerner chose one of the chairs, the stretch started up. Bud Halliday grew anxious if he remained in one place for long. What Lerner responded to most about him was that he was a self-made man, having been raised far from the rural oil fields that had spawned many of the men Lerner had come across during his time in the district. The secretary had earned his millions the old-fashioned way, which made him his own man. He was beholden to no one, not even the president. The deals he parlayed on behalf of his constituents and himself were so shrewd and politically deft, they invariably added to his clout, while rarely putting him in any of his colleagues’ debt.


    Finishing his work, Secretary Halliday looked up, tried to smile, and didn’t quite make it. The only evidence of the minor stroke he’d suffered some ten years ago was the left corner of his mouth, which didn’t always work as he wished it to.


    “So far, so good, Matthew. When you came to me with the news that the DCI had proposed your transfer, I couldn’t believe my good fortune. In one backdoor way or another, I’ve been trying to get control of CI for several years. The DCI is a dinosaur, the last remaining Old Boy still in service. But he’s old now, and getting older by the minute. I’ve heard the rumors that he’s beginning to lose his grip. I want to strike now, while he’s beset on all sides. I can’t touch him publicly; there are other dinosaurs who still have plenty of muscle inside the Beltway, even though they’re retired. That’s why I hired you and Mueller. I need to be at arm’s length. Plausible deniability when the shit hits the fan.


    “Still and all, bottom line, he’s got to go; his agency needs a thorough housecleaning. They’ve always taken the lead in the so-called human intelligence, which is just Beltway-speak for spying. The Pentagon, which I control, and NSA, which the Pentagon controls, have always taken a backseat. We were responsible for the recon satellites, the eavesdropping—preparing the battlefield, as Luther LaValle, my strong right arm in the Pentagon, likes to say.


    “But these days we are at war, and it’s my firm belief that the Pentagon needs to take control of human intelligence as well. I want to control all of it, so that we become a more efficient machine in destroying every goddamn terrorist network and cell working both outside our borders and inside toward our destruction.”


    Lerner watched the secretary’s face, though such was the long and intimate nature of their relationship that he could sense what was coming. Anyone else would have been satisfied with his progress, but not Halliday. Lerner mentally braced himself, because whenever he got a compliment from the secretary, it was followed by a demand for the all but impossible. Not that Halliday gave a shit. He was made in the leathery mold of Lyndon Johnson: one tough sonovabitch.


    “Mind telling me what you mean by that?”


    Halliday eyed him for a moment. “Now that you’ve confirmed my suspicion that CI has become newly infested with Arabs and Muslims, your first act after we take care of the DCI is to purge them.”


    “Which ones?” Lerner said. “D’you have a list?”


    “List? I don’t need a fucking list,” Halliday said sharply. “When I say purge, I mean purge. I want them all gone.”


    Lerner nearly winced. “That will take some time, Mr. Secretary. Like it or not, we’re living in religiously sensitive times.”


    “I don’t want to hear that bullshit, Matthew. I’ve had a pain in my right buttock for close to ten years. You know what’s causing that pain?”


    “Yessir. Religious sensitivity.”


    “Damn right. We’re at war with the goddamn Muslims. I won’t tolerate any of ’em undermining our security agencies from the inside, got me?”


    “I do indeed, sir.”


    It was like a stand-up routine between them, though Lerner doubted the secretary would agree. If he had a sense of humor, it was buried as deep as a Neanderthal’s bones.


    “While we’re on the subject of pains in the ass, there’s the matter of Anne Held.”


    Lerner knew the real show was about to commence. All of this other stuff was part of the secretary’s preliminary dance. “What about her?”


    Halliday plucked a manila folder off the desk, spun it into Lerner’s hands. Lerner opened it and leafed quickly through the sheets. Then he looked up.


    Halliday nodded. “That’s right, my friend. Anne Held has started her own personal investigation into your background.”


    “That bitch. I thought I had her under control.”


    “She’s whip-smart, Matthew, and she’s intensely loyal to the DCI. Which means she will never tolerate your move up the CI ladder. Now she’s become a clear threat to us. QED.”


    “I can’t just terminate her. Even if I made it look like a break-in or an accident—”


    “Forget it. The incident would be investigated so thoroughly, it would tie you up till kingdom come.” Halliday tapped the cap of a fountain pen against his lips “That’s why I propose you find a way to sever her in a manner that will be most embarrassing and painful to her and to him. Another embarrassment in a string of others. Stripped of his loyal right hand, the DCI will be all the more vulnerable. Your star will rise even more quickly, hastening the dinosaur’s demise. I’ll see to it.”

  


  
    TEN

  


  
    Once they crossed the frozen river, heading west by southwest, the darkness of the steeply rising mountain overtook them. Bourne and Zaim were in the company of three of Kabur’s foot soldiers, who were more familiar with the terrain than Zaim.


    Bourne was uneasy to be traveling in what was, for him, a large pack. His methodology depended on stealth and invisibility—both of which were made extremely difficult in the present circumstances. Still, as they moved briskly along, he had to admit that Kabur’s men were silent and concentrated on their mission, which was to get him and Zaim to Fadi’s camp alive.


    After rising gradually from the western bank of the river, the terrain leveled off for a time, indicating that they had mounted a forested plateau. The mountain loomed up in an ever-more-forbidding formation: an almost sheer wall that, thirty meters up, abruptly jutted out in a massive overhang.


    The snow, which had begun to fall in earnest as they set out, had now abated to a gentle shower that did nothing to impede their progress. Thus they covered the first two and a half kilometers without incident. At this point, one of Kabur’s men signaled them to halt while he sent his comrade out on a scouting foray. They waited, hunkered down amid the sighing firs, as snow continued to drift down on them. A terrible silence had come down with the vanguard of the storm, which now overstretched the area as if the massive overhanging shelf had sucked all sound out of the mountainside.


    The Amhara returned, signaling that all was clear ahead, and they moved out, trudging through the snow, eyes and ears alert. As they drew nearer the overhang, the plateau steadily rose, the way becoming simultaneously rockier and more densely forested. It made perfect sense to Bourne that Fadi would pitch his camp on the high ground.


    When they had gone another half a kilometer, Kabur’s commander called another halt and once again sent a comrade to scout ahead. He was gone for longer this time, and when he returned he huddled with his superior in a heated conference. Kabur’s man broke away and approached Bourne and Zaim.


    “We have confirmation of the enemy up ahead. There are two of them to the east of us.”


    “We must be close to their camp now,” Bourne said.


    “These aren’t guards. They’re actively searching the forest, and they’re coming this way.” The commander frowned. “I’m wondering if they somehow know we’re coming.”


    “There’s no way to know,” Zaim said. “In any case, we need to kill them.”


    The commander’s frown deepened. “These are Fadi’s men. There will be consequences.”


    “Forget it,” Bourne said brusquely. “Zaim and I will go on alone.”


    “Do you take me for a coward?” The commander shook his head. “Our mission is to get you to Fadi’s camp. This we will do.”


    He signaled to his men, who set out heading due east. “The three of us will keep to our original course. Let my brothers do their work.”


    They were climbing in earnest, the mountain reaching upward as if trying to touch the massive overhang. It had stopped snowing for the moment, and now the sun broke out behind a rent in the streaming clouds.


    All at once a flurry of gunshots echoed and reechoed. The three of them stopped, crouching down within the trees. A second flurry came on its heels, then all was silent again.


    “We must hurry now,” the commander said, and they rose, resuming their course west-southwest.


    Within moments, they heard a bird trill. Soon thereafter, the commander’s two soldiers rejoined them. One was wounded, but not badly. They continued on grimly, a tight-knit unit, with the scout in the lead.


    Almost immediately the rising ground began to level out, the trees becoming sparser. When the scout went to his knees it seemed as if he’d stumbled over a rock or a tree root. Then blood spattered the snow as the second soldier was shot through the head. The rest of the group took cover. They’d been unprepared, Bourne thought, because the shots had come from the west. The two-man scouting party coming from the east was a feint, part of a hidden pincer movement from both east and west. Bourne now learned something else about Fadi. He had accepted the risk of losing two men in order to ambush the entire party.


    More shots were being fired, a veritable fusillade, so that it was impossible to determine how many of Fadi’s men opposed them. Bourne broke away from Zaim and the commander, both of whom were firing back from behind whatever makeshift cover they could find. Heading off to his right, he scrambled up a steep slope, rough enough for him to find hand- and footholds through the snow. He knew it had been a mistake to allow Kabur’s men to come—he didn’t even want Zaim’s assistance—but the culture made it impossible to refuse these gifts.


    Reaching a high point, he crawled to the far edge where the wave of rock fell sharply away. From the vantage point he saw four men, carrying rifles and handguns. Even at this distance it was impossible to mistake them for Amhara. They had to be part of Fadi’s terrorist cadre.


    The problem now was one of logistics. Armed only with handguns, Bourne was at a distinct disadvantage opposing an enemy with rifles. The only way to negate that was to move into close quarters. This plan had its own dangers, but there was no help for it.


    Circling, Bourne came at them from the rear. Very soon he realized that a simple rear assault was out of the question. The terrorists had posted a man to watch their backs. The guard sat on a rock he’d cleared of snow, holding a German-made sniper rifle—a Mauser SP66. It used 7.62 × 51mm ammo and was equipped with a precision Zeiss Diavari telescopic sight. All of this detail was vital to Bourne’s next move. Though the Mauser was an excellent weapon for bringing down a long-range target, it was heavy-barreled and manually bolt-operated. It was a poor weapon if you needed to fire it in a hurry.


    He crept within fifteen meters of the man, drew out the curved knife he’d taken off the Amhara soldier. Breaking cover, he stood in full view of the terrorist, who jumped up off the rock, providing Bourne with a maximum target. He was still trying to aim the Mauser when Bourne sent the knife whistling through the air. It struck the man just below the sternum, burying itself to the hilt. The curved blade sliced through tissue and organ alike. Even before the terrorist hit the snow, he was drowning in his own blood.


    Bourne retrieved the knife as he stepped over the corpse, wiped the blade in the snow, slipped it into its sheath. Then he took up the Mauser and went in search of a place of concealment.


    He heard shots being fired in short and long bursts, like Morse code spelling out the deaths of the combatants. He began to run toward the terrorists’ position, but they had begun to move. He threw down the Mauser, drew out the Makarov.


    Breaking out along the high ridge, he saw just below him the commander sprawled in the snow amid a cloud of blood. Then, as he inched forward, two terrorists came into view. He shot one in the heart from the back. The second turned and fired back. Bourne dove behind a rock.


    More shots were being fired, ragged bursts, a peppering of sound taken up by the overhang, rocketed back into Bourne’s ears. Bourne rose to his knees and three shots spanged off a nearby rock, sending sparks into the air.


    He made a show of moving to his right, drawing fire, then slithered on his belly to his left until one shoulder of the terrorist came into view. Bourne fired twice, heard a grunt of pain. He made a show of rising up, coming forward, and when the terrorist popped up, Makarov aimed directly at him, Bourne shot the man cleanly between the eyes.


    Moving on, Bourne searched for the third terrorist. He found him writhing in the snow, one hand clutching his stomach. His eyes flashed as he saw Bourne and, curiously, the ghost of a smile crossed his face. Then, in a final spasm, blood erupted from his mouth and his eyes clouded over.


    Bourne ran on, then. Not more than thirty meters along he found Zaim. The Amhara was on his knees. He’d been shot twice in the chest. His eyes were crossed in pain. Nevertheless, as Bourne came to him, he said, “No, leave me. I’m finished.”


    “Zaim—”


    “Go on. Find your friend. Bring him home.”


    “I can’t leave you.”


    Zaim arranged his lips in a smile. “You still don’t understand. I have no regrets. Because of you my son will be buried. This is all I ask.”


    With a long, rattling sigh, he fell sideways and did not move again.


    Bourne approached him at last and, kneeling down, closed his companion’s eyes. Then he went on toward Fadi’s camp. Fifteen minutes later, after wending his way through thickening stands of firs, he saw it: a military array of tents pitched on a patch of flat ground that had been cleared some time ago, judging by the healed-over tree stumps.


    Hunkered down beside the bole of a tree, he studied the camp: nine tents, three cook fires, a latrine. The trouble was that he could see no one. The camp appeared deserted.


    He rose, then, and began to make his surveillance circuit around the camp’s periphery. The moment he left the sanctuary of the fir’s low-hanging branches, bullets kicked up snow all around him. He glimpsed at least half a dozen men.


    Bourne began to run.


    



    Up here! This way! Quickly!”


    Bourne, looking up, saw Alem lying prone on a shelf of snow-laden rock. He found a foothold, vaulted up onto the ledge. Alem slithered back from the edge beside Bourne, who was on his belly, watching Fadi’s men fan out to search for him.


    Following Alem’s lead, Bourne pushed himself farther back onto the ledge. When they were far enough to gain their feet, Alem said: “They’ve moved your friend. There are caves beneath the overhang. This is where they’ve taken him.”


    “What are you doing here?” Bourne said as they began to climb upward.


    “Where is my father? Why isn’t he with you?”


    “I’m sorry, Alem. He was shot to death.”


    Bourne reached out to the boy, but Alem flinched away. The boy hung off the rock, his gaze turned inward.


    “He gave as good as he got, if that makes a difference.” Bourne crouched next to Alem. “He was at peace at the end. I promised to bury your brother.”


    “You can do that?”


    Bourne nodded. “I think so. Yes.”


    Alem’s dark eyes roved over Bourne’s face. Then he nodded and, silently, they resumed their ascent. It had begun to snow again—a heavy white curtain coming down, putting them at a remove from the rest of the world. It also muffled all sound, which was both good for them and bad. While it would hide the sounds of their movement, it would do the same for their pursuers.


    Nevertheless, Alem led them on fearlessly. He was using a channel that ran diagonally across the bulge of the overhang. He was sure-footed, didn’t miss a step. Within fifteen minutes, they had gained the top.


    Alem and Bourne crept the irregular surface. “There are chimneys that go all the way down to the caves,” he said. “Many times I played hide-and-seek here with my brother. I know which chimney to use to get to your friend.”


    Even through the snow, Bourne could see that the overhang was pocked with the holes that marked vertical chimneys, indications of glacial ice powerful enough to excavate through the mountain’s granitic material.


    Bent over one of these, Bourne wiped away the accumulated snow and peered down. Light didn’t quite make it all the way down to the bottom, but the shaft looked to be several hundred meters in height.


    Beside him, Alem said, “Your enemies were watching.”


    “Your father told me this.”


    Alem nodded. Clearly he was not surprised. “Your friend was then moved out of the camp so you would not find him.”


    Bourne sat back, contemplating the boy. “Why are you telling me this now? Assuming it is the truth.”


    “They killed my father. I think now that was always what they intended. What do they care for us, how many of us are killed or maimed, so long as they gain what they want. But they assured me that he would be safe, that he’d be protected, and I was stupid enough to believe them. So now I say fuck them. I want to help you rescue your friend.”


    Bourne said nothing, made no move.


    “I know I must prove myself to you, so I’ll go first down the chimney. If it is a trap, if your suspicion is right, if they think you’ll use the chimney, then they will shoot me dead. You will be safe.”


    “No matter what you’ve done, Alem, I don’t want to see you hurt.”


    Confusion flitted across the boy’s face. Clearly, it was the first time a stranger had expressed interest in his welfare.


    “I’ve told you the truth,” Alem said. “The terrorists have no knowledge of these chimneys.”


    After a moment’s hesitation, Bourne said, “You can prove your loyalty to me and to your father, but not this way.” He dug in his pocket, taking out a small octagonal object made of a dark gray rubbery plastic compound in the center of which were two buttons, one black and one red.


    As he put it into Alem’s hand, he said, “I need you to go back down the overhang, heading south. You’ll no doubt come across some of Fadi’s men. As soon as you see them, press the black button. When you’re within a hundred meters of them, press the red button, then throw this at them as hard as you can. Do you have all that?”


    The boy looked down at the octagon. “Is this an explosive?”


    “You know it is.”


    “You can count on me,” Alem said solemnly.


    “Good. I’m not going to make a move until I hear the explosion. Then I’ll go down the chimney.”


    “The explosion will draw them.” Alem rose to leave. “Two-thirds of the way down, the chimney branches. Take the right branch. When you reach the end, turn right. You’ll be fifty meters from where they’re holding your friend.”


    Bourne watched as the boy scrambled across the top of the overhang, vanishing into the swirling snow as he went over the south side. At once, he called Davis on the Thuraya satellite phone.


    “Your position is compromised,” he said. “Has there been any activity? Anything at all?”


    “Quiet as a tomb,” the pilot said. “You have an ETA? There’s a helluva front forming to the northwest.”


    “So I’ve heard. Listen, I need you to get out of there. I passed through an alpine meadow thirteen or fourteen klicks northwest of your current position. Head for that. But first, I want you to bury the body in the cave. You won’t be able to get anywhere with the ground, so use rocks. Make a cairn. Say a prayer over it. Oh, and one other thing—wear the radiation suit I saw in the cockpit.”


    Bourne turned back to the job at hand. He had to trust that Alem was now telling him the truth. And yet he needed to take precautions in the event he was wrong. Instead of waiting for the detonation, as he’d told Alem he would, he lowered himself at once into the chimney, slithering his way down. At this moment, the boy might be handing the grenade over to one of Fadi’s men. At least Bourne wouldn’t be where Alem thought he’d be.


    



    Knees, ankles, and elbows were the means of locomotion as Bourne descended the rock chimney. The pressure he put on them was the only thing stopping him from plummeting the full length of the channel to the rock floor below.


    Just as Alem had said, the chimney diverged approximately two-thirds of the way down. Bourne hung for a moment above the crux, pondering the imponderable. Either he believed Alem or he didn’t, it was as simple as that. But of course it wasn’t simple at all. When it came to human motivations and impulses, nothing was simple.


    Bourne took the right fork. Within a short distance, the way narrowed slightly, so that at points he had to force himself through. Once, he had to turn forty-five degrees in order to get his shoulders through. Eventually, though, he emerged onto the cave floor. Makarov in hand, he looked both ways. No terrorist lurked in ambush. But a meter-and-a-half stalagmite rose from the cavern floor, a calcite deposit caused by mineral-rich water washed down the chimney.


    Bourne kicked out, snapping the stalagmite a foot above its base. Taking it up in his free hand, he headed right along the cavern. It wasn’t long before the passageway curved to the left. Bourne slowed his pace, then dropped down to knee level.


    What he saw when he first took a look around the corner was one of Fadi’s men standing with a Ruger semiautomatic rifle on his hip. Bourne waited, breathing slowly and deeply. The terrorist moved, and Bourne could see Martin Lindros. Bound and gagged, he was propped up against a canvas pack of some kind. Bourne’s heart beat hard in his chest. Martin was alive!


    He had no time to fully assess his friend’s condition because at that moment the echo of an explosion ricocheted in the cave. Alem had proved himself; he’d lobbed Deron’s grenade, just as he’d promised.


    The terrorist moved once again, cutting off Bourne’s view of Lindros. Now he could see two more terrorists as they huddled with the first, who was speaking in rapid Arabic on a satellite phone, deciding their course of action. So Fadi had left three men to guard his prisoner. Bourne now had a crucial bit of information.


    The three terrorists, having come to a decision, arrayed themselves in a triangular defensive formation: one man on point, near the cave mouth, two spread out behind Lindros, near where Bourne crouched.


    Bourne put away the Makarov. He couldn’t afford to use a firearm. The noise would surely bring the rest of Fadi’s men to the cave at a run. He rose, planting his feet. Holding the stalagmite in one hand, he drew out the curved blade knife. He threw that first, strong and true, so that it buried itself to the hilt in the back of the left-facing rear guard. As the other one turned, Bourne hurled the stalagmite like a spear. It struck the terrorist in the throat, piercing clean through. The man clawed briefly at it as he toppled over. Then he slumped over his comrade.


    The terrorist on point had spun around and was aiming his Ruger at Bourne, who immediately raised his hands and came walking toward the other.


    The terrorist said, “Halt!” in Arabic.


    But Bourne had already broken into a sprint. He reached the terrorist while the man’s eyes were still wide in shock. Shoving the muzzle of the Ruger to the side, Bourne slammed the heel of his hand into the terrorist’s nose. Blood and bits of cartilage sprayed outward. Bourne chopped down on the man’s clavicle, breaking it. The terrorist was on his knees now, swaying groggily. Jason ripped the Ruger out of his hands and mashed the butt into his temple. The man pitched over, unmoving.


    Bourne was already striding away. He slit the ropes that bound Lindros hand and ankle. As he pulled his friend to his feet, he stripped off the gag.


    “Easy,” he said. “Are you okay?”


    Lindros nodded.


    “Okay. Let’s get you the hell out of here.”


    As he hustled Lindros back the way he had come, Bourne untied his friend’s wrists. Martin’s face was puffy and discolored, the most easily visible effects of his torture. What agonies of mind and body had Fadi put him through? Bourne had been a victim of articulated torture more than once. He knew that some people stood up to it better than others.


    Skirting the stub of the stalagmite Bourne had broken off, they arrived at the chimney.


    “We have to go up,” Bourne said. “It’s the only way out.”


    “I’ll do what I have to do.”


    “Don’t worry,” Bourne said. “I’ll help you.”


    As he was about to hoist himself up into the chimney, Lindros put a hand on his arm.


    “Jason, I never lost hope. I knew you’d find me,” he said. “I owe you a debt I can never adequately repay.”


    Bourne squeezed his arm briefly. “Now come on. Follow me up.”


    The ascent took longer than the descent. For one thing, the climb up was far more difficult and tiring. For another, there was Lindros. Several times, Bourne was obliged to stop and move back a meter or two to help his friend get through a particularly rough spot in the chimney. And he had to haul Lindros bodily through one of the narrow places.


    At last, after a harrowing thirty minutes, they emerged onto the top of the overhang. While Martin regained his breath, Bourne took a reading of the weather. The wind had swung around. It was now coming out of the south. The light pattering of snow was all that was coming down—and clearly all that would come down: The front had shifted away. The ancient demons of Ras Dejen had been merciful this time.


    Bourne pulled Lindros to his feet, and they began the trek to the waiting helicopter.

  


  
    ELEVEN

  


  
    Anne held lived in a two-story Federal redbrick house a stone’s throw from Dumbarton Oaks in Georgetown. It had black shutters, a slate roof, and a neat privet hedge out front. The house had belonged to her late sister, Joyce. She and her husband, Peter, had died three years ago when their small plane had gone down in fog as they headed toward Martha’s Vineyard. Anne had inherited the house, which she never could have afforded on her own.


    Most nights, returning home from CI, Anne didn’t miss her lover. For one thing, the DCI invariably kept her late. He’d always been a tireless worker, but after his wife had walked out on him two years ago, he had absolutely no reason to leave the office. For another, once she was home she kept herself busy up until the moment she took an Ambien, slipped beneath the covers, and snapped off the bedside lamp.


    But there were other nights—like this one—when she could not turn her thoughts away from her lover. She missed the scent of him, the feel of his muscled limbs, the flutter of his flat belly against hers, the exquisite sensation as he took her—or she took him. The emptiness inside her his absence caused was a physical pain, the only anodyne more work or drugged sleep.


    Her Lover. He had a name, of course. And a thousand love-names she had given him over the years. But in her mind, in her dreams, he was her Lover. She had met him in London, at a festive consular party—the ambassador of somewhere-or-other was celebrating his seventy-fifth birthday, and all of his six-hundred-odd friends had been invited, she among them. She had been working then for the director of MI6, an old and trusted friend of the DCI.


    At once, she had grown dizzy and a little afraid. Dizzy at his proximity, afraid of his profound effect on her. She was, at twenty, not without experience when it came to the opposite sex. However, her experience had been with callow boys. Her Lover was a man. She missed him now with an ache that left a knot in her breast.


    Her throat was parched. She crossed the entryway and entered the library, on the other side of which was the hallway to the kitchen. She had taken no more than three or four steps into the room when she stopped dead in her tracks.


    Nothing was as she had left it. The sight snapped her out of the emotional pit she’d fallen into. Without taking her eyes from the scene, she opened her handbag and took out her Smith & Wesson J-frame. She was a good shot; she practiced twice a month at the CI firing range. Not that she was a big fan of guns, but the training was mandatory for all office personnel.


    Thus armed, she took a closer look around. It wasn’t as if a sneak thief had broken in and rifled the place. This job was neat and tidy. In fact, if she hadn’t been such an anal retentive she might never have noticed the changes—that’s how minute most of them were. Papers on her desk not quite as neatly stacked as they had been, an old-fashioned chrome stapler at more of an angle than she had left it, her colored pencils in a slightly different order, the books on the shelves not precisely aligned as she had ordered them.


    The first thing she did was go through every room and closet in the house to make sure she was alone. Then she checked all the doors and windows. None had been broken or damaged in any way. Which meant someone either had a set of keys or had picked the lock. Of the two possibilities, the second seemed far more probable.


    Next, she returned to the library and slowly and methodically examined every single item there. It was important to her to get a sense of who had invaded her house. As she moved from shelf to shelf, she imagined him stalking her, poking, prodding in an attempt to ferret out her innermost secrets.


    In a sense, considering the business she was in, it seemed inevitable that this would happen. However, that knowledge did not assuage the dread she felt at this rape of her private world. She was defended, of course, heavily so. And as scrupulously careful here as she was at the office. Whoever had been here had found nothing of value, of this she was certain. It was the act itself that gnawed at her. She had been attacked. Why? By whom? Questions without immediate answers.


    Forget that glass of water now, she thought. Instead she poured herself a stiff single-malt scotch and, sipping it, went upstairs to her bedroom. She sat on the bed, kicked off her shoes. But the adrenaline still racing through her body would not allow her respite. She got up, padded over to her dresser, set her old-fashioned glass down. Standing before the mirror, she unbuttoned her blouse, shrugged it off. She went into the closet, swept a line of other blouses out of the way to get to the free hanger. Reaching up, she stopped in midmotion. Her heart beat like a trip-hammer and she felt a wave of nausea wash over her.


    There, swinging from the chrome hanger rod, was a miniature hangman’s noose. And caught in that noose, pulled tight as if around the condemned’s neck, was a pair of her underpants.


    



    They wanted to know what I knew. They wanted to know why I was following them.” Martin Lindros sat with his head against the specially configured airplane seat’s back, eyes half closed. “I could’ve kicked myself. They made me in Zambia, my interrogator told me. I never knew it.”


    “No use beating yourself up,” Bourne said. “You aren’t used to fieldwork.”


    Lindros shook his head. “No excuse.”


    “Martin,” he said gently, “what’s happened to your voice?”


    Lindros winced. “I must have been screaming for days. I don’t remember.” He tried to twist away from the memory. “I never saw what it was.”


    His friend was still in a kind of post-rescue shock, that was clear enough to Bourne. He’d asked twice about the fate of Jaime Cowell, his pilot, as if he hadn’t heard Bourne the first time or had not been able to absorb the news. Bourne had chosen not to tell him about the second helicopter; time for that later. So much had happened so quickly, they’d hardly been able to say another word to each other, until now. The moment they’d taken off from Ras Dejen, Davis had radioed Ambouli airport in Djibouti for a CI physician. For that choppy flight, Lindros had been lying down on a stretcher, moving in and out of a fitful sleep. He was thinner than Bourne had ever seen him, his face haggard and gray. The beard altered his appearance in an unsettling way: It made him look like one of his captors.


    Davis, a hotshot pilot if ever there was one, had wrestled the helicopter into the air, raced through the eye of a needle: a rent in the howling wind at the side edge of the front. He skillfully followed it down the mountain, out into clear weather. Beside him, Lindros lay, white-faced, the mask feeding him oxygen clamped firmly in place.


    During the pulse-quickening flight, Bourne tried to keep the ruined, pitted face of Alem’s brother out of his mind. He wished he could have buried the boy himself. That had proved impossible, so he’d done the next best thing. Imagining the stone cairn Davis had erected, he said a silent prayer for the dead, as he’d done months ago over Marie’s grave.


    



    In Djibouti, the CI physician had clambered aboard the moment they touched down. He was a young man with a stern countenance and prematurely graying hair. After spending close to an hour examining Lindros, he and Bourne stood outside the chopper and spoke.


    “Clearly, he’s been badly mistreated,” the doctor had said. “Bruises, contusions, a cracked rib. And of course, dehydration. The good news is there’s no sign of internal bleeding. I have him on saline and antibiotic drips, so for the next hour or so he can’t be moved. Clean up, get yourself something proteinaceous to eat.”


    He had given Bourne the ghost of a smile. “Physically, he’ll be fine. What I can’t quantify is what was done to him mentally and emotionally. The official evaluation will have to wait until we get back to D.C., but in the meantime you can do your bit. Engage his mind, when you can, during the trip back. I understand the two of you are good friends. Talk to him about the times you’ve spent together, see if you can get a sense of what changes—if any—have occurred.”


    



    Who interrogated you?” Bourne said now to Lindros as they sat side by side in the CI jet.


    His friend’s eyes closed briefly. “Their leader: Fadi.”


    “So Fadi himself was there on Ras Dejen.”


    “Yes.” A slight shudder went through Lindros like a gust of wind. “This shipment was too important to leave in the hands of a lieutenant.”


    “So you found out before they captured you.”


    “Uranium, yes. I had taken radiation detectors with me.” Lindros’s gaze slid away to the shrieking darkness outside the jet’s Perspex window. “I started out by thinking Dujja was after TSGs. But really, that didn’t make sense. I mean, why would they want triggered spark gaps unless…” His body was racked by another small spasm. “We have to assume they have it all, Jason. The TSGs and, far worse, the means to enrich the uranium. We have to assume they’re constructing a nuclear bomb.”


    “That was my conclusion as well.”


    “And it’s none of this ‘dirty bomb’ crap that would impact a couple of square blocks. This is the real thing, power enough to devastate a major city, irradiate the surrounding areas. For the love of God, we’re talking millions of lives!”


    Lindros was right. In Djibouti, Bourne had called the Old Man while the doctor was assessing Martin’s condition, giving him an abbreviated briefing on Lindros, their current status, and, especially, what they’d discovered about Dujja’s threat and its capacity to carry it out. For now, however, all he could do was try to assess his friend’s mental condition. “Tell me about your time in captivity.”


    “There’s not much to tell, really. Most of the time I had a hood over my head. Believe it or not, I came to dread the times it would be removed, because that was when Fadi interrogated me.”


    Bourne knew he was now skating on thin ice. But he had to get at the truth, even if it wasn’t what he wanted to hear. “Did he know you were CI?”


    “No.”


    “Did you tell him?”


    “I told him I was NSA, and he believed me. He had no reason not to. One American spy agency is like another to these people.”


    “Did he want information on NSA personnel deployment or mission objectives?”


    Lindros shook his head. “As I said, what interested him was how I came to be following him and how much I knew.”


    Bourne hesitated fractionally. “Did he find that out?”


    “I know what you’re getting at, Jason. I had a strong conviction that if I broke, he’d kill me.”


    Bourne said nothing more for the moment. Lindros’s breathing was coming quick and fast, cold sweat breaking out across his forehead. The doctor had warned him that if he went too far, too fast with Lindros, a reaction might set in.


    “Should I call the doctor?”


    Lindros shook his head. “Give me a minute. I’ll be okay.”


    Bourne went back to the galley, made plates of food for them both. There were no attendants on board, just the doctor, a CI pilot, and an armed copilot up front. Returning to his seat, he handed a plate to his friend, sat down with the other. For some time, Bourne ate in silence. Presently, he could see that Lindros had calmed down enough to begin picking at his food.


    “Tell me what’s been happening while I’ve been gone.”


    “I wish I had some good news. But the fact is your people caught that Cape Town dealer who sold the TSGs to Dujja.”


    “Hiram Cevik, yes.”


    Bourne produced the PS3, brought up the photo of Cevik, showed it to Lindros.


    “This him?”


    “No,” Lindros said. “Why?”


    “This is the man picked up in Cape Town and brought to D.C. He escaped, but not before one of his people shot Tim Hytner to death.”


    “Dammit all. Hytner was a good man.” Lindros tapped the PS3 screen. “So who is this?”


    “I think it’s Fadi.”


    Lindros was incredulous. “We had him, and lost him?”


    “I’m afraid so. On the other hand, this is the first lead we have to what Fadi actually might look like.”


    “Let me see that.” Lindros stared hard at the photo. After a long time, he said, “Christ, that is Fadi!”


    “You’re sure?”


    Lindros nodded. “He was there when they took us. He’s got a load of makeup on here, but I recognize the shape of the face. And those eyes.” He nodded, handing back the PS3. “That’s Fadi, all right.”


    “Can you make a sketch of him for me?”


    Lindros nodded. Bourne rose, then came back a moment later with a pad and a fistful of pencils he’d gotten from the copilot.


    While Lindros went to work, Bourne spoke of something he had noticed in his friend. “Martin, you look like there’s something else you want to tell me.”


    Lindros looked up from the sketch. “It’s probably nothing, but…” He shook his head. “When I was alone with another of my interrogators—a man named Abbud ibn Aziz, who by the way is Fadi’s right hand—a name kept coming up. Hamid ibn Ashef.”


    “I don’t know him.”


    “Really? I thought I saw his name in your file.”


    “If so, it must have been a mission set up by Alex Conklin. But if it involved me, I have no memory of it.”


    “I was just wondering why Abbud ibn Aziz wanted information on that particular mission. I guess now I’ll never know.” Lindros took a long drink of water. He was following the doctor’s orders to rest and rehydrate. “Jason, I may still be somewhat out of it, but I’m no longer in shock. I know the powers that be are going to run a complete battery of tests to determine my fitness.”


    “You’re going to return to duty, Martin.”


    “I hope you know you’re going to play a major role in that decision. After all, you know me best. CI will have to be guided by your opinion.”


    Bourne couldn’t help laughing. “Now, that will be a switch.”


    Lindros took a deep breath, let it out, along with a little whistle of pain. “Irrespective of all this, I want you to promise me something.”


    Bourne searched his shadowed face for any sign that he knew what the powers that be would really be looking for: whether he had been brainwashed, turned into a ticking time bomb, a human weapon to be used against CI. It had always been in the back of Bourne’s mind as he’d gone after his friend. What would be the worse horror, he’d wondered. To find his friend dead, or to discover that he’d been turned into the enemy?


    “Dujja’s rigid, almost businesslike, organization, its seemingly unending supply of modern armament, the fact that Fadi is obviously Western-educated—all these factors taken together make this cadre unlike any other terrorist network we’ve ever been up against,” Lindros continued. “The construction of a uranium enrichment plant is massively expensive. Who has that kind of money to throw around? My guess is a crime cartel. Drug money from crops in Afghanistan or Colombia. Turn off that spigot—the money men—and you cut off its ability to enrich uranium, to get more up-to-date weapons. There’s no surer way of sending it all the way back into the Iron Age.” His voice lowered. “In Botswana, I unearthed what I believe to be Dujja’s money trail, which runs back to Odessa. I have a name: Lemontov. Edor Vladovich Lemontov. The intel I gathered in Uganda is that Lemontov is based there.”


    His eyes gleamed, the old excitement returning. “Think of it, Jason! Up until now, the only realistic way to destroy an Islamic terrorist network was to try to infiltrate it. A tactic that is so difficult, it’s never succeeded. Now, for the first time, we have another option. A tangible means to dismantle the world’s most lethal terrorist network from the outside in.


    “I can take care of that end. But as for this money man, I don’t trust anyone else the way I trust you. I need you to go to Odessa as soon as possible, track down Lemontov, and terminate him.”


    



    The rambling fieldstone house had been built more than a hundred years before. Since then, it’d had ample time to settle into the rolling hills of Virginia. It had dormer windows, slate-tile roof, and a high stone wall around the property, with iron gates that opened electronically. It was said by neighbors that the estate was owned by an old recluse of a writer who, if anyone were to take the trouble to look at a copy of the deed housed in the municipal building fifty kilometers away, had bought the estate twenty-two years ago for the sum of $240,000 after the county had closed the insane asylum. This writer was something of a paranoid, it was said. Why else would his wall be electrified? Why else would the pair of lean and perpetually hungry Dobermans roam the grounds, sniffing and growling ominously?


    In fact, the estate was owned by CI. Veteran agents, those in the know, had given it the name of Bleak House, because it was here that CI enacted its formal debriefs. They made macabre jokes about it because its very existence filled them with anxiety. It was to here that Bourne and Lindros were driven, on a joint-cracking winter’s morning, upon their arrival at Dulles airport.


    



    Place your head just there. That’s right.”


    The CI agent cupped his hand to the back of Martin Lindros’s head as, moments before, he had done with Jason Bourne.


    “Look straight ahead, please,” the agent continued, “and try not to blink.”


    “I’ve done this a thousand times before,” Lindros growled.


    The agent ignored him, switching on the retinal reader and watching the readout as it scanned the center of Lindros’s right eye. Having taken its picture, the reader automatically compared the retinal pattern with the one on file. The match was perfect.


    “Welcome home, Deputy Director.” The agent grinned, extending his hand. “You’re cleared to enter Bleak House. Second door on your left. Mr. Bourne, you’re the third door on the right.”


    He nodded them to the elevator that had been installed when CI bought the estate. Since it was controlled by him, the doors were open, the car waiting patiently for them. Inside the shining stainless-steel cab, there was no need for numbers or buttons to push. This elevator went only to the sub-basement, where the warren of rough concrete corridors, claustrophobic windowless rooms, and mysterious laboratories staffed by a veritable phalanx of medical and psychological experts awaited like a medieval chamber of horrors.


    Everybody in CI knew that being taken to Bleak House meant something had gone horribly wrong. It was the temporary home of defectors, double agents, incompetents, and traitors.


    After that, these people were never heard from again, their fate a source of endless grisly rumor within the agency.


    Bourne and Lindros reached the sub-basement and stepped out into the corridor, which smelled vaguely of cleaning fluid and acid. They stood facing each other for a moment. There was nothing more to say. They gripped each other’s hands like gladiators about to enter the bloody arena, and parted.


    



    In the room behind the third door on the right, Bourne sat on a ladder-backed metal chair bolted to the concrete floor. The long fluorescent tubes of an industrial overhead light, covered by a steel grille, buzzed like a horsefly against a windowpane. It revealed a metal table and another metal chair, both also bolted to the floor. There was a stainless-steel toilet in one corner, prison-style, and a tiny sink. The room was otherwise bare save for a mirror on one wall, through which he could be observed by whoever was assigned to his interrogation.


    For two hours he waited with only the company of the fluorescent tube’s angry buzzing for company. Then abruptly the door opened. An agent walked in, sat down on the other side of the table. He set out a small tape recorder, turned it on, opened a file on the tabletop, and began his questioning.


    “Tell me in as much detail as you remember what happened from the moment you arrived on the north face of Ras Dejen to the moment you took off with the subject on board.”


    While Bourne spoke, the interrogator never took his eyes off his face. He himself was a man of middle years, of medium height, with a high domed forehead and thin, receding hair. He had a receding chin but the eyes of a fox. He never once looked at Bourne directly, instead he studied him from the corners of his eyes, as if this might give him the advantage of insight, or at least intimidation.


    “What was the subject’s condition when you found him?”


    The interrogator was asking Bourne to repeat what he’d already said. This was standard operating procedure, a way to ferret out the lies from the truth. If a subject was lying, his story would change sooner or later. “He was bound and gagged. He appeared very thin—much as he does now—as if his captors had fed him minimally.”


    “I imagine he had great difficulty managing the ascent back to the helicopter.”


    “The beginning was the most difficult for him. I thought I might have to carry him. His muscles were cramped and his stamina was virtually nil. I fed him a couple of protein bars and that helped. Within an hour, he was walking more steadily.”


    “What was the first thing he said?” the interrogator said with a false mildness.


    Bourne knew that the more casually a question was asked, the more important it was to the interrogator. “‘I’ll do what I have to do.’”


    The interrogator shook his head. “I mean when he first saw you. When you removed the gag.”


    “I asked him if he was okay—”


    The interrogator regarded the ceiling as if he was bored. “And he said what, precisely?”


    Bourne remained stone-faced. “He nodded. He didn’t say a word.”


    The interrogator looked puzzled, a sure sign that he was trying to trip Bourne up. “Why not? You’d think after more than a week in captivity, he’d say something.”


    “It was insecure. The less we spoke at that moment, the better. He knew that.”


    Bourne was in the corners of the interrogator’s eyes again. “So his first words to you were…”


    “I told him we needed to climb the rock chimney in order to escape and he said ‘I’ll do what I have to do.’”


    The interrogator appeared unconvinced. “All right, passing over that. In your opinion, what was his mental state at that time?”


    “He seemed okay. Relieved. He wanted out of there.”


    “He wasn’t disoriented, didn’t exhibit any lapses of memory? He didn’t say anything odd, out of place?”


    “No, none of that.”


    “You seem very sure of yourself, Mr. Bourne. Don’t you yourself have a memory problem?”


    Bourne knew he was being baited, and he relaxed inside. Baiting was the method of last resort, when every other avenue to break a story apart had been exhausted. “Of events in the past. My memories of yesterday, last week, last month are crystal clear.”


    Without a moment’s hesitation the interrogator said, “Has the subject been brainwashed, has he been turned?”


    “The man across the hall is Martin Lindros as he’s always been,” Bourne replied. “On the plane ride home, we talked of things only he and I knew about.”


    “Please be more specific.”


    “He confirmed the identity of the terrorist Fadi. He made a sketch for me. A huge breakthrough for us. Before that, Fadi was just a cipher. Martin also gave me the name of Fadi’s right-hand man, Abbud ibn Aziz.”


    The interrogator asked him another dozen questions, many of which he’d asked before with different wording. Bourne patiently answered them all. Nothing was going to ruffle his calm.


    As abruptly as it had started, the session came to an end. Without either acknowledgment or explanation, the interrogator turned off the tape recorder, then took it and his notes with him out of the room.


    Another period of waiting ensued, interrupted only by another agent, younger, bringing in a tray of food. He left without saying a word.


    It was just after six in the evening, according to Bourne’s watch—an entire day spent in interrogation—when the door next opened.


    Bourne, who thought he was ready for anything, was very much surprised to see the DCI walk in. He stood, regarding Bourne for a long time. In his face, Bourne recognized the conflicting emotions that clogged the Old Man’s throat. It had cost him something to come in here at all, and now what he’d come to say stuck in his craw like a fish bone.


    At last he said, “You made good on your promise. You brought Martin home.”


    “Martin’s my friend. I wasn’t about to fail him.”


    “You know, Bourne, it’s no secret I wish I’d never met you.” The Old Man shook his head. “But really, you’re a fucking enigma.”


    “Even to myself.”


    The DCI blinked several times. Then he turned on his heel and strode out, leaving the door open. Bourne rose. He supposed he was free to leave, and so was Martin. That’s all that mattered. Martin had passed the exhausting battery of physical and psychological tests. They had both survived Bleak House.


    



    Matthew Lerner, sitting in the Typhon director’s chair, behind the Typhon director’s desk, knew something was amiss the moment he heard the applause. He turned away from the computer terminal, where he had been devising a new system of cataloging Typhon e-files.


    He rose, crossed the director’s office, and opened the door. There he was greeted by the sight of Martin Lindros being surrounded by the members of his Typhon cadre, all of whom were smiling, laughing, and pumping his hand enthusiastically when they weren’t egging him on with their applause.


    Lerner could scarcely believe his eyes. Here comes Caesar, he thought bitterly. And why didn’t the DCI see fit to tell me he’d returned? With a mixture of repulsion and envy, he watched the prodigal general making his slow, triumphal way toward him. Why are you here? Why aren’t you dead?


    With no small pain, he screwed a smile onto his face and held out his hand.


    “All hail the returning hero.”


    Lindros reflected back the smile in all its steel-clad irony. “Thanks for keeping my chair warm, Matthew.”


    He swept by Lerner and into his office. There he stood stock-still, taking inventory. “What, no new coat of paint?” As Lerner followed him in, he added: “A verbal debriefing will do, before you go upstairs.”


    Lerner did as he was asked while he went about gathering his personal items. When he was finished, Lindros said, “I’d appreciate getting the office back as I left it, Matthew.”


    Lerner glared at him for a microsecond, then carefully put back all the photos, prints, and memorabilia he had put away, hoping never to see again. As an accomplished commander, he knew when to leave the field of battle. It was with the certain knowledge that this was a war, and it had just begun.


    



    Three minutes after Lerner had left the Typhon offices, Lindros’s phone rang. It was the Old Man.


    “I bet it feels good to be sitting behind that desk.”


    “You have no idea,” Lindros said.


    “Welcome back, Martin. And I mean that most sincerely. The confirmation of Dujja’s intentions you obtained is invaluable.”


    “Yes sir. I’ve already worked up a step-by-step plan to interdict them.”


    “Good man,” the DCI said. “Assemble your team and press forward with the mission, Martin. Until the crisis has been dealt with, your mission is CI’s mission. From this moment, you have unlimited access to all of CI’s resources.”


    “I’ll get the job done, sir.”


    “I’m counting on you, Martin,” the DCI said. “You’ll be able to deliver your first briefing at dinner tonight. Eight sharp.”


    “I’ll look forward to it, sir.”


    The DCI cleared his throat. “Now, what do you propose to do about Bourne?”


    “I don’t understand, sir.”


    “Don’t play games with me, Martin. The man’s a menace, we both know it.”


    “He brought me home, sir. I doubt anyone else could have done it.”


    The Old Man shook off Lindros’s words. “We’re in the midst of a national crisis of unprecedented proportion and gravity. The last thing we need is a loose cannon. I want you to get rid of him.”


    Lindros shifted in his chair, staring out the window at the silver pellets of freezing rain. He made a mental note to check whether Bourne’s flight would be delayed. Into the mounting silence, he said: “I’m going to need clarification on that.”


    “Oh, no, no, nothing like that. Anyway, the man is cursed with nine lives.” The DCI paused a moment. “I know you two have formed some sort of bond, but it’s unhealthy. Trust me, I know. Consider that we buried Alex Conklin three years ago. It’s dangerous for anyone to get too close to him.”


    “Sir—”


    “If it helps, I’m giving you one last loyalty test, Martin. Your continuation at Typhon depends on it. I don’t have to remind you there’s someone snapping at your heels. As of this moment, you are to sever all ties with Jason Bourne. He gets no information—none at all—from your office or any other in the building. Are we clear?”


    “Yessir.” Lindros severed the connection.


    Carrying the cordless phone, he rose and stood by the window, resting his cheek against the pane, felt the cold wash over him. His bone-deep aches and pains remained, along with a headache he’d neglected to mention to the CI physicians, which never quite left him—all vivid reminders of what had happened to him, how long his journey here had been.


    Dialing a number, he held the phone to his ear. “Is Bourne’s flight on time?” He nodded at the reply. “Good. He’s at Washington National? You’ve made visual contact? Excellent, come on home. That’s right.” He severed the connection. Whatever might transpire here, Bourne was on his way to Odessa.


    Returning to his desk, he opened the intercom and told his secretary to set up an immediate phone conference with all of Typhon’s overseas agents. When that had been accomplished, he activated the speakerphone in the conference room where he had assembled an emergency meeting of all D.C. Typhon personnel. There he gave them what details he had of the threat, then outlined his plan. Dividing his people into four-man teams, he meted out assignments that, he told them, were to begin immediately.


    “As of this moment, all other missions are frozen,” he told them. “Finding and stopping Dujja is our first and only priority. Until that’s accomplished, all leaves are hereby canceled. Get used to these walls, folks. We’re going on a day-and-night emergency schedule.”


    Once he saw that his orders were being carried out to his satisfaction, he left to go to Soraya’s apartment to straighten out whatever it was Matthew Lerner had fucked up with her. In the car, he opened his quad-band GSM cell phone and dialed a number in Odessa.


    When the familiar male voice answered, Lindros said, “It’s done. Bourne will be arriving at 4:40 local time tomorrow afternoon, from Munich.” He ran a red light, made a right turn. Soraya’s apartment building was three blocks ahead. “You will keep him on a short leash, as we discussed… No, I simply want to make sure you haven’t decided to make changes to the plan on the fly. All right, then. He’ll find his way to the kiosk because that’s where he’ll think Lemontov is headquartered. Before he can find out the truth, you’ll kill him.”

  


  



  



  BOOK TWO


  
    TWELVE

  


  
    In Odessa, there is a kiosk, one among many on the beach fronting the Black Sea. It is weathered, gray as the water that rolls into the tide line. Bourne picks the lock of a side door in the kiosk, steals his way inside. Where is the person he was carrying? He doesn’t remember, but he sees that his hands are covered with blood. He smells violent death on himself. What happened? he wonders. No time, no time! Somewhere a clock is ticking; he has to move on.


    The kiosk, which should be filled with life, is as still as a boneyard. At the back, a windowed kitchen, garishly lit by fluorescent tubes. He sees movement through the glass and, crouching, makes his way between the crates of beer and soda piled up like columns in a cathedral. He sees the silhouette of the man he was sent here to kill, who has done his best to confuse and elude him.


    To no avail.


    He’s about to make the final approach to his target when movement to his left causes him to spin around. A woman comes toward him out of the shadows—Marie! What is she doing in Odessa? How did she know where he was?


    “Darling,” she says. “Come with me, come away from here.”


    “Marie.” He feels panic constrict his chest. “You can’t be here. It’s too dangerous.”


    “Marrying you was dangerous, darling. That didn’t stop me.”


    A high keening begins, reverberating through the empty space inside him. “But now you’re dead.”


    “Dead? Yes, I suppose I am.” A frown momentarily fractures the beauty of her face. “Why weren’t you there, darling? Why weren’t you protecting me and the children? I would be alive now if you hadn’t been halfway across the globe, if you hadn’t been with her.”


    “Her?” Bourne’s heart is beating like a trip-hammer, and his panic grows exponentially.


    “You’re an expert at lying to everyone, except me, darling.”


    “What do you mean?”


    “Look at your hands.”


    He stares down at the blood drying into the crevices of his palms. “Whose blood is this?”


    Wanting—needing—an answer, he looks up. But Marie is gone. There is nothing but the lurid light spilling out onto the floor like blood from a wound.


    “Marie,” he calls softly. “Marie, don’t leave me!”


    



    Martin Lindros and his retinue of captors had been traveling for quite some time. He had flown in a helicopter and, after a short wait, on a small jet, which had stopped at least once for refueling. He wasn’t sure because either he had slept or they had given him something to make him sleep. Not that it mattered. He knew he was off Ras Dejen, out of northwest Ethiopia, out of the continent of Africa altogether.


    Jason. What had happened to Jason? Was he dead or alive? Clearly Jason had failed to find him in time. He didn’t want to think about Jason being dead. He wouldn’t believe it even if Fadi himself told him so. He knew Bourne too well. He always had a way of turning over the newly shoveled earth to climb out of his grave. Jason was alive, Lindros knew it.


    But he wondered whether it even mattered. Did Jason suspect that Karim al-Jamil had taken Lindros’s place? If he’d been fooled, then even if he’d survived the rescue attempt on Ras Dejen he’d have abandoned the rescue. An even worse scenario made him break out into a cold sweat. What if Jason had found Karim al-Jamil, brought him back to CI headquarters. God in heaven, was that what Fadi had planned all along?


    His body swayed and juddered as the plane hit a pocket of turbulence. To steady himself, he leaned against the plane’s chill concave bulkhead. After a moment, he put his hand over the bandage that covered half his face. Underneath was the excavation where his right eye had been. This had become a habit of his. His head throbbed with an unspeakable pain. It was as if his eye were on fire—only his eye was no longer his. It belonged to Fadi’s brother, Karim al-Jamil ibn Hamid ibn Ashef al-Wahhib. At first, this thought had made him sick to his stomach; he would vomit often and rackingly, like a junkie going cold turkey. Now it simply made him sick at heart.


    The violation of his body, the harvesting of his organ while he was still alive, was a horror from which he would never recover. At several points, while he was out on the silver lake fishing for rainbow trout, the thought of killing himself crossed his mind, but he had never actually considered it. Suicide was the coward’s way out.


    Besides, he very much wanted to live, if only to exact his revenge on Fadi and Karim al-Jamil.


    



    Bourne awoke with a violent twitch. He looked around him, momentarily disoriented. Where was he? He saw a bureau, a night table, curtains drawn against the light. Anonymous furniture, heavy, threadbare. A hotel room. Where?


    Sliding out of bed, he padded across the mottled carpet, pulled back the thick curtains. A sudden glare struck him a clean blow across his face and chest. He squinted at the tiny scimitars of sunlight, gold against the deep gray of the water. The Black Sea. He was in Odessa.


    Had he been dreaming of Odessa, or remembering Odessa?


    He turned, his mind still filled with the dream-memory, stretched like taffy into the blue morning. Marie in Odessa? Never! Then what was she doing in his memory shard of…


    Odessa!


    It was in this city that his memory shard had been born. He’d been here before. He’d been sent to kill… someone. Who? He had no idea.


    He sat back down on the bed, rubbing the heels of his hands against his eyes. He still heard Marie’s voice.


    “I would be alive now if you hadn’t been halfway across the globe, if you hadn’t been with her.” Not accusatory. Sad.


    What did it matter where he was, what he was doing? He hadn’t been with her. Marie had phoned him. She thought she had a cold, that’s all. Then the second call, which had sent him half out of his mind with grief. And guilt.


    He should have been there to protect his family, just as he should have been there to protect his first family. History had repeated itself, if not exactly, then tragically close enough. Ironically, this far away in kilometers from the scene of the disaster had brought him closer, to the very brink of the black void inside him. Staring into it, he felt that old, overwhelming despair well up inside him—a need to punish himself, or to punish someone else.


    He felt totally, absolutely alone. For him, this was a deeply disturbing state, as if he had stepped outside himself, as one does in a dream. Only this was no dream; this was waking life. Not for the first time he wondered whether his judgment was being impaired by his current emotional turmoil. He could find no other logical explanation for certain anomalies: his bringing Hiram Cevik out of the CI cell; his waking up here and not knowing where he was. For a brief, despairing moment, he wondered if Marie’s death had ripped him completely asunder, if the delicate threads that held his multiple identities together had snapped. Am I losing my mind?


    His cell phone buzzed.


    “Jason, where are you?” It was Soraya.


    “In Odessa,” he said thickly. His mouth felt wadded with cotton.


    There was a quick catch to her breathing. Then: “What on earth are you doing there?”


    “Lindros sent me here. I’m following up a lead he gave me. He thinks a man named Lemontov is funding Dujja. Edor Vladovich Lemontov. Criminal cartel—drugs, most likely. Does the name ring a bell?”


    “No. But I’ll check the CI database.”


    Briefly, she told him about the events at the Hotel Constitution. “The one true oddity is that a highly unusual accelerant was used—carbon disulfide. According to my friend, she’s never encountered it before.”


    “What’s it used in?”


    “Mainly the manufacture of cellulose, carbon tet, all kinds of sulfur compounds. It’s also used in soil fumigants, a flotation agent in mineral processing. In the past, it was a component of refrigerants and fire extinguishers. She said she thought it was used because it has a low flashpoint.”


    Bourne nodded as he stared at an oil tanker chugging in empty from Istanbul. “Turning it into an explosive.”


    “Very effective. Blew out the suite. A complete firestorm. We were lucky with the prosthesis, which was protected by the bathtub catch basin. Nothing else of value was left, not even enough of a body to ID.”


    “Fadi’s luck seems to be going down the drain,” Bourne said drily.


    Soraya laughed. “The Lemontov lead interests me, because I thought of the old refrigerants and fire extinguishers that had been banned in the States, but probably not elsewhere, like Eastern Europe, Ukraine, Odessa.”


    “That’s a thought worth following up on,” Bourne said, breaking the connection.


    



    Although it was after 1 AM, Martin Lindros was at his computer terminal entering information. CI was still in Code Mesa. There was a crisis on, all leaves canceled. Sleep was a luxury none of them could afford.


    A soft knock on the door, then Soraya poked her head in, gave him a questioning look. He raised a beckoning hand, and she shut the door behind her. Taking a seat in front of the desk, she placed something on the desktop.


    “What’s this?” Lindros said.


    “It’s a prosthetic. A friend of mine—an arson expert with the Fire Investigation Unit—called me in.” Soraya had previously filled him in on the events at the Hotel Constitution. “She found something in the Silvers’ suite at the Constitution she couldn’t explain. That. It’s used in highly sophisticated disguises.”


    He picked up the prosthetic. “Yes. Jason showed me something like this once. It’s meant to change your appearance.”


    Soraya nodded. “There’s enough evidence to conclude that Jakob Silver was, in fact, Fadi, that his brother was another terrorist, that they were responsible for the fire.”


    “Wasn’t there a body found in the suite? Wasn’t it Silver’s?”


    “Yes, and no. It seems more than likely that the body was that of a Pakistani waiter. There never were a pair of Mr. Silvers.”


    “Ingenious,” Lindros mused as he turned the prosthetic between his fingertips. “But not of much use to us now.”


    “On the contrary.” Soraya took it back. “I’m going to see if I can find out who manufactured it.”


    Lindros was lost in thought for a moment.


    “I talked to Bourne less than an hour ago,” Soraya continued.


    “Oh?”


    “He wanted me to dig up whatever I can on a drug lord by the name of Edor Vladovich Lemontov.”


    Lindros set his elbows on his desk, steepled his fingers. This was a situation that could quickly spiral out of control if he let it. Keeping his voice neutral, he said, “And what have you discovered?”


    “Nothing yet. I wanted to bring you up to date on the prosthetic first.”


    “You did well.”


    “Thanks, boss.” She rose. “Now I’ve got hours of eyestrain ahead of me.”


    “Forget research. I couldn’t find anything on this sonovabitch. Whoever he is, he’s securely shielded. Just the sort Dujja would use as a money man.” Lindros had already turned back to his computer screen. “I want you on the next plane to Odessa. I want you to back Bourne up.”


    Soraya was clearly surprised. “He won’t like that.”


    “He’s not required to,” Lindros said shortly.


    When Soraya reached for the prosthetic, Lindros swept it up in his hand. “I’ll take care of this myself.”


    “Sir, if you don’t mind my saying, you’ve got a lot on your plate as it is.”


    Lindros searched her face. “Soraya, I wanted to be the one to tell you this. We’ve had a mole inside Typhon.” He could hear her sharply indrawn breath and was pleased. Opening a drawer, he spun across a thin dossier he’d prepared.


    Soraya picked it up, flipped back the cover. As soon as she started reading, she felt hot tears distorting her vision. It was Tim Hytner. Bourne had been right, after all. Hytner had been working for Dujja.


    She looked up at Lindros. “Why?”


    He shrugged. “Money. It’s all in there. The electronic trail back to an account in the Caymans. Hytner was born dirt-poor, wasn’t he?


    His father is in a long-term care medical facility his insurance won’t pay for, isn’t that right? His mother has no money to speak of. Everyone’s got a weakness, Soraya. Even your best friend.”


    He took the file from her. “Forget Hytner, he’s yesterday’s news. You’ve got work to do. I want you in Odessa ASAP.”


    When he heard the door sigh shut, Lindros stared after her as if he could see her walking away. Yes, indeed, he thought. In Odessa, you’ll be killed before you can find out who made this prosthetic.

  


  
    THIRTEEN

  


  
    BOURNE WAS BOOKED into the Samarin Hotel, a rather shambling mammoth of a place on the seaport directly across from the Passenger Sea Terminal, where ferries went to and fro on a regular schedule. The sleek ultramodern Odessa Hotel had risen from the massive sea terminal pier since the last time he’d been here. To him, it seemed as out of place as a Dolce & Gabbana suit on a homeless man.


    Shaved, bathed, and dressed, he walked down to the vast somnolent lobby, which was as ornate as an early-nineteenth-century Easter bonnet. In fact, everything about the hotel reeked of early nineteenth century, from the massive frayed velvet furniture to the floral-patterned wallpapered walls.


    He ate breakfast amid florid-faced businessmen in the sun-filled dining room overlooking the harbor. It smelled vaguely of burned butter and beer. When his waiter brought the check, he said, “At this time of year, where does one go here to have a good time?”


    Bourne spoke in Russian. Though this was Ukraine, Russian was Odessa’s official language.


    “Ibitza is closed,” the waiter said, “as are all the clubs in Arkadia.” Arkadia was the beachside district; in summer the strands swarmed with young, affluent Russian women and male tourists on the prowl. “It depends. What is your preference, female or male?”


    “Neither,” Bourne said. He put his fingertip to his nose, inhaled noisily.


    “Ah, that trade is open year-round,” the waiter said. He was a thin man, stoop-shouldered, prematurely old. “How much do you need?”


    “More than you can get for me. I’m in wholesale.”


    “Another story entirely,” the waiter said warily.


    “Here’s all you have to know.” Bourne pushed over a roll of American money.


    Without hesitation, the waiter vacuumed up the bills. “You know the Privoz Market?”


    “I’ll find it.”


    “Egg Row, third stall from the east end. Tell Yevgeny Feyodovich you want brown eggs, only brown.”


    



    The Samarin, like all of old Odessa, was built in the neoclassical style, which meant it was Frenchified. This was hardly surprising, since one of the founding fathers of Odessa was the duc de Richelieu, who had been the city’s chief architect and designer during the eleven years he was governor in the early 1800s. It was the Russian poet Aleksander Pushkin, living in exile here, who said that he could smell Europe in Odessa’s shops and coffeehouses.


    On shadowy, linden-lined Primorskaya Street, Bourne was immediately greeted by a chill, damp wind that slapped his face and reddened his skin. To the south, far out on the water, low clouds hung dense and dark, dispensing a sleety rain onto goosefleshed waves.


    The salt tang from the sea brought memory back with breathless ferocity. Night in Odessa, blood on his hands, a life hanging in the balance, a desperate search for his target, leading to the kiosk where he’d found his target.


    His gaze turned inland, toward the terraced levels that rose into the hills guarding the scimitar-shaped harbor. Consulting a map he’d been given by the hotel’s ancient concierge, he leapt onto a slowing tram that would take him to the railway station on Italiansky Boulevard.


    The Privoz farmers’ market, a stone’s throw from the station, was a colossal array of live food and produce under a corrugated tin roof. The stalls were set up behind waist-high concrete slabs that made Bourne think of the antiterrorist blockades in D.C. Makeshift shanties and bedrolls surrounded the market. Farmers came from near and far, and those who were obliged to travel a great distance invariably slept here overnight.


    Inside, it was a riot of sounds, smells, cries in different languages—butchered Russian, Ukrainian, Romanian, Yiddish, Georgian, Armenian, Turkish. The scents of cheese mingled with those of fresh meat, root vegetables, pungent herbs, and plucked fowl. Bourne saw huge, linebacker-like women with moth-eaten sweaters and head scarves manning the booths at Turkey Row. For the uninitiated, the market presented a thoroughly bewildering array of stalls against which hordes of stout shoppers pressed their impressive bellies.


    After asking directions from several people, Bourne made his way through the clamor and throb to Egg Row. Orienting himself, he moved to the third stall from the east end, which was typically crowded. A red-faced woman and a burly man—presumably Yevgeny Feyodovich—were busily exchanging eggs for money. He waited on the man’s side of the stall, and when his turn came he said, “You are Yevgeny Feyodovich?”


    The man squinted at him. “Who wants to know?”


    “I’m looking for brown eggs, only brown. I was told to come here and ask for Yevgeny Feyodovich.”


    Yevgeny Feyodovich grunted, leaned over, said something to his female partner. She nodded without breaking her practiced rhythm of packing eggs and shoveling money into the outsize pockets of her faded dress.


    “This way,” Yevgeny said with a flick of his head. He pulled on a ratty wool peacoat, came out from behind the concrete barrier, led Bourne out the eastern side of the market. They crossed Srednefontanskaya Street and entered Kulikovo Pole Square. The sky was white now, as if a colossal cloud had come down from the heavens to blanket the city. The light, flat and shadowless, was a photographer’s dream. It revealed everything.


    “As you can see, this square is very Soviet, very ugly, retro, but not in a good way,” Yevgeny Feyodovich said with a good bit of ironic humor. “Still, it serves to remind us of the past—of starvation and massacres.”


    He kept walking until they arrived at a ten-meter-high statue. “My favorite place to transact business: at Lenin’s feet. In the old days, the communists used to rally here.” His meaty shoulders lifted and fell. “What better place, eh? Now Lenin watches over me like a bastard patron saint who, I trust, has been banished to the lowest fiery pit of hell.”


    His eyes squinted again. He smelled the way a baby smells, of curdled milk and sugar. He had a beetling brow below a halo of brown hair that curled every which way like a wad of used steel wool.


    “So it’s brown eggs you desire.”


    “A large amount,” Bourne said. “Also, a constant supply.”


    “That so?” Yevgeny parked a buttock on the limestone plinth of the Lenin statue, shook out a black Turkish cigarette. He lit it in a slow, almost religious ritual, drawing a goodly amount of smoke into his lungs. Then he held it there like a hippie enjoying a doobie of Acapulco Gold. “How do I know you’re not Interpol?” he said in the soft hiss of an exhale. “Or an undercover operative of SBU?” He meant the Security Service of Ukraine.


    “Because I’m telling you I’m not.”


    Yevgeny laughed. “You know the ironic thing about this city? It’s smack up against the Black Sea but has always been short of drinking water. That in itself wouldn’t be of much interest, except it’s how Odessa got its name. They spoke French in Catherine’s imperial court, see, and some wag suggested she name the city Odessa, because that’s what it sounds like when you say assez d’eau backward. ‘Enough water,’ see? It’s a fucking joke the French played on us.”


    “If we’re through with the history lesson,” Bourne said, “I’d like to meet Lemontov.”


    Yevgeny squinted up at him through the acrid smoke. “Who?”


    “Edor Vladovich Lemontov. He owns the trade here.”


    Yevgeny started, rose from the plinth, his eyes looking past Bourne. He led them around the plinth.


    Without turning his head, Bourne could see in the periphery of his vision a man walking a large Doberman pinscher. The dog’s long, narrow face swung around, its yellow eyes staring at Yevgeny as if sensing his fear.


    When they reached the other side of the statue of Lenin, Yevgeny said, “Now, where were we?”


    “Lemontov,” Bourne said. “Your boss.”


    “Are you telling me he is?”


    “If you work for someone else, tell me now,” Bourne said shortly. “It’s Lemontov I want to do business with.”


    Bourne sensed another man stealing up behind him but didn’t move, giving Yevgeny Feyodovich no sign that he knew until the frigid muzzle of the gun pressed the flesh just behind his right ear.


    “Meet Bogdan Illiyanovich.” Stepping forward, Yevgeny Feyodovich unbuttoned Bourne’s overcoat. “Now we’ll get at the truth, tovarich.” With minimum effort, his fingers lifted the wallet and passport from the inside pocket.


    Stepping back, Yevgeny opened the passport first. “Moldavian, are you? Ilias Voda.” He stared hard at the photo. “Yes, that’s you, all right.” He flipped a page. “Came here straight from Bucharest.”


    “The people I represent are Romanian,” Bourne said.


    Bourne watched Yevgeny Feyodovich paw through the wallet, sifting through three different kinds of identification, including a driver’s license and an import-export license. That last was a nice touch, Bourne thought. He’d have to thank Deron when he got back.


    At length, Yevgeny handed back the wallet and the passport. Keeping his eye on Bourne, he took out a cell phone, punched in a local number.


    “New business,” he said laconically. “Ilias Voda, representing Romanian interests, he says.” He put the cell phone aside for a moment, said to Bourne, “How much?”


    “Is that Lemontov?”


    Yevgeny’s face darkened. “How much?”


    “A hundred kilos now.”


    Yevgeny stared at him, entranced.


    “Twice as much next month if everything pans out.”


    Yevgeny walked a bit away, putting his back to Bourne while he spoke again into the phone. A moment later, he came back. The cell was already in his pocket.


    Another flick of his head caused Bogdan Illiyanovich to remove the gun from Bourne’s head, stow it away beneath the long wool coat that flapped around his ankles. He was a thick-necked man with very black hair that was pomaded across his scalp from right to left in a style vaguely reminiscent of the one Hitler had favored. His eyes were like agates, glimmering darkly at the bottom of a well.


    “Tomorrow night.”


    Bourne looked at him steadily. He wanted to get on with it; time was of the essence. Every day, every hour brought Fadi and his cadre closer to unleashing their nuclear weapon. But he saw in Yevgeny’s face the cold expression of the hardened professional. It was no good trying to see Lemontov sooner. He was being tested to determine if he was as hardened as they were. Bourne knew that Lemontov wanted time to observe him before he allowed him an audience. Protesting that would be more than foolhardy; it would make him seem weak.


    “Give me the time and place,” Bourne said.


    “After dinner. Be ready. Someone will call your room. The Samarin, yes?”


    The waiter who had given him Yevgeny’s name, Bourne thought. “I needn’t give you my room number, then.”


    “Indeed not.”


    Yevgeny Feyodovich held out his hand. As Bourne gripped it, he said, “Gospadin, Voda, I wish you good fortune in your quest.” He did not immediately release his ferocious clamp on Bourne’s hand. “Now you are within our orbit. Now you are either friend or enemy. I beg you to remember that if you try to communicate with anyone by any means for any reason whatsoever, you are enemy. There will be no second chance.” His yellow teeth appeared as his lips drew back from them. “For such a betrayal, you will never leave Odessa alive, you have my assurance on this.”

  


  
    FOURTEEN

  


  
    Martin Lindros, dossiers in hand, was on his way to the Old Man’s office for a hastily called briefing when his cell buzzed. It was Anne Held.


    “Good afternoon, Mr. Lindros. There’s been a change of plan. Please meet the DCI down in the Tunnel.”


    “Thank you, Anne.”


    Lindros disconnected, punched the DOWN button. The Tunnel was the underground parking facility where the pool of agency cars was housed and maintained, and where service people on CI-approved lists came and went under the scrutiny of armed agents wearing body armor.


    He rode the elevator down to the Tunnel, where he showed his ID to one of the agents on duty. The place was in effect an enormous reinforced concrete bunker: both bomb- and fireproof. There was only one ramp that led up to the street, which could be sealed on both ends at a moment’s notice. The Old Man’s armored Lincoln limousine sat purring on the concrete, its rear door open. Lindros ducked as he entered, sitting beside the DCI on the plush leather seats. The door closed without his help, electronically locking itself. The driver and his shotgun nodded to him, then the privacy window slid up, sealing the passengers in the spacious rear compartment. The windows in the rear compartment were specially tinted so no one could see in, but the passengers could see out.


    “You’ve brought both dossiers?”


    “Yessir.” Lindros nodded as he handed over the folders.


    “That was good work, Martin.” The Old Man scrunched up his face. “I’ve been summoned by the POTUS.” POTUS was the preferred acronym among security people in the district for the president of the United States. “Judging by the crises we’re in—external and internal—the question is how bad this interview is going to be.”


    



    As it turned out, the meeting was very bad indeed. For one thing, the Old Man was conducted not to the Oval Office, but to the War Room, three floors underground. For another, the president was not alone. There were six people ranged around the oval table in the center of the concrete-reinforced room. It was lit solely by the giant screens that flickered on all four walls, showing shifting scenes of military bases, jet recon missions, digital war simulations in a dizzying array.


    The Old Man knew some of the players confronting him; the president introduced him to the others. From left to right, the group started with Luther LaValle, the Pentagon’s intelligence czar, a big, boxy man with a creased dome of a forehead and a thin bristle of gunmetal-gray hair. On his left, the president introduced Jon Mueller, a ranking official from the Department of Homeland Security, a gimlet-eyed specimen whose utter stillness spoke to the DCI of his extreme danger. The man to his left needed no introduction: Bud Halliday, secretary of defense. Then came the president himself, a slight, dapper man with silver hair, a forthright face, and a keen mind. To his left was the national security adviser, dark-haired, round-shouldered, with the restless and overly bright eyes, the Old Man had always thought, of a large rodent. The last person on the right was a bespectacled man by the name of Gundarsson, who worked for the International Atomic Energy Agency.


    “Now that we’re all assembled,” the president began without the usual protocol or oratory preamble, “let’s get down to it.” His eyes came to rest on the DCI. “We are in the midst of a crisis of unprecedented proportions. We’ve all been briefed on the situation, but as it’s in a highly fluid state, bring us up to date, would you, Kurt?”


    The Old Man nodded, opened the Dujja dossier. “Having Deputy Director Lindros back with us has brought us added intel on Dujja’s movements, as well as significantly boosting morale within the agency. We now have confirmation that Dujja was in the Simien mountain range of northwest Ethiopia, and that they were transporting uranium as well as the TSGs used to trigger a nuclear device. From analysis of the latest translations of Dujja’s phone traffic, we’re beginning to home in on the place where we believe they’re enriching uranium.”


    “Excellent,” LaValle said. “As soon as you confirm actual coordinates, we’ll order a surgical air strike that will bomb the sons-of-bitches back into the Stone Age.”


    “Director,” Gundarsson said, “how certain are we that Dujja possesses the capacity to enrich uranium? After all, it takes not only specialized know-how but also a facility stocked with, among other things, thousands of centrifuges to get the form of enriched uranium needed for even a single nuclear weapon.”


    “We’re not certain at all,” the director said crisply, “but we now have eyewitness accounts from both Deputy Director Lindros and the agent who brought him back that Dujja is trafficking in both uranium and TSGs.”


    “All well and good,” LaValle said, “but we all know that yellowcake uranium is both plentiful and inexpensive. It’s also a long, long way from weapons grade.”


    “I agree. Trouble is, the residual signature leads us to believe Dujja is transshipping uranium dioxide powder,” the DCI said. “Unlike yellowcake, UO2 is only one simple step removed from weapons-grade uranium. It can be converted to the metal in any decent lab. As a consequence, we have to take extremely seriously anything Dujja is planning.”


    “Unless it’s all disinformation,” LaValle said doggedly. He was a man who often used his undeniable power to rub people the wrong way. Worse, he appeared to enjoy it.


    Gundarsson cleared his throat portentously. “I agree with the director. The idea of a terrorist network possessing uranium dioxide is terrifying. When it comes to the direct threat of a nuclear device, we cannot afford to dismiss it as disinformation.” He reached into a briefcase at his side and took out a sheaf of papers, which he distributed to everyone. “A nuclear device, whether it’s a so-called dirty bomb or not, has a certain size, specifications, and unvarying components. I have taken the liberty of drawing up a list, along with detailed drawings showing size, specs, and possible markers for detection. I would suggest getting these out to all law enforcement entities in every large city in America.”


    The president nodded. “Kurt, I want you to coordinate the distribution.”


    “Right away, sir,” the DCI said.


    “Just a moment, Director,” LaValle said. “I want to go back to that other agent you mentioned. That would be Jason Bourne. He was the agent involved in the debacle of the escaped terrorist. He was the one who took your prisoner out of his cell without proper authorization, correct?”


    “This is strictly an internal matter, Mr. LaValle.”


    “In this room, at least, I think the need to be candid outweighs any sense of interagency rivalry,” the Pentagon intelligence czar said. “Frankly, I question whether anything Bourne says can be believed.”


    “You’ve run into difficulty before with him, haven’t you, Director?” This from Secretary Halliday.


    The DCI looked as if he was half asleep. In fact, his brain was running at full speed. He knew the moment he’d been waiting for had arrived. He was under a carefully coordinated attack. “What of it?”


    Halliday smiled thinly. “With all due respect, Director, I’d submit that this man is an embarrassment to your agency, to the administration, to all of us. He allowed a high-level suspect to escape from CI custody and in the process endangered the lives of I don’t know how many innocent citizens. I submit that he needs to be dealt with, the sooner the better.”


    The DCI swiped the secretary’s words away with the back of his hand. “Can we get back to the issue at hand, Mr. President? Dujja—”


    “Secretary Halliday is right,” LaValle persisted. “We are at war with Dujja. We cannot afford to lose control of one of their assets. That being the case, kindly tell us what steps your agency is taking against Jason Bourne.”


    “Mr. LaValle’s point is well taken, Director,” Secretary Halliday said in his oiliest Texan imitation of Lyndon Johnson. “That very public screwup on the Arlington Memorial Bridge gave us all a black eye and our enemy a moral lift just when we can least afford it. Following the collateral death of one of your own—” He snapped his fingers. “What was his name?”


    “Timothy Hytner,” the DCI supplied.


    “That’s right. Hytner,” the secretary continued as if confirming the DCI’s response. “With all due respect, Director, if I were you, I’d be far more concerned with internal security than you seem to be.”


    This was what the DCI had been waiting for. He opened the thinner of the two dossiers that Martin Lindros had turned over to him in the Tunnel. “In point of fact, we have just concluded our internal investigation into those matters you just brought up, Mr. Secretary. Here is our irrefutable conclusion.” He spun the top sheet across the tabletop, watched Halliday take cautious possession of it.


    “While the Defense Secretary is reading, I’ll summarize the conclusions for the rest of you.” The DCI laced his fingers, bent forward like a professor addressing his students. “We discovered that we had a mole inside CI. His name? Timothy Hytner. It was Hytner who caught Soraya Moore’s call informing him that the prisoner was being taken out of his cell. It was Timothy Hytner who called the prisoner’s cohorts to effect his escape. Unfortunately for him, a shot meant for Ms. Moore struck him instead, killing him.”


    The DCI looked from face to face around the War Room. “As I said, our internal security is under control. Now we can direct our full attention to where it belongs: stopping Dujja in its tracks and bringing its members to justice.”


    His gaze fell upon Secretary Halliday last, lingered there significantly. Here was the origin of the attack, he was certain of it. He’d been warned that Halliday and LaValle wanted to move into the sphere traditionally controlled by CI, which was why he’d concocted the rumors about himself. Over the last six months, during meetings up on Capitol Hill, lunches and dinner with both colleagues and rivals, he’d put in some strenuous acting time, pretending bouts of vagueness, depression, momentary disorientation. His aim was to give the impression that his advanced age was taking its toll on him; that he wasn’t the man he’d once been. That he was, at long last, vulnerable to political attack.


    In response, as he had hoped, the cabal had come out of the shadows at last. One thing concerned him, however: Why hadn’t the president intervened to stop the attack against him? Had he done too good a job? Had the cabal convinced the president that he was on the verge of becoming incompetent to continue as DCI?


    



    The call came at precisely twelve minutes after midnight. Bourne picked up the phone and heard a male voice give him a street corner three blocks from the hotel. He’d had hours to prepare. He grabbed his overcoat and went out the door.


    The night was mild, with very little breeze. Now and again, a wisp of cloud scudded across the three-quarter moon. The moon was quite beautiful: very white, very clear, as if seen through a telescope.


    He stood at the corner, arms hanging loosely at his sides. In the day and a half since his meeting with Yevgeny, he’d done nothing but sightsee. He’d walked endlessly, the activity allowing him the opportunity to check on who was following him, how many there were, how long their shifts were. He’d memorized their faces, could have picked them out of a crowd of a hundred or a thousand, if need be. He’d also had ample time to observe their methodology, as well as their habits. He could imitate any of them. With a different face, he could have been one of them. But that would have taken time, and time was in short supply. One thing disturbed him: There were times when he was certain his followers weren’t around—they were between shifts or, as an amusement to pass the time, he’d given them the slip. During those intervals, animal instincts honed on stone and steel told him that he was being observed by someone else. One of Lemontov’s bodyguards? He didn’t know, since he could never catch a glimpse of him.


    The throaty gurgle of a diesel engine rose from behind him. He didn’t turn around. With an awful grinding of gears, a marshrutka—a routed minibus—pulled up in front of him. Its door opened from the inside, and he climbed in.


    He found himself staring into the agate eyes of Bogdan Illiyanovich. He knew better than to ask him where they were going.


    The marshrutka let them out at the foot of French Boulevard. They walked across the cobblestones beneath towering acacia trees, so familiar to him in memory. At the end of the cobbled street rose the terminus of a cable car that ran down to the beach. He’d been here before, he was certain of it.


    Bogdan made his way toward the terminus. Bourne was about to follow him when some sixth sense caused him to turn. He noted that their driver hadn’t backed away. He slouched in his seat with his cell phone to his cheek. His eyes flicked left and right, but never lit on either Bourne or Bogdan.


    The cable car, like a ride in an amusement park, comprised candy-colored two-person gondolas that hung vertically from the creaking steel cable overhead. The cable was strung high above the green zone, trees and dense shrubbery through which narrow paths and steep steps zigzagged before giving out onto Otrada Beach. In the height of summer, this beach was filled with bronzed bathers and sun worshippers, but at this time of year, this time of day, with an onshore wind whipping up the damp sand, it was nearly deserted. Craning his neck over the iron railing, Bourne could see a large brindled boxer romping in the pale green moonlit foam while its master—a slim man, wide-brimmed hat on his head, hands jammed into the huge pockets of his oversize tweed coat—paced the dog along the beach. A blast of chaotic Russian pop blasted through a pair of tinny speakers, then abruptly was cut off.


    “Turn around. Arms at shoulder height.”


    Bourne did as Bogdan ordered. He felt the other man’s big hands patting him down, searching for weapons or a wire with which to tape the transaction, trap Lemontov. Bogdan grunted, stood back. He lit a cigarette and his eyes went dead.


    As they entered the cable car terminus, Bourne saw a black car pull up. Four men got out. Businessmen dressed in cheap Eastern European suits. Except these men looked uncomfortable in their outfits. They looked around, stretched and yawned, then took another look around, during which time they all fastened their gaze on Bourne. Another shock of recognition raced through Bourne. This, too, had happened before.


    One of the businessmen took out a digital camera and started snapping photos of the others. Laughter ensued, along with a certain amount of manly banter.


    While the businessmen joked and made like sightseers, Bourne and Bogdan waited for the candy-apple-red gondola to reach the concrete terminus. Bourne stood with his back to the fist of men.


    “Bodgan Illiyanovich, we’re being followed.”


    “Of course we’re being followed, I’m only surprised you mention it.”


    “Why?”


    “Do you take me for a fool?” Bogdan took out his Mauser and aimed it casually at Bourne. “They’re your men. You were warned. No second chances. Here is the gondola. Climb in, tovarich. When we’re out over the green zone, I will kill you.”


    



    At precisely 5:33 PM, the DCI was up in the Library, which was where Lerner found him. The Library was a large, roughly square room with double-height ceilings. It did not, however, contain any books. Not one volume. Every bit of data, history, commentary, strategy, tactic—in sum, the collected wisdom of CI directors and officers past and present—was digitized, housed on the enormous linked hard drives of a special computer server. Sixteen terminals were arrayed around the periphery of the room.


    The Old Man had accessed the files on Abu Sarif Hamid ibn Ashef al-Wahhib, the mission instituted by Alex Conklin, the only one in the DCI’s knowledge that Bourne had failed to execute. Hamid was owner of a multinational conglomerate refining oil, manufacturing chemicals, iron, copper, silver, steel, and the like. The company, Integrated Vertical Technologies, was based in London, where the Saudi had emigrated when he’d married for the second time, an upper-class Brit named Holly Cargill, who had borne him two sons and a daughter.


    CI—specifically Conklin—had targeted Hamid ibn Ashef. In due course, Conklin had sent Bourne to terminate him. Bourne had run him down in Odessa, but there had been complications. Bourne had shot the Saudi but failed to kill him. With the vast network of operatives at Hamid ibn Ashef’s disposal, he’d gone to ground; Bourne had barely made it out of Odessa alive.


    Lerner cleared his throat. The Old Man turned around.


    “Ah, Matthew, have a seat.”


    Lerner dragged over a chair, sat. “Dredging up old wounds, sir?”


    “The Hamid ibn Ashef affair? I was trying to find out what happened to the family. Is the old man alive or dead? If he’s alive, where is he? Soon after the Odessa hit cracked open, his younger son, Karim al-Jamil, took over the company. Some time after that, the elder son, Abu Ghazi Nadir al-Jamuh, vanished, possibly to take care of Hamid ibn Ashef. That would be in keeping with Saudi tribal tradition.”


    “What about the daughter?” Lerner asked.


    “Sarah ibn Ashef. She’s the youngest of the siblings. As secular as her mother, so far as we know. For obvious reasons, she’s never been on our radar.”


    Lerner inched forward. “Is there a reason you’re looking at the family now?”


    “It’s a loose end that sticks in my craw. It’s Bourne’s lone failure, and in light of recent events failure is much on my mind these days.” He sat for a moment, his eyes in the middle distance, ruminating. “I told Lindros to sever all ties with Bourne.”


    “That was a wise decision, sir.”


    “Was it?” The DCI regarded him darkly. “I think I made a mistake. One I want you to rectify. Martin is working night and day mobilizing Typhon in tracking down Fadi. You have a different mission. I want you to find Bourne and terminate him.”


    “Sir?”


    “Don’t play coy with me,” the DCI said sharply. “I’ve watched you rise up the CI ladder. I know how successful you were in the field. You’ve done wet work. Even more important, you can get intel out of a stone.”


    Lerner said nothing, which was, in its way, an acknowledgment. His silence didn’t mean his mind wasn’t working a mile a minute. So this is the real reason he promoted me, he thought. The Old Man doesn’t care about reorganizing CI. He wants my particular expertise. He wants an outsider to do the one piece of wet work he can’t entrust to one of his own.


    “Let’s continue then.” The Old Man held up a forefinger. “I’ve had a bellyful of this insolent sonovabitch. He’s had his own agenda from the moment he first came to us. Sometimes I think we work for him. Witness his taking Cevik out of the cells. He had his reasons, you can bet on it, but he’ll never willingly tell us what they were. Just like we know nothing of what happened in Odessa.”


    Lerner was taken aback. He was wondering whether he’d underestimated the Old Man.


    “You can’t mean that Bourne was never fully debriefed.”


    The DCI looked aggrieved. “Of course he was debriefed, along with everyone involved. But he claimed he could remember nothing—not a fucking thing. Martin believed him, but I never did.”


    “Give me the word. I can get the truth out of him, sir.”


    “Don’t fool yourself, Lerner. Bourne will kill himself before he’ll give up intel.”


    “One thing I learned in the field, anyone can be broken.”


    “Not Bourne. Trust me on this. No, I want him dead. That will have to suffice for my pound of flesh.”


    “Yessir.”


    “Not a word to anyone, including Martin. He’s saved Bourne from the executioner more times than I can count. Not this time, dammit. He said he’s severed Bourne. Now go find him.”


    “I understand.” Lerner briskly rose.


    The DCI lifted his head. “And Matthew, do yourself a favor. Don’t come back without the intel.”


    Lerner met his gaze unflinchingly. “And when I do?”


    The Old Man recognized a challenge better than the next man. He sat back, steepled his fingers, tapped the pads together as if in deep contemplation. “You may not get what you want,” he said. “But you just might get what you need.”


    



    Bourne climbed into the narrow cabin, and Bogdan followed close behind. The gondola left the terminus and swung out over the steeply dropping limestone cliff.


    Bourne said: “I assumed those men were yours.”


    “Don’t make me laugh.”


    “I’m here alone, Bogdan Illiyanovich. I want only to make a deal with Lemontov.”


    The two men’s eyes locked for a moment. Between them there was a kind of animus so strong it could actually be felt as a third party. Bogdan’s woolen coat stank of mildew and cigarette smoke. There were dandruff flakes on his lapels.


    The cable groaned as the steel wheels above the gondola ground along. At the last moment, the four men leapt into the last two gondolas. They continued to make noise, as if they were drunk.


    “You wouldn’t survive a fall from this height,” Bogdan observed mildly. “No one would.”


    Bourne watched the men behind them.


    The sea was restless. Tankers shambled across the harbor, but the ferries, like the gulls, were at rest. Farther out, moonlight frosted the tips of the waves.


    On the beach, the boxer was scampering. As it made its way across the gray sand, it lifted its head. Its square muzzle was grizzled with foam and bits of sea kelp. It barked once and was hushed by its master, who patted its flank as they passed under a wooden pier, its greenish pilings creaking in the tide. To the left was a skeletal labyrinth of wooden beams; they held up a part of the green area that at some time in the past had been undermined by the sea. Past that was the line of darkened kiosks, bars, and restaurants that serviced the summer crowds. Down the gentle curve of the beach, perhaps a kilometer to the south, was the yacht club, where lights were burning like the glow from a small village.


    The four men from the cable car had arrived on the beach.


    Bogdan said, “Something has to be done.”


    The moment he said it, Bourne knew this was another test. A glance told him that the men had disappeared, just like that. But of course he knew they must still be on the beach. Perhaps they were in the wooden framework that held up part of the hillside, or in one of the refreshment kiosks.


    He held out his hand. “Give me the Mauser and I’ll go after them.”


    “Do you imagine that I’d trust you with a gun? Or trust you to actually shoot them?” Bogdan spat. “If it’s going to be hunting, we’ll both do it.”


    Bourne nodded. “I’ve been here before, I know my way around. Just follow me.” They were crossing the sand, moving diagonally away from the surf. He ducked into the labyrinth, picked up a length of wood, banged it against a pole to judge its sturdiness. He looked at Bogdan to see if the other man would protest, but Bogdan only shrugged. He had the Mauser, after all.


    They moved through the shadows in the labyrinth, ducking here and there so as not to hit their heads on low-bolted beams.


    “How close are we to our rendezvous with Lemontov?” Bourne whispered.


    Bogdan laughed silently. The suspicion hadn’t left his eyes.


    Bourne had a feeling it was to be on one of the boats anchored in the yacht basin. He returned his attention to peering into the shadows. Ahead of him, he knew, was the first of the kiosks—the place where he’d been before.


    They crept ahead, Bourne a pace in front of Bogdan. Moonlight, reflected off the sand, stretched pale fingers into this subterranean world of four-square spars, massive trusses, and crossbeams. They were more or less parallel with the pier, very close to the kiosk now, Bourne knew.


    Out of the corner of his eye, he saw a movement, furtive and indistinct. He didn’t change direction, didn’t turn his head, only moved his eyes. At first, he saw nothing but a jumbled crisscross of shadows. Then, out of the architectural angles, he saw an arc—a curve that could only belong to a human. One, two, three. He identified them all. The men were waiting for them, spread like a spider web in the shadows, placed perfectly.


    They knew he was heading here, just as if they could read his mind. But how? Was he going mad? It was as if his memories were leading him into making choices that led to mistakes and danger.


    What could he do now? He stopped, started to back up, but at once felt the muzzle of Bogdan’s gun in his side, urging him forward. Was Bogdan in on this? Was the Ukrainian part of the conspiracy meant to trap him?


    All at once, Bourne broke to his left, toward the beach. He twisted his torso as he ran, threw the length of wood at Bogdan’s head. Bogdan dodged it easily, but it delayed his firing, allowing Bourne to dodge behind a spar an instant before a bullet from the Mauser shredded a corner of it.


    Bourne feinted right, sprinted left, taking longer strides with his right leg than with his left in order to keep Bogdan from predicting his pace. Another shot, this one a bit wider of the mark.


    A third shot made a ragged hole in his overcoat, which was flared out by his flight. But then he’d reached the pier’s first piling and he slipped into shadow.


    



    Bogdan Illiyanovich’s breathing increased as he raced after the man calling himself Ilias Voda. His lips were pulled back, baring teeth clenched with the effort of running through sand that became increasingly boggy as he neared the pier. His shoes were coated with sand inside and out, the ends of his overcoat blistered with clumps of it.


    The water was frigid. He didn’t want to go any deeper, but all at once he caught a glimpse of his prey, and he pressed on. The water rose to his knees, then slapped against his thighs. The tide was coming in, slowing his progress considerably. It was becoming a struggle to—


    A sudden sharp noise to his left caused him to wheel around. But the damnable water clawed at his ankle-length woolen coat, slowing him, and at the same time the incoming tide threw him off balance. He stumbled and, in that moment of being physically out of control, he realized why Voda had run this way. It was to deliberately lure him into the water, where his coat would limit his maneuverability.


    He began a string of curses, but bit it off as if it were his tongue. In the moonlight, he saw three of the businessmen, guns drawn, sprinting full-tilt toward him.


    As he ran on, the lead man aimed and fired.


    



    Bourne saw the men coming before Bogdan did. He was almost upon the Ukrainian when the first shot took a chunk out of the nearest piling. Bogdan was in the process of turning toward him when he slipped. Bourne pulled him back up, swung him around so he was between Bourne and the armed men.


    Another of them aimed and fired. A bullet plowed into Bogdan’s left shoulder, jerking his body back and to the left. Bourne was ready—he had, in fact, braced himself in the stance of a martial artist: feet at hip width, knees slightly flexed, torso loose and, therefore, ready for the next move. His strength fountained up from his lower belly. He hauled Bogdan’s body back around, keeping him as a shield. The three men were quite close now, almost in the surf, spread out in a triangle. Bourne could see them very clearly in the cool moonlight.


    Another bullet struck the Ukrainian in the abdomen, almost doubling him over. Bourne brought him back up, aiming Bogdan’s Mauser with his own arm, his own hand. He pulled the trigger, his forefinger over Bogdan’s. The man on the right, the one closest to him, buckled and went down headfirst. A third bullet struck Bogdan in the thigh, but by that time Bourne had squeezed off another shot. The man in the middle flew backward, his arms spread wide.


    Bourne dragged Bogdan to the right. Two more bullets missed the Ukrainian’s head by centimeters. Then Bourne squeezed off another shot, missed. The third man came on in a wild zigzag pattern, firing as he neared, but he was in the increasingly rough surf now and his balance was off. Bourne shot him between the eyes.


    In the ringing aftermath, Bourne became aware of an animal stirring, a faint wriggling as Bogdan drew a second gun strapped beneath his overcoat. He’d lost the first one somewhere in the water, which was black and full of the seaweedy plumes of his own blood. Bourne chopped down with the edge of his hand, and the gun flew from the Ukrainian’s hand, vanishing into the restless sea.


    He reached up and with the strength of the damned closed his hands around Bourne’s neck. An incoming wave brought Bourne to his knees. Bogdan groped with his thumbs to crush the cartilage of Bourne’s throat. Bourne jammed the heel of his hand into one of the bullet wounds. Bogdan’s head went back as he screamed.


    Bourne rose, staggering, delivered a final blow that took Bogdan off his feet, hurled him backward. The side of his head slammed against a piling, and blood spewed out of his mouth.


    He looked at Bourne for a moment. A little smile curled the corners of his mouth.


    “Lemontov,” he said.


    There was now no other sound on the beach save for the waves running hard at the pilings. No thrum of a ship’s engine, no other earthly noise, until the boxer gave a whining bark, as if in distress.


    Then Bogdan began a gurgling laugh.


    Bourne grabbed him. “What’s so damn funny, Bogdan Illiyanovich?”


    “Lemontov.” The Ukrainian’s voice was thin, insubstantial, like air being released from a balloon. His eyes were rolling up, yet still he fought to say this one last thing. “There is no Lemontov.”


    Bourne, letting the corpse sink into the water, sensed someone coming at him fast out of the shadows. He whirled to his left. The fourth man!


    Too late. He felt a searing pain in his side, then a gush of warmth. His assailant began to twist the knife. He shoved the man away with both his hands and the knife the man had buried in his side released, spewing a line of blood.


    “He was right, you know,” the man said. “Lemontov is a ghost we conjured up for you to chase.”


    “We?”


    His assailant came forward. Moonlight, creeping between the planks of the pier, revealed a face, strangely familiar.


    “You don’t recognize me, Bourne.” His grin was as feral as it was venomous.


    But with a shock, recalling the face Martin Lindros had sketched for him, Bourne did.


    “Fadi,” he said.

  


  
    FIFTEEN

  


  
    I’ve waited a long time for this moment,” Fadi said. He held a Makarov in one hand, a bloody snake-bladed knife in the other.


    “A long time to look you in the face again.”


    Bourne felt the tide sucking and drawing around his thighs. He held his left arm hard against his side in an effort to stanch the bleeding.


    “A long time to exact my revenge.”


    “Revenge,” Bourne echoed. There was a metallic taste in his mouth, and all at once he was possessed with a burning thirst. “For what?”


    “Don’t pretend you don’t know. You couldn’t have forgotten—not that.”


    The tide was strengthening as it came in, bringing with it larger clumps of kelp and seaweed. Without taking his eyes off Fadi’s, Bourne’s right hand dipped beneath the water, scooped up a fistful of the floating morass. Giving no warning at all, he threw the soaked ball directly at Fadi’s head. Fadi fired blindly at almost the same instant the seaweed-kelp mass struck him in the face.


    Bourne was already moving, but the tide that had been his ally against Bogdan and Fadi’s men now betrayed him as a strong wave struck him obliquely. He stumbled, pain lanced through him, his left arm came away from his wound, and the blood began to flow again.


    By this time, Fadi had recovered. As he held Bourne square in the Makarov’s sights, he loped toward him through the waves, flicking the serpent-bladed knife with which he clearly meant to carve Bourne up.


    Bourne struggled to recover, to keep moving to his right, away from Fadi’s attack, but another wave struck him full in the back, pitching him directly toward the oncoming blade.


    At that moment he heard a guttural animal growl close by. The brindled boxer leapt through the water, slamming its muscular body into Fadi’s right side. Taken completely by surprise, Fadi went down, pitched into the water, the boxer on top of him, snapping its jaws, raking him under with its forepaws.


    “Come on, come on!”


    Bourne heard the whispered voice in the darkness beneath that pier. Then he felt an arm, slim but strong, come around him, urging him off to his left, a winding, shadowy path between the mossy pilings, out into the moonlight.


    He gasped. “I have to go back and—”


    “Not now.” The whispered voice was firm. It came from the slender man with the wide-brimmed hat he’d seen on the beach—the boxer’s master. The man gave a whistle and the dog came bounding out from under the pier, paddling through the water toward them.


    And then Bourne heard the wail of sirens. Someone from the nearby yacht club must have heard the repeated sound of gunfire and called the police.


    So he lumbered on, the helping arm around him, the pain throbbing hotly and agonizingly with every step he took, as if the blade were still being twisted inside him. And with every beat of his heart, he lost more blood.


    



    When Fadi, choking and sputtering, broke the surface, the first thing he saw through reddened eyes was Abbud ibn Aziz, who was leaning over the low rail of a sailboat running without lights. The boat, heeled over slightly, had taken advantage of the onshore breeze to move in closer to land than many powerboats could without running aground.


    Abbud ibn Aziz held out a strong, browned arm. His forehead was furrowed in concern. As Fadi clambered onto the deck, Abbud ibn Aziz called out. The mate, who was already at the sheets, hauled the yardarm, causing the sailboat to tack away from the shore.


    Just in time. As they turned, Fadi could see what had caused Abbud ibn Aziz’s concern. Three police launches had just turned the headland to the north and were speeding toward the area surrounding the pier.


    “We’ll make for the yacht club,” Abbud ibn Aziz said in Fadi’s ear. “By the time they’re close enough to scrutinize the area, we’ll be safely berthed.” He said nothing of the three men. They weren’t here, clearly they weren’t coming. They were dead.


    “Bourne?” he asked.


    “Wounded, but still alive.”


    “How bad?”


    Fadi lay on his back, wiping blood off his face. That damn dog had bitten him in three places, including his right biceps, which felt as if it were on fire. His eyes glowed like a wolf’s in the moonlight. “Bad enough, perhaps, that he’ll end up as damaged as my father.”


    “A just fate.”


    The lights from the yacht club were coming up fast on the bow. “The documents.”


    Abbud ibn Aziz handed over a packet wrapped in waterproof oilskin.


    Fadi took possession of the packet, turned on his side, spat into the water. “But is it a just revenge?” His head moved from side to side as he answered his own question. “I don’t think so, no. Not yet.”


    



    This way, this way!” the urgent voice said in Bourne’s ear. “Don’t slacken now, it’s not far.”


    Not far? he thought. Every three steps he took felt like a kilometer. His breathing was labored and his legs felt like stone columns. It was becoming more and more difficult to keep them moving. Waves of exhaustion swept over him and from time to time he lost his balance, pitching forward. The first time took his companion by surprise. He was facedown in the water before he was hauled back into the humid Odessa night. Thereafter, he was saved from the same watery fate.


    He tried to lift his head, to see where they were, where they were headed. But keeping himself moving through the water was struggle enough. He was aware of his companion, aware of a peculiar familiarity that spread across the surface of his mind like an oil slick. Yet like an oil slick he couldn’t see beneath it, couldn’t decide who this person was. Someone from his past. Someone…


    “Who are you?” he gasped.


    “Come on now!” the whispered voice urged him. “We must keep on. The police are behind us.”


    All at once he became aware of lights dancing in the water. He blinked. No, not in the water, on the water. The wave-smeared reflections of electric lights. Somewhere in the back of his head a bell rang, and he thought, Yacht club.


    But his curiously familiar companion turned them toward land before they got to the northern end of the network of piers, berths, and slatted walkways. With immense effort, they staggered into the surf. Once, Bourne went to his knees. Furious, he was about to hurl himself to his feet when his companion kept him in position. He felt something soft being wrapped around his torso so tight it nearly took his breath away. Around and around until he lost count. The pressure did its job. He stopped bleeding, but the moment he got to his feet and they continued up the sideline and onto the sand, a small stain appeared, spreading slowly, soaking into the material. Still, he wouldn’t leave a bloody trail on dry land. Whoever his companion was, he was both clever and brave.


    On the beach, he became aware of the boxer, a huge brindled male with the magnificent face of royalty. They had passed the end of the line of kiosks. At the land side of the beach, bare rock towered over them, silent, frowning. Directly in front of them he saw a waist-high wooden shed, painted dark green, closed and padlocked, where beach umbrellas were stored.


    The boxer emitted a short, sharp whine, and his rear end began to twitch anxiously.


    “Quickly now! Quickly!”


    Half bent over, they scrambled forward. From the water rose the thrumming of powerful marine engines, and all at once the beach to their right was ablaze with the intense glare of spotlights, directed from the police launches. The beams swept the beach, coming directly toward them. In a moment, they’d be revealed.


    They tumbled to the landward side of the umbrella lockbox, crouched, pressing their bodies against it. Here came the beams, swiping back and forth across the sand. For a nerve-racking moment, the lockbox was caught square in the nexus of the spotlights. Then they had moved on.


    But there was shouting from the police launches, and now Bourne could see that another police unit had begun to infiltrate the yacht club. The men wore steel helmets, flak vests. They carried semiautomatic rifles.


    His companion pulled urgently on him, and they ran on toward the base of the cliff. Bourne felt naked and vulnerable as they crossed the upper portion of the beach. He knew he lacked the strength to defend himself, let alone both of them.


    Then a push on his back took him off his feet. Facedown in the sand, his companion beside him, he saw more beams of light bobbing through the night, perpendicular to the searchlights from seaside. Several policemen at the yacht club were scanning the beach with their flashlights. The beams passed over the two prone bodies with scarcely twenty centimeters to spare. There was movement in the periphery of his vision. A contingent of policemen were jumping down from the wharves onto the sand. They were coming this way.


    Acting on a silent signal from his companion, Bourne crawled painfully into the shadow of the naked cliff face where the dog crouched, waiting. Turning back, he saw that his companion had taken off his overcoat and was using its skirt behind him to cover the tracks they had made in the sand.


    He stood, panting, weaving on his feet like a wrestler who’d gone one too many rounds against a superior opponent.


    He saw his companion on his knees, gripping the thick iron bars of what appeared to be a sewage outlet. The shouting increased in volume. The police were moving closer.


    He bent over to help and together they pulled out the grille. He saw that someone had already removed the bolts.


    His companion shoved him inside, the boxer loping excitedly at his side. He watched his companion follow. As the man ducked down, his wide-brimmed hat came off. He twisted to retrieve it and moonlight shone on the face.


    Bourne sucked in a sharp breath, which caused an explosion of pain.


    “You!”


    For the person who’d saved him, whose manner was so familiar to him, wasn’t a man at all.


    It was Soraya Moore.
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    At 6:46 PM, Anne Held’s PDA began to vibrate. This was her personal PDA, a gift from her lover, not the one issued to her by CI. When she grabbed it, the black housing was warm from the outside of her thigh, where she had it strapped. On its screen appeared this message, like the writing of a genie: TWENTY MINUTES. HIS APARTMENT.


    Her heart raced, her blood sang, because the message was from a genie of sorts: her lover. Her lover had returned.


    She told the Old Man she had an appointment with her gynecologist, which made her laugh inside. In any event, he took it in stride. HQ was like a hospital ER: They’d all been working nonstop for hours, ever since Lindros had placed them on emergency status.


    She exited the building, called for a taxi, took it to within six blocks of Dupont Circle. From there, she walked. The high moonlit sky, without any clouds to speak of, brought with it a knifing wind that intensified the cold. Anne, hands jammed in her pockets, felt warm inside, despite the weather.


    The apartment was on 20th Street, in a historic four-story nineteenth-century house in the Colonial Revival style, designed by Stanford White. She was buzzed through a wood-framed beveled-glass door. Beyond was a wainscoted hallway that ran straight through the center of the building, ending in a rear glass-and-wood-framed door that looked out onto a narrow, minimally landscaped area between buildings used as a private parking lot.


    She stopped at the bank of mailboxes, her fingertips running over the vertically hinged brass door with 401: MARTIN LINDROS stenciled on it.


    On the fourth landing, in front of the cream-colored door, she paused, one hand on the thick wood. It seemed to her that she could feel a subtle vibration, as if the apartment, so long vacant, was humming with newfound life. Her Lover’s body, warm and electric, inhabited the rooms beyond the door, flooding them with energy and a magnified heat, like sunlight through glass.


    Into her mind came the moment of their last parting. It carried with it the same pain, sharp as an indrawn breath on a freezing night that shot between her ribs, inflicting another wound to her heart. And yet this time the pain had also been different, because she’d been certain not to see him for a minimum of nine months. In fact, today would make it just shy of eleven. Yet it wasn’t only the matter of time—bad enough—but also the knowledge of the changes that would be effected.


    Of course she had put that fear away in a cupboard in the far recesses of her mind, but now, here in front of the apartment door, she understood that it was a weight she had been carrying like an unwanted child for all these months.


    She leaned forward, pressing her forehead against the painted wood, remembering their parting.


    “You look so troubled,” he had said. “I’ve told you not to worry.”


    “How can I not?” she’d replied. “It’s never been done before.”


    “I’ve always thought of myself as something of a pioneer.” He smiled encouragement. Then, seeing that fail, he enfolded her in his arms. “Extreme times require extreme measures. Who better than you to understand this.”


    “Yes, yes. Of course.” She had shuddered. “Still, I can’t help but wonder what will happen to us on… the other side.”


    “Why should anything change?”


    She had pushed away from him just enough so that she could look into his eyes. “You know why,” she had whispered.


    “No, I don’t. I will be the same, just the same inside. You must trust me, Anne.”


    Now here she was—here they both were—on the other side. This was the moment of truth, when she would discover what changes had been wrought in him by those eleven months. She did trust him, she did. Yet the fear she’d been living with now unleashed itself, slithered in her lower belly. She was about to enter the great unknown. There was no precedent, and she was genuinely frightened that she would find him so altered, he would no longer be her Lover.


    With a low growl of self-disgust, she turned the brass knob of the door and pushed it open. He’d left it unlatched for her. Walking into the entryway, she felt like a Hindu, as if her path had been set for her long ago and she lived in the grip of a destiny that outstripped her, that outstripped even him. How far she was from the privileged upbringing her parents had foisted upon her. She had her Lover to thank for that. She had come partway, it was true, but her rebelliousness had been reckless. He had tamed that, turned it into a focused beam of light. She had nothing to fear.


    She was about to call out when she heard his voice, the ululating song she had come to know so well floating to her as if on a personal current of air. She found him in the master bedroom on one of Lindros’s carpets because of course he could not carry one of his own.


    He was on his knees, feet bare, head covered with a white skullcap, his torso bent over so that his forehead pressed against the low nap of the carpet. He was facing toward Mecca, praying.


    She stood very still, as if any movement would disturb him, and let the Arabic flow over her like a gentle rain. She was fluent in the language—in a number of the many dialects, a fact that had intrigued him when they’d first met.


    At length, the prayer came to an end. He rose and, seeing her, smiled with Martin Lindros’s face.


    “I know what you want to see first,” he said softly in Arabic, pulling his shirt over his head.


    “Yes, show me all of it,” she answered in the same language.


    There was the body she knew so well. Her eyes took in his abdomen, his chest. Traveling up, they met his eyes—his altered right eye with its new retina. Martin Lindros’s face, complete with Lindros’s right retina. It was she who had provided the photos and retinal scans that had made the transformation possible. Now she studied the face in a way she hadn’t been able to at work on those two occasions when he’d passed by her on his way in and out of the Old Man’s office. Then they had acknowledged each other with a brief nod, exchanging hellos, as she would have done with the real Martin Lindros.


    She marveled. The face was perfect—Dr. Andursky had done a magnificent job. The transformation was everything he’d promised, and then some.


    He put his hands up to his face, laughing softly as he touched the bruises, abrasions, and cuts. He was very pleased with himself. “You see, the ‘rough treatment’ I received from my ‘captors’ was calculated to conceal what little remains of the scars Andursky’s scalpel made.”


    “Jamil,” she whispered.


    His name was Karim al-Jamil ibn Hamid ibn Ashraf al-Wahhib. Karim al-Jamil meant “Karim the beautiful.” He allowed Anne to call him Jamil because it gave her so much pleasure. No one else would even think of such a thing, let alone dare to say it.


    Without ever taking her eyes off his face, she shrugged off her coat and jacket, unbuttoned her shirt, unzipped her skirt. In the same slow, deliberate manner, she unhooked her bra, rolled down her underpants. She stood in high heels, shimmering stockings, lacy garter belt, her heart thrilling to see his eyes drinking her in.


    She stepped out of the soft puddle her clothes made and walked toward him.


    “I’ve missed you,” he said.


    She came into his arms, fit her bare flesh against him, moaned low in her throat as her breasts flattened against his chest. She ran the palms of her hands along the largest of his muscles, her fingertips tracing the small hillocks and hollows she had memorized the first night they’d spent together in London. She was a long time at it. He didn’t rush her, knowing she was like a blind person assuring herself that she had entered familiar territory.


    “Tell me what happened. What did it feel like?”


    Karim al-Jamil closed his eyes. “For six weeks it was terribly painful. Dr. Andursky’s biggest fear was infection while the grafted skin and muscles healed. No one could see me, except him and his team. They wore rubber gloves, a mask over their mouths and noses. They fed me one antibiotic after another.


    “After the retinal replacement, I couldn’t open my right eye for many days. A cotton ball was taped over the lowered lid, and then a patch over that. I was immobilized for a day, my movements severely limited for ten days after that. I couldn’t sleep, so they had to sedate me. I lost track of time. No matter what they injected into my veins, the pain wouldn’t stop. It was like a second heart, beating with mine. My face felt like it was on fire. Behind my right eye was an ice pick I couldn’t remove.


    “That’s what happened. That’s what it felt like.”


    She was already climbing him, as if he were a tree. His hands came down to grasp her buttocks. He backed her against the wall, pressing her against it, her legs wrapped tightly, resting on his hipbones. Fumbling at his belt, he pushed down his pants. He was so hard it hurt. She cried out as he bit her, cried out again as his pelvis tilted, thrust upward.


    



    In the kitchen, Anne, her bare skin pleasantly raised in goose bumps, poured champagne into a pair of crystal flutes. Then she dropped a strawberry into each, watching the drizzle of fizz as they bobbed. The kitchen was on the western side of the building. Its windows looked out onto a courtyard between buildings.


    She handed him one of the flutes. “I can still see your mother in the coloring of your skin.”


    “Allah be praised. Without her English blood I would never have been able to pass for Martin Lindros. His great-grandfather came from a town in Cornwall not eighty kilometers from my mother’s family estate.”


    Anne laughed. “Now, that’s irony.” It felt as if, so long deprived of the feel of his flesh, her hands could caress him for all eternity. Putting her flute on the granite counter, she grabbed him, pushed him playfully backward until he was against the window. “I can’t believe we’re both here together. I can’t believe you’re safe.”


    Karim al-Jamil kissed her forehead. “You had doubts about my plan.”


    “You know I did. Doubts and fears. It seemed to be so… reckless, so difficult to pull off.”


    “It’s all a matter of perception. You must think of it as a clock. A clock performs a simple function, measuring off the seconds and minutes. And when the hour strikes, it lets forth a chime. Simple, yet reliable. That’s because inside are a set of carefully conceived parts, honed and polished, so that when they are set in motion, they mesh perfectly.”


    It was at this moment that he saw her gaze shift beyond him. A terrible light came into her eyes.


    He turned, stared out the window at the parking lot between the buildings. Two late-model American cars were side by side, headed in opposite directions. The north-facing car was idling. Both drivers’ windows were rolled down. It was clear two men were talking.


    “What is it?”


    “The two cars,” she whispered. “That’s a cop formation.”


    “Or any two drivers who want to chat.”


    “No, there’s something—”


    Anne bit off her words. One of the men was leaning out of the window enough for her to recognize him.


    “That’s Matthew Lerner. Dammit!” She shivered. “I haven’t had a chance to tell you, but he broke into my house, went through it, and left a noose in my closet strangling a pair of my underpants.”


    Karim al-Jamil choked off a bitter laugh. “He’s got a sense of humor, I’ll give him that. Does he suspect?”


    “No. He would have gone to the DCI if he had even an inkling. What he wants is me out of the way. I strongly suspect it’s so he can take an uncontested shot at the Old Man’s job.”


    Down in the parking lot, whatever had needed to be said between the two men was finished. Lerner, in the north-facing car, drove away, leaving the other man sitting behind the wheel of his vehicle. He made no move to turn on his engine. Instead, he lit a cigarette.


    Karim al-Jamil said, “In either case, he’s having you followed. Our security has been compromised.” He turned away from the window. “Get dressed. We have work to do.”


    



    The moment the sailboat pulled into the yacht club, police jumped aboard and, as was typical of them, began to swarm. The captain and mates, including Abbud ibn Aziz, looking suitably cowed, produced their identity documents for the officious lieutenant. Then he turned to Fadi.


    Without a word, without looking the least bit intimidated, Fadi handed over the documents Abbud ibn Aziz had given him. They identified him as Major General Viktor Leonidovich Romanchenko, counterintelligence SBU. His orders, attached, were signed by Colonel General Igor P. Smeshko, chief of SBU.


    It amused Fadi to see this smug police lieutenant come so smartly to attention, all the blood draining from his face. It was an instant transformation: The overlord had become the servant.


    “I’m here to track down a murderer, a high-priority fugitive from justice,” Fadi said, repossessing his cunningly forged papers. “The four men on the sideline were murdered by him, so you see for yourself how dangerous, how highly skilled he is.”


    “I am Lieutenant Kove. We are at your full command, Major General.”


    Fadi led the lieutenant and his men off the sailboat at a fast trot. “A word of caution,” he said over his shoulder. “I will personally execute anyone who kills the fugitive. Inform all your men. This criminal is mine.”


    



    Detective Bill Overton sat in his car, smoking. He was relaxed, happier than he’d been in a year. This off-the-books job he’d taken on for Lerner had been a godsend. When it was over, Lerner had guaranteed him he’d have that position in Homeland Security he so desperately wanted. Overton knew Lerner wasn’t yanking his chain. This was a man of devious power. He said what he meant and he meant what he said. All that the detective had to do was whatever Lerner ordered without asking the whys and wherefores. Easy for him; he didn’t give a rat’s ass what Lerner was up to. He cared only that the man was his ticket to HS.


    Overton chewed on his cigarette. HS meant everything to him. What else did he have? A wife he was indifferent to, a mother with Alzheimer’s, an ex-wife he hated, and a couple of kids poisoned by her into disrespecting him. If he didn’t have his work, he had nothing of value.


    Which, he supposed, was the way it worked best in law enforcement.


    He might be smoking and musing, but he hadn’t forgotten his training. He had been checking the environment every fifteen seconds like clockwork. He was positioned so that he had a clear view of the building’s hallway through the reinforced glass-and-wood rear door, all the way to the front entrance. It was a beautiful setup, which he’d exploited to the max.


    Now he saw Anne Held coming out of the elevator. She turned, heading down the hall toward the rear door. She was hurrying, a frown of concern on her face. He watched as she swept out of the rear door. She looked as if she’d been crying. As she neared, he noticed that her face was red and puffy looking. What had happened to her?


    Not that it mattered to him. His mandate was to follow her wherever she went, at some point give her a scare—sideswiping her car, a quick mugging on an otherwise deserted street. Something she wouldn’t soon forget, Lerner had told him. Cold bastard, Overton thought. He admired that.


    As Anne strode past, he got out of his car, ditched his cigarette, and with hands jammed into the pockets of his overcoat followed her at a safe distance. Between the buildings, there was no one about. Just the woman and him. He couldn’t possibly lose her.


    Up ahead, his target had reached the end of the area between the buildings. She turned the corner onto Massachusetts Avenue NW, and Overton lengthened his stride so as not to lose her.


    Just then something knocked him sideways so hard he was taken off his feet. His head slammed into the brick wall of the neighboring building. He saw stars. Even so, instinct made him reach for his service revolver. But his right wrist was struck with such a blow that the hand was rendered useless. Blood covered one side of his face. One ear was half torn off. He turned, saw a male figure looming over him. On hands and knees, he tried to reach his revolver. But a powerful kick to his ribs turned him over like a tortoise in the dust.


    “What… what…?”


    It was all a blur. An instant later his assailant was pointing a gun, affixed with an air-baffled silencer.


    “No.” He blinked up into the pitiless face of his killer. He was ashamed to discover he wasn’t above begging. “No, please.”


    A sound filled his ears, as if his head had been submerged in water. To anyone else it was as soft as a discreet cough; to him it was loud enough to make him believe that the world had been torn apart. Then the bullet entered his brain and there was nothing but a terrible, all-encompassing silence.


    



    The problem now,” Soraya said as she and Bourne fit the grille back into place, “is how to get you to a doctor.”


    On the beach, they could hear the shouts of the policemen. There were more of them now. Possibly the police launches had tied up at the yacht club so their personnel could join in the hunt. Powerful searchlights crisscrossed the area visible to them through the grille. In that rather poor illumination, Soraya took her first close look at the wound.


    “It’s deep, but seems clean enough,” she told him. “Clearly, it hasn’t punctured an organ. Otherwise you’d be flat on your back.” The question that plagued her, that she couldn’t answer, was how much blood he had lost, therefore how much his stamina might be affected. On the other hand, she’d seen him go full-out for thirty-six hours with a bullet lodged in his shoulder.


    “It was Fadi,” he said.


    “What? He’s here?”


    “Fadi was the one who stabbed me. The boxer—”


    “Oleksandr.” At the sound of his name, the dog’s ears pricked up.


    “Fadi was the one you sicced him on.”


    They were alone, isolated in a hostile environment, Soraya thought. Not only was the beach crawling with Ukrainian police, but now Fadi was stalking them as well. “What is Fadi doing here?”


    “He said something about revenge. For what, I don’t know. He didn’t believe me when I told him I couldn’t remember.”


    Bourne was white-faced and sweating. But she had witnessed the depth of his inner strength, his determination not only to survive but to succeed at all costs. She gathered strength from him, leading him away from the grille. With only the fast-diminishing cone of pale moonlight to guide them, they hurried, stumbling down the tunnel.


    The air was gritty. It smelled as lifeless as a snake’s shed skin. All around them were little creaks and moans, as if spirits in distress were trying to make themselves heard. Packed earth filled in spots where the sandstone had been partially quarried or had split beneath the crushing weight from above. Massive six-by-six rough-hewn beams, bound with iron, black with mold, here and there sporting a dark reddish crust, rose at intervals, bolted to joists and headers. The passageways smelled of rot and decomposition, as if the earth through which they wound was in the process of slowly dying.


    Soraya’s stomach clenched painfully. What had the police found? What had she forgotten? Dear God, let it be nothing. Odessa was the site of her worst mistake, a nightmare that had haunted her day and night. Now fate had put her and Bourne here together again. She was bound and determined to make up for what had gone before.


    Oleksandr roamed ahead of them, muzzle to the ground, as if following his nose. Bourne followed without complaint. His entire torso felt as if it had burst into flame. He had to reach back for his training, maintain slow deep breaths even when it seemed most painful. He had assumed Soraya had found an outlet of the city’s sewer, but there was neither the stench nor the seepage associated with such a system. Besides, they were moving steeply downward. Then he remembered that much of Odessa had been built with blocks of the underlying sandstone, resulting in an immense network of catacombs. During World War II, partisans used the catacombs as a base when launching guerrilla raids against the invading German and Romanian armies.


    Soraya had come prepared: She now switched on a strong battery-powered xenon light strapped to her wrist. Bourne was not reassured at what he saw. The catacombs were very old. Worse, they were in disrepair, in desperate need of shoring up. Here and there, the two of them were obliged to climb over a fall of rock and debris, which slowed their progress considerably.


    From behind them they heard a grinding sound of metal against metal, as if an enormous rusted wheel was being forced into use. They stopped in their tracks, half turned.


    “They’ve found the grate,” Soraya whispered. “There was no way to replace the screws that fastened it in place. The police are in the tunnel.”


    



    He’s a cop.” Karim al-Jamil was holding Overton’s open wallet in his hand. “A detective, no less, in the Metro Police.”


    Anne had driven Overton’s car to where he lay slumped against the wall of the building. The pallid brick was discolored with his blood.


    “Clearly he was on Lerner’s payroll,” she said. “He might’ve been the one who broke into my house.” She regarded his crude, horsey face. “I’ll bet he got off on it.”


    “The question we need to answer,” Karim al-Jamil said as he rose, “is how many more individuals does Matthew Lerner have on his payroll?”


    He gestured with his head, and Anne popped the trunk. Stooping down, Karim al-Jamil picked Overton up, grunting. “Too many doughnuts and Big Macs.”


    “Like all Americans,” Anne said, watching him dump the body into the trunk, slam down the lid. She slid out from behind the wheel, went over to the garden hose on its reel bolted to the brick. Turning on the spigot, she played the stream of water over the wall, sluicing it free of Overton’s blood. She had felt no remorse at his death. On the contrary, the spilling of his blood made her feel inside her chest the beating of a second heart, filled with hatred for Western society: the waste, the selfishness of the moneyed, the privileged, the American celebristocracy so self-involved in reproducing themselves they were deaf, dumb, and blind to the world’s poorest. This feeling, she supposed, had always been with her. Her mother had, after all, been first a model, then an editor for Town & Country. Her father had been born into money and aristocracy. No surprise that Anne had been embedded in a life filled with chauffeurs, butlers, personal assistants, private jets, skiing in Chamonix, clubbing in Ibiza, all within the boundaries set by her parents’ bodyguards. Someone to do everything for you that you ought to be doing for yourself. It was all so artificial, so out of touch with reality. Life as a prison she couldn’t wait to flee. Her pointed rebelliousness had been her way of expressing that hatred. But it had taken Jamil to make her brain understand what her emotions had been telling her. The clothes she wore here—expensive designer fashions—were part of her cover. Inside them, her skin itched as if she were covered in fire ants. At night, she threw them off as quickly as she could, never looked at them again until she donned them in the morning.


    With these thoughts boiling in her head, she got back into the car. Karim al-Jamil slid in beside her. Without hesitation, she pulled out onto Massachusetts Avenue.


    “Where to?” she asked.


    “You ought to go back to CI,” Karim al-Jamil said.


    “So should you,” she pointed out. Then she looked him in the eye. “Jamil, when you recruited me I was no starry-eyed idealist, wanting to wage war on inequality and injustice. That’s what you thought of me at first, I know. I doubt you realized then that I had a brain that could think for itself. Now I hope you know better.”


    “You have doubts.”


    “Jamil, orthodox Islam works against women. Men like you are brought up believing that women should cover their heads, their faces. That they shouldn’t be educated, shouldn’t think for themselves, and Allah help them if they begin to think of themselves as independent.”


    “I wasn’t brought up that way.”


    “Thank your mother, Jamil. I mean it. It was she who saved you from believing that it was all right to stone a woman to death for imagined sins.”


    “The sin of adultery is not imagined.”


    “It is for men.”


    He was silent, and she laughed softly. But it was a sad laugh, tinged with disappointments and disillusionment dredged up from the core of her. “There is more than a continent that separates us, Jamil. Is it any wonder I’m terrified when the two of us are apart?”


    Karim al-Jamil eyed her judiciously. For some reason he found it impossible to be angry with her. “This is not the first time we’ve had this discussion.”


    “And it won’t be the last.”


    “Yet you say you love me.”


    “I do love you.”


    “Despite what you see as my sins.”


    “Not sins, Jamil. We all have our blind spots, even you.”


    “You’re dangerous,” he said, meaning it.


    Anne shrugged. “I’m not any different from your Islamic women, except I recognize the strength inside me.”


    “This is precisely what makes you dangerous.”


    “Only to the status quo.”


    There was silence for a moment. She had pushed him farther than anyone else would dare. But that was all right. She’d never fed him bullshit like most of the others circling him to gain a measure of his influence and power. It was times like these that she wished she could crawl inside his mind, because he’d never willingly tell her what he was thinking, even by his expression or body language. He was something of an enigma, which in part was why she had been drawn to him in the first place. Men were usually so transparent. Not Jamil.


    At length, she put a hand lightly over his. “You see how much like a marriage this is? For better or for worse, we’re in it together. All the way to the end.”


    He contemplated her for a moment. “Drive east by southeast. Eighth Street, Northeast, between L and West Virginia Avenue.”


    



    Fadi would have been happy to put a bullet through Lieutenant Kove’s head, but that would have led to all manner of complications he couldn’t afford. Instead he contented himself with playing his part to the hilt.


    This was hardly difficult; he was a born actor. His mother, recognizing his talent with a mother’s unerring instinct, had enrolled him in the Royal Theatrical Academy when he was seven. By nine, he was an accomplished performer, which stood him in good stead when he became radicalized. Gathering followers—winning the hearts and minds of the poor, the downtrodden, the marginalized, the desperate—was, at bedrock, a matter of charisma. Fadi understood the essential nature of being a successful leader: It didn’t matter what your philosophy was; all you needed to concern yourself with was how well you sold it. That was not to say Fadi was a cynic—no radical worth his salt could be. It simply meant he had learned the crucial lesson of market manipulation.


    These thoughts brought the ghost of a smile to his full lips as he followed the bobbing police searchlights.


    “These catacombs are two thousand kilometers long,” Lieutenant Kove said, trying to be helpful. “A honeycomb all the way to the village of Nerubaiskoye, half an hour’s drive from here.”


    “Surely not all of the catacombs are passable.” Fadi had taken in the cracked and rotting wooden beams, walls that bulged alarmingly in places, offshoots blocked by debris falls.


    “No, sir,” Lieutenant Kove said. “They run short tours out of the museum in Nerubaiskoye, but of those who venture down here on their own the percentage of dead and missing is exceedingly high.”


    Fadi could feel the anxiety mounting in the contingent of three policemen Lieutenant Kove had chosen to accompany them. He realized that Kove continued to talk in order to tamp down on his own nervousness.


    Anyone else would have picked up this agitation from his companions, but Fadi was incapable of feeling fear. He approached new and perilous situations with the steely confidence of a mountain climber. The possibility of failure never entered his mind. It wasn’t that he didn’t value life; it wasn’t only that he didn’t fear death. In order to feel alive, it was necessary to drive himself to extremes.


    “If the man is wounded, as you told me, he can’t get far,” Lieutenant Kove said—though whether this was for Fadi’s benefit or that of his jumpy men wasn’t entirely clear. “I have some expertise in this place. This close to the water, the catacombs are particularly susceptible to falls and cave-ins. We must also watch out for slurry pits. The seepage in some spots is so bad that it has undermined the integrity of the floor. These pits are particularly dangerous because they act like quicksand. A man can be pulled under in less than a minute.”


    The lieutenant broke off abruptly. Everyone in their contingent was standing stock-still. The point man was half turned toward them. He made a gesture indicating that he’d heard something from up ahead. They waited, sweating.


    Then it came again: a soft scraping sound as of leather against stone. A boot heel?


    The lieutenant’s expression had changed. It now resembled a hunting dog that had scented its prey. He nodded, and silently they moved forward.


    



    Anne drove Detective Overton’s car through increasingly destitute neighborhoods, cruising past intersections with burned-out traffic lights and lewdly defaced street signs. It was fully dark now, winter’s ashy twilight having fallen by the wayside, along with neat row houses, clean streets, museums, and monuments. This was another city on another planet, but it was one with which Karim al-Jamil was all too familiar and in which he felt comfortable.


    They drifted down 8th Street until Karim al-Jamil pointed out a double-width cement block building on which a faded sign was still affixed: M&N BODYWORK. At his direction, Anne swung onto a cracked cement apron, stopping in front of the metal doors.


    He jumped out. As they walked up the apron, he took a long, lingering look around. The shadows were deep here where few streetlights remained. Illumination came in fits and starts from the headlights of cars passing on L Street NE to the north and West Virginia Avenue to the south. There were only two or three cars parked on this block, none of them near where they stood. The sidewalks were clear; the windows of the houses, dark and blank.


    He opened a large padlock with a key taken from beneath a small section of cracked concrete. Then he rolled up the door and signaled Anne.


    She put the car in gear. When she was abreast of him, she rolled down her window.


    “Last chance,” he said. “You can walk away now.”


    She said nothing, didn’t budge from behind the wheel.


    He searched her eyes in the firefly light of the passing cars, looking for the truth. Then he waved her into the abandoned body shop. “Roll up your sleeves, then. Let’s get to work.”


    



    I hear them,” Soraya whispered. “But I can’t see their lights yet. That’s a good sign.”


    “Fadi knows I’m wounded,” Bourne said. “He knows I can’t outrun them.”


    “He doesn’t know about me,” Soraya said.


    “Just what do you intend?”


    She rubbed Oleksandr’s brindled coat, and he nuzzled her knee. They had come to a division, where the passable catacomb branched into a Y. Without hesitation, she led them into the left-hand tunnel.


    “How did you find me?”


    “The way I’d shadow any target.”


    So it was Soraya he’d sensed following him, even when Yevgeny Feyodovich’s men were off duty.


    “Besides,” she went on, “I know this city inside and out.”


    “How?”


    “I was chief of station here when you arrived.”


    “When I…?”


    Instantly his mind filled with memory…


    … Marie comes to him, in a place of mature acacia trees and cobbled streets. There is a sharp mineral tang in the air, as of a restless sea. A humid breeze lifts her hair off her ears, and it streams behind her like a banner.


    He speaks to her. “You can get me what I want. I have faith in you.”


    There is fear in her eyes, but also courage, and determination. “I’ll be back soon,” she says. “I won’t let you down.”…


    Bourne staggered under the assault of the memory. The acacia trees, the cobbled street: It was the approach to the cable car terminal. The face, the voice: It wasn’t Marie he was speaking with. It was…


    “Soraya!”


    She gripped him now, fearing he’d lost so much blood that he couldn’t continue.


    “It was you! When I was in Odessa years ago, I was here with you!”


    “I was the agent in place. You wanted nothing to do with me, but in the end you had no choice. It was my conduit who was funneling the intel you needed to get to your target.”


    “I remember talking to you under the acacia trees on French Boulevard. Why was I here? What the hell happened? It’s driving me crazy.”


    “I’ll fill in the blanks.”


    He stumbled. With a strong hand, she pulled him upright.


    “Why didn’t you tell me we’d worked together when I first walked into the Typhon ops center?”


    “I wanted to—”


    “That look on your face—”


    “We’re almost there,” Soraya said.


    “Where?”


    “The place where you and I holed up before.”


    They were now perhaps a thousand meters down the left-hand fork. Conditions looked particularly bad here. Cracked beams and seeping water were everywhere. The catacomb itself seemed to emit a terrible groaning sound, as if forces were threatening to pull it apart.


    He saw that she had led him toward a gap in the left wall. It wasn’t an offshoot at all, but a section that had been worn away by seepage, as the tide will create a cove over time. But quickly they were confronted by a debris fall that filled the space almost to the top.


    He watched as Soraya climbed the mound, slithering on her belly through the space between the top of the fall and the ceiling. He followed her, each step, each reach upward bringing a fresh stabbing pain to his side. By the time he wormed through, his entire body seemed to throb with the beat of his heart.


    Soraya led him on, down a dogleg to the right, where they came upon what could only be called a room, with a raised plank platform for a bed, a thin blanket. Opposite were three smaller planks nailed between two wooden pillars on which several bottles of water and tins of food were arrayed.


    “From the last time,” Soraya said as she helped him onto the plank bed.


    “I can’t stay here,” Bourne protested.


    “Yes, you can. We have no antibiotics and you need a full dose, the sooner the better. I’m going to get some from the CI doctor. I know and trust her.”


    “Don’t expect me to just lie here.”


    “Oleksandr will stay with you.” She rubbed the boxer’s shiny muzzle. “He’ll guard you with his life, won’t you, my little man?” The dog seemed to understand. He came and sat by Bourne, the tiny pink tip of his tongue showing between his incisors.


    “This is crazy.” Bourne swung his legs over the side of the makeshift bed. “We’ll go together.”


    She watched him for a moment. “All right. Come on.”


    He pushed himself off the planks, and got to his feet. Or rather he tried to, his knees buckling as soon as he let go his grip on the plank. Soraya caught him, pushed him back onto the bed.


    “Let’s can that idea, okay?” She rubbed her knuckles absently between Oleksandr’s triangular ears. “I’m going back to the fork in the catacombs. I need to take the right fork to get to the doctor, but I’ll do it with just enough noise that they’ll follow me, assuming it’s the two of us. I’ll lead them away from you.”


    “It’s too dangerous.”


    She waited a moment. “Any other ideas?”


    He shook his head.


    “Okay, I won’t be long, I promise. I won’t leave you behind.”


    “Soraya?”


    She faced him in profile, her body already half turned to go.


    “Why didn’t you tell me?”


    She hesitated for a split second. “I figured it was better all around that you couldn’t remember how badly I’d fucked up.”


    He watched her leave, her words echoing in his head.


    



    A rugged fifteen-minute march brought them to a crossroads.


    “We’re at a major juncture,” Lieutenant Kove said as their searchlights probed the beginnings of the Y.


    Fadi didn’t like hesitation. To him, indecision was a sign of weakness. “Then we need an educated guess, Kove, as to which fork he took.” His eyes bored into the policeman’s. “You’re the expert. You tell me.”


    In Fadi’s presence, it was nearly impossible either to disagree or to remain inactive. Kove said, “The right fork. That’s the one I’d choose if I were in his position.”


    “Very well,” Fadi said.


    They entered the right fork. It was then that they heard the sound again, the scrape of leather on stone, more distinct this time and repeated at regular intervals. There could be no doubt that they were hearing footfalls echoing down the shaft. They were gaining on their quarry.


    With a grim determination, Kove urged his men on. “Quickly, now! In a moment we’ll overtake him.”


    “One moment.”


    They were brought up short by the cold voice of authority.


    “Sir?”


    Fadi thought for a moment. “I need one of those searchlights. You continue on the course you laid out. I’m going to see what I can find down the left fork.”


    “Sir, I hardly think that wise. As I told you—”


    “I never need to be told anything twice,” Fadi said shortly. “This criminal is devilishly clever. The sounds might be a feint, a way to throw us off his scent. In all probability, with the man having lost so much blood, you’ll overtake him in the right fork. But I can’t leave this other possibility unexplored.”


    Without another word, he took the light one of Kove’s men offered and, backtracking several paces to the juncture of the Y, headed down the left-hand fork. A moment later, his snake-bladed knife was in his hand.

  


  
    SEVENTEEN

  


  
    Karim al-Jamil, in thick rubber apron and heavy work gloves, pulled the cord that started the chain saw. Under cover of its horrific noise, he said, “Our objective to detonate a nuclear device in a major American city has been a decade in conception and planning.” Not that he suspected there to be a microphone in sight, but his training would not allow him to relax his strict code of security.


    He approached the corpse of Detective Overton, which lay on a zinc-topped table inside the eerie hollow interior of M&N Bodywork. A trio of purplish fluorescent lights sizzled above their heads.


    “But to ensure that we’d have the highest percentage for success,” Anne Held said, “you needed Jason Bourne to be able to vouch for you when you became Martin Lindros. Of course, he’d never do that willingly, so we needed to find a way to manipulate and use him. Since I had access to Bourne’s file, we were able to exploit his one weakness—his memory—as well as his many strengths, like loyalty, tenacity, and a highly intelligent, paranoid mind.”


    Anne was also bound into an apron. She gripped a hammer in one gloved hand, a wide-headed chisel in the other. As Karim al-Jamil went to work on Overton’s feet and legs, she placed the chisel into the crease on the inner side of the left elbow, then brought the hammer down in a quick, accurate strike onto the chisel’s head. The body shop was once again alive with industry, as it had been in its happy heyday.


    “But what was the trigger mechanism that would allow you access to Bourne’s weakness?” she asked.


    He gave her a thin smile as he concentrated on his grisly work. “My research on the subject of amnesiacs provided the answer: Amnesiacs react most strongly to emotionally charged situations. We needed to give Bourne a nasty shock, one that would jar his memory.”


    “Is that what you did when I told you that Bourne’s wife had died suddenly and unexpectedly?”


    With his forearm, Karim al-Jamil wiped a thick squirt of blood off his face. “What do we Bedouins say. Life is but Allah’s will.” He nodded. “In his grief, Bourne’s sickness of memory threatened to overwhelm him. So I instructed you to present him with a cure.”


    “Now I see.” She turned away momentarily from an eruption of gas. “Naturally, it had to come from his friend Martin Lindros. I gave Lindros the name and address of Dr. Allen Sunderland.”


    “But in fact the phone call came to us,” Karim said. “We set up Bourne’s appointment for a Tuesday, the day of the week when Sunderland and his staff aren’t there. We substituted our own Dr. Costin Veintrop, who posed as Sunderland.”


    “Brilliant, my darling!” Anne’s eyes were shining with her admiration.


    There was a large oval tub made of galvanized steel into which the body parts were dropped, one by one, like the beginnings of an experiment in Dr. Frankenstein’s laboratory. Karim al-Jamil kept one eye on Anne, but she neither flinched nor blanched at what she was doing. She was going about her business in a matter-of-fact manner that both pleased and surprised him. One thing she was right about: He had underestimated her right down the line. The fact was, he was unprepared for a woman who exhibited the attributes of a man. He had been used to his sister, meek and subservient. Sarah had been a good girl, a credit to the family; in her slim form, all their honor had resided. She had not deserved to die young. Now revenge was the only way to win back the family honor that had been buried with her.


    In the culture of his father, women were excluded from anything a man had to do. Of course, Karim al-Jamil’s mother was an exception. But she hadn’t converted to Islam. Mysteriously to Karim al-Jamil, his father had neither cared nor forced her to convert. He seemed to take great pleasure in his secular wife, though she had made for him a great many enemies among the imams and the faithful. Even more mysteriously to Karim al-Jamil, he didn’t care about that, either. His mother mourned for their lost daughter, and he, the crippled old man, engulfed every day by her grief, was forced to mourn, too.


    “What exactly did Veintrop do to Bourne?” Anne asked.


    Happily bisecting a knee joint, Karim replied, “Veintrop is an unheralded genius in memory loss. It was he whom I consulted regarding Bourne’s amnesiac state. He used an injection of certain chemically engineered proteins he designed to stimulate synapses in parts of Bourne’s brain, subtly altering their makeup and function. The stimulation acts as a trauma, which Veintrop’s research revealed can alter memories. Veintrop’s protein injection is able to affect specific synapses, thus creating new memories. Each individual memory is designed to be triggered in Bourne’s head by certain outside stimuli.”


    “I’d call that brainwashing,” Anne said.


    Karim nodded. “In a sense, yes. But in a whole new sphere that doesn’t involve physical coercion, weeks of sensory deprivation, and articulated torture.”


    The oval basin was almost full. Karim signaled to Anne. Together they laid their tools on Overton’s chest—which, other than his head, was about all that was left whole.


    “Give me an example,” she said.


    Together they hoisted the basin by its oversize handles and moved it over to a large dry well that in earlier times had been used to illegally dump used motor oil.


    “The sight of Hiram Cevik triggered an ‘added’ memory in Bourne—the tactic of showing a prisoner the freedom he’d lost as a means of getting him to talk. Otherwise he would never have taken Fadi out of the cells for any reason whatsoever. His action accomplished two things at once: It allowed Fadi to escape, and it put Bourne under suspicion by his own organization.”


    They tipped the basin. Out tumbled the contents, vanishing down the dry well.


    “But I didn’t feel that a single added memory was enough to slow Bourne down,” Karim said, “so I had Veintrop add an element of physical discomfort—a debilitating headache whenever an added memory is triggered.”


    As they were carrying the receptacle back to the table, Anne said, “This much is clear. But wasn’t it unconscionably dangerous for Fadi to allow himself to be captured in Cape Town?”


    “Everything I design and do is by default dangerous,” said Karim al-Jamil. “We’re in a war for the hearts, minds, and future of our people. There’s no action too perilous for us. As for Fadi, first of all he was posing as the arms dealer Hiram Cevik. Second of all, he knew that we had arranged for Bourne to unwittingly rescue him.”


    “And what if Dr. Veintrop’s procedure hadn’t worked, or hadn’t worked properly?”


    “Well, then, we always had you, my darling. I would have provided you with instructions that would have extracted my brother.”


    He switched on the chain saw, made short shrift of the remains. Into the dry well they went. “Fortunately, we never had to implement that part of the plan.”


    “We assumed Soraya Moore would call the DCI to clear Bourne’s request to release Fadi,” Anne said. “Instead she called Tim Hytner to inform him that he should meet her outside on the grounds. She told him exactly where Fadi would be. Since I was monitoring all her calls, you were able to set the rest of the escape plan in motion.”


    Karim picked up a can of gasoline, unscrewed the cap, poured a third of the contents into the dry well. “Allah even provided us with the perfect scapegoat: Hytner.”


    Pulling off the car’s gas cap, he splashed most of what was left in the can into the car’s interior. No forensics team was going to get anything out of what would be left. Pointing to the rear entrance, he backed away from the car, pouring a trail from the can as he went.


    They both bellied up to the oversize soapstone sink, stripped off their gloves, and washed the blood off their arms and cheeks. Then they untied their aprons and dropped them onto the floor.


    When they were at the door, Anne said, “There’s still Lerner to consider.”


    Karim al-Jamil nodded. “You’ll have to watch your back until I decide how to handle him. We can’t deal with him the way we did Overton.”


    He lit a match and dropped it at his feet. With a whoosh, blue flame sprang up, rushed headlong toward the car.


    Anne opened the door, and they walked out into ghetto darkness.


    



    Way before M&N Bodywork burst into flames, Tyrone had the man and woman in his sights. He’d been crouched on a stone wall, deep in the shadows of an old oak that spread its gnarled branches in a domed Medusa’s nest. He had on black sweats, and his hoodie was up over the back of his head. He’d been hanging, waiting for DJ Tank to bring a pair of gloves because, damn, it was cold.


    He’d been blowing on his hands when the car had drawn up in front of the ruins of M&N Bodywork. For months, he’d had his eye on the place: He was hoping it had been abandoned, and he coveted it as a base for his crew. But six weeks ago, he’d been told of some activity there, late at night when any legitimate business was shut down, and he’d taken DJ Tank over for a look-see.


    Sure enough, people were inside. Two bearded men. Even more interestingly, there was another bearded man posted outside. When he’d turned, Tyrone had clearly seen the glint of a gun at the man’s waist. He knew who wore beards like that: either Orthodox Jews or Arab extremists.


    When he and DJ Tank had sneaked around to the side and peered in through a grimy window, the men were outfitting the place with canisters, tools, and some kind of machinery. Though the electricity had been restored, clearly no renovations were being contemplated, and when the men left, they’d locked the front door with an immense padlock that Tyrone’s expert eye knew was unbreakable.


    On the other hand, there was the back door, hidden in a narrow back alley, which hardly anyone knew about. Tyrone did, though. There wasn’t hardly anything in his turf he didn’t know about or could get info on at a moment’s notice.


    After the men had left, Tyrone had picked the lock on the back door, and they went in. What did he find? A mess of power tools, which told him nothing about the men and their intentions. But the canisters, now they were another story entirely. He inspected them one by one: trinitrotoluene, penthrite, carbon disulfide, octogen. He knew what TNT was, of course, but he’d never heard of the others. He’d called Deron, who’d told him. Except for carbon disulfide, they were all high-level explosives. Penthrite, also known as PETN, was used as the core in detonator fuses. Octogen, also known as HMX, was a polymer-bonded explosive, a solid like C-4. Unlike TNT, it wasn’t sensitive to motion or vibration.


    From that night on the incident had sat in his mind like a squalling baby. Tyrone wanted to understand what that baby was saying, so he’d staked out M&N Bodywork, and tonight his vigilance was rewarded.


    Lookee here: a body on the zinc-topped table in the center of the floor. And a man and a woman in aprons and work gloves were cutting the damn thing up as if it were the carcass of a steer. What some people got up to! Tyrone shook his head as he and DJ Tank peered through the smeared glass of the side window. And then he felt a small shock ping the back of his neck. He recognized the face of the corpse on the table! It was the man who had followed Miss S a couple of days ago, the one she said she’d take care of.


    He watched the man and the woman at their work, but after the shock of recognition he paid no attention to what they were doing. Instead he spent his time more advantageously memorizing their faces. He had a feeling Miss S would be very interested in what these two were up to.


    Then the night lit up, he felt an intense heat on his cheek, and flames gushed out of the building.


    Fire—or more accurately arson—was no stranger to Tyrone, so he couldn’t say he was shocked, merely saddened. He’d lost the use of M&N Bodywork for sure. But then a thought occurred to him, and he whispered something to DJ Tank.


    When they’d snuck into the place the first time, the interior had been stocked with all manner of explosives and accelerants. If the chemicals had still been inside, the explosion would have taken out the entire block, him and DJ Tank with it.


    Now he asked himself: If the explosives weren’t inside, where the fuck were they?


    



    Secretary of Defense E. R. “Bud” Halliday took his meals at no fixed time of the day or night. But unless summoned by the president for a policy skull session or to take the current temperature of the Senate, unless jawboning with the vice president or the Joint Chiefs, he took his meals in his limousine. Save for certain necessary pit stops of various sorts, the limousine, like a shark, was never at rest, but continued to roll through the streets and avenues of D.C. undisturbed.


    Matthew Lerner enjoyed certain privileges in the secretary’s company, not the least of which was to break bread with Bud, as he was about to do this evening. In the world outside the tinted-glass windows, the hour was early for dinner. But this was the secretary’s world; dinner was bang on time.


    After a short prayer, they dug into their plates of Texas barbeque—massive beef ribs, a deep, glossy red; baked beans with bits of fiery chile peppers in them; and, in the lone concession to the vegetable kingdom, steak fries. All of this was washed down with bottles of Shiner Blonde, proudly brewed, as Bud would say, in Texas.


    Finished in jig time, the secretary wiped his hands and mouth, then grabbed another bottle of Blonde and sat back. “So the DCI hired you to be his personal assassin.”


    “Looks that way,” Lerner said.


    The secretary’s cheeks were flushed, gleaming with a lovely sheen of beef fat. “Any thoughts about that?”


    “I’ve never backed down from either a job or a dare,” Lerner said.


    Bud glanced down at the sheet of paper Lerner had handed him as he’d climbed into the limo. He’d already read it, of course; he did it for effect, something at which the secretary was very good.


    “It took some doing, but I found out where Bourne is. His face came up on the closed-circuit security cameras at Kennedy International.” Bud looked up, sucked a shred of charred beef from between his molars. “This assignment’s going to take you to Odessa. That’s quite a far piece from CI headquarters.”


    Lerner knew the secretary meant it was going to take him away from the mission Bud had sent him on in the first place. “Not necessarily,” he said. “I do this for the Old Man and he owes me big time. He’ll know it and I’ll know it. I can leverage that.”


    “What about Held?”


    “I’ve put someone I can trust on Anne Held.” Lerner mopped the last of the thick, spicy sauce with a slice of Wonder Bread. “He’s a dogged sonovabitch. You’d have to kill him to get him to let go.”


    



    Bourne dreamed again. Only this time, he knew it was no dream. He was reliving a shard of memory, another piece of the puzzle clicking into place: In a filthy Odessa alleyway, Soraya is kneeling over him. He hears the bitter regret in her voice. “That bastard Tariq ibn Said had me fooled from the outset,” she says. “He was Hamid ibn Ashef’s son, Nadir al-Jamuh. He gave me the information that led us into this trap. Jason, I fucked up.”


    Bourne sits up. Hamid ibn Ashef. He had to find his target, shoot him dead. Orders from Conklin. “Do you know where Hamid ibn Ashef is now?”


    “Yes, and this time the intel’s straight,” Soraya says. “He’s at Otrada Beach.”


    



    Oleksandr stirred, nudging Bourne’s thigh with his blunt black muzzle. Bourne, blinking the memory from in front of his eyes, struggled to concentrate on the present. He must have fallen asleep, even though he’d meant to stay vigilant. Oleksandr had been vigilant for him.


    Propped up on the planks in the tiny underground cell, he saw the ominous pearling of the darkness. The boxer’s neck fur bristled. Someone was coming!


    Ignoring the flood of pain, Bourne swung his legs over the side. It was too soon for Soraya to be coming back. Leaning against the wall, he levered himself to his feet, stood for a moment, feeling Oleksandr’s warm, muscular form against him. He was still weak, but he’d spent his time productively, going into energizing meditation and deep breathing. His forces might be weakened by blood loss, but he was still able to marshal them.


    The change in the light was still faint, but now he could confirm that it wasn’t coming from a fixed source. It was bobbing up and down, which meant that it was being held by someone coming toward him down the tunnel.


    Beside him, Oleksandr, the fur at the ruff of his neck standing straight up, licked his lips in anticipation. Bourne rubbed the place between his ears, as he’d seen Soraya do. Who was she, really? he asked himself. What had she meant to him? The little reactions to him she’d had when he’d first come into the Typhon offices, seeming odd then, now made sense. She’d expected him to remember her, to remember their time here. What had they done? Why had it taken her out of the field?


    The light was no longer formless. He had no more time to ponder his fractured memory. It was time to act. But as he began to move, a wave of vertigo caused him to stagger. He grasped the stone wall as his knees buckled. The light brightened and there was nothing he could do.


    



    Fadi, moving along the left-hand branch, kept his ears open for even the smallest sound. Each time he heard something, he swung the light in its direction. All he saw were rats, red-eyed, skittering away with a flick of their tails. There was an acute sense in him of unfinished business. The thought of his father—his brilliant, robust, powerful father—reduced to a drooling shell, bound into a wheelchair, staring at a gray infinity, was like a fire in his gut. Bourne had done that, Bourne and the woman. Not so far from here, and so close to being shot to death by him. He had no illusions when it came to Jason Bourne. The man was a magician—changing his appearance, materializing as if out of nowhere, vanishing just as mysteriously. In fact, it was Bourne who had inspired his own chameleon-like changes of identity.


    His life’s work had changed the moment the shot Bourne had fired lodged in his father’s spine. The bullet had caused instant paralysis. Worse, the trauma had brought on a stroke, robbing his father of the ability to speak, or to think coherently.


    Fadi had internalized his radical philosophy. As far as his followers were concerned, nothing had changed. But inside, he knew it had. Since his father’s maiming at the hands of Jason Bourne, he had his own personal agenda, which was to inflict the worst possible damage on Bourne and Soraya Moore before he killed them. A quick death for them was intolerable. He knew that, and so did his brother, Karim al-Jamil. The living death of their father had bonded them in a way nothing else could. They became one mind in two bodies, dedicated to the revenge they would wreak. And so they had applied their prodigious minds to the task.


    Fadi—born Abu Ghazi Nadir al-Jamuh ibn Hamid ibn Ashef al-Wahhib—passed a hole in the passageway on his left. Up ahead, his light picked out passageways left and right. He went several meters down each of them without finding a sign of anyone.


    Deciding he’d been wrong after all, he turned back, heading toward the fork. He was hurrying now to catch up with Lieutenant Kove and his men. He desperately needed to be in on the kill. There was always the chance that in the heat of battle, his express orders to keep Bourne alive would be forgotten.


    He’d just passed the hole in the passageway when he paused. Turning, he probed the darkness with his light. He saw nothing out of the ordinary, but he ventured in anyway. Quite soon, he came to the debris fall. He saw the bulging walls, the substantial cracks in the stone, the groaning wooden beams. The place was a mess, undoubtedly unsafe.


    Playing the beam of light over the debris, he saw that there was a small gap between the top of it and the ceiling of the chamber. He was just contemplating whether it was wide enough for a man to slither through when he heard the gunfire echoing through the catacombs.


    They’ve found him! he thought. Turning on his heel, he emerged into the main passageway, heading for the fork at a dead run.

  


  
    EIGHTEEN

  


  
    Soraya, flying down the passageway, felt stone fragments from the ricochets whiz by her. One struck her shoulder, almost made her cry out. She pulled it out of her on the run, dropped it for her pursuers to find. She was determined to protect Bourne, to atone for the dreadful mistake in judgment she’d made the last time they’d been in Odessa.


    She had switched off her light and was traveling by memory alone, which was far from the ideal way to make her way through these catacombs. Still, she knew she had no choice. She had been counting her strides. By her calculations, rough though they might be, she was five kilometers from the fork. Another two klicks to the access nearest Dr. Pavlyna’s house.


    But first she’d have to negotiate three turns, another branching. She heard something. An instant later the catacombs behind her were briefly, though dimly, lit. Someone had picked up her trail! Taking advantage of the light to orient herself, she dashed into a tunnel on her right. Blackness, the sounds of pursuit for the moment muted.


    Then the toe of her right shoe struck something. She stumbled, pitched forward onto hands and knees. She could feel the ground rise irregularly just in front of her, and her heart clenched. It could only mean a new debris fall. But how extensive was it? She’d have to risk turning on her light, if only for a second or two.


    This she did, clambering up and over the new fall, continuing on. She heard no more sounds of pursuit. It was entirely possible that she’d eluded the police, but she couldn’t count on it.


    She kept going, pushing herself. Around the second turn to the left she went, then the third. Approximately a kilometer ahead, she knew, was the second branching. After that, she was home free.


    



    Fadi discovered that the police had not only caught sight of Bourne but fired at him. Without asking Kove’s permission, he struck the offending officer a terrible blow that nearly cracked his skull. Kove stood red-faced, biting his lip. He said nothing, even when Fadi ordered them on. Several hundred meters farther, Fadi spotted a stone shard, shiny with blood in the floodlights. He picked it up, closed his fist around it, and was heartened.


    But now, this far into the catacombs, he knew that following in a pack made no sense. He turned to Kove and said, “The longer he stays in the catacombs, the greater his chance of eluding us. Split up the men, let them fan out singly as they would in a forest in enemy territory.”


    He could see that Kove’s men were rapidly losing their nerve—and that their anxiety was spreading to their commander. He had to get them moving now or it would happen not at all.


    He drew close to Kove, whispering in the lieutenant’s ear: “We’re losing the race against time. Give the order now, or I will.”


    Kove jerked as if coming in contact with a live wire. He retreated a pace, licked his lips. For a moment, he seemed mesmerized by Fadi. Then, with a minute shiver, he turned to his men and delivered the order for them to fan out, one man to a passageway or arm.


    



    Soraya sensed the branching up ahead. A wisp of fresh air brushed her cheek like a lover’s caress: the access point. Darkness behind her. It was very damp. She could smell the rot as the underground water worked on the earth and wood, decomposing it bit by bit. She risked another flicker of light. She ignored the weeping walls, because she saw the Y juncture less than twenty meters directly ahead. Here she needed to take the left branch.


    At that moment a splinter of light probed the passage behind her. At once she extinguished her light. Her pulse throbbed in her temples; her heart raced. Had her pursuer seen the light up ahead and realized she was here? Though she needed to continue, she nevertheless could not allow Dr. Pavlyna to be compromised. The doctor was CI, under deep cover.


    She stood still, turned so that she could see the way she had come. The light was gone. No, there it was again, a tiny beacon in the pitch blackness, less diffuse now. Someone was, indeed, coming down this part of the catacombs.


    Slowly, she began to back up, edging away from her pursuer, moving cautiously toward the Y juncture, never taking her eyes from the bobbing stab of light. She kept moving, trying to decide what to do. Then it was too late.


    Her back foot broke the soft surface of the catacomb floor. She tried to shift her weight forward, but the suck of the disintegrated floor pulled her backward, and down. She flung out her arms for balance, but it wasn’t enough. She had already sunk into the ooze to the level of her thighs. She began to struggle.


    A sharp brightening brought the passageway into sudden focus. A black blob resolved itself into a familiar shape: a Ukrainian policeman, massive looking in the confined space.


    He saw her, his eyes widened, and he drew his gun.


    



    At precisely 10:45 PM Karim al-Jamil’s computer terminal chimed softly, reminding him that the second of his twice-daily briefings with the DCI was fifteen minutes away. This concerned him less than the mysterious disappearance of Matthew Lerner. He’d asked the Old Man, but the bastard had only said that Lerner was “on assignment.” That could mean anything. Like all the best schemers, Karim al-Jamil hated loose ends, which was precisely what Matthew Lerner had become. Even Anne didn’t know where the man was, an oddity in itself. Normally, she would have booked Lerner’s itinerary personally. The DCI was up to something. Karim al-Jamil could not discount the possibility that Lerner’s sudden disappearance had something to do with Anne. He’d have to find out, as quickly as possible. That meant dealing directly with the DCI.


    The monitor chimed again: time to go. He scooped up the translations of the latest Dujja chatter the Typhon team had compiled, picking up a couple more as he stepped out of his office. He read them on his way up to the DCI’s suite.


    Anne was waiting for him, sitting behind her desk in her usual formal pose. Her eyes lit up for a tenth of a second when he appeared. Then she said, “He’s ready for you.”


    Karim al-Jamil nodded, strode past her. She buzzed him into the enormous office. The DCI was on the phone, but he waved Karim al-Jamil in.


    “That’s right. All stations to remain on highest alert.”


    It seemed clear he was talking to the chief of Operations Directorate.


    “The director of the IAEA was briefed yesterday morning,” the DCI continued, after listening for a moment to the voice on the other end. “Their personnel have been mobilized and are temporarily under our aegis. Yes. The chief problem now is keeping Homeland Security from screwing up the works. No, as of now we’re maintaining a strict news blackout on all of this. The last thing we need is the media instigating a panic among the civilian population.” He nodded. “All right. Keep me informed, night or day.”


    He put down the receiver, motioned for Karim al-Jamil to take a seat. “What d’you have for me?”


    “A break, finally.” Karim al-Jamil handed over one of the sheets he’d been given on exiting his office. “There’s unusual activity with Dujja’s signature coming out of Yemen.”


    The DCI nodded as he studied the intel. “Specifically Shabwah, in the south, I see.”


    “Shabwah is mountainous, sparsely populated,” Karim al-Jamil said. “Perfect for building an underground nuclear facility.”


    “I agree,” the Old Man said. “Let’s get Skorpion units there ASAP. But this time I want ground assist.” He grabbed the phone. “There are two battalions of Marine Rangers stationed in Djibouti. I’ll get them to send in a full company to coordinate with our personnel.” His eyes were alight. “Good work, Martin. Your people may have provided us with the means to nip this nightmare in the bud.”


    “Thank you, sir.”


    Karim al-Jamil smiled. The Old Man would have been right, had the intel not been disinformation his people at Dujja had put out into the airwaves. Though the wilds of Shabwah did indeed make an excellent hiding place—one that he and his brother had once considered—the actual location of Dujja’s underground nuclear facility was, in fact, nowhere near South Yemen.


    



    Soraya was lucky in one sense, though at first blush it failed to impress her: Veins of metal in the walls of the catacombs made it impossible for the policeman to contact the rest of his contingent. He was on his own.


    Regaining her composure, she ceased to move. Her struggling had only served to work her body deeper into the slurry pit in the catacombs’ floor. She was up to her crotch in muck, and the Ukrainian policeman was strutting toward her.


    It was only when he neared her that she realized just how frightened he was. Maybe he’d lost a brother or a daughter to the catacombs, who knew? In any event, it was clear that he was all too aware of the multiple dangers that lurked in every corner of the tunnels. He saw her now where he’d been imagining himself ever since he’d been ordered inside.


    “For the love of God, please help me!”


    The policeman, as he approached the edge of the pit, played the beam of light over her. She had one arm in front of her, the other behind her back.


    “Who are you? What are you doing here?”


    “I’m a tourist. I got lost down here.” She began to cry. “I’m afraid. I’m afraid I’ll drown.”


    “A tourist, no. I’ve been told who you are.” He shook his head. “For you and your friend, it’s too late. You’re both in too deep.” He drew his gun, leveled it at her. “Anyway, you’re both going to die tonight.”


    “Don’t be so sure,” Soraya said, shooting him through the heart with the ASP pistol.


    The policeman’s eyes opened wide, and he fell backward as if he were a cardboard target on a firing range. He dropped the light, which rang onto the floor and immediately went out.


    “Shit,” she said under her breath.


    She stowed the ASP back in its shoulder holster. She’d drawn it the moment she’d regained her equilibrium, had been holding it behind her back as the policeman approached. Now her first order of business was to reach his feet. She lowered her upper torso into the muck, trying to splay herself out horizontally. This maneuver also had the effect of moving her closer to her objective.


    Float, she thought. Float, dammit!


    She let her legs go slack, using the strength in her upper body only to inch forward, arms stretched out in front of her to their farthest extent. She could feel the muck sucking at her, reluctant to release her legs and hips. She fought down another wave of panic, set her mind firmly on moving one inch at a time. In the darkness, it was more difficult. Once or twice she thought she was already under, already dead.


    Then her fingers encountered rubber: boot soles! Squirming another centimeter or two brought her enough purchase to grasp the policeman’s boots. She took a deep breath, hauled with all her might. She didn’t move, but he did. His feet and legs angled down into the pit. That was it, though; his huge body wouldn’t budge another millimeter.


    It was all she needed. Using his corpse as a makeshift ramp, she slowly but surely pulled herself hand-over-hand up his legs until she could grasp his wide belt with both her palms. In this way, she slowly pulled herself the rest of the way out of the slurry pit.


    For a moment, she lay atop him, feeling the thunder of her heart, hearing the breath sigh in and out of her lungs. At length, she rolled away, onto the damp floor of the catacombs, and regained her feet.


    As she feared, his light was beyond repair. Wiping off her own, she prayed that it still worked. A feeble beam flickered on, off, on again. Now that she had more leverage, she was able to roll the policeman into the pit. She scuffed at the floor, kicking dirt and debris over whatever blood had leaked from him.


    Knowing the light’s batteries were running down, she hurried into the left-hand fork, heading toward the access point nearest Dr. Pavlyna’s house.


    



    At the second refueling stop, the plane carrying Martin Lindros took on a new passenger. This individual sat down next to Lindros and said something in the Bedouin-inflected Arabic of Abbud ibn Aziz.


    “But you are not Abbud ibn Aziz,” Lindros said, turning his head in the way of a blind man. He still wore the black cloth hood.


    “No, indeed. I am his brother, Muta ibn Aziz.”


    “Are you as good at maiming human beings as your brother is?”


    “I leave such things to my brother,” Muta ibn Aziz said rather sharply.


    Lindros, whose sense of hearing had been honed by his lack of sight, heard the note; he thought he could exploit the emotion behind it. “Your hands are clean, I imagine.” He sensed the other studying him, as if he’d just stumbled upon a new species of mammal.


    “My conscience is clear.”


    Lindros shrugged. “It doesn’t matter to me that you’re lying.”


    Muta ibn Aziz struck him across the face.


    Lindros tasted his own blood. He wondered dimly if his lip could swell any more than it already had. “You have more in common with your brother than you seem to think,” he said thickly.


    “My brother and I could not be more different.”


    There was an awkward silence. Lindros realized that Muta had revealed something he regretted. He wondered what dispute lay between Abbud and Muta, and whether there was a way to exploit it.


    “I’ve spent some time with Abbud ibn Aziz,” Lindros said. “He has tortured me, then, when that didn’t work, he tried to become my friend.”


    “Hah!”


    “That was my response also,” Lindros said. “All he wanted was how much I knew about the shooting of Hamid ibn Ashef.”


    He could hear Muta’s body shift, could feel him moving closer. When Muta spoke again, his voice was barely audible over the drone of the engines. “Why would he want to know about that? Did he tell you?”


    “That would have been stupid.” Lindros’s internal antenna was focused now on what had just happened. The mention of the Hamid ibn Ashef incident was obviously of extreme importance to both brothers. Why? “Abbud ibn Aziz may be many things, but stupid isn’t one of them.”


    “No, he’s not stupid.” Muta’s voice had hardened into steel. “But a liar and a deceiver, now that is another matter.”


    



    Karim al-Jamil bin Hamid ibn Ashraf al-Wahhib, the man who for the past few days had passed for Martin Lindros, was in the process of worming his way into the CI mainframe, where every iota of sensitive data was stored. The problem was, he didn’t know the access code that would unlock the digital gateway. The real Martin Lindros had failed to cough up his access code. No surprise there. He’d devised an alternative that was as elegant as it was efficient. Trying to hack into the CI mainframe was useless. People more talented than he was at geek-logic had tried and failed. The CI firewall—known as Sentinel—was notorious for its vault-like properties.


    The problem was then how to get into a hackproof computer for which you lacked an access code. Karim knew that if he could shut down the CI mainframe, the CI tech people would issue everyone—including him—new access codes. The only way to do that was to introduce a computer virus into the system. Since that couldn’t be done from the outside—because of Sentinel—it had to be done from the inside.


    Therefore, he had needed an absolutely foolproof way to get the computer virus into the CI building. Far too dangerous for him or Anne to smuggle it in; and there were too many safeguards for it to be done another way. No. It could not even be brought into the building by a CI agent. This was the problem he and Fadi had spent months trying to solve.


    Here was what they had come up with: The cipher on the button the CI agents had found on Fadi’s shirt wasn’t a cipher at all, which was why Tim Hytner had gotten nowhere in trying to break it. It was step-by-step instructions on how to reconstruct the virus using ordinary computer binary code—a string of root-level commands that worked in the background, totally invisible. Once reconstructed on a CI computer, the root-level commands attacked the operating system—in this case, UNIX—corrupting its basic commands. The process would create wholesale havoc, rendering the CI terminals inoperative in the space of six minutes.


    There was a safeguard, too, so that even if by some fluke of luck Hytner had tumbled to the fact that it wasn’t a cipher, he couldn’t inadvertently begin the chain of instructions—because they were reversed.


    He brought up the computer file Hytner had been working on, typed in the binary string in reverse, saved it to a file. Then he exited the Linux OS and went into C++ computer language. Pasting the chain of instructions into this set up the steps he needed to build the virus in C++.


    Karim al-Jamil, staring at the virus, needed only to depress one key to activate it. In a tenth of a second it would insinuate itself into the operating system—not simply the main pathways, but also the byways and cross-connections. In other words, it would clog and then corrupt the data streams as they entered and exited the CI mainframe, thus bypassing Sentinel altogether. This could only be accomplished on a networked computer inside CI, because Sentinel would stop any extra-network attack, no matter how sophisticated, dead in its tracks.


    First, however, there was one more matter that required his attention. On another screen, he brought up a personnel file and began affixing to it a string of irrefutable artifacts, including the cipher he was using to create the virus.


    This done, he made hard copies of the file, put the pages in a CI dossier, locked it away. With one fingertip, he cleared the screen, brought up the program that had been patiently awaiting its birth. Exhaling a small sigh of satisfaction, he depressed the key.


    The virus was activated.

  


  
    NINETEEN

  


  
    Abbud Ibn Aziz, alone with the waves and his darkening thoughts, was the first to see Fadi emerge from the hole where the grate had been. It had been more than three hours since he and the police contingent had gone in. Attuned to the facial expressions and body language of his leader, he knew at once that Bourne hadn’t been found. This was very bad for him, because it was very bad for Fadi. Then the policemen stumbled out, gasping for breath.


    Abbud ibn Aziz heard Lieutenant Kove’s plaintive voice. “I’ve lost a man in this operation, Major General Romanchenko.”


    “I’ve lost far more than that, Lieutenant,” Fadi snapped. “Your man failed to detain my objective. He was killed for his incompetence, a just punishment, I should say. Instead of whining to me, you should use this incident as a learning experience. Your men are not hard enough—not by a long shot.”


    Before Kove could respond, Fadi turned on his heel and strode down the beach to the jetty at which the sailboat was tied up.


    “Get under way,” he snapped as he came aboard.


    He was in such a foul mood, sparks seemed to fly off him. At such times, Fadi was at his most volatile, as Abbud ibn Aziz knew better than anyone, save perhaps Karim al-Jamil. It was about Karim al-Jamil that he needed to talk to his leader now.


    He waited until they had cast off, the sails trimmed. Gradually, they left the police contingent behind, plowing through the Black Sea night on its way to a dockage where Abbud ibn Aziz had a car waiting to take them to the airport. Sitting with Fadi in the bow, away from the two-man crew, he offered food and drink. For some time, they ate together with only the whooshing of the water purling in a symmetrical bow wave and the occasional hoot of a ship’s horn, mournful as the cry of a lost child.


    “While you were gone, I had a disturbing communication from Dr. Senarz,” Abbud ibn Aziz said. “It is his contention that Dr. Veintrop is ready for the final series of procedures to complete the nuclear device, even though Veintrop denies this.”


    “Dr. Veintrop is stalling,” Fadi said.


    Abbud ibn Aziz nodded. “That’s Dr. Senarz’s contention, and I’m inclined to believe him. He’s the nuclear physicist, after all. Anyway, it wouldn’t be the first time we had a problem with Veintrop.”


    Fadi considered a moment. “All right. Call your brother. Have him fetch Katya Veintrop and bring her to Miran Shah, where we will meet him. I think once Dr. Veintrop gets a look at what we can do to his wife, he’ll become compliant again.”


    Abbud ibn Aziz looked pointedly at his watch. “The last flight took off hours ago. The next one isn’t scheduled until this evening.”


    Fadi sat rigid, his gaze unmoving. Once again, his consciousness had removed itself, Abbud ibn Aziz knew, back to the time when his father had been shot. His guilt over the incident was enormous. Many times, Abbud ibn Aziz had tried to counsel his leader and friend to keep his mind and energies in the present. But the incident had been complicated with the deep pain of betrayal, of murder. Fadi’s mother had never forgiven him for the death of her only daughter. Abbud ibn Aziz’s mother would never have placed such a terrible burden on him. But then she was Islamic; Fadi’s mother was Christian, and this made all the difference. He himself had met Sarah ibn Ashef innumerable times, but he’d never given her a second thought until that night in Odessa. Fadi, on the other hand, was half English; who could fathom what he thought or felt about his sister, or why?


    Abbud ibn Aziz felt the muscles of his abdomen tighten. He licked his lips and began the speech he’d been practicing.


    “Fadi, this plan of Karim al-Jamil’s has begun to worry me.” Fadi still said nothing; his gaze never wavered. Had he even heard Abbud ibn Aziz’s words? Abbud ibn Aziz had to assume so. He continued: “First, the secretiveness. I ask you questions, you refuse to answer. I try to check security, but I am obstructed by you and your brother. Second, there is the extreme danger of it. If we are thwarted, the entire Dujja network will be threatened, the major source of our funding exposed.”


    “Why bring this up now?” Fadi had not moved, had not removed his gaze from the past. He sounded like a ghost, making Abbud ibn Aziz shudder.


    “It has been in my mind from the start. But now, I have discovered the identity of the woman Karim al-Jamil is seeing.”


    “His mistress,” Fadi said. “What of it?”


    “Your father took an infidel as a mistress, Fadi. She became his wife.”


    Fadi’s head swung around. His dark eyes were like those of a mongoose that has set its sights on a cobra. “You go too far, Abbud ibn Aziz. You speak now of my mother.”


    Abbud ibn Aziz had no choice but to shudder again. “I speak of Islam and of Christianity. Fadi, my friend, we live with the Christian occupation of our countries, the threat to our way of life. This is the battle we have vowed to fight, and to win. It is our cultural identity, our very essence that hangs in the balance.


    “Now Karim al-Jamil sleeps with an infidel, plants his seed in her, confides in her—who knows? If this were to become known among our people, they would rise up in anger, they would demand her death.”


    Fadi’s face darkened. “Is this a threat I hear from your lips?”


    “How could you think that? I would never say a word.”


    Fadi rose, his feet planted wide against the rocking of the sailboat, and looked down at his second. “Yet you sneak around, spying on my brother. Now you speak to me of this, you hold it over my head.”


    “My friend, I seek only to protect you from the influence of the infidel. I know, though the others do not, that this plan was conceived by Karim al-Jamil. Your brother consorts with the enemy. I know, because you yourself placed me in the enemy citadel. I know how many distractions and corruptions Western culture provides. The stink of them turned my stomach. But there are others for whom that may not be so.”


    “My brother?”


    “It may be so, Fadi. For myself, I cannot say, since there is an impenetrable wall between him and me.”


    Fadi shook his fists. “Ah, now the truth comes out. You resent being kept in the dark, even though this is my brother’s wish.” Leaning over, he landed a stinging blow to his second’s face. “I know what this is about. You want to be elevated above the others. You crave knowledge, Abbud ibn Aziz, because knowledge is power, and more power is what you’re after.”


    Abbud ibn Aziz, quaking inside, did not move, did not dare raise a hand to his inflamed cheek. He knew only too well that Fadi was quite capable of kicking him overboard, leaving him to drown without an ounce of remorse. Still, he had embarked on a course. If he failed to see it through, he would never forgive himself.


    “Fadi, if I show you a fistful of sand, what do you see?”


    “You ask me riddles now?”


    “I see the world. I see the hand of Allah,” Abbud ibn Aziz hurried on. “This is the tribal Arab in me. I was born and raised in the desert. The pure and magnificent desert. You and Karim al-Jamil were born and raised in a Western metropolis. Yes, you must know your enemy in order to defeat him, as you have rightly told me. But Fadi, answer me this: What happens when you begin to identify with the enemy? Isn’t it possible that you become the enemy?”


    Fadi rocked from side to side on the balls of his feet. He was close to erupting entirely. “You dare imply—”


    “I imply nothing, Fadi. Believe me. This is a matter of trust—of faith. If you do not trust me, if you do not have faith in me, turn me out now. I will go without another word. But we have known each other all our lives. I owe everything to you. As you strive to protect Karim al-Jamil, my wish is to protect you from all dangers, both within and without Dujja.”


    “Then your obsession has made you mad.”


    “That possibility exists, certainly.” Abbud ibn Aziz sat as he had before, without cowering or wincing, which would surely induce Fadi to kick him into the water. “I say only that Karim al-Jamil’s self-imposed isolation has made him a force unto himself. You cannot argue with the point. Perhaps this is solely to your advantage, as you both believe. But I submit that the relationship has a serious drawback. You feed off each other. There is no intermediary, no third party to provide balance.”


    Abbud ibn Aziz risked gaining his feet, slowly and carefully. “Now I give you a case in point. I beg you to ask yourself: Are your motives and Karim al-Jamil’s motives pure? You know the answer: They are not. They have been clouded, corrupted by your obsession with revenge. I say to you that you and Karim al-Jamil must forget Jason Bourne, forget what your father has become. He was a great man, no question. But his day is gone; yours has dawned. This is the way of life. To stand in its path is pure arrogance; you risk getting plowed under.


    “The future must be your focus, not the past. You must think of your people now. You are our father, our protector, our savior. Without you, we are dust in the wind, we are nothing. You are our shining star. But only if your motives are once again pure.”


    For a long time, then, no sound issued from either of them. For his part, Abbud ibn Aziz felt as if an enormous weight had been lifted off his shoulders. He believed in his argument, every word of it. If this was to be the end of him, so be it. He would die knowing that he had fulfilled his duty to his leader and his friend.


    Fadi, however, was no longer glaring at him, no longer aware of the sea or the lights of Odessa twinkling in the darkness. His gaze had turned inward again, his essence fleeing down into the depths, where, Abbud ibn Aziz suspected—no, hoped with all his might—not even Karim al-Jamil was allowed entry.


    



    With all of CI’s computers down, all hell had broken loose within its headquarters complex. Every available member of the Signals and Codes Directorate had been ordered to tackle the problem of the computer virus. A third of them had taken Sentinel—the CI firewall—offline in order to run a series of level-three diagnostics. The rest of the agents were using hunt-and-destroy software to stalk through every vein and artery of the CI intranet. This software, designed by DARPA for CI, used an advanced heuristic algorithm, which meant that it was a problem-solving code. It changed, continually adapting depending on which form of virus it encountered.


    The premises were in full lockdown mode—no one in or out. In the soundproof oval conference room across from the Old Man’s suite of offices, nine men sat around a burnished burlwood table. At each seat was a computer terminal, sunk into the tabletop, plus bottles of chilled water. The man to the DCI’s immediate left, the director of the Signals and Codes Directorate, was being continually updated on the progress of his feverish legions. These updates appeared on his own terminal, were cleaned up—made intelligible to the nongeeks in the room—and bloomed on one of half a dozen flat-panel screens affixed to the matte-black felt-clad walls.


    “Nothing leaks outside these walls,” the DCI said. Today he was feeling all of his sixty-eight years. “What’s happened here today remains here.” History pressed down on him with the weight of Atlas’s burden. One of these days, he knew, it was going to break his back. But not today. Not today, dammit!


    “Nothing has been compromised.” This from the director of S&C, scanning the raw data scrolling across his terminal. “This virus, it appears, did not come from outside. The diagnostics on Sentinel have been completed. The firewall was doing its job, just as it was programmed to do. It was not breached. I say again, it was not breached.”


    “Then what the hell happened?” the DCI barked. He was already thanking his lucky stars that the defense secretary would never know anything about this unmitigated disaster.


    The S&C director lifted his shining, bald head. “As far as we can determine at this stage, we were attacked from inside.”


    “Inside?” Karim al-Jamil said, incredulously. He was sitting at the Old Man’s right hand. “Are you saying we have a traitor inside CI?”


    “It would seem that way,” said Rob Batt, the chief of operations, most influential of the Seven—as the directors were known internally.


    “Rob, I want you all over this angle ASAP,” the Old Man said. “Confirm it, or assure us we’re clean.”


    “I can handle that,” Karim said, and immediately regretted it.


    Rob Batt’s snakelike gaze was turned in his direction. “Don’t you have enough on your plate as it is, Martin?” he said softly.


    The DCI cleared his throat. “Martin, I need you to concentrate all your resources on stopping Dujja.” The last thing he needed now, he thought sourly, was an interdirectorate turf war. He turned to the director of S&C. “I need an ETA for the computers to be restored.”


    “Could be a day or more.”


    “Unacceptable,” the Old Man snapped. “I need a solution so we’ll be up and running within two hours.”


    The S&C director scratched his bald dome. “Well, we could switch to the backup net. But that would entail distributing new access codes to everyone in the build—”


    “Do it!” The DCI said sharply. He slapped the table with the flat of his hand. “All right, gentlemen. We all know what we have to do. Let’s get this shit off our shoes before it starts to stink!”


    



    Bourne, slipping in and out of consciousness, was revisited by the events from his past that had been haunting him ever since Marie’s death.


    … He is in Odessa, running. It is night; a chill mineral wind coming in off the Black Sea skids him along the cobbled street. She is in his arms—the young woman leaking blood at a terrific rate. He sees the gunshot wound, knows she is going to die. Even as this thought comes to him, her eyes open. They are pale, the pupils dilated in pain. She is trying to see him in the darkness at the end of her life.


    He can do nothing, nothing but carry her from the square where she was gunned down. Her mouth moves. She cannot project her voice. His ear is bloodied as he presses it to her open mouth.


    Her voice, fragile as glass, reverberates against his eardrum, but what he hears is the sound of the sea rushing in, pulling back. Breath fails her. All that remains is the unsteady beat of his shoes against the cobbles…


    He falters, falls. He crawls until his back is against a slimy brick wall. He cannot relinquish his hold on the woman. Who is she? He stares down at her, trying to concentrate. If he can bring her back to life, he can ask her who she is. I could have saved her, he thinks in despair.


    And now, in a flash, it is Marie he’s holding in his arms. The blood is gone, but life has not returned. Marie is dead. I could have saved her, he thinks in despair…


    He woke, crying for his lost love, for his lost life. “I should have saved you!” And all at once he knew why the fragment of his past returned at the moment of Marie’s death.


    Guilt was crippling him. Guilt at not being there to save Marie. Then it must follow that he’d had a chance to save the bloody woman, and didn’t.


    



    Martin, a word.”


    Karim al-Jamil turned to see Rob Batt watching him. The director of operations had not risen like everyone else in the conference room. Now only he and Karim remained in the darkened space.


    Karim regarded him with a deliberately neutral expression. “As you said, Rob, I have a great deal on my plate.”


    Batt had hands like meat cleavers. The palms were unnaturally dark, as if they had been permanently stained by blood. He spread them, normally a conciliatory gesture—but now there was something distinctly menacing in the display of raw animal power, as if he were a silverback gorilla preparing to charge.


    “Indulge me. This won’t take but a minute.”


    Karim went back, sat down at the table across from him. Batt was one of those people for whom an office environment was almost intolerable. He wore his suit as if it had bristles on the inside. His leathery, deeply scored, sun-crisped face could have come from either skiing in Gstaad or taking lives in the Afghani mountains. Karim found all this interesting, as he had spent so much time in fine tailor shops being fitted in fine Western clothes that a Savile Row suit felt as natural to him as a burnoose.


    He steepled his fingers, stitched the ghost of a smile onto his face. “What can I do for you, Rob?”


    “Frankly, I’m a little concerned.” Batt apparently did not care to beat around the bush, but perhaps conversation wasn’t his forte.


    Karim, his heart beating fast, kept his tone polite. “In what way?”


    “Well, you’ve had a helluva difficult time. To be honest, I felt strongly that you should take a few weeks off—relax, be evaluated by other doctors.”


    “Shrinks, you mean.”


    Batt went on as if the other hadn’t responded. “I was overruled by the DCI. He said your work was too valuable—especially in this crisis.” His lips pulled back in what in someone else might have been a smile.


    “But then, just now, you wanted in on my investigation into whoever the hell it was set the virus loose on us.” Those snakelike eyes, black as volcanic soil, ran over Karim as if he were mentally frisking the DDCI. “You’ve never poached on my territory before. In fact, we made a pact never to poach.”


    Karim said nothing. What if the statement was a trap? What if Lindros and Batt had never made such a pact?


    “I’d like to know why you’ve reneged,” Batt said. “I’d like to know why, in your current state, you’d want to take on even more work.” His voice had dropped in volume and, at the same time, had slowed like cooling honey. If he were an animal, he’d be circling Karim now, waiting for a moment to his advantage.


    “Apologies, Rob. I just wanted to help, that’s all. There was no—”


    Batt’s head lunged forward so sharply that Karim had to keep himself in check, lest he recoil.


    “See, I’m concerned about you, Martin.” Batt’s lips, already thin, were compressed into bloodless lines. “But unlike our peerless leader, who loves you like a son, who forgives you anything, my concern is more like that of an older brother for his younger sibling.”


    Batt spread his enormous clublike hands on the table between them. “You lived with the enemy, Martin. The enemy tried to fuck you up. I know it and you know it. You know how I know it? Do you?”


    “I’m sure my test results—”


    “Fuck the test results,” Batt said shortly. “Test results are for academics, which you and I most certainly are not. Those boys are still debating the results; they’ll be in that hole till hell freezes over. To boot, we’ve been forced to take the opinion of Jason Bourne, a man who is at best unstable, at worst a menace to CI protocol and discipline. But he’s the one person who knows you best. Ironic, no?” He cocked his head. “Why the hell do you maintain your relationship with him?”


    “Take a look at his file,” Karim said. “Bourne is more valuable to me—to us—than a handful of your Ways and Means agents.” Me singing Jason Bourne’s praises, now that’s irony, he thought.


    Batt would not be deterred. “See, it’s your behavior I’m worried about, Martin. In some ways it’s fine—just as it always was. But in other, smaller, more subtle ways…” He shook his head. “Well, let’s just say it doesn’t track. God knows you were always a reclusive sonovabitch. ‘Too good for the rest of us,’ the other directorate chiefs said. Not me. I had you pegged. You’re an idea tank; you have no need for the idle chitchat that passes for friendship in these hallways.”


    Karim wondered whether the time had come—a possibility he had, of course, factored into his plan—when one of Lindros’s colleagues would become suspicious. But he’d calculated that the probability of this was low—his time at CI was a matter of days, no more. And as Batt himself had said, Lindros had always been something of a loner. Despite the odds, here he was on the precipice of having to decide how to neutralize a directorate chief.


    “If you’ve noticed anything erratic in my behavior, I’m quite certain it’s due to the stress of the current situation. One thing I’m a master of is compartmentalizing my life. I assure you that the past isn’t an issue.”


    There was silence for a moment. Karim had the impression of a very dangerous beast passing him by, so close he could smell its rank musk.


    Batt nodded. “Then we’re done here, Martin.” He rose, extended his hand. “I’m glad we had this little heart-to-heart.”


    As Karim walked out, he was grateful that he had planted convincing evidence as to the identity of the “traitor.” Otherwise Batt’s teeth would be sinking into the back of his neck.


    



    Hello, Oleksandr. Good boy.”


    Soraya, a heavily laden satchel slung over one shoulder, returned with a terrible intimation of death to the hidey-hole where she had left Bourne. In the light of the oil lamp she lit, she found Bourne, not dead, but unconscious from blood loss. The boxer sat steadfastly by his side. His liquid brown eyes sought hers, as if pleading for help.


    “Don’t worry,” she said both to Bourne and the dog. “I’m here now.”


    She produced from the satchel the bulk of the paraphernalia she had obtained from Dr. Pavlyna: plastic bags filled with a variety of fluids. She felt Bourne’s forehead to assure herself he wasn’t running a fever, recited to herself the protocol Dr. Pavlyna had made her memorize.


    Tearing open a plastic envelope, she took out a needle and inserted it into a vein on the back of his left hand. She attached a port and fit the end of the tube leading to the first bag of fluid into the open end of the port, beginning the drip of two wide-spectrum antibiotics. Next, she removed the blood-soaked makeshift bandage and irrigated the wound with a large amount of sterile saline solution. An antiseptic, the doctor told her, would only retard the healing process.


    Bringing the lamp closer, she probed for foreign bodies—threads, bits of cloth, whatever. She found none, much to her relief. But there was some devitalized tissue at the edges that she had to snip away with surgical scissors.


    Taking up the tiny curved needle by its holder, she pierced the skin, pulling the nylon suture material through. Very carefully, she drew the two sides of the wound together, using a rectangular stitch, just as Dr. Pavlyna had showed her. Gently, gently, making sure she didn’t pull the skin too tightly, which would increase the risk of infection. When she was done, she tied off the last suture and cut away the rest of the nylon still attached to the needle. Lastly, she placed a sterile gauze pad over her handiwork, then wound a bandage around and around, fixing the pad in place.


    By this time, the bag of antibiotics was empty. She unhooked it, replacing the tube with the one from the bag of hydrating and nourishing fluids.


    Within an hour, Bourne was sleeping normally. An hour after that, he began to come around.


    His eyes opened.


    She smiled down at him. “Do you know where you are?”


    “You came back,” he whispered.


    “I said I would, didn’t I?”


    “Fadi?”


    “I don’t know. I killed one of the policemen, but I never saw anyone else. I think they’ve all given up.”


    His eyes closed for a moment. “I remember, Soraya. I remember.”


    She shook her head. “Rest now, we’ll talk later.”


    “No.” His expression was one of grim concentration. “We need to talk. Now.”


    What had happened to him? He woke up and felt immediately different, as if his mind had been removed from a vise. It was as if he had been freed from the endless defile in which he had been existing, filled with the smoke of voices, compulsions. The pounding headaches were gone, the repeating phrases. With perfect clarity, he recalled what Dr. Sunderland had told him about how memories were formed, how abnormal brain activity brought on by trauma or extreme conditions could affect their creation and resurrection.


    “For the first time, I realize how stupid I was to even contemplate taking Cevik out of the Typhon cells,” he said. “And there have been other odd things. For instance, a blinding headache paralyzed me while Fadi was making his escape.”


    “When Tim was shot.”


    “Yes.” He tried to sit up, winced in pain.


    Soraya moved toward him. “No, you don’t.”


    He would not be deterred. “Help me sit up.”


    “Jason—”


    “Just do it,” he said sharply.


    She reached around him, pushing as he rose, scooting him so that his back pressed against the wall.


    “These odd compulsions have led me into dangerous situations,” he continued. “In every case, the compulsions have led to behavior that has benefited Fadi.”


    “But surely that’s a coincidence,” she said.


    His smile was almost painful. “Soraya, if my life has taught me anything it’s that coincidence is most often a symptom of a conspiracy.”


    Soraya laughed softly. “Spoken like a true paranoid.”


    “There’s a case to be made that it’s my paranoia that’s kept me alive.” Bourne stirred. “What if I’m on to something?”


    Soraya crossed her arms over her breast. “Like what?”


    “Okay, let’s start with the premise that these coincidences, as you call them, have their roots in a conspiracy. As I said, all of them have benefited Fadi in a material way.”


    “Go on.”


    “The headaches began after I saw Dr. Sunderland, the memory expert Martin recommended.”


    Soraya frowned. All of a sudden, there was nothing funny in what Bourne was saying. “Why did you go see him?”


    “I was being driven crazy by the memory fragments of my first visit here, to Odessa. But at the time, I didn’t even know it was Odessa, let alone what I was doing there.”


    “But how could that memory be part of this conspiracy you’re constructing?”


    “I don’t know,” Bourne conceded.


    “It can’t be part of it.” Soraya realized that she was pleading a case against him.


    Bourne waved a hand. “Let’s leave that aside for the moment. When I was bringing Martin home, he told me that I needed to come here—no matter what—to find a man named Lemontov who, he said, was Dujja’s banker. His reasoning was that if I got Lemontov, Dujja’s money flow would dry up.”


    Soraya nodded. “Acute thinking.”


    “It would have been if Lemontov existed. He doesn’t.” Bourne’s expression was perfectly unreadable. “Not only that, but Fadi knew about Lemontov. He knew Lemontov was fiction!”


    “So?”


    Bourne pushed off the wall, faced her squarely. “So by what possible means could Fadi know about Lemontov?”


    “You forget that Lindros was interrogated by Dujja. Maybe they fed him disinformation.”


    “That would presuppose they knew he was going to be rescued.”


    Soraya considered for a moment. “This Lemontov thing interests me. Lindros told me about him as well. He’s the reason I’m here. But why? Why did he send us both here?”


    “To chase a ghost,” Bourne said. “Chasing Lemontov was just a ruse. Fadi was waiting for us. He knew we were coming. He was prepared to kill me—in fact, if I’m any judge, he needed to. I could see it in his eyes, hear it in his voice. He’d been waiting a long time to catch up to me.”


    Soraya looked shaken.


    “One other thing,” Bourne pressed on. “On the plane ride home, Martin said that his interrogators kept asking about a mission targeting Hamid ibn Ashef. A mission of mine. He kept asking if I’d remembered it.”


    “Jason, why would Lindros want to know about a mission dreamed up by Alex Conklin?”


    “You know why,” Bourne said. “Fadi and Martin are somehow connected.”


    “What?”


    “As is Dr. Sunderland.” There was a relentless logic to his theory. “Sunderland’s treatment did something to me, something that caused me to make mistakes at crucial moments.”


    “How is that possible?”


    “A technique in brainwashing is to use a color, a sound, a key word or phrase to trigger a certain response in the subject at a later date.”


    Nothing to burn in the hole. The words had bounced around in Bourne’s head until he thought he’d go mad.


    Bourne repeated the phrase to Soraya. “Fadi used it. That phrase is what set off the headache. Fadi had the trigger phrase Sunderland set up in my brain.”


    “I remember the look on your face when he said it,” Soraya said. “But do you also remember that he said he’d spent time in Odessa?”


    “The Odessa mission to kill Hamid ibn Ashef is the key, Soraya. Everything points back to it.” His skin was gray; he seemed abruptly weary. “The conspiracy is in place. But what’s its ultimate purpose?”


    “Just as impossible to fathom is how they coerced Lindros into helping them.”


    “They didn’t. I know Martin better than anyone. He couldn’t be coerced to turn traitor.”


    She spread her hands. “What other explanation is there?”


    “What if the man I saved from Dujja, the man I brought back to CI, the man I vouched for, isn’t Martin Lindros?”


    “Okay, stop right there.” Her hands came up, palms outward. “You’ve just crossed the line from paranoia into full-blown psychosis.”


    He ignored her outburst. “What if the man I brought back, the man who is right now running Typhon, is an impostor?”


    “Jason, that’s impossible. He looks like Lindros, talks like Lindros. For God’s sake, he passed the retinal scanner test.”


    “The retinal scanner can be fooled,” Bourne pointed out. “It’s extremely rare and difficult to do—it requires a retinal or a full eye implant. But then if this impostor went to the trouble of having his face remade, the retinal implant would have been a piece of cake.”


    Soraya shook her head. “Do you have any idea of the ramifications of what you’re saying? An impostor in the center of CI, controlling more than a thousand agents worldwide. I say again it’s impossible, utterly insane.”


    “That’s precisely why it’s worked. You, me, everyone in Typhon and CI—all of us are being manipulated, misdirected. That was the plan all along. While we trot all around the globe, Fadi has been free to smuggle his people into the United States, to ship the nuclear device—in pieces, no doubt—to the location where they mean to detonate it.”


    “What you’re saying is monstrous.” Soraya was near shock. “No one’s going to believe you. I can’t even get my head around it.”


    She sank onto the edge of the planks. “Look, you’ve lost a lot of blood. You’re exhausted, not thinking clearly. You need to sleep and then—”


    “There’s one sure way to verify whether or not the Martin Lindros I brought back is real or an impostor,” Bourne continued, ignoring her. “I need to find the real Martin Lindros. If I’m right about all this, it means he’s still alive. The impostor needs him alive.” He began to slide off the bed. “We’ve got to—”


    A powerful wave of dizziness forced him to stop and slump back against the wall. Soraya levered him back down to a prone position. His eyelids grew heavy with fatigue.


    “Whatever we decide to do, right now you must get some rest,” she said with newfound firmness. “We’re both exhausted, and you need to heal.”


    A moment later, sleep overtook him. Soraya rose and settled herself on the floor next to the planks. She opened her arms; Oleksandr curled up against her breasts. She was filled with foreboding. What if Bourne was right? The consequences of such a scheme were unthinkable. And yet she found herself thinking about nothing else.


    “Oh, Oleksandr,” she whispered. “What are we to do?”


    The boxer turned his muzzle up to her, licked her face.


    She closed her eyes, deepened her breathing. Gradually, feeling the comforting thump-thump of Oleksandr’s heartbeat, she gave in to the stealthy approach of sleep.

  


  
    TWENTY

  


  
    Matthew Lerner and Jon Mueller had met ten years ago by fortuitous accident in a whorehouse in Bangkok. The two men had a lot in common besides whoring, drinking, and killing. Like Lerner, Mueller was a loner, a self-taught genius at tactical operation and strategic analysis. The moment they met, they recognized something in each other that drew them, even though Lerner was CI and Mueller, at the time, NSA.


    Lerner, walking through the air terminal in Odessa, moving closer to his target, had cause to think of Jon Mueller and all Mueller had taught him when his cell phone rang. It was Weller at D.C. Metro Police, where Lerner had a number of men on his payroll.


    “What’s up?” Lerner asked as soon as he’d recognized the desk sergeant’s voice.


    “I thought you’d want to know. Overton’s missing.”


    Lerner stood still, jostled as other arriving and departing passengers strode by him. “What?”


    “Didn’t show for his shift. Not answering his cell. Hasn’t been home. He’s dead gone, Matt.”


    Lerner, his mind churning, watched a pair of policemen pass. They stopped for a moment to talk to a comrade who was coming in the opposite direction, then moved on, their eyes alert.


    Into the significant silence, Weller ventured a postscript. “Overton was working on a case for you, wasn’t he?”


    “That was a while ago,” Lerner lied. What Overton was doing for him was none of Weller’s business. “Hey, thanks for the heads-up.”


    “It’s what you pay me for,” Weller said before hanging up.


    Lerner grabbed his small suitcase and moved to the side of the terminal passageway. Instinct told him that Overton was more than missing—he was dead. The question he asked himself now was: How had Anne Held had him killed? Because he knew as sure as he was standing in the Odessa air terminal that Held was behind Overton’s death.


    Perhaps he’d seriously underestimated the bitch. Clearly she hadn’t been intimidated by Overton’s house break-in. Just as clearly, she had decided to fight back. Too bad he was so far away. He’d relish butting heads with her. But at the moment, he had bigger fish to fillet.


    He opened his cell, dialed an unlisted Washington number. He waited while the call went through the usual security switching. Then a familiar voice answered.


    “Hey, Matt.”


    “Hey, Jon. I’ve got an interesting one for you.”


    Jon Mueller laughed. “All your jobs are interesting, Matt.”


    That was true. Briefly, Lerner described Anne Held, bringing Mueller up to date on the situation.


    “The escalation caught you by surprise, didn’t it?”


    “I underestimated her,” Lerner admitted. He and Jon had no secrets from each other. “Don’t you do the same.”


    “Gotcha. I’ll take her out.”


    “I mean it, Jon. This is one serious bitch. She’s got resources I know nothing about. I never imagined she could have Overton offed. But don’t make a move before you talk to the secretary. This is his game, it’s his decision whether or not to roll the dice.”


    



    Dr. Pavlyna was waiting for him just past the line of Customs and Immigration kiosks. Lerner hadn’t thought about it, but with a name like that he should’ve realized she’d be a woman. She was now CI chief of station in Odessa. A woman. Lerner made a mental note to do something about that as soon as he got back to D.C.


    Dr. Pavlyna was a rather handsome woman, tall, deep-breasted, imposing, her thick, dark hair streaked with gray, though to look at her face she couldn’t be past forty.


    They walked through the terminal, out into an afternoon warmer than he’d imagined. He’d never been to Odessa before. He’d been expecting Moscow weather, which he’d unhappily endured several times.


    “You’re in luck, Mr. Lerner,” Dr. Pavlyna said as they crossed a road on the way to the parking lot. “I’ve had contact with this man Bourne you need to find. Not direct contact, mind you. It seems he’s been injured. A knife wound to the side. No vital organs pierced, but a deep wound nonetheless. He’s lost a lot of blood.”


    “How d’you know all this if you’ve had no direct contact with him?”


    “Fortunately, he’s not alone. He’s with one of us. Soraya Moore. She appeared at my door last night. Bourne was too badly hurt to accompany her, she said. I gave her antibiotics, sutures, and the like.”


    “Where are they?”


    “She didn’t say, and I didn’t ask. SOP.”


    “That’s a pity,” Lerner said, meaning it. He wondered what the hell Soraya was doing here. How had she known Bourne was here unless Martin Lindros had sent her? But why would he do that—Bourne notoriously worked alone… the assignment made no sense. Lerner would dearly have liked to call Lindros on his decision, but of course he couldn’t. His own presence here was a secret, a point made clear to Dr. Pavlyna when the Old Man had called her.


    They’d stopped at a new silver Skoda Octavia RS, a small but neat sports wagon. Dr. Pavlyna opened the doors, and they got in.


    “The DCI himself told me to give you all the assistance I could organize.” Dr. Pavlyna drove through the lot, paid her ticket. “There have been some newer developments. It seems Bourne is wanted by the police for the killing of four men.”


    “That means he’s going to have to get out of Odessa as quickly and as stealthily as possible.”


    “That’s certainly what I would do.” She waited for an opening in the traffic flow and pulled out.


    Lerner’s practiced eye took in everything around him. “This is a relatively big city. I’m sure there are a number of ways to get out.”


    “Naturally.” Dr. Pavlyna nodded. “But very few of them will be open to him. For instance, the heightened police presence at the airport. He can’t get out that way.”


    “Don’t be so sure. The guy’s a fucking chameleon.”


    Dr. Pavlyna moved left, accelerating into the passing lane. “You forget that he’s badly wounded. Somehow the police know this. It would be too much of a risk.”


    “What then?” Lerner said. “Train, car?”


    “Neither. The railway system won’t get him out of Ukraine; driving would take too long and prove too hazardous—roadblocks and the like. Especially in his condition.”


    “That leaves boat.”


    Dr. Pavlyna nodded. “There’s a passenger ferry from Odessa to Istanbul, but it only runs once a week. He’d have to hole up for four days before the next one sails.” She considered for a moment as she put on more speed. “Odessa’s lifeblood is commerce. Freight and rail ferries run several times a day between here and a number of destinations: Bulgaria, Georgia, Turkey, Cyprus, Egypt. Security is relatively slack. In my opinion, that’s far and away his best bet.”


    “Then you’d better get us there first,” Lerner said, “or we’ll lose him for sure.”


    



    Yevgeny Feyodovich strode purposely into the Privoz farmers’ market. He headed directly toward Egg Row without his usual stops to smoke and gab with his circle of buddies. This morning, he had no time for them, no time for anything but getting the hell out of Odessa.


    Magda, the partner with whom he owned the kiosk, was already there. It was Magda’s farm from which the eggs came. He was the one with the capital.


    “Has anyone come around asking for me?” he said as he came around behind the counter.


    She was uncrating the eggs, separating the colors and sizes. “Quiet as a churchyard.”


    “Why did you use that phrase?”


    Something in the tone of his voice made her stop what she was doing, look up. “Yevgeny Feyodovich, whatever is the matter?”


    “Nothing.” He was busy gathering up personal items.


    “Huh. You look like you’ve seen the sun at midnight.” She put her fists on her ample hips. “And where d’you think you’re going? We’ll be swamped here morning till sunset today.”


    “I have a business matter to attend to,” he said hurriedly.


    She barred his way. “Don’t think you can leave me like this. We have an agreement.”


    “Get your brother to help you.”


    Magda puffed her chest out. “My brother’s an idiot.”


    “Then he’s tailor-made for the job.”


    He shouldered her roughly out of the way while her face was filling with blood. Putting his back to the whole scene, he strode quickly away, ignoring her indignant screeches, the stares of nearby vendors.


    This morning on his way to the market, he’d received a call with the chilling news that Bogdan Illiyanovich had been shot to death on his way to leading the Moldavian Ilias Voda into the trap set for him by Fadi, the terrorist. Yevgeny had been paid well to be the roper, the one who brought the mark—in this case Voda—to the access point. Until he’d received a call from one of his friends in the police, he’d had no idea what Fadi wanted with Ilias Voda or that it would involve multiple murders. Now Bogdan Illiyanovich was dead, along with three of Fadi’s men and, worst of all, a police officer.


    Yevgeny knew that if anyone got caught, his name would be the first one to pop up. He was about the last person in Odessa able to withstand a full-on police investigation. His livelihood—his very life—depended on him being anonymous, clinging to the shadows. Once the spotlight was shone on him, he was a dead man.


    That was why he was on the run, why he was obliged in the most urgent terms to leave his past behind and relocate, hopefully outside Ukraine altogether. He was thinking Istanbul, of course. The man who had hired him for this godforsaken job was in Istanbul. Since Yevgeny was the only one who’d come out of this fiasco alive, perhaps the man would give him a job. Going to one of Yevgeny’s current drug sources was out of the question. That entire chain of custody was in jeopardy now. Best to sever his ties to them completely, start over. In Yevgeny’s chosen field, Istanbul was a more hospitable base than many he could think of, especially those closer to hand.


    He hurried through the crowds that had begun to clog the access points. He was impelled by an uncomfortable prickling at the back of his neck, as if he was already in the crosshairs of an unknown assassin.


    He was just passing a stack of crates in which beakless chickens were roiling as though they’d already lost their heads when he saw a pair of policemen threading their way through the pedestrian traffic. He didn’t have to ask anyone why they were there.


    Just as he was shying away, a woman stepped out from between two stacks of crates. Already on edge, he took an involuntary step back, his fingers curled around the grip of his gun.


    “The police are here, they’ve set a trap,” the woman said.


    She looked slightly Arabian to him, but that could mean anything. Half of his world was part Arabian.


    She gestured urgently. “Come with me. I can get you out of here.”


    “Don’t make me laugh. For all I know you’re working for the SBU.”


    He started to move away from her, away from the two policemen he’d seen. Soraya shook her head. “They’re waiting for you that way.”


    He continued on. “I don’t believe you.”


    She went with him, shouldering her way through the thick stream of people until she was slightly ahead of him. All at once she stopped, indicated with her head. An unpleasant ball of ice formed in Yevgeny’s lower belly.


    “I told you it was a trap, Yevgeny Feyodovich.”


    “How do you know my name? How do you know the police are after me?”


    “Please. There’s no time.” She plucked at his sleeve. “This way, quickly! It’s your only hope of evading them.”


    He nodded. What else could he do? She took him back to the city of chicken crates, then through them. They had to walk sideways to make it through the narrow lanes. On the other hand, the crate stacks, rising above their heads, kept them invisible to the police moving through the market.


    At last, they broke out onto a street, hurried across it against traffic. He could see that they were heading toward a battered old Skoda.


    “Please get in back,” she said curtly as she slid behind the wheel.


    In something of a blind panic, Yevgeny Feyodovich did as she ordered, wrenching open the door, climbing in. He slammed the door shut, and she pulled out from the curb. That was when he became aware of someone sitting unmoving on the seat next to him.


    “Ilias Voda!” His voice sounded bleak.


    “You’ve stepped in it this time.” Jason Bourne relieved him of gun and knife.


    “What?” Yevgeny Feyodovich, shocked to be unarmed, was even more so to see how white and drawn Voda was.


    Bourne turned to him. “In this town you’re thoroughly fucked, tovarich.”


    



    Deron had often said that Tyrone could be like a dog with a bone. He’d get certain ideas stuck in his head and he couldn’t—or wouldn’t—let them go until they were resolved. He was like this with the two people he’d seen chopping up the cop’s body then burning down M&N Bodywork. He followed the inevitable aftermath like the most rabid fan of American Idol. The fire department came, and then the cops. But nothing remained inside the concrete-block building except ash and cinders. Moreover, it was District NE, which meant nobody really gave a shit. Inside an hour, Five-O had given up and, with a collective sigh of relief, had hightailed it to safety in the white parts of the city.


    But Tyrone knew what had happened. Not that anyone had asked him. Not that he would have told them shit had they bothered to interview him. In fact, he didn’t even call his friend Deron in Florida to tell him.


    In his world, you took the knife off your hoop enemy when you beat him to a pulp for dissing you, or your sister, or your girlfriend, whatever. So at ten or eleven, you gained a measure of respect, which increased exponentially when your Masta Blasta slipped you a Saturday-night special with a taped butt and the serial numbers filed off.


    Then, of course, you had to use it, because you didn’t want to be a hop-along, a wannabe nobody would hang with or, worse, a mentard. It wasn’t so difficult, really, because you already had some experience blowing people’s heads off playing Postal 2 and Soldier of Fortune. As it turned out, the real thing wasn’t much different. Just that you had to be careful afterward so the kill wouldn’t turn into a career-ending move.


    And yet there was something inside him, some nagging sense that this was not the only way it could be. There was Deron, of course, who’d been born and raised in the hood. But he’d had a momma who was straight and a father who’d loved him. In some way Tyrone couldn’t understand, let alone articulate, he suspected those things counted for something. Then Deron had gone away to be educated in the white world and everyone in the hood—including Tyrone—had instantly hated his guts. But when he’d returned they forgave him everything because they saw he hadn’t abandoned them, as they’d feared. For that, they loved him all the more, and rallied ’round to protect him.


    Now Tyrone, sitting under the tree opposite the burned-out hulk of M&N Bodywork, faced both the destruction of his dream to make it his crew’s crib, and the terrible notion that the dream was not what he’d wanted after all. He stared at the blank, blackened wall of cinder block, and it looked not much different than his life.


    He drew out his cellie. He didn’t have Miss S’s number. How to contact her, how to let her know he had the 411—what did Deron call it? intel, yeah—for her? Him and only him. If she’d meet him, if she’d walk with him again. He forced himself to believe that’s all he wanted from her. The real truth he couldn’t face yet.


    He called 411. The only listed number for CI was the so-called public relations office. Tyrone knew what a joke that was, but he dialed it anyway. Once again, his life had refused to allow him a choice.


    “Yes? How can I help?” a young white male voice said in clipped fashion.


    “I’m tryin’ t’reach a agent I spoke to coupla days ago,” Tyrone said, for once self-conscious about his ghetto slur.


    “The agent’s name?”


    “Soraya Moore.”


    “Just a moment, please.”


    Tyrone heard some clicking, all at once became paranoid. He got up from his perch, began to walk down the street.


    “Sir? May I have your name and number, please?”


    Paranoia in full flower. He began to walk faster, as if he could outrun the inquiry. “I just want to speak to—”


    “If you give me your name and number, I’ll see that Agent Moore gets the message.”


    At this, Tyrone felt completely boxed in by a world he knew nothing about. “Just tell her I know who put the salt on her tail.”


    “Pardon me, sir, you know what?”


    Tyrone felt that his own ignorance was being used as a weapon against which he was powerless. By design, his world was hidden within the larger one. Once, he’d been proud of that. Now, all at once, he knew it was a failing.


    He repeated what he’d said, disconnected. Disgusted, he threw the cellie into the gutter, made a mental note to have DJ Tank get him another burner. His old one had just gotten too hot.


    



    So who are you, really?” Yevgeny Feyodovich asked with world weariness.


    “Does it matter?” Bourne said.


    “I suppose not.” Yevgeny stared out the window as they passed through the city. Every time he saw a police car or a policeman on foot, his muscles tensed. “You’re not even Moldavian, are you?”


    “Your pal, Bogdan Illiyanovich, tried to kill me.” Bourne, watching the other’s face carefully, said: “You don’t seem surprised.”


    “Today,” Yevgeny Feyodovich replied, “nothing surprises me.”


    “Who hired you?” Bourne said sharply.


    Yevgeny’s head swung around. “You don’t expect me to tell you.”


    “Was it the Saudi, Fadi?”


    “I don’t know a Fadi.”


    “But you knew Edor Vladovich Lemontov, a fictitious drug lord.”


    “I never actually said I knew him.” Yevgeny Feyodovich looked around. Judging by the sun, they were heading southwest. “Where are we going?”


    “A killing field.”


    Yevgeny affected nonchalance. “I should say my prayers then.”


    “By all means.”


    Soraya drove hard and fast, always staying within the speed limit. The last thing any of them needed was to attract the attention of a cruising police car. At length, they left the urban sprawl of Odessa behind, only to be confronted by rows of huge factories, transfer depots, and rail yards.


    A bit farther on, there was a break of perhaps three or four kilometers where a village had sprung up, stores and houses looking tiny and incongruous amid the gargantuan structures on either side. Near the far end, Soraya turned down a side street that was soon fleshed out with foliage, both natural and artificial.


    Oleksandr was waiting for them in the front yard of his owner and trainer—a friend of Soraya—who was, at the moment, nowhere to be seen. The boxer lifted his head as the battered Skoda turned into the driveway. The dacha behind him was of moderate size, set in a shallow dell, protected from its neighbors by thick stands of fir and cypress.


    As Soraya rolled to a halt, Oleksandr rose, trotting toward them. He barked in greeting as he saw Soraya emerge from the car.


    “My God, that’s a huge beast,” Yevgeny Feyodovich said under his breath.


    Bourne smiled at him. “Welcome to the killing ground.” He grabbed the Ukrainian by his collar and dragged him off the backseat, out into the yard.


    Oleksandr, seeing an unfamiliar face, raised his ears, sat back on his haunches, growled low in his throat. He bared his teeth.


    “Let me introduce you to your executioner.” Bourne shoved Yevgeny toward the dog.


    The Ukrainian appeared thunderstruck. “The dog?”


    “Oleksandr chewed Fadi’s face off,” Bourne said. “And hasn’t eaten since then.”


    Yevgeny Feyodovich shuddered. He closed his eyes. “All I want is to be somewhere else.”


    “Don’t we all,” Bourne said, meaning it. “Just tell me who hired you.”


    Yevgeny Feyodovich wiped his sweating face. “He’ll kill me, no doubt.”


    Bourne swept his hand toward the boxer. “At least that way you’ll have a head start.”


    At that moment, just as they’d planned, Soraya gave Oleksandr a hand command. The dog leapt forward directly toward Yevgeny, who let out with a high, almost comical yelp.


    At the last instant Bourne reached down and grabbed the dog’s collar, pulling him up short. The maneuver took more out of Bourne than it should have, sending shock waves of pain radiating from the wound in his side. He gave no outward sign of his distress. Nevertheless, he was aware of Soraya’s eyes reading his face as if it were today’s newspaper.


    “Yevgeny Feyodovich,” Bourne said, straightening up, “as you can plainly see, Oleksandr is big and powerful. My hand is getting tired. You have five seconds before I let go.”


    Yevgeny, his mind functioning off the adrenaline of terror, made up his mind in three. “All right, keep that dog away from me.”


    Bourne began to walk toward him, a straining Oleksandr in tow. He saw Yevgeny’s eyes open wide enough to see the whites all around.


    “Who hired you, Yevgeny Feyodovich?”


    “A man named Nesim Hatun.” The Ukrainian could not take his eyes off the boxer. “He works out of Istanbul—the Sultanahmet District.”


    “Where in Sultanahmet?” Bourne said.


    Yevgeny cringed away from Oleksandr, whom Bourne had allowed to rise up on his hind legs. He was as tall as the Ukrainian. “I don’t know,” Yevgeny said. “I swear. I’ve told you everything.”


    The moment Bourne let go of Oleksandr’s collar, the dog sprang forward like an arrow from a drawn bow. Yevgeny Feyodovich screamed. A stain appeared at the crotch of his trousers as he was plowed under.


    A moment later, Oleksandr was sitting on his chest, licking his face.


    



    As far as freight ports are concerned, you basically have two choices,” Dr. Pavlyna said. “Odessa and Ilyichevsk, some seven kilometers to the southwest.”


    “What’s your take?” Matthew Lerner said. They were in her car, heading toward the northern end of Odessa, where the shipyards were located.


    “Odessa is, of course, closer,” she said. “But the police are sure to have at least some surveillance there. On the other hand, Ilyichevsk is appealing simply because it’s farther away from the center of the manhunt; there’s sure to be less of a police presence—if any. Also, it’s a larger, busier facility, with ferries on more frequent schedules.”


    “Ilyichevsk it is, then.”


    She changed lanes, preparing to make a turn, so that they could head south. “The only problem for them will be roadblocks.”


    



    Leaving the main road behind, Soraya drove through back streets, even some alleys she could squeeze the Skoda through.


    “Even so,” Bourne said, “I wouldn’t rule out hitting one roadblock between here and Ilyichevsk.”


    They had left Yevgeny Feyodovich in the front yard of Soraya’s friend, guarded for the time being by Oleksandr. Three hours from now, when his release would be meaningless to them, Soraya’s friend would let him go.


    “How are you feeling?” Soraya drove through narrow streets lined with warehouses. Here and there in the distance, they could see the portal and floating cranes at the port of Ilyichevsk rising like the necks of dinosaurs. It was slower going along this route, but it was also safer than taking the main road.


    “I’m fine,” he said, but she could tell he was lying. His face was still pale, stitched with pain, his breathing ragged, not as deep as it ought to be.


    “Glad to hear it,” she said with heavy irony. “Because like it or not, we’re going to come up against that roadblock in about three minutes.”


    He looked up ahead. There were several cars and trucks stopped, lined up to be funneled through a gap between two armored police vehicles parked perpendicular to the street, so that their formidable tanklike sides were presented to the oncoming traffic. Two policemen in riot gear were questioning the cars’ occupants, peering into their trunks or—in the case of the trucks—checking the rear and underneath the carriage. With faces clamped tight, they worked slowly, methodically, thoroughly. Clearly, they were leaving nothing to chance.


    Soraya shook her head. “There’s no way out of this, no alternate route I can take. The water’s on our right, the main highway on our left.” She glanced in her side mirror, at the traffic building behind her, another police car. “I can’t even turn around without the risk of being stopped.”


    “Time for Plan B,” Bourne said grimly. “You watch the cops in back of us; I’ll keep my eye on the ones in front.”


    



    Valery Petrovich, having just emptied his bladder against the brick side of a building, walked back to his position. He and his partner had been assigned to check that no vehicle lined up for the roadblock tried to turn around. He was thinking with some disgust about this bottom-of-the-barrel assignment, worrying that he’d been hit with it because he’d pissed off his sergeant, because, true, he’d beaten him at dice and at cards, taking six hundred rubles off him each time. Also true, the man was a vindictive bastard. Look what he’d done to poor Mikhail Arkanovich for mistakenly eating the sergeant’s pierogi, vile though they’d been, so he’d heard from a very bitter Mikhail Arkanovich.


    He was considering methods for remedying his deteriorating situation when he saw someone slip out of a battered Skoda seven cars from the front of the queue. His curiosity piqued, Valery Petrovich walked forward along the fronts of the warehouses, keeping his eye on the figure. He had just made out that it was a man when the figure slipped into a refuse-strewn alley between two buildings. Glancing front and back, the officer realized that no one else had noticed the man.


    For half a second, he thought about using his walkie-talkie to alert his partner to the suspicious figure. That’s all the time it took for him to realize that this was his ticket to returning to his sergeant’s good graces. He sure as hell wasn’t going to let the opportunity slip through his fingers by allowing someone else to capture what might very possibly be the fugitive they’d been sent to capture. He had no intention of becoming the next Mikhail Arkanovich, so, pistol drawn, licking his chops like a wolf about to rend its unsuspecting prey, he hurried eagerly on.


    



    Taking a quick visual survey behind the line of warehouses, Bourne had already determined the best route to work his way around the roadblock. Under normal circumstances, there would have been no problem. Trouble was, he now found himself in anything but normal circumstances. Certainly he’d been injured before in the field—many times, in fact. But rarely this severely. On the car ride out to the dog handler’s, he’d begun to feel feverish. Now he felt chills running through him. His forehead was hot, his mouth dry. He was in need not only of rest but also of more antibiotics—a full course—to fully pull himself out of the weakness inflicted by the knife wound.


    Rest was, of course, out of the question. Where he was going to get antibiotics was problematic. If he didn’t have an urgent reason to get out of Odessa immediately, he could have gone to the CI doctor. But that, too, was now out of the question.


    He was in the open area behind the warehouses. A wide paved road gave access to the row of loading docks. Here and there were scattered refrigerated trucks and semis, either backed up to the docks or pulled to the far side of the road, where they sat idle, waiting for their drivers to return.


    As he moved toward the area parallel to the roadblock on the other side of the buildings on his left, he passed a couple of forklifts, dodging several others loaded with large crates that scooted from one loading dock to another.


    He saw his pursuer—a policemen—as a reflection in a forklift. Without breaking stride, he clambered painfully onto a loading dock and passed between two stacks of boxes into the warehouse interior. All the men, he noticed, were wearing port ID tags.


    He found his way to the locker room. It was past the beginning of the shift, and the tiled room was deserted. He went along the lines of lockers, picking the locks at random. The third locker provided what he was looking for: a maintenance uniform. He donned it, not without a series of hot stitches of pain radiating out from his side. A thorough search turned up no ID tag. He knew how to take care of that. On the way out, he brushed against a man coming in, mumbling a hasty apology. As he hurried back onto the loading dock, he clipped on the tag he’d lifted.


    Checking the immediate environment, he could find no sign of his pursuer. He set out on foot, skirting the empty steel cabs of the trucks whose cargo was being unloaded onto the concrete docks, where each crate, barrel, or container was checked against a manifest or bill of lading.


    “Halt!” came a voice behind him. “Stop right there!” He saw the policeman behind the wheel of one of the empty forklifts. The policeman put the vehicle in gear and drove it straight at him.


    Though the forklift wasn’t fast, Bourne nevertheless found himself at a distinct disadvantage. Because of the path the forklift was taking, he was imprisoned within a relatively narrow space, bordered on one side by the parked trucks, on the other by a strip of bunkerlike raw concrete buildings that housed the offices of the warehouse companies.


    For the moment, the traffic was dense, and everyone was too busy at their jobs to notice the wayward forklift and its prey, but that might change at any moment.


    Bourne turned and ran. With every stride the forklift gained on him, not only because it was in high gear but also because Bourne was in crippling agony. He dodged the machine once, twice, the tips of its forks releasing a shower of sparks as they scraped along a concrete wall.


    He was near the end of the loading docks closest to the roadblock. There was an enormous semi backed into the last bay. Bourne’s only chance was to run directly at the side of the cab, ducking under it at the last minute. He would have made it, too, but at almost the last instant, the overworked muscles of his left leg buckled under the pain.


    He stumbled, slamming his side against the cab. A heartbeat later the ends of the forks punctured the painted steel on either side of Bourne, pinning him in place. He tried to duck down but he couldn’t; he was held fast on either side by the forks.


    He struggled to recover, to disengage himself from a pain so debilitating it made all thought difficult. Then the policeman crashed the gears, and the forklift ground forward. The tines buried themselves deeper into the side of the semi, thrusting him forward toward the truck.


    A moment more and he would be crushed between the forklift and the semi.

  


  
    TWENTY-ONE

  


  
    Bourne exhaled and twisted his body. At the same time, he jammed his hands against the tops of the horizontal forks, levering his torso, then his legs up above the level of the tines. He spread his feet on the metal sill in front of the cab and levered himself onto the windshield.


    The policeman threw the forklift into reverse in an attempt to dislodge Bourne, but the forks had pierced into the core of the cab and now something there was holding them fast.


    Seeing his opening, Bourne swung around to the open side. The policeman drew his gun, aimed it at Bourne, but before he could pull the trigger Bourne kicked out, the toe of his shoe colliding with the side of the policeman’s face. The jawbone dislocated, cracking apart.


    Bourne grabbed the policeman’s pistol and drove another fist into the man’s solar plexus, doubling him over. He turned, jumped to the ground, the jarring force running right up into his left side like a spear thrust.


    Then Bourne was off and running, past the line of the roadblock into a small woods, then out again on the other side. By the time he reached the side of the road several thousand meters beyond the police presence, he was winded and spent. But there was the battered Skoda, its passenger door open, Soraya’s face, drawn and anxious, peering across the car’s interior, watching him all the way as he climbed aboard. He slammed the door shut, and the Skoda lurched forward as she put it in gear.


    “Are you all right?” she said, her eyes flicking from him to the road ahead. “What the hell happened?”


    “I had to go to Plan C,” Bourne said. “And then to Plan D.”


    “There were no Plans C and D.”


    Bourne put his head against the seat. “That’s what I mean.”


    



    Arriving at Ilyichevsk under gathering clouds, Lerner said, “Take me to the ferry slips. I want to check the first outgoing ferry, because that’s where he’s headed.”


    “I disagree.” Dr. Pavlyna drove the car through the byways of the port with the assurance of someone who’d done it many times before. “The facility maintains its own Polyclinic. Believe me when I tell you that by now Bourne is going to need what only the clinic has got.”


    Lerner, who’d never taken an order from a woman in his life, disliked the idea of taking Dr. Pavlyna’s suggestion. In fact, he disliked having her driving him around. But for the time being, it served its purpose. That didn’t mean her competence didn’t put him in a surly mood.


    Ilyichevsk was vast, a cityscape of low, flat, ugly buildings, vast warehouses and silos, cold storage facilities, container terminals, and monstrously tall TAKRAF cranes floating on barges. To the west, fishing trawlers lay at berth being off-loaded or refitted. The port, built in a kind of arc around a natural inlet to the Black Sea, comprised seven cargo-handling complexes. Six specialized in areas such as steel and pig iron, tropical oils, timber, vegetables and liquid oils, fertilizer. One was an immense grain silo reloader. The seventh was for ferries and ro-ro vessels. Ro-ro was short for “roll on–roll off,” meaning that the central space housed enormous containers from both rail lines and tractor-trailers that were driven onto the ferry and stacked in its bowels. Above this space was the area housing the passengers, captain, and much of the crew. The main drawback to the design was its inherent instability. With only a centimeter or two of water penetrating the cargo deck, the ferry would start to roll over and sink. Nevertheless, no other craft could serve its purpose as efficiently, so ro-ros continued to be used all over Asia and the Middle East.


    The Polyclinic lay more or less midway between Terminals Three and Six. It was in an unremarkable three-story building with strictly utilitarian lines. Dr. Pavlyna drew her car up to the side of the Polyclinic and switched off the engine.


    She turned to Lerner. “I’ll go in myself. That way, there won’t be any questions with security.”


    As she moved to open her door, Lerner grasped her arm. “I think it would be better if I went with you.”


    She glanced down at his hand for a moment before saying, “You’re making things difficult. Let me take the lead in this; I know the people here.”


    Lerner tightened his grip. His grin revealed a set of very large teeth. “If you know the people, Doctor, there won’t be any questions with security, will there?”


    She gave him a long appraising look, as if seeing him for the first time. “Is there a problem?”


    “Not from my end.”


    Dr. Pavlyna wrested her arm from his grasp. “Because if there is, we should settle it now. We’re in the field—”


    “I know precisely where we are, Doctor.”


    “—where misconceptions and misunderstandings can lead to fatal errors.”


    Lerner got out of the car and began walking toward the front door of the Polyclinic. A moment later, he heard Dr. Pavlyna’s boots crunch against the gravel before she caught up with him on the tarmac.


    “You may have been sent by the DCI, but I’m the COS here.”


    “For the time being,” he said blithely.


    “Is that a threat?” Dr. Pavlyna didn’t hesitate. Men of one sort or another had been trying to intimidate her ever since she was a little girl. She’d taken her early knocks before learning how to fight back with her arsenal of weapons. “You’re under my command. You understand that.”


    He paused for a moment in front of the door. “I understand that I have to deal with you while I’m here.”


    “Lerner, have you ever been married?”


    “Married, and divorced. Happily.”


    “Why am I not surprised.” As she tried to brush past him, he grabbed her again.


    Dr. Pavlyna said, “You don’t like women much, do you?”


    “Not the ones who think they’re men, I don’t.”


    Having made his point, he dropped his hand from her arm.


    She opened the door, but for the moment barred his entry with her body. “For God’s sake keep your mouth shut, otherwise you’ll compromise my security.” She stepped aside. “Even someone as crude as you can understand that.”


    



    Under the pretext of a mission briefing update, Karim al-Jamil wangled himself an invitation to breakfast with the Old Man. Not that he didn’t have an update, but the mission was bullshit, so anything he had to say about it was bullshit. On the other hand, it felt fine to feed the DCI bullshit for breakfast. Anyway, he had his own intel update to digest. The memories Dr. Veintrop implanted had led Bourne to the ambush point. Somehow the man had recovered enough to shoot four men to death and escape Fadi. But not before Fadi had knifed him in the side. Was Bourne dead or alive? If Karim al-Jamil were allowed to bet, he’d put his money on alive.


    But now that he had reached the top floor of CI headquarters, he forced his mind back into its role of Martin Lindros.


    Even during a crisis, the Old Man took his meals where he always did.


    “Being chained to the same desk, staring at the same monitor day in, day out, is enough to drive a man mad,” he said as Karim al-Jamil sat down opposite him. The floor was divided in two. The west wing was devoted to a world-class gym and Olympic-size swimming pool. The walled-off east wing, where they were now, housed quarters off limits to everyone except the Old Man.


    This was the room to which the seven heads of directorates had from time to time been invited. It had the look and feel of a greenhouse, with a thick terra-cotta tile floor and a high humidity level, the better to accommodate a wide variety of tropical greenery and orchids. Who tended them was the stuff of much speculation and fanciful urban legends. The bottom line was that no one knew, just as no one knew who—if anyone—occupied the east wing’s ten or twelve securely locked off-limits offices.


    This was, of course, Karim al-Jamil’s first time in the Gerbil Circuit, as it was referred to internally. Why? Because the DCI kept three gerbils in side-by-side cages. In each cage, one gerbil was confined to a wheel on which it ran endlessly. Much like the agents of CI.


    Those few directorate heads who spoke of their breakfasts with the Old Man claimed he found watching the gerbils at their labor relaxing—like staring at fish in a tank. Speculation among the agents, however, was that the DCI perversely enjoyed being reminded that, like the ancient Greek Sisyphus, CI’s task was without either praise or end.


    “On the other hand,” the Old Man was saying now, “the job itself can drive a man mad.”


    The table was set with a starched white cloth, two bone-china settings, a basket of croissants and muffins, and two carafes, one of strong, freshly brewed coffee, the other of Earl Grey tea, the Old Man’s favorite.


    Karim al-Jamil helped himself to coffee, which he sipped black. The DCI liked his tea milky and sweet. There was no sign of a waiter, but a metal cart stood tableside, keeping its contents warm for the diners.


    Digging out his papers, Karim al-Jamil said, “Should I start the briefing now or wait for Lerner?”


    “Lerner won’t be joining us,” the DCI said enigmatically.


    Karim al-Jamil began. “The Skorpion units are three-quarters of the way to their destination in the Shabwah region of South Yemen. The marines have been mobilized out of Djibouti.” He glanced at his watch. “As of twenty minutes ago, they were on the ground in Shabwah, awaiting orders from our Skorpion commanders.”


    “Excellent.” The DCI refilled his teacup, stirred in cream and sugar. “What progress on pinning down the specific location of the transmissions?”


    “I put two separate Typhon teams onto parsing different packets of data. Right now we’re reasonably certain the Dujja facility is somewhere within the eighty-kilometer target radius.”


    The DCI was staring into the cages at the busy gerbils. “Can’t we pin it down more accurately?”


    “The chief problem is the mountains. They tend to distort and reflect the signals. But we’re working on it.”


    The Old Man nodded absently.


    “Sir, if I might ask, what’s on your mind?”


    For a moment it appeared as if the older man hadn’t heard. Then the DCI’s head swung around, his canny eyes engaging those of Karim al-Jamil. “I don’t know, but I feel as if I’m missing something… something important.”


    Karim al-Jamil kept his breathing even, arranged his expression into one of mild concern. “Is there anything I can help you with, sir? Perhaps it’s Lerner—”


    “Why d’you mention him in particular?” the DCI said a trifle too sharply.


    “We’ve never spoken about his taking over my position in Typhon.”


    “You were gone; Typhon was leaderless.”


    “And you put an outsider into the breach?”


    The DCI set down his cup with an ungainly clatter. “Are you second-guessing my judgment, Martin?”


    “Of course not.” Be careful, Karim al-Jamil thought. “But it was damn strange to see him in my chair when I got back.”


    The Old Man frowned. “Yes, I can see that.”


    “And now in the middle of this ultimate crisis, he’s nowhere to be found.”


    “Get us our breakfast, would you, Martin,” the DCI said. “I’m hungry.”


    Karim al-Jamil opened the food cart, taking out two plates of fried eggs and bacon. It was all he could do not to gag. He’d never gotten used to pork products or, for that matter, eggs fried in butter. As he set a plate down in front of the DCI, he said, “If there’s still a bit of distrust after my ordeal, I certainly understand.”


    “It’s not that,” the Old Man said, again a bit too sharply.


    Karim al-Jamil set his own plate down. “Then what is it? I’d appreciate knowing. These mysterious incidents with Matthew Lerner make me feel as if I’ve been cut out of the loop.”


    “Seeing how much it means to you, Martin, I’ll make you a proposition.”


    The Old Man paused to chew a mouthful of bacon and eggs, swallow, and wipe his glistening lips in a fair imitation of gentlemanly fashion.


    Karim al-Jamil almost felt sorry for the real Martin Lindros, who’d had to put up with this insulting behavior. And they call us barbarians.


    “I know you have a great deal on your plate at the moment,” the DCI finally continued. “But if you could find your way to make some discreet inquiries for me—”


    “Who or what?”


    The DCI sliced into his eggs and neatly piled a third of a strip of bacon on top. “It has lately come to my attention through certain back channels that I have an enemy inside the Beltway.”


    “After all these years,” Karim al-Jamil observed, “there has to be a list of some size.”


    “Of course there is. But this one’s special. I ought to warn you to be exceedingly careful; he’s as powerful as they come.”


    “I trust it’s not the president,” Karim al-Jamil said, joking.


    “No, but damn close.” The Old Man was perfectly serious. “Secretary of Defense Ervin Reynolds Halliday, known as Bud to everyone who kisses his ass. I very much doubt he has anything approaching real friends.”


    “Who does, in this town?”


    The DCI emitted a rare chuckle. “Just so.” He stuffed the forkful of food into his mouth, transferred it to one cheek in order to continue talking. “But you and I, Martin, we’re friends. Close as, anyway. So this little deal is between us.”


    “You can count on me, sir.”


    “I know I can, Martin. The best thing I’ve done in the past decade is bring you along to the top of the CI ladder.”


    “I appreciate your trust in me, sir.”


    The DCI gave no indication he’d heard the other’s remark. “After Halliday and his faithful pit bull, LaValle, tried to ambush me in the War Room, I made some inquiries. What I’ve discovered is that the two of them have been quietly setting up parallel intelligence units. They’re moving into our turf.”


    “Which means we have to stop them.”


    The Old Man’s eyes narrowed. “Yes, it does, Martin. And unfortunately they’re making their overt move at the worst possible time: when Dujja is attempting a major attack.”


    “Maybe that’s deliberate, sir.”


    The DCI thought about the ambush in the War Room. There was no doubt that both Halliday and LaValle were trying to embarrass him in front of the president. He thought again of the president sitting back, watching the thrust and parry unfold. Was he already on the defense secretary’s side? Did he want CI taken over by the Pentagon? The Old Man shuddered at the thought of the military in control of human intelligence. There was no telling what liberties LaValle and Halliday would take with their newfound power. There was a good reason for the separation of power of the Pentagon and CI. Without it, a police state was just a shot away.


    “What are you looking for?”


    “Dirt.” The DCI swallowed. “The more the merrier.”


    Karim al-Jamil nodded. “I’ll need someone—”


    “Anyone. Just say the name.”


    “Anne Held.”


    The DCI was taken aback. “My Anne Held?” He shook his head. “Choose someone else.”


    “You said discreet. I can’t use an agent. It’s Anne or nothing.”


    The DCI eyed him to see if he could spot the hint of a bluff. Apparently, he couldn’t. “Done,” he conceded.


    “Now tell me about Matthew Lerner.”


    The Old Man looked him in the eye. “It’s Bourne.”


    After a long, awkward moment during which all that could be heard was the whirring of wheels propelled by twelve tiny gerbil feet, Karim al-Jamil said quietly, “What does Jason Bourne have to do with Matthew Lerner?”


    The DCI put down his knife and fork. “I know what Bourne has meant to you, Martin. You have a certain, though inexplicable, rapport with him. But the simple fact is that he’s the worst kind of poison for CI. Consequently, I’ve dispatched Matthew Lerner to terminate him.”


    For a moment, Karim al-Jamil could not believe what he was hearing. The DCI had sent an assassin to kill Bourne? To take from him and his brother the satisfaction of a long-held and meticulously plotted revenge? No. He wouldn’t have it.


    The killing rage—what his father had called the Desert Wind—took possession of his heart, heated it, beat it down until it was like a forged blade. All that could be discerned of this grave inner turmoil was the briefest flare of his nostrils—which in any event his companion, having taken up his cutlery, failed to notice.


    Karim al-Jamil cut into his eggs, watched the yolks run. One of them had a blood spot on its glassy surface.


    “That was a radical move,” he said when he was in full control of his emotions. “I told you I’d severed him.”


    “I thought about it and decided it wasn’t the proper solution.”


    “You should have come to me.”


    “You’d only have tried to talk me out of it,” the DCI said briskly. Clearly he was pleased with how well he’d handled a tricky situation. “Now it’s too late. You can’t stop it, Martin, so don’t even try.” He wiped his lips. “The good of the group supersedes the desires of the individual. You know that as well as anyone.”


    Karim al-Jamil considered the extreme danger of what the DCI had set in motion. In addition to being a threat to their personal revenge, Lerner’s presence in the field was a wild card, one that he and Fadi hadn’t taken into consideration. The altered scenario menaced the execution of their plan. He had learned from Fadi—via a scrambled channel piggybacked onto CI’s own overseas communications—that he had knifed Bourne. If not dealt with, Lerner could become aware of this, and he’d quite naturally become interested in finding out the identity of who had done it. Alternatively, if he discovered that Bourne had already been killed, he’d want to know who the killer was. Either way, it would lead to dangerous complications.


    Pushing back from the table, Karim al-Jamil said, “Have you considered the possibility of Bourne killing Lerner?”


    “I brought Lerner aboard because of his rep.” The Old Man picked up his cup, saw that the tea had gone cold, set it back down. “They don’t make men like him anymore. He’s a born killer.”


    So is Bourne, Karim al-Jamil thought with a bitterness that burned like acid.


    



    Soraya, noticing the drip of fresh blood on the car seat, said, “It looks as if you popped a stitch or two. You’re never going to make it without immediate medical attention.”


    “Forget it,” Bourne said. “We both need to get out of here now. The police cordon is only going to draw tighter.” He looked around the port. “Besides, where am I going to get medical attention here?”


    “The port maintains a Polyclinic.”


    Soraya drove through Ilyichevsk and parked at the side of a three-story building, next to the late-model Skoda Octavia RS. She was aware of how badly Bourne winced as he got out of the car. “We’d better use the side entrance.”


    “That’s not going to take care of security,” he said. Opening up the lining of his coat, he took out a small packet sealed in plastic. Ripping it open, he produced another set of ID documents. He leafed through them briefly, though on the plane ride he’d memorized all the documents Deron had forged for him. “My name is Mykola Petrovich Tuz. I’m a lieutenant general in DZND, the SBU’s Department for National Statehood Protection and Combating Terrorism.” He came up to her, took her arm. “Here’s the drill. You’re my prisoner. A Chechnyan terrorist.”


    “In that case,” Soraya said, “I’d better put this cloth over my head.”


    “No one will even look at you, let alone ask you questions,” Bourne said. “They’ll be dead afraid of you.”


    He opened the door and pushed her rudely ahead of him. Almost at once an orderly called for a security guard.


    Bourne held out his DZND credentials. “Lieutenant General Tuz,” he said brusquely. “I’ve been knifed, and am in need of a doctor.” He saw the guard’s eyes slide toward Soraya. “She’s my prisoner. A Chechnyan suicide bomber.”


    The security guard, his face drained of color, nodded. “This way, Lieutenant General.”


    He spoke into his walkie-talkie, then led them down several corridors into a spare examination room typical of hospital ERs.


    He indicated the examination table. “I’ve contacted the Polyclinic’s administrator. Make yourself comfortable, Lieutenant General.” Clearly unnerved by both Bourne’s status and Soraya’s presence, he drew his pistol. Aimed it at Soraya. “Stand over there, so the lieutenant general can be seen to.”


    Bourne let go of Soraya’s arm, giving her an almost imperceptible nod. She went to the corner of the room and sat on a metal-legged chair as the guard tried to keep an eye on her without actually looking at her face.


    



    A lieutenant general in SBU,” the Polyclinic administrator said from behind his desk. “This can’t be your man.”


    “We’ll be the judge of that,” Matthew Lerner said in passable Russian.


    Dr. Pavlyna shot him a wicked look before turning to the administrator. “You did say he’s suffering from a knife wound.”


    The administrator nodded. “That’s what I’ve been told.”


    Dr. Pavlyna rose. “Then I think I should see him.”


    “We’ll both go,” Lerner said. He’d been standing near the door, a kind of invisible electricity coming off him in waves, like a racehorse in the starting gate.


    “That wouldn’t be wise.” The deliberateness with which Dr. Pavlyna said this held significant emphasis for Lerner.


    “I agree.” The administrator got up and came around his desk. “If the patient really is who he says he is, I’ll take the brunt of the breach in protocol.”


    “Nevertheless,” Lerner said. “I’m going to accompany the doctor.”


    “You’ll force me to call security,” the administrator said sternly. “The lieutenant general won’t know who you are or why you’re there. In fact, he could order you held or even shot. I won’t have anything like that in my facility.”


    “Stay here,” Dr. Pavlyna said. “I’ll call you as soon as I’ve determined his identity.”


    



    Lerner said nothing as Dr. Pavlyna and the administrator left the office, but he had no intention of cooling his heels while the doctor took charge. She had no idea why he was in Odessa, why he was after Jason Bourne. He didn’t for a minute believe that the patient was anyone but Bourne. A lieutenant general of the Ukrainian secret police here with a knife wound in his side? No chance.


    He wasn’t going to allow Dr. Pavlyna to fuck things up. The first thing she would tell Bourne was that Lerner had been dispatched from D.C. to find him. That would set off instant alarm bells in Bourne’s head. He’d be gone before Lerner could get to him. And this time, he’d be far more difficult to locate.


    The immediate problem was that he didn’t know where the patient was. He went out the door, accosted the first person he saw, asked where the lieutenant general was being treated. The young woman pointed the way. He thanked her and walked on down the corridor with such concentration that he failed to see her pick up the receiver of an intraclinic phone on the wall, asking to speak to the administrator.


    



    Good afternoon, Lieutenant General. I’m Dr. Pavlyna,” she said the moment she entered the examination room. To the administrator, she added, “This is not our man.”


    Bourne, sitting on the examination table, saw nothing in her eye to tell him she was lying, but when he saw her glance over at Soraya, he said, “Stay away from my prisoner, Doctor. She’s dangerous.”


    “Please lie back, Lieutenant General.” As Bourne complied, Dr. Pavlyna donned surgeon’s gloves, slit open Bourne’s bloody shirt, and began to peel back the bloody bandage. “Is she the one who gave you the knife wound?”


    “Yes,” Bourne said.


    She palpated around the wound, judging Bourne’s pain level. “Whoever sutured you did a first-rate job.” She looked into Bourne’s eyes. “Unfortunately, you’ve been a bit too active. I’ll have to resuture the part that’s torn open.”


    On cue, the administrator showed her where the paraphernalia was, opening the locked cupboard where the drugs were stored. She selected a box from the second shelf, counted out fourteen pills, wrapped them in a twist of sturdy paper. “Also, I want you to take this. One twice a day for a week. It’s a powerful wide-spectrum antibiotic to guard against infection. Please take them all.”


    Bourne accepted the packet, stowed it away.


    Dr. Pavlyna brought a bottle of liquid disinfectant, gauze pads, a needle, and suture material to the table. Then she loaded up a syringe.


    “What’s that?” Bourne said warily.


    “Anesthesia.” She inserted the needle into his side, depressed the plunger. Once again, her eyes caught Bourne’s. “Don’t worry, Lieutenant General, it’s just a local. It’ll take the pain away but will in no way impair your physical or mental acuity.”


    As she began the procedure, the phone on the wall burred discreetly. The administrator picked up the receiver and listened for a moment. “All right, I understand. Thank you, Nurse.” He put back the receiver.


    “Dr. Pavlyna,” he said. “It seems your friend couldn’t contain his impatience. He’s on his way here.” He went to the door. “I’ll take care of him.” Then he slipped out.


    “What friend?” Bourne said.


    “Nothing to worry about, Lieutenant General,” Dr. Pavlyna said. She gave him another significant look. “A friend of yours from headquarters.”


    



    On his way to the room where the patient was being treated, Lerner passed three examination rooms. He took the time to peer into each one. Having determined that they were identical, he memorized the layout: where the examining table was, chairs, cabinets, sink… Knowing Bourne’s reputation, he didn’t think he’d get more than one chance to blow his brains out.


    He took out his Glock, screwing the silencer onto the end of the barrel. He would have preferred not to use it, because it cut down on both the range and the accuracy of the gun. But in this environment he didn’t have a choice. If he was to accomplish his mission and get out of the building alive, he had to kill Bourne in the quietest way possible. From the moment the DCI had given him his assignment, he knew he’d never be able to torture intel out of him—not in a hostile environment, and possibly not at all. Besides, the best way to take Bourne out was to kill him as quickly and efficiently as possible, giving him no possibility of a counterattack.


    At that moment, the administrator rounded the corner up ahead, carrying a disapproving look on his face.


    “Excuse me, but you were asked to stay in my office until called,” he said as he confronted Lerner. “I must ask you to return to—”


    The heavy blow from the end of the silencer struck him square on the left temple, sending him to the floor in a heap, insensate. Lerner took him by the back of his collar, dragged him back to one of the empty examination rooms, and stowed him behind the door.


    Without another thought, he returned to the corridor and walked the rest of the way to his destination without further interference. Standing outside the closed door, he settled his mind into the clear quiet of the kill. Grasping the doorknob with his free hand, he slowly turned it as far as he could, held it in place. The kill-state surrounded him, entered him.


    Simultaneously, he let go of the knob, kicked the door open and, taking a long stride across the threshold, squeezed off three shots into the figure on the examination table.

  


  
    TWENTY-TWO

  


  
    Lerner’s brain took a moment to make sense of what his eyes saw. It recognized the rolls of material on the examination table; as a result, he began to turn.


    But that lag between action and reaction was just enough to allow Bourne, standing to one side, to drive the syringe loaded with a general anesthetic into Lerner’s neck. Still, Lerner was far from finished. He had the constitution of a bull, the determination of the damned. Breaking the syringe before Bourne had a chance to deliver the full dose, he drove his body against Bourne’s.


    As Bourne delivered two blows, Lerner squeezed off a shot that ripped open the security guard’s chest.


    “What are you doing?” Dr. Pavlyna screamed. “You told me—”


    Lerner, driving an elbow into Bourne’s bloody wound, shot her in the head. Her body flew backward into Soraya’s arms.


    Bourne dropped to his knees, pain weakening every muscle, firing every nerve ending. As Lerner grabbed him by the neck, Soraya threw the chair she’d been sitting on into his face. His death grip on Bourne broken, he staggered back, firing still, though wildly. She saw the guard’s gun across the room, thought momentarily of making a run for it, but Lerner, recovering with frightening speed, made that impossible.


    Instead she lunged for Bourne, dragged him to his feet, and got both of them out of there. She heard the phut! phut! of silenced bullets splinter the wall at her elbow, and then they were racing around a corner, down the corridor, retracing their route to the side door.


    Outside, she half threw, half stuffed Bourne into the passenger seat of the battered Skoda, slid behind the wheel, fired the ignition, and in a squeal of tires and spray of gravel reversed them out of there.


    



    Lerner, half leaning against the examination table, staggered to his feet. He shook his head, trying to clear it, failed. Reaching up, he pulled the needle from the broken syringe out of his neck. What the hell had Bourne injected him with?


    He stood for a moment, weaving like a landlubber on a boat in heavy weather. He gripped the countertop to steady himself. Groggily, he went over to the sink and splashed cold water on his face. The only thing that did was blur his vision even further. He found he had trouble breathing.


    Moving his hand along the counter, he discovered a small glass container with one of the rubber tops that allows needles through. He picked it up, put it in front of his face. It took him a moment for his eyes to focus on the small print. Midazolam. That’s what this was. A short-term anesthetic meant to induce twilight sleep. Knowing that, he knew what he needed to counteract its effects. He went through the cabinets until he found a vial of epinephrine, the main chemical in adrenaline. Locating the syringes, he loaded one up, zipped a little of the liquid out the end of the needle to get rid of any air bubbles that might have formed, then injected himself.


    That was the end of the midazolam. The cotton-wool haziness went up in a blaze of mental fire. He could breathe again. He knelt over the corpse of the late unlamented Dr. Pavlyna and fished out her ring of keys.


    Minutes later, finding his way to the side door, he was out of the Polyclinic. As he approached Dr. Pavlyna’s car, he saw fresh skid marks in the gravel by a vehicle that had been parked beside it. The driver had been in a hurry. He piled into the Skoda Octavia. The skid marks led in the direction of the ferry terminal.


    Having been thoroughly briefed on Ilyichevsk’s workings by Dr. Pavlyna, Lerner knew precisely where Bourne was headed. Up ahead, he saw a huge ro-ro loading. He squinted. What was its name? Itkursk.


    He grinned fiercely. It looked as if he was going to get a second shot at Bourne after all.


    



    The captain of the ro-ro Itkursk was more than happy to accommodate Lieutenant General M. P. Tuz of the DZND and his assistant. In fact, he gave them the stateroom reserved for VIPs, a cabin with windows and its own bathroom. The walls were white, curved inward like the hull of the ship. The floor was much-scuffed wooden boards. There was a bed, a slim desk, two chairs, doors that revealed a narrow clothes closet and the bathroom.


    Shaking off his coat, Bourne sat on the bed. “Are you all right?”


    “Lie down.” Soraya threw her overcoat onto a chair, held up a curved needle and a string of suture material. “I’ve got work to do.”


    Bourne, grateful, did as she asked. His entire body was on fire. With a professional sadist’s expertise, Lerner had landed the blow to his side so as to inflict maximum pain. He gasped as she began the resuturing process.


    “Lerner really did a number on you,” Soraya said as she worked. “What is he doing here? And what the hell does he think he’s doing coming after you?”


    Bourne stared at the low ceiling. By now he was used to CI betrayals, its attempts to terminate him. In some ways, he had made himself numb to the agency’s calculated inhumanity. But another part of him found it difficult to fathom the depth of its hypocrisy. The DCI was all too ready to use him when he had no other recourse, but his enmity toward Bourne was unshakable.


    “Lerner is the Old Man’s personal pit bull,” Bourne said. “I can only guess he’s been sent to fulfill a termination order.”


    Soraya stared down at him. “How can you say that so calmly?”


    Bourne winced as the needle went in, the suture pulled through. “Calmly is the only way to assess the situation.”


    “But your own agency—”


    “Soraya, what you have to understand is that CI was never my agency. I was brought in through a black-ops group. I worked with my handler, not the Old Man, not anyone else in CI. The same goes for Martin. By CI’s strict code, I’m a maverick, a loose end.”


    She left him for a moment to go into the bathroom. A moment later, she returned with a washcloth she’d soaked in hot water. She pressed this over the newly restitched wound and held it there, waiting for the bleeding to stop.


    “Jason,” she said. “Look at me. Why don’t you look at me?”


    “Because,” he said, directing his gaze into her beautiful uptilted eyes, “when I look at you I don’t see you at all. I see Marie.”


    Soraya, abruptly deflated, sat down on the edge of the bed. “Are we so alike, then?”


    He resumed his study of the stateroom ceiling. “On the contrary. You’re nothing like her.”


    “Then why—”


    The deep booming of the ro-ro’s horn filled the stateroom. A moment later, they felt a small lurch, then a gentle rocking. They were moving out of the port, on their journey across the Black Sea to Istanbul.


    “I think you owe me an explanation,” she said softly.


    “Did we… I mean before?”


    “No. I would never have asked that of you.”


    “And me? Did I ask it of you?”


    “Oh, Jason, you know yourself better than that.”


    “I wouldn’t have taken Fadi out of his cell, either. I wouldn’t have been led into a trap on the beach.” His gaze slid down to her patiently waiting face. “It’s bad enough not being able to remember.” He remembered the confetti of memories—his and… someone else’s. “But having memories that lead you astray…”


    “But how? Why?”


    “Dr. Sunderland introduced certain proteins into the synapses of the brain.” Bourne struggled to sit up, waving off her help. “Sunderland is in league with Fadi. The procedure was part of Fadi’s plan.”


    “Jason, we’ve talked about this. It’s insane. For one thing, how could Fadi possibly know you’d need a memory specialist? For another, how would he know which one you’d go to?”


    “Both good questions. Unfortunately, I still don’t have any answers. But consider: Fadi had enough information about CI to know who Lindros was. He knew about Typhon. His information was so extensive, so detailed, it allowed him to create an impostor who fooled everyone, even me, even the sophisticated CI retinal scan.”


    “Could he be part of the conspiracy?” she said. “Fadi’s conspiracy?”


    “It sounds like a paranoid’s dream. But I’m beginning to believe that all these incidents—Sunderland’s treatment, Martin’s kidnapping and replacement, Fadi’s revenge against me—are related, parts of a brilliantly designed and executed conspiracy to bring me down, along with all of CI.”


    “How do we discover whether or not you’re right? How do we make sense of it all?”


    He regarded Soraya for a moment. “We need to go back to the beginning. Back to the first time I came to Odessa, when you were COS. But in order to do that, I need you to fill in the missing parts of my memory.”


    Soraya stood and moved to the window, staring out at the widening swatch of water, the curving haze-smeared coastline of Odessa they were leaving behind.


    Painful as it was, he swung his legs around and got gingerly to his feet. The local anesthetic was wearing off; a deeper pain pulsed through him as the full extent of the damage from Lerner’s calculated blow hit him like a freight train. He staggered, almost fell back in the bed, but caught himself. He deepened his breathing, slowing it. Gradually, the pain receded to a tolerable level. Then he walked across the stateroom to stand beside her.


    “You should be back in bed,” she said in a distant voice.


    “Soraya, why is it so difficult to tell me what happened?”


    For a moment, she said nothing. Then: “I thought I’d put it all behind me. That I’d never have to think of it again.”


    He gripped her shoulders and spun her around. “For the love of God, what happened?”


    Her eyes, dark and luminous, brimmed with tears. “We killed someone, Jason. You and I. A civilian, an innocent. A young woman barely out of her teens.”


    He is running down the street carrying someone in his arms. His hands are covered in blood. Her blood…


    “Who?” he said sharply. “Who did we kill?”


    Soraya was trembling as if with a terrible chill. “Her name was Sarah.”


    “Sarah who?”


    “That’s all I know.” Tears overflowed her eyes. “I know that because you told me. You told me that before she died, her last words were, ‘My name is Sarah. Remember me.’”


    



    Where am I now? Martin Lindros wondered. He had felt the heat, the gritty dust against his skin as he was led off the plane, still blinded by the hood. But he’d been exposed to neither the heat nor the dust for very long. A vehicle—a jeep or possibly a light truck—had rumbled him down a peculiarly smooth incline. Greeted by an air-cooled environment, he had walked for perhaps a thousand meters. He heard a bolt being thrown, a door opened, and then he was shoved in. After he heard the door slam, the lock bolted into place, he stood for a moment, trying to do nothing more than breathe deeply and evenly. Then he reached up and plucked the hood from his head.


    He stood in more or less the center of a room, perhaps five meters on a side, constructed solidly but rather crudely of reinforced concrete. It contained a rather dated doctor’s examining table, a small stainless-steel sink, a row of low cabinets on top of which were neatly lined boxes of latex gloves, cotton swabs, bottles of disinfectant, various liquids and implements.


    The infirmary was windowless, which did not surprise him, since he surmised that they were underground. But where? Certainly he was in a desertlike climate, but not an actual desert—building anything underground in the desert was impossible. So, a hot, mountainous country. From the echoes that had reached him as he and his guards had made their way here, the facility was quite large. Therefore, it had to be situated in a place hidden from prying eyes. He could think of half a dozen such areas—such as Somalia—but he dismissed most of them as too close to Ras Dejen. He moved around the room in a counterclockwise motion, the better to see out of his left eye. If he had to guess, he’d say he was somewhere on the border between Afghanistan and Pakistan. A rugged, utterly lawless swath of real estate controlled from top to bottom by ethnic tribes whose patrons were legions of the world’s most deadly terrorists.


    He would have enjoyed asking Muta ibn Aziz about that, but Abbud’s brother had debarked some hours before the plane had arrived here.


    Hearing the bolt slide back, the door open, he turned and saw a slim, bespectacled man with bad skin and a shocking pompadour of sandy gray hair walk in. With a guttural growl, he rushed at the man, who stepped neatly aside, revealing the two guards behind him. Their presence hardly deterred his rage-filled heart, but the butts of their semiautomatics put him on the floor.


    “I don’t blame you for wanting to do me harm,” Dr. Andursky said from his vantage point safely standing over Lindros’s prone body. “I might feel the same way if I were in your shoes.”


    “If only you were.”


    This response produced in Dr. Andursky a smile that fairly radiated insincerity. “I came here to see to your health.”


    “Is that what you were doing when you took out my right eye?” Lindros shouted.


    One of the guards pressed the muzzle of his semiautomatic to Lindros’s chest, to make his point.


    Dr. Andursky appeared unruffled. “As you well know, I needed your eye; I needed the retina to transplant into Karim al-Jamil’s. Without that part of you, he never would have fooled the CI retinal scanner. He never would have passed for you, no matter how good a job I did on his face.”


    Lindros brushed away the gun muzzle as he sat up. “You make it sound so cut-and-dried.”


    “Science is cut-and-dried,” Dr. Andursky pointed out. “Now, why don’t you go over to the examining table so I can take a look at how your eye is healing.”


    Lindros rose, walked back, lay down on the table. Dr. Andursky, flanked by his guards, used a pair of surgeon’s scissors to cut through the filthy bandages over Lindros’s right eye. He clucked to himself as he peered into the still-raw pit where Martin’s eye had been.


    “They could have done better than this.” Dr. Andursky was clearly miffed. “All my good work…”


    He washed up at the sink, snapped on a pair of the latex gloves, and got to work cleaning the excavation. Lindros felt nothing more than the dull ache he’d become accustomed to. It was like a houseguest who showed up unexpectedly one night and never left. Now, like it or not, the pain was a permanent fixture.


    “I imagine you’ve already adjusted to your monovision.” As was his wont, Dr. Andursky worked quickly and efficiently. He knew what he needed to do, and how he wanted to do it.


    “I have an idea,” Lindros said. “Why don’t you take Fadi’s right eye and give it to me?”


    “How very Old Testament of you.” Dr. Andursky rebandaged the excavation. “But you’re alone, Lindros. There’s no one here to help you.”


    Finished, he snapped off his gloves. “For you, there is no escape from this hell-pit.”


    



    Jon Mueller caught up with Defense Secretary Halliday as he was coming out of the Pentagon. Halliday was, of course, not alone. He had with him two aides, a bodyguard, and several pilot fish—lieutenant generals eager to ingratiate themselves with the great man.


    Halliday, seeing Mueller out of the corner of his eye, made a hand gesture Mueller knew well. He hung back, at the bottom of the stairs, at the last minute allowing himself to be swept up into the secretary’s retinue as he ducked into his limo. They said nothing to each other until the two aides had been dropped off near the secretary’s office. Then the privacy wall came down between passengers in the rear, and driver and bodyguard in front. Mueller brought Halliday up to date.


    Storm clouds of displeasure raced across the secretary’s broad forehead. “Lerner assured me everything was under control.”


    “Matt made the mistake of farming out the job. I’ll take care of the Held woman myself.”


    The secretary nodded. “All right. But be warned, Jon. Nothing can be traced back to me, you understand? If something goes wrong, I won’t lift a finger. In fact, I may be the one to prosecute you. From this moment on, you’re on your own.”


    Mueller grinned like a savage. “No worries, Mr. Secretary, I’ve been on my own for as long as I can remember. It’s bred in the bone.”


    Sarah. Just Sarah. You never followed it up?”


    “There was nothing to follow up. I couldn’t even remember her face clearly. It was night, everything happened so fast. And then you were shot. We were on the run, pursued. We holed up in the catacombs, then got out. Afterward, all I had was a name. There was no official record of her body; it was as if we’d never been in Odessa.” Soraya put her head down. “But even if there had been some way, the truth is I… couldn’t. I wanted to forget her, forget her death ever happened.”


    “But I remember running down a cobbled street, holding her in my arms, her blood everywhere.”


    Soraya nodded. Her face was heavy with sorrow. “You saw her moving. You picked her up. That’s when you were shot. I returned fire and suddenly there was a hail of bullets. We got separated. You went to find the target, Hamid ibn Ashef. From what you told me later, when we rendezvoused in the catacombs, you found him and shot him, but were unsure whether you’d killed him.”


    “And Sarah?”


    “By then she was long dead. You left her on the way to kill Hamid ibn Ashef.”


    For a long time, there was silence in the stateroom. Bourne turned, went to the water jug, poured himself half a glass. He opened the twist of paper Dr. Pavlyna had given him, swallowed one of the antibiotic pills. The water tasted flat, slightly bitter.


    “How did it happen?” He had his back to her. He didn’t want to see her face when she told him.


    “She appeared at the spot where we met my conduit. He told us where Hamid ibn Ashef was. In return, we gave him the money he’d asked for. We were finishing the transaction when we saw her. She was running. I don’t know why. Also, she had her mouth open as if shouting something. But the conduit was shouting, too. We thought he’d betrayed us—which, it turned out, he had. We shot at her. Both of us. And she fell.”


    Bourne, abruptly tired, sat down on the bed.


    Soraya took a step toward him. “Are you all right?”


    He nodded, took a deep breath. “It was a mistake,” he said.


    “Do you think that makes any difference to her?”


    “You may not even have hit her.”


    “And then again I may have. In any event, would that absolve me?”


    “You’re drowning in your own guilt.”


    She gave a sad little laugh. “Then I guess we both are.”


    They regarded each other across the small space of the stateroom. The Itkursk’s horn sounded again, muffled, mournful. The ro-ro rocked them as it plowed south across the Black Sea, but it was so quiet in the stateroom that she imagined she could hear the sound of his mind working through a deep and tangled mystery.


    He said, “Soraya, listen to me, I think Sarah’s death is the key to everything that’s happened, everything that’s happening now.”


    “You can’t be serious.” But by the expression on his face she knew he was, and she was sorry for her response. “Go on,” she said.


    “I think Sarah is central. I think her death set everything in motion.”


    “Dujja’s plan to detonate a nuclear bomb in a major American city? That’s a stretch.”


    “Not the plan per se. I have no doubt that was already being discussed,” Bourne said. “But I think the timing of it changed. I think Sarah’s death lit the fuse.”


    “That would mean that Sarah is connected with your original mission to terminate Hamid ibn Ashef.”


    He nodded. “That would be my guess. I don’t think she was at the rendezvous point by accident.”


    “Why would she be there? How would she have known?”


    “She could have found out from your conduit. He betrayed us to Hamid ibn Ashef’s people,” Bourne said. “As to why she was there, I have no idea.”


    Soraya frowned. “But where’s the link between Hamid ibn Ashef and Fadi?”


    “I’ve been thinking about that bit of intel you got from your forensics friend at the Fire Investigation Unit.”


    “Carbon disulfide—the accelerant Fadi used at the Hotel Constitution.”


    “Right. One of the things you told me carbon disulfide is used for is flotation—a method for the separation of mixtures. Flotation was developed in the late twentieth century on a commercial scale mainly for the processing of silver.”


    Soraya’s eyes lit up. “One of Integrated Vertical Technologies’ businesses is silver processing. IVT is owned by Hamid ibn Ashef.”


    Bourne nodded. “I think IVT is the legitimate entity that’s been bankrolling Dujja all these years.”


    “But Sarah—”


    “As for Sarah, or anything else, for that matter, we’re dead in the water until we reach Istanbul and can connect to the Internet. Right now, our cell phones are useless.”


    Soraya rose. “In that event, I’m going to get us something to eat. I don’t know about you, but I’m starving.”


    “We’ll go together.”


    Bourne began to rise, but she pushed him back onto the bed. “You need your rest, Jason. I’ll get food for both of us.”


    She smiled at him before turning and going out the door.


    Bourne lay back for a moment, trying to recall more of the abortive mission to terminate Hamid ibn Ashef. He imagined the young woman Sarah as she ran into the square, mouth open. What was she shouting? Who was she shouting at? He felt her in his arms, strained to hear her failing voice.


    But it was Fadi’s voice he heard, echoing beneath the pier in Odessa:


    “I’ve waited a long time for this moment. A long time to look you in the face again. A long time to exact my revenge.”


    So there was a significant personal element to Fadi’s plan. Because Fadi had come after him, leading him carefully, craftily into the web of a conspiracy of unprecedented proportions. It was he who had come after the man posing as Lindros; he who had vouched for the impostor at Bleak House. That, too, was part of the plan. Fadi had used him to infiltrate CI on the highest level.


    No longer able to lie still, Bourne levered himself off the bed, not without some pain and stiffness. He stretched as much as he could, then padded into the bathroom: a sheet-metal shower, tiny metal sink, porcelain toilet, hexagonal mirror. On a rack were a pair of thin, almost threadbare towels, two large oblong cakes of soap, probably mostly lye.


    Reaching up, he turned on the shower, waited for the spray of water to run hot, stepped in.


    



    The afternoon, waning, had turned gray, the sun having lowered beneath dark clouds holding what would soon be a deluge. With the premature darkness a humid wind had sprung up from the southwest, bringing with it imagined hints of the pungent scents of sumac and oregano from the Turkish shore.


    Matthew Lerner, standing amidships at the Itkursk’s starboard rail, was smoking a cigarette when he saw Soraya Moore emerge from one of the two VIP staterooms on the flagship deck.


    He watched her moving away from the stateroom, down a metal stairway to one of the lower decks. He felt the impulse to go after her, to bury the ice pick he carried into the nape of her neck. That would have made him personally happy, but professionally it was suicide—just as it would be to use his gun in the enclosed environment of the ship. He was after Bourne. Killing Soraya Moore would complicate a situation that had already jumped the tracks. He was having to improvise, not the best of scenarios, though in the field improvisation was almost inevitable.


    Swiveling adroitly, he faced the rolling waves as she came to the midway landing, for a moment facing in his direction. He pulled on the harsh Turkish cigarette then spun the butt over the side.


    He turned back. Soraya Moore had disappeared. There were no colors here. The sea was gunmetal gray, the ship itself painted black and white. Moving quickly across the deck, he climbed the staircase to the flagship deck and the door to the VIP stateroom.


    



    Bourne, careful of his wound, soaped up. Aches and muscle tightness sluiced away, along with the layers of sweat and grime. He wished he could stay under the hot water, but this was a working ship, not a luxury liner. The cold water came too quickly, and then the spray stopped altogether, with his skin still partially soap-slicked.


    At almost the same moment he saw a blur of movement out of the corner of his eye. Turning, he went into a crouch. His reflexes and the slickness of his skin saved him from having the ice pick wielded by Lerner puncture his neck. As it was, he lurched hard against the back wall of the shower as Lerner rushed him.


    Using the heavily callused edge of his hand, Lerner delivered two quick blows to Bourne’s midsection. Designed to incapacitate him so that Lerner could strike again with the ice pick, they landed hard, but not hard enough. Bourne countered a third blow, using the added leverage of the stall back to slam the heel of his left foot into Lerner’s chest just as Lerner was stepping into the shower. Instead of hemming Bourne in, Lerner shot backward, skidding across the tile of the bathroom floor.


    Bourne was out of the stall in an instant. He grabbed a new bar of soap, placed it squarely in the center of the towel. Holding the towel at either end, he spun it around, securely embedding the cake. With the two ends of the towel in his right hand, he swung it back and forth. He blocked a vicious edge-hand strike with his left forearm, lifting Lerner’s right arm up and away, creating an opening. He lashed his homemade weapon into Lerner’s midsection.


    The towel-wrapped bar of soap delivered a surprisingly wicked blow for which Lerner was unprepared. He staggered backward into the stateroom. Nevertheless, with his body in peak condition, it slowed him only momentarily. Set back on his heels, he waited for Bourne’s attempt to maneuver inside his defense. Instead Bourne whipped his weapon in low, forcing Lerner to take a swipe at it with the ice pick.


    At once Bourne stamped down with his left foot on Lerner’s right wrist, trapping it against the stateroom carpet. But Bourne was barefoot; moreover, his foot was still wet and somewhat slick, and Lerner was able to wrench his wrist free. Lerner slashed upward with the ice pick, barely missed impaling Bourne’s foot. He feinted right, drove his right knee into the left side of Bourne’s rib cage.


    The pain reverberated through Bourne, his teeth bared in a grimace. The iron-hard knuckles of Lerner’s fist struck him on the opposite shoulder. He sagged and, as he did so, Lerner hooked his heel behind Bourne’s ankle, then jerked him off his feet.


    He fell on Bourne, who struck upward. Blood spattered them both as Bourne landed a direct hit on Lerner’s nose, breaking it. As Lerner wiped the blood out of his eyes, Bourne upended him, jamming his fingertips into the spot just at the bottom of Lerner’s rib cage. Lerner grunted in surprise and pain as he felt two of his ribs give.


    He roared, letting go with such a flurry of powerful blows that even with both hands free Bourne couldn’t protect himself from all of them. Only a third got through his defenses, but those were enough to seriously weaken his already compromised stamina.


    Without knowing how it happened, he found Lerner’s ham-like hand around his throat. Pinned to the floor, he saw the point of the ice pick sweep down toward his right eye.


    Only one chance now. He ceded all conscious control to the killer instinct of the Bourne identity. No thought, no fear. He slammed the palms of his hands against Lerner’s ears. The twin blows not only disoriented Lerner but also created a semiairtight seal, so that when Bourne swung his hands apart the resulting pressure ruptured Lerner’s eardrums.


    The ice pick stopped in midstrike, trembling in Lerner’s suddenly palsied hand. Bourne swept it aside, grabbed Lerner by the front of his shirt, jerked him down as he brought his head up. The bone of his forehead impacted Lerner’s face just where the bridge of his nose met his forehead.


    Lerner reared back, his eyes rolling up. Still he grasped the ice pick. Half unconscious, his superbly developed survival instinct kicked in. His right hand swept down, passing through the skin on the outside of Bourne’s right arm as Bourne twisted away.


    Then Bourne delivered a two-handed blow to the carotid artery in the right side of Lerner’s neck. Lerner, on his knees, fell back, swaying. Forming his fingers into a tight wedge, Bourne drove his fingertips into the soft spot beneath Lerner’s jaw. He felt the shredding of skin, muscle, viscera.


    The stateroom turned red.


    Bourne felt a sudden blackness imposing itself on his vision. All at once, his strength deserted him, ebbing like the tide. He shivered, toppled over, unconscious.

  


  
    TWENTY-THREE

  


  
    Muta Ibn Aziz, his fingers gripping Katya Veintrop’s shapely upper arm, rode the stainless-steel elevator down to Dujja’s Miran Shah nuclear facility.


    “Will I see my husband now?” Katya asked.


    “You will,” Muta ibn Aziz said, “but the reunion won’t make either of you happy, this I promise.”


    The elevator door slid open. Katya shuddered as they stepped out.


    “I feel like I’m in the bowels of hell,” she said, looking around at the bare concrete corridors.


    The infernal lighting did nothing to disfigure her beauty, which Muta ibn Aziz, like any good Arab, had done his best to cover with the utmost modesty. She was tall, slender, full-breasted, blond, light-eyed. Her skin, free of blemishes, seemed to glow, as if she’d recently buffed it. A small constellation of freckles rode the bridge of her nose. None of this mattered to Muta ibn Aziz, who ignored her with an absoluteness born and bred in the desert.


    During the dusty, monotonous eight-hour trip by Land Rover to Miran Shah, he had turned his mind to other matters. He had been to this spot once before, three years ago. He had come with his brother Abbud ibn Aziz; with them was the brilliant and reluctant Dr. Costin Veintrop. They had been sent by Fadi to escort Veintrop from his laboratory in Bucharest to Miran Shah because the good doctor appeared incapable of making the trip on his own.


    Veintrop had been in a depressed and bitter mood, having been summarily severed from Integrated Vertical Technologies for crimes he claimed he’d never committed. He was right, but that was beside the point. The charges themselves had been enough to blackball him from any legitimate corporation, university, or grant program to which he applied.


    Along had come Fadi with his seductive offer. He hadn’t bothered to sugarcoat the goal of what he was proposing; what would be the point? The doctor would realize it soon enough. Veintrop was, naturally, dazzled by the money. But as it happened, he possessed scruples as well as brilliance. So Fadi had abandoned the carrot for the stick. This particular stick being Katya. Fadi had learned quickly enough that Veintrop would do virtually anything to keep Katya safe.


    “Your wife is safe with me, Doctor,” Fadi had said when Muta ibn Aziz and his brother had appeared at Miran Shah with Veintrop in tow. “Safer than she’d be anywhere else on the planet.” And to prove it, he’d shown Veintrop a video of Katya made just days before. Katya weeping, imploring her husband to come for her. Veintrop, too, had wept. Then, wiping his eyes, he had accepted Fadi’s offer. But in his eyes they all recognized the shadow of trouble.


    After Dr. Senarz had taken Veintrop away to begin his work at the Miran Shah labs, Fadi had turned to Muta ibn Aziz and Abbud ibn Aziz. “Will he do what we want? What is your opinion?”


    The two brothers spoke up at once, agreeing. “He’ll do everything asked of him as long as we beat him with the stick.”


    But it was the last thing they agreed on during that four-day sojourn in the concrete city deep below the wild, bare-knuckled mountains that formed the border between western Pakistan and Afghanistan. A man could get killed in those mountain passes—many men, in fact, no matter how well trained, how heavily armed. Miran Shah was the lethal badlands into which no representative of the Pakistani government or army dared venture. Taliban, al-Qaeda, World Jihad, Muslim fundamentalists of every stripe and flavor—Miran Shah was crawling with terrorists, many of whom were hostile to one another, for it was one of the more successful American lies that all terrorist groups were coordinated and controlled by one or two men, or even a handful. This was ludicrous: There were so many ancient enmities among sects, so many different objectives that interfered with one another. Still, the myth remained. Fadi, schooled in the West, master of the principles of mass communication, used the American lie against them, to build Dujja’s reputation, along with his own.


    As Muta ibn Aziz marched Katya along the corridors for her interview with Fadi and with her husband, he could not help but reflect on the fundamental splinter that had driven him and his brother apart. They had disagreed on it three years ago, and time had only hardened their respective positions. The splinter had a name: Sarah ibn Ashef, Fadi and Karim al-Jamil’s only sister. Her murder had changed all their lives, spawning secrets, lies, and enmity where none had existed before. Her death had destroyed two families, in ways both obvious and obscure. After that night in Odessa when her arms had flung out and she had pitched to the cobbles of the square, Muta ibn Aziz and his brother were finished. Outwardly they acted as if nothing had happened, but inside their thoughts never again ran down parallel tracks. They were lost to each other.


    Turning a corner, Muta ibn Aziz saw his brother step out of an open doorway, beckon to him. Muta hated when he did that. It was the gesture of a professor to a pupil, one who was due for a reprimand.


    “Ah, you’re here,” Abbud ibn Aziz said, as if his brother had taken a wrong turn and was now late.


    Muta ibn Aziz contrived to ignore Abbud ibn Aziz, brushing past him as he manhandled Katya over the threshold.


    The room was spacious, though by necessity low-ceilinged. It was furnished in strictly utilitarian fashion: six chairs made of molded plastic, a zinc-topped table, cabinets along the left-hand wall, with a sink and a single electric burner.


    Fadi was standing, facing them. His hands were on the shoulders of Dr. Veintrop, who was sitting, clearly not of his own volition, on one of the chairs.


    “Katya!” he cried when he saw her. His face lit up, but the light in his eyes was quickly extinguished as he tried, and failed, to go to her.


    Fadi, exerting the requisite pressure on Veintrop to keep him from moving, nodded to Muta ibn Aziz, who released the young woman. With an inarticulate cry, she ran to her husband, knelt in front of him.


    Veintrop caressed her hair, her face, his fingers moving over every contour as if he needed to reassure himself that she wasn’t a mirage or a doppelgänger. He’d seen what Dr. Andursky had done with Karim al-Jamil’s face. What would prevent him from doing the same with some other Russian woman, turning her into a Katya who would lie to him, do their bidding?


    Ever since Fadi had “recruited” him, his paranoia threshold was exceedingly low. Everything revolved around the plot to enslave him. In this, he wasn’t far wrong.


    “Now that you’ve been reunited, more or less,” Fadi said to Dr. Veintrop, “I’d like you to stop procrastinating. We have a specific timetable, and your foot-dragging is doing us no good.”


    “I’m not procrastinating,” Veintrop said. “The microcircuits—” He broke off, wincing, as Fadi applied more pressure to his shoulders.


    Fadi nodded to Abbud ibn Aziz, who stepped out of the room. When he returned, it was with Dr. Senarz, the nuclear physicist.


    “Dr. Senarz,” Fadi said, “please tell me why the nuclear device I ordered you to construct is not yet complete.”


    Dr. Senarz stared directly at Veintrop. He had trained under the notorious Pakistani nuclear scientist Abdul Qadeer Khan. “My work is complete,” he said. “The uranium dioxide powder you delivered to me has been converted to HEU, the metal form needed for the warhead. In other words, we have the fissionable material. The casing is also complete. We are now only waiting on Dr. Veintrop. His work is crucial, as you know. Without it, you won’t have the device you requested.”


    “So Costin, here we come to the crux of the matter at hand.” Fadi’s voice was calm, soft, neutral. “With your help my plan succeeds, without your help my plan is doomed. An equation as simple as it is elegant, to put it in scientific terms. Why aren’t you helping me?”


    “The process is more difficult than I had anticipated.” Veintrop could not keep his eyes off his wife.


    Fadi said, “Dr. Senarz?”


    “Dr. Veintrop’s miniaturization work has been complete for days now.”


    “What does he know of miniaturization?” Veintrop said sharply. “It simply isn’t true.”


    “I don’t want opinions, Dr. Senarz,” Fadi said with equal sharpness.


    When Senarz produced the small notebook with a dark red leather cover, Veintrop let out an involuntary moan. Katya, alarmed, gripped him tighter.


    Dr. Senarz held out the notebook. “Here we have Dr. Veintrop’s private notes.”


    “You have no right!” Veintrop shouted.


    “Ah, but he has every right.” Fadi accepted the notebook from Dr. Senarz. “You belong to me, Veintrop. Everything you do, everything you think, write, or dream of is mine.”


    Katya groaned. “Costin, what did you do?”


    “I sold my soul to the devil,” Veintrop muttered.


    Abbud ibn Aziz must have received a silent signal from Fadi, because he tapped Dr. Senarz on the shoulder and led him out of the room. The sound of the door closing behind them made Veintrop jump.


    “All right,” Fadi said in his gentlest voice.


    At once, Muta ibn Aziz grabbed Katya’s clothes at the nape of her neck and at her waist, wrenching her away from her husband. At the same time, Fadi resumed his two-handed grip on the doctor, slamming him back down onto the chair, from which he struggled to rise.


    “I won’t ask you again,” Fadi said in that same gentle tone, a father to a beloved child who has misbehaved.


    Muta ibn Aziz struck Katya a tremendous blow on the back of her head.


    “No!” Veintrop screamed as she sprawled face-first on the floor.


    No one paid him the slightest attention. Muta ibn Aziz hauled her up to a sitting position, came around, punched her so hard he broke her perfect nose. Blood gushed forth, spattering them both.


    “No!” Veintrop screamed.


    Gripping the back of her blond hair, Muta ibn Aziz drove his knuckles into Katya’s beautiful left cheek. Tears rolled down Katya’s bloated face as she sobbed.


    “Stop!” Veintrop shouted. “For the love of God, stop! I beg you!”


    Muta ibn Aziz drew back his bloody fist.


    “Don’t make me ask you again,” Fadi said in the doctor’s ear. “Don’t make me distrust you, Costin.”


    “No, all right.” Veintrop was himself sobbing. His heart was breaking into ten thousand pieces he would never be able to fit back together. “I’ll do what you want. I’ll have the miniaturization finished in two days.”


    “Two days, Costin.” Fadi grabbed his hair, jerked his head back so that his eyes looked up directly into his captor’s. “Not a moment more. Understood?”


    “Yes.”


    “Otherwise, what will be done to Katya not even Dr. Andursky will be able to fix.”


    



    Muta ibn Aziz found his brother in Dr. Andursky’s operating theater. It was here that Karim al-Jamil had been given Martin Lindros’s face. It was here that Karim al-Jamil had been given a new iris, a new pupil, and, most important, a retina that would prove to CI’s scanners that Karim al-Jamil was Lindros.


    To Muta ibn Aziz’s relief, the theater was currently empty save for his brother.


    “Now surely we must tell Fadi the truth.” Muta ibn Aziz’s voice was low, urgent.


    Abbud ibn Aziz, staring at the battery of gleaming equipment, said, “Don’t you think of anything else? This is precisely what you said to me three years ago.”


    “Circumstances have changed, radically. It’s our duty to tell him.”


    “I disagree, in the strongest possible terms, just as I did then,” Abbud ibn Aziz replied. “In fact, it’s our duty to keep the truth from Fadi and Karim al-Jamil.”


    “There’s no logic to your argument now.”


    “Really? The central issue now is the same as it was in the beginning. With Sarah ibn Ashef’s death, they have suffered an unsupportable loss. Should there be more? Sarah ibn Ashef was Allah’s flower, the repository of the family’s honor, the beautiful innocent destined for a life of happiness. It is vital that her memory be kept sacrosanct. Our duty is to insulate Fadi and Karim al-Jamil from outside distractions.”


    “Distraction,” Muta ibn Aziz cried. “You call the truth about their sister a distraction?”


    “What would you call it?”


    “A full-scale disaster, a disgrace beyond anything—”


    “And you would be the one to deliver this terrible truth to Fadi? Toward what end? What would you seek to accomplish?”


    “Three years ago, I answered that question by saying I wanted simply to tell the truth,” Muta ibn Aziz said. “Now their plan includes taking revenge on Jason Bourne.”


    “I see no reason to stop them. Bourne is a menace to us—you included. You were there that night, as was I.”


    “Their obsession with revenging their sister’s death has warped both of them. What if they’ve overreached?”


    “With one man?” Abbud ibn Aziz laughed.


    “You were with Fadi both times in Odessa. Tell me, brother, was he successful in killing Bourne?”


    Abbud ibn Aziz reacted to his brother’s icy tone. “Bourne was wounded, very badly. Fadi hounded him into the catacombs beneath the city. I very much doubt he survived. But really, it’s of no consequence. He’s incapacitated; he cannot harm us now. It’s Allah’s will. Whatever happened, happened. Whatever happens, will happen.”


    “And I say that as long as there’s the slightest possibility of Bourne being alive, neither of them will rest. The distraction will continue. Whereas if we tell them—”


    “Silence! It is Allah’s will!”


    Abbud ibn Aziz had never before spoken to his younger brother with such venom. Between them, Muta ibn Aziz knew, lay the death of Sarah ibn Ashef, a topic about which both thought but never, ever spoke. The silence was an evil thing, Muta ibn Aziz knew, a poisoning of the well of their fraternal bond. He harbored a strong conviction that one day, the deliberately invoked silence would destroy him and his older brother.


    Not for the first time he felt a wave of despair roll over him. In these moments, it seemed to him that he was trapped; that no matter which way he turned, no matter what action he took now, he and his brother were condemned to the hellfire reserved for the wicked. La ilaha illallah! May Allah forbid the Fire from touching us!


    As if to underscore Muta’s dark thoughts, Abbud reiterated the stance he had taken from the night of her death: “In the matter of Sarah ibn Ashef, we keep our own counsel,” he said flatly. “You will obey me without question, just as you’ve always done. Just as you must do. We are not individuals, brother, we are links in the family chain. La ilaha ill allah! The fate of one is the fate of all.”


    



    The man sitting cross-legged at the head of a low wooden table laden with paraphernalia regarded Fadi with a jaundiced eye. Doubtless, this was because he had the use of only one eye—his left. The other, beneath its white Egyptian cotton patch, was a blackened crater.


    Kicking off his shoes, Fadi padded across the poured concrete floor. Every floor, wall, and ceiling in Miran Shah was of poured concrete, looked identical. He sat at a ninety-degree angle from the other.


    From a glass jar, he shook out a fistful of coffee beans that had been roasted hours ago. He dropped them into a brass mortar, took up the pestle, ground them to a fine powder. A copper pot sat atop the ring of a portable gas burner. Fadi poured water from a pitcher into the pot, then lit the burner. A circle of blue flame licked at the bottom of the pot.


    “It’s been some time,” Fadi said.


    “Do you actually expect me to drink with you?” said the real Martin Lindros.


    “I expect you to behave like a civilized human being.”


    Lindros laughed bitterly, touched the center of his eye patch with the tip of his forefinger. “That would make one of us.”


    “Have a date,” Fadi said, pushing an oval plate piled high with the dried fruit in front of Lindros. “They’re best dipped in this goat butter.”


    The moment the water began to boil, Fadi upended the mortar, spilling the coffee powder into the pot. He drew to him a small cup, whose contents were fragrant with the scent of freshly crushed cardamom seeds. Now all his concentration was on the roiling coffee. An instant before it would have foamed up, he took the pot off the burner, with the fingers of his right hand he dropped a few crushed cardamom seeds into the coffee, then poured it into what looked like a small teapot. A fragment of palm fiber stuffed into the spout served to keep the grounds out of the liquid. Setting the pot aside, Fadi poured the qahwah ‘Arabiyah—the Arabic coffee—into a pair of tiny cups without handles. He served Lindros first, as any Bedouin would his honored guest, though never before had a Bedouin sat cross-legged in such a tent—immense, subterranean, fashioned of concrete half a meter thick.


    “How’s your brother doing? I hope seeing with my eye will give him a different perspective. Perhaps he won’t be so hell-bent on the destruction of the West.”


    “Do you really wish to speak of destruction, Martin? We shall speak then of America’s forced exportation of a culture riddled with the decadence of a jaded populace that wants everything immediately, that no longer understands the meaning of the word sacrifice. We shall speak of America’s occupation of the Middle East, of its willful destruction of ancient traditions.”


    “Then those traditions must include the blowing up of religious statues, as the Taliban did in Afghanistan. Those traditions must include the stoning of women who commit adultery, while their lovers go without punishment.”


    “I—a Saudi Bedouin—have as much to do with the Taliban as you do. And as for adulterous women, there is Islamic law to consider. We are not individuals, Martin, but part of a family unit. The honor of the family resides in its daughters. If our sisters are shamed, that shame reflects on all in the family until the woman is excised.”


    “To kill your own flesh and blood? It’s inhuman.”


    “Because it’s not your way?” Fadi made a gesture with his head. “Drink.”


    Lindros raised his cup to his lips, downed the coffee in one gulp.


    “You must sip it, Martin.” Fadi refilled Lindros’s cup, then drank his coffee in three small, savory sips. With his right hand, he took up a date, dipped it in the fragrant butter, then popped it into his mouth. He chewed slowly, thoughtfully, and spat out the long, flat pit. “It will do you good to try one. Dates are delicious, and ever so nutritious. Do you know that Muhammad would invariably break his fast with dates? So do we, because it brings us closer to his ideals.”


    Lindros stared at him, stiff and silent, as if on vigil.


    Fadi wiped his right hand on a small towel. “You know, my father made coffee from morning to night. That’s the highest compliment I could pay him—or any Bedouin. It means he’s a generous man.” He refilled his coffee cup. “However, my father can no longer make coffee. In fact, he can do nothing at all but stare into space. My mother speaks to him, but he cannot answer. Do you know why, Martin?” He drained his cup in three more sips. “Because his name is Abu Sarif Hamid ibn Ashef al-Wahhib.”


    At this, Lindros’s good eye gave a slight twitch.


    “Yes, that’s right,” Fadi said. “Hamid ibn Ashef. The man you sent Jason Bourne to kill.”


    “So that’s why you captured me.”


    “You think so?”


    “That wasn’t my mission, you fool. I didn’t even know Jason Bourne then. His handler was Alex Conklin, and Conklin’s dead.” Lindros began to laugh.


    Without any warning Fadi lunged across the table and grabbed Lindros by his shirtfront. He shook him so violently that Lindros’s teeth chattered.


    “You think you’re so clever, Martin. But now you’re going to pay for it. You and Bourne.”


    Fadi gripped Lindros’s throat as if he wanted to rip out his windpipe. He took visible pleasure in the man’s gasps.


    “Bourne is still alive, I’m told, though just barely. Still and all, I know he’ll move heaven and earth to find you, especially if he thinks I’ll be here as well.”


    “What… what are you going to do?” Lindros could barely spit the words through his labored breathing.


    “I’m going to give him the information he needs, Martin, to find you here in Miran Shah. And when he does, I’ll disembowel you in front of his eyes. Then I’ll go to work on him.”


    Fadi put his face against Lindros’s, peering into his left eye as if to find all the things Lindros was hiding from him. “In the end, Bourne will want to die, Martin. Of this there is no question. But for him, death will be a long time coming. Before he dies, I’ll make certain he witnesses the nuclear destruction of the American capital.”

  


  



  



  BOOK THREE


  
    TWENTY-FOUR

  


  
    The coffin is being lowered into the ground. Dull reflections spin off the handles, the inscribed panel set into its lid creating tiny dizzying whorls of light. In response to an emphatic gesture from the minister, the coffin hangs motionless in midair. The minister, dapper and trim in his European-cut suit, leans over the grave so far that Bourne is certain he’ll fall in. But he does not. Instead, with an astonishing burst of superhuman strength, he wrenches off the coffin lid.


    “What are you doing?” Bourne asks.


    The minister turns to him, beckons as he drops the heavy mahogany lid into the grave, and Bourne sees that it isn’t the minister at all. It’s Fadi.


    “Come on,” Fadi says in Saudi Arabic. He lights up a cigarette, hands Bourne the matchbook. “Take a look.”


    Bourne takes a step forward, peers into the open coffin…


    … and finds himself sitting in the backseat of a car. He looks out the window and sees a familiar landscape that he nevertheless cannot identify. He shakes the driver’s shoulder.


    “Where are we going?”


    The driver turns around. It’s Lindros. But there’s something wrong with his face. It’s shadowed, or scarred: It’s the Lindros he brought back to CI headquarters. “Where do you think?” the Lindros impostor says, increasing their speed.


    Leaning forward, Bourne sees a figure standing by the side of the road. They come up on it fast. A young woman, a hitchhiker with her thumb out: Sarah. They’re almost abreast of her when she takes a step into the path of the speeding car.


    Bourne tries to shout a warning, but he is mute. He feels the car lurch and buck, sees Sarah’s body flung into the air, blood streaming from her. In a rage, he reaches for the driver…


    … and finds himself aboard a bus. The passengers, blank-faced, ignore him completely. Bourne moves forward along the aisle between the sets of seats. The driver is wearing a neat suit of European manufacture. He is Dr. Sunderland, the D.C. memory specialist.


    “Where are we going?” Bourne asks him.


    “I already told you.” Dr. Sunderland points.


    Through the huge pane of the windshield, Bourne sees the beach at Odessa. He sees Fadi smoking a cigarette, smiling, waiting for him.


    “It’s all been arranged,” Dr. Sunderland says, “from the beginning.”


    The bus slows. There is a gun in Fadi’s hand. Dr. Sunderland opens the door for him; he swings aboard, aims the gun at Bourne, then pulls the trigger…


    



    Bourne awoke to the sound of a reverberating gunshot. Someone stood over him. A man with a blue stubble of beard, deeply embedded eyes, and a low, simian hairline. Gauzy light slanted in through the window, illuminating the man’s long, somber face. Behind him, the sky was striped blue and white.


    “Ah, Lieutenant General Mykola Petrovich Tuz. You’re awake at last.” His atrocious Russian was further slurred by heavy drinking. “I’m Dr. Korovin.”


    For a moment Bourne couldn’t remember where he was. The bed rocking gently beneath him made his heart skip a beat. He’d been here before—had he lost his memory again?


    Then everything came flooding back. He took in the tiny medical infirmary, realized he was on the Itkursk, that he was Lieutenant General Mykola Petrovich Tuz, and said in a voice thick with cotton wool, “I require my assistant.”


    “Of course.” Dr. Korovin took a step back. “She’s right here.”


    His face was replaced by that of Soraya Moore’s. “Lieutenant General,” she said crisply. “You’re feeling better.”


    He could clearly see the concern in her eyes. “We need to talk,” he whispered.


    She turned to the doctor. “Please leave us,” she said curtly.


    “Certainly,” Dr. Korovin said. “In the meantime, I’ll inform the captain that the lieutenant general is on his way to recovery.”


    As soon as the door closed behind him, Soraya sat on the edge of the bed. “Lerner has been deep-sixed,” she said softly. “When I identified him as a foreign spy, the captain was only too happy to oblige. In fact, he’s relieved. He doesn’t want any adverse publicity, and that goes double for the freight company, so over the side Lerner went.”


    “Where are we?” Bourne said.


    “About forty minutes from Istanbul.” Soraya gripped his arm gently as he sought to sit up. “As for Lerner being aboard ship, we both missed that.”


    “I think I missed something else, something even more important,” Bourne said. “Hand me my trousers.”


    They were hanging neatly over the back of a chair. Soraya passed them to Bourne. “We need to get some food into you. The doctor pumped you full of fluids while he fixed you up. He tells me you should be feeling much better in a couple of hours.”


    “In a minute.” He could feel the dull ache of the knife wound and the place where Lerner had kicked him. There was a bandage around his right biceps where the ice pick had pierced him, but he felt no pain there. He closed his eyes, but that only brought back his dream of Fadi, the impostor, Sarah, and Dr. Sunderland.


    “Jason, what is it?”


    He opened his eyes. “Soraya, it isn’t only Dr. Sunderland who’s been playing around inside my head.”


    “What do you mean?”


    Rummaging through his pockets, he found a matchbook. Fadi lights up a cigarette, hands Bourne the matchbook. That image had been in Bourne’s dream, but it had happened in real life. Bourne, under the influence of Sunderland’s implanted memories, had taken Fadi out of the Typhon cell. Outside, Fadi had lit a cigarette with a matchbook—“Nothing to burn in the hole so they let me keep it,” he’d said. Then he’d handed Bourne the matchbook.


    Why had he done that? It had been such a simple gesture, barely noticed or recorded in memory, especially with what had come after. Fadi had been counting on that.


    “A matchbook?” Soraya said.


    “The matchbook Fadi handed me outside CI headquarters.” Bourne opened it. It was all but ruined, creased, the corners bent, the writing nearly unintelligible from the soaking Bourne had endured in the Black Sea.


    Virtually the only thing left intact were the bottom layers, from which the matches themselves were torn off. Using a thumbnail, Bourne pried off the metal staples that had held the matches in place. Underneath he found a tiny oblong of metal and ceramic.


    “My God, he bugged you.”


    Bourne examined it closely. “It’s a tracer.” He handed it to her. “I want you to throw it overboard. Right now.”


    Soraya took it, left the cabin. In a moment she was back.


    “Now to other matters.” He looked at her. “It’s clear that Tim Hytner provided Fadi with all the inside knowledge.”


    “Tim wasn’t the mole,” Soraya said firmly.


    “I know he was your friend—”


    “That’s not it, Jason. Lindros’s impostor went out of his way to show me documented evidence that Tim was the mole.”


    Bourne took a deep breath and, ignoring the pain it caused him, slid his feet onto the floor. “Then the odds are good that Hytner wasn’t the mole after all.”


    Soraya nodded. “Which means it’s likely a mole is still at work inside CI.”


    



    They sat in the Kaktüs Café, half a block south of Istiklal Caddesi—Independence Avenue—in the chicly modern Beyoglu District of Istanbul. Their table was piled with small meze plates, tiny cups of thick, strong Turkish coffee. The interior was filled with chatter in many different languages, which suited their purpose.


    Bourne had eaten his fill and, on his third cup of coffee, had begun to feel halfway human again. At length, he said, “It’s clear we can’t trust anyone at CI. If you get on a computer here can you hack past the Sentinel firewall?”


    Soraya shook her head. “Even Tim couldn’t get through it.”


    Bourne nodded. “Then you have to go back to D.C. We’ve got to ID the mole. With him still in place, nothing inside CI is secure, including the investigation into Dujja’s plan. You’ll need to keep an eye on the impostor. Since they’re both working for Fadi, he might lead you to the mole.”


    “I’ll go to the Old Man.”


    “That’s precisely what you won’t do. We have no concrete evidence. It would be your word against the impostor’s. You’re already tainted by your association with me. And the Old Man loves Lindros, trusts him completely. It’s what makes Fadi’s plan so damn brilliant.” He shook his head. “No, you’ll never get anywhere accusing Lindros. The best course is to keep your eyes and ears open and your mouth shut. I don’t want the impostor to get the idea you’re on to him. He’s already going to be suspicious of you. He sent you to keep an eye on me, after all.”


    A grim smile came over Bourne’s battered face. “We’ll give him what he wants. You’ll tell him that you witnessed the struggle between me and Lerner on this ferry, during which we killed each other.”


    “That’s why you had me throw the tracer overboard.”


    Bourne nodded. “Fadi will confirm that it’s at the bottom of the Black Sea.”


    Soraya laughed. “Now we’re getting somewhere.”


    



    Down the block from the Kaktüs was an Internet café. Soraya paid for their time while Bourne took a seat in front of a terminal in the back. He was already looking up Dr. Allen Sunderland when Soraya dragged over a chair. It seemed Sunderland had been the recipient of a number of awards and books. One of the sites Bourne pulled up contained a photo of the eminent memory specialist.


    “This isn’t the man who treated me,” Bourne said, staring at the photo. “Fadi used a substitute. A doctor he had bought or coerced to screw with the synapses of my brain, introduced neurotransmitters. They suppressed certain memories, but they also created false ones. Memories meant to help me accept Martin’s impostor, memories meant to lead me to my death.”


    “It’s horrible, Jason. Like someone has crawled inside your head.” Soraya put a hand on his shoulder. “How do you fight something like that?”


    “The fact is I can’t. Not unless I find the man who did this to me.”


    His mind went back to his conversation with the false Sunderland. The photo on the desk of the beautiful blonde Sunderland had called Katya. Was that part of the cover? Bourne opened his mind, listened to the tone of Sunderland’s voice. No, he was being sincere about the woman. She, at least, was real to the man who had passed himself off as Allen Sunderland.


    And then there was the doctor’s accent. Bourne remembered he’d pinned it as Romanian. So this much was legitimate: The man was a doctor—a specialist in memory reconstruction; he was Romanian; he was married to a woman named Katya. Katya, who was so relaxed in front of a camera that she might be a model or an ex-model. These bits and pieces didn’t amount to much, he thought, but a little knowledge was better than none at all.


    “Now let’s go back to our beginning.” His fingers flew over the keyboard. A moment later, he brought up information on Abu Sarif Hamid ibn Ashef al-Wahhib, founder of Integrated Vertical Technologies. “He was married thirty-three years ago to Holly Cargill, youngest daughter of Simon and Jacqui Cargill of Cargill and Denison, top-tier solicitors. The Cargills are an important part of London society. They claim to trace their lineage back to the time of Henry the Eighth.” His fingers continued their dance; the screen continued to spew out information. “Holly gave Hamid ibn Ashef three children. The first was Abu Ghazi Nadir al-Jamuh bin Hamid bin Ashef al Wahhib. Then his younger brother, Karim al-Jamil ibn Hamid bin Ashef al Wahhib—who, by the way, assumed the presidency of IVT the same year you and I were first in Odessa.”


    “Two weeks after you shot Hamid ibn Ashef,” Soraya said from over his shoulder. “What about the third child?”


    “I’m coming to that.” Bourne scrolled down the page. “Here we go. The youngest sibling is a daughter.” He stopped, his heart pounding in his throat. He said her name in a strangled voice. “Sarah ibn Ashef. Deceased.”


    “Our Sarah,” Soraya breathed in his ear.


    “It would seem so.” All at once, everything fell into place. “My God, Fadi is one of Hamid ibn Ashef’s sons.”


    Soraya looked stunned. “The elder, I’d surmise, since Karim assumed the presidency of IVT.”


    Bourne recalled his violent encounter with Fadi in the Black Sea surf. “I’ve waited a long time for this moment,” Fadi had said. “A long time to look you in the face again. A long time to exact my revenge.” When Bourne had asked him what he meant, Fadi had snarled, “You couldn’t have forgotten—not that.” He could only have been talking about one thing.


    “I killed their sister,” Bourne said, sitting back. “That’s why they wove me into their plan for destruction.”


    “We’re still no closer to finding out the identity of the man impersonating Martin Lindros,” Soraya said.


    “Or to whether they’ve kept Martin alive.” Bourne returned his attention to the computer terminal. “But maybe we can find out something about the other impostor.” Bourne had brought up the International Vertical Technologies Web site. On it was listed the conglomerate’s personnel, including its R&D staff, far-flung over a dozen countries.


    “If you’re searching for the man who impersonated Dr. Sunderland, it’ll be like looking for a needle in a haystack.”


    “Not necessarily,” Bourne said. “Don’t forget, this man was a specialist.”


    “In memory restoration.”


    “That’s right.” Then Bourne remembered another part of his conversation with Sunderland. “Also miniaturization.”


    There were ten doctors in fields that were related or seemed likely. Bourne looked them up on the Net, one by one. None was the man who had performed the procedure on him.


    “Now what?” Soraya said.


    He quit the IVT site and switched to historical news listings for the conglomerate. Fifteen minutes of wading through articles on announcements of mergers, spin-offs, quarterly P&L reports, personnel hirings and firings finally led him to an item on Dr. Costin Veintrop, a specialist in biopharmaceutical nanoscience, scanning force microscopy, and molecular medicine.


    “It seems that Dr. Veintrop was summarily sacked from IVT for alleged intellectual property theft.”


    “Wouldn’t that strike him off the list?” Soraya said.


    “Just the opposite. Consider. A public sacking like that got Veintrop blackballed from every legitimate laboratory job, every university professorship. He went from the top of the heap to oblivion.”


    “Just the kind of situation Fadi’s brother could fabricate. Then it was work for Fadi or nothing.”


    Bourne nodded. “It’s a theory that bears checking out.” He typed in Dr. Costin Veintrop’s name, and out popped a curriculum vitae. All very interesting, but conclusive it was not. The photo link was, however. It showed the doctor posing at an awards ceremony. By his side was his trophy wife: the tall beautiful blonde whose photo he’d seen at Sunderland’s office. She was a former Perfect Ten model. Her name was Katya Stepanova Vdova.


    



    Marlin Dorph, CI field commander in charge of Skorpion units Five and Six, had been given a legitimate military rank of captain, which held him in good stead when, just before dawn, he and his team had rendezvoused with the marine detachment just outside the town of al-Ghaydah, in the Shabwah region of South Yemen.


    Dorph was the man for the job. He knew the Shabwah like the back of his hand. Its bloody history was tattooed into his flesh both by numerous victories and by defeats. Despite the assurances of Yemen’s government, Shabwah was still infested with an unsavory stew of Islamic terrorist militant groups. During the Cold War, the Soviet Union, East Germany, and Cuba had developed a network of training facilities tucked away in this inhospitable mountainous region. During that time, al-Ghaydah staffed by Cuban terrorist instructors, had become notorious for training and arming the People’s Front for the Liberation of Oman. In a nearby town, East Germans were busy preparing key members of the Saudi Communist Party and the Bahrain Liberation Front for destabilizing activities, including the manipulation of the mass media for the purpose of spreading the groups’ ideologies into every corner of their respective countries, thus undermining the spiritual lives of their peoples. Though the Soviets and their satellites left South Yemen in 1987, the terrorist cells did not, finding renewed vigor in the leadership of the venomous al-Qaeda.


    “Anything yet?”


    Dorph turned to find Captain Lowrie, commander of the marine forces who would be accompanying Skorpions Five and Six to the Dujja nuclear facility. Lowrie was tall, fair-haired, big as a bear, and twice as nasty looking.


    Dorph, who had seen his kind perform heroics and die in battle, hefted his Thuraya satellite phone. “Waiting for confirmation now.”


    They had rendezvoused on a sun-blasted plateau east of al-Ghaydah. The town shimmered in the dawn light, scoured by the restless wind, surrounded by mountains and desert. High clouds, shredded by winds aloft, streamed across the deep blue bowl of the sky. The mud-plastered buildings, ten and twelve stories high, were boxlike with oblong windows that lent the facades the appearance of ancient temples. Time seemed to have stopped here, as if history had never progressed.


    On the plateau, the two military groups were silent, tense, spring-loaded, ready for the deployment they knew was imminent. They understood what was at stake; every man there was ready to lay down his life to ensure the safety of his country.


    While they waited, Dorph pulled out his GPS, showing his marine counterpart the tentative target site. It was less than a hundred kilometers south-southwest of their present position.


    The Thuraya buzzed. Dorph put it to his ear and listened while the man he believed to be Martin Lindros confirmed the coordinates he had marked out on his GPS.


    “Yessir,” he said softly into the Thuraya’s mouthpiece. “ETA twenty minutes. You can count on us, sir.”


    Breaking the connection, he nodded to Lowrie. Together they gave orders to their men, who silently climbed into the four Chinook helicopters. A moment later the rotors swung into motion, revolving faster and faster. The Chinook war machines took off two at a time, lifting massive clouds of dirt and sand that whirled upward in a fine mist, partially obscuring the aircraft until they reached altitude. Then they tipped forward slightly and shot ahead on a south by southwest course.


    



    The War Room, forty-five meters beneath the ground floor of the White House, was a hive of activity. The flat-panel plasma screens showed satellite photos of South Yemen in differing degrees of detail, from an overview to specific topographic landmarks, details of the terrain around al-Ghaydah. Others presented 3-D-rendered displays of the target area and the progress of the four Chinook helicopters.


    Those present were more or less the same contingent that had convened for the Old Man’s skewering: the president; Luther LaValle, the Pentagon intelligence czar, plus two lower-ranking generals; Defense Secretary Halliday; the national security adviser; and Gundarsson from the IAEA. The only missing member was Jon Mueller.


    “Ten minutes to contact,” the Old Man said. He had a headphone on, patched in to Commander Dorph’s scrambled communication net.


    “Remind me again what weaponry the strike force is carrying,” Secretary Halliday drawled from his seat on the president’s left.


    “These Chinooks are specially designed for us by McDonnell Douglas,” the Old Man said evenly. “In fact, they have more in common with the Apache attack helis McD makes than regulation Chinooks. Like the Apache, they’re equipped with target acquisition designation sights and laser range finder/designators. Our Chinooks have the capacity to withstand hits from rounds up to twenty-three millimeters. As for offensive weaponry, they’re carrying a full complement of Hellfire antitank missiles, three M230 thirty-millimeter chain guns, and twelve Hydra 70 rockets, which are fired from the M261 nineteen-tube rocket launcher. The rockets are fitted with unitary warheads with impact-detonating fuzes or remote-set multi-option fuzes.”


    The president laughed somewhat too loudly. “That kind of detail should satisfy even you, Bud.”


    “Pardon my confusion, Director,” Halliday persisted, “but I’m baffled. You haven’t mentioned the severe breach of CI security at your headquarters.”


    “What breach?” The president looked bewildered, then, his face filling with blood, angry. “What’s Bud talking about?”


    “We were hit with a computer virus,” the DCI said smoothly. How in hell did he find out about the virus? “Our IT people assure us the integrity of the core mainframe wasn’t breached. Our Sentinel firewall ensured that. They’re purging the system even as we speak.”


    “If I were in your shoes, Director,” Secretary Halliday pressed on, “I sure as shootin’ wouldn’t be downplaying any electronic breach of agency security. Not with these goddamn terrorists breathing down our necks.”


    As any loyal vassal would, LaValle picked up the interrogation. “Director, you’re telling us that your people are purging the virus. But the fact remains that your agency was electronically attacked.”


    “It isn’t the first time,” the DCI said. “Believe me, it won’t be the last.”


    “Still,” LaValle continued, “an attack from the outside—”


    “It wasn’t from the outside.” The DCI fixed the Pentagon intelligence czar in his formidable gaze. “Due to the alert sleuthing of my deputy, Martin Lindros, we discovered an electronic trail that led back to the mole—the late Tim Hytner. His last action was to insert the virus into the system under the guise of ‘decrypting’ a Dujja cipher that turned out to be the binary code culprit.”


    The Old Man’s gaze swung to the president. “Now please, let’s return to the grave matter at hand.” How many more unsuccessful attacks must I endure from these two before the president puts an end to it? he wondered sourly.


    The atmosphere in the War Room was tense as the images flickered across multiple screens. Every mouth was dry, every eye glued to the plasma screen that showed the progress of the four CI Chinooks over the mountainous terrain. The graphics were the same as those of a video game, but once the engagement began all similarities to a game would end.


    “They’ve overflown the westernmost wadi,” the DCI reported. “Now all that separates them from the Dujja facility is a minor mountain chain. They’re taking the gap just to the southwest of their current position. They’ll go in two by two.”


    



    We’ve got RF,” Marlin Dorph reported to the DCI. He meant radiation fog, an odd phenomenon that sometimes occurred at dawn or during the night, arising from the radiational cooling of the earth’s surface, when a layer of relatively moist air was trapped just above surface level by drier air aloft.


    “Do you have visual on the target?” the DCI’s voice, thin and metallicized, buzzed in his ear.


    “Negative, sir. We’re heading in for a closer look, but two of the Chinooks are holding back in perimeter formation.” He turned to Lowrie, who nodded. “Norris,” he said to the pilot in the heli on their left wing, “take ’er down.”


    He watched as the accompanying Chinook dove down, its rotors beating the RF, dissipating it.


    “There!” Lowrie yelled.


    Dorph could see a group of perhaps six armed men. Startled, they looked up. He allowed his eyes to follow the path they were taking, saw a cluster of low, bunkerlike buildings. They looked like structures typical of the terrorist training camps, but that’s just how Dujja would camouflage its base.


    The low-flying Chinook was loosing its M230 chains: The ground erupted with a hail of 30mm rounds. The men fell, fired back, scattered, fired again, were mowed down.


    “Let’s go!” Dorph spoke into his mike. “The complex is half a klick dead ahead.” The Chinook began its dive. Dorph could hear the racket increase as the other two helis left their perimeter patrol, heading in after him.


    “Hellfires up!” he called. “I want one missile from each ship launched on my signal.” The different angles would cause even the most heavily reinforced walls to collapse.


    He could see the other three helis as they converged on the target. “On my mark,” Dorph barked. “Now!”


    Four Hellfire missiles were loosed from the undercarriages of the Chinooks. They homed in on the building complex, detonating within seconds of one another. A ball of flame erupted. The shock wave juddered through the heli as great gouts of oily black smoke rose from the target.


    Then all hell broke loose.


    



    Soraya Moore, waiting in line to board at Atatürk International Airport for her flight to D.C., took out her cell phone. Ever since she’d left Bourne, she’d been thinking about the situation at headquarters. Bourne was right: The false Lindros had set himself up in a perfect position. But why had he taken all this trouble to infiltrate CI? For its intel? Soraya didn’t think so. Fadi was smart enough to know that there was no way his man could smuggle the data past CI’s watertight security. He could only be there to deter Typhon’s efforts to stop Dujja. To her, that meant an offensive plan. Active disinformation. Because if CI personnel were off on a wild goose chase, Fadi and his team could sneak into the United States under the radar. It was classic misdirection, the conjuror’s oldest trick. But it was often the most effective.


    She knew that Bourne had said they couldn’t approach the DCI, but she could do the next best thing: contact Anne Held. She could tell Anne anything; Anne would find a way to approach the Old Man without anyone else knowing. That effectively cut out the mole, whoever he might be.


    Soraya moved forward in the line. The flight was boarding. She thought through her idea again, then dialed Anne’s private number. It rang and rang, and she found herself praying that Anne would answer. She didn’t dare leave a voice-mail message, not even for Anne to call her back. On the seventh ring Anne answered.


    “Anne, thank God.” The line was moving in earnest now. “It’s Soraya. Listen, I have very little time. I’m on my way back to D.C. Don’t say anything until I’ve finished. I’ve discovered that the Martin Lindros whom Bourne brought back from Ethiopia is an impostor.”


    “An impostor?”


    “That’s what I said.”


    “But that’s impossible!”


    “I know it sounds crazy.”


    “Soraya, I don’t know what’s happened to you over there, but believe me, Lindros is who he says he is. He even passed the retinal scan.”


    “Please, let me finish. This man—whoever he is—is working for Fadi. He’s been planted to throw us off Dujja’s trail. Anne, I need you to tell the Old Man.”


    “Now I know you’ve gone crackers. I tell the Old Man that Lindros is a plant and he’ll have me institutionalized.”


    Soraya was almost up to the boarding gate. She’d run out of time. “Anne, you’ve got to believe me. You have to find a way to convince him.”


    “Not without some proof,” Anne said. “Anything of substance will do.”


    “But I don’t—”


    “I’ve got a pen. Give me your flight info. I’ll meet you at the airport myself. We’ll figure something out before we get to HQ.”


    Soraya gave Anne her flight number and arrival time. She nodded to the attendant at the head of the gate as she handed over her boarding pass.


    “Thanks, Anne, I knew I could count on you.”


    



    The Sidewinder missiles came out of nowhere.


    “Our right flank!” Dorph yelled, but the alarms were shrieking through the interior of the Chinook. He saw a missile make a direct hit on the lowest-flying heli. The Chinook burst into a fireball, at once engulfed in the fierce stream of smoke rising from the ruined buildings. A second heli, in the process of taking evasive maneuvers, was struck in its tail. The entire rear section flew apart; the rest lurched over on its side and spiraled down into the raging inferno.


    Dorph forgot about the remaining heli; he needed to concentrate on his own. He staggered over to the pilot just as the Chinook heeled over in the first of its evasive maneuvers.


    “Incoming locked, Skip,” the pilot said. “It’s right on our tail.” As he twisted and turned the joystick, the Chinook made a series of stomach-churning loops and dives.


    “Keep on it,” Dorph said. He signed to the ordnance officer. “I need you to remote-set a multi-option fuze for five seconds.”


    The officer’s eyes opened. “That’s cutting it mighty close, Skip. We could be caught up in the blast.”


    “That’s what I’m hoping for,” Dorph said. “Sort of.”


    He glanced out the window as the officer went to work. Not a hundred meters from him another Sidewinder missile found its target, detonating amidships. The third Chinook dropped like a stone. That left only them.


    “Skip, ordnance closing on us,” the pilot said. “I can’t keep this up for much longer.”


    Hopefully you won’t have to, Dorph thought. He slapped the pilot on the shoulder. “On my mark, veer to the left and down, steep as you can make it. Got it?”


    The pilot nodded. “Roger that, Skip.”


    “Keep a firm hand,” Dorph told him. He could hear the shrill scream as the Sidewinder tore up the air in its attempt to get to them. They were running out of time.


    The ordnance officer nodded to Dorph. “All set, Skip.”


    “Let ’er rip,” Dorph said.


    There was a small chirrup as the Hydra 70 rocket was fired. Dorph counted: “One-two.” He slapped the pilot. “Now!”


    At once the heli dove sharply to its left, then down. The ground was coming up fast when the Hydra detonated. The blast threw everyone forward and to their right. Dorph could feel the heat even through the armored skin of the Chinook. That was the bait, and the Sidewinder—an air-to-air weapon guided by a heat-seeking mechanism—headed straight into the heart of it, blowing itself to smithereens.


    The Chinook shuddered, hesitated as the pilot struggled to pull it out of the dive, then—swinging like a pendulum—righted itself.


    “Nicely done.” Dorph squeezed the pilot’s shoulder. “Everyone okay?” He saw the nods and uptilted thumbs out of the corner of his eye. “Okay, now we go after the hostile aircraft that shot our guys down.”


    



    After Soraya left for the airport, Bourne began to make his plans to find and interrogate Nesim Hatun, the man who had hired Yevgeny Feyodovich. According to Yevgeny, Hatun worked out of the Sultanahmet District, which was some distance from where he was now.


    He was almost dead on his feet. He hadn’t let himself think about it, but the knife wound Fadi had inflicted was seriously sapping his strength. His fight with Matthew Lerner had done more damage to his body. He knew it would be foolish, possibly suicidal, to seek out Nesim Hatun in his present condition.


    Therefore, he went looking for an El Achab. Strictly speaking, these traditional herbalists were centered in Morocco. However, Turkey’s many microclimates nurtured more than eleven thousand plant species, so it was hardly surprising that there should be among the many shops in Istanbul an apothecary overseen by a Moroccan expert in phytochemistry.


    After forty-five minutes of wandering and asking passersby and shopkeepers, he found just such a place. It was in the middle of a bustling market, a tiny storefront with narrow, dusty windows and a certain flyblown air.


    Inside, El Achab sat on a stool grinding herbs into powder with a mortar and pestle. He looked up as Bourne came toward him, his eyes watery and myopic.


    The atmosphere was dense, almost suffocatingly so, with the sharp, unfamiliar odors of dried herbs, grasses, stalks, mushrooms, leaves, spoors, flower petals, and more. The walls were lined from floor to ceiling with wooden drawers and cubbyholes that held the herbalist’s vast stock. What light penetrated the dusty windows was defeated by the aromatic dust accumulated by years of grinding.


    “Yes?” El Achab said in Moroccan-inflected Turkish. “How may I help?”


    By way of reply, Bourne stripped to the waist, revealing his bandaged wounds, his livid bruises, his cuts etched in dried blood.


    El Achab crooked a long forefinger. He was a small man, thin to the point of emaciation, with the dark, leathery skin of a desert dweller. “Closer, please.”


    Bourne did as he asked.


    The herbalist’s watery eyes blinked heavily. “What do you require?”


    “To keep going,” Bourne said in Moroccan Arabic.


    El Achab rose, went to a drawer, and took out what looked like a handful of goat hair. “Huperzia serrata. A rare moss found in northern China.” He sat down at his stool, set aside his mortar and pestle, began to tear the dried moss into small bits. “Believe it or not, everything you need is in here. The moss will counteract the inflammation that is draining your body of energy. At the same time, it will vastly heighten your mental acuity.”


    He turned, took a kettle off a hot plate, poured some water just under the boiling point into a copper teapot. Then he dropped the tufts of moss into the pot, poured more water in, set the lid on the teapot, and placed the kettle beside the mortar and pestle.


    Bourne, rebuttoning his shirt, sat on a wooden stool.


    They waited in companionable silence for the herbal “tea” to steep. El Achab’s eyes might have been watery and myopic, but they nevertheless took in every feature of Bourne’s face. “Who are you?”


    Bourne replied, “I don’t know.”


    “Perhaps one day you will.”


    The steeping was done. El Achab used his long fingers to pour a precise amount into a glass. It was thick, dark, impenetrable, and from it issued the odor of a bog.


    “Now drink.” He held out the glass. “All of it. At once, please.”


    The taste was unspeakable. Nevertheless, Bourne swallowed every last drop.


    “Within an hour your body will feel stronger, your mind more vibrant,” El Achab said. “The process will continue for several days.”


    Bourne rose, thanking the man as he paid. Back outside in the market, he went first into a clothing store and bought himself a traditional Turkish outfit, right down to the thin soled shoes. The proprietor directed him back to Istiklal Caddesi, across the Golden Horn from Sultanahmet. There he entered a theatrical supply shop where he chose a beard, along with a small metal can of spirit gum. In front of the shop’s mirror, he affixed the beard.


    He then rummaged through the shop’s other offerings, buying what he needed, stuffing everything into a small, battered secondhand leather satchel. All the while he shopped, he was filled with an implacable rage. He couldn’t get out of his mind what Veintrop and Fadi had done to him. His enemy had insinuated himself inside his head, subtly influencing Bourne’s thoughts, destabilizing his decisions. How had Fadi planted Veintrop in the real Sunderland’s office?


    Taking out his cell, he scrolled down to Sunderland’s number and punched in the overseas codes, then the eleven-digit number. The office wasn’t open at this hour, but a recorded voice asked if he wanted to make an appointment, wanted Dr. Sunderland’s office hours, wanted directions from Washington, Maryland, or Virginia. He wanted the second option, definitely. The recorded voice told him the doctor’s hours were from 10 AM to 6 PM Monday, and Wednesday through Friday. The office was closed on Tuesday. Tuesday was the day he’d seen Sunderland. Who had made the appointment for him?


    Sweat broke out along his hairline as his heart beat faster. How had Fadi’s people known that he was taking Fadi out of the cage? Soraya had made the call to Tim Hytner, which was why Bourne had suspected him of being the mole. But Hytner wasn’t. Who had access to CI-net cell calls? Who could possibly be eavesdropping except the mole? That would be the same person who had made his appointment with Sunderland on the day the doctor wouldn’t be at his office.


    Anne Held!


    Oh, Christ, he thought. The Old Man’s right hand. It couldn’t be. And yet it was the only explanation that made sense of the recent history. Who better for Fadi, for anyone wanting to know what took place in the center of the CI web?


    His fingers worked his cell phone. He needed to warn Soraya before she boarded the plane. But her voice mail picked up immediately, which meant her phone was already off. She’d boarded, was on her way to D.C., to disaster.


    He left a message, telling her that Anne Held must be the mole inside CI.

  


  
    TWENTY-FIVE

  


  
    Come in, Martin.” The DCI waved to Karim, who stood in the doorway to his inner sanctum. “I’m glad Anne caught you.”


    Karim took the long walk to the chair in front of the DCI’s immense desk. The walk reminded him of the gauntlet of rock throwers a Bedouin traitor was forced to tread. If he made it to the end alive, he received a swift, merciful death. If not, he was left in the desert for the vultures to feed on.


    Sounds came to him. Throughout the building, a strange atmosphere of celebration and mourning had gripped CI following the news that the Dujja nuclear facility in South Yemen had been obliterated, though men were killed in the raid. The DCI had been in contact with Commander Dorph. He and his complement of Skorpions and marines had been the only ones to survive the attack. There had been many casualties—three Chinooks filled with marines and CI Skorpions. The facility had been heavily protected by two Soviet MiGs armed with Sidewinder missiles. Dorph’s heli had taken them both down following the destruction of the target.


    Karim sat. His nerves were always on edge when he sat in this chair. “Sir, I know we paid a heavy price, but you seem peculiarly gloomy given the success of our mission against Dujja.”


    “I’ve done my grieving for my people, Martin.” The Old Man grunted as if in pain. “It’s not that I don’t feel relief—and no little vindication after the grilling I got in the War Room.” His heavy brows knitted together. “But between you and me, something doesn’t feel right.”


    Karim felt a jolt of anxiety travel down his spine. Unconsciously, he moved to the edge of the chair. “I don’t follow, sir. Dorph confirmed that the facility suffered four direct hits, all from different angles. There’s no doubt that it was completely destroyed, as were the two hostile jet fighters defending it.”


    “True enough.” The DCI nodded. “Still…”


    Karim’s mind was racing, extrapolating possibilities. The DCI’s instincts were well known. He hadn’t kept his job for so long solely because he’d learned to be a good politician, and Karim knew it would be unwise simply to placate him. “If you could be more specific…”


    The Old Man shook his head. “I wish I could be.”


    “Our intel was right on the money, sir.”


    The DCI sat back, rubbed at his chin. “Here’s what sticks in my craw. Why did the MiGs wait to launch the missiles until after the facility was destroyed?”


    “Perhaps they were late in scrambling.” Karim was on delicate ground, and he knew it. “You heard Dorph—there was radiation fog.”


    “The fog was low to the ground. The MiGs came in from above; the RF wouldn’t have affected them. What if they deliberately waited until the facility had been destroyed?”


    Karim tried to ignore the buzzing in his ears. “Sir, that makes no sense.”


    “It would if the facility was a dummy,” the Old Man said.


    This line of inquiry was one that Karim could not allow the DCI—or anyone in CI—to pursue. “You may be right, sir, now that I think of it.” He stood. “I’ll look into it right away.”


    The Old Man’s keen eyes peered up at him from beneath heavy brows. “Sit down, Martin.”


    Silence engulfed the office. Even the dim sounds of celebration had faded as the CI personnel got back to their grim work.


    “What if Dujja wanted us to believe we’d destroyed their nuclear facility?”


    Of course that was exactly what had happened. Karim struggled to keep his heart rate under control.


    “I know I sold Secretary Halliday on Tim Hytner being the mole,” the DCI went on doggedly. “That doesn’t mean I believe it. If my hunch on the signal disinformation proves correct, here’s another set of theories: Either Hytner was framed by the real mole, or he wasn’t the only rotten apple in our barrel.”


    “Those are all big ifs, sir.”


    “Then eliminate them, Martin. Make it a priority. Use all necessary resources.”


    The Old Man put his hands on his desk, levered himself up. His face was pale and pasty looking. “Christ on a crutch, Martin, if Dujja’s misdirected us, it means we haven’t stopped them. To the contrary, they’re close to launching their attack.”


    



    Muta ibn Aziz arrived in Istanbul just after noon and went immediately to see Nesim Hatun. Hatun ran the Miraj Hammam, a Turkish bath, in the Sultanahmet District. It was in an old building, large and rambling, on a side street not five blocks from the Hagia Sophia, the great church created by Justinian in AD 532. As such, the hammam was always well attended, its prices higher than those in less touristed sections of the city. It had been a hammam for many years—since well before Hatun had been born, in fact.


    Hatun was proud of the fact that he’d bribed the right people so that his business was well written up in all the best guidebooks. The hammam made him a good living, especially by Turkish standards. But what had made him a millionaire many times over was his work for Fadi.


    Hatun, a man of immense appetites, had a roly-poly body and the cruel face of a vulture. Looking into his black eyes, it was clear there was venom in his soul—a venom that Fadi had identified, coaxed out, and lovingly fed. Hatun had had many wives, all of them either dead or exiled to the countryside. On the other hand, his twelve children, whom he loved and trusted, happily ran the hammam for him. Hatun, his heart like a closed fist, preferred it that way. So did Fadi.


    “Merhaba, habibi!” Hatun said by way of greeting when Muta ibn Aziz crossed his threshold. He kissed his guest on both cheeks and led him through the heavily mosaiced public rooms of the hammam into the rear section, which surrounded a small garden in the center of which grew Hatun’s prized date palm. He’d brought it all the way from a caravanserai in the Sahara, though at the time it was only a seedling, hardly bigger than his forefinger. He lavished more attention on that one tree than he had on any of his wives.


    They sat on cool stone benches in filtered sunlight while they were served sweet tea and tiny cakes by two of Hatun’s daughters. Afterward, one of them brought an ornate nargilah—a traditional water pipe—which the two men shared.


    These rituals and the time it took to perform them were a necessary part of life in the East. They served to cement friendship by showing the proper politeness and respect as observed by civilized people. Even today there were men like Nesim Hatun who observed the old ways, dedicated as they were to keeping the lamp of tradition burning through the neon glare of the electronic age.


    At length, Hatun pushed the nargilah away. “You have come a long way, my friend.”


    “Sometimes, as you know only too well, the oldest forms of communication are the most secure.”


    “I understand completely.” Hatun nodded. “I myself use a new cell phone each day, and then speak only in the most general terms.”


    “We have heard nothing from Yevgeny Feyodovich.”


    Hatun’s eyebrows knit together. “Bourne survived Odessa?”


    “This we do not know. But Feyodovich’s silence is disturbing. Understandably, Fadi is unhappy.”


    Hatun spread his hands. They were surprisingly small, the fingers delicate as a girl’s. “As am I. Please be assured that I will see to Yevgeny Feyodovich myself.”


    Muta ibn Aziz nodded his acceptance. “In the meantime, we must assume that he has been compromised.”


    Nesim Hatun considered for a moment. “This man Bourne, they say that he is like a chameleon. If he is still alive, if he does find his way here, how will I know?”


    “Fadi knifed him in the left side. Badly. His body will be battered. If he does come, it will be shortly, possibly even later today.”


    Nesim Hatun sensed the messenger’s nervousness. The fruition of Fadi’s plan must be terribly close, he surmised.


    They rose, passed through the private rooms, silent, lush as the garden outside.


    “I will stay here for the remainder of the day and night. If, by then Bourne hasn’t shown, he won’t. And even if he does, it will be too late.”


    Hatun nodded. He was right, then. Fadi’s attack against the United States was imminent.


    Muta ibn Aziz pointed. “There is a screen at the far end of the garden, just there. This is where I will wait. If it happens that Bourne comes, he will want to see you. That you will allow, but in the middle of the interview I will send one of your sons to fetch you, and you and I will have a conversation.”


    “So Bourne can overhear it. I understand.”


    Muta ibn Aziz took a step closer, his voice reduced to a papery whisper. “I want Bourne to know who I am. I want him to know that I am returning to Fadi.”


    Nesim Hatun nodded. “He will follow you.”


    “Precisely.”


    



    Right from the outset, Jon Mueller could see where Lerner’s man, Overton, had gotten himself into trouble. Shadowing Anne Held, he discovered her surveillance without too much difficulty. There was a difference between surveillance and shadowing: He was looking not to follow Held but to unearth the people who were protecting her from outside surveillance. As such, he was far back and high up. In the beginning, he used his own eyes rather than binoculars because he needed to see Held’s immediate environment in the widest range possible. Binoculars would home in on only narrow sections of it. They were useful, however, once he had IDed the man surveilling her.


    In fact, there were three men, working in eight-hour shifts. That they were on twenty-four-hour alert hardly surprised him. Overton’s botched surveillance had surely made them both more fearful and more wary. Mueller had anticipated all this, and had a plan for countering it.


    For twenty-four hours, he had observed Held’s complement of protectors. He noted their habits, quirks, predilections, methods of operation, all of which varied slightly. The one on the night shift needed a constant supply of coffee to keep him alert, while the one on the early-morning shift used his cell phone constantly. The one on the late-afternoon shift smoked like a fiend. Mueller chose him because his innate nervousness made him the most vulnerable.


    He knew he would only get one shot, so he made the most of the opportunity he knew would sooner or later come his way. Hours ago, he’d stolen a utility truck off the back of the Potomac Electric Power Company lot on Pennsylvania Avenue. He drove this now, as Anne Held got into a waiting taxi outside CI headquarters.


    As the cab pulled out into traffic, Mueller waited, patient as death. Quite soon, he heard an engine cough into life. A white Ford sedan edged out from its spot across the street as the afternoon man took up his position two vehicles behind the taxi. Mueller followed in the heavy traffic.


    Within ten minutes, the Held woman had exited the taxi and had begun to walk. Mueller knew this MO well. She was on her way to a rendezvous. The traffic was such that the afternoon man couldn’t follow her in the car. Mueller had deduced this before her protector did, and so he’d pulled the truck over and parked on 17th Street NW, in a no-parking zone, knowing that no one would question someone in a public service utility truck.


    Swinging out of the truck, he walked quickly to where the afternoon man had pulled over to the curb. Striding up, he tapped on the driver’s-side window. When the man slid down the glass, Mueller said, “Hey, buddy,” then sucker-punched him just below his left ear.


    The traumatic disruption to the nerve bundle put him down for the count. Mueller set the unconscious man upright behind the wheel, then stepped up onto the sidewalk, keeping the Held woman in sight as she walked up the street.


    



    Anne Held and Karim were strolling through the Corcoran Gallery on 17th Street, NW. The impressive collection of artwork was housed in a magnificent white Georgian marble structure that Frank Lloyd Wright had once called the best-designed building in Washington. Karim paused in front of a large canvas of the San Francisco painter Robert Bechtel, a photorealist whose artistic worth he could not fathom.


    “The DCI suspects that the raid target was bogus,” Karim was saying, “which means he suspects that the Dujja intel Typhon intercepted and decoded is disinformation.”


    Anne was shocked. “Where are these suspicions coming from?”


    “The MiG pilots made a crucial mistake. They waited until after the American Chinooks leveled the abandoned complex before firing their missiles. Their orders were to allow the bombing so the Americans would believe the raid had been successful, but they were to come on the scene minutes later than they did. They thought the fog would hide them from the Chinooks, but the Americans found a way to dissipate it with their rotors. Now the Old Man wants me to look for a leak inside CI.”


    “I thought you sold everyone on Hytner being the mole.”


    “Everyone, it appears, except him.”


    “What are we going to do?” Anne said.


    “Move up the timetable.”


    Anne looked around covertly, but nervously.


    “Not to worry,” Karim said. “After we incinerated Overton, I put safeguards in place.” He looked at his watch and headed for the entrance. “Come. Soraya Moore is due to land in three hours.”


    



    Jon Mueller, behind the wheel of the Potomac Electric truck, was just down the block from the Corcoran. He was now certain that Anne Held was making a rendezvous. That would have occupied Lerner, but not him. It wouldn’t matter who she was meeting after he took her out.


    As soon as he saw Held come out the front entrance, he pulled out into traffic. Up ahead was the light at the junction of Pennsylvania Avenue. It was still green as she came down the stairs, but as he approached, it changed to amber. There was one car ahead of him. With a crash of gears and a roar of the truck’s engine, he pulled out, sideswiping the car as he barreled past it and jumped the red light, driving straight through the intersection to a chorus of curses, angry shouts, and horn blasts.


    Mueller stamped the accelerator to the floor as he bore down on Anne Held.


    The high-velocity bullet breaking the glass of the truck’s side window sounded like a far-off chime. Mueller had no time to consider that it might be anything else because the bullet tore into one side of his head and blew out the opposite, taking half his skull with it.


    



    A moment before the Potomac Electric truck went out of control, Karim took Anne’s arm and dragged her back onto the curb. As the truck slammed into the two cars ahead of it, he began to walk with her very fast away from the scene of the deadly pileup.


    “What happened?” she said.


    “The man driving the truck was intent on making you the victim of a hit-and-run.”


    “What?”


    He had to squeeze her arm hard to get her not to look back. “Keep walking,” he said. “Let’s get away from this place.”


    Three blocks down, a black Lincoln Aviator with diplomatic plates was idling at the curb. With a single fluid motion, Karim opened the rear door and urged Anne inside. He followed after her, slamming the door, and the Aviator took off.


    “Are you all right?” he asked.


    Anne nodded. “Just a bit shaken up. What happened?”


    “I made arrangements to have you covertly watched.”


    Up front were a driver and his sidekick. Both appeared to be Arab diplomatic officials. For all Anne knew they were Arab diplomatic officials. She didn’t know, didn’t want to know. Just as she didn’t want to know where they were going. In her business, too much information, just like curiosity about the wrong things, could get you killed.


    “I had read up on Lerner, so the moment the Old Man told me he’d sent him to Odessa, I suspected that someone even higher up on the intelligence food chain would be put on you. I was right. A man named Jon Mueller from Homeland Security. Mueller and Lerner were whoring buddies. The interesting thing is that Mueller is on the payroll of Defense Secretary Halliday.”


    “Which means, chances are that Lerner’s also under the defense secretary’s control.”


    Karim nodded, leaned forward, and told the driver to slow down as the wail of the sirens from police, EMTs, and fire department vehicles rose, then fell away. “Halliday seems intent on increasing the Pentagon’s power. Taking over CI, remaking it in its own image. We can use the chaos caused by this interagency warfare to our advantage.”


    By this time, the Aviator had reached the far northern precincts of the city. Skirting the northeastern edge of Rock Creek Park, they at last came to the rear of a large mortuary run by a Pakistani family.


    The family also owned the building, courtesy of money from International Vertical Technologies, funneled through one of the independent companies in the Bahamas and the Caymans that Karim had set up over the years since he’d taken over the corporation from his father. As a result, they had gutted the structure, rebuilding it to the specifications Karim had provided.


    One of those specs had provided for what appeared to be the hall’s own loading bay in the rear. In fact, it was a loading bay as far as the hall’s suppliers were concerned. As the driver of the Aviator turned into the bay, the concrete “wall” at the rear slid into a niche in the floor, revealing a ramp down which the vehicle rolled. It stopped in the vast sub-basement, and they all got out.


    Barrels and crates lined the wall closest to them, the former contents of M&N Bodywork. To the left of the explosives stood a black Lincoln limousine with familiar plates.


    Anne walked over to it, running her fingertips across its gleaming surface. She turned to Jamil. “Where did you get the Old Man’s car?”


    “It’s an exact replica, down to the armor plating and special bulletproof glass.” He opened a rear door. “Except for one thing.”


    The courtesy light had gone on when the door was opened. Peering in, Anne marveled that the interior was a perfect match, down to the plush royal-blue carpet. She watched as he pulled up a corner of the carpet that hadn’t yet been glued down. Using the blade of a pocketknife, he pried up the floorboard far enough for her to see what was underneath.


    The entire bottom of the replica was packed tight with neat rectangles of a light gray clay-like substance.


    “That’s right,” he said, reacting to her sharply indrawn breath. “There’s enough C-Four explosive here to take out the entire reinforced foundation of CI headquarters.”

  


  
    TWENTY-SIX

  


  
    The district where Nesim Hatun plied a trade as yet unknown to Bourne was named after Sultan Ahmet I who, during the first decade of the seventeenth century, built the Blue Mosque in the heart of what nineteenth-century Europeans called Stamboul. This was the center of the once immense Byzantine Empire that, at its height, extended from southern Spain to Bulgaria to Egypt.


    Modern-day Sultanahmet had lost neither its spectacular architecture nor its power to awe. The center was a hillock called the Hippodrome, with the Blue Mosque on one side and the Hagia Sophia, built a century earlier, on the other. The two were linked by a small park. Nowadays the social center of the district was nearby Akbiyik Caddesi, the Avenue of the White Mustache, whose northernmost end gave out onto Topkapi Palace. This wide thoroughfare was lined with shops, bars, cafés, groceries, restaurants, and, on Wednesday mornings, a street market.


    Bourne, appearing among the loudly chattering hordes packing Akbiyik Caddesi, was barely recognizable. He wore the traditional Turkish outfit, his jaw hidden behind the full beard.


    He stopped at a street cart to buy simit—sesame bread—and pale yellow yogurt, eating them as he took in his surroundings. Hustlers plied their shady trade, merchants shouted out the prices of their wares, locals haggled over prices, tourists were systematically fleeced by clever Turks. Businessmen on cell phones, kids taking pictures of one another with cell phones, teens playing raucous music they’d just downloaded into their cell phones. Laughter and tears, lovers’ smiles, combatants’ angry shouts. The boiling stew of human emotion and life lit up the avenue like a neon sign, blazing through the clouds of aromatic smoke billowing from braziers over which sizzling lamb and vegetable kebabs browned.


    After finishing his makeshift meal, he headed straight for a rug shop, where he picked out a prayer rug, haggling good-naturedly with the owner on the price. When he left, both were satisfied with the bargain they had made.


    



    The Blue Mosque to which Bourne now walked, his prayer rug tucked under one arm, was surrounded by six slender minarets. These had come from a mistake. Sultan Ahmet I had told his architect he wanted the mosque to have a gold minaret. Altin is the Turkish word for “gold,” but the architect misheard him and instead built alti—six—minarets. Still, Ahmet I was pleased with the result, because at that time no other sultan had a mosque with so many minarets.


    As befit such a magnificent edifice, the mosque had multiple doors. Most visitors went in through the north side, but Muslims entered from the west. It was through this door that Bourne walked. Just inside, he stopped, took off his shoes, and set them aside in a plastic bag handed to him by a young boy. He covered his head, then at a stone basin washed his feet, face, neck, and forearms. Padding into the mosque proper, he set out his prayer rug on the rug-strewn marble floor and knelt on it.


    The interior of the mosque was, in true Byzantine fashion, covered with intricate artwork, filigreed carvings, halos of metalwork lamps, immense columns painted blue and gold, four stories of magnificent stained-glass windows reaching up into the heavens of the central dome. The power of it all was as moving as it was undeniable.


    Bourne said the Muslim prayers, his forehead pressed to the carpet he had just bought. He was perfectly sincere in his prayers, feeling the centuries of history etched into the stone, marble, gold leaf, and lapis from which the mosque had been constructed and fervently embellished. Spirituality came in many guises, was called by many names, but they all spoke directly to the heart in a language as old as time.


    When he was finished, he rose and rolled up his rug. He lingered in the mosque, allowing the reverberating near silence to wash over him. The sibilant rustle of silk and cotton, the soft hum of muttered prayers, the undercurrent of whispered voices, every human sound and movement gathered up into the mosque’s great dome, swirled like granules of sugar in rich coffee, subtly altering the taste.


    In fact, all the while he seemed lost in holy contemplation he was covertly watching those finishing their prayers. He spotted an older man, his beard shot through with white, roll up his rug and walk slowly over to the lines of shoes. Bourne arrived at his shoes at the same time the older man was putting on his.


    The old man, who had one withered arm, regarded Bourne as he stepped into his shoes. “You’re new here, sir,” he said in Turkish. “I haven’t seen your face before.”


    “I just arrived, sir,” Bourne replied with a deferential smile.


    “And what brings you to Istanbul, my son?”


    They moved out through the western door.


    “I’m searching for a relative,” Bourne said. “A man by the name of Nesim Hatun.”


    “Not so uncommon a name,” the old man said. “Do you know anything about him?”


    “Only that he runs his business, whatever that may be, here in Sultanahmet,” Bourne said.


    “Ah, then perhaps I can be of help.” The old man squinted in the sunlight. “There is a Nesim Hatun who, along with his twelve children, runs the Miraj Hammam on Bayramfirini Sokak, a street not so far from here. The directions are simple enough.”


    



    Bayramfirini Sokak—the Street of the Festival Oven, midway along Akbiyik Caddesi—was a shade calmer than the frantic avenues of Istanbul. Nevertheless, the sharp, raised calls of merchants, the chanting of itinerant food sellers, the particular bleat-and-squeal, a product of negotiating a sale, collected in the narrow street like a dense fog. Bayramfirini Sokak, as severely pitched as a mountainside, ran all the way down to the Sea of Marmara. It was home to a number of small guesthouses and the hammam of Nesim Hatun, the man who had hired Yevgeny Feyodovich at the behest of Fadi to help lead Bourne to the killing ground on the Odessa beach.


    The hammam’s door was a thick, dark wooden affair, carved with Byzantine designs. It was flanked by a pair of colossal stone urns, originally used to store oil for lamps. The whole made for an impressive entrance.


    Bourne stashed his leather satchel behind the left-hand urn. Then he opened the door and entered the dimly lit forecourt. At once the constant bawling of the city vanished, and Bourne was enfolded in the silence of a snow-cloaked forest. It took a moment for the ringing in his ears to settle. He found himself in a hexagonal space in the center of which was a marble fountain gracefully spewing water. There were graven arches held up by fluted columns on four sides, beyond which were a combination of lush enclosed gardens and hushed, lamplit corridors.


    This could have been the vestibule of a mosque or a medieval monastery. As in all important Islamic buildings, the architecture was paramount. Because Islam forbade the use of images of Allah or, indeed, of any living thing, the Islamic artisan’s desire to carve was channeled into the building itself and its many embellishments.


    It was no coincidence that the hammam was reminiscent of a mosque. Both were places of reverence as well as of community. Since much of the religion was based on the purification of the body, a special place was reserved for the hammam in the lives of Muslims.


    Bourne was met by a tellak—a masseur—a slim young man with the face of a wolf. “I would very much like to meet Nesim Hatun. He and I have a mutual business associate. Yevgeny Feyodovich.”


    The tellak did not react to the name. “I will see if my father is available.”


    



    Soraya, striding past the security area of Reagan National Airport, was about to thumb on her cell phone when she saw Anne Held wave to her. Soraya felt a flood of relief when she embraced the other woman.


    “It’s so good to have you back,” Anne said.


    Soraya craned her neck, looked around. “Were you followed?”


    “Of course not. I made certain of that.”


    Soraya fell into step with Anne as they headed out of the terminal. Her nerves were twanging unpleasantly. It was one thing to be in the field working against the enemy, quite another to be coming home to a viper in your nest. She began to work her emotions as any good actor would, thinking of a tragedy long ago: the day her dog, Ranger, got run over in front of her. Ah, good, she thought, here come the tears.


    Anne’s face clouded with concern. “What is it?”


    “Jason Bourne is dead.”


    “What?” Anne was so shocked she stopped them in the midst of the bustling concourse. “What happened?”


    “The Old Man sent Lerner after Bourne, like a personal assassin. The two fought. They ended up killing each other.” Soraya shook her head. “The reason I came back was to keep an eye on the man posing as Martin Lindros. Sooner or later, he’s bound to make a mistake.”


    Anne held her at arm’s length. “Are you certain about your intel about Lindros? He just masterminded an all-out attack on the Dujja nuclear facility in South Yemen. It’s been totally destroyed.”


    Blood flushed Soraya’s face. “My God, I was right! It’s why Dujja went to all this trouble to infiltrate CI. If Lindros spearheaded it, you can be damn sure the facility was a decoy. CI is dead wrong if they believe they’ve averted the threat.”


    “In that case, the sooner we get back to headquarters, the better, don’t you think?” Anne threw an arm around Soraya’s shoulders, hurrying her through the electric doors into the damp chill of the Washington winter. Glow from the floodlit monuments engraved a majestic pattern on the dark, low clouds. Anne guided Soraya into a CI-issue Pontiac sedan, then slid behind the wheel.


    They joined the long line of vehicles circling like fish around a reef, heading toward the exit. On the way into Washington, Soraya, leaning slightly forward, glanced in the side mirror. It was habit, long ago ingrained in her. She did it as a matter of course, whether or not she was on a field mission. She saw the black Ford behind them, thought nothing of it, until her second glance. It was now one car behind them, but keeping pace in the right-hand lane. Not enough to say anything yet, but when it was still in place on her third look, she felt under the circumstances she had enough evidence to consider that they were being followed.


    She turned to Anne to tell her, then saw her glance in the rearview mirror. No doubt she’d seen the black Ford as well. But when she didn’t mention it or execute any evasive maneuvers, Soraya felt her stomach slowly clench. She tried to calm down by telling herself that after all Anne was the Old Man’s assistant. She was office-trained, unaccustomed to even the rudiments of fieldwork.


    She cleared her throat. “Anne, I think we’re being followed.”


    Anne signaled, moving them into the right-hand lane. “I’d better slow down.”


    “What? No. What are you doing?”


    “If they slow down, then we’ll know—”


    “No, you’ve got to speed up,” Soraya said. “Get away from them as quickly as possible.”


    “I want to see who’s in that car,” Anne said, slowing even more as she steered toward the shoulder.


    “You’re crazy.”


    Soraya reached for the wheel, abruptly reared back as she saw the Smith & Wesson J-frame compact gun in Anne’s hand.


    “What the hell d’you think you’re doing?”


    They were rolling across the shoulder, toward the low metal fence. “After everything you told me, I didn’t want to leave headquarters unarmed.”


    “Do you even know how to use that?”


    The black Ford followed them off the road, pulling up behind them. Two men with dark complexions got out, came toward them.


    “I take shooting practice twice a month,” Anne said, pressing the muzzle of the S&W against Soraya’s temple. “Now get out of the car.”


    “Anne, what are you—?”


    “Just do as I say.”


    Soraya nodded. “All right.” Edging away, she pushed down on the door handle. As she saw Anne’s eyes move toward the door, she struck upward with her left arm, deflecting Anne’s right arm upward. The gun exploded, the bullet tearing a hole in the Pontiac’s roof.


    Soraya slammed her cocked elbow into the side of Anne’s face. Galvanized by the gunshot, the men ran toward the Pontiac. Soraya, seeing them coming, quickly leaned across Anne’s slumped torso, opened the door, pushed her out.


    Just as the men, guns drawn, reached the rear of the Pontiac, Soraya slid behind the wheel, threw it into gear, and stepped on the accelerator. She bounced along the shoulder for a moment then, finding a potential gap in the traffic, pulled out, tires squealing and smoking. Her last glimpse of the men was of them running back to the black Ford, but what made her hands tremble on the wheel was the sight of Anne Held supported between them, helped into the back of their car.


    



    Nesim Hatun was reclining on a carved wooden bench softened by a marshmallow mound of silk pillows beneath the clattering green fronds of his beloved date palm. He was popping fresh dates into his mouth, one by one, chewing thoughtfully, swallowing the sweet flesh, spitting out the white spear-point pits into a shallow dish. Beside his right elbow was a small octagonal table on which stood a chased silver tray filled with a teapot and a pair of small glass tumblers.


    As his son brought Bourne—who had peeled off his beard before entering the Turkish bath—into the shade of the date palm, Hatun’s head swung around, his vulture’s face impassive. His olive eyes did not hide his curiosity, however.


    “Merhaba, my friend.”


    “Merhaba, Nesim Hatun. My name is Abu Bakr.”


    Hatun scratched at his tiny, pointed beard. “Named after the companion of our Prophet Muhammad.”


    “A thousand apologies for disturbing the tranquility of your magnificent garden.”


    Nesim Hatun nodded at his guest’s good manners. “My garden is but a miserable patch of earth.” Dismissing his son, he gestured. “Please join me, my friend.”


    Bourne rolled out the prayer rug so that its silk threads shimmered in the golden shots of sunlight that found their way between the palm fronds.


    Hatun slipped off one slipperlike shoe and placed his bare foot on the rug. “A beautiful example of the weaver’s art. I thank you, my friend, for this unexpected largesse.”


    “A token altogether unworthy of you, Nesim Hatun.”


    “Ah, well, Yevgeny Feyodovich never presented me with such a gift.” His eyes rose to impale Bourne’s. “And how is our mutual friend?”


    “When I left him,” Bourne said, “he’d made rather a mess of things.”


    Hatun’s face froze into stone. “I have no idea what you’re talking about.”


    “Then let me enlighten you,” Bourne said softly. “Yevgeny Feyodovich did precisely what you paid him to do. How do I know? Because I took Bourne to Otrada Beach, I led him into the trap Fadi had prepared for him. I did what Yevgeny Feyodovich hired me to do.”


    “Here is my problem, Abu Bakr.” Hatun pitched his torso forward. “Yevgeny Feyodovich never would have hired a Turk for this particular piece of work.”


    “Of course not. Bourne would have been suspicious of such a man.”


    Hatun scrutinized Bourne with his vulture’s face. “So. The question remains: Who are you?”


    “My name is Bogdan Illiyanovich,” he said, identifying himself as the man he’d killed at Otrada Beach. He had inserted the prosthetics he’d purchased in the theatrical supply store in Beyoglu. As a result, the shapes of jawline and cheeks were significantly altered. His front teeth slightly splayed.


    “You speak excellent Turkish, for a Ukrainian.” Hatun said this with a certain amount of contempt. “And now I suppose your boss wants the second half of his payment.”


    “Yevgeny Feyodovich isn’t in any condition to receive anything. As for me, I want what I have earned.”


    Some unnamed emotion seemed to come over Nesim Hatun. He poured them both hot sweet tea, handing one of the glasses to Bourne.


    When they had both sipped, he said, “Perhaps that wound on your left side should be looked after.”


    Bourne glanced down at the specks of blood on his clothes. “A scratch. It’s nothing.”


    Nesim Hatun was about to reply when the son who had brought Bourne to see him appeared, gave a silent signal.


    He rose. “Please excuse me for a moment. I have a bit of unfinished business to attend to. I assure you I won’t be long.” Following his son through an archway, he disappeared behind a filigreed wooden screen.


    After a short interval, Bourne rose, strolling through the garden as if admiring it. In this fashion, he made his way through the same archway, stood on the garden side of the screen. He could hear two men speaking in hushed voices. One was Nesim Hatun. The other…


    “—using a messenger, Muta ibn Aziz,” Nesim Hatun said. “As you have said, this late in the plan it would not do to have any cell phone communication intercepted. And yet now you tell me that just such a thing has happened.”


    “The news was vital to both of us,” Muta ibn Aziz said. “Fadi has been in communication with his brother. Jason Bourne is dead.” Muta ibn Aziz took a step toward the other. “That being the case, your role in this matter is now ended.”


    Muta ibn Aziz embraced Hatun, kissed him on both cheeks. “I leave tonight at twenty hundred hours. I go straight to Fadi. With Bourne dead, there will be no further delay. The endgame has begun.”


    “La ilaha ill allah!” Hatun breathed. “Now come, my friend, I will lead you out.”


    Bourne turned, went silently back through the garden, swiftly down the side corridor and out of the hammam.


    



    Soraya, her foot pressed against the accelerator, knew she was in trouble. Keeping one eye in the rearview mirror for the Ford, she pulled out her cell phone and thumbed it on. There was a soft chime. She had a message. She dialed in, got Bourne’s message about Anne.


    There was a bitter taste in her mouth. So Anne was the mole after all. The bitch! How could she? Soraya pounded her fist against the steering wheel. Goddamn her to hell.


    As she was putting the phone away, she heard the crunch of metal against metal, felt a sickening jar, had to struggle to keep the Pontiac from screeching over into a truck in the next lane.


    “What the—!”


    A Lincoln Aviator, looking as big and menacing as an M1 Abrams tank, had sideswiped her. Now it was ahead of her. Without warning, it decelerated and she banged into it. Its brake lights weren’t working—or they had been deliberately disconnected.


    She swerved, switching lanes, then came abreast of the Aviator. She tried to peer in, to see who was driving, but the windows were tinted so darkly she couldn’t even make out a silhouette.


    The Aviator lurched toward her, its side smashing the Pontiac’s passenger doors. Pressing the window buttons repeatedly, Soraya found them stuck fast. Replacing her right foot on the gas pedal with her left, she kicked at the ruined door with the heel of her right foot. It didn’t budge; it, too, was jammed shut. With a burst of anxiety, she returned to her normal driving position. Her heart was racing, her pulse pounding in her ears.


    She had to get off the highway. She began to look for signs for the next exit. It was three kilometers away. Sweating profusely, she moved over into the right-hand lane so she’d be in position to take the upcoming exit ramp.


    That was when the Aviator roared up on her left and swerved hard into her, crumpling the doors on that side. Clearly it had dropped back in the traffic flow so that it could come up on her from behind. She hit the window button, tried to turn the inside handle, but this window and door were jammed shut as well. Now none of them would open. She was effectively trapped, a prisoner inside the speeding Pontiac.

  


  
    TWENTY-SEVEN

  


  
    Bourne retrieved his satchel from behind the urn then walked quickly, silently around the side of the hammam, searching for the street onto which the rear door to Nesim Hatun’s establishment opened. He found it without difficulty, saw a man walking away from the hammam’s rear door.


    The messenger Muta ibn Aziz, who would lead him back to Fadi.


    As he walked, Bourne opened the satchel, found the can of spirit gum, and reapplied his beard. Returned to his Semitic disguise, he followed Muta ibn Aziz out of the alley into the clamorous bustle of Sultanahmet. For close to forty minutes, he kept pace with his quarry, who neither paused nor looked around him. It was clear he knew where he was headed. In the overcrowded heart of the district, with the flow of pedestrians moving toward all points of the compass, it was not easy keeping Muta ibn Aziz in sight. On the other hand, the relentless crowds also worked to Bourne’s benefit, for it was easy to keep himself anonymous. Even if his target was using the reflective surfaces of vehicle and shop windows, he’d never spot his tail. They crossed from Sultanahmet into Eminonu.


    At length, the domed mass of Sirkeci Station loomed up in front of him. Was Muta ibn Aziz taking a train to where Fadi was located? But no, Bourne saw him bypass the main entrance, walk briskly on, as he threaded his way through the throng.


    He and Bourne skirted a huge knot of tourists that had formed a semicircle around three Mevlevi, Whirling Dervishes, their long white dresses unfurled around them as they spun in their ecstatic sema to the drone of ancient Islamic hymns. As they whirled, the Mevlevi threw off sprays of saffron- and myrrh-scented sweat. The air around them seemed alive with the mystic unknown, another world glimpsed in the blink of an eye before vanishing again.


    Opposite the station was the Adalar Iskelesi dock. Bourne loitered inconspicuously with a clutch of German tourists while he watched Muta ibn Aziz purchase a one-way ticket to Büyükada. He must be leaving from there, Bourne thought, most likely by boat. But to where? It didn’t matter, because Bourne was determined to be on whatever mode of transport Muta ibn Aziz chose to take him to Fadi.


    



    For the time being, exiting her mashed Pontiac was the least of Soraya’s problems. Topping the list was the Aviator hard on her tail. The sign for the next exit blurred by overhead, and she prepared herself. She saw the two-lane off-ramp, took the left-hand lane. The Aviator, half a car length away, followed her. There were cars ahead of her in both lanes, but a quick check in her rearview mirror showed her the break in the exiting traffic she was hoping for. Now if only the Pontiac’s transmission wouldn’t fall out from the punishment she was about to give it.


    She swung the wheel hard over. The Pontiac veered into the right-hand lane of the off-ramp. Before the Aviator’s driver could fully react, Soraya slammed the Pontiac into reverse and stepped on the gas pedal.


    She shot past the Aviator, which was just now swinging into her lane. Its rear end took out the headlight on her side. Then she was accelerating away, back up the off-ramp. There was a dissonant clamor of horns, shouts, along with the squeal of tires as the cars behind her got out of her way.


    With an insistent warning from its horn, the Aviator itself reversed, following her. Near the top of the ramp a motorist in a gray Toyota panicked, slamming into the car behind it. Chrome and plastic hanging from its front, it slewed around blocking both lanes, effectively cutting off the Aviator.


    Soraya backed onto the breakdown lane of the highway, then shifted the Pontiac into drive and took off, heading into Washington proper.


    



    It will be easy to ram the Toyota out of the way,” the driver of the Aviator said.


    “Don’t bother,” the man in the backseat replied. “Let her go.”


    Though they were diplomats stationed at the Saudi embassy, they also belonged to Karim’s Washington sleeper cell. As the Aviator reached the city streets, the man in the backseat activated a GPS. At once, a grid of downtown D.C. appeared, along with a moving pinpoint of light. He punched a number into his cell phone.


    “The subject slipped the noose,” the man in the backseat said. “She’s driving the Pontiac we fitted with the electronic tracking device. It’s heading in your direction. Judging from the speed, it should be in range within thirty seconds.”


    He waited patiently until the driver of the black Ford said, “Got her. It looks like she’s heading toward the northeast.”


    “Follow her,” the man in the backseat said. “You know what to do.”


    



    During the ferry ride to the island of Büyükada, Bourne stayed with a family of Chinese tourists with whom he struck up a conversation. He talked with them in Mandarin, joking with the children, pointing out the important buildings as they left Istanbul behind, recounting the city’s storied history. All the while, he kept Muta ibn Aziz in view.


    Fadi’s messenger stood by himself, leaning against the ferry’s railing, staring out across the water toward the smudge of land toward which they were headed. He neither moved nor looked around.


    When Muta ibn Aziz turned and walked inside, Bourne excused himself from the Chinese family and followed. He saw the messenger ordering tea at the onboard café. Bourne wandered over, poring through a rack of picture postcards and maps. Choosing a map of Büyükada and vicinity, he managed to reach the cashier just ahead of Muta ibn Aziz. He spoke to the cashier in Arabic. The mustachioed man with a gold cross hanging from a chain around his neck shook his head, replying in Turkish. Bourne gestured that he didn’t understand.


    Muta ibn Aziz leaned over, said, “Pardon me, friend, but the filthy infidel is asking for payment.”


    Bourne showed a handful of coins. Muta ibn Aziz plucked up the right change and gave it to the cashier. Bourne waited until he had paid for his own tea, then said, “Thank you, friend. I’m afraid Turkish sounds like pig grunts to me.”


    Muta ibn Aziz laughed. “An apt phrase.” He gestured, and together they walked out onto the deck.


    Bourne followed the messenger to his spot at the rail. The sun was strong, counteracting the chill of the wind coming in off the Sea of Marmara. The feathery fingertips of cirrus clouds dotted the deep blue of the winter sky.


    “The Christians are the swine of the world,” Muta ibn Aziz said.


    “And the Jews are the apes,” Bourne replied.


    “Peace be upon you, brother. I see we read the same schoolbooks.”


    “Jihad in the path of God is the summit of Islam,” Bourne said. “I needed no schoolmaster to explain this to me. It seems to me that I was born knowing it.”


    “Like me, you are Wahhabi.” Muta ibn Aziz gave him a considered sidelong glance. “Just as we were successful in the past when we came together with the Muslims to evict the Christian crusaders from Palestine, so will we emerge victorious against the latter-day crusaders who occupy our lands.”


    Bourne nodded. “We think alike, brother.”


    Muta ibn Aziz sipped his tea. “Do these righteous beliefs move you to act, brother? Or are they the philosophy of the café and coffeehouse?”


    “In Sharm el-Sheikh and in Gaza I have drawn the blood of the infidel.”


    “Individual endeavors are to be applauded,” Muta ibn Aziz mused, “but the greater the organization, the more damage can be inflicted on our enemies.”


    “Just so.” Time to bait the hook, Bourne thought. “Again and again I have thought of joining Dujja, but always the same consideration has stopped me.”


    The paper cup of tea paused halfway to Muta ibn Aziz’s lips. “And what is that?”


    Slowly, slowly, Bourne cautioned himself. “I don’t know whether I can say, brother. After all, we have just met. Your intentions—”


    “Are the same as yours,” Muta ibn Aziz said with a newfound quickness. “Of this I assure you.”


    Still Bourne held back, appearing undecided.


    “Brother, is it not true that we have spoken of a like philosophy? Is it not true that we share a certain outlook on the world, on its future?”


    “Indeed, yes.” Bourne pursed his lips. “All right then, brother. But I warn you, if you have been untrue about your intentions, then I swear I will find out, and I will mete out the proper punishment.”


    “La ilaha ill allah. Every word I have spoken is the truth.”


    Bourne said: “I went to school in London with Dujja’s leader.”


    “I don’t know—”


    “Please, I have no intention of mentioning Fadi’s real name. But knowing it myself gives me knowledge of the family others do not have.”


    Muta ibn Aziz’s curiosity, once feigned, now became real. “Why is that a deterrent to becoming one with Dujja?”


    “Ah, well, it’s the father, you see. Or, more specifically, his second wife. She is English. Worse, she is Christian.” Bourne shook his head, his fierce expression reinforcing the edge to his words. “It is forbidden for a true Muslim to be a loyal friend to someone who does not believe in God and His Prophet. Yet this man married the infidel, mated with her. Fadi is the spawn. Tell me, brother, how can I follow such a creature? How can I believe a word he says, when the devil lurks inside him?”


    Muta ibn Aziz was taken aback. “And yet Fadi has done so much for our cause.”


    “This can hardly be denied,” Bourne said. “But it seems to me, speaking in terms of blood—which, as we know, can be neither ignored nor disowned—Fadi is like the tiger taken from the jungle, brought into a new environment, lovingly domesticated by a foster family. It’s merely a matter of time before the tiger reverts to his true nature, turns on those who have adopted him and destroys them.” He shook his head again, this time in perfectly believable sorrow. “It is a mistake to try to change the tiger’s nature, brother. Of this there can be no doubt.”


    Muta ibn Aziz turned his head to stare morosely out to sea, where the image of Büyükada rose from the sea like Atlantis or the island of a long-forgotten caliph, stuck in time. He wanted to say something that would refute the other’s contention, but somehow he couldn’t find it in him to do so. Doubly depressing, he thought, to have the truth come from the mouth of this man.


    



    Soraya’s mind was reeling, not only from the violence of her flight from the Lincoln Aviator but also from Anne Held’s betrayal. Her blood ran cold. My God, what had she and everyone else told her over the years? How many secrets had they given away to Dujja?


    She drove her rolling coffin without conscious thought. The colors of the day seemed supersaturated, vibrating with a strange pulse that made the passing cars, the streets, the buildings, even the roiling clouds overhead seem unfamiliar, menacing, venomous. Her entire being was trapped within the horror of the ugly truth.


    Her head ached with the doomsday possibilities, her body trembled in the aftermath of her adrenaline rush.


    She needed to go to ground until she could regroup, figure out her next step. She needed an ally here in D.C. She immediately thought of her friend Kim Lovett, but almost as quickly dismissed the notion. For one thing, her situation was too precarious, too dangerous to get Kim involved. For another, people within CI, most especially Anne, knew of the friendship.


    She needed someone unknown to anyone at CI. She activated her phone, punched in Deron’s number. She prayed that he was back from visiting his father in Florida, but her heart sank as she heard his recorded voice-mail message come on.


    Where to now? she asked herself in desperation. She needed a port in this gathering storm, and she needed it now. Then, just before the panic set in, she remembered Tyrone. He was only a teenager, of course, but Deron had enough faith in him to use him for protection. Tyrone had also been the one to tell her that she’d been followed to Deron’s house. Still, even if Tyrone might consent to help her, even if she took the chance to trust him, how on earth would she get in touch with him?


    Then she remembered him telling her that he hung out at a construction site. Where was it? She racked her brain.


    “Down Florida, they puttin’ up a shitload a high-rises. I go there every chance I get, see how it all goin’ up, y’know?”


    For the first time, she actually looked at where she was. In the Northeast quadrant, right where she needed to be.


    



    Büyükada was the largest of the Princes’ Islands, so called because in ancient times the Byzantine emperors exiled the princes who had displeased or offended them to this chain of islands off Istanbul’s coast. For three years, Büyükada had been home to Leon Trotsky, who wrote The History of the Russian Revolution there.


    Because of their unsavory history, the islands remained deserted for years, one of the many boneyards of the Ottoman Empire’s bloody history. Nowadays, however, Büyükada had been turned into a lushly landscaped playground for the wealthy, strewn with masses of flowers, tree-shaded lanes, and villas in the ornamentally baroque Byzantine style.


    Bourne and Muta ibn Aziz walked off the ferry together. On the dock they embraced, wished each other Allah’s grace and protection.


    “La ilaha ill allah,” Bourne.


    “La ilaha ill allah,” said Fadi’s messenger as they parted.


    Bourne waited to see which way he went, then opened his map of the island. Turning his head a bit, he could see his target out of the corner of his eye. He had just rented a bicycle. Because no automotive traffic was allowed on the island, there were three modes of transportation: bicycles, horse and carriage, one’s own feet. The island was large enough that walking all the time was prohibitive.


    Now that Bourne knew which mode Muta ibn Aziz had chosen, he returned his attention to the map. He knew that the messenger was leaving here at eight o’clock this evening, but the exact location and the means were still a mystery.


    Entering the bike rental shop, he chose a model with a basket in front. It wouldn’t be as fast as the one Muta ibn Aziz had, but he needed the basket to hold his satchel. Paying the proprietor in advance, he set off in the direction the messenger had taken, ascending toward the interior of the island.


    When he was out of sight of the dock, he pulled over and, beneath the shade of a palm, rummaged in the satchel for the transponder that went with the NET, the nano-electronic tag that Soraya had planted on him to track his movements. He’d transferred the NET itself to Muta ibn Aziz when they had embraced on the dock. In a place like this without cars, it would be impossible to shadow the messenger on a bicycle without being seen.


    Switching on the transponder, he keyed in his location, saw the blip that represented his position appear on the screen. He pressed another key and, soon enough, located the signal. He got back on the bike and set off, ignoring the pain in his side, building speed until he was going at a fairly rapid clip, even though the road ahead of him wound steeply uphill.


    



    Soraya rolled along the southern edge of the immense construction site bounded by 9th Street and Florida Avenue. The housing project that would replace the neighborhood’s rotten teeth with towering steel-and-glass implants was well under way. The metal skeletons of two of the towers were almost complete. The site was filled with gigantic cranes swinging steel beams through the air as if they were lollipop sticks. Bulldozers shoved rubble; semis were being unloaded next to a line of trailer offices to which a fistful of electrical lines ran.


    Soraya drove her heap slowly along the periphery of the site. She was looking for Tyrone. In her desperation, she had remembered that this was his favorite spot. He came here every day, he’d told her.


    The Pontiac’s engine wheezed like an asthmatic in Bangkok, then returned to normal. For the past ten minutes, the noises emanating from the engine had been getting louder and more frequent. She was praying that it wouldn’t give out before she found Tyrone.


    Having traveled the length of the southern perimeter, she now turned north, heading toward Florida Avenue. She was looking for likely vantage points where Tyrone might hide himself in shadow so as not to be seen by the several hundred workmen at the site. She found a couple, but at this time of the morning none were in shadow. No Tyrone. She realized that she’d have to get to the northern border before she might find him.


    Florida Avenue was five hundred meters ahead when she heard a loud clank. The wounded Pontiac lurched, then shuddered pathetically. It had ended not with a roar, but with a whimper. The engine was dead. Soraya swore and slammed the dash with the heel of her hand, as if the car were a television whose reception required clearing.


    It was when she unstrapped her seat belt that she saw the black Ford. It had turned the corner and was now headed directly toward her.


    “God help me,” she whispered to herself.


    Putting her back onto the seat, she rolled herself into a ball and slammed both feet into her side window. It was made of safety glass, of course, difficult to shatter. She drew her legs, uncoiled them again. Her soles struck the glass without effect.


    She made the mistake of peeking up over the dash. The Ford was now so close that she could see the two men inside. With a little sound, she slid back down and returned to her task. Two more strikes with her feet and the glass shattered. But the pieces were held in place by the central sheet of plastic.


    All at once the window cracked with the sound of thunder. Small sheets of the shattered pieces fell in on her. Someone had cracked the glass from the outside. Then one of the men from the black Ford reached in. She launched herself at him, but as soon as she grabbed hold of his arm the second man zapped her with a Taser.


    Her body went limp. Together the men hauled her roughly out of the Pontiac. Through the awful buzzing in her head, she heard a gout of rapid-fire Arabic. An explosion of laughter. Their hands were all over her helpless body.


    Then one of them put a gun to her head.

  


  
    TWENTY-EIGHT

  


  
    Martin Lindros, standing in the windowless cell deep underground in Dujja’s Miran Shah complex, ran his hand over the walls. He had done this so many times since he’d been brought here he could feel the rebar like bones that crisscrossed beneath the rough concrete, reinforcing them.


    Precisely fifteen paces to a side, each side equal, the only break a pallet hinged to one wall and, opposite, a stainless steel sink and toilet. Back and forth he paced, like a caged animal going quietly mad from its confinement. Three sets of purple-blue fluorescent lights were embedded into the ceiling. They were unguarded by wire mesh, being too high up for him to reach, even with his best to the hoop leap, therefore, they glared mercilessly down sixteen hours a day.


    When they were turned off, when he lay down to sleep, they had the uncanny habit of snapping on just as he was sinking down into sleep, jerking him awake like a hooked fish. From these occurrences Lindros quickly determined that he was under continuous surveillance. After some detective work, he’d discovered a tiny hole in the ceiling between two of the sets of lights—another reason for the glare, no doubt—through which a fiber-optic eye observed him with all the dispassion of a god. All this possessed a level of sophistication befitting Dujja. It was confirmation, if he needed any, that he was at the heart of the terrorist network.


    It was difficult not to believe that Fadi himself was keeping an eye on him, if not always in person, then by periodically reviewing the video tapes of him in his cell. How the terrorist must gloat every time he saw Lindros prowling back and forth. Was he looking forward to the moment when he imagined Lindros would make the break from human being to animal? Lindros was certain of it, and his fists turned white as they trembled at his sides.


    The door to his cell banged open, admitting Fadi, his face dark with fury. Without a word he strode to Lindros and struck him a massive blow to the side of the head. Lindros fell to the concrete floor, stunned and sickened. Fadi kicked him.


    “Bourne is dead. Do you hear me, Lindros? Dead!” There was a terrifying edge to Fadi’s voice, a slight tremor that spoke of being pushed to the edge of an emotional abyss. “The unthinkable has happened. I have been cheated of the revenge I meticulously planned. All undone by the unforeseen.”


    Lindros, recovering, hauled himself up on one elbow. “The future is unforeseen,” he said. “It’s unknowable.”


    Fadi squatted down, his face almost touching Lindros’s. “Infidel. Allah knows the future; He shows it to the righteous.”


    “Fadi, I pity you. You can’t see the truth even when it’s staring you in the face.”


    His face a twisted fist of rage, Fadi grabbed Lindros and threw him to the floor of the cell. His hands closed over the other man’s throat, cutting off his breath.


    “I may not be able to kill Jason Bourne with my bare hands, but here you are. I will kill you instead.” His eyes fairly bulging with fury, he squeezed Lindros’s neck in a death grip. Lindros kicked and thrashed, but he had neither the strength nor the leverage to throw Fadi off him or to displace his hands.


    He was losing consciousness, his good eye rolling up in its socket, when Abbud ibn Aziz appeared in the cell’s open doorway.


    “Fadi—”


    “Get out of here!” Fadi cried. “Leave me alone!”


    Nevertheless, Abbud ibn Aziz took a step into the cell. “Fadi, it’s Veintrop.”


    Fadi’s eyes showed white all around. The Desert Wind—the killing rage—had taken possession of him.


    “Fadi,” Abbud persisted. “You must come now.”


    Letting go of his hold, Fadi rose, turned on his second in command. “Why? Why must I come now? Tell me this instant before I kill you as well.”


    “Veintrop is finished.”


    “All the safeguards are in place?”


    “Yes,” Abbud said. “The nuclear device is ready to be deployed.”


    



    Tyrone was munching on a quarter-pound burger while watching with a self-taught engineer’s eye the steady climb of a massive I-beam when the severely battered Pontiac came under attack. Two men in slick business suits ran out of a black Ford that had met the Pontiac head-on. They spoke to each other, but over the construction noise he couldn’t make out the words.


    He rose from a crate, his impromptu bench, and began to walk toward the men. One of them held a weapon: neither a gun nor a knife, Tyrone saw, but a Taser.


    Then, as one of the men bashed in the driver’s side window of the Pontiac, Tyrone recognized him as a guard he’d seen outside M&N Bodywork. These people were invading his turf.


    Throwing aside his burger, he began to walk quickly toward the Pontiac, which looked as if some monster twenty-wheeler had tried its best to crush it. Having bashed in the safety glass, one of the men reached through it. Then the man with the Taser thrust his right arm through the opening, using the weapon on whoever was inside. A moment later, both men began to haul out the incapacitated driver.


    Tyrone was close enough now to see that the victim was a woman. They manhandled her roughly to her feet, turned her so that he saw her face. He broke out into a cold sweat. Miss Spook! His mind racing, he began to run.


    With the constant din of the construction site, the men did not become aware of him until he was almost upon them. One of them took the gun from Miss S’s head, aimed it at Tyrone. Tyrone, his hands in the air, came to an abrupt halt a pace away from them. It was all he could do not to look at Miss S. Her head was hanging down on her chest; her legs looked rubbery. They had zapped her but good.


    “Get the fuck out of here,” the man with the gun said. “Turn around and keep walking.”


    Tyrone put a frightened look on his face. “Yessir,” he said meekly.


    As he began to turn away, his hands sank to his sides. The switchblade slid into his right hand; he snikked it open and, as he whirled back, drove the blade to the hilt between the man’s ribs, as he had been taught to handle the close-on street fights of turf wars.


    The man dropped his gun. His eyes rolled up and his legs gave out. The other man groped for his Taser, but he had Miss S to consider. He threw her back against the crumpled side of the Pontiac just as Tyrone’s fist shattered the cartilage in his nose. Blood flew out, blinding him. Tyrone drove a knee into his groin, then took his head between his hands, slamming it into the Pontiac’s side mirror.


    As the man crumpled to the ground, Tyrone delivered a vicious kick to his side, stoving in a handful of ribs. He bent, retrieved his switchblade. Then he hoisted Miss S over his shoulder, took her to the idling Ford, laid her carefully on the backseat. As soon as he slid behind the wheel, he once again checked out the construction site. Luckily, the Pontiac had blocked the workmen’s view. They’d seen nothing of the incident.


    He spat out of the side window in the direction of the fallen men. Putting the SUV into gear, he drove off, careful not to exceed the speed limit. The last thing he needed now was for a cop to pull him over for a traffic violation.


    



    Snaking up the hillside, Bourne passed one wooden villa after another, built in the nineteenth century by Greek and Armenian bankers. Today they were owned by the billionaires of Istanbul, whose businesses, like those of their Ottoman ancestors, spanned the known world.


    While he rode, keeping track of Muta ibn Aziz, he thought about Fadi’s brother, Karim, the man who had taken Martin Lindros’s face, his right eye, his identity. On the surface, he was just about the last person anyone would expect to be directly involved in Dujja’s plan. He was, after all, the scion of the family, the man who had stepped in to run Integrated Vertical Technologies when his father had been incapacitated by Bourne’s bullet. He was the legitimate brother, the businessman, just like the businessmen who had built these modern-day palaces.


    And now, for the first time, Bourne understood the depth of the obsession the two brothers felt in avenging their sister’s murder. Sarah had been the family’s shining star, the repository of the Hamid ibn Ashef al-Wahhib honor that stretched back over the centuries, over the endless wastes of the Arabian desert, over time itself. Theirs was an honor embedded in the three-thousand-year history of the Arabian peninsula, of the Sinai, of Palestine. Their ancestors had come out of the desert, had come back from defeat after defeat, erasing ignominious retreat to take back the Arabian peninsula from their enemies. Their patriarch, Muhammad ibn Abd-al-Wahhab, was one of the great Islamic reformists. In the middle 1700s, he had joined forces with Muhammad ibn Saud to create a new political entity. A hundred fifty years later, the two families captured Riyadh, and modern Saudi Arabia was born.


    Difficult as it was for a Westerner to understand, Sarah ibn Ashef embodied all of that. Of course her brothers would move heaven and earth to kill her murderer. This was why they had taken the time to weave Bourne’s utter destruction—first of mind, then of body. Because it would not be enough for them merely to seek him out and put a bullet through the back of his head. No, the plan was to break him, then to have Fadi kill him with bare hands. Nothing less would do.


    Bourne knew that the news of his death would send both brothers into a frenzy. In this unstable state they were more apt to make a mistake. All the better for him.


    He needed to tell Soraya the identity of the man who was pretending to be Martin Lindros. Pulling out his cell phone, he punched in the country and city code, then her number. The act of dialing brought home to him that he hadn’t heard from her. He glanced at his watch. Unless it had been badly delayed, her flight would have landed in Washington by now.


    Once again, she wasn’t answering, and now he began to worry. For security reasons he didn’t leave another message. After all, he was supposed to be dead. He prayed that she hadn’t fallen into enemy hands. But if the worst had happened, he had to protect himself from Karim, who would no doubt check her cell for incoming and outgoing calls. He made a mental note to try her again in an hour or so. That would be just after seven, less than an hour before Muta ibn Aziz was due to leave Büyükada to wherever Fadi was now.


    “The endgame has begun,” the messenger had told Hatun. Bourne felt a chill run down his spine. So little time to find Fadi, to stop him from detonating the nuclear device.


    According to the map he had purchased on the ferry, the island consisted of two hills separated by a valley. He was now climbing the southern hill, Yule Tepe, on top of which sat the twelfth-century St. George’s Monastery. As he rose in elevation, the road turned into a path. By this time, the palm trees had given way to thick, pine-forested swaths, shadowed, mysterious, deserted. The villas, too, had fallen away.


    The monastery consisted of a series of chapels over three levels, along with several outbuildings. The blip that represented Muta ibn Aziz’s position had remained stationary for some minutes. The way became too rocky and uneven for the bike. Plucking his satchel from the basket, Bourne set the bicycle aside, continuing on foot.


    He saw no tourists, no caretakers; no one at all. But then the hour was growing late; darkness had descended. Skirting the ramshackle main building itself, he made his way farther up the hillside. According to the transponder, Muta ibn Aziz was inside the small building dead ahead. Lamplight glowed through the windowpanes.


    As he approached, the blip started to move. Shrinking back under the protection of a towering pine, he watched as Fadi’s messenger, holding an old-fashioned oil lantern, came out of the building and headed off between two colossal chunks of stone into the thicket of the pine forest.


    Bourne made a quick recon of the area, assuring himself that no one was watching the building. Then he slipped in through the scarred wooden door into the cool interior. Oil lamps had been lit against the darkness. His map identified this building as having once been used as an asylum for the criminally insane. The interior was fairly bare; clearly it was unused now. However, evidence of its grisly past was evident. The stone floor was studded with iron rings, which presumably had been used to bind the inmates when they became violent. An open doorway to the left led into a small room, empty save for some tarps and various workers’ implements.


    He returned to the main room. Against a line of windows facing north toward the woods was a long refectory table of dark wood. On the table, within a generous oval of lamplight, lay unfolded a large sheet of thick paper. Going over to it, Bourne saw that it was a map with a flight plan plotted on it. He studied it, fascinated. The air route led southeast across almost the entire length of Turkey, the southernmost tip of Armenia and Azerbaijan, out over the Caspian Sea, then, transversing a section of Iran, diagonally across the width of Afghanistan, with a landing in the mountainous region just across the border, in terrorist-infested western Pakistan.


    So it wasn’t a boat Muta ibn Aziz was going to use to leave Büyükada. It was a private jet with permission to enter Iranian airspace and enough fuel capacity to make the thirty-five-hundred-kilometer trip without refueling.


    Bourne looked out the window at the dense pine forest into which Muta ibn Aziz had disappeared. He was wondering where in that mass a landing strip suitable for a jet could be hidden when he heard a noise. He was in the process of turning around when pain exploded in the back of his head. He had the sensation of falling. Then blackness.

  


  
    TWENTY-NINE

  


  
    Anne had never seen Jamil so angry. He was angry at the DCI. He was angry at her. He didn’t hit her or scream at her. He did something far worse: He ignored her.


    As she went about her work, Anne grieved inside with a desperation she had thought she had left behind. There was a certain mind-set to being a mistress, something you had to get used to, like the dull pain of a dying tooth. You had to learn to be without your lover on birthdays, Valentine’s Day, Christmas, the anniversary of your meeting, the first time you slept together, the first time he stayed the night, the first breakfast, eaten with the naked delight of children. All these things were denied a mistress.


    At first, Anne had found this peculiar aloneness intolerable. She tried to call him when he could not be with her on the days—and nights!—she craved him the most. Until he explained to her carefully but firmly that she could not. When he wasn’t physically with her, she was to forget he existed. How can I do that? she had wailed inside her head while she smiled, nodding her assent. It was vital, she knew, that he believe she understood. Instinct warned her that if he didn’t, he would turn away from her. If he did, she would surely die.


    So she pretended for him, for her own survival. And gradually she learned how to cope. She didn’t forget he existed, of course. That was impossible. But she came to see her time with him as if it were a movie she went to see now and again. In between, she could keep the movie in her head, as anyone does with the movies they adore, ones they long to see again and again. In this way, she was able to live her life in a more or less normal manner. Because deep down where she dared to look only infrequently, she knew that without him at her side her life was only half lived.


    And now, because she had allowed Soraya to escape, he wasn’t speaking to her at all. He passed by her desk on his way to and from meetings with the Old Man as if she didn’t exist, ignored the swelling of her left cheek where Soraya’s elbow had connected. The worst had happened, the one thing that had terrified her from the moment she had fallen deeply, madly, irretrievably in love with him: She had failed him.


    She wondered whether he had gotten the goods on Defense Secretary Halliday. For a moment, she had been dead certain that he had, but then the Old Man had asked her to set up an appointment with Luther LaValle, the Pentagon intelligence czar, not Secretary Halliday. What was he up to?


    She was in the dark, too, about Soraya’s fate. Had she been captured? Killed? She didn’t know because Jamil had cut her out of the loop. She didn’t share his confidence. She could no longer tuck herself into his body, hot as the desert wind. In her heart, she suspected that Soraya was still alive. If Jamil’s cell had caught Soraya, surely he would have forgiven her the sin of allowing her to get away. She felt chilled. Soraya’s knowledge was like a guillotine hovering over her neck. Anne’s whole life would be revealed as a lie. She’d be tried for treason.


    Part of her mind went through the motions of her daily routine. She listened to the Old Man when he summoned her into his office; she input his memos and printed them out for him to sign. She made his calls, scheduled his long day with the precision of a military campaign. She protected his phone lines as fiercely as ever. But another part of her mind was frantically trying to figure out how she could reverse the fatal mistake she had made.


    She needed to win Jamil back. And she had to have him, she knew that. Redemption came in many guises, but not for Jamil. He was Bedouin; his mind was locked in the ancient ways of the desert. Exile or death, those were the choices. She would have to find Soraya. Her bloodied hands were the only things that would bring him back to her. She would have to kill Soraya herself.


    



    Bourne awoke. He tried to move, but found himself bound by ropes tied to two of the iron rings bolted to the asylum’s floor. A man was crouched over him, a Caucasian with a lantern jaw and eyes pale as ice. He was wearing a leather flight jacket and a cap with a silver pin in the shape of a pair of wings stuck on it.


    The pilot of the jet. From the look of him, Bourne knew he was one of those flyboys who fancied himself a cowboy of the sky.


    He grinned down at Bourne. “Whatcha doing here?” He spoke in very poor Arabic, reacting to Bourne’s disguise. “Checking out my flight plan. Spying on me.” He shook his head in a deliberately exaggerated fashion, like a nanny admonishing her charge. “That’s forbidden. Got that? For-bid-den.” He pursed his lips. “You savvy?” he added in English.


    Then he showed Bourne what he was holding: the NET transponder. “What the fuck is this, you rat bastard? Huh? Who the fuck are you? Who sent you?” He pulled a knife, bringing the long blade close to Bourne’s face. “Answer me, goddammit, or I’ll carve you up like a Christmas goose! You savvy Christmas? Huh?”


    Bourne stared up at him with blank eyes. He opened his mouth, spoke a sentence very softly.


    “What?” The pilot leaned closer to Bourne. “What did you say?”


    Using the power in his lower belly, Bourne brought his legs straight up in the air, scissoring them so that his ankles crossed behind the pilot’s neck. His lower legs locked and he spun the pilot over and down. The side of the man’s head struck the marble floor with such force, his cheekbone shattered. Immediately he passed out.


    Twisting his neck, Bourne could see the knife on the floor behind his head. It was on the other side of the iron rings. Drawing his legs up, his body rolled into a ball, he rocked back and forth, gaining momentum. When he judged that he had enough force, he rocked backward with all his might. Though anchored by the rings to which his wrists were tied, he flew through the air in a backflip, passing over the rings, landing on his knees on the other side.


    Extending one leg, he hooked the knife with the top of his shoe, kicked it so that the hilt clacked against the ring to which his right hand was bound. By moving the ring down until it was almost parallel with the floor, he was able to grab the knife. Laying the edge of the blade against the rope, he began to saw through it.


    It was hard, cramped work. He couldn’t apply the kind of pressure he’d have liked, so progress was frighteningly slow. From where he knelt, he couldn’t see the transponder’s screen; he had no idea where Muta ibn Aziz was. For all he knew, at any moment the messenger would walk in on him.


    At length, he’d sawed through the rope. Quickly, he cut the rope binding his left hand, and he was free. Lunging for the transponder, he looked at the screen. Muta ibn Aziz’s blip was still some way distant.


    Bourne rolled the pilot over and methodically stripped off his clothes, which he donned piece by piece, though the shirt was too small, the pants too big. When he had arranged the pilot’s outfit on his frame as best he could, he drew over his satchel and took out the various items he’d bought at the theatrical shop in Istanbul. Setting a small square mirror down on the floor where he could easily see the reflection of his face, he removed the prosthetics from his mouth. Then he began the process of transforming himself into the pilot.


    Bourne trimmed and restyled his hair, changed the complexion of his face, added a pair of prosthetics to give his jaw a longer appearance. He had no colored lenses, but in the darkness of the night the disguise would have to do. Luckily, he could keep the pilot’s cap low on his forehead.


    He took another glance at the transponder, then went through the pilot’s wallet and papers. His name was Walter B. Darwin. An American expat, with passports identifying him as a citizen of three different countries. Bourne could relate to that. He had a military tattoo on one shoulder, the words FUCK YOU, TOO on the other. What he was doing ferrying terrorists around the globe was anyone’s guess. Not that it mattered now. Walter Darwin’s flyboy career was over. Bourne dragged his naked body into a back room, covered it in a dusty tarp.


    Back in the main room, he went to the table, gathered up the flight plan. It was twenty minutes to eight. Keeping an eye on the blip on the transponder screen, he stuffed the plan in his satchel, took up one of the lamps, and went in search of the airstrip.


    



    Anne knew that Soraya was too smart to come anywhere near her apartment. Pretending to be Kim Lovett, Soraya’s friend in the DCFD’s Fire Investigation Unit, she called both Tim Hytner’s mother and sister. Neither of them had seen or heard from Soraya since she had visited to break the news that Tim had been shot to death. If Soraya had gone there now, she would have warned them about a woman named Anne Held. But surely she’d want to talk to her best friend. Anne was about to call Kim Lovett herself when she thought better of it. Instead, when she left the office that evening, she took a taxi straight to the FIU labs on Vermont Avenue and 11th Street.


    Finding her way to Kim’s lab, she went in.


    “I’m Anne Held,” she said. “Soraya works with me.”


    Kim rose from her work: two metal trays filled with ash, charred bits of bone, and half-burned cloth. She stretched like a cat, stripped off her latex gloves, held out her hand for a firm shake.


    “So,” Kim said, “what brings you down to this grim place?”


    “Well, actually, it’s Soraya.”


    Kim was instantly alarmed. “Has something happened to her?”


    “That’s what I’m trying to find out. I was wondering whether you’d heard from her.”


    Kim shook her head. “But that’s hardly unusual.” She considered a moment. “It may be nothing, but a week or two ago there was a police detective who was interested in her. They met here at the lab. He wanted her to take him with her on some investigation or other, but Soraya said no. I had the feeling, though, that his interest in her was more than professional.”


    “Do you remember the date, and the detective’s name?”


    Kim gave her the date. “As for his name, I did write it down somewhere.” She rummaged through one of several stacks of files on the countertop. “Ah, here it is,” she said, pulled out a torn-off strip of paper. “Detective William Overton.”


    



    How small the world is, Anne thought as she exited the FIU building. How full of coincidence. The cop who had been following her had been after Soraya as well. He was dead now, of course, but perhaps he could still tell her where to find Soraya.


    Using her cell phone, Anne quickly found Detective William Overton’s precinct, its address, and the name of his commanding officer. Arriving there, she produced her credentials, told the desk sergeant she needed to see Captain Morrell on a matter of some urgency. When he balked, as she knew he would, she invoked the Old Man’s name. The desk sergeant picked up the phone. Five minutes later a young uniform was escorting her into Captain Morrell’s corner office.


    He dismissed the uniform, offered Anne a seat, then closed the door. “What can I do for you, Ms. Held?” He was a small man with thinning hair, a bristling mustache, and eyes that had seen too much death and accommodation. “My desk sergeant said it was a matter of some urgency.”


    Anne got right to the point. “CI is investigating Detective Overton’s disappearance.”


    “Bill Overton? My Bill Overton?” Captain Morrell looked bewildered. “Why—?”


    “It’s a matter of national security,” Anne said, using the surefire catchall phrase that no one could refute these days. “I need to see all his logs for the past month, also his personal effects.”


    “Sure. Of course.” He stood. “The investigation’s ongoing, so we have everything here.”


    “We’ll keep you personally informed every step of the way, Captain,” she assured him.


    “I appreciate that.” He opened the door, bawled “Ritchie!” into the corridor. The same young uniform dutifully appeared. “Ritchie, give Ms. Held access to Overton’s effects.”


    “Yessir.” Ritchie turned to Anne. “If you’ll follow me, ma’am.”


    Ma’am. God, that made her feel old.


    He led her farther along the corridor, down a set of metal stairs to a basement room guarded by a floor-to-ceiling fence with a locked door in it. Using a key, he unlocked the door, then took her down an aisle lined on both sides with utilitarian metal shelves. They were packed with cartons in alphabetical order, identified with typewritten labels.


    He pulled down two boxes and carried them to a table pushed up against the back wall. “Official,” he said, pointing to the carton on the left. “This other’s his personal stuff.”


    He looked at her, expectant as a puppy. “Can I be of any help?”


    “That’s all right, Officer Ritchie,” Anne said with a smile. “I can take it from here.”


    “Right. Well, I’ll leave you to it, then. I’ll be in the next room, if you need me.”


    When she was alone, Anne turned to the carton on the left, laying out everything in a grid. The files with Overton’s logs she put to one side. As soon as she had assured herself that there was nothing of value to her in the grid, she turned her attention to the logs. She examined each item carefully and methodically, giving special attention to entries on and after the date Kim Lovett had given her, when Overton had met Soraya at FIU. There was nothing.


    “Bollocks!” she muttered, turned her attention to the carton on her right, filled with Overton’s personal effects. These turned out to be even more pathetic than she had expected: a cheap comb and brush sporting a thin mat of hairs; two packs of TUMS, one opened; a blue dress shirt, soiled down the placket with what looked like marinara sauce; a hideous blue-and-red-striped polyester tie; a photo of a goofily grinning young man in a football outfit, probably Overton’s son; a box of Raisinets, and another of nonpareils, both unopened. That was it.


    “Merde!”


    With a convulsive gesture, she swept the gutter leavings of Overton’s life off the table. She was about to turn away when she saw a bit of white sticking out of the breast pocket of the blue shirt. Bending down, she pulled it out with extended fingertips. It was a square of lined paper, folded in quarters. She opened it up, saw scribbled in blue ballpoint ink:


    S. Moore—8 & 12 NE (ck)


    Anne’s heart beat fast. This was what she was looking for. S. Moore was undoubtedly Soraya; (ck) could mean “check.” Of course, 8th Street didn’t cross 12th Street in Northeast—or in any quadrant of the district, for that matter. Still, it was clear that Overton had followed Soraya into Northeast. What the hell was she doing there? Whatever it was, she’d kept it secret from CI.


    Anne stood staring at the memo Overton had made to himself, trying to work it out. Then it hit her, and she began to laugh. The twelfth letter of the alphabet was L. Eighth and L NE.


    If Soraya was alive, it was more than likely she’d gone to ground there.


    



    When Bourne passed between the two hulking chunks of stone, the lamplight revealed the path Muta ibn Aziz had taken. It went west for perhaps a kilometer before veering sharply to the northeast. He ascended a slight rise, after which the path headed almost directly north, down into a shallow swale that gradually rose onto the beginning of what appeared to be a plateau of considerable size.


    All the while, he had been drawing closer to Muta ibn Aziz, who for the last minute or so hadn’t moved. The pine forest was still dense, the thatch of brown needles underfoot deeply aromatic, deadening sound.


    Within five minutes, however, the forest simply ended. Clearly it had been cut down here to make room for a landing strip long enough to accommodate the jet he saw sitting at one end of the packed-dirt runway.


    And there was Muta ibn Aziz, at the foot of the folding stairs. Bourne strode out from the path through the forest, heading directly for the plane, a Citation Sovereign. The pitch-black sky was strewn with stars, glittering coolly like diamonds on a jeweler’s velvet pad. A breeze, dense with sea minerals, played across the cleared hilltop.


    “Time to leave,” Muta ibn Aziz said. “Everything in order?”


    Bourne nodded. Muta ibn Aziz pressed a button on a small black object in his hand, and the runway lights flashed on. Bourne followed him up the stairway, retracting it as soon as he was inside. He went down the cabin to the cockpit. He was familiar with the Citation line. The Sovereign had a range of more than 4,500 kilometers and a top speed of 826 kph.


    Seating himself in the pilot’s chair, he flipped switches, turned dials as he went through the intricate pre-takeoff checklist. Everything was as it should be.


    Releasing the brakes, he pushed the throttle forward. The Sovereign responded at once. They taxied down the runway, gathering speed. Then they lifted off into the inky, spangled sky, climbing steadily, leaving the Golden Horn, the gateway to Asia, behind.

  


  
    THIRTY

  


  
    Why do they do it?” Martin Lindros said in very fine Russian.


    Lying flat on his back in the infirmary in Miran Shah, he gazed up into the bruised face of Katya Stepanova Vdova, Dr. Veintrop’s stunning young wife.


    “Why do they do what?” she said dully as she rather ineptly administered to the abrasions on his throat. She had been training to be a physician’s assistant after Veintrop had made her quit Perfect Ten modeling.


    “The doctors here: your husband, Senarz, Andursky. Why have they hired out their services to Fadi?” Speaking of Andursky, the plastic surgeon who had remade Karim’s face with his eye, Lindros wondered, Why isn’t he tending to me instead of this clumsy amateur? Almost as soon as he had posed the question, he had the answer: He was no longer of any use either to Fadi or to his brother.


    “They’re human,” Katya said. “Which means they’re weak. Fadi finds their weakness and uses it against them. For Senarz, it was money. For Andursky, it was boys.”


    “And Veintrop?”


    She made a face. “Ah, my husband. He thinks he’s being noble, that he’s being forced to work for Dujja because Fadi holds my own well-being over his head. He’s fooling himself, of course. The truth is he’s doing it to get his pride back. Fadi’s brother sacked him from IVT on false allegations. He needs to work, my husband. That’s his weakness.”


    She sat back, her hands in her lap. “You think I don’t know how bad I am at this? But Costin insists, you see, so what choice do I have?”


    “You have a choice, Katya. Everyone does. You have only to see it.” He glanced at the two guards just outside the infirmary door. They were talking to each other in low tones. “Don’t you want to get out of here?”


    “What about Costin?”


    “Veintrop’s finished his work for Fadi. A smart woman like you should know that he’s now a liability.”


    “That’s not true!” she said.


    “Katya, we all have the capacity for fooling ourselves. That’s where we get into trouble. Look no further than your husband.”


    She sat very still, staring at him with an odd look in her eyes.


    “We also all have the capacity to change, Katya. It only takes us deciding that we have to in order to keep going, in order to survive.”


    She looked away for a moment, as people do when they’re afraid, when they’ve made up their minds but need encouragement.


    “Who did that to you, Katya?” he said softly.


    Her eyes snapped back to him, and he saw the shadow of her fear lurking there. “Fadi. Fadi and his man. To persuade Costin to complete the nuclear device.”


    “That doesn’t make sense,” Lindros said. “If Veintrop knew Fadi had you, that should have been enough.”


    Katya bit her lip, kept her eyes focused on her work. She finished up, then rose.


    “Katya, why won’t you answer me?”


    She didn’t look back as she walked out of the infirmary.


    



    Anne Held, standing in a chill rain on the corner of 8th and L NE, felt the presence of the S&W J-frame compact handgun in the right-hand pocket of her trench coat as if it were some terrible disfigurement with which she had just been diagnosed.


    She knew she would risk anything, do anything to rid herself of the feeling that she no longer belonged anywhere, that there was nothing left inside her. The only thing to do was to prove herself worthy again. If she shot Soraya dead, Jamil would surely welcome her back. She would belong again.


    Pulling up her collar against the wind-driven rain, she began to walk. She should have been afraid in this neighborhood—the police certainly were—but strangely she was not. Then again, perhaps it wasn’t strange at all. She had nothing left to lose.


    She turned the corner onto 7th Street. What was she looking for? What kinds of clues would tell her whether she had deduced correctly that this was where Soraya had gone to ground? A car went by, then another. Faces—black, Hispanic, hostile, strange—glared at her as the vehicles cruised by. One driver grinned, waggled his tongue obscenely at her. She put her right hand in her pocket and closed it around the S&W.


    As she walked, she kept her eye on the houses she passed—torn up, beaten down, singed by poverty, neglect, and flames. Rubble and rubbish filled their tiny front yards, as if the street were inhabited by junkmen displaying their woebegone wares for sale. The air was fouled by the stench of rotting garbage and urine, defeat and despair. Gaunt dogs ran here and there, baring their yellow teeth at her.


    She was like a drowning woman, clutching at the only thing that could save her from going under. Her palm felt sweaty against the grip of the handgun. The day had finally arrived, she thought vaguely, when all her hours on the firing range would stand her in good stead. She could hear the deep, crisp voice of the CI firearms instructor correcting her stance or her grip while she reloaded the agency-issue S&W.


    She thought again of her sister, Joyce, remembering the pain of their shared childhood. But surely there had been pleasure, too, hadn’t there, on the nights they had slept in one bed, telling each other ghost stories, seeing which one of them would be the first to scream in fear? Anne felt like a ghost now, drifting through a world she could only haunt. She crossed the street, passing an open lot with weeds as high as her waist, tenacious even in winter. Tires, worn as an old man’s face, empty plastic bottles, syringes, used condoms and cell phones, one red sock with the toe cap gone. And a severed arm.


    Anne jumped, her heart pounding against the cage of her chest. A doll’s arm only. But her heart rate didn’t come down. She stared in grim fascination at that severed arm. It was like Joyce’s aborted future, lying in a slagheap of dead weeds. What exactly was the difference between Joyce’s future and her own present? she asked herself. She hadn’t cried in the longest time. Now it seemed that she had forgotten how.


    Day had descended into the grave of night, icy rain had turned to clammy fog. Moisture seemed to congeal on her hair, the backs of her hands. Now and again a siren rose in distress, only to fall again into uneasy silence.


    From behind her came the grumble of an engine. She paused, her heart hammering, waiting for the car to pass. When it didn’t, she began to walk again, more quickly. The car, emerging from the fog, kept pace just behind her.


    All at once she reversed course and, with her hand gripping the S&W, walked back toward the car. As she did so, it stopped. The driver’s-side window rolled down, revealing a long, withered face the color of old shoe leather, the bottom half of which was whiskery and gray.


    “You look like you’re lost,” the driver said in a voice gravelly with a lifetime of tar and nicotine. “Gypsy cab.” He tipped his baseball cap. “I thought you might need a ride. There’s a crew down the end a the block lickin’ their chops at the thought a you.”


    “I can take care of myself.” Sudden fear caused her to sound defensive.


    The cabbie eyed her with a downtrodden expression. “Whatever.”


    As he put the car in gear, Anne said, “Wait!” She passed a hand across her damp brow. She felt as if a raging fever had broken. Who was she kidding? She didn’t have it in her to shoot Soraya, let alone kill her.


    Grabbing the rear door handle, she slid into the gypsy cab and gave the driver her address. She didn’t want to go back to CI head-quarters. She couldn’t face either Jamil or the Old Man. She wondered whether she’d ever be able to face them again.


    Then she noticed that the cabbie had turned around to scrutinize her face.


    “What?” Anne said, a bit too defensively.


    The cabbie grunted. “You goddamn good lookin’.”


    Opting for forbearance, she took out a clutch of bills, waving them in his face. “Are you going to give me a ride or not?”


    The cabbie licked his lips, put the car in gear.


    As the car started off, she leaned forward. “Just so you know,” she said, “I’ve got a gun.”


    “So do I, sister.” The grizzled cabbie leered at her. “So do fuckin’ I.”


    



    The DCI met Luther LaValle at Thistle, a trendy restaurant on 19th and Q NW. He’d had Anne book a center table, because when he talked to LaValle he wanted them to be surrounded by raucous diners.


    The Pentagon’s intelligence czar was already seated when the Old Man arrived from out of the dense winter fog into the restaurant’s roar. In a navy-blue suit, crisp white shirt, and red-and-blue-striped regimental tie pierced by an American flag enamel pin, LaValle looked out of place surrounded by young men and women of the next generation.


    LaValle’s boxer’s torso ballooned the suit in the way of all overly muscled men. He looked like Bruce Banner in the process of transforming into the Hulk. Smiling thinly, he rose from his scotch and soda to give the DCI’s proffered hand a perfunctory squeeze.


    The Old Man took the chair across from him. “Good of you to meet me at such short notice, Luther.”


    LaValle spread his brutal, blunt-fingered hands. “What are you having?”


    “Oban,” the Old Man said to the waiter who had appeared at his elbow. “Make it a double, one ice cube, but only if it’s large.”


    The waiter gave a little nod, vanished into the crowd.


    “Large ice cubes are best for liquor,” the DCI said to his companion. “They take longer to melt.”


    The intelligence czar said nothing, but looked at the Old Man expectantly. When the single-malt scotch arrived, the two men raised their glasses and drank.


    “The traffic tonight is insufferable,” the DCI said.


    “It’s the fog,” LaValle responded vaguely.


    “When was the last time we got together like this?”


    “You know, I can’t recall.”


    Both seemed to be talking to the young couple at the next table. Their neutral words sat between them like pawns, already sacrificed on the field of battle. The waiter returned with menus. They opened them, made their choices, and once again were left to their own devices.


    The DCI pulled a dossier from his slim briefcase and set it on the table, unopened. His palms came down heavily on it. “I assume you’ve heard about the utility truck that went out of control outside the Corcoran.”


    “A traffic accident?” LaValle shrugged. “Do you know how many of those occur in the district each hour?”


    “This one is different,” the Old Man said. “The truck was trying to run down one of my people.”


    LaValle took a sip of his scotch and soda. The Old Man thought he drank like a lady.


    “Which one?”


    “Anne Held, my assistant. Martin Lindros was with her. He saved her.”


    LaValle leaned down, came back with his own dossier. It had the Pentagon’s seal on its cover. He opened it and, without a word, reversed it, passing it across the table.


    As the Old Man began to read, LaValle said, “Someone inside your headquarters is sending and receiving periodic messages.”


    The Old Man was shocked in more ways than one. “Since when is the Pentagon monitoring CI communications? Dammit, that’s a gross breach of interagency protocol.”


    “I ordered it, with the president’s okay. We thought it necessary. When Secretary Halliday became aware of a mole inside CI—”


    “From Matthew Lerner, his creature,” the DCI said heatedly. “Halliday has no business creeping into my shorts. And without me, the president is getting improperly briefed.”


    “It was done for the agency’s own good.”


    Thunderclouds of indignation cracked open across the DCI’s face. “Are you implying that I no longer know what’s good for CI?”


    LaValle’s finger stabbed out. “You see, there. The electronic signal is piggybacking on CI carrier waves. It’s encrypted. We haven’t been able to break it. Also, we don’t know who’s doing the communicating. But from the dates it clearly can’t be Hytner, the agent you IDed as the mole. He was already dead.”


    The Old Man shifted aside the Pentagon dossier, opened his own. “I’ll take care of this leak, if that’s what it is,” he said. Likely as not what these idiots had picked up was a clandestine Typhon communiqué with one of its deep-cover overseas operatives. Of course Martin’s black-ops department wouldn’t use normal CI channels. “And you’ll take care of the defense secretary.”


    “I beg your pardon?” For the first time since they had sat down together, LaValle appeared nonplussed.


    “That utility van I mentioned earlier, the one that tried to run over Anne Held.”


    “To be candid, Secretary Halliday shared with me that he suspected Anne Held of being the mole inside—”


    The appetizers arrived: colossal pink prawns dipped in blood-red cocktail sauce.


    Before LaValle could pick up his tiny fork, the DCI held out a single sheet of paper he’d plucked from the dossier Martin had provided him. “The van that almost killed her was driven by the late Jon Mueller.” He waited a beat. “You know Mueller, Luther, don’t bother pretending otherwise. He was with Homeland Security, but he was trained by NSA. He knew Matthew Lerner. The two were whoring and drinking buddies, in fact. Both Halliday’s creatures.”


    “Do you have any hard proof of this?” LaValle said blandly.


    The Old Man was fully prepared for this question. “You already know the answer to that. But I have enough to start an investigation. Unexplained deposits in Mueller’s bank account, a Lamborghini that Lerner couldn’t possibly afford, trips to Las Vegas where both dropped bundles of cash. Arrogance begets stupidity; it’s an axiom old as time.” He took back the sheet of paper. “I assure you that once the investigation gets to the Senate, the net that’ll be thrown out will catch not only Halliday but those close to him.”


    He folded his arms. “Frankly, I don’t fancy a scandal of this grave a scope. It would only help our enemies abroad.” He lifted a prawn. “But this time, the secretary’s gone too far. He believes he can do anything he wants, even sanctioning a murder using our government’s men.”


    He paused here to let these words sink in. As the intelligence czar’s eyes rose to meet his, the Old Man said, “Here is where I make my stand. I cannot condone such a recklessly unlawful act. Neither, I think, can you.”


    



    Muta ibn Aziz sat brooding, watching the sky outside the jet’s Perspex window glowing blue-black. Below him was the unruffled skin of the Caspian Sea, obscured now and again by streaks of clouds the color of a gull’s wing.


    He inhabited a dark corner of Dujja, performing the demeaning task of messenger boy, while his brother basked in the limelight of Fadi’s favor. And all because of that one moment in Odessa, the lie they had told Fadi and Karim that Abbud had forbidden him to correct. Abbud had said he must keep quiet for Fadi’s sake, but now, when Muta looked at the situation from a distance, he realized that this was yet another lie perpetrated by his brother. Abbud insisted on hiding the truth about Sarah ibn Ashef’s death for his own sake, for the consolidation of his own power within Dujja.


    Rousing himself, Muta saw the dark smudge of land coming into view. He glanced at his watch. Right on schedule. Rising, he stretched, hesitating. His thoughts went to the man piloting the jet. He knew this wasn’t the real pilot; he’d failed to give the recognition sign when he’d emerged from the woods. Who was he then? A CI agent, certainly; Jason Bourne, most probably. But then he had received a cell phone text message three hours ago that Jason Bourne was dead, according to an eyewitness and the electronic tracker, which now resided at the bottom of the Black Sea.


    But what if the eyewitness lied? What if Bourne, discovering the tracker, had thrown it into the ocean? Who else could this pilot be but Jason Bourne, the Chameleon?


    He went up the central aisle, into the cockpit. The pilot kept his attention focused on the neat rows of dials in front of him.


    “We’re coming up on Iranian airspace,” Muta said. “Here’s the code you need to radio in.”


    Bourne nodded.


    Muta stood, his legs spread slightly apart, gazing at the back of the pilot’s head. He drew out his Korovin TK.


    “Call in the code,” he said.


    Ignoring him, Bourne continued to fly the plane into Iranian airspace.


    Muta ibn Aziz took a step forward, put the muzzle of the Korovin at the base of Bourne’s skull. “Radio in the code immediately.”


    “Or what?” Bourne said. “You’ll shoot me? Do you know how to fly a Sovereign?”


    Of course Muta didn’t, which was why he’d gotten on board with the impostor. Just then the radio squawked.


    An electronically thinned voice said in Farsi, “Sal[image: image]m aleikom. Esmet[image: image]n ch[image: image] st?”


    Bourne picked up the mike. “Sal[image: image]m aleikom,” he responded.


    “Esmet[image: image]n ch[image: image] st?” the voice said. What is your name?


    Muta said, “Are you insane? Give him the code at once.”


    “Esmet[image: image]n ch[image: image] st!” came the voice from the radio. It was no longer a question. “Esmet[image: image]n ch[image: image] st!” It was a command.


    “Damn you, radio the code!” Muta was shaking with rage and terror. “Otherwise they’ll shoot us out of the sky!”

  


  
    THIRTY-ONE

  


  
    Bourne put the Sovereign into such a sudden, steep bank to the left that Muta ibn Aziz was thrown across the cockpit, fetching up hard against the starboard bulkhead. As Muta ibn Aziz struggled to regain his footing, Bourne sent the jet into a dive, simultaneously banking it to the right. Muta ibn Aziz slipped backward, banging his head on the edge of the doorway.


    Bourne glanced back. Fadi’s messenger was unconscious.


    The radar was showing two fighter planes coming up fast from beneath him. The hair-trigger Iranian government had wasted no time in scrambling its air defense. He brought the Sovereign around, caught a visual fix. What the Iranians had sent to intercept him were a pair of Chinese-built J-6s, reverse-engineered copies of the old MiG-19 used in the mid-1950s. These jets were so out of date, the Chengdu plant had stopped manufacturing them more than a decade ago. Even so, they were armed and the Sovereign wasn’t. He needed to do something to negate that enormous advantage.


    They’d expect him to turn tail and run. Instead he lowered the Sovereign’s nose and put on a burst of speed as he headed directly toward them. Clearly startled, the Iranian pilots did nothing until the last moment, when they each peeled away from the Sovereign’s path.


    As soon as they’d done so, Bourne pulled back on the yoke and brought the Sovereign’s nose to the vertical, performing a loop that set him behind both of them. They turned, describing paths like cloverleafs, homing in on him from either side.


    They began to fire at him. He dipped below the crossfire, and it ceased immediately. Choosing the J-6 on the right because it was slightly closer, he banked sharply toward it. He allowed it to come under him, allowed the pilot to assume he’d made a tactical error. Taking evasive maneuvers as the chatter of the machine gun sprang up again, he waited until the J-6 had locked on to his tail, then he tipped the Sovereign’s nose up again. The Iranian pilot had seen the maneuver before and was ready, climbing steeply just behind the Sovereign. He knew what Bourne would do next: put the Sovereign into a steep dive. This Bourne did, but he also banked sharply to the right. The J-6 followed, even as Bourne punched in every ounce of the Sovereign’s speed. The plane began to chatter in the powerful shearing force. Bourne steepened both the bank and the dive.


    Behind him, the old J-6 was shuddering and jerking. All at once a handful of rivets were sucked off the left wing. The wing crumpled as if punched by an invisible fist. The wing ripped from its socket in the fuselage. The two sections of the J-6 blew apart in a welter of stripped and shredded metal, plummeting end-over-end downward to the earth.


    Bullets ripped through the Sovereign’s skin as the second J-6 came after them. Now Bourne lit out for the border to Afghanistan, crossing it within seconds. The second Iranian J-6, undeterred, came on, its engines screaming, its guns chattering.


    Just south of the position where he had crossed into Afghani airspace was a chain of mountains that began in northern Iran. The mountains didn’t rise to significant height, however, until they reached Bourne’s current position, just northwest of Koh-i-Markhura. With a compass heading of east by southeast, he dipped the Sovereign toward the highest peaks.


    The J-6 was shuddering and shrieking as it flattened out the curve of its descent. Having seen what had happened to his companion, the Iranian pilot had no intention of getting that close to the Sovereign. But it shadowed Bourne’s plane, dogging it from behind and just above, now and again firing short bursts at his engines.


    Bourne could see that the pilot was trying to herd him into a narrow valley between two sharp-edged mountains that loomed ahead. In the confined space, the pilot sought to keep the Sovereign’s superior maneuverability to a minimum, catch it in the chute, and shoot it down.


    The mountains rose up, blocking out light on either side. The massive rock faces blurred by. Both planes were in the chute now. The Iranian pilot had the Sovereign just where he wanted it. He began to fire in earnest, knowing that his prey was limited in the evasive maneuvers it could take.


    Bourne felt several more hits judder through the Sovereign. If the J-6 hit an engine, he was finished. The end would come before he had a chance to react. Turning the plane on its right wingtip, he waggled out of the line of fire. But the maneuver would help him only temporarily. Unless he could find a more permanent solution, the J-6 would shoot him out of the sky.


    Off to his left he saw a jagged rift in the sheer mountain wall, and immediately headed for it. Almost at once he saw the danger: a spire of rock splitting the aperture in two.


    The defile they were in was now so narrow that behind him, the J-6 had assumed the same sideways position. Bourne maneuvered the Sovereign ever so slightly, keeping the profile of his plane between the J-6 and the rock spire.


    As far as the Iranian pilot knew, they were both going to fly through the aperture. He was so hell-bent on blowing the Sovereign away that when, at the last moment, his prey moved slightly to the right in order to pass through the rift, he had no chance to react. The spire came up on him, froze him with its frightful proximity, and then his plane smashed into the rock spire, sending up a fireball out of which a column of black smoke shot upward into the arid sky. The J-6 and its pilot, now no more than a hail of white-hot debris, vanished as if by a conjuror’s hand.


    



    Soraya awoke to the sound of a baby crying. She tried to move, groaned as her traumatized nerves rebelled in pain. As if her sound antagonized it, the baby started to scream. Soraya looked around. She was in a grimy room, filled with grimy light. The smells of cooking and closely packed human beings clogged the air. A cheap print of Christ on the cross hung at a slant on the grimy wall across from her. Where was she?


    “Hey!” she called.


    A moment later, Tyrone appeared. He was holding an infant in the crook of his left arm. The baby’s face was so scrunched up in rage, all its features were sucked into its wrinkled center. It looked like a fist.


    “Yo, how yo feelin’ yo?”


    “Like I just went fifteen rounds with Lennox Lewis.” Soraya made another, more concerted effort to sit up. As she struggled, she said, “Man, do I owe you.”


    “Take yo up on dat sumtime.” He grinned as he came into the room.


    “What happened to the guys from the black Ford? They didn’t follow you—?”


    “They fuckin’ dead, girl. Sure as shit, they won’t bother yo no mo.”


    The squalling baby turned her head, staring right into Soraya’s eyes with that pure vulnerability only very young children had. Her screams subsided to gulping sobs.


    “Here.” Soraya held out her arms. Tyrone transferred the baby to her. At once she laid her head against Soraya’s breast, gave a tiny squawk. “She’s hungry, Tyrone.”


    He left the room, returning several moments later with a bottle full of milk. He turned it over, tested the temperature on the inside of his wrist.


    “S’okay,” he said, handing it to her.


    Soraya looked at him for a moment.


    “What?”


    She put the bottle’s nipple to the infant’s lips. “I never thought of you as being domesticated.”


    “Yo evah thought a me havin’ a kid?”


    “This baby’s yours?”


    “Nah. Belongs t’my sis.” He half turned and called: “Aisha!”


    The doorway remained empty for a time, but Tyrone must have detected movement, because he said, “C’mon, yo.”


    Soraya saw a shadow of movement, then a thin little girl with big coffee-colored eyes stood framed in the doorway.


    “Doan yo go bein’ shy, girl.” Tyrone’s voice had softened. “This here’s Miss Spook.”


    Aisha crunched up her face. “Miss Spook! Are you scary?”


    Her father laughed good-naturedly. “Nah. Looka how she holdin’ Darlonna. Yo woan bite, will ya, Miss Spook?”


    “Not if you call me Soraya, Aisha.” She smiled at the little girl, who was quite beautiful. “Think you can do that?”


    Aisha stared at her, winding a braid around her tiny forefinger. Tyrone was about to admonish her again, but Soraya headed him off by saying, “You have such a pretty name. How old are you, Aisha?”


    “Six,” the girl said very softly. “What do your name mean? Mine means ‘alive and well.’”


    Soraya laughed. “I know, that’s Arabic. Soraya is a Farsi word. It means ‘princess.’”


    Aisha’s eyes opened wider, and she took several steps into the room. “Are you a real princess?”


    Soraya, trying to keep the laughter down, said to her with exaggerated solemnity, “Not a real princess, no.”


    “She a kind a princess.” Tyrone contrived to ignore Soraya’s curious glance. “Only she not allowed to say so.”


    “Why?” The child, fully engaged now, tripped over to them.


    “Because bad people are after her,” Tyrone said.


    The girl looked up at him. “Like the ones you shot, Daddy?”


    In the ensuing silence, Soraya could hear raucous sounds from the street: the sudden throaty roar of motorcycles, the teeth-rattling blare of hip-hop, the clangor of heated conversations.


    “Go play wid yo aunt Libby,” he said, not unkindly.


    Aisha gave one last glance toward Soraya, then whirled, skipped out of the room.


    Tyrone turned to Soraya, but before he could say anything he took off one shoe, threw it hard and expertly into a corner. Soraya turned and saw the large rat lying on its side. The heel of Tyrone’s shoe had nearly decapitated it. Wrapping the rat in some old newspaper, he wiped off his shoe, then took the rat out of the room.


    When he returned, Tyrone said, “About Aisha’s mother, it’s a old story hereabouts. She got hit in a drive-by. She was wid two a her cousins who pissed off some gangstas inna hood, skimmin’ an shit off a drug run.” His face clouded. “I couldn’t let that go, yo.”


    “No,” Soraya said. “I don’t imagine you could.”


    The baby had drifted off, draining the bottle. She lay in Soraya’s arms breathing deeply and evenly.


    Tyrone fell silent, abruptly shy. Soraya cocked her head.


    “What is it?”


    “Yo, I got sumpin important to tell yo, leastways I think it’s important.” He sat on the edge of the bed. “Ain’t a short story, but I’ll try’tell it dat way.”


    He told her about M&N Bodywork, how he and DJ Tank had been staking it out to use as the crew’s new crib. He told her about seeing the armed men there one night and how he and DJ Tank had sneaked in after the men had left, what they’d found, “the plastic explosive an shit.” He told her about coming upon the couple—the man and the woman—sawing up a man’s body.


    “My God.” Soraya stopped him there. “Can you describe the man and woman?”


    He began, painting frighteningly accurate word pictures of the false Lindros and Anne Held. How little we know people, Soraya thought bitterly. How easily they fool us.


    “Okay,” she said at length, “what happened then?”


    “They set fire to the building. Burn it to the fuckin’ ground.”


    Soraya considered. “So by that time the explosives had been moved.”


    “True dat.” Tyrone nodded. “There’s sumpin else, too. Those two shitbirds I pulled offa you over Ninth and Florida? I recognized one a them. He were a guard that night outside that body shop.”

  


  
    THIRTY-TWO

  


  
    Muta Ibn Aziz had begun to stir during the latter part of the aerial dogfight. Now Bourne became aware that he had regained his feet. He couldn’t relinquish the controls in order to engage the terrorist, so he had to find another way to deal with Muta.


    The Sovereign was nearing the end of the mountain chasm. As Muta ibn Aziz put the muzzle of the gun against his right ear, Bourne directed the Sovereign toward the mountain peak at the end of the chasm.


    “What are you doing?” Muta said.


    “Put the gun away,” Bourne said while focusing on the peak rising up in front of them.


    Muta stared out the windshield, mesmerized. “Get us out of here.”


    Bourne kept the nose of the Sovereign headed directly for the peak.


    “You’re going to kill us both.” Muta licked his lips nervously. All at once he lifted the gun away from Bourne’s head. “All right, all right! Just—”


    They were terrifyingly close to the mountain.


    “Throw the gun across the cockpit,” Bourne ordered.


    “You’ve left it too late,” Muta ibn Aziz cried. “We’ll never make it!”


    Bourne kept his hands steady on the yoke. With a shout of disgust, Muta tossed his gun across the floor.


    Bourne pulled back on the yoke. The Sovereign whooshed upward. The mountain rushed at them with appalling speed. It was going to be close, very close. At the last instant Bourne saw the gap in the right side, as if the hand of God had reached down and cracked off half the mountaintop. He banked a precise amount; any farther and the passing crag would snap off the right wingtip. They passed just above the mountaintop, then, still climbing, pulled free of the chasm, blasting into blue sky.


    Muta, on hands and knees, went scrabbling after the gun. Bourne was ready for this. He’d already engaged the autopilot. Unstrapping himself, he leapt onto the terrorist’s back, delivered a savage kidney punch. With a muted scream, Muta collapsed onto the cockpit floor.


    Quickly, Bourne took possession of the gun, then bound the terrorist in a coil of wire he found in the engineer’s locker. Dragging him back across the cockpit, he returned to the pilot’s chair, disengaged the autopilot, adjusted the heading a bit more south. They were halfway across Afghanistan now, heading for Miran Shah, just across the eastern border in Pakistan, the place circled on the pilot’s map Bourne had studied.


    Muta ibn Aziz expelled a long string of Bedouin curses.


    “Bourne,” he added, “I was right. You manufactured the story of your own death.”


    Bourne grinned at him. “Shall we call everyone by their real name? Let’s start with Abu Ghazi Nadir al-Jamuh ibn Hamid ibn Ashef al-Wahhib. But Fadi is so much shorter and to the point.”


    “How could you possibly know—?”


    “I also know that his brother, Karim, has taken Martin Lindros’s place.”


    The shock showed in Muta’s dark eyes.


    “And then there’s the sister, Sarah ibn Ashef.” With grim satisfaction, Bourne watched the messenger’s expression. “Yes, I know about that, too.”


    Muta’s face was ashen. “She told you her name?”


    At once Bourne understood. “You were there that night in Odessa when we had the rendezvous set up with our contact. I shot Sarah ibn Ashef as she ran into the square. We barely managed to escape the trap with our lives.”


    “You took her,” Muta ibn Aziz said. “You took Sarah ibn Ashef with you.”


    “She was still alive,” Bourne said.


    “Did she say anything?”


    Muta said this so quickly, Bourne knew that he was desperate for the answer. Why? There was more here than Bourne knew. What was he missing?


    He was at the very end of what was known to him. But it was vital that he keep his opponent believing that he knew more than he did. He decided the best course was to say nothing.


    The silence worked on Muta, who became extremely agitated. “She said my name, didn’t she?”


    Bourne kept his voice neutral. “Why would she do that?”


    “She did, didn’t she?” Muta was frantic now, twisting this way and that in a vain attempt to free himself. “What else did she say?”


    “I don’t remember.”


    “You must remember.”


    He had Muta ibn Aziz. All that remained was to reel him in. “I saw a doctor once who said that descriptions of things I’d forgotten—even fragments—could unlock those memories.”


    They were nearing the border. He started the gradual descent that took them down to the hogback ridges of the mountain chain that did such an expert job at hiding many of the world’s most dangerous terrorist cadres.


    Muta stared at him incredulously. “Let me get this straight. You want me to help you.” He gave a joyless laugh. “I don’t think so.”


    “All right.” Bourne turned his full attention on the topography as it began to reveal its gross details. “It was you who asked. I don’t care one way or another, really.”


    Muta’s face contorted first one way, then another. He was under some form of terrible pressure, and Bourne wondered what it was. Outwardly he gave no sign that he cared, but he felt he needed to up the ante, so he said, “Six minutes to landing, maybe a little less. You’d better brace yourself as best you can.” Glancing over at Muta ibn Aziz, he laughed. “Oh, yeah, you’re already strapped in.”


    And then Muta said, “It wasn’t an accident.”


    



    Unfortunately,” Karim said, “LaValle was right.”


    The DCI flinched. Clearly he didn’t want to hear more bad news. “Typhon routinely piggybacks on CI transmissions.”


    “True enough, sir. But after some backbreaking electronic spadework, I discovered three piggybacked communiqués I can’t account for.”


    They sat side by side in the sixth pew on the right arm of the arc inside the Foundry Methodist Church on 16th Street NW. Behind them, affixed to the back, was a plaque that read: IN THIS PEW, SIDE BY SIDE, SAT PRESIDENT FRANKLIN D. ROOSEVELT AND PRIME MINISTER WINSTON CHURCHILL AT THE NATIONAL CHRISTMAS SERVICE IN 1941. Which meant that the service had taken place just three weeks after the Japanese attack on Pearl Harbor—dark days, indeed, for America. As for Britain, it had gained, through a painful disaster, an important ally. This spot, therefore, held great meaning for the Old Man. It was where he came to pray, to gain insight, the moral strength to do the dark and difficult deeds he was often required to do.


    As he stared down at the dossier his second in command had handed him, he knew without a shadow of a doubt that another of those deeds lay dead ahead of him.


    He let out a long breath, opened the dossier. And there it was in black and white: the fearsome truth. Still, he raised his head, said in an unsteady voice, “Anne?”


    “I’m afraid so, sir.” Karim was careful to keep his hands palms up in his lap. He needed to seem as devastated as the Old Man clearly was. The news had shaken the DCI to his roots. “All three communiqués came from a PDA in her possession. One not CI-authorized, one we had no knowledge of until now. It seems she was also able to replace and doctor intel, falsely implicating Tim Hytner.”


    For a long time, the DCI said nothing. They had kept their voices down because of the church’s astoundingly fine acoustics, but when he spoke again his companion was obliged to lean forward in order to hear him.


    “What was the nature of the three communiqués?”


    “They were sent via an encrypted band,” Karim said. “I have my best people working on a deciphering solution.”


    The Old Man nodded absently. “Good work, Martin. I don’t know what I’d do without you.”


    Today, at this moment, he looked every year of his age and then some. With his trusted Anne’s terrible betrayal, a vital spark had gone out of him. He sat hunched over, his shoulders up around his ears, as if anticipating further psychic blows.


    “Sir,” Karim said softly. “We have to take immediate action.”


    The DCI nodded, but his gaze was lost in the middle distance, focused on thoughts and memories his companion could not imagine.


    “I think this should be handled privately,” Karim continued. “Just you and me. What do you say?”


    The Old Man’s rheumy eyes swung around to take in his second’s face. “Yes, a private solution, by all means.” His voice was whispery. It cracked on the word solution.


    Karim stood. “Shall we go?”


    The DCI looked up at him, a black terror swimming behind his eyes. “Now?”


    “That would be best, sir—for everyone.” He helped the Old Man to his feet. “She’s not at headquarters. I imagine she’s home.”


    Then he handed the DCI a gun.


    



    Within several hours, Katya returned to the infirmary to check on the swelling of Lindros’s throat. She knelt by the side of the low cot on which he lay. Her fingers stumbled over her previous handiwork so badly that tears came to her eyes.


    “I’m no good at this,” she said softly, as if to herself. “I’m no good at all.”


    Lindros watched her, remembering the end of their last conversation. He wondered whether he should say something or whether opening his mouth would just push her further away.


    After a long, tense silence, Katya said, “I’ve been thinking about what you said.”


    Her eyes found his at last. They were an astonishing shade of blue-gray, like the sky just before the onset of a storm.


    “And now I believe that Costin wanted Fadi to hurt me. Why? Why would he want someone to do that? Because he was afraid I would leave him? Because he wanted me to see how dangerous the world outside his world was? I don’t know. But he didn’t have to…” She put a hand up to her cheek, winced at the touch of her own delicate fingertips. “He didn’t have to let Fadi hurt me.”


    “No, he didn’t,” Lindros said. “He shouldn’t have. You know that.”


    She nodded.


    “Then help me,” Lindros went on. “Otherwise, neither of us is getting out of here alive.”


    “I… I don’t know whether I can.”


    “Then I’ll help you.” Lindros sat up. “If you let me, I’ll help you change. But it has to be what you want. You have to want it badly enough to risk everything.”


    “Everything.” She gave him a smile so filled with remorse, it nearly broke his heart. “I was born with nothing. I grew up with nothing. And then, through a chance encounter, I was given everything. At least, that’s what I was told, and for a time I believed it. But in a way that life was worse than having nothing. At least the nothing was real. And then Costin came. He promised to take me away from the unreality. So I married him. But his world was just as false as the one I’d made for myself, and I thought, Where do I belong? Nowhere.”


    Lindros was moved to briefly touch the back of her hand. “We’re both outsiders.”


    Katya turned her head slightly to glance at the guards. “Do you know a way out of here?”


    “Yes,” Lindros said, “but it will take both of us.” He saw the fear in her eyes, but also the spark of hope.


    At length, she said, “What must I do?”


    



    Anne was in the midst of packing when she heard a car’s large engine thrumming on the street outside her house. As she picked her head up, it stopped. She almost went back to her packing, but some sixth sense or paranoia caused her to cross her second-floor bedroom and peer out the window.


    Below her, she saw the DCI’s long black armored car. The Old Man stepped out of it, followed by Jamil. Her heart skipped a beat. What was happening? Why had they come to her house? Had Soraya somehow got through to the Old Man, told him of her treachery? But no, Jamil was with him. Jamil would never let Soraya anywhere near CI headquarters, let alone allowing her access to the Old Man.


    But what if…?


    Running purely on instinct now, she went to her dresser, opened the second drawer, scrabbled in it for the S&W she had returned to its customary hiding place when she’d returned home from the Northeast quadrant.


    The bell rang downstairs, making her jump, even though she had been expecting it. Slipping the S&W into her waistband at the small of her back, she left her bedroom and descended the polished wood stairs to the front door. Through the diamonds of translucent yellow glass, she could see the silhouettes of the two men, both so important to her throughout her adult life.


    With a slow exhalation of breath, she grabbed the brass handle, painted a smile on her face, opened the door.


    “Hello, Anne.” The Old Man seemed to reflect her own lacquered smile back at her. “I’m sorry to disturb you at home, but something rather pressing…” At this point he faltered.


    “It’s no bother at all,” Anne replied. “I could use the company.”


    She stepped back, and they entered the small marble-floored vestibule. A spray of hothouse lilies rose from a slender cloisonné vase on a small oval table with delicate cabriolet legs. She led them into the living room with its facing silk-covered sofas on either side of a red-veined white-stone fireplace, above which was a wooden mantelpiece. Anne offered them a seat, but everyone seemed inclined to remain standing. The men did not take off their coats.


    She dared not look at Jamil’s face for fear of what she might find there. On the other hand, the Old Man’s face was no bargain. It was drained of blood, the skin hanging loosely on the bones. When had he grown so old? she wondered. Where had the time gone? It seemed like just yesterday that she had been a wild child at college in London, with nothing ahead of her but a bright, endless future.


    “I expect you’d like some tea,” she said to his mummy’s face. “And I have a tin of your favorite ginger biscuits in the larder.” But her attempt to retain a degree of normalcy fell flat.


    “Nothing, thank you, Anne,” the DCI said. “For either of us.” He looked truly pained now, as if he was fighting the effects of a kidney stone or a tumor. He took from his overcoat a rolled-up dossier. Spreading it out on one of the soft sofa backs, he said, “I’m afraid we’ve been presented with something of an unpleasant realization.” His forefinger moved over the computer printout as if it were a Ouija board. “We know, Anne.”


    Anne felt as if she had been delivered a death blow. She could scarcely catch her breath. Nevertheless, she said in a perfectly normal voice, “Know what?”


    “We know all about you.” He could not yet bring himself to meet her eyes. “We know that you’ve been communicating with the enemy.”


    “What? I don’t—”


    At last, the DCI lifted his gaze, impaled her with his implacable eyes. She knew that terrifying look; she’d seen it directed at others the Old Man had crossed off his list. She’d never seen or heard from any of them again.


    “We know that you are the enemy.” His voice was full of rage and loathing. She knew there was nothing he despised more than a traitor.


    Automatically, her eyes went to Jamil. What was he thinking? Why wasn’t he coming to her defense? And then, looking into his blank face, she understood everything—she understood how he had seduced her with both his physical presence and his philosophical manifesto. She understood how he had used her. She was cannon fodder, as expendable as anyone in his cadre.


    The thing that upset her most was that she should have known—from the very beginning, she should have seen through him. But she had been so sure of herself, so willing to rebel against the fussy old-line aristocracy from which she was descended. He had seen how eager she was to throw a bag of shit in her parents’ faces. He’d taken advantage of her zeal, as well as of her body. She had committed treason for him; so many people would lose their lives because of her complicity. My God, my God!


    She turned to Jamil now, said, “Fucking me was the least of it, wasn’t it?”


    That was the last thing she ever said, and she never got to hear his reply, if he’d ever meant to give one, because the DCI had his gun out, and shot her three times in the head. He was still a crack shot, even after all these years.


    Anne’s blind eyes were on Jamil as her body collapsed from under her.


    “Damn her.” The Old Man turned away. His voice was full of venom. “Goddamn her.”


    “I’ll take care of the disposition of the body,” Karim said. “Also, a news release with an appropriate cover story. And I’ll call her parents myself.”


    “No,” the DCI said dully. “That’s my job.”


    Karim walked over to where his former lover lay curled in a pool of blood. He looked down at her. What was he thinking? That he needed to go upstairs, open the second drawer of her dresser. Then, as he turned the corpse over with the toe of his shoe, he saw that luck was still very much with him. He wouldn’t have to go into her bedroom after all. He said a silent prayer of thanks to Allah.


    Snapping on a pair of latex gloves, he pulled the S&W from its place at the small of her back. He noted the fact she’d had the presence of mind to arm herself. Staring down at her face for a moment, he tried to summon up even the tiniest bit of emotion for this infidel. Nothing came. His heart beat in the same rhythm it always did. He couldn’t say that he’d miss her. She had served her purpose, even helping him dismember Overton. Which meant, simply, that he had chosen well. She was an instrument he had trained to use against his enemies, nothing more.


    He rose, stood straddling Anne’s crumpled form. The DCI’s back was still to him. “Sir,” he said. “There’s something here you need to see.”


    The Old Man took a deep breath. He wiped eyes that had been wet with tears. “What is it, Martin?” he said, turning.


    And Karim shot him quite neatly through the heart with Anne Held’s S&W.


    



    It wasn’t an accident.”


    Bourne, concentrating more than he had to on his pre-landing routine, contrived to ignore this bombshell. They were overflying Zhawar Kili, a known al-Qaeda hotbed until the U.S. military bombed it in November 2001. At length, he said, “What wasn’t an accident?”


    “Sarah ibn Ashef’s death. It wasn’t an accident.” Muta ibn Aziz was breathless, terrified, and liberated all at once. How he’d wanted to tell his abominable secret to someone! It had grown around his heart as the shell of an oyster excretes, layer by layer, over time becoming something humped and ugly.


    “Of course it was,” Bourne insisted. He had to insist now; it was the only way to keep the spell going, keep Muta ibn Aziz talking. “I should know. I shot her.”


    “No, you didn’t.” Muta ibn Aziz began to worry his lower lip with the ends of his upper teeth. “You and your partner were too far away to make accurate shots. My brother, Abbud ibn Aziz, and I shot her.”


    Bourne did turn to him now, but with a deeply skeptical look. “You’re making this up.”


    Muta ibn Aziz appeared hurt. “Why would I do that?”


    “Let’s go down the list, shall we? You’re continuing to screw with my head. You did it to get Fadi and his brother to come after me.” He frowned. “Have we met before? Do I know you? Do you and your brother harbor a grudge against me?”


    “No, no, and no.” He was annoyed, just as Bourne wanted him to be. “The truth is… I can hardly say it…”


    He turned away for a moment, and Bourne was listening closely for what was to come. The final approach to Miran Shah the pilot had laid out was coming up. It was in the center of a narrow valley—defile would be the more accurate term, now that Bourne saw it—between two mountains just inside the wild and woolly western border of Pakistan.


    The sky was clear—a deep, piercing blue—and at this time of day the sun glare was minimal. The gray-brown mountains of altered volcanic rock from the Kurram River group—limestone, dark chert, green shale—looked stripped, barren, devoid of life. Automatically, he studied the vicinity. He scrutinized the furrowed mountainsides to the south and west for cave openings, east the length of the defile for bunkers, north through ruffled hillsides broken by a deeply shadowed, rock-strewn ravine. But there were no signs of Dujja’s nuclear complex, nothing man-made, not even a hut or a campsite.


    He was coming in a trifle hot. He slowed the Sovereign’s speed, saw the runway in front of him. Unlike the one he’d taken off from, this was made of tarmac. Still no sign of habitation, let alone a modern laboratory complex. Had he come to the wrong place? Was this another in Fadi’s endless bag of tricks? Was it, in fact, a trap?


    Too late now to worry about that. Wheels and flaps were down. He’d reduced speed into the green zone.


    “You’re coming in too low,” Muta ibn Aziz said in sudden agitation. “You’ll hit the runway too soon. Pull up! For God’s sake pull up!”


    Bourne overflew the first eighth of the runway, guiding the Sovereign down until the wheels struck the tarmac. They were down, taxiing along the runway. Bourne cut the engines, much of the interior power. That was when he saw a rush of shadows coming from his right side.


    He had only time to realize that Muta ibn Aziz must have phoned Bourne’s identity to the people at Miran Shah before the starboard bulkhead blew inward with a horrific roar. The Sovereign shuddered and, like a wounded elephant, fell to its knees, its front wheels and struts blown out.


    Flying debris made mincemeat of almost everything in the cockpit. Dials were shattered, levers sheared off. Wires dangled from ripped-apart bays in the ceiling. The trussed Muta ibn Aziz, who’d been on the side of the plane that was now crumpled in on itself, was lying underneath a major piece of the fuselage. Bourne, strapped in on the far side of the cockpit, had escaped with a multitude of minor cuts, bruises, and what felt to his dazed brain like a mild concussion.


    Instinct forced him to push the blackness from the periphery of his vision, reach up, and release his harness. He staggered over to Muta ibn Aziz, a frozen tundra of shattered glass crunching underfoot. He choked on air full of broken needles of metal, fiberglass, and superheated plastic.


    Seeing that Muta was breathing, he hauled the twisted wreckage, charred and scored and still burning hot, off to the side. But when he knelt down, he saw that a shard of metal, roughly the size and shape of a sword blade, had lodged itself in Muta’s gut.


    He peered down at the man, then slapped his face hard. Muta’s eyes fluttered open, focusing with difficulty.


    “I wasn’t making it up,” he said in a thin, reedy voice. Blood was leaking out of his mouth, down his chin. It pooled in the hollow of his throat, dark, throwing off the scent of copper.


    “You’re dying,” Bourne said. “Tell me what happened with Sarah ibn Ashef.”


    A slow smile spread across Muta’s face. “So you do want to know.” His breath sawing in and out of his punctured lungs sounded like the scream of a prehistoric beast. “The truth is important to you, after all.”


    “Tell me!” Bourne shouted at him.


    He grabbed Muta ibn Aziz, hauled him up by the front of his shirt in an attempt to rattle the answer out of him. But at that moment a cadre of Dujja terrorists swarmed through the rent in the fuselage. They hauled him off Fadi’s messenger, who lay coughing up the last of his life.


    Chaos ensued—a rushing of bodies, a jumble of spoken Arabic, clipped orders and even more clipped responses—as they dragged him half conscious across the bloody floor, out into the arid wastes of Miran Shah.

  


  



  



  BOOK FOUR


  
    THIRTY-THREE

  


  
    Soraya Moore, on the corner of 7th Street NE, a well-armed Tyrone standing lookout beside her, called CI headquarters—from a pay phone, not from her cell.


    When Peter Marks heard it was her, his voice lowered to a whisper.


    “Jesus Christ,” he said, “what the hell have you done?”


    “I haven’t done anything, Peter,” she replied hotly.


    “Then why is there an all-department directive posted to report any appearance, any phone call, any contact whatsoever with you immediately and directly to Director Lindros?”


    “Because Lindros isn’t Lindros.”


    “He’s an impostor, right?”


    Soraya’s heart lifted. “Then you know.”


    “What I know is that Deputy Director Lindros called a meeting, told us you’d gone over the edge, completely lost it. It was Bourne’s death, right? Anyway, he said you were making insane accusations about him.”


    Oh, my God, Soraya thought. He’s turned everyone at CI against me.


    She heard the naked suspicion in Marks’s voice, but plowed gamely on anyway. “He’s lied to you, Peter. The truth is too complicated to get into now, but you’ve got to listen to me. Terrorists have put into motion a plan to blow up headquarters.” She knew she sounded breathless, even a little bit mad. “Please, I’m begging you. Go to the Old Man, tell him it’s going to happen in the next twenty-four hours.”


    “The Old Man and Anne are at the White House, meeting with the president. They’ll be there for some time, Deputy Director Lindros said.”


    “Then contact one of the directorate chiefs—better yet, all of them. Anyone but Lindros.”


    “Listen, come in. Give yourself up. We can help you.”


    “I’m not crazy,” Soraya said, though increasingly she felt as if she was.


    “Then this conversation is over.”


    



    As Katya turned toward the two guards outside the infirmary, her delicate fingers undid the top two buttons of her blouse. She had never worn a bra. She had beautiful breasts, and she knew it.


    The guards were playing the same game they always did, the rules of which she could never fathom. Of course, no money changed hands; that would make it gambling, which was forbidden by Islamic law. The object seemed to be to sharpen their reaction time.


    To turn her mind away from her present situation, she conjured up the rush of her old life, the one Costin had insisted she give up. As the guards became aware of her, she stood in profile, as she would on a Perfect Ten shoot, her back slightly arched, her breasts thrust out.


    Then slowly, disarmingly, she turned toward them. Their eyes were nailed to her body.


    She felt the ache in her breastbone, where she had instructed Lindros to hit her. She opened her blouse wide enough so that they could see the bruise, so new that the skin was bright red, just starting to puff up.


    “Look,” she said, quite unnecessarily. “Look what that bastard has done to me.”


    With these words, the guards roused themselves sufficiently to rush past her into the infirmary. They saw Lindros flat on his back, his eyes closed. There was blood on his face. He seemed to be scarcely breathing.


    The taller of the two guards turned to Katya, who was standing directly behind him. “What have you done to him?”


    At that precise moment, Lindros drew back his right leg, opened his eyes, and slammed the heel of his right foot as hard as he could into the shorter guard’s crotch. The guard gave a little grunt of surprise as he collapsed in on himself.


    The taller guard, slow in turning back, received the tightly curled edge of Lindros’s knuckles in his throat. He coughed, his eyes going wide, his fingers scrabbling for his sidearm. Katya, as Lindros had instructed her, kicked the back of his left knee. As he pitched over, the side of his head made violent contact with Lindros’s fist.


    The two of them spent the next five minutes stripping the guards, then tying and gagging them. Lindros dragged first one, then the other to the utility closet, stowing them away like so much rubbish. He and Katya climbed into their clothes, she in the smaller guard’s outfit, Lindros in the taller one’s.


    As they dressed, he smiled at her. She reached out and wiped the blood from his pricked finger off his cheek.


    “How was that?” he said.


    “We’re a long way from being free.”


    “How right you are.” Lindros gathered up the guards’ weapons—sidearms and semiautomatic machine guns. “Do you know how to use these?”


    “I know how to pull a trigger,” she said.


    “That’ll have to do.”


    He took her hand, and together they fled the infirmary.


    



    Bourne was not treated as roughly by the terrorists as he had expected. In fact, once they’d dragged him out of the wrecked Sovereign, he wasn’t treated harshly at all. They were all Saudis, this cadre. He could tell not only by the way they looked, but by the Arabic dialect they spoke as well.


    As soon as his shoe soles hit the scorched earth of the runway, they stood him up straight and frog-marched him onto the shale, where two armored military all-terrain vehicles, veiled in heavy camouflaging, stood waiting. No wonder he’d missed seeing them from the air.


    They took him around to the larger of the two vehicles, which on close inspection looked like a mobile command center. The rear doors banged open, two burly arms extended, and he was hauled bodily up and in. Immediately the metal doors slammed shut.


    From out of the inky darkness, a familiar voice in a beautiful clipped British accent said, “Hello, Jason.”


    Red lights flickered on, making Bourne blink as his eyes adjusted. By the odd illumination he could see banks of electronic equipment, silently emitting mysterious readouts, like communications from another planet. To one side, a young bearded Saudi sat hunched over an islet of equipment. He had on a pair of professional earphones. Occasionally, he jotted a sentence or two from whatever he was listening to.


    To his left, close to where Bourne stood, was the huge, overmuscled man who must have hoisted Bourne into the mobile command center. He stared at Bourne without any emotion whatsoever. With his shaved head, his rocklike arms crossed over his equally muscular chest, he might have been a eunuch guarding a sultan’s harem.


    However, this one was guarding the third person in the truck, who sat at the command console. He must have swiveled the chair around as soon as Bourne had been hoisted aboard. He grinned from ear to ear, which belied his regal bearing.


    “We must stop meeting like this, Jason.” His ruby-red lips pursed. “Or no, perhaps it is kismet that we do so at the most propitious times.”


    “Goddammit,” Bourne said, recognizing the slim, dark-eyed man with the beak of a nose. “Feyd al-Saoud!”


    The chief of the Saudi secret police fairly jumped out of his chair and rushed to embrace Bourne, kissing him happily and moistly on both cheeks.


    “My friend, my friend. Thank Allah you’re still alive! We had no idea you were inside. How could we? It’s Fadi’s plane!” Waggling an admonishing forefinger, he said with mock anger, “And in any event, you never tell me what you’re up to.”


    Bourne and Feyd al-Saoud had known each other for some time. They had worked together once, in Iceland.


    “I’d heard a rumor that the Saudis had a line on Fadi, though they vehemently denied it.”


    “Fadi is Saudi,” Feyd al-Saoud said, sobering quickly. “He is a Saudi problem.”


    “You mean he’s a Saudi embarrassment,” Bourne said. “I’m afraid he’s made himself everyone’s problem.”


    He went on to brief his friend on Fadi’s identity, as well as on what he and his brother, Karim al-Jamil, had planned, including the infiltration of CI. “You may think you’ve homed in on Dujja’s main camp,” Bourne said in conclusion, “but I can assure you this isn’t it. What is here, somewhere, is the nuclear facility that’s enriching the uranium and manufacturing the nuclear device they plan to detonate somewhere in the United States.”


    Feyd al-Saoud nodded. “Now things are starting to make sense.” He swung around, brought up a tactical pilotage chart of the area in order to orient Bourne. Next, he switched to a series of close-up IKONOS satellite images.


    “These were taken last week, at two-minute intervals,” he said. “You’ll notice that in the first image we see Miran Shah as we do now—barren, desolate. But here, in image two, we see two jeeplike vehicles. They’re heading more or less northwest. Now what do we see in image three? Miran Shah is once again barren, desolate. No people, no vehicles. In two minutes, where did they go? They could not possibly have driven out of the IKONOS range.” He sat back. “Given your intel, what must be our conclusion?”


    “Dujja’s nuclear facility is underground,” Bourne said.


    “One must believe so. We have been monitoring terrorist communications. From whence, we had no idea—until now. It’s coming from beneath the rocks and sand. Interestingly, it’s from within the facility. There have been no communications from the outside world for the three hours we’ve been here.”


    “Just how many men did you bring with you?” Bourne asked.


    “Including myself, twelve. As you’ve discovered, we had to pose as members of Dujja ourselves. This is North Waziristan, the most deeply conservative of Pakistan’s western provinces. The local Pashtun tribespeople have profound religious and ethnic ties to the Taliban, which is why they welcome al-Qaeda and Dujja alike. I couldn’t afford to bring more of my people in without awkward questions being raised.”


    At that moment the man with the headphones tore off the top sheet of paper on which he’d been frantically scribbling. He handed it to his chief.


    “Something in the rock or perhaps the facility’s lead shielding is interfering with the monitoring.” Feyd al-Saoud scanned the sheet quickly, then handed it to Bourne. “I think you’d better have a look at this.”


    Bourne read the Arabic transcription:


    
      “[?] both missing. We found the guards in [?] closet.”


      “How long?”


      “[?] twenty minutes. [?] couldn’t say for sure.”


      “Mobilize [?] you can spare. Send [?] to the entrance. Find them.”


      “And then?”


      “Kill them.”

    


    Lindros and Katya sprinted through the modern catacomb under Miran Shah. The alarm was blaring from loudspeakers spaced along the walls of the facility. The entrance had been in sight when the alarm had gone off, and immediately Lindros had reversed course. Now they were heading deeper into the facility.


    From snatches of overheard conversations as well as his own observations, Lindros had deduced that the Dujja facility was on two levels. The upper contained living quarters, kitchens, communications, and the like. The infirmary was on this floor. But the surgical facilities where Dr. Andursky had taken Lindros’s right eye, where he had remade Karim’s face, were below, along with the laboratories: the cavernous centrifuge room where the enriched uranium was concentrated even further, the double-walled fusion lab, and so on.


    “They know we’re missing,” Katya said. “What now?”


    “Plan B,” Lindros replied. “We have to get to the communications room.”


    “But that’s farther away from the entrance,” Katya said. “We’ll never get out.”


    They raced around a corner, were confronted by a long corridor that ran down the spine of the facility. Everything in the place—the rooms, corridors, stairwells, elevators—was oversize. No matter where you stood, you felt insignificant. There was something inherently terrifying about such a facility, as if it were designed not for people, but for a machine army. Humanity had been excluded from the premises.


    “We have to think first about survival, then escape,” Lindros said. “That means letting my people know where we are.”


    Though he was nervous, he slowed them down to a fast walk. He didn’t like this long, wide corridor stretching out in front of them. If they got trapped here, there was nowhere to hide or to run.


    As if reading his worst fear, two men appeared at the far end of the corridor. Seeing their quarry, they drew their weapons. One of them advanced down the corridor while the other held his position. His semiautomatic swung up to aim at them.


    



    I’ve got to find a way to warn everyone inside CI headquarters,” Soraya said.


    “But yo heard fo yoself they be illin’ on yo,” Tyrone replied. “Ain’t gonna get no props from them no matter what yo do.”


    “I can’t stop trying, can I?”


    Tyrone nodded. “True dat.”


    Which was why they were hid out, as Tyrone would say, in a tobacco shop where an old, grizzled Salvadoran was hand-rolling Cuban-seed shit he grew himself into Partagas, Montecristos, and Coronas, selling them to eager customers at a premium price over the Internet. As it happened, Tyrone owned the place, so to him went the lion’s share of the profits. It was just a ratty hole-in-the-wall on 9th Street NE, but at least it was legit.


    In any event, today its grease-streaked window afforded them a more or less clear view of the black Ford that Tyrone had stolen from the two Arabs he’d offed at the construction site. Tyrone had parked it directly across from the tobacco shop, where it now sat, waiting along with them.


    They had come up with the idea together. Since Soraya could no longer simply walk through the doors of CI headquarters, couldn’t even call anyone there without the threat of it being traced back to her, she needed another way in.


    “I know my vehicles, girl,” Tyrone had said, “an that some tricked-out beast. Them shitbirds know by now they two ain’t comin’ home. Think they just let that go? Shit, no. They be comin’ afta it an you. Ain’t gon let either a yo be. Sure as shit they be comin’ here to Northeast ’cause that’s the last place they knowd you be.” He’d grinned, wide and handsome. “When they get here, we on ’em like flies on shit.”


    It was a dangerous plan, but a good one for all that, Soraya had to admit. Besides, she couldn’t think of any alternative that wouldn’t get her either thrown in a CI cage or, more likely, killed.


    



    Fadi has taken prisoners,” Feyd al-Saoud said.


    “I might know one of them,” Bourne said. “My friend Martin Lindros.”


    “Ah, yes.” The security chief nodded. “The man whom Fadi’s brother is impersonating. He may still be alive, then. And the other?”


    “I’ve no idea,” Bourne said.


    “In any case, we must hurry if we’re to have any chance of saving them.” He frowned. “But we still have no idea how to gain entrance.”


    “Those vehicles on the IKONOS imagery,” Bourne said. “They had to go somewhere. Somewhere within a radius of a thousand meters of where we are now.” He pointed at the screen. “Can you make a printout of that?”


    “Of course.” Feyd al-Saoud tapped a computer keyboard. There came a soft whirring sound; then a sheet of paper was spewed out of the printer slot. The security chief handed it over.


    Bourne exited the mobile command post, followed by Feyd al-Saoud and his immense bodyguard, whose name, the security chief had told Bourne, was Abdullah.


    He stood on the southeast side of the runway, staring at the topography and comparing it with the IKONOS map.


    “The trouble is, there’s nothing here.” Feyd al-Saoud’s fists were on his hips. “As soon as we arrived, I sent out a recon of three men. After an hour, they returned without success.”


    “And yet,” Bourne said, “those vehicles must have gone somewhere.”


    He walked straight ahead, onto the runway. To his right was the wreck of the Sovereign, which would never fly again. To his left was the beginning of the strip. In his mind’s eye, he could see the Sovereign coming in too hot.


    All at once Muta ibn Aziz came into his mind. “You’re coming in too low,” he’d said. “You’ll hit the runway too soon.” Why had he become so agitated? The worst that would have happened was that the Sovereign’s wheels would have struck the tarmac at its near end. Why would that concern Muta ibn Aziz? Why would he even care?


    Bourne began to walk to his left, along the tarmac toward its beginning. He kept his eyes on the landing strip. He was now at the near end, the place Muta ibn Aziz was adamant he avoid. What would he be afraid of? Three things occurred when a jet touched down: high-level applications of friction, heat, and weight. Which one had worried him?


    Bourne crouched down, put his fingertips on the runway. It looked like tarmac, felt like tarmac. Except for one crucial thing.


    “Feel this,” Bourne said. “The tarmac should be burning hot from the strong sunlight.”


    “It’s not.” Feyd al-Saoud moved his hand around. “It’s not hot at all.”


    “Which means,” Bourne said, “it’s not tarmac.”


    “What could Dujja be using?”


    Bourne rose. “Don’t forget that they have access to IVT’s technology.”


    He walked farther down the runway. When he reached the place where marks showed he’d set the Sovereign down, he knelt again, put his hand to the tarmac. And snatched it away quickly.


    “Hot?” Feyd al-Saoud said.


    “This is tarmac.”


    “Then what’s back there?”


    “I don’t know, but the man I was with—Fadi’s messenger—didn’t want me to land there.”


    Returning to the end of the runway, Bourne traced a route across the full width of it. In the back of his mind he was furiously working on a plan. They needed to gain access to the underground facility, get to Fadi before his men found the prisoners. If there was any chance that one of them was Lindros…


    Once again, he scanned the IKONOS topographic readout, compared it with the visual survey he’d taken on his way in. A facility enriching uranium required water—a lot of it. Which was where that deeply shadowed, rock-strewn ravine came in. He’d noted it from the air, and it had stayed in his mind like a beacon.


    What he was considering might work, but he knew Feyd al-Saoud wasn’t going to like it. And if he couldn’t sell his friend on the plan, it wasn’t going to work. It might not work even with the security chief’s cooperation, but he didn’t see any viable alternative.


    Reaching the near side of the runway, he once again knelt down, scrutinizing the edge. Then he said to Abdullah, “Can you help me with this?”


    Together Bourne and Abdullah heaved up, curling their fingertips around the end. With a titanic effort, they began to peel the surface back.


    “What we have here,” Bourne said, “is a strip of landing material.”


    Feyd al-Saoud came forward, bending his body from the waist. He was looking at the material, which was perhaps six centimeters thick and the precise color and texture of tarmac. Clearly, it wasn’t tarmac. What it was, exactly, there was no way of telling. Not that it mattered in the least. What was of intense interest to them, what they were all studying with a fierce concentration of joy and triumph, was what lay beneath the peeled-back layer.


    A metal hatch, large as the door of a two-car garage, set flush with the ground.

  


  
    THIRTY-FOUR

  


  
    What are you doing here?” the lead terrorist shouted. He was clearly agitated, which meant he was on hair-trigger alert.


    “We’ve been sent to the—”


    “Turn into the light! You’re not one of us! Put your weapons down now!”


    At once Lindros raised his hands. Having a semiautomatic rifle leveled at you was a threat that needed to be taken very seriously.


    “Don’t shoot!” he said in Arabic. “Don’t shoot!” To Katya, he muttered, “Walk in front of me. Do exactly as I say. And for God’s sake, whatever happens, keep your hands in the air.”


    They began to walk toward the front man, who was in a semi-crouch. While keeping him in the periphery of his vision, Lindros watched the cover man farther down the corridor. At this moment, he was the real problem.


    “Halt!” the terrorist said when they were several paces from him. “Turn around!”


    Katya obeyed. As she was turning, Lindros drew out a bottle of alcohol he’d taken from the infirmary, opened the top, and threw the contents in the terrorist’s face.


    “Down!” he shouted.


    Lindros leapt over Katya as she dropped to the floor. Lunging for the recoiled terrorist, he grabbed his semiautomatic and pressed the trigger, spraying the corridor with bullets. Several struck the cover man in the arm and leg, spinning him back against a wall. He returned fire, but his aim was wild. With a short, precise burst, Lindros brought him down.


    “Come on!”


    He slammed the butt of the semiautomatic into the base of the skull of the terrorist, still clawing at his face, then went roughly through his clothes for other weapons. He found a handgun and a thick-bladed knife. With Katya behind him he sprinted down the corridor, snatched up the cover man’s semiautomatic, handed it to Katya.


    They made their way to the communications room, which according to Katya was around to the left at the far end of the corridor.


    Two men were inside, busy at their equipment. Lindros stepped up behind the one on the right, put his hand under his chin, and, as shocked tension came into the frame, quickly brought his head up and back, slashing his throat. As the second man turned, coming up out of his seat, Lindros threw the knife into his chest. With a small gurgle, he arched backward, his lungs already filling up with blood. Even as he slid, lifeless, onto the floor, Lindros took his seat, began to work the communications system.


    “Don’t just stand there whimpering,” he ordered. “Guard the door. Shoot at anything that moves, and keep shooting till it stops!”


    



    Feyd al-Saoud’s earpiece crackled. He put a hand up to it to press it more firmly into his ear canal. In a moment, he nodded. “I understand.” To Bourne, he said, “We must return to the command center. At once.”


    The three men covered the several hundred meters to the vehicle in very little time. Inside, they found the communications officer gesticulating wildly. When he saw them, he ripped off his headphone and pressed a cup to his left ear, so he could hear them and what was coming out of the earphones simultaneously.


    “We’re receiving a signal from inside the facility,” he said in rapid Arabic. “The man says his name is Martin Lindros. He says that—”


    Lunging, Bourne ripped the headphones out of his hand, slipped them on.


    “Martin?” he said into the mike. “Martin, it’s Bourne.”


    “Jason… are alive?”


    “Very much so.”


    “Fadi thinks… dead.”


    “Just what I want him to think.”


    “… are you now?”


    “Right here, above you.”


    … God. I’m here with a woman named Katya.”


    “Katya Veintrop?”


    There came a short bark that might have been a laugh, during which Fadi, monitoring the conversation via the auxiliary comm system, signed to Abbud ibn Aziz. Fadi resumed listening, his heart like a trip-hammer. Bourne was alive! Alive and here! O, sweet revenge. What could be better?


    “I should have known.”


    “Martin, what’s… situation?”


    “… hostiles down. We’re well armed. So far, so good.”


    Abbud ibn Aziz, Fadi saw, was already ordering the men to the comm room.


    “Martin, listen… coming in after you.”


    “We have to find a safer place right now.”


    “… kay, but… hold on until I get in.”


    “Will do.”


    “Martin, headquarters isn’t… without you. Maddy keeps asking… haven’t forgotten her, have you?”


    “Maddy? How could I forget her.”


    “Right. Hang on. Out.”


    Fadi touched the wireless transceiver in his right ear that connected him with his team leaders. “Now we know the fate of the Sovereign,” he said to Abbud ibn Aziz. “Bourne’s presence here explains the communication I’ve had from our people in Riyadh. Two jets were scrambled over northern Iran when a plane answering the Sovereign’s signature failed to give the flyover code. The two fighters haven’t been heard from since.”


    Fadi strode into the corridor. “All of which means that Bourne somehow commandeered the flight. We must assume that Bourne has killed both Muta ibn Aziz and the pilot.”


    He embraced his companion. “Courage, my friend. Your brother died a martyr—in the way we all wish to die. He is a hero.”


    Abbud ibn Aziz nodded soberly. “I will miss him.” He kissed Fadi on both cheeks. “The contingency plan has been activated,” he said. “When the plane failed to check in, I myself loaded the nuclear device into the helicopter. The second jet is standing by in Mazar-i-Sharif. I have sent the signal to your brother. Now that you cannot fly directly from here, it’s imperative that you get under way immediately. The deadline comes in precisely twelve hours, when Karim al-Jamil ignites the C-Four charges.”


    “What you say is true enough. But I cannot ignore the fact that Bourne is alive. He’s here now.”


    “Leave. I’ll take care of Bourne. You have a far more important agenda—”


    A blind rage boiled through Fadi. “Do you imagine that I can allow the cold-blooded murder of my sister to go unavenged? Bourne must die by my hands—my hands, do you understand?”


    “Of course, yes.”


    Abbud ibn Aziz felt a violent fizzing in his brain, a sense that his worst fears were being confirmed: There was a disconnect in Fadi between Dujja’s mission and the private revenge of him and his brother. That he, Abbud ibn Aziz, was at the heart of this twisted course of events had played havoc with his mind for some time. For this he blamed Muta ibn Aziz, whose voice he still heard, admonishing him for the lie he had built around Sarah ibn Ashef’s death.


    He had no sense of the disconnect inside himself. His lack of reaction to the likelihood of his brother’s death was due to the crisis of the moment. It was his responsibility, he kept telling himself like a mantra, to focus Fadi on the endgame, the nuclear card that Dujja—and only Dujja, of all terrorist organizations—was able to play. The amount of time, energy, money, and connections they had all spent on this one, single outcome was incalculable. To have it put in jeopardy now by Fadi’s obsessive need for personal revenge was intolerable.


    A sudden hail of semiautomatic gunfire from the interior of the facility brought them to an abrupt halt.


    “Lindros!” Fadi listened to the crackle of his in-ear headset. “Six more men down.” He ground his teeth in fury. “See to him and Veintrop’s wife.”


    But instead of heading back, Abbud ibn Aziz sprinted toward the entrance ramp. If he couldn’t talk Fadi out of his madness, he needed to take the cause of the madness away. He needed to find Jason Bourne and kill him.


    



    An there they be,” Tyrone said.


    He and Soraya watched as a white Chevy cruised by the Ford for the second time. Near the far corner of the block it stopped and double-parked. Two men got out. To Tyrone, they looked nearly identical in face and physique to the Arabs he’d cooked. This pair was younger, however. Both wore Phat Farm clothes.


    One hung back, probing between his teeth with a toothpick, while the other ambled over to the Ford. He took a thin, flat strip of metal out of his pocket. Standing very close to the black vehicle, he jammed it down between the driver’s window and the outer metal panel. Two or three quick jabs of the strip unlocked the door. In one fluid motion he opened it and slid behind the wheel.


    “Aight,” Tyrone said. “Time to get our grind on.”


    



    Someone’s coming,” Katya said.


    Lindros sprinted, took her by the hand, and raced out of the comm room. He could hear shouts from behind.


    “Go on,” he urged her. “Wait for me around the corner.”


    “What are you doing? Why stop?”


    “Jason gave me a coded signal. That means two things. One, that he felt certain our conversation was being monitored. Two, that he has a specific plan in mind. I’ve got to give him a chance to get in here,” he said. “What he needs most now is a diversion.”


    She nodded, her eyes wide with fear. When she had disappeared, Lindros turned and saw the first terrorist appear. He suppressed his desire to shoot, instead waiting, still as death. When the group of them were in the corridor, creeping toward the comm room, he opened fire, mowing them down beneath a blistering fusillade.


    Then, before more of them could appear, he turned, raced after Katya. The expression of relief when she saw him was palpable.


    “Where will we go now?” she asked as they ran toward a flight of rough concrete stairs.


    “Away from where they’re searching,” Lindros said.


    They had reached the lower level, where all the laboratories and surgeries were laid out in a neat grid. Each lab, he saw, was double-walled, and there were two sets of thick doors between the surgeries and the nuclear workshops.


    “We have to find a place to hide.”


    



    Because it was so well hidden, the hatch had no need of a lock.


    Bourne stood alone, at the edge of the hatch. Of course, Feyd al-Saoud had protested vehemently, but in the end he came around to Bourne’s point of view. Frankly, Bourne didn’t see that he had any choice. A full frontal assault with his men would be tantamount to suicide. But following Bourne’s plan—well, then there was a chance.


    The hatch was perfectly smooth. There were no handles or any other visible means of opening it. For vehicles to enter and exit, then, there must be an electric-powered opener that could be activated remotely from the vehicles themselves. That meant that there must be a receiver located on or near the hatch.


    It took him a few short moments to find the junction box housing the receiver. Pulling off its cover, he traced the circuits and hot-wired the one he wanted. Hydraulics were involved. The hatch opened upward smoothly and silently, revealing an oil-stained concrete ramp—the very ramp, he was certain, down which those vehicles caught in the IKONOS satellite eye had disappeared. He swung the semiautomatic off his shoulder, holding it at the ready as he began to descend.


    Illumination from reflected daylight soon petered out, leaving him in twilight. There was no good way to go about this, he knew. Assuming Fadi had been monitoring his communications with Martin, somewhere near the end of the ramp a trap was waiting for him.


    He heard the gunfire then, and knew that Lindros had been able to create a diversion. He threw himself forward onto the concrete then curled into a ball, rolling the rest of the way down the ramp.


    Fetching up against a wall, he lifted the semiautomatic as he scanned the low-lit corridor yawning in front of him. He saw no one, no motion whatsoever. This did not necessarily surprise him, but it did make him warier than ever.


    He moved forward, crouched against the wall. Ahead, low-watt electric lightbulbs in niches spaced along both walls provided enough illumination for him to make out the layout of this part of the facility.


    Immediately to his right, the corridor branched into the entrance to the underground parking area. Dimly, he could make out the silhouette of a number of all-terrain vehicles parked in neat rows, military-fashion. Dead ahead was a slightly narrower corridor that seemed to run down the center of the facility.


    As he continued to move forward, he saw something out of the corner of his eye. A slight metallic glint, as of a weapon. He veered to his right, diving into the parking lot.


    At once a spray of bullets sent chips of the concrete floor into his cheek. The fire was coming from inside the lot. Headlights came on, dazzling him into immobility. At the same time, an engine gave a deep, throaty cough and, with a screech of tires, one of the all-terrain vehicles came hurtling at him.
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    Bourne ran straight at the oncoming vehicle, leapt off his feet, and landed on its hood. Using a combination of the vehicle’s momentum and his own strength, he lowered his shoulder as his entire body was driven into the windshield.


    The glass shattered from the force, and Bourne used his leading elbow and forearm to sweep aside the remaining shards. Scrambling through the rent, he found himself in the seat next to a man who, given his close facial similarity to Muta ibn Aziz, could only be his brother, Abbud.


    Abbud ibn Aziz had a gun at the ready, but Bourne lunged at the wheel, turning it hard to the right. Centrifugal force slammed his body into the terrorist’s. The gun fired, deafening them both, but the bullet went awry, embedding itself in the doorpost. Abbud ibn Aziz squeezed off two more shots before the vehicle slammed into the concrete wall.


    Bourne, who had prepared for the impact by willing his body to go completely slack, was slammed forward, then back against the seat. Beside him, Abbud ibn Aziz smashed into the top of the steering wheel, causing a great bloody gash in his forehead as well as a fracture in the bone over his right eye.


    Wresting the gun from his slack fingers, Bourne slapped him hard across the cheek. He knew he had little time, but he was determined to get to the bottom of the mystery of Sarah ibn Ashef’s death.


    “What happened that night in Odessa, Abbud?”


    He deliberately left off the last half of the terrorist’s name, a clear sign of contempt.


    Abbud ibn Aziz’s head lolled against the back of the seat. Blood, coming from several places, leaked from him. “What d’you mean?”


    “You shot Sarah ibn Ashef to death.”


    “You’re insane.”


    “Muta told me. He told me, Abbud. You shot Fadi’s sister, not me. This whole vendetta could have been avoided if only you’d told the truth.”


    “The truth?” Abbud spat blood. “In the desert, there is no such thing as the truth. The sands shift constantly, like the truth.”


    “Why did you lie?”


    He began to cough, blood vomiting out of his mouth.


    “Tell me why you lied about Sarah ibn Ashef’s death.”


    Abbud ibn Aziz spat again, almost choked on his own blood. When he’d recovered sufficiently, he muttered, “Why should I tell you anything?”


    “It’s over for you, Abbud. You’re dying. But you already knew that, didn’t you? Your death from a car accident won’t get you to heaven. But if I kill you, you will have a martyr’s death, filled with glory.”


    Abbud looked away, as if in that way he could escape the fate awaiting him. “I lied to Fadi because I had to. The truth would have destroyed him.”


    “Time’s running out.” Bourne held a knife to his throat. “I’m the only one who can help you now. In a moment, it will be too late. You will have lost your chance at shahada.”


    “What do you, an infidel, know of shahada?”


    “I know that without jihad there can be no martyrdom. I know that jihad is the inclusive struggle for truth. Without your confession of the truth, there can be no jihad, there can be no shahada for you.


    “Without my help, you won’t be able to stand witness to the truth that is Allah. Therefore, your holy struggle in the cause of Allah—your entire existence—will be meaningless.”


    Wholly unbidden, Abbud ibn Aziz felt tears stinging his eyes. His enemy was right. He needed him now. Allah had placed this final terrible choice in front of him: testify to the truth, or be condemned to the eternal fires of damnation. In this way, at this moment, he understood that Muta ibn Aziz had been right. It was the shifting sands of the truth that had buried him. If only he had spoken the truth at once. For now, in order to die righteously, in order to be clean in the eyes of Allah and all that he held holy, he would have to betray Fadi.


    He closed his eyes for a moment, all the defiance drained out of him. Then he stared up into his enemy’s face.


    “I shot Sarah ibn Ashef, not Muta ibn Aziz. I had to shoot her. Six days before the evening of her death, I discovered that she was carrying on a love affair. I took her aside and confronted her. She didn’t bother denying it. I told her that the law of the desert dictated that she commit suicide. She laughed at me. I told her that committing suicide would relieve her brothers of the stress of killing her themselves. She told me to get out of her sight.”


    Abbud paused for a moment. Clearly, reliving the shock of the confrontation had robbed him of his remaining strength. Presently, however, he gathered himself. “That night, she was late, hurrying across town to meet her lover. She had ignored me. Instead she was continuing to betray her own family. I was shocked, but not surprised. I had lost count of the times she had told me that we inverted Islam, that we twisted Allah’s holy words to further our cause, to justify our… what did she call it?… Ah, yes, our death dealing. She had turned her back on the desert, on her Bedouin heritage. Now the only thing she could bring her family was shame and humiliation. I shot her. I’m proud of it. It was a virtue killing.”


    Bourne, sick at heart, had heard enough. Without another word, he slashed the blade of the knife across Abbud ibn Aziz’s throat, slipping out of the vehicle as the gout of blood flooded the front seat.


    



    The moment Abbud ibn Aziz had taken off against his orders, Fadi drew out a gun, aimed it at his back. Truly, if it hadn’t been for the hail of gunfire, he’d have shot his second dead. So far as he was concerned, there was no excuse for insubordination. Orders were to be obeyed without either thought or question. This was not the UN; others did not get their moment to wade in with options.


    As he ran toward the comm room, this last thought rolled around his head, raising echoes he didn’t want to hear. In his opinion, the Aziz brothers had been acting strangely for some time. Their verbal battles had long since become legendary—so much so that they were now expected, never remarked upon by the others. Lately, however, their fights had occurred behind closed doors. Afterward, neither wanted to talk about the subject, but Fadi had noted that the growing friction between them was beginning to interfere with their work. Which was why, at this crucial juncture, he had sent Muta ibn Aziz off to Istanbul. He needed to break the brothers up, give them both space to work out their enmity. Now Muta ibn Aziz was dead, and Abbud ibn Aziz had disobeyed orders. For one reason or another, he could no longer rely on either of them.


    He saw the carnage the moment he turned the corner to the comm room. Soberly, angrily, he high-stepped between the corpses like a jittery Arabian horse. He checked each body, as well as the room itself. Eight men down in total, all dead. Lindros must have taken more weapons.


    Cursing under his breath, he was about to return to the ramped entrance when his earpiece sizzled.


    “We’ve sighted the fugitives,” one of his men said in his ear.


    Fadi’s body tensed. “Where?”


    “Lower level,” his man said. “They’re heading for the uranium labs.”


    The nuke, Fadi thought.


    “Shall we close in?”


    “Keep them in sight but under no circumstances are you to engage them, is that clear?”


    “Yes sir.”


    This conversation had driven all considerations of revenge clear out of his head. If Lindros should find the nuke and the heli, he would have it all. After all this time, all the sacrifice, all the endless work and bloodshed, he would be left with nothing.


    He ran down the corridor, turned left, then left again. The open door to a freight elevator yawned in front of him. He stepped smartly in, punching the bottom button on the panel. The doors slid shut, and he began to descend.


    



    At some point, as they advanced along the warren of lower-level labs, Lindros became aware that they were under surveillance. This disturbed him, of course, but it also frightened him. Why weren’t these watchers closing in, as the first group had?


    As they ran, he could see that Katya was crying. The violence and the death she’d been exposed to would have shaken anyone up, especially a civilian inexperienced with incarceration and violence. But to her credit, she kept pace with him.


    All at once she pulled away and lunged out for an open doorway then, leaning over, vomited up whatever was in her stomach. Lindros put one arm around her to try to hold her steady, the butt of the semiautomatic on his opposite hip. That was when he glanced into the lab they had come to. It was the surgery where Dr. Andursky had carved out his eye, where he had transformed Karim into a terrifying doppelgänger. When he was finished with his infernal business, Andursky had trotted Lindros out to see his handiwork, so the new Martin Lindros could ask the original Martin Lindros to populate his mind with Lindros’s memories—enough, anyway, to fool the CI interrogators and Jason Bourne. That’s when Lindros had devised a code he hoped would reach Jason.


    At first the surgery looked deserted, but then he saw cowering behind one of the two surgical tables the thin, weasely face of Dr. Andursky.


    



    Soraya, her arms wrapped tightly around Tyrone’s rock-hard waist, sat behind him on his Passion Red Kawasaki Ninja ZX-12R. The motorcycle was on 5th Street NE, following both the reappropriated black Ford and the white Chevy. They were turning northwest onto Florida Avenue.


    Tyrone was a superb driver who, Soraya could see, knew his way around D.C., not just his neighborhood. He wove in and out of traffic, never staying in the same position. One moment he was three car lengths behind their quarry, the next five. But Soraya never felt that they were in danger of losing their targets.


    On Florida Avenue, they crossed over into the Northwest quadrant, turned right onto Sherman Ave NW, heading due north. At the junction of Park Road NW, they made a slight jog to the right onto the beginning of New Hampshire, then almost an immediate left onto Spring Road, which, in turn, led to 16th Street NW, onto which they made a right.


    They were traveling due north once again, more or less paralleling the eastern edge of Rock Creek Park. Skirting the park’s northeastern boundary, the two cars pulled into the loading bay of a large mortuary. Tyrone turned off the Ninja’s engine, and they dismounted. As they watched, the inner wall of the right side of the loading bay began to slide down.


    Once they crossed the street, they saw the closed-circuit TV guarding the loading bay. The camera was on a wall mount that moved it slowly back and forth to cover the entire area.


    Both vehicles drove through the aperture and slowly down the concrete ramp. Soraya, one eye on the CCTV, calculated that if they followed the vehicles the camera would immediately pick them up. It was rotating away, but slowly, so slowly. The concrete wall was rising up from its slot in the floor.


    They edged closer, closer. Then, with the wall halfway up, she clapped Tyrone on the back. Sprinting for the disappearing aperture, they leapt through the opening at the last instant. After landing on the concrete ramp, they picked themselves up.


    Behind them, the wall slid home, encasing them in fumey darkness.


    



    Feyd al-Saoud stood at the southwestern end of the rock-filled ravine. At last his men were in place, the charges set. Incredible as it seemed, Dujja had the technology to tap into the underground river. His men had discovered three huge pipes, clearly with wheelcocks inside the facility, to regulate the water flow. It was these wheelcocks they had to destroy.


    He moved back several hundred meters and saw that his splendidly disciplined men ringed the ravine. Lifting his arm, he caught the attention of his two explosives experts.


    In the heat and utter stillness of the moment, his mind flashed back to the moment when Jason Bourne had described the plan to him. His initial response had been incredulity. He had told Bourne that the plan was an insane one. He’d said, “We’ll go in the old-fashioned way. With a frontal assault.”


    “You’ll be committing your men to certain death,” Bourne had told him. “I’m reasonably sure that Fadi monitored my conversation with Lindros, which would argue for him having monitored your communication with your recon party earlier.”


    “But what about you?” Feyd al-Saoud had said. “If you go in by yourself, his men will mow you down as soon as you show your face.”


    “That’s where you’re wrong,” Bourne had replied. “Fadi needs to kill me himself. Anything else is unacceptable to him. Besides, his weakness is that he thinks he’s gotten inside my mind. He’s expecting a diversion. Lindros will give him one, to lure him into a false sense of complacency. He’ll convince himself he’s gotten my tactic right, that the situation is under control.”


    “Which is where we come in.” Feyd al-Saoud nodded. “You’re right. The plan is unorthodox enough that it just might work.”


    He glanced at his watch. Now that he was committed, he itched to get started. But Bourne had insisted they stick to the plan. “You have to give me fifteen minutes to do what must be done,” he said.


    Ninety seconds left.


    Feyd al-Saoud stared at the jumbled bottom of the ravine, which, as it turned out, was not a ravine at all. Bourne had been right: It was a dry riverbed whose bottom was slowly collapsing into the underground waterway that had once, long ago, been on the surface. The underground river was where the Dujja facility was getting its needed supply of running water for the nuclear manufacturing. His men had set their charges at the facility end of the riverbed. The attack would serve two purposes: It would either drown or flush out every member of Dujja, and it would render the canisters of enriched uranium safe until a full complement of CI and Saudi experts could take over the facility permanently.


    Fifteen seconds to go. Feyd al-Saoud took one long look around at each of his men. They’d been briefed; they knew what the stakes were. They knew what to do.


    His arm swept down. The detonators were activated. The twin blasts exploded several seconds apart, but to Feyd al-Saoud and his men they sounded like one long percussion, a ripping wind, a hailstorm of rocky debris, and then the sound they were all waiting for: the deep, earthbound roar of water rushing along the course it had carved out of the bedrock.


    



    Down in the Dujja facility, the mighty blasts felt like earthquake temblors. Everything on the shelves of the surgery smashed to the floor. Cupboard doors flew open, their contents exploding out into the room, coating the floor with a lake of liquids, shards of glass, twisted ribbons of plastic, a pickup-sticks welter of metal surgical instruments.


    Katya, clinging both to Lindros and the door frame, wiped her mouth and said, “Come on! We’ve got to get out of here!”


    Lindros knew she was right. They had very little time now to get to a place of safety where they could stay until the worst was over.


    And yet he couldn’t budge. His eyes were riveted on the face of Dr. Andursky. How many times during his recovery from the surgical rape Andursky had subjected him to had he dreamed of killing this man. Not simply killing. My God! The methods he had devised for Andursky’s end! Some days, those increasingly elaborate fantasies were the only things that kept him from going insane. Even so, time and again he’d awaken from a dream of ravens plucking at the man, his flesh peeled back, exposing the bones of his skeleton for the windborne sand to scour clean of whatever mocking semblance of life he still clung to. This dream was so detailed, so keenly felt, so real that sometimes Lindros couldn’t help feeling he’d crossed the line into insanity.


    Even now, though he felt the imperative to get to safety, he knew there would be no solace for him as long as Andursky lived. And so he said to Katya, “You go. Get as close to the nuclear lab as possible, then climb up into the nearest HVAC vent and stay there.”


    “But you’re coming with me.” Katya tugged at his arm. “We’re going together.”


    “No, Katya, there’s something I have to do here.”


    “But you promised. You said you’d help me.”


    He swung around, fixed her with his one good eye. “I have helped you, Katya. But you must understand, if I don’t stay here and do this, I will be like the walking dead.”


    She shivered. “Then I’ll stay with you.”


    The entire facility gave a great shudder, moaning as if in terrible pain. Somewhere not so far ahead, he could hear the shriek of a wall splitting apart.


    “No,” he said sharply, returning his attention to her. “That’s not an option.”


    She hefted the semiautomatic. “And I say it is.”


    Lindros nodded. What else could he do? They’d run out of time. He could hear a distant roaring, becoming louder, harsher, closer with each beat of his heart. Water! he thought. Good Lord, Jason’s flooding the facility!


    Without another word he strode into the surgery, Katya following several paces behind, her rifle at the ready. In the last few minutes since they’d left the comm room, she’d studied Lindros, thought she had a semblance of knowledge of how to use this instrument of death.


    Lindros advanced on Dr. Andursky who, through all of this, had remained in the same position, cowering behind the table on which he had taken out Lindros’s eye. His gaze was locked on Martin much as a rabbit will crouch, mesmerized, as the owl swoops silently down out of the twilight to snatch it up in its powerful talons.


    As he went through the surgery, Lindros had to struggle to keep his gorge down, to keep the sickly sweet scent of the anesthetic from clogging his nostrils. He had to fight all over again the terror of helplessness and rage that had all but paralyzed him upon awakening to discover what had been stolen from him.


    And yet here was Dr. Andursky in front of him, here he was gripped by Lindros’s taloned fingers, scoring the flesh of his chest.


    “Hello, Doctor,” Lindros said.


    “No, please don’t. I didn’t want to. They made me.”


    “Please enlighten me, Doctor. After all the little boys they supplied you—they made you pluck out my eye? They insisted you do it—or what? They would refuse to service you?”


    “Martin,” Katya called, wide-eyed with fear. “Our time has run out. Come on now! Please, for the love of God!”


    “Yes, yes, listen to her. Have mercy.” Andursky was actually weeping now, his body quaking in much the same way as the walls around them had begun to quake. “You don’t understand. I’m weak.”


    “And I,” Lindros said, “gather strength with every breath I take.” He drew Andursky to him, until they stood intimate as lovers. Now it was different. The end would not be the same.


    Drawing on an enormous wellspring of strength, Lindros pressed his thumbs into Andursky’s eyes.


    Andursky shrieked and thrashed about, desperately trying to get away. But Lindros had him in an unbreakable death grip. Every fiber of his being was directed toward one end. In a kind of ecstatic semi-trance, he felt the soft, springy tissue of the eyeballs beneath the pads of his thumbs. He drew in a breath, expelled it as he drove his thumbs slowly, inexorably into Andursky’s eye sockets.


    The surgeon shrieked again, a sharp inhuman noise abruptly cut off as Lindros shoved his thumbs all the way in. Andursky danced for a little, his autonomous nervous system flickering with whatever galvanic energy remained inside his body. Then that, too, was gone and, released from Lindros’s grip, he slithered to the floor as if all his bones had dissolved.
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    Fadi heard the screams of pain from the facility he had designed and helped build, saw the cracks shoot through the reinforced concrete as if lightning was streaking through it. Then a throaty roar echoed through the corridors and he knew the water was coming, gallons of water, tons of it flooding the labs, and all he could think of was the nuclear device.


    He tore along the corridors past the elevator. He pushed past milling guards, who looked to him for guidance. He ordered them to the front entrance to find Bourne, then he forgot about them. They were all doomed anyway. What did it matter if they died? There were more where they came from, an endless supply of young men clamoring to follow him, eager to die for him, to martyr themselves for the cause, the dream that one day they would live in a world of righteousness, a world without the infidel.


    That this frankly brutal outlook had been forced on him by his enemies was a given, a watchword by which he’d lived his entire adult life. He told himself as much several times a day, although it never occurred to him that he needed to justify to himself any of his decisions or actions. His mind, his heart, and his hand were guided by Allah; this he believed absolutely. The possibility that their plan might not succeed had until now never entered his mind. Now that thought superseded all others, even his obsessive need to revenge himself for the crippling of his father or the death of his sister.


    Racing down the stairs, he found the lower level already calf-deep in water. He pulled his Glock 36, checked the .45 to make sure it was fully loaded. The water lapped at his legs, rising with every step he took. He felt as if he were walking against the tide, the sensation bringing him back to the encounter with Bourne under the pier in Odessa. How he wished he’d finished him off there. Except for the damn dog, he felt certain he would have.


    But this was no time for recriminations, and he was not a man who dwelled on what-ifs. He was a pragmatist, which dictated that he get to the heli with its all-important payload. What was unfortunate was that the secret exit to the camouflaged helipad was at the rear of the lower level. This location had been deliberate, for the exit was nearest the nuclear facilities where, Fadi had surmised, he would need to be if the facility was ever discovered and raided.


    What he hadn’t counted on was the raiding party discovering the underground river. The section of the facility he sought was also where the water was gushing in at the fastest rate. Once he got to his destination, however, he’d be all right, since the helipad had wide drainage apertures all around its perimeters. This thought occupied him as he ran past the open door to the surgery and saw Katya. Ludicrously, she held one of his own semiautomatics in both hands. But it wasn’t Veintrop’s wife that so arrested him. Rather, it was the sight of Martin Lindros standing, bloody-handed, over the corpse of the man who had maimed him, Dr. Andursky.


    



    The singsong lilt of Arabic threaded through the darkness beneath the mortuary. Karim’s men were praying, their bodies bowed toward Mecca. From the bottom of the ramp illumination spread upward like the fingers of a hand. Tyrone was wearing sneakers, but Soraya had taken off her shoes to silence her footfalls.


    Moving cautiously toward the lower end of the ramp, Soraya and Tyrone peered into the basement. The first thing Soraya saw were the two vehicles they had been following: the white Chevy and the black Ford. Behind them was what looked to be a gleaming black limo. On the left side of the Ford, four men were lined up, kneeling on small prayer rugs, their foreheads to the low nap. To the right was a glass-paned door. Soraya craned her neck but could not get a good angle at which to see through the door’s glass.


    They waited. At length, the prayers ended. The men rose, rolled their rugs, and stowed them away. Then the group broke up. Two of the men disappeared up a stainless-steel spiral staircase to the mortuary proper. The remaining pair snapped on latex gloves, opened the Ford’s doors, and proceeded to go over it as thoroughly and meticulously as a professional forensics team.


    Soraya, curious about what lay behind the glass-paned door, signed to Tyrone to stay put and cover her, if necessary. He nodded, produced a Saturday-night special, the grips wrapped in black elecrician’s tape, and stepped back into deep shadow. Not for the first time in the last several hours, Soraya felt comforted to have him with her. He was street-savvy, knew the district in far more detail than she did.


    Watching the two men examine the Ford, she waited until both their backs were turned to the mouth of the ramp, then ran silently to the door. Twisting the knob, she opened it and slipped through.


    At once she was suffused with a deep chill that emanated from the cold rooms where the corpses were kept. She was confronted with a short, wide corridor off which six open doorways presented themselves. Peeking around the corner of the first one, she came upon the bodies of the two men who had attacked her at the construction site. In accordance with austere Saudi Islamic tradition, they had been placed on bare wooden slabs and were draped in the simplest cloth robes. There would be no embalming of these men.


    Her heart leapt. The corpses were the first hard evidence she had that Karim was working with a cadre of Dujja terrorists inside the district. How had they all missed this Dujja sleeper cell right under their noses? State-of-the-art surveillance equipment was all well and good, but even the best electronic net couldn’t catch every human being who slipped inside America’s borders.


    The second and third rooms she came to were empty, but in the fourth a dark-complected man with his back to her was bent over an embalming table. He wore latex gloves and was using a machine to pump the body laid out on the table with the ghastly pink embalming fluid. He would stop every so often, put aside the probe, then use his hands to knead the fish-white flesh in order to effect the even circulation of fluids through the corpse’s veins and arteries.


    As he moved from the corpse’s right side to its left, Soraya was able to see the head, then the face of the deceased. As soon as her brain passed though its shock phase and was able to process the image, she was compelled to bite her lip in order to stop herself from screaming.


    No, she thought. Fear and panic fought for dominance inside her. It can’t be.


    And yet it was.


    Here in the mortuary owned and operated by Dujja was the corpse of the DCI. The Old Man was dead, a bullet hole drilled through his heart.


    



    The moment he had memorized the schematic of the facility affixed to the wall, Bourne ran out of the parking area. At once he saw a group of armed Dujja running his way. Ducking back away from their fire, he climbed into the smallest vehicle. Fortunately it, like all the others, had the key already in it; there was no need to waste time hot-wiring the ignition.


    He roared into the corridor, then pressed the accelerator to the floor, shooting the vehicle ahead like a bolt released from a crossbow. It plowed into the clutch of terrorists, flinging them under it or to either side. He sped down the spine of the facility until he came to the freight elevator.


    As the doors opened, he drove in, crushing four more armed men. Climbing out, he pushed the button for the lower level. He grabbed one of the semiautomatics as the oversize cab began to descend.


    Reaching its destination, the elevator came to a halt, but its doors refused to open. Water was leaking in from the corridor outside. Opening the panel in the side wall, he pressed the manual release. This, too, was inoperative.


    Bourne climbed onto the vehicle’s roof. Bracing himself, he slammed the butt of the semiautomatic repeatedly against the small square door in the cab’s roof. Finally it gave. He shoved it out of the way and, slinging the weapon across his back, hoisted himself up. On top of the cab, he knelt down by the side of an oblong control box and opened it. Inside he found the circuit that operated the doors. He took its wires and diverted them to the lift mechanism’s power source. The doors slid open, a heavy slosh of water roiling into the elevator.


    Back behind the wheel, he put the vehicle in gear, then screeched out into the waterlogged lower level. He headed toward the nuclear labs, gunning the engine as the water level rose. In a moment it would be high enough to flood the engine. Unless he kept going it would conk out altogether, and his advantage would disappear.


    But a moment later, the vehicle’s use ran its course anyway. Dead ahead of him he saw Fadi standing in the center of the corridor, blocking his way. Held in front of him in the crook of Fadi’s powerful left arm was Martin Lindros. In Fadi’s right hand was a Glock 36, the muzzle pressed to Martin’s temple.


    “My pursuit of you ends here, Bourne!” Fadi shouted over the roar of the incoming water and the noise of the vehicle’s engine. “Turn off the ignition! Out of the car! Now!”


    Bourne did as Fadi ordered. Now, closer, he saw something in Fadi’s right ear. A wireless earpiece. He had been monitoring the communications.


    “Get rid of that rifle! All your weapons! Now, keeping your hands where I can see them, walk very slowly toward me.”


    Bourne sloshed through the water, his eyes on Martin’s ruined face. His one eye glared at Bourne with a fierce pride. He intuited that Lindros was going to make a move, and wanted to warn him against it; Bourne had his own plan for dealing with Fadi. But Lindros had always wanted to be a hero.


    Sure enough, a scalpel appeared in Martin’s left hand. As he drove it into the meat of Fadi’s thigh, Fadi fired the Glock. He’d been aiming for Lindros’s brain, but the stab caused an involuntary spasm of shock and pain so that, instead, the bullet ran along Lindros’s jaw. Still, it was a .45. Martin’s body was launched through the doorway, into the surgery beyond.


    Bourne leapt. His leading shoulder struck Fadi in the solar plexus as the terrorist was wrestling the scalpel out of his muscle. Both of them fell backward into the water, now as high as their knees. Bourne got his hand on the Glock and wrestled it upward, so that it fired harmlessly into the air. At the same time Fadi wrenched the scalpel out of his thigh and, seeking to finish what he had started, stabbed it toward Bourne’s left side.


    Bourne was ready. He lifted the Glock, and Fadi’s right hand with it, so that the blade skimmed off the gun’s thick barrel. Fadi realized the gun was useless in the water, released it, and, grabbing Bourne by the shirtfront, flipped him over onto his back. Using his right elbow, he kept Bourne’s head under the water while he stabbed downward again and again with the point of the scalpel.


    Twisting and writhing his torso, Bourne sought to keep the keen-edged blade away from him. At the same time he reached up so that his hands and forearms were out of the water. Marshaling all the power of his shoulders, he slammed the heels of his hands against Fadi’s ears. The terrorist arched back, his hands clutching his right ear. Bourne’s blow had driven the wireless transceiver through his eardrum, rupturing it and the canal behind it.


    Fadi lost the scalpel, then his balance. Bourne, sensing this, scissor-kicked, twisting himself onto one hip as he did so. The maneuver threw Fadi off far enough for him to rise up above the waterline.


    He reached for Fadi. As he did so, he heard a ferocious roar from farther down the corridor. Fadi appeared to be trying to shake off the effects of his ruptured eardrum, blood leaking out of his right ear. Bourne reached for him, felt the bite of Fadi’s serpent-bladed knife as it drew blood along the back of his hand.


    Tearing off his belt, Bourne wrapped it around and around his knuckles, using the layers of leather to fend off Fadi’s knife thrusts. Inevitably, however, the struck leather began to come apart. A moment more and he would be defenseless.


    The roaring increased to a howl. What was coming? Fadi, seeing his advantage, stepped up his attack with precise swipes, lent unnatural power by his desperation. Bourne was forced back toward the surgery.


    Then out of the corner of his eye he saw a blurred movement. Someone had darted from the doorway to the surgery. A woman: Katya. Tears were streaming down her face. Her hands were red with blood—Martin’s blood. It was she who had attempted to escape with Martin. But then Fadi had found them. Why hadn’t Martin led her to shelter as Bourne had warned him to do? Too late now.


    “Look what they’ve done to him!” Katya wailed.


    Bourne saw something metallic gleaming in her hand.


    Wading out into the corridor, Katya came toward him. At that moment the roar reached a fever pitch. Katya turned her head to stare down along the corridor. Bourne, following her gaze, saw a wall of water filling the corridor from floor to ceiling, heading toward them.


    Fadi’s knife blade swept across his makeshift shield one last time. All the layers fell away, baring his bloody knuckles.


    “Get back!” he shouted to Katya. “Take shelter!”


    Instead she continued to wade toward him. But now the water was waist-deep, the rush of it so powerful that she could no longer make headway. Fadi tried for a killing stab, but Bourne kicked out through the rushing water, throwing him off balance. The blade turned; Bourne’s bruised defensive forearm struck the flat of it, sending it up and away.


    Katya, realizing she was stymied, tossed the metallic object toward Bourne.


    He reached out, caught the metallic implement at its midsection—a Collins twenty-two-centimeter amputating knife. In one smooth motion he reversed it, plunged the wicked blade into the soft spot at the base of Fadi’s throat, then drove it downward through his collarbone, into his chest.


    Fadi stared at him, openmouthed. At the moment of his death, he was paralyzed, helpless, without thought. Frozen in time. His eyes, in the process of glazing over, revealed that he was trying to understand something. In this, too, he failed.


    The roiling wall of water was almost upon them. There was nothing else Bourne could do except clamber up Fadi’s split upper torso. He locked his curled fingers through the holes in the HVAC vent in the ceiling, levered himself up. Then he reached back for Katya. Afterward, he never knew whether she could have made it to him. She stood there, staring at nothing while he shouted to her.


    He was about to go after her when the water struck him with the fury of a giant’s fist, knocking all the breath out of him. Howling like the demon that lived atop Ras Dejen, it ripped Fadi’s corpse from under him and swept Katya into its furious heart. It roared and foamed through the Dujja facility like Noah’s flood, drowning all in its wake, scouring everything clean.

  


  
    THIRTY-SEVEN

  


  
    There was in Feyd al-Saoud’s brave heart a rising conviction that one day—not soon, perhaps not even in his lifetime—the war against the tribespeople intent on setting the world on fire in order to destroy his country would be won. It would take great sacrifice, stern conviction, an iron will, as well as unconventional alliances with infidels like Jason Bourne, who had caught a glimpse of the Arab mind and understood what they had witnessed. Most of all, it would take patience and perseverance during the inevitable setbacks. But the reward would be days such as this one.


    Having used a second set of C-4 charges to divert the underground river, his men entered the Dujja facility via the blast hole. He stood on the edge of the camouflaged helipad, which looked like the bed of a flat-bottomed well. Above him the opening in the rock widened as it neared the top, which had over it the specially designed camouflage material that made it indistinguishable from the rock around it.


    The waters had receded, swallowed at last by the huge drains built into the facility’s lower level.


    Directly in front of Feyd al-Saoud, on a raised platform undamaged by the flood, squatted the helicopter meant, he was certain, to take Fadi to his rendezvous with the nuclear device. Another of his men held the pilot under guard.


    Though he very much wanted to know how Bourne had made out, he was understandably reluctant to leave the device to anyone else’s care. Besides, the fact that he was standing here, rather than watching the copter lifting off as Fadi made his escape, spoke eloquently of Bourne’s victory. Still, he’d sent his men in to find his friend. He very much wanted to share this moment with him.


    However, the individual they brought back was an older man with a high, wide forehead, prominent nose, and steel-rimmed glasses, one lens of which was cracked.


    “I ask you for Jason Bourne and you bring me this.” Feyd al-Saoud’s annoyance masked his alarm. Where was Jason? Was he lying injured somewhere in the washed-out bowels of this hellhole? Was he still alive?


    “The man says his name is Costin Veintrop,” the team leader said.


    Hearing his name amid the blur of fast-paced Arabic, the newcomer said, “Doctor Veintrop.”


    He followed this up with something in such poor Arabic as to be incomprehensible.


    “Speak English, please,” Feyd al-Saoud said in his impeccably accented British.


    Looking visibly relieved, Veintrop said: “Thank God you’re here. My wife and I have been held prisoner.”


    Feyd al-Saoud stared at him, mute as the Sphinx.


    Veintrop cleared his throat. “Please let me go. I need to find my wife.”


    “You tell me you’re Dr. Costin Veintrop. You tell me that you and your wife were being held prisoner here.” Feyd al-Saoud’s growing anxiety as to his friend’s fate was making him ever more testy. “I know who was being held prisoner here, and it wasn’t you.”


    Veintrop, properly cowed, turned to the man who’d brought him here. “My wife, Katya, is in the facility. Can you tell me if you’ve found her?”


    The group leader, taking his cue from his chief, stared at Veintrop in stony silence.


    “Ah, God,” Veintrop moaned, lapsing in shock and worry into his native Romanian. “My God in heaven.”


    Completely unmoved, Feyd al-Saoud gave him a look of disdain before turning at the sound of movement behind him.


    “Jason!”


    At the sight of his friend, he rushed to the entrance of the helipad. With Bourne was another of Feyd al-Saoud’s detachment. They were supporting between them a tall, well-built man whose face and head looked as if they had been put through a meat grinder.


    “Allah!” Feyd al-Saoud cried. “Is Fadi dead or alive?”


    “Dead,” Bourne said.


    “Who is this, Jason?”


    “My friend Martin Lindros,” Bourne said.


    “Ah, no!” At once, the security chief called for his group surgeon. “Jason, the nuclear device is in the heli. Incredibly, it’s contained within a slim black briefcase. How did Fadi manage that?”


    Bourne stared at Veintrop balefully for a moment. “Hello, Dr. Sunderland—or should I say Costin Veintrop.”


    Veintrop winced.


    Feyd al-Saoud raised his eyebrows. “You know this man?”


    “We’ve met once before,” Bourne said. “The doctor is an extremely talented scientist with a number of specialities. Including miniaturization.”


    “So he was the one who built the circuits that allowed the nuke to fit into the briefcase.” Feyd al-Saoud’s expression was dark, indeed. “He claimed that he and his wife were prisoners.”


    “I was a prisoner,” Veintrop insisted. “You don’t understand, I—”


    “Now you know about him.” Bourne talked over his response. “As for his wife—”


    “Where is she?” Veintrop gasped. “Do you know? I want my Katya!”


    “Katya is dead.” Bourne said this bluntly, almost brutally. He had no sympathy to spend on the man who had connived with Fadi and Karim to destroy him from the inside out. “She saved me. I tried to save her, but the wall of water took her.”


    “That’s a lie!” Veintrop, white-faced, fairly shouted. “You have her! You have her!”


    Bourne grabbed him and took him into the chamber from which he’d first come. In the aftermath of the deluge, the Saudi team was lining up the corpses they’d found. Next to Fadi’s was Katya’s. Her head lay at an unnatural angle.


    Veintrop gave out a low moan that seemed almost inhuman. Bourne, watching him sink to his knees, felt a pang for the beautiful young woman who had sacrificed herself so that he could kill Fadi. She had wanted Fadi’s death, it seemed, as much as he did.


    His gaze slid over to Fadi. The eyes, still open, seemed to stare at Bourne with a hateful fury. Bourne took out his cell. Crouched down, he took several shots of Fadi’s face. When he was finished, he rose and dragged Veintrop back to the helipad.


    Bourne addressed Feyd al-Saoud. “Is the pilot inside the heli?”


    The security chief nodded. “He’s under guard.” He pointed. “And here is the case.”


    “Are you certain that is the device?” Veintrop said.


    Feyd al-Saoud looked to his expert, who nodded. “I’ve opened the case. It’s a nuclear bomb, all right.”


    “Well, then,” Veintrop said with an oddly vibrant note to his voice, “I’d open it again if I were you. Perhaps you haven’t seen everything inside.”


    Feyd al-Saoud glanced at Bourne, who nodded. “Open it,” the security chief said to his man.


    The man laid the case carefully down on the concrete floor and snapped the lid open.


    “Look on the left side,” Veintrop said. “No, nearer the rear.”


    The Saudi craned his neck, then recoiled involuntarily. “A timer’s been activated.”


    “That happened when you opened the case without using the code.”


    Bourne recognized the note in his voice: It was triumph.


    “How much time?” Feyd al-Saoud said.


    “Four minutes, thirty-seven seconds.”


    “I created the circuit,” Veintrop said. “I can stop it.” He looked from one man to the other. “In return, I want my freedom. No prosecution. No negotiation. A new life, paid in full.”


    “Is that all?” Bourne hit him so hard that Veintrop bounced off the wall. He caught him on the rebound. “Knife,” he said.


    Feyd al-Saoud knew what was required now. He handed one to Bourne.


    The moment Bourne took possession of the knife he buried the blade just above Veintrop’s kneecap.


    Veintrop screamed. “What have you done?” Then he began to weep uncontrollably.


    “No, Doctor, it’s what you’ve done.” Bourne crouched down beside him, holding the bloody blade in his line of vision. “You’ve got just under four minutes to disable the timer.”


    Veintrop, holding his ruined knee, rocked back and forth on his backside. “What… what about my terms?”


    “Here are my terms.” Bourne flicked the blade and Veintrop screamed again.


    “All right, all right!”


    Bourne looked up. “Put the open case in front of him.”


    When that had been done, Bourne said, “It’s all yours, Doctor. But rest assured I’m going to be watching every move you make.”


    Bourne stood, saw Feyd al-Saoud staring at him, his heavy lips pushed out in a silent whistle of relief.


    Bourne watched while Veintrop worked on the timer. It took him just over two minutes, by Bourne’s wristwatch. At the end of that time, he sat back, arms folded protectively around his ruined knee.


    Feyd al-Saoud signed for his man to take a look.


    “The wires are cut,” the man said. “The timer’s dead. There’s no chance of detonation.”


    Veintrop had returned to his mindless rocking. “I need a painkiller,” he said dully.


    Feyd al-Saoud called for his surgeon, then went to take possession of the nuclear device. Bourne got to it before him.


    “I’m going to need this to get to Karim.”


    The security chief frowned deeply. “I don’t understand.”


    “I’m taking the route Fadi would have taken to Washington,” Bourne said in a tone that brooked no interference.


    Even so, Feyd al-Saoud said, “Do you think that’s wise, Jason?”


    “I’m afraid at this juncture wise doesn’t enter into it,” Bourne replied. “Karim has put himself into a position of such power inside CI he’s all but untouchable. I’ve got to go another route.”


    “I expect you have a plan, then.”


    “I always have a plan.”


    “All right. My surgeon will take charge of your friend.”


    “No,” Bourne said. “Martin comes with me.”


    Again, Feyd al-Saoud recognized Bourne’s steely tone of voice. “Then my surgeon will accompany you.”


    “Thank you,” Bourne said.


    Feyd al-Saoud helped his friend load Martin Lindros into the helicopter. While Bourne laid down the law to Fadi’s pilot, the security chief sent his man off the copter, then knelt to help his surgeon make Lindros as comfortable as possible.


    “How long does he have?” Feyd al-Saoud said softly, for it was clear Lindros was dying.


    The surgeon shrugged. “An hour, give or take.”


    Bourne was finished talking to the pilot, who now slipped into his chair. “I need you to do something for me.”


    Feyd al-Saoud rose up. “Anything, my friend.”


    “First, I need a phone. Mine is fried.”


    The security chief was handed a cell by one of his men. Bourne transferred the chip that held all his phone numbers into the new model.


    “Thanks. Now I want you to phone your contacts in the U.S. government, tell them that the plane I’ll be taking is a Saudi diplomatic mission. As soon as I speak with the pilot, I’ll send you the flight plan. I don’t want any problems with Customs and Immigration.”


    “Consider it done.”


    “Then I want you to call CI, tell them the same thing. Only give them an ETA forty minutes later than the actual one I’ll give you when the pilot has checked the weather.”


    “My call to CI will alert the impostor—”


    “Yes,” Bourne said. “It will.”


    Feyd al-Saoud’s face was wreathed in concern. “You play a terribly deadly game, Jason.”


    Having delivered this warning, he embraced his friend warmly.


    “Allah has given you wings. May He protect you on your mission.”


    He kissed Bourne on both cheeks, then, bending over, stepped out of the heli. The pilot threw a switch that retracted the camouflaged top of the helipad. When he was certain that all ground personnel were well clear of the rotor, he started the engine.


    Bourne knelt beside Lindros and took his hand. Martin’s good eye fluttered open. He stared up at Bourne, smiled with what was left of his mouth, and gripped Bourne’s hand all the tighter.


    Bourne felt tears come to his eyes. With an effort, he held them back. “Fadi’s dead, Martin,” he said over the mounting noise. “You’ve got your wish. You’re a hero.”

  


  
    THIRTY-EIGHT

  


  
    Karim was deliberately late to the directorate admin meeting. He wanted all seven of the directorate chiefs around the table when he walked in. The conference room was by design located adjacent to the DCI’s office suite. In fact, there was a connecting door from the Old Man’s suite into the conference room. Also by design, it was through this door that Karim made his entrance. He wanted to reiterate to the Seven, without having to utter a word, where he stood vis-à-vis them in the CI hierarchy.


    “The DCI sends his regrets,” he said briskly, taking the Old Man’s seat around the table. “Anne, who’s with him, tells me that he’s still closeted with the president and the Joint Chiefs.”


    Karim opened a thick dossier, only the first five pages of which were real—if you could call real disinformation he had carried in his head for months.


    “Now that the imminent threat posed by Dujja has been eliminated, now that Dujja itself is a shell of itself, it’s time we moved on to other matters.”


    “One moment, Martin,” cut in the steely voice of Rob Batt, chief of operations. “If I may, before we close the door on this one there’s still the matter of Fadi himself to consider.”


    Karim sat back, twisting a pen through his fingers. The worst thing he could do, he knew, was cut off this line of inquiry. As the meeting several days ago had indicated, he was on Batt’s shit list. He wasn’t about to do anything to raise Batt’s level of distrust.


    “By all means,” Karim said, “let’s discuss going after Fadi.”


    “I agree with Rob,” Dick Symes, chief of the Intelligence Directorate, said. “I’m in favor of committing a significant percentage of personnel to his capture.”


    There were nods from several of the other chiefs arrayed around the table.


    In the face of this rising wave, Karim said, “In the absence of the Old Man, we’ll naturally implement what the majority thinks best. However, I’d like to point out several things. First, having wiped out Dujja’s most important base of operations, we have no idea whether Fadi is alive or dead. If he was in or near the facility in South Yemen, there’s no doubt that he was incinerated along with everyone else. Second, if he was elsewhere at the time of the raid, we have no idea where he might be. For sure, he will have gone to ground. I say we allow time to pass, see what we pick up on the Dujja network. Let the terrorist world believe we’ve turned our attention elsewhere. If Fadi is alive, he’ll begin to stir, and then we’ll get a line on him.”


    Karim looked from face to face. There were no frowns, no dissenting shakes of the head, no covert glances among the Seven.


    “Third, and perhaps most important, we have to get our own house in order,” he continued. “I can confirm the rumors that the Old Man has been under attack by Defense Secretary Halliday and his Pentagon lackey, Luther LaValle. Halliday knew about our mole, and he knew about the computer virus attack. It turns out that the late Matthew Lerner was also Halliday’s man.”


    This caused quite a stir around the table. Karim held up his hands, palms outward. “I know, I know, we’ve all felt the turmoil caused by Lerner’s attempt to realign CI. And now we know why the changes felt so alien to us—they were mandated by Halliday and his henchmen at NSA.


    “Well, Lerner’s dead. Whatever clandestine influence the defense secretary had here is gone. And now that the mole has been dispatched, we’re free to do what should have been done years ago. We need to remake CI into an agency better equipped than any other to wage war on global terrorism.


    “That’s why my first proposal is to hire the uniquely qualified Arabs and Muslims drummed out of the various agencies in the wake of September 11. If we have any chance of winning this new war, we have to understand the terrorists who make up our patchwork enemy. We have to stop confusing Arab with Muslim, Saudi with Syrian, Azerbaijani with Afghani, Sunni with Shia.”


    “Hard to argue with any of that,” Symes said.


    “We can still take a vote on Rob’s suggestion,” Karim said smoothly.


    All eyes turned to the chief of operations. “That won’t be necessary,” Batt said. “I hereby withdraw my suggestion in favor of Martin’s.”


    



    Bourne sat on the floor of the helicopter facing the Saudi surgeon and his large black bag. Between them lay the bloody body of Martin Lindros. The doctor was continuing to give Martin something intravenously for the pain.


    “The best I can do,” the surgeon had said as they had sped away from Miran Shah, “is to make him as comfortable as I can.”


    Bourne stared down into Lindros’s ruined face, conjuring up an image of his friend as he had been. He wasn’t entirely successful. The .45 bullet from Fadi’s gun had exploded along the right side of his head, destroying the eye socket and half the brow ridge. The surgeon had been able to stop the bleeding, but because the gun had been fired from close range, the damage had been massive enough to cause the shutdown of Martin’s vital organs. According to the surgeon, the cascade effect had progressed far enough as to make any attempt at saving Martin’s life fruitless.


    Martin was in a period of uneasy sleep now. Watching him, Bourne felt a combination of rage and despair. Why had this happened to Martin? Why wasn’t he able to keep him alive? He knew his distress came from helplessness. It was the same feeling he’d had on seeing Marie for the last time. Helplessness was the one emotion Bourne could not abide. It got under his skin, buried itself in his psyche like an itch he couldn’t scratch, a mocking voice he couldn’t silence.


    With a guttural growl, he turned away. They had reached a high enough altitude to be clear of the mountains, so he opened his cell phone, tried Soraya again. It rang, which was a good sign. Once again, she didn’t answer, which wasn’t. This time, he left a brief voice-mail message that evoked Odessa. It would be cryptic to anyone but Soraya herself.


    Then he called Deron’s cell. He was still down in Florida.


    “I’ve got a problem only you can handle,” Bourne said without preamble.


    “Shoot.”


    This kind of abbreviated conversation was typical with them.


    “I need a full kit.”


    “No problem. Where are you?”


    “About ten hours out of Washington.”


    “Kay. Tyrone’s got my keys. He’ll get it all together. Dulles or Reagan National?”


    “Neither. We’re scheduled to set down eighteen kilometers south of Annandale,” Bourne said, giving Deron the coordinates in Virginia he’d gotten from the pilot. “It’s on the extreme eastern edge of property owned by Sistain Labs.” Sistain was a subsidiary of IVT. “Thanks, Deron.”


    “No biggie, my man. I just wish I was there myself.”


    As Bourne disconnected, Martin stirred.


    “Jason.”


    Martin’s reedy whisper caused him to put his head beside his friend’s. The odor of lacerated flesh, of impending death, was nauseating.


    “I’m here, Martin.”


    “The man who took my place—”


    “Karim. Fadi’s brother, I know. I worked it all out, Martin. It started with the Odessa mission Conklin gave me. I was with Soraya at the meet with her contact. A young woman came running toward us. It was Sarah ibn Ashef, Karim and Fadi’s sister. I shot at her, but I didn’t hit her as I assumed I had. It was one of Fadi’s men. He shot her dead because she was having an affair.”


    Martin’s one remaining eye, red-rimmed, burning still with life, fixed on Bourne. “It’s Karim… you have… to get, Jason.” He was wheezing, his breath coming in herky-jerky gasps, clotted with pink phlegm and blood. “He’s the wily one, the… chess player… the spider sitting at the… center of the… Jesus, of the… web.”


    His eye was open wide, moving to the spasms of pain racking him. “Fadi… Fadi was just the… front, the rallying… point. Karim is the… truly… dangerous one.”


    “Martin, I heard every word you said, and it’s time to rest now,” Bourne said.


    “No, no…” Lindros seemed to have been seized by a peculiar frenzy. The energy of a small star radiated from him, bathing Bourne in its glow. “Plenty of time to… rest when… I’m… dead.”


    He had started to bleed again. The surgeon leaned over, wiped it away with a gauze pad that soon enough was soaked through.


    “For Karim it isn’t… simply America, Jason. It’s CI itself. He hates us—all of us with… every fiber of his… being. That… that’s why he… was willing to… gamble… everything, his entire… life and soul to… get… inside.”


    “What does he mean to do? Martin, what does he mean to do?”


    “Destroy CI.” Martin looked up at Bourne. “I wish I knew more. Christ, Jason, how I fucked up.”


    “It wasn’t your fault, Martin.” Bourne’s expression was stern. “If you blame yourself for any of this, I’ll be extremely angry with you.”


    Lindros tried to laugh, but with all the blood he brought up he didn’t quite make it. “We can’t have that, now, can we?”


    Bourne wiped his mouth.


    Like a momentary loss of electricity through a power grid, something flickered across Lindros’s face—a window to a dark, cold place. He began to shiver.


    “Jason, listen, when this… is all… over, I want you to send a dozen red roses to Moira. You’ll find her address in… my cell phone at home. Cremate my body. Take my ashes to the Cloisters in New York City.”


    Bourne felt a burning behind his eyes. “Of course, I’ll do whatever you want.”


    “I’m glad you’re… here.”


    “You’re my best friend, Martin. My only friend.”


    “It’s sad, then, for… both of us.” Lindros tried to smile again, gave up, exhausted. “You know… the thing… between us, Jason… what bound us? You… can’t remember your past and… I can’t… bear to remember… mine.”


    The moment came, then, and Bourne could feel it. An instant ago Martin’s good eye was regarding him with grave intelligence; now it was fixed in the middle distance, staring at something Bourne had sensed many times, but never seen.


    



    Soraya, horrified not only by what she saw but also by its implications, stood transfixed, staring at the half-embalmed corpse of the Old Man. It was like seeing your father dead, she thought. You knew it had to happen someday, but when that day came you couldn’t wrap your mind around it. To her, as to everyone else at CI, he had seemed indestructible as well as invincible. He had been their moral compass, the font of their worldwide power for so long that now with him gone she felt naked and horribly vulnerable.


    In the wake of the first shock, she felt a cold panic grip her. With the Old Man dead, who was running CI? Of course, there were the directorate chiefs, but everyone from the upper echelons on down knew that Martin Lindros was the DCI’s anointed successor.


    Which meant that the false Lindros was heading up CI. God in heaven, she thought. He’s going to take CI down—this was part of the plan all along. What a coup for Fadi and Dujja to be able to destroy America’s most effective espionage agency just before they detonated a nuclear bomb on American soil.


    In the blink of an eye, she saw it all. The barrels of C-4 Tyrone had seen were meant for CI headquarters. But how on earth was Dujja going to get the explosives past security? She knew Fadi had devised a method to do so. Perhaps it would be easy now that the false Lindros had effected a coup.


    All at once Soraya snapped back into the here and now. Given the Old Man’s murder, it was imperative she gain access to CI headquarters. She had to inform the seven directorate chiefs of the truth, her own safety be damned. But how? The false Lindros would have her picked up the moment she showed her ID to CI security. And there was absolutely no way to sneak into HQ undetected.


    



    As the helicopter descended through the clouds toward the private airstrip in Mazar-i-Sharif, Bourne sat beside Martin Lindros, his head bowed. His mind was filled with connections, some to memories, others that went nowhere because the memories were lost to him. In that very important respect, connections were of paramount importance to him. Now a key one was gone. It was only now, in the aftermath, that Bourne understood how important Martin had been to him. Amnesia could engender many things in the mind, including insanity—or at least the semblance of it, which more or less amounted to the same thing.


    Being able to connect with Martin after Conklin was murdered had been a lifeline. Now Martin was dead. He no longer had Marie to come home to. When the stress level became too great, what would prevent him from slipping into the madness that came from the forest of broken connections within his brain?


    He held on to the briefcase as the pilot set the helicopter down on the tarmac.


    “You’re coming with us,” Bourne said to the pilot. “I need your help for a bit longer.”


    The pilot rose and, together with Bourne, picked up Lindros’s body. With some difficulty, they maneuvered it off the helicopter. A larger high-speed jet was sitting on the tarmac, fueled and ready. The two men made the transfer, and Bourne spoke with the jet’s pilot. Then Bourne ordered the copter pilot to ferry the surgeon back to Miran Shah. Bourne warned him that Feyd al-Saoud’s team would be monitoring both his flight progress and his communications.


    Ten minutes later, with the two men and the corpse on board, the jet rolled down the runway. Gathering speed, it lifted off into the slate-gray clouds of an oncoming storm.


    



    Ever since he’d taken the call from Soraya, Peter Marks had found it impossible to concentrate on his work. The encrypted communications from Dujja seemed like so much Martian to him. Feigning a migraine, he finally had to hand them off to a colleague.


    For some time, he sat at his desk, brooding. He couldn’t help but examine every aspect of that call, as well as his response to it. At first, he’d had to get over his anger. How dare Soraya try to get him involved in whatever mess she had made for herself? That was the moment he’d almost picked up the phone and punched Lindros’s extension, to report her call.


    But with his hand halfway to the receiver, something had stopped him. What was it? On the face of it, Soraya’s story was so outlandish that it didn’t even rate considering. First, they all knew that the Dujja nuclear threat had been averted. Second, Lindros himself had warned everyone that Soraya had been unhinged by Jason Bourne’s death. And she certainly had sounded nuts on the phone.


    But then there was her warning about the danger to the CI headquarters building. With all his years of training, it would be remiss of him to ignore that part of her story. For the second time, he almost punched Lindros’s extension. What stopped him was the hole in his reasoning. Namely, why would one part of her story be true and the other made up? He couldn’t believe anyone—let alone Soraya—would be that unhinged.


    Which meant that he was back to square one. What to do about her call? His fingers drummed a tattoo on the desktop. Of course, he could do nothing, simply forgetting the conversation had ever taken place. But then if something did happen to headquarters, he’d never be able to forgive himself. Assuming, of course, he was still alive to feel the insupportable guilt.


    Before he could second-guess himself into inaction, he grabbed the receiver and dialed his contact at the White House.


    “Hey, Ken. Peter here,” he said when the other answered. “I’ve got an urgent message for the DCI. Could you scare him up for me? He’s in with the POTUS.”


    “No, he’s not, Peter. The POTUS is meeting with the Joint Chiefs.”


    Peter’s heart skipped a very small beat. “When did the DCI leave?”


    “Hold on, I’ll access the log.” A moment later, Ken said, “You sure about your intel? The DCI hasn’t been here today, and he isn’t on the POTUS’s or anyone else’s schedule.”


    “Thanks, Ken,” Peter said in a strangled voice. “My mistake.”


    Oh, dear God, he thought. Soraya is as sane as I am. He looked through the open door to his cubicle. He could just see a corner of Lindros’s office. If it isn’t Lindros, who the hell is running Typhon?


    He lunged for his cell phone. As soon as he could get his fingers to work properly, he punched in Soraya’s number.

  


  
    THIRTY-NINE

  


  
    Tyrone was waiting patiently for Soraya when she poked her head out of the glass-paned door. As she did so, she felt her cell phone vibrate. Tyrone signaled to her and she ran silently into the shadows at the ramp’s mouth.


    “The two shitbirds finished,” he said in a low voice. “They upstairs now wit they peeps.”


    “We’d better go,” she said.


    But before she could move back up the ramp, he took hold of her arm. “We ain’t finished here, girl.” He pointed. “See that past the Ford?”


    “What is it?” She craned her neck. “A limo?”


    “Not jus’ any limo. This one got government plates on her.”


    “Government plates?”


    “Not ony that, they’s CI plates.”


    Catching her sharp glance, he said, “Deron taught me t’look out for ’em.” He motioned with his head. “Yo, check it out, yo.”


    Soraya stole around the flank of the Ford. Immediately she saw the gleaming expanse of the limo and its license plates. She almost gasped out loud. Not only were they CI plates, they were the plates on the Old Man’s limo. All at once she understood why they had taken the trouble to embalm the DCI. They needed the body, which meant two things: It had to be malleable, and it must not stink.


    Her cell buzzed again. She pulled it out, looked at the screen. It was Peter Marks. What the hell did he want? Crab-walking her way back to Tyrone, she said, “They’ve killed the director of CI. That’s his limo.”


    “Yeah, but what they doing wit it?”


    “Maybe that’s where they killed him.”


    “Mebbe.” Tyrone scratched his chin. “But I seen ’em foolin’ wit the inside.”


    For the third time her cell buzzed. This time, it was Bourne. She needed desperately to tell him what was going on, but she couldn’t risk a prolonged conversation now. “We’ve got to get out of here now, Tyrone.”


    “Mebbe you,” he said, his eye on the limo. “But I’m gonna stay here awhile longer.”


    “It’s too dangerous,” Soraya said. “We’re both leaving now.”


    Tyrone raised his gun. “Doan give me no orders. I done tol yo what I was doin’. You make yo own choice.”


    Soraya shook her head. “I’m not leaving you here. I don’t want you any more involved than you already are.”


    “Yo, I killed two men fo yo, girl. How much more involved could I get?”


    She had to admit he had a point. “What I don’t get is why you got involved in the first place.”


    He gave her a grin because he knew she was done fighting him. “Yo mean what in it fo me? Hood where Deron an I brought up, homeboys only do things f’two reasons: t’make money or t’fuck sumbody over. Hopefully both. Now I watch Deron for a while. He pull hisself outta the shit; he make sumpin of his bad self. I admire that, but I always thought: That him, not me. Now wit this shit, I see I got a shot at a future.”


    “You’ve also got a shot at getting killed.”


    Tyrone shrugged. “Yo, ain’t no more than every day inna hood, yo.”


    At that moment, he pulled out a PDA.


    “I didn’t know you had anything but a burner,” she said, referring to the throwaway cell phones she’d seen him carry.


    “Only one person knows bout this PET. One who give it t’me.”


    “PET?”


    “Yeah. Personal Electronic Thingy.”


    He checked the PET, obviously reading an e-mail. “Shit.” Then he glanced up. “What a we waitin’ fo? Let’s get the fuck outta Dodge.”


    They walked back up the ramp to the panel they’d found for the lights and the automatic door opener. “What changed your mind?”


    Tyrone put a disgusted expression on his face. “Deron say I gotta split right this fuckin’ minute. I got yo man Bourne’s back.”


    



    Peter Marks, lurking in the corridor near the elevator, caught Rob Batt’s eye as the Seven emerged from the conference room. Marks had worked for Batt before being chosen by Martin Lindros for Typhon. In fact, metaphorically speaking, he’d cut his eyeteeth on Batt’s methodology; he still considered the chief of operations his rabbi within CI.


    So it was not surprising that Marks, having caught the older man’s eye, got his attention immediately. Batt peeled off from the others and turned a corner into the corridor where Marks stood.


    “What are you doing here, Peter?”


    “Waiting for you, actually.” Marks glanced nervously around. “We need to talk.”


    “Can it wait?”


    “No, sir, it can’t.”


    Batt frowned. “Okay. My office.”


    “Outside would be best, sir.”


    The chief of operations gave him a curious glance, then shrugged.


    They took the elevator down together and walked across the lobby, then out the front door. There was a rose garden on the east side of the property, which is where Marks led them. When they were a reasonably safe distance from the building, he told Batt word for word what Soraya Moore had told him.


    “I didn’t believe it, either, sir,” he said, seeing the look on Batt’s face. “But then I called a buddy of mine at the White House. The Old Man isn’t there, never was there today.”


    Batt rubbed his blued jowls with one hand. “Then where the fuck is he?”


    “That’s just the thing, sir.” Marks, already ill at ease, was getting more nervous with every moment that passed. “I’ve spent the last forty minutes on the phone. I don’t know where he is, and neither does anyone else.”


    “Anne?”


    “Also AWOL.”


    “Christ Jesus.”


    Marks rechecked their immediate environment. “Sir, incredible as it might seem on the face of it, I think we have to take Soraya’s story seriously.”


    “Incredible is right, Peter. Not to mention insane. Don’t tell me you believe this—” Batt shook his head as words failed him. “Where the hell is she?”


    “That I don’t know,” Marks conceded. “I’ve put in a couple of calls to her cell, but she hasn’t gotten back to me. She’s terrified of Lindros finding her.”


    “I should hope to fuck she is. We need to get her in here, pronto, process this crap out of her before she causes a panic inside the agency.”


    “If she’s wrong, then where’s the Old Man and Anne?”


    Batt headed back out of the rose garden. “That’s what I’m going to find out,” he said over his shoulder.


    “What about Soraya—?”


    “When she calls you, make her believe you’re on her side. Get her in here, pronto.”


    As the chief of operations disappeared inside headquarters, Marks’s phone sang. He checked the incoming call. Punching a button, he said, “Hi, Soraya. Look, I was thinking about what you said, and I checked at the White House. Both the Old Man and Anne are missing.”


    “Of course they are,” he heard her say in his ear. “I’ve just seen the Old Man. He’s laid out on a mortuary slab with a bullet hole in his heart.”


    



    Along with the Seven, Karim sat in the conference room adjacent to the Old Man’s suite. They were all listening to the message from the Saudi secret service informing them of the takeover of the Dujja nuclear facility in Miran Shah. Unlike the others, however, he received the communiqué with equal parts confusion and trepidation. Was this a ploy by his brother because of the heightened terror alert, or had something gone horribly wrong?


    He knew there was only one way to find out. He left the conference room, but on the way to the elevator he glimpsed Peter Marks out of the corner of his eye. This was the second time he’d noticed Marks up here where he didn’t belong. A warning bell went off in his head and, instead of entering the elevator with some of the other chiefs, he turned to his left. The corner behind which he stood gave him a view of the conference room door. As Rob Batt emerged, Marks approached him. They spoke for a moment. Batt, initially cool, nodded, and together they walked back into the conference room, shutting the door behind them.


    Karim walked very quickly into the DCI’s suite, past the desk where a young man from Signals was filling in for Anne. The man nodded to him as he went into the Old Man’s office.


    Once behind the desk, he toggled on a switch. Two voices from the conference room became audible.


    “… from Soraya,” Marks was saying. “She claims to have seen the DCI’s body in a morgue with a bullet hole through his heart.”


    “What is this woman on? I spoke to Martin. He’s heard from the Old Man.”


    “Where is he?”


    “On personal business, with Anne,” Batt said, with what sounded like a yawn.


    “Soraya’s also heard from Bourne.”


    “Bourne’s dead.”


    “He isn’t. He found the real nuclear facility. It’s in Miran Shah, on the border of—”


    “I know where Miran Shah is, Peter,” Batt snapped. “What is this crap?”


    “She said you can verify everything with Feyd al-Saoud.”


    “That’s just what I need, go crawling to the chief of Saudi security for our own intel.”


    “She also said Bourne killed Fadi. He’s on his way here in Fadi’s jet.”


    There was more to the conversation, but Karim had heard enough. His skin felt as if ants were crawling all over it. He wanted to scream, to tear himself limb from limb.


    Bolting from the office, he took the elevator down. But instead of picking up a CI vehicle in the basement parking area, for which he’d have to sign, he hurried out the front door and walked off the grounds.


    The night was well advanced in the district. The low sky, full of glowering clouds, seemed to absorb the spangle of lights from the city. Shadows rose to monument height.


    He stopped at the corner of 21st and Constitution and called a taxi service. Seven agonizing minutes later, the cab pulled up and he got in.


    Thirteen minutes after that, he alit in front of an Avis rental and began to walk away from it. When the taxi had disappeared, he reversed course, went into the Avis office, and rented a car, using false ID. He paid cash, took possession of the GM car, asked for directions to Dulles airport, then drove off.


    In fact, he had no intention of going to Dulles. His destination was the Sistain Labs airstrip south of Annandale.


    



    The jet, banking low over Occoquan Bay, turned north heading toward the airstrip on the fist-shaped peninsula that jutted out into the water. The pilot, following the glide path of the lights, brought the jet down in a whisper of a landing. As they taxied along the runway, losing speed with every meter, Bourne saw Tyrone astride his Ninja, a hard-sided black leather case strapped across his back. He glanced at his watch. They were right on time, which meant he had approximately thirty-five minutes to prepare himself for Karim.


    En route, he’d spoken to Soraya several times. They had brought each other up to date with news that was both shocking and gratifying. Fadi was dead, Dujja’s nuclear threat thwarted, but Karim had killed the Old Man, consolidating his power inside CI. Now he was planning to destroy CI headquarters and everyone in it, coordinating the devastating attack with the detonation of the nuke. Soraya had one ally inside CI—the Typhon agent named Peter Marks, but Marks wasn’t a rebel by nature. She didn’t know how far he would bend the regs for her.


    As for the Old Man’s death, Bourne had mixed feelings. He had been made to feel like the prodigal grandson, a wayward who, on returning home, was subject to his grandfather’s spiteful wrath. More than once, the DCI had tried to have him killed. But then he’d never understood Bourne, and so had been deeply frightened of him. Bourne could blame the Old Man for many things, but not for that. Bourne had never fit into the CI scheme—he’d been shoehorned into an agency that despised individualists. He’d never asked for the association, but there it was. Or rather, there it had been.


    Now he turned his attention to Karim.


    The plane had come to a stop on the tarmac; the engines whined down. Bourne, taking the pilot with him, went down the cabin aisle, opened the door, and lowered the stairs for Tyrone, who had driven up beside the jet.


    Tyrone came up the stairway, dropping the black leather case at Bourne’s feet.


    “Hey, Tyrone. Thanks.”


    “Yo, need some light in here, yo. Can’t see a thing.”


    “That’s the point.”


    Tyrone was peering at him. “Yo look like a fuckin’ Arab.”


    Bourne laughed. He pulled the bag up, went over to a set of facing seats, opened it up. Tyrone became aware of the Arab pilot, a dark-skinned, bearded man who glowered at him, half defiant, half fearful.


    “Who the fuck is this?”


    “Terrorist,” Bourne said simply. He paused in unloading the bag long enough to drink in the situation. “You want to get a taste?”


    Tyrone laughed. “Killed two of ’em was about to do for Miss Spook.”


    “Now, who would that be?”


    Tyrone’s dark eyes flashed. “I know yo an Deron are close, but doan fuck wid me.”


    “I’m not fucking with you, Tyrone. Excuse me for this, but I’m on a deadline.” Bourne turned on one of the overhead seat lights, opened his cell, and brought up the photos he’d taken of Fadi’s face. Then he set about opening small pots, jars, tubes, and various oddly shaped prosthetics. “Would you please tell me what you’re talking about?”


    Tyrone hesitated for a minute, studying Bourne to see if he was still fucking with him. Apparently, he decided he’d been wrong. “Talkin’ ’bout Miss Spook. Soraya.”


    Bourne, glancing at the photos of Fadi, placed several prosthetics in his mouth and worked his jaws around experimentally. “Then I owe you a thank-you.”


    “Yo, what the fuck happened to yo voice, man?”


    Bourne said: “As you can see, I’m becoming a new man.” He continued with his transformation, finding a thick beard from the pile inside the case, shaping it with a scissors so that it was the exact replica of Fadi’s. He applied the beard, took a look at himself in the magnifying mirror he pulled from the case.


    He handed his cell to Tyrone. “Do me a favor, would you? How much do I look like the man in these photos?”


    Tyrone blinked, as if he couldn’t believe what Bourne had asked of him. Then he looked at the photos one by one. Before moving on to the next one, he studied Bourne’s face.


    “Fuck me,” he said finally. “Yo, how yo do that shit, man?”


    “It’s a gift,” Bourne said, meaning it. “Now, look. I need you to do me another favor.” He glanced at his watch. “In just over eleven minutes, this bastard Soraya’s been after is going to be coming here. I want you out of the way. I need you to take care of something for me. Something important. In the next cabin is my friend, Martin Lindros. He’s dead. I want you to contact a mortuary. His remains need to be cremated. Okay? Will you do that for me?”


    “Got my cycle, so I gots t’sling him across my lap, that okay?”


    Bourne nodded. “Treat him with respect, Tyrone, okay? Now take off. And don’t use the front entrance.”


    “Never do.”


    Bourne laughed. “I’ll see you on the other side.”


    Tyrone looked at him. “The otha side a what?”

  


  
    FORTY

  


  
    Driving into Virginia, Karim called Abd al-Malik at the mortuary.


    “I need three men at the Sistain Labs location at once.”


    “That will leave us with no one to spare.”


    “Do it,” Karim said shortly.


    “One moment, sir.” After a slight pause, “They’re on their way.”


    “Is the DCI’s body prepared?”


    “Forty minutes, possibly a bit more, sir. This isn’t your normal embalming job.”


    “How does he look? That’s what’s most important.”


    “Indeed, sir. His cheeks are rosy.” Abd al-Malik made a pleased sound in the back of his throat. “Believe me, security will be convinced he’s still alive.”


    “Good. As soon as you’re finished, get him into the limo. The timetable has been accelerated. Fadi wants the CI building taken out as soon as humanly possible. Call me when you’re in position.”


    “It will be done,” Abd al-Malik said.


    Karim knew it would. Abd al-Malik, the most accomplished member of his sleeper cell in the district, and its leader, had never failed him.


    



    Traffic was light. It took him thirty-eight minutes to arrive at the main entrance, on the western side of the Sistain Labs property. The place was deserted. He’d had to restrain himself twice on the drive down here—once when a kid in what the Americans called a muscle car cut him off; again when a trucker had come up behind him, sounding his air horn. Both times, he’d pulled out his Glock, was ready to pull the trigger, when he’d caught himself.


    It was Bourne, not these poor fools, he wanted to kill. His rage—the Desert Wind he’d inherited from his grandfather—was running high, giving him hair-trigger responses to stimuli. But this wasn’t the desert; he wasn’t among Bedouins who would know better than to antagonize him.


    It was Bourne; it was always Bourne. Bourne had murdered innocent Sarah, the pride of the family. Karim had forgiven her her impious views, her unexplained absences, her wanting her independence, putting those things down to the same English blood that pulsed through his veins. He’d overcome his Western blood, which was why he had embarked on a program to reeducate her in the ways of the desert, the Saudi ethos that was her true heritage.


    Now Bourne had killed Fadi, the public figurehead. Fadi, who had relied so heavily on the planning and the funds of his older brother, just as Karim had counted on his younger brother to protect him. He’d forgiven Fadi his hot blood, his excesses, because these traits were vital to a public leader, who drew the faithful to him with both his fiery rhetoric and his incendiary exploits.


    They were both gone now—the innocent and the commander, one the tower of moral strength, the other of physical. He, of all of Abu Sarif Hamid ibn Ashef al-Wahhib’s children, remained. Alive, but alone. All that was left were the memories he held close to him of Fadi and Sarah ibn Ashef. The same memories held by his father—maimed, paralyzed, helplessly bound to his bed, needing a special harness to get into the wheelchair he despised.


    This was the end for Bourne, he vowed. This was the end for all the infidels.


    He made his way through the long, curving drives that skirted the low, sleek green-glass and black-brick lab buildings. A final swing around to the left brought the airfield into sight. Just beyond the parked jet was the fat gray-blue crescent of water adjacent to Occoquan Bay.


    Nearing the landing strip, he slowed, took a long, careful survey of the area. The jet sat alone on the tarmac, near the far end of the runway. No vehicles were in sight. No boat plied the wintry waters of Belmont Bay. No helicopters hovered anywhere in the vicinity. Yet Fadi was dead, and Bourne sat inside the jet in his place.


    Of course there wouldn’t be anyone here. Unlike him, Bourne had no support to back him up. He pulled the car over out of sight of the jet, lit a cigarette, waited. Quite soon the black Ford carrying his men arrived, pulling up alongside him.


    He got out and gave them their instructions, telling them what to expect and what they should do. Then he leaned against the front fender of the car, smoking still as the Ford drove onto the tarmac.


    When it reached the plane, the door swung inward and the stairway was lowered. Two of the three men got out, trotted up the stairs.


    Karim spat the butt from his mouth, ground it beneath the heel of his shoe. Then he climbed into the rental car and headed back along the drive to the lab building hunkered eerily alone, on the northern fringe of the property, hard against the waste dump.


    



    I can help you, Soraya,” Peter Marks said, his cell to his ear, “but I think we should meet.”


    “Why? You have to be my eyes and ears at HQ. I need you to keep track of the impostor.”


    “I don’t know where Lindros is,” Peter said. “He isn’t in his office. In fact, he’s nowhere in the building. He didn’t check out with his assistant. Is this an epidemic?”


    He heard the sharpness of Soraya’s indrawn breath. “What is it?”


    “Okay,” Soraya said. “I’ll meet you, but I pick the place.”


    “Whatever you want.”


    She gave him the address of the mortuary on the northeast edge of Rock Creek Park. “Get there,” she said, “fast as you can.”


    



    Marks checked out a CI vehicle, making the trip in record time. He pulled up across the street and down the block from the rear of the mortuary, then sat in his car as Soraya had directed. Before leaving headquarters, he’d toyed with the idea of contacting Rob Batt, of getting permission to take several agents with him, but the urgency of the meet made it imperative that he not take the time to persuade Batt to divert personnel.


    Soraya tapping on the glass of the passenger window caused him to jump. He’d been so wrapped up in his thoughts that he hadn’t seen her approach. This made him doubly nervous, because he was out in the field where she had the distinct advantage over him. He’d been nothing but a desk jockey his entire career—which, he supposed, was the real reason he hadn’t wanted to take anyone with him. He had something to prove to his rabbi.


    He unlocked the doors and she slipped into the passenger’s seat. She certainly didn’t look as if she’d cracked.


    “I wanted you to come here,” she said a bit breathlessly, “because this is the mortuary where the Old Man is.”


    He listened to these words as if they were part of a dream he was having. He had wrapped his hand around his gun when she was opening the door and he was out of sight to her. Now, as if he himself were in a dream, he brought the gun to her head and said, “Sorry, Soraya, but you’re coming back to headquarters with me.”


    



    The two terrorists who boarded the jet blinked in the semidarkness. They looked stunned when they recognized him.


    “Fadi,” the taller of the men said. “Where is Jason Bourne?”


    “Bourne is dead,” Bourne said. “I killed him in Miran Shah.”


    “But Karim al-Jamil said he would be on board.”


    Bourne held up the briefcase with the nuclear device. “As you can see, he was mistaken. There’s been a change in plan. I need to see my brother.”


    “At once, Fadi.”


    They didn’t search the plane, didn’t see the pilot Bourne had tied and gagged.


    As they led Bourne to the black Ford, the tall man said, “Your brother is nearby.”


    They all got into the Ford, Bourne in the backseat with one of the men. Bourne kept his face averted from the runway lights, the only light source. As long as he kept his face in semi-shadow, he’d be fine. These men were reacting to a familiar voice, familiar body language. These were a mimic’s most powerful weapons. You needed to convince the mind, not the eye.


    The driver left the airfield, looped around to the north, stopped at the side of a black-brick building that stood some distance away from the others. Bourne could see the slag pit as they opened a huge corrugated-iron door and led him inside.


    The interior was huge and empty. There were no interior walls. Oil stains on the concrete floor indicated that it was, in fact, an airplane hangar. Light came in through the door, as well as through square windows set high up in the walls, but it soon dissipated in the vastness, swallowed up by great swaths of shadow.


    “Karim al-Jamil,” the tall man called, “it was your brother who was on the plane, not Jason Bourne. He’s with us, and he has the device.”


    A figure appeared out of the shadows.


    “My brother is dead,” Karim said.


    Behind Bourne, the men tensed.


    



    I’m not going anywhere with you,” Soraya said.


    Marks was about to reply when the wall at the back of the mortuary loading bay slid down.


    “What the hell—?” he said.


    Soraya took advantage of his surprise and bolted out of the car. Marks was about to go after her when he saw the DCI’s limo emerge, then head down the street away from him. He forgot all about Soraya. He put his car in gear, peeling out after the limo. The Old Man was supposed to be away on personal business. What was he doing here?


    As he raced after the limo, he dimly heard Soraya shouting for him to turn back. He ignored her. Of course she’d say that; she was sure the Old Man was dead.


    Up ahead, the limo stopped at a red light. He pulled up alongside it, scrolled down his window.


    “Hey!” he called. “Peter Marks, CI! Open up!”


    The driver’s window remained in place. Marks put the car in PARK, got out, pounded on the window.


    He pulled out his ID. “Open up, dammit! Open up!”


    The window slid down. He caught an instant’s glimpse of the Old Man sitting bolt-upright in the back. Then the driver aimed a Luger P-08 at his face and pulled the trigger.


    The detonation burst his eardrums. He flew backward, arms outstretched, dead before he hit the pavement.


    The limo’s window slid back up and, as the light turned green, it rolled swiftly down the street.


    



    Karim stood staring intently at Bourne. “It can’t be. Brother, I was told you were dead.”


    Bourne raised the briefcase. “And yet,” he said in Fadi’s voice, “I come in the guise of destruction.”


    “Let the infidel beware!”


    “Truly.” Even though Bourne knew he was looking at Karim, it was unnerving to face this man who was a dead ringer for his best friend. “We’re together again, brother!”


    Martin had warned him that Karim was the dangerous one. “He’s the chess player,” Martin had said, “the spider sitting at the center of the web.” Bourne held no illusions. The moment Karim asked him an intimate question, one only his brother would know, the masquerade would be over.


    It didn’t take that long.


    Karim beckoned. “Come into the light, brother, that I may once more look upon you after so many months.”


    Bourne took a step forward; light flooded his face.


    Karim stood stock-still. His head rocked a little, as if he had developed a palsy. “You’re as much a chameleon as Fadi was.”


    “Brother, I’ve brought the device. How could you mistake me?”


    “I overheard a CI agent say—”


    “Not Peter Marks.” Bourne took a shot because it was all he had left. Marks was the only one in CI Soraya had contacted.


    Confused again, Karim frowned. “What about him?”


    “Marks is Soraya Moore’s conduit. He’s repeating the disinformation we fed her.”


    Karim gave a wolfish grin; the doubt cleared from his eyes. “Wrong answer. CI believes my brother was killed in the raid on the false Dujja facility in South Yemen. But you wouldn’t have known that, Bourne, would you?”


    He gave a sign and the three men behind Bourne grabbed him, then held his arms at his sides. Without taking his eyes from Bourne’s, Karim stepped forward, wrenched the briefcase out of his hand.


    



    Soraya was running to where Peter Marks lay dead, spread-eagled on the curb, when she heard the deep-throated roar of a motorcycle approaching from behind. Pulling her gun, she swung around and saw Tyrone on his Ninja. He had just dropped Lindros’s corpse at the mortuary.


    Slowing, he allowed her to climb aboard, then took off.


    “You saw what happened. They killed Peter.”


    “We gotta stop them.” Tyrone jumped a red light. “You put alla pieces t’gether—C-Four explosive, a replica of yo boss’s limo, yo boss hisself lyin’ flat-out on a embalming table, whattaya got?”


    “That’s how they’re going to get in!” Soraya said. “Security will take one look at the Old Man in the backseat and wave the limo through into the underground parking lot.”


    “Where the foundation of the building is.”


    Tyrone, bending low over the Ninja’s handlebars, put on a burst of speed.


    “We can’t shoot at the limo,” Soraya said, “without running the risk of setting off the C-Four and killing who knows how many bystanders.”


    “An we can’t allow it t’get to CI headquarters,” Tyrone said. “So what d’we do?”


    The answer was provided for them as one of the limo’s rear windows slid down and someone began firing at them.


    



    Bourne stood without trying to move. He tried to clear his mind of the image of Martin Lindros’s ruined face, but in fact he found he didn’t want to. Martin was with him, speaking to him, demanding retribution for what had been done to him. Bourne felt him; Bourne heard him.


    Patience, he whispered silently.


    Centering himself, he felt where each of the three men was in relation to himself. Then he said: “My one regret is that I never finished what I started in Odessa. Your father is still alive.”


    “Only you would call that kind of existence living,” Karim snapped. “Every time I’m in his presence, I vow anew that I’ll make you pay for what you did to him.”


    “Too bad he can’t see you as you are today,” Bourne said. “He’d take a gun and shoot you himself. If only he was able.”


    “I understand you, Bourne, better than you think.” Karim stood barely a pace away from Bourne. “Look at you. To everyone but ourselves you’re Fadi and I’m Lindros. We’re in our own separate world, locked in our circle of revenge. Isn’t that what you’re thinking? Isn’t that how you planned it? Isn’t that why you’ve made yourself up to look like my brother?”


    He shifted the briefcase from one hand to the other. “It’s also why you’re trying to bait me. An angry man is easier to defeat, isn’t that how the Tao of Bourne goes?” He laughed. “But in fact, with this last chameleon act of yours you’ve done me an incalculable service. You think I’m going to shoot you dead, here and now. How wrong you are! Because after I detonate the nuclear device, after I destroy CI headquarters, I’m going to take you back to whatever is left of CI. I’ll shoot you there. And so, having killed Fadi, the world’s most notorious terrorist, Martin Lindros will become a national hero. And now that I’ve killed the DCI, who do you think a grateful president will elevate to the post?”


    He laughed again. “I’ll be running the agency, Bourne. I’ll be able to remake it in my own image. How’s that for irony?”


    At the mention of the fate of CI headquarters, Bourne felt Martin’s voice stirring inside him. Not yet, he thought. Not yet.


    “What I find ironic,” he said, “is what happened to Sarah ibn Ashef.”


    Fire leapt into Karim’s eyes. He backhanded Bourne across the face. “You who murdered her are not fit to speak my sister’s name!”


    “I didn’t murder her,” Bourne said slowly and distinctly.


    Karim spat in Bourne’s face.


    “I couldn’t have shot her. Both Soraya and I were too far away. We both were using Glock 21s. Sarah ibn Ashef was all the way across the plaza when she was shot dead. As you well know, the Glock is accurate up to twenty-five meters. Your sister was at least fifty meters away when she was killed. I didn’t realize it at the time; everything happened too quickly.”


    His face a taut mask, Karim struck Bourne again.


    Bourne, having expected the blow, shook it off. “Muta ibn Aziz refreshed my memory, however. He and his brother were in the right position that night. They were at the right distance.”


    Karim grabbed Bourne by the throat. “You dare to make a mockery of my sister’s death?” He was fairly shaking with rage. “The brothers were like family. To even insinuate—”


    “It’s precisely because they were like family that Abbud ibn Aziz shot your sister to death.”


    “I’ll kill you for that!” Karim screamed as he began to strangle Bourne. “I’ll make you wish you’d never been born!”


    



    Tyrone zigzagged the Ninja through the streets, following the limo. He could hear the bullets whizzing past them. He knew what it was like to be shot at; he knew the agony of having a loved one shot dead in a drive-by. His only defense was study. He knew bullets the way his crew knew gangsta rappers or porn stars. He knew the characteristics of every caliber, every Parabellum, every hollow-point. His own Walther PPK was loaded with hollow-cavity bullets—like hollow-points on steroids. When they impacted with a soft target—human flesh, for instance—they expanded to the point of disintegration. The target felt like he had been hit by an M-80. Needless to say, the internal damage was extreme.


    The man was shooting .45s at them, but his range was limited, his accuracy low. Still, Tyrone knew he needed to find a way to stop the shooting altogether.


    “Look up ahead,” Soraya urgently said into his ear. “See that black-glass building six blocks away? That’s CI headquarters.”


    Putting on another burst of speed, Tyrone brought the Ninja up very fast on the limo’s left flank. This brought them within range of the Luger, but the distance was also of benefit to him.


    Drawing her ASP pistol, Soraya aimed and fired in one motion. The hollow-core struck the terrorist full in the face. There was an explosion of blood and bone out the open window.


    



    They killed Sarah ibn Ashef and covered up their complicity,” Bourne managed to get out. “They did it to protect you and Fadi. Because sweet, innocent Sarah ibn Ashef was carrying on a torrid love affair.”


    “Liar!”


    Bourne was having trouble breathing, but he had to keep talking. He’d known going into this that psychology was his best weapon against a man like Karim, the only one that might bring him victory. “She hated what you and Fadi had become. She made her decision. She turned her back on her Bedouin heritage.”


    He saw something explode onto Karim’s face.


    “Shut up!” Karim cried. “These are the foulest of lies! Of course they are!”


    But Bourne could sense that he was unsuccessfully trying to convince himself. He had finally put all the pieces of Sarah’s death together, and it was killing him.


    “My sister was the moral core of my family! The core you destroyed! Her murder set my brother and me on this course. You brought this death and destruction on yourself!”


    Bourne was already on the move. He stepped backward and planted his heel hard onto the instep of the man directly behind him. As he did so, he twisted his torso, breaking the hold of the man on his right. Burying a cocked elbow into the solar plexus of the man on his left, he struck outward with the edge of his other hand, slashing it into the side of the third man’s neck.


    He heard the crack as the vertebrae fractured. The man went down. By this time the man directly behind him had thrown his arms around Bourne, gripping him tight. Bourne bent double, sending the man head-over-heels into Karim.


    The man on his left was still bent over, trying to catch his breath. Scooping up a Luger that had fallen to the floor, Bourne slammed the butt into the crown of his head. The man he’d sent tumbling into Karim had drawn his gun. Bourne shot him and he collapsed in a heap.


    That left Karim. He was on his knees, the attaché case directly in front of him. His eyes were red with a kind of madness that sent a shiver down Bourne’s spine. Once or twice before, Bourne had seen a man teetering on the edge of madness, and he knew that Karim was capable of anything.


    As he was thinking of this, Karim produced a small stainless-steel square. Bourne recognized it instantly as a remote detonator.


    Karim held the device aloft, his thumb pressed against a black button. “I know you, Bourne. And knowing you, I own you. You won’t shoot me, not while I can detonate twenty kilos of C-Four in the parking ramp under CI headquarters.”


    There was no time for thought, no time for second guesses. Bourne heard Martin’s ghostly whisper in his mind. He pointed the Luger and shot Karim in the throat. The bullet passed through the soft tissue, then severed the spinal column. In near-paralyzing pain, Karim sat down hard. He stared at Bourne, disbelieving. He tried to work his fingers, but they wouldn’t respond.


    His eyes, the light in them fading, found the knuckles of one of his downed men. Bourne, understanding what was about to happen, lunged toward him, but with one last effort, Karim toppled over.


    The detonator slammed against the bared knuckles.


    



    At last, Bourne was able to let Karim go. At last, Martin’s voice in his head was silent. Bourne stared down at Karim’s right eye—Martin’s eye—and thought about his dead friend. Soon enough he’d send a dozen red roses to Moira, soon enough he’d take Martin’s ashes to the Cloisters in New York.


    One thing lingered in his mind, like an angler’s unbaited hook. When he had the chance, why hadn’t Karim tried to detonate the nuke? Why the limo, which would have a far more limited effect?


    He turned, saw the attaché case lying on the concrete floor. The snaps were open. Had Karim done that in the vain hope of engaging the timer? He crouched down, about to close the snaps, when a chill passed through him, the force of it making his teeth chatter.


    He opened the case. Peering inside, he searched for the timer, seeing that it was indeed inactive. The LED was dark, the wires disconnected. Then what…?


    Probing beneath the nest of wires, he looked closer and saw something that injected the chill into his bones. A secondary timer had been activated when Karim had popped the snaps. A secondary timer that Veintrop had installed, but deliberately never told them about.


    Bourne sat back on his haunches, beads of sweat rolling down his spine. It looked as if Dujja—and the doctor—were going to get their revenge after all.

  


  
    FORTY-ONE

  


  
    Four minutes and one second. That was the amount of time Bourne had left, according to the readout of the secondary timer.


    He closed his eyes, conjured up an image of Veintrop’s hands working on the timer. He could see every move the doctor had made, every twist of the wrist, every curl of a finger. He’d needed no tools. There were six wires: red, white, black, yellow, blue, green.


    Bourne remembered where they had been attached to the primary timer and in what order Veintrop had disconnected them. Twice, Veintrop had reattached the black wire—first to the terminal on which the end of the white one had been wound, then on the terminal for the red.


    Remembering what Veintrop had done wasn’t Bourne’s problem. Though he saw that the secondary timer, like the primary, was powered by another set of six color-coded wires, the two were physically different. As a consequence, none of the terminals to which the wires were attached was in the same place.


    Pulling out his cell, Bourne called Feyd al-Saoud’s number in the hope that he could get Veintrop to tell him the truth about deactivating the secondary timer. There was no answer. Bourne wasn’t surprised. Miran Shah, mountainous as it was, was a disaster for cell service. Still, it had been worth a try.


    3:01.


    Veintrop had started with the blue wire, then the green. Bourne’s fingertips gripped the blue wire, about to unwind it from its terminal. Still, he hesitated. Why, he asked himself, would the secondary timer deactivate in the same way? Veintrop had designed this ingenious trap. The secondary timer would come into play only if the primary had been disabled. Therefore, it would make no sense to design it to be disabled in the same way.


    Bourne lifted his hands free of the secondary timer.


    2:01.


    The question here was not how to deactivate the timer; it was how Veintrop’s fiendish mind worked. If the primary had been disabled, it would mean that someone had known the right order in which to detach the wires. In the secondary, the order in which the wires needed to be detached could be reversed, or even scrambled in so many possible combinations it would be virtually impossible to stumble upon the right one before inadvertently detonating the nuclear device.


    1:19.


    The time for speculation had passed. He had to make a decision, and it had to be the right one. He decided to reverse the order; he grasped the red wire, about to unwind it when his keen eye spotted something. He leaned in closer, studying the secondary timer in a different way. Pushing aside the nest of colored wires, he discovered that the timer was attached to the main part of the device in a wholly different way than was the primary.


    :49.


    Bourne tipped the primary out of its niche, the better to see what was underneath. Then he pulled it free of the detonator, to which it was attached by a single wire. Now he saw the secondary timer unimpeded. It was resting directly against the detonator. The trouble was, he couldn’t see where the two were attached.


    :27.


    He moved the wires away, careful not to detach any of them. Using a fingernail, he lifted the right edge of the secondary timer up and away from the detonator. Nothing.


    :18.


    He slipped his nail beneath the left edge. It wouldn’t budge. He applied more pressure and slowly, up it came. There, beneath, he saw the wire, coiled like a tiny snake. His finger touched it, moved it slightly, and like a snake, it uncoiled. He couldn’t believe his eyes.


    The wire wasn’t attached to the detonator!


    :10.


    He heard the voice of Dr. Veintrop. “I was a prisoner,” he’d said. “You don’t understand, I…” Bourne hadn’t allowed him to finish his thought. Again, the problem was to solve the riddle of Veintrop’s mind. He was a man who enjoyed playing mind games—his research proved as much. If Fadi had held him against his will, if Fadi had used Katya against him, Veintrop would have tried to gain a measure of vengeance against him.


    Bourne took up the primary, checked the wire dangling from it. The insulation was intact, but the bare copper core at the end felt loose. It came away in his fingers, no more than a couple of centimeters in length. The wire was a fake. He removed his hands from the device, sat back, watched the timer face count down its final seconds. His heart beat painfully against the cage of his chest. If he was wrong…


    :00.


    But he wasn’t wrong. Nothing happened. There was no detonation, no nuclear holocaust. There was only silence. Veintrop had gained his revenge against his captors. Under Fadi’s nose, he’d secretly disarmed the device.


    Bourne began to laugh. Veintrop had been made to accurately rig the primary trigger, but with the backup he’d somehow cleverly fooled Fadi and Dujja’s other scientists. He closed the attaché case, took it as he rose. He laughed all the way out of the building.

  


  
    FORTY-TWO

  


  
    In the aftermath of the C-4 explosion, Soraya invoked the power of her CI credentials. The surrounding buildings, thick, hulking government edifices, had sustained superficial damage, but nothing structural. The street, however, was a disaster. An enormous hole had been blown out of it, into which the incinerated remains of the limo had dropped like a flaming meteor. The one saving grace was that at this time of the evening, there were no pedestrians in the general vicinity.


    Dozens of police cars, fire engines, ambulances, and various emergency and utility agency personnel were swarming over the area, which had been cordoned off. Power was out in a two-and-a-half-square-kilometer radius, and the immediate area was without water, as the mains were ruptured.


    Soraya and Tyrone had given statements to the police, but already she saw Rob Batt and Bill Hunter, chief of the Security Directorate, on the scene, taking over. Batt saw her and gave her a sit tight nod as he spoke to the police captain nominally in charge of the scene.


    “All this official shit make me nervous as a priest wid the clap,” Tyrone said.


    Soraya laughed. “Don’t worry. I’m here to protect you.”


    Tyrone gave a snort of derision, but she saw that he stayed close to her. With the din of workers moving equipment, shouting to one another, vehicles pulling up, they seemed to be engulfed in a web of sound.


    Above them, a news helicopter hovered. Soon it was joined by another. With a roar, air force jets, scrambled and weapons loaded, did a flyby. Their wingtips waggled, then they were gone into the clear evening sky.


    



    New York was fogbound the morning Bourne arrived at the gates of the Cloisters. He passed through, holding the bronze urn containing Martin Lindros’s remains close against his chest. He’d sent the dozen roses to Moira, then discovered when she’d called him that they were a silent good-bye from Martin to her.


    He’d never met Moira. Martin had only mentioned her once, when he and Bourne had gotten very, very drunk.


    Bourne saw her now, a slim, shapely figure in the mist, dark hair swirled about her face. She was standing where she said she would be, in front of the tree that had been trained to spread against the stone blocks of a building wall. She had been overseas on business; had arrived home, she said, only hours before Bourne’s call. She had, it seemed, done her weeping in private.


    Dry-eyed, she nodded to him, and together they walked to the south parapet. Below them were trees. Off to the right, he could see the flat surface of the Hudson River. It looked dull and sluggish, as if it were the skin of a serpent about to be shed.


    “We each knew him in different ways.” Moira said this carefully, as if fearful of giving away too much of what she and Martin had had together.


    Bourne said, “If you can know anyone at all.”


    The flesh around her eyes was puffy. No doubt she had spent the last several days crying. Her face was strong, sharp-featured, her deep brown eyes wide apart and intelligent. There was an uncommon serenity about her, as if she was a woman content with herself. She would have been good for Martin, Bourne thought.


    He opened the top of the urn. Inside was a plastic bag filled with carbon dust, the stuff of life. Moira used her long, slender fingers to open the bag. Together they lifted the urn over the top of the parapet, tipped it, watched as the gray matter floated out, became one with the mist.


    Moira stared into the indistinct shapes below them. “What matters is we both loved him.”


    Bourne supposed that was the perfect eulogy, one that brought a kind of peace to all three of them.
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    Prologue


    High Security Prison Colony 13, Nizhny Tagil, Russia/Campione d’Italia, Switzerland


    
      



      While the four inmates waited for Borya Maks to appear, they lounged against filthy stone walls whose cold no longer affected them. Out in the prison yard where they smoked expensive black-market cigarettes made from harsh black Turkish tobacco, they talked among themselves as if they had nothing better to do than to suck the acrid smoke into their lungs, expel it in puffs that seemed to harden in the freezing air. Above their heads was a cloudless sky whose glittering starlight turned it into a depthless enamel shell. Ursa Major, Lynx, Canes Venatici, Perseus—these same constellations burned the heavens above Moscow, six hundred miles to the southwest, but how different life was here from the gaudy, overheated clubs of Trehgorny val and Sadovnicheskaya street.


      By day the inmates of Colony 13 manufactured parts for the T-90, Russia’s formidable battle tank. But at night what do men without conscience or emotion talk to one another about? Strangely, family. There was a stability to coming home to a wife and children that defined their previous lives like the massive walls of High Security Colony 13 defined their present ones. What they did to earn money—lie, cheat, steal, extort, blackmail, torture, and kill—was all they knew. That they did these things well was a given, otherwise they would have been dead. Theirs was a life outside civilization as most people knew it. Returning to the warmth of a familiar woman, to the homey smells of sweet beets, boiled cabbage, stewed meat, the fire of peppery vodka, was a comfort that made them all nostalgic. The nostalgia bound them as securely as the tattoos of their shadowy profession.


      A soft whistle cut through the frosty night air, evaporated their reminiscences like turpentine on oil paint. The night lost all its imagined color, returned to blue and black as Borya Maks appeared. Maks was a big man—a man who lifted weights for an hour, followed by ninety minutes of skipping rope every single day he’d been inside. As a contract killer for Kazanskaya, a branch of the Russian grupperovka trafficking in drugs and black-market cars, he held a certain status among the fifteen hundred inmates of Colony 13. The guards feared and despised him. His reputation preceded him like a shadow at sunset. He was not unlike the eye of a hurricane, around which swirled the howling winds of violence and death. The latest being the fifth man in the group that was now four. Kazanskaya or no Kazanskaya, Maks had to be punished, otherwise all of them knew their days in Colony 13 were numbered.


      They smiled at Maks. One of them offered him a cigarette, another lit it for him as he bent forward, cupping a hand to keep the tiny flame alive in the wind. The other two men each grabbed one of Maks’s steel-banded arms, while the man who had offered the cigarette drove a makeshift knife he’d painstakingly honed in the prison factory toward Maks’s solar plexus. At the last instant Maks slapped it away with a superbly attuned flick of his hand. Immediately the man with the burned match delivered a vicious uppercut to the point of Maks’s chin.


      Maks staggered back into the chests of the two men holding his arms. But at the same time, he stomped the heel of his left boot onto the instep of one of the men holding him. Shaking his left arm free, he swung his body in a sharp arc, driving his cocked elbow into the rib cage of the man holding his right arm. Free for the moment, he put his back against the wall deep in shadow. The four closed ranks, moving in for the kill. The one with the knife stepped to the fore, another slipped a curved scrap of metal over his knuckles.


      The fight began in earnest with grunts of pain and effort, showers of sweat, smears of blood. Maks was powerful and canny; his reputation was well deserved, but though he delivered as good as he got, he was facing four determined enemies. When Maks drove one to his knees another would take his place, so that there were always two of them beating at him while the others regrouped and repaired themselves as best they could. The four had had no illusions about the task ahead of them. They knew they’d never overcome Maks at the first or even the second attack. Their plan was to wear him down in shifts; while they took breaks, they allowed him none.


      And it appeared to be working. Bloody and bruised, they continued their relentless assault, until Maks drove the edge of his hand into the throat of one of the four—the one with the homemade knife—crushing his cricoid cartilage. As the man staggered back into the arms of his compatriots, gasping like a hooked fish, Maks grabbed the knife out of his hand. Then his eyes rolled up and he became a deadweight. Blinded by rage and bloodlust, the remaining three charged Maks.


      Their rush almost succeeded in getting inside Maks’s defenses, but he dealt with them calmly and efficiently. Muscles popped along his arms as he turned, presenting his left side to them, giving them a smaller target, even as he used the knife in short, flicking thrusts and stabs to inflict a picket line of wounds that, though not deep, produced a welter of blood. This was deliberate, Maks’s counter to their tactic of trying to wear him out. Fatigue was one thing, loss of blood quite another.


      One of his assailants lunged forward, slipped on his own blood, and Maks hammered him down. This created an opening, and the one with the makeshift knuckle-duster moved in, slamming the metal into the side of Maks’s neck. Maks at once lost breath and strength. The remaining men beat an unholy tattoo on him and were on the verge of plowing him under when a guard emerged out of the murk to drive them methodically back with a solid wood truncheon whose force was far more devastating than any piece of scrap metal could be.


      A shoulder separated, then cracked under the expertly wielded truncheon; another man had the side of his skull staved in. The third, turning to flee, was struck flush on his third sacral vertebra, which shattered on impact, breaking his back.


      “What are you doing?” Maks said to the guard between attempts to regain control of his breathing. “I assumed these bastards bribed all the guards.”


      “They did.” The guard grabbed Maks’s elbow. “This way,” he indicated with the glistening end of the truncheon.


      Maks’s eyes narrowed. “That’s not the way back to the cells.”


      “Do you want to get out of here or not?” the guard said.


      Maks nodded his conditional assent, and the two men loped across the deserted yard. The guard kept his body pressed against the wall, and Maks followed suit. They moved at a deliberate pace, he saw, that kept them out of the beams of the roving spotlights. He would have wondered who this guard was, but there was no time. Besides, in the back of his mind he’d been expecting something like this. He knew his boss, the head of the Kazanskaya, wasn’t going to let him rot in Colony 13 for the rest of his life, if only because he was too valuable an asset to let rot. Who could possibly replace the great Borya Maks? Only one, perhaps: Leonid Arkadin. But Arkadin—whoever he was; no one Maks knew had ever met him or seen his face—wouldn’t work for Kazanskaya, or any of the families; he was a freelancer, the last of a dying breed. If he existed at all, which, frankly, Maks doubted. He’d grown up with stories of bogeymen with all manner of unbelievable powers—for some perverse reason Russians delighted in trying to scare their children. But the fact was, Maks never believed in bogeymen, was never scared. He had no reason to be scared of the specter of Leonid Arkadin, either.


      By this time the guard had pulled open a door midway along the wall. They ducked in just as a searchlight beam crawled across the stones against which, moments before, they had been pressed.


      After several turnings, he found himself in the corridor that led to the communal men’s shower, beyond which, he knew, was one of the two entries to the wing of the prison. How this guard meant to get them through the checkpoints was anyone’s guess, but Maks wasted no energy trying to second-guess him. Up to now he’d known just what to do and how to do it. Why should this be any different? The man was clearly a professional. He’d researched the prison thoroughly, he obviously had major juice behind him: first, to have gotten in here, second, to have the apparent run of the place. That was Maks’s boss all over.


      As they moved down the corridor toward the opening to the showers, Maks said, “Who are you?”


      “My name is unimportant,” the guard said. “Who sent me is not.”


      Maks absorbed everything in the unnatural stillness of the prison night. The guard’s Russian was flawless, but to Maks’s practiced eye he didn’t look Russian, or Georgian, Chechen, Ukrainian, or Azerbaijani, for that matter. He was small by Maks’s standards, but then almost everyone was small by his standards. His body was toned, though, its responses finely honed. He possessed the preternatural stillness of properly harnessed energy. He made no move unless he needed to and then used only the amount of energy required, no more. Maks himself was like this, so it was easy for him to spot the subtle signs others would miss. The guard’s eyes were pale, his expression grim, almost detached, like a surgeon in the OR. His light hair thick on top, spiked in a style that would have been unfamiliar to Maks had he not been an aficionado of international magazines and foreign films. In fact, if Maks didn’t know better he’d say the guard was American. But that was impossible. Maks’s boss didn’t employ Americans; he co-opted them.


      “So Maslov sent you,” Maks said. Dimitri Maslov was the head of Kazanskaya. “It’s about fucking time, let me tell you. Fifteen months in this place feels like fifteen years.”


      At that moment, as they came abreast of the showers, the guard, without turning fully around, swung the truncheon into the side of Maks’s head. Maks, taken completely by surprise, staggered onto the bare concrete floor of the shower room, which reeked of mildew, disinfectant, and men lacking proper hygiene.


      The guard came after him as nonchalantly as if he were out for the evening with a girl on his arm. He swung the truncheon almost lazily. He struck Maks on his left biceps, just hard enough to herd him backward toward the line of showerheads protruding from the moist rear wall. But Maks refused to be herded, by this guard or by anyone else. As the truncheon whistled down from the apex of its arc, he stepped forward, broke the trajectory of the blow with his tensed forearm. Now, inside the guard’s line of defense, he could go to work in the way that suited the situation best.


      The homemade knife was in his left hand. He thrust it point-first. When the guard moved to block it, he slashed upward, ripping the edge of the blade against flesh. He’d aimed for the underside of the guard’s wrist, the nexus of veins that, if severed, would render the hand useless. The guard’s reflexes were as fast as his own, though, and instead the blade scored the arm of the leather jacket. But it did not penetrate the leather as it should have. Maks only had time to register that the jacket must be lined with Kevlar or some other impenetrable material before the callused edge of the guard’s hand struck the knife from his grip.


      Another blow sent him reeling back. He tripped over one of the drain holes, his heel sinking into it, and the guard smashed the sole of his boot into the side of Maks’s knee. There was an awful sound, the grinding of bone against bone as Maks’s right leg collapsed.


      As the guard closed in he said, “It wasn’t Dimitri Maslov who sent me. It was Pyotr Zilber.”


      Maks struggled to extricate his heel, which he could no longer feel, from the drain hole. “I don’t know who you’re talking about.”


      The guard grabbed his shirtfront. “You killed his brother, Aleksei. One shot to the back of the head. They found him facedown in the Moskva River.”


      “It was business,” Maks said. “Just business.”


      “Yes, well, this is personal,” the guard said as he drove his knee into Maks’s crotch.


      Maks doubled over. When the guard bent to haul him upright, he slammed the top of his head against the point of the guard’s chin. Blood spurted from between the guard’s lips as his teeth cut into his tongue.


      Maks used this advantage to drive his fist into the guard’s side just over his kidney. The guard’s eyes opened wide—the only indication that he felt pain—and he kicked Maks’s ruined knee. Maks went down and stayed down. Agony flowed in a river through him. As he struggled to compartmentalize it, the guard kicked again. He felt his ribs give way, his cheek kissed the stinking concrete floor. He lay dazed, unable to rise.


      The guard squatted down beside him. Seeing the grimace the guard made gave Maks a measure of satisfaction, but that was all he was destined to receive in the way of solace.


      “I have money,” Maks gasped weakly. “It’s buried in a safe place where no one will find it. If you get me out of here, I’ll lead you to it. You can have half. That’s over half a million American dollars.”


      This only made the guard angry. He struck Maks hard on his ear, making sparks fly behind his eyes. His head rang with a pain that in anyone else would have been unendurable. “Do you think I’m like you? That I have no loyalty?” He spat into Maks’s face.


      “Poor Maks, you made a grave error killing this boy. People like Pyotr Zilber never forget. And they have the means to move heaven and earth to get what they want.”


      “All right,” Maks whispered, “you can have it all. More than a million dollars.”


      “Pyotr Zilber wants you dead, Maks. I came here to tell you that. And to kill you.” His expression changed subtly. “But first.”


      He extended Maks’s left arm, trod on the wrist, pinning it securely against the rough concrete. He then produced a pair of thick-bladed pruning shears.


      This procedure roused Maks from his pain-induced lethargy. “What are you doing?”


      The guard grasped Maks’s thumb, on the back of which was a tattoo of a skull, mirroring the larger one on his chest. It was a symbol of Maks’s exalted status in his murderous profession.


      “Besides wanting you to know the identity of the man who ordered your death, Pyotr Zilber requires proof of your demise, Maks.”


      The guard settled the shears at the base of Maks’s thumb, then he squeezed the handles together. Maks made a gurgling sound, not unlike that of a baby.


      As a butcher would, the guard wrapped the thumb in a square of waxed paper, snapped a rubber band around it, then sealed it in a plastic bag.


      “Who are you?” Maks managed to get out.


      “My name is Arkadin,” the guard said. He opened his shirt, revealing a pair of candlestick tattoos on his chest. “Or, in your case, Death.”


      With a movement full of grace Arkadin broke Maks’s neck.


      



      



      Crisp Alpine sunlight lit up Campione d’Italia, a tiny exquisite Italian enclave of two-thirds of a square mile nestled within the clockwork-perfect setting of Switzerland. Owing to its prime position on the eastern edge of Lake Lugano, it was both stupendously picturesque and an excellent place to be domiciled. Like Monaco, it was a tax haven for wealthy individuals who owned magnificent villas and gambled away idle hours at the Casino di Campione. Money and valuables could be stored in Swiss banks, with their justly famous reputation for discreet service, completely shielded from international law enforcement’s prying eyes.


      It was this little-known, idyllic setting that Pyotr Zilber chose for the first face-to-face meeting with Leonid Arkadin. He had contacted Arkadin through an intermediary, for various security reasons opting not to contact the contract killer directly. From an early age Pyotr had learned that there was no such thing as being too security-minded. There was a heavy burden of responsibility being born into a family with secrets.


      From his lofty perch on the overlook just off Via Totone, Pyotr had a breathtaking panorama of the red-brown tile roofs of the chalets and apartment houses, the palm-lined squares of the town, the cerulean waters of the lake, the mountains, their shoulders mantled with capes of mist. The distant drone of powerboats, leaving frothy scimitars of white wake, came to him intermittently while he sat in his gray BMW. In truth, part of his mind was already on his imminent trip. Having gotten the stolen document, he had sent it on the long journey along his network to its ultimate end.


      Being here excited him in the most extraordinary way. His anticipation of what was to come, of the accolades he would receive, especially from his father, sent an electric charge through him. He was on the brink of an unimaginable victory. Arkadin had called him from the Moscow airport to tell him that the operation had been successful, that he had in his possession the physical proof Pyotr required.


      He had taken a risk going after Maks, but the man had murdered Pyotr’s brother. Was he supposed to turn his cheek and forget the affront? He knew better than anyone his father’s stern dictum to keep to the shadows, to remain hidden, but he thought this one act of vengeance was worth the risk. Besides, he’d handled the matter via intermediaries, the way he knew his father would have.


      Hearing the deep growl of a car engine, he turned, saw a dark blue Mercedes come up the rise toward the overlook.


      The only real risk he was taking was going to happen right now, and that, he knew, couldn’t be helped. If Leonid Arkadin was able to infiltrate Colony 13 in Nizhny Tagil and kill Borya Maks, he was the man for the next job Pyotr had in mind. One his father should have taken care of years ago. Now he had a chance to finish what his father was too timid to attempt. To the bold belonged the spoils. The document he’d procured was proof positive that the time for caution was at an end.


      The Mercedes drew to a stop beside his BMW, a man with light hair and even lighter eyes emerging with the fluidity of a tiger. He was not a particularly large man, he wasn’t overmuscled like many of the Russian grupperovka personnel; nevertheless something inside him radiated a quiet menace Pyotr found impressive. From a very young age Pyotr had been exposed to dangerous men. At the age of eleven he had killed a man who had threatened his mother. He hadn’t hesitated in the slightest. If he had, his mother would have died that afternoon in the Azerbaijani bazaar at the hands of the knife-wielding assassin. That assassin, as well as others over the years, had been sent by Semion Icoupov, Pyotr’s father’s implacable nemesis, the man who at this moment was safely ensconced in his villa on Viale Marco Campione, not a mile from where Pyotr and Leonid Arkadin now stood.


      The two men did not greet each other, did not address each other by name. Arkadin took out the stainless-steel briefcase Pyotr had sent him. Pyotr reached for its twin inside the BMW. The exchange was made on the hood of the Mercedes. The men put the cases down side by side, unlocked them. Arkadin’s contained Maks’s severed thumb, wrapped and bagged. Pyotr’s contained thirty thousand dollars in diamonds, the only currency Arkadin accepted as payment.


      Arkadin waited patiently. As Pyotr unwrapped the thumb he stared out at the lake, perhaps wishing he were on one of the powerboats slicing a path away from land. Maks’s thumb had withered slightly on the journey from Russia. A certain odor emanated from it, which was not unfamiliar to Pyotr Zilber. He’d buried his share of family and compatriots. He turned so the sunlight struck the tattoo, produced a small magnifying glass through which he peered at the marking.


      At length, he put the glass away. “Did he prove difficult?”


      Arkadin turned back to face him. For a moment he stared implacably into Pyotr’s eyes. “Not especially.”


      Pyotr nodded. He threw the thumb over the side of the overlook, tossed the empty case after it. Arkadin, taking this to be the conclusion of their deal, reached for the packet filled with diamonds. Opening it, he took out a jeweler’s loupe, plucked a diamond at random, examined it with an expert’s aplomb.


      When he nodded, satisfied as to the clarity and color, Pyotr said, “How would you like to make three times what I paid you for this assignment?”


      “I’m a very busy man,” Arkadin said, revealing nothing.


      Pyotr inclined his head deferentially. “I have no doubt.”


      “I only take assignments that interest me.”


      “Would Semion Icoupov interest you?”


      Arkadin stood very still. Two sports cars passed, heading up the road as if it were Le Mans. In the echo of their throaty exhausts, Arkadin said, “How convenient that we happen to be in the tiny principality where Semion Icoupov lives.”


      “You see?” Pyotr grinned. “I know precisely how busy you are.”


      “Two hundred thousand,” Arkadin said. “The usual terms.”


      Pyotr, who had anticipated Arkadin’s fee, nodded his agreement. “Conditional on immediate delivery.”


      “Agreed.”


      Pyotr popped the trunk of the BMW. Inside were two more cases. From one, he transferred a hundred thousand in diamonds to the case on the Mercedes’s hood. From the other, he handed Arkadin a packet of documents, including a satellite map, indicating the precise location of Icoupov’s villa, a list of his bodyguards, and a set of architectural blueprints of the villa, including the electrical circuits, the separate power supply, and details of the security devices in place.


      “Icoupov is in residence now,” Pyotr said. “How you make your way inside is up to you.”


      “I’ll be in touch.” After paging through the documents, asking a question here and there, Arkadin placed them in the case on top of the diamonds, snapped the lid shut, slung the case into the passenger’s seat of the Mercedes as easily as if it were filled with balloons.


      “Tomorrow, same time, right here,” Pyotr said as Arkadin slid behind the wheel.


      The Mercedes started up, its engine purring. Then Arkadin put it in gear. As he slid out onto the road, Pyotr turned to walk to the front of the BMW. He heard the squeal of brakes, the slewing of a car, and turned to see the Mercedes heading directly toward him. He was paralyzed for a moment. What the hell is he doing? he asked himself. Belatedly, he began to run. But the Mercedes was already on top of him, its front grille slammed into him, pinned him to the side of the BMW.


      Through a haze of agony he saw Arkadin get out of his car, walk toward him. Then something gave out inside him and he passed into oblivion.


      



      He regained consciousness in a paneled study, gleaming with polished brass fixtures, lush with jewel-toned Isfahan carpets. A walnut desk and chair were within his field of vision, as was an enormous window that looked out on the sparkling water of Lake Lugano and the veiled mountains behind it. The sun was low in the west, sending long shadows the color of a fresh bruise over the water, up the whitewashed walls of Campione d’Italia.


      He was bound to a plain wooden chair that seemed to be as out of place in the surroundings of wealth and power as he was. He tried to take a deep breath, winced with shocking pain. Looking down, he saw bandages wrapped tightly around his chest, realized that he must have at least one cracked rib.


      “At last you have returned from the land of the dead. For a while there you had me worried.”


      It was painful for Pyotr to turn his head. Every muscle in his body felt as if it were on fire. But his curiosity would not be denied, so he bit his lip, kept turning his head until a man came into view. He was rather small, stoop-shouldered. Glasses with round lenses were fitted over large, watery eyes. His bronzed scalp, lined and furrowed as pastureland, was without a single hair, but as if to make up for his bald pate his eyebrows were astonishingly thick, arching up over the skin above his eye sockets. He looked like one of those wily Turkish traders from the Levant.


      “Semion Icoupov,” Pyotr said. He coughed. His mouth felt stiff, as if it were stuffed with cotton. He could taste the salt-copper of his own blood, and swallowed heavily.


      Icoupov could have moved so that Pyotr didn’t have to twist his neck so far in order to keep him in view, but he didn’t. Instead he dropped his gaze to the sheet of heavy paper he’d unrolled. “You know, these architectural plans of my villa are so complete I’m learning things about the building I never knew before. For instance, there is a sub-basement below the cellar.” He ran his stubby forefinger along the surface of the plan. “I suppose it would take some doing to break into it now, but who knows, it might prove worthwhile.”


      His head snapped up and he fixed Pyotr with his gaze. “For instance, it would make a perfect place for your incarceration. I’d be assured that not even my closest neighbor would hear you scream.” He smiled, a cue for a terrible focusing of his energies. “And you will scream, Pyotr, this I promise you.” His head swiveled, the beacons of his eyes searching out someone else. “Won’t he, Leonid?”


      Now Arkadin came into Pyotr’s field of view. At once he grabbed Pyotr’s head with one hand, dug into the hinge of his jaw with the other. Pyotr had no choice but to open his mouth. Arkadin checked his teeth one by one. Pyotr knew that he was looking for a false tooth filled with liquid cyanide. A death pill.


      “All his,” Arkadin said as he let go of Pyotr.


      “I’m curious,” Icoupov said. “How in the world did you procure these plans, Pyotr?”


      Pyotr, waiting for the proverbial shoe to drop, said nothing. But all at once he began to shiver so violently his teeth chattered.


      Icoupov signaled to Arkadin, who swaddled Pyotr’s upper body in a thick blanket. Icoupov brought a carved cherry chair to a position facing Pyotr, sat down on it.


      He continued just as if he hadn’t expected an answer. “I must admit that shows a fair amount of initiative on your part. So the clever boy has grown into a clever young man.” Icoupov shrugged. “I’m hardly surprised. But listen to me now, I know who you really are—did you think you could fool me by continually changing your name? The truth of the matter is you’ve prodded open a wasp’s nest, so you shouldn’t be surprised to get stung. And stung and stung and stung.”


      He inclined his upper body toward Pyotr. “However much your father and I despise each other, we grew up together; once we were as close as brothers. So. Out of respect for him, I won’t lie to you, Pyotr. This bold foray of yours won’t end well. In fact, it was doomed from the start. And d’you want to know why? You needn’t answer; of course you do. Your earthly needs betrayed you, Pyotr. That delicious girl you’ve been bedding for the past six months belongs to me. I know you’re thinking that’s not possible. I know you vetted her thoroughly; that’s your MO. I anticipated all your inquiries; I made certain you received the answers you needed to hear.”


      Pyotr, staring into Icoupov’s face, found his teeth chattering again, no matter how tightly he clamped his jaw.


      “Tea, please, Philippe,” Icoupov said to an unseen person. Moments later, a slender young man set an English silver tea service onto a low table at Icoupov’s right hand. Like a favorite uncle, Icoupov went about pouring and sugaring the tea. He put the porcelain cup to Pyotr’s bluish lips, said, “Please drink, Pyotr. It’s for your own good.”


      Pyotr stared implacably at him until Icoupov said, “Ah, yes, I see.” He sipped the tea from the cup himself to assure Pyotr it was only tea, then offered it again. The rim chattered against Pyotr’s teeth, but eventually Pyotr drank, slowly at first, then more avidly. When the tea was drained, Icoupov set the cup back on its matching saucer. By this time Pyotr’s shivering had subsided.


      “Feeling better?”


      “I’ll feel better,” Pyotr said, “when I get out of here.”


      “Ah, well, I’m afraid that won’t be for some time,” Icoupov said. “If ever. Unless you tell me what I want to know.”


      He hitched his chair closer; the benign uncle’s expression was now nowhere to be found. “You stole something that belongs to me,” he said. “I want it back.”


      “It never belonged to you; you stole it first.”


      Pyotr replied with such venom that Icoupov said, “You hate me as much as you love your father; this is your basic problem, Pyotr. You never learned that hate and love are essentially the same in that the person who loves is as easily manipulated as the person who hates.”


      Pyotr screwed up his mouth, as if Icoupov’s words left a bitter taste in his mouth. “Anyway, it’s too late. The document is already on its way.”


      Instantly, there was a change in Icoupov’s demeanor. His face became as closed as a fist. A certain tension lent his entire small body the aspect of a weapon about to be launched. “Where did you send it?”


      Pyotr shrugged, but said nothing more.


      Icoupov’s face turned dark with momentary rage. “Do you think I know nothing about the information and matériel pipeline you have been refining for the past three years? It’s how you send information you stole from me back to your father, wherever he is.”


      For the first time since he’d regained consciousness, Pyotr smiled. “If you knew anything important about the pipeline, you’d have rolled it up by now.”


      At this Icoupov regained the icy control over his emotions.


      “I told you talking to him would be useless,” Arkadin said from his position directly behind Pyotr’s chair.


      “Nevertheless,” Icoupov said, “there are certain protocols that must be acknowledged. I’m not an animal.”


      Pyotr snorted.


      Icoupov eyed his prisoner. Sitting back, he fastidiously pulled up his trouser leg, crossed one leg over the other, laced his stubby fingers on his lower belly.


      “I give you one last chance to continue this conversation.”


      It was not until the silence was drawn out into an almost intolerable length that Icoupov raised his gaze to Arkadin.


      “Pyotr, why are you doing this to me?” he said with a resigned tone. And then to Arkadin, “Begin.”


      Though it cost him in pain and breath, Pyotr twisted as far as he was able, but he couldn’t see what Arkadin was doing. He heard the sound of implements on a metal cart being rolled across the carpet.


      Pyotr turned back. “You don’t frighten me.”


      “I don’t mean to frighten you, Pyotr,” Icoupov said. “I mean to hurt you, very, very badly.”


      



      With a painful convulsion, Pyotr’s world contracted to the pinpoint of a star in the night sky. He was locked within the confines of his mind, but despite all his training, all his courage, he could not compartmentalize the pain. There was a hood over his head, drawn tight around his neck. This confinement magnified the pain a hundredfold because, despite his fearlessness, Pyotr was subject to claustrophobia. For someone who never went into caves, small spaces, or even underwater, the hood was the worst of all possible worlds. His senses could tell him that, in fact, he wasn’t confined at all, but his mind wouldn’t accept that input—it was in the full flight of panic. The pain Arkadin was inflicting on him was one thing, its magnification was quite another. Pyotr’s mind was spinning out of control. He felt a wildness enter him—the wolf caught in a trap that begins to frantically gnaw its leg off. But the mind was not a limb; he couldn’t gnaw it off.


      Dimly, he heard someone asking him a question to which he knew the answer. He didn’t want to give the answer, but he knew he would because the voice told him the hood would come off if he answered. His crazed mind only knew it needed the hood off; it could no longer distinguish right from wrong, good from evil, lies from truth. It reacted to only one imperative: the need to survive. He tried to move his fingers, but in bending over him his interrogator must have been pressing down on them with the heels of his hands.


      Pyotr couldn’t hang on any longer. He answered the question.


      The hood didn’t come off. He howled in indignation and terror. Of course it didn’t come off, he thought in a tiny instant of lucidity. If it did, he’d have no incentive to answer the next question and the next and the next.


      And he would answer them—all of them. He knew this with a bone-chilling certainty. Even though part of him suspected that the hood might never come off, his trapped mind would take the chance. It had no other choice.


      But now that he could move his fingers, there was another choice. Just before the whirlwind of panicked madness overtook him again, Pyotr made that choice. There was one way out and, saying a silent prayer to Allah, he took it.


      



      Icoupov and Arkadin stood over Pyotr’s body. Pyotr’s head lay on one side; his lips were very blue, and a faint but distinct foam emanated from his half-open mouth. Icoupov bent down, sniffed the scent of bitter almonds.


      “I didn’t want him dead, Leonid, I was very clear on the point.” Icoupov was vexed. “How did he get hold of cyanide?”


      “They used a variation I’ve never encountered.” Arkadin did not look happy himself. “He was fitted with a false fingernail.”


      “He would have talked.”


      “Of course he would have talked,” Arkadin said. “He’d already begun.”


      “So he took it upon himself to shut his own mouth, forever.” Icoupov shook his head in distaste. “This will have significant fallout. He’s got dangerous friends.”


      “I’ll find them,” Arkadin said. “I’ll kill them.”


      Icoupov shook his head. “Even you can’t kill them all in time.”


      “I can contact Mischa.”


      “And risk losing everything? No. I understand your connection with him—closest friend, mentor. I understand the urge to talk to him, to see him. But you can’t, not until this is finished and Mischa comes home. That’s final.”


      “I understand.”


      Icoupov walked over the window, stood with his hand behind his back contemplating the fall of darkness. Lights sparkled along the edges of the lake, up the hillside of Campione d’Italia. There ensued a long silence while he contemplated the face of the altered landscape. “We’ll have to move up the timetable, that’s all there is to it. And you’ll take Sevastopol as a starting point. Use the one name you got out of Pyotr before he committed suicide.”


      He turned around to face Arkadin. “Everything now rides on you, Leonid. This attack has been in the planning stages for three years. It has been designed to cripple the American economy. Now there are barely two weeks left before it becomes a reality.” He walked noiselessly across the carpet. “Philippe will provide you with money, documents, weaponry that will escape electronic detection, anything you need. Find this man in Sevastopol. Retrieve the document, and when you do, follow the pipeline back and shut it down so that it will never again be used to threaten our plans.”
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    Who is David Webb?”


    Moira Trevor, standing in front of his desk at Georgetown University, asked the question so seriously that Jason Bourne felt obliged to answer.


    “Strange,” he said, “no one’s ever asked me that before. David Webb is a linguistics expert, a man with two children who are living happily with their grandparents”—Marie’s parents—“on a ranch in Canada.”


    Moira frowned. “Don’t you miss them?”


    “I miss them terribly,” Bourne said, “but the truth is they’re far better off where they are. What kind of life could I offer them? And then there’s the constant danger from my Bourne identity. Marie was kidnapped and threatened in order to force me to do something I had no intention of doing. I won’t make that mistake again.”


    “But surely you see them from time to time.”


    “As often as I can, but it’s difficult. I can’t afford to have anyone following me back to them.”


    “My heart goes out to you,” Moira said, meaning it. She smiled. “I must say it’s odd seeing you here, on a university campus, behind a desk.” She laughed. “Shall I buy you a pipe and a jacket with elbow patches?”


    Bourne smiled. “I’m content here, Moira. Really I am.”


    “I’m happy for you. Martin’s death was difficult for both of us. My anodyne is going back to work full-bore. Yours is obviously here, in a new life.”


    “An old life, really.” Bourne looked around the office. “Marie was happiest when I was teaching, when she could count on me being home every night in time to have dinner with her and the kids.”


    “What about you?” Moira asked. “Were you happiest here?”


    A cloud passed across Bourne’s face. “I was happy being with Marie.” He turned to her. “I can’t imagine being able to say that to anyone else but you.”


    “A rare compliment from you, Jason.”


    “Are my compliments so rare?”


    “Like Martin, you’re a master at keeping secrets,” she said. “But I have doubts about how healthy that is.”


    “I’m sure it’s not healthy at all,” Bourne said. “But it’s the life we chose.”


    “Speaking of which.” She sat down on a chair opposite him. “I came early for our dinner date to talk to you about a work situation, but now, seeing how content you are here, I don’t know whether to continue.”


    Bourne recalled the first time he had seen her, a slim, shapely figure in the mist, dark hair swirling about her face. She was standing at the parapet in the Cloisters, overlooking the Hudson River. The two of them had come there to say goodbye to their mutual friend Martin Lindros, whom Bourne had valiantly tried to save, only to fail.


    Today Moira was dressed in a wool suit, a silk blouse open at the throat. Her face was strong, with a prominent nose, deep brown eyes wide apart, intelligent, curved slightly at their outer corners. Her hair fell to her shoulders in luxuriant waves. There was an uncommon serenity about her, a woman who knew what she was about, who wouldn’t be intimidated or bullied by anyone, woman or man.


    Perhaps this last was what Bourne liked best about her. In that, though in no other way, she was like Marie. He had never pried into her relationship with Martin, but he assumed it had been romantic, since Martin had given Bourne standing orders to send her a dozen red roses should he ever die. This Bourne had done, with a sadness whose depth surprised even him.


    Settled in her chair, one long, shapely leg crossed over her knee, she looked the model of a European businesswoman. She had told him that she was half French, half English, but her genes still carried the imprint of ancient Venetian and Turkish ancestors. She was proud of the fire in her mixed blood, the result of wars, invasions, fierce love.


    “Go on.” He leaned forward, elbows on his desk. “I want to hear what you have to say.”


    She nodded. “All right. As I’ve told you, NextGen Energy Solutions has completed our new liquid natural gas terminal in Long Beach. Our first shipment is due in two weeks. I had this idea, which now seems utterly crazy, but here goes. I’d like you to head up the security procedures. My bosses are worried the terminal would make an awfully tempting target for any terrorist group, and I agree. Frankly, I can’t think of anyone who’d make it more secure than you.”


    “I’m flattered, Moira. But I have obligations here. As you know, Professor Specter has installed me as the head of the Comparative Linguistics Department. I don’t want to disappoint him.”


    “I like Dominic Specter, Jason, really I do. You’ve made it clear that he’s your mentor. Actually, he’s David Webb’s mentor, right? But it’s Jason Bourne I first met, it feels like it’s Jason Bourne I’ve been coming to know these last few months. Who is Jason Bourne’s mentor?”


    Bourne’s face darkened, as it had at the mention of Marie. “Alex Conklin’s dead.”


    Moira shifted in her chair. “If you come work with me there’s no baggage attached to it. Think about it. It’s a chance to leave your past lives behind—both David Webb’s and Jason Bourne’s. I’m flying to Munich shortly because a key element of the terminal is being manufactured there. I need an expert opinion on it when I check the specs.”


    “Moira, there are any number of experts you can use.”


    “But none whose opinion I trust as much as yours. This is crucial stuff, Jason. More than half the goods shipped into the United States come through the port at Long Beach, so our security measures have to be something special. The US government has already shown it has neither the time nor the inclination to secure commercial traffic, so we’re forced to police it ourselves. The danger to this terminal is real and it’s serious. I know how expert you are at bypassing even the most arcane security systems. You’re the perfect candidate to put nonconventional measures into place.”


    Bourne stood. “Moira, listen to me. Marie was David Webb’s biggest cheerleader. Since her death, I’ve let go of him completely. But he’s not dead, he’s not an invalid. He lives on inside me. When I fall asleep I dream of his life as if it was someone else’s, and I wake up in a sweat. I feel as if a part of me has been sliced off. I don’t want to feel that way anymore. It’s time to give David Webb his due.”


    



    Veronica Hart’s step was light and virtually carefree as she was admitted past checkpoint after checkpoint on her way into the bunker that was the West Wing of the White House. The job she was about to be handed—director of Central Intelligence—was a formidable one, especially in the aftermath of last year’s twin debacles of murder and gross breach of security. Nevertheless, she had never been happier. Having a sense of purpose was vital to her; being singled out for daunting responsibility was the ultimate validation of all the arduous work, setbacks, and threats she’d had to endure because of her gender.


    There was also the matter of her age. At forty-six she was the youngest DCI in recent memory. Being the youngest at something was nothing new to her. Her astonishing intelligence combined with her fierce determination to ensure that she was the youngest to graduate from her college, youngest to be appointed to military intelligence, to central army command, to a highly lucrative Black River private intelligence position in Afghanistan and the Horn of Africa where, to this day, not even the heads of the seven directorates within CI knew precisely where she had been posted, whom she commanded, or what her mission had been.


    Now, at last, she was steps away from the apex, the top of the intelligence heap. She’d successfully leapt all the hurdles, sidestepped every trap, negotiated every maze, learned who to befriend and who to show her back to. She had endured relentless sexual innuendo, rumors of conduct unbecoming, stories of her reliance on her male inferiors who supposedly did her thinking for her. In each case she had triumphed, emphatically putting a stake through the heart of the lies and, in some instances, taking down their instigators.


    She was, at this stage of her life, a force to be reckoned with, a fact in which she justifiably reveled. So it was with a light heart that she approached her meeting with the president. In her briefcase was a thick file detailing the changes she proposed to make in CI to clean up the unholy mess left behind by Karim al-Jamil and the subsequent murder of her predecessor. Not surprisingly, CI was in total disarray, morale had never been lower, and of course there was resentment across the board from the all-male directorate heads, each of whom felt he should have been elevated to DCI.


    The chaos and low morale were about to change, and she had a raft of initiatives to ensure it. She was absolutely certain that the president would be delighted not only with her plans but also with the speed with which she would implement them. An intelligence organization as important and vital as CI could not long endure the despair into which it had sunk. Only the anti-terrorist black ops, Typhon, brainchild of Martin Lindros, was running normally, and for that she had its new director, Soraya Moore, to thank. Soraya’s assumption of command had been seamless. Her operatives loved her, would follow her into the fires of Hades should she ask it of them. As for the rest of CI, it was for herself to heal, energize, and give a refocused sense of purpose.


    She was surprised—perhaps shocked wasn’t too strong a word—to find the Oval Office occupied not only by the president but also by Luther LaValle, the Pentagon’s intelligence czar, and his deputy, General Richard P. Kendall. Ignoring the others, she walked across the plush American blue carpet to shake the president’s hand. She was tall, long-necked, and slender. Her ash-blond hair was cut in a stylish fashion that fell short of being masculine but lent her a businesslike air. She wore a midnight-blue suit, low-heeled pumps, small gold earrings, and a minimum of makeup. Her nails were cut square across.


    “Please have a seat, Veronica,” the president said. “You know Luther LaValle and General Kendall.”


    “Yes.” Veronica inclined her head fractionally. “Gentlemen, a pleasure to see you.” Though nothing could be farther from the truth.


    She hated LaValle. In many ways he was the most dangerous man in American intelligence, not the least because he was backed by the immensely powerful E. R. “Bud” Halliday, the secretary of defense. LaValle was a power-hungry egotist who believed that he and his people should be running American intelligence, period. He fed on war the way other people fed on meat and potatoes. And though she had never been able to prove it, she suspected that he was behind several of the more lurid rumors that had circulated about her. He enjoyed ruining other people’s reputations, savored standing impudently on the skulls of his enemies.


    Ever since Afghanistan and, subsequently, Iraq, LaValle had seized the initiative—under the typically wide-ranging and murky Pentagon rubric of “preparing the battlefield” for the troops to come—to expand the purview of the Pentagon’s intelligence-gathering initiatives until now they encroached uncomfortably on those of CI. It was an open secret within American intelligence circles that he coveted CI’s operatives and its long-established international networks. Now, with the Old Man and his anointed successor dead, it would fit LaValle’s MO to try to make a land grab in the most aggressive manner possible. This was why his presence and that of his lapdog set off the most serious warning bells inside Veronica’s mind.


    There were three chairs ranged in a rough semicircle in front of the president’s desk. Two of them were, of course, filled. Veronica took the third chair, acutely aware that she was flanked by the two men, doubtless by design. She laughed inwardly. If these two thought to intimidate her by making her feel surrounded, they were sorely mistaken. But then as the president began to talk she hoped to God her laugh wouldn’t echo hollowly in her mind an hour from now.


    



    Dominic Specter hurried around the corner as Bourne was locking the door to his office. The deep frown that creased his high forehead vanished the moment he saw Bourne.


    “David, I’m so glad I caught you before you left!” he said with great enthusiasm. Then, turning his charm on Bourne’s companion, he added, “And with the magnificent Moira, no less.” As always the perfect gentleman, he bowed to her in the Old World European fashion.


    He returned his attention to Bourne. He was a short man full of unbridled energy despite his seventy-odd years. His head seemed perfectly round, surmounted by a halo of hair that wound from ear to ear. His eyes were dark and inquisitive, his skin a deep bronze. His generous mouth made him look vaguely and amusingly like a frog about to spring from one lily pad to another. “A matter of some concern has come up and I need your opinion.” He smiled. “I see that this evening is out of the question. Would dinner tomorrow be inconvenient?”


    Bourne discerned something behind Specter’s smile that gave him pause; something was troubling his old mentor. “Why don’t we meet for breakfast?”


    “Are you certain I’m not putting you out, David?” But he couldn’t hide the relief that flooded his face.


    “Actually, breakfast is better for me,” Bourne lied, to make things easier for Specter. “Eight o’clock?”


    “Splendid! I look forward to it.” With a nod in Moira’s direction he was off.


    “A firecracker,” Moira said. “If only I’d had professors like him.”


    Bourne looked at her. “Your college years must’ve been hell.”


    She laughed. “Not quite as bad as all that, but then I only had two years of it before I fled to Berlin.”


    “If you’d had professors like Dominic Specter, your experience would have been far different, believe me.” They sidestepped several knots of students gathered to gossip or to trade questions about their last classes.


    They strode along the corridor, out the doors, descended the steps to the quad. He and Moira walked briskly across campus in the direction of the restaurant where they would have dinner. Students streamed past them, hurrying down the paths between trees and lawns. Somewhere a band was playing in the stolid, almost plodding rhythm endemic to colleges and universities. The sky was steeped in clouds, scudding overhead like clipper ships on the high seas. A dank winter wind came streaming in off the Potomac.


    “There was a time when I was plunged deep in depression. I knew it but I wouldn’t accept it—you know what I mean. Professor Specter was the one who connected with me, who was able to crack the shell I was using to protect myself. To this day I have no idea how he did it or even why he persevered. He said he saw something of himself in me. In any event, he wanted to help.”


    They passed the ivy-covered building where Specter, who was now the president of the School of International Studies at Georgetown, had his office. Men in tweed coats and corduroy jackets passed in and out of the doors, frowns of deep concentration on their faces.


    “Professor Specter gave me a job teaching linguistics. It was like a life preserver to a drowning man. What I needed most then was a sense of order and stability. I honestly don’t know what would have happened to me if not for him. He alone understood that immersing myself in language makes me happy. No matter who I’ve been, the one constant is my proficiency with languages. Learning languages is like learning history from the inside out. It encompasses the battles of ethnicity, religion, compromise, politics. So much can be learned from language because it’s been shaped by history.”


    By this time they had left campus and were walking down 36th Street, NW, toward 1789, a favorite restaurant of Moira’s, which was housed in a Federal town house. When they arrived, they were shown to a window table on the second floor in a dim, paneled, old-fashioned room with candles burning brightly on tables set with fine china and sparkling stemware. They sat down facing each other and ordered drinks.


    Bourne leaned across the table, said in a low voice, “Listen to me, Moira, because I’m going to tell you something very few people know. The Bourne identity continues to haunt me. Marie used to worry that the decisions I was forced to make, the actions I had to take as Jason Bourne would eventually drain me of all feeling, that one day I’d come back to her and David Webb would be gone for good. I can’t let that happen.”


    “Jason, you and I have spent quite a bit of time with each other since we met to scatter Martin’s ashes. I’ve never seen a hint that you’ve lost any part of your humanity.”


    Both sat back, silent as the waiter set the drinks in front of them, handed them menus. As soon as he left, Bourne said, “That’s reassuring, believe me. In the short time I’ve known you I’ve come to value your opinions. You’re not like anyone else I’ve ever met.”


    Moira took a sip of her drink, set it down, all without taking her eyes from his. “Thank you. Coming from you that’s quite a compliment, particularly because I know how special Marie was to you.”


    Bourne stared down at his drink.


    Moira reached across the starched white linen for his hand. “I’m sorry, now you’re drifting away.”


    He glanced at her hand over his but didn’t pull away. When he looked up, he said, “I relied on her for many things. But I find now that those things are slipping away from me.”


    “Is that a bad thing, or a good thing?”


    “That’s just it,” he said. “I don’t know.”


    Moira saw the anguish in his face, and her heart went out to him. It was only months ago that she’d seen him standing by the parapet in the Cloisters. He was clutching the bronze urn holding Martin’s ashes as if he never wanted to let it go. She’d known then, even if Martin hadn’t told her, what they’d meant to each other.


    “Martin was your friend,” she said now. “You put yourself in terrible jeopardy to save him. Don’t tell me you didn’t feel anything for him. Besides, by your own admission, you’re not Jason Bourne now. You’re David Webb.”


    He smiled. “You have me there.”


    Her face clouded over. “I want to ask you a question, but I don’t know whether I have the right.”


    At once, he responded to the seriousness of her expression. “Of course you can ask, Moira. Go on.”


    She took a deep breath, let it go. “Jason, I know you’ve said that you’re content at the university, and if that’s so, fine. But I also know you blame yourself for not being able to save Martin. You must understand, though, if you couldn’t save him, no one could. You did your best; he knew that, I’m sure. And now I find myself wondering if you believe you failed him—that you’re not up to being Jason Bourne anymore. I wonder if you’ve ever considered the idea that you accepted Professor Specter’s offer at the university in order to turn away from Jason Bourne’s life.”


    “Of course I’ve considered it.” After Martin’s death he’d once again decided to turn his back on Jason Bourne’s life, on the running, the deaths, a river that seemed to have as many bodies as the Ganges. Always, for him, memories lurked. The sad ones he remembered. The others, the shadowed ones that filled the halls of his mind, seemed to have shape until he neared them, when they flowed away like a tide at ebb. And what was left behind were the bleached bones of all those he’d killed or had been killed because of who he was. But he knew just as surely that as long as he drew breath, the Bourne identity wouldn’t die.


    There was a tormented look in his eyes. “You have to understand how difficult it is having two personalities, always at war with each other. I wish with every fiber of my being that I could cut one of them out of me.”


    Moira said, “Which one would it be?”


    “That’s the damnable part,” Bourne said. “Every time I think I know, I realize that I don’t.”

  


  
    TWO

  


  
    Luther Lavalle was as telegenic as the president and two-thirds his age. He had straw-colored hair slicked back like a movie idol of the 1930s or 1940s and restless hands. By contrast, General Kendall was square-jawed and beady-eyed, the very essence of a ramrod officer. He was big and beefy; perhaps he’d been a fullback at Wisconsin or Ohio State. He looked to LaValle the way a running back looks to his quarterback for instructions.


    “Luther,” the president said, “seeing as how you requested this meeting I think it appropriate that you begin.”


    LaValle nodded, as if the president deferring to him was a fait accompli. “After the recent debacle of CI being infiltrated at its highest level, culminating with the murder of the former DCI, firmer security and controls need to be set in place. Only the Pentagon can do that.”


    Veronica felt compelled to jump in before LaValle got too much of a head start. “I beg to differ, sir,” she said, aiming her remarks at the president. “Human intelligence gathering has always been the province of CI. Our on-the-ground networks are unparalleled, as are our armies of contacts, who have been cultivated for decades. The Pentagon’s expertise has always been in electronic surveillance. The two are separate, requiring altogether different methodologies and mind-sets.”


    LaValle smiled as winningly as he did when appearing on Fox TV or Larry King Live. “I’d be remiss if I didn’t point out that the landscape of intelligence has changed radically since 2001. We’re at war. In my opinion this state of affairs is likely to last indefinitely, which is why the Pentagon has recently expanded its field of expertise, creating teams of clandestine DIA personnel and special-ops forces who are conducting successful counterintelligence ops in Iraq and Afghanistan.”


    “With all due respect, Mr. LaValle and his military machine are eager to fill any perceived vacuum or create one, if necessary. Mr. LaValle and General Kendall need us to believe that we’re in a perpetual state of war whether or not it’s the truth.” From her briefcase Veronica produced a file, which she opened and read from. “As this evidence makes clear, they have systematically directed the expansion of their human intelligence-gathering squads, outside of Afghanistan and Iraq, into other territories—CI’s territories—often with disastrous results. They’ve corrupted informers and, in at least one instance, they’ve jeopardized an ongoing CI deep-cover operation.”


    After the president glanced at the pages Veronica handed him, he said, “While this is compelling, Veronica, Congress seems to be on Luther’s side. It has provided him with twenty-five million dollars a year to pay informants on the ground and to recruit mercenaries.”


    “That’s part of the problem, not the solution,” Veronica said emphatically. “Theirs is a failed methodology, the same one they’ve used all the way back to the OSS in Berlin after World War Two. Our paid informants have had a history of turning on us—working for the other side, feeding us disinformation. As for the mercenaries we recruited—like the Taliban or various other Muslim insurgent groups—they, to a man, eventually turned against us to become our implacable enemies.”


    “She’s got a point,” the president said.


    “The past is the past,” General Kendall said angrily. His face had been darkening with every word Veronica had said. “There’s no evidence whatsoever that either our new informants or our mercenaries, both of which are vital to our victory in the Middle East, would ever turn on us. On the contrary, the intel they’ve provided has been of great help to our men on the field of battle.”


    “Mercenaries, by definition, owe their allegiance to whoever pays them the most,” Veronica said. “Centuries of history from Roman times forward have proved this point over and over.”


    “All this back-and-forth is of little moment.” LaValle shifted in his seat uncomfortably. Clearly he hadn’t counted on such a spirited defense. Kendall handed him a dossier, which he presented to the president. “General Kendall and I have spent the better part of two weeks putting together this proposal for how to restructure CI going forward. The Pentagon is prepared to implement this plan the moment we get your approval, Mr. President.”


    To Veronica’s horror, the president looked over the proposal, then turned it over to her. “What do you say to this?”


    Veronica felt suffused with rage. She was already being undermined. On the other hand, she observed, this was a good object lesson for her. Trust no one, not even seeming allies. Up until this moment she’d thought she had the full support of the president. The fact that LaValle, who was, after all, basically the mouthpiece for Defense Secretary Halliday, had the muscle to call this meeting shouldn’t have surprised her. But that the president was asking her to consider a takeover from the Pentagon was outrageous and, quite frankly, frightening.


    Without even glancing at the toxic papers, she squared her shoulders. “Sir, this proposal is irrelevant, at best. I resent Mr. LaValle’s flagrant attempt to expand his intelligence empire at CI’s expense. For one thing, as I’ve detailed, the Pentagon is ill suited to direct, let alone win the trust of our vast array of agents in the field. For another, this coup would set a dangerous precedent for the entire intelligence community. Being under the control of the armed forces will not benefit our intelligence-gathering potential. On the contrary, the Pentagon’s history of flagrant disregard for human life, its legacy of illegal operations combined with well-documented fiscal profligacy, makes it an extremely poor candidate to poach on anyone else’s territory, especially CI’s.”


    Only the presence of the president forced LaValle to keep his ire in check. “Sir, CI is in total disarray. It needs to be turned around ASAP. As I said, our plan can be implemented today.”


    Veronica drew out the thick file detailing her plans for CI. She rose, placed it in the president’s hands. “Sir, I feel duty-bound to reiterate one of the main points of our last discussion. Though I’ve served in the military, I come from the private sector. CI is in need not only of a clean sweep but of a fresh perspective untainted by the monolithic thinking that got us into this insupportable situation in the first place.”


    



    



    Jason Bourne smiled. “To be honest, tonight I don’t know who I am.” He leaned forward and said very softly, “Listen to me. I want you to take your cell phone out of your handbag without anyone seeing. I want you to call me. Can you do that?”


    Moira kept her eyes on his as she found her cell in her handbag, hit the appropriate speed-dial key. His cell phone chimed. He sat back, answered the call. He spoke into the phone as if someone was on the other end of the line. Then he closed the phone, said, “I have to go. It’s an emergency. I’m sorry.”


    She continued to stare at him. “Could you act even the least bit upset?” she whispered.


    His mouth turned down.


    “Do you really have to go?” she said in a normal tone of voice. “Now?”


    “Now.” Bourne threw some bills on the table. “I’ll be in touch.”


    She nodded a bit quizzically, wondering what he’d seen or heard.


    



    



    Bourne went down the stairs and out of the restaurant. Immediately he turned right, walked a quarter block, then entered a store selling handmade ceramics. Positioning himself so that he had a view of the street through the plate-glass window, he pretended to look at bowls and serving dishes.


    Outside, people passed by—a young couple, an elderly man with a cane, three young women, laughing. But the man who’d been seated in the back corner of their room precisely ninety seconds after they sat down did not appear. Bourne had marked him the moment he’d come in, and when he’d asked for a table in back facing them, he’d had no doubt: Someone was following him. All of a sudden he’d felt that old anxiety that had roiled him when Marie and Martin had been threatened. He’d lost Martin, he wasn’t about to lose Moira as well.


    Bourne, whose interior radar had swept the second-floor dining room every few minutes or so, hadn’t picked up anyone else of a suspicious nature, so he waited now inside the ceramics shop for the tail to amble by. When this didn’t occur after five minutes, Bourne went out the door and immediately strode across the street. Using streetlights and the reflective surfaces of windows and car mirrors, he spent another few minutes scrutinizing the area for any sign of the man at the table in back. After ascertaining he was nowhere to be found, Bourne returned to the restaurant.


    He went up the stairs to the second floor, but paused in the dark hallway between the staircase and the dining room. There was the man at his rear table. To any casual observer he seemed to be reading the current issue of The Washingtonian, like any good tourist, but every once in a while his gaze flicked upward for a fraction of a second, focused on Moira.


    Bourne felt a little chill go through him. This man wasn’t following him; he was following Moira.


    As Veronica Hart emerged through the outermost checkpoint to the West Wing, Luther LaValle emerged from the shadows, fell into step beside her.


    “Nicely done,” he said icily. “Next time I’ll be better prepared.”


    “There won’t be a next time,” Veronica said.


    “Secretary Halliday is confident there will be. So am I.”


    They had reached the hushed vestibule with its dome and columns. Busy presidential aides strode purposefully past them in either direction. Like surgeons, they exuded an air of supreme confidence and exclusivity, as if theirs was a club you desperately wanted to belong to, but never would.


    “Where’s your personal pit bull?” Veronica asked. “Sniffing out crotches, I shouldn’t wonder.”


    “You’re terribly flip for someone whose job is hanging by a thread.”


    “It’s foolish—not to mention dangerous, Mr. LaValle—to confuse confidence with being flip.”


    They pushed through the doors, went down the steps to the grounds proper. Floodlights pushed back the darkness to the edges of the premises. Beyond, streetlights glittered.


    “Of course, you’re right,” LaValle said. “I apologize.”


    Veronica eyed him with no little skepticism.


    LaValle gave her a small smile. “I sincerely regret that we’ve gotten off on the wrong foot.”


    What he really regrets, Veronica thought, is my pulling him and Kendall to pieces in front of the president. Understandable, really.


    As she buttoned her coat, he said, “Perhaps both of us have been coming at this situation from the wrong angle.”


    Veronica knotted her scarf at her throat outside her collar. “What situation?”


    “The collapse of CI.”


    In the near distance, beyond the flotilla of heavy reinforced concrete anti-terrorist barriers, tourists strolled by, chatting animatedly, paused briefly to take snapshots, then went on to their dinners at McDonald’s or Burger King.


    “It seems to me that more can be gained by us joining forces than by being antagonists.”


    Veronica turned to him. “Listen, buddy, you take care of your shop and I’ll take care of mine. I’ve been given a job to do and I’m going to do it without interference from you or Secretary Halliday. Personally, I’m sick and tired of you people extending the line in the sand farther and farther so your empire can grow bigger. CI is off limits to you now and forever, got it?”


    LaValle made a face as if he were about to whistle. Then he said, very quietly, “I’d be a bit more careful if I were you. You’re walking across a knife-edge. One false step, one hesitation, and when you fall no one’s going to be there to catch you.”


    Her voice turned steely. “I’ve had my fill of your threats, too, Mr. LaValle.”


    He turned up his collar against the wind. “When you get to know me better, Veronica, you’ll realize I don’t make threats. I make predictions.”

  


  
    THREE

  


  
    THE VIOLENCE of the Black Sea fit Leonid Arkadin down to his steel-tipped shoes. In a tumultuous rain, he drove into Sevastopol from Belbek Aerodrome. Sevastopol inhabited a coveted bit of territory on the southwestern edge of the Crimean peninsula of Ukraine. Because the area was blessed with subtropical weather, its seas never froze. From the time of its founding by Greek traders as Chersonesus in 422 bc, Sevastopol was a vital commercial and military outpost for fishing fleets and naval armadas alike. Following the decline of Chersonesus—“peninsula,” in Greek—the area fell into ruin until the modern-day Sevastopol was founded in 1783 as a naval base and fortress on the southern boundaries of the Russian Empire. Most of the city’s history was linked to its military glory—the name Sevastopol translated from Greek means “august, glorious.” The name seemed justified: The city survived two bloody sieges during the Crimean War of 1854–1855 and World War Two, when it withstood Axis bombing for 250 days. Although the city was destroyed on two different occasions, it had risen from the ashes both times. As a result, the inhabitants were tough, no-nonsense people. They despised the Cold War era, dating to roughly 1960 when, because of its naval base, the USSR ordered Sevastopol off limits to visitors of all kinds. In 1997 the Russians agreed to return the city to the Ukrainians, who opened it again.


    It was late afternoon when Arkadin arrived on Primorskiy Boulevard. The sky was black, except for a thin red line along the western horizon. The port bulged with round-hulled fishing ships and sleek steel-hulled naval vessels. An angry sea lashed the Monument to Scuttled Ships, commemorating the 1855 last-ditch defense of the city against the combined forces of the British, French, Turks, and Sardinians. It rose from a bed of rough granite blocks in a Corinthian column three yards high, crowned by an eagle with wings spread wide, its proud head bent, a laurel wreath gripped in its beak. Facing it, embedded in the thick seawall, were the anchors of the Russian ships that were deliberately sunk to block the harbor from the invading enemy.


    Arkadin checked into the Hotel Oblast where everything, including the walls, seemed to be made of paper. The furniture was covered in fabric of hideous patterns whose colors clashed like enemies on a battlefield. The place seemed a likely candidate to go up like a torch. He made a mental note not to smoke in bed.


    Downstairs, in the space that passed for a lobby, he asked the rodent-like clerk for a recommendation for a hot meal, then requested a telephone book. Taking it, he retired to an understuffed upholstered chair by a window that overlooked Admiral Nakhimov Square. And there he was on a magnificent plinth, the hero of the first defense of Sevastopol, staring stonily at Arkadin, as if aware of what was to come. This was a city, like so many in the former Soviet Union, filled with monuments to the past.


    With a last glance at slope-shouldered pedestrians hurrying through the driving rain, Arkadin turned his attention to the phone book. The name that Pyotr Zilber had given up just before he’d committed suicide was Oleg Shumenko. Arkadin dearly would have loved to have gotten more out of Zilber. Now Arkadin had to page through the phone book looking for Shumenko, assuming the man had a landline, which was always problematic outside Moscow or St. Petersburg. He made note of the five Oleg Shumenkos listed, handed the book back to the clerk, and went out into the windy false dusk.


    



    



    The first three Oleg Shumenkos were of no help. Arkadin, posing as a close friend of Pyotr Zilber’s, told each of them that he had a message from Pyotr so urgent it had to be transmitted in person. They looked at him blankly, shook their heads. He could see in their eyes they had no idea who Pyotr Zilber was.


    The fourth Shumenko worked at Yugreftransflot, which maintained the largest fleet of refrigerated ships in Ukraine. Since Yugreftransflot was a public corporation, it took Arkadin some time just to get in to see Shumenko, who was a transport manager. Like everywhere in the former USSR, the red tape was enough to grind all work to a near halt. How anything got done in the public sector was beyond Arkadin.


    At length, Shumenko appeared, led Arkadin to his tiny office, apologizing for the delay. He was a small man with very dark hair and the small ears and low forehead of a Neanderthal. When Arkadin introduced himself, Shumenko said, “Obviously, you have the wrong man. I don’t know a Pyotr Zilber.”


    Arkadin consulted his list. “I only have one more Oleg Shumenko left.”


    “Let me see.” Shumenko consulted the list. “Pity you didn’t come to me first. These three are my cousins. And the fifth, the one you haven’t seen yet, won’t be of any use to you. He’s dead. Fishing accident six months ago.” He handed back the list. “But all isn’t lost. There’s one other Oleg Shumenko. Though we’re not related, people are always getting us confused because we have the same patronymic, Ivanovich. He doesn’t have a landline, which is why I’m constantly getting his calls.”


    “Do you know where I can find him?”


    Oleg Ivanovich Shumenko checked his watch. “At this hour, yes, he’d be at work. He’s a winemaker, you see. Champagne. I understand the French say you’re not allowed to use that term for any wine not produced in their Champagne region.” He chuckled. “Still, the Sevastopol Winery turns out quite a fine champagne.”


    He led Arkadin from his office out through dull corridors into the enormous main vestibule. “Are you familiar with the city, gospadin Arkadin? Sevastopol is divided into five districts. We’re in the Gagarinskiy district, named after the world’s first astronaut, Yuri Alexeevich Gagarin. This is the western section of the city. To the north is the Nakhimovskiy district, which is where the mammoth dry docks are. Perhaps you’ve heard of them. No? No matter. In the eastern section, away from the water, is the rural area of the city—pasturelands and vineyards, magnificent even at this time of the year.”


    He crossed the marble floor to a long banc behind which sat half a dozen functionaries looking as if they’d had little to do in the past year. From one of them Shumenko received a city map, which he drew on. Then he handed it to Arkadin, pointing at a star he’d marked.


    “There’s the winery.” He glanced outside. “The sky’s clearing. Who knows, by the time you get there, you may even see some sun.”


    



    



    Bourne walked the streets of Georgetown securely hidden within the crowds of college and university kids prowling the cobbles, looking for beer, girls, and guys. He was discreetly shadowing the man in the restaurant, who was, in turn, following Moira.


    Once he had determined that the man was her tail, he’d backed away and returned to the street, where he’d called Moira.


    “Can you think of anyone who wants to keep tabs on you?”


    “I guess several,” she said. “My own company, for one. I told you they’ve become paranoid ever since we started to build the LNG station in Long Beach. NoHold Energy might be another. They’ve been waving a vice president’s job at me for six months. I could see them wanting to know more about me so they can sweeten their offer.”


    “Other than those two?”


    “No.”


    He’d told her what he wanted her to do, and now in the Georgetown night she was doing it. They always had habits, these watchers in the shadows, little peculiarities built up from all the boring hours spent at their lonely jobs. This one liked to be on the inside of the sidewalk so he could duck quickly into a doorway if need be.


    Once he had the shadow’s idiosyncracies down, it was time to take him out. But as Bourne worked his way through the crowds, moving closer to the shadow, he saw something else. The man wasn’t alone. A second tail had taken up a parallel position on the opposite side of the street, which made sense. If Moira decided to cross the street in this throng, the first shadow might run into some difficulty keeping her in sight. These people, whoever they were, were leaving little to chance.


    Bourne melted back, matching his pace to that of the crowd’s. At the same time, he called Moira. She’d put in her Bluetooth earpiece so she could take his call without being conspicuous. Bourne gave her detailed instructions, then broke off following her shadows.


    



    



    Moira, the back of her neck tingling as if she were in the crosshairs of an assassin’s rifle, crossed the street, walked over to M Street. The main thing for her to keep in mind, Jason said, was to move at a normal pace, neither fast nor slow. Jason had alarmed her with the news that she was being followed. She had merely maintained the illusion of being calm. There were many people from both present and past who might be following her—a number of whom she hadn’t mentioned when Jason had asked. Still, so close to the opening of the LNG terminal it was an ominous sign. She had desperately wanted to share with Jason the intel that had come to her today about the possibility of the terminal being a terrorist target, not in theory, but in reality. However, she couldn’t—not unless he was an employee of the company. She was bound by her ironclad contract not to tell anyone outside the firm any confidential information.


    At 31st Street NW, she turned south, walking toward the Canal Towpath. A third of the way down the block, on her side, was a discreet plaque on which the word jewel was etched. She opened the ruby-colored door, entered the high-priced new restaurant. This was the kind of place where dishes were accessorized with kaffir lime foam, freeze-dried ginger, and ruby grapefruit pearls.


    Smiling sweetly at the manager, she told him that she was looking for a friend. Before he could check his reservation book, she said her friend was with a man whose name she didn’t know. She’d been here several times, once with Jason, so she knew the layout. At the rear of the second room was a short corridor. Against the right-hand wall were two unisex bathrooms. If you kept on going, which she did, you came to the kitchen, all bright lights, stainless-steel pans, copper pots, huge stovetops raging at high heat. Young men and women moved around the room in what seemed to her like military precision—sous-chefs, line cooks, expediters, the pastry chef and her staff, all performing under the stern commands of the chef de cuisine.


    They were all too concentrated on their respective tasks to give Moira much notice. By the time her figure did register she’d already disappeared out the rear door. In a back alley filled with Dumpsters, a White Top cab was waiting, its engine purring. She climbed in and the cab took off.


    



    



    Arkadin drove through the hills of rural Nakhimovskiy district, lush even in winter. He passed checkered farmland, bounded by low forested areas. The sky was lightening, the dark, rain-laden clouds already disappearing, replaced by high cumulus that glowed like embers in the sunlight that broke through everywhere. A golden sheen covered the acres of vineyards as he approached the Sevastopol Winery. At this time of year there were no leaves or fruit, of course, but the twisted, stunted boles, like the trunks of elephants, bore a life of their own that gave the vineyard a certain mystery, a mythic aspect, as if these sleeping vines needed only the spell of a wizard to come awake.


    A burly woman named Yetnikova introduced herself as Oleg Ivanovich Shumenko’s immediate supervisor—there was, apparently, no end to the tiers of supervisors in the winery. She had shoulders as wide as Arkadin’s, a red, round, vodka face with features as curiously small as those of a doll. She wore her hair tied up in a peasant babushka, but she was all bristling business.


    When she demanded to know Arkadin’s business, he whipped out one of many false credentials he carried. This one identified him as a colonel in the SBU, the Security Service of Ukraine. Upon seeing the SBU card, Yetnikova wilted like an unwatered plant and showed him where to find Shumenko.


    Arkadin, following her direction, went down corridor after corridor. He opened each door he came to, peering inside offices, utility closets, storerooms, and the like, apologizing to the occupants as he did so.


    Shumenko was working in the fermentation room when Arkadin found him. He was a reed-thin man, much younger than Arkadin had imagined—no more than thirty or so. He had thick hair the color of goldenrod that stood up from his scalp like a series of cockscombs. Music spilled out from a portable player—a British band, the Cure. Arkadin had heard the song many times in Moscow clubs, but it seemed startling here in the hind end of the Crimea.


    Shumenko stood on a catwalk four yards in the air, bent over a stainless-steel apparatus as large as a blue whale. He seemed to be sniffing something, possibly the latest batch of champagne he was concocting. Rather than turn down the music, Shumenko gestured for Arkadin to join him.


    Without hesitation Arkadin mounted the vertical ladder, climbed swiftly up to the catwalk. The yeasty, slightly sweet odors of fermentation tickled his nostrils, causing him to rub the end of his nose vigorously to stave off a sneezing fit. His practiced gaze swept the immediate vicinity taking in every last detail, no matter how minute.


    “Oleg Ivanovich Shumenko?”


    The reedy young man put aside a clipboard on which he was taking notes. “At your service.” He wore a badly fitting suit. He placed the pen he had been using in his breast pocket, where it joined a line of others. “And you would be?”


    “A friend of Pyotr Zilber’s.”


    “Never heard of him.”


    But his eyes had already betrayed him. Arkadin reached out, turned up the music. “He’s heard of you, Oleg Ivanovich. In fact, you’re quite important to him.”


    Shumenko plastered a simulated smile on his face. “I have no idea what you’re talking about.”


    “There was a grave mistake made. He needs the document back.”


    Shumenko, smiling still, jammed his hands in his pockets. “Once again, I must tell you—”


    Arkadin made a grab for him, but Shumenko’s right hand reappeared, gripping a GSh-18 semi-automatic that was pointed at Arkadin’s heart.


    “Hmm. The sights are acceptable at best,” Arkadin said.


    “Please don’t move. Whoever you are—and don’t bother to give me a name that in any case will be false—you’re no friend of Pyotr’s. He must be dead. Perhaps even by your hand.”


    “But the trigger pull is relatively heavy,” Arkadin continued, as if he hadn’t been listening, “so that’ll give me an extra tenth of a second.”


    “A tenth of a second is nothing.”


    “It’s all I need.”


    Shumenko backed up, as Arkadin wanted him to, toward the curved side of a container to keep a safer distance. “Even while I mourn Pyotr’s death I will defend our network with my life.”


    He backed up farther as Arkadin took another step toward him.


    “It’s a long fall from here so I suggest you turn around, climb back down the ladder, and disappear into whatever sewer you crawled out of.”


    As Shumenko retreated, his right foot skidded on a bit of yeast paste Arkadin had noted earlier. Shumenko’s right knee went out from under him, the hand holding the GSh-18 raised in an instinctive gesture to help keep him from falling.


    In one long stride Arkadin was inside the perimeter of his defense. He made a grab for the gun, missed. His fist struck Shumenko on the right cheek, sending the reedy man lurching back into the side of the container in the space between two protruding levers. Shumenko slashed his arm in a horizontal arc, the sight on the barrel of the GSh-18 raking across the bridge of Arkadin’s nose, drawing blood.


    Arkadin made another lunge at the semi-automatic and, bent back against the curved sheet of stainless steel, the two men grappled. Shumenko was surprisingly strong for a thin man, and he was proficient in hand-to-hand combat. He had the proper counter for every attack Arkadin threw at him. They were very close now, not a hand’s span separating them. Their limbs worked quickly, hands, elbows, forearms, even shoulders used to produce pain or, in blocking, minimize it.


    Gradually, Arkadin seemed to be getting the better of his adversary, but with a double feint Shumenko managed to get the butt of the GSh-18 lodged against Arkadin’s throat. He pressed in, using leverage in an attempt to crush Arkadin’s windpipe. One of Arkadin’s hands was trapped between their bodies. With the other, he pounded Shumenko’s side, but he lacked Shumenko’s leverage, and his blows did no damage. When he tried for Shumenko’s kidney, the other man twisted his hips away, so his hand glanced off the hip bone.


    Shumenko pressed his advantage, bending Arkadin over the railing, trying with the butt of his gun and his upper body to shove Arkadin off the catwalk. Ribbons of darkness flowed across Arkadin’s vision, a sign that his brain was becoming oxygen-starved. He had underestimated Shumenko, and now he was about to pay the price.


    He coughed, then gagged, trying to breathe. Then he moved his free hand up against the front of Shumenko’s jacket. It would seem to Shumenko—concentrating on killing the interloper—as if Arkadin was making one last futile attempt to free his trapped hand. He was taken completely off guard when Arkadin slipped a pen out of his breast pocket, stabbed it into his left eye.


    Immediately Shumenko reared back. Arkadin caught the GSh-18 as it dropped from the stricken man’s nerveless hand. As Shumenko slid to the catwalk, Arkadin grabbed him by the shirtfront, knelt to be on the same level with him.


    “The document,” he said. And when Shumenko’s head began to loll, “Oleg Ivanovich, listen to me. Where is the document?”


    The man’s good eye glistened, running with tears. His mouth worked. Arkadin shook him until he moaned with pain.


    “Where?”


    “Gone.”


    Arkadin had to bend his head to hear Shumenko’s whisper over the loud music. The Cure had been replaced by Siouxsie and the Banshees.


    “What d’you mean gone?”


    “Down the pipeline.” Shumenko’s mouth curled in the semblance of a smile. “Not what you wanted to hear, ‘friend of Pyotr Zilber,’ is it?” He blinked tears out of his good eye. “Since this is the end of the line for you, bend closer and I’ll tell you a secret.” He licked his lips as Arkadin complied, then lunged forward and bit into the lobe of Arkadin’s right ear.


    Arkadin reacted without thinking. He jammed the muzzle of the GSh-18 into Shumenko’s mouth, pulled the trigger. Almost at the same instant, he realized his mistake, said “Shit!” in six different languages.

  


  
    FOUR

  


  
    Bourne, sunk deep into the shadows opposite the restaurant Jewel, saw the two men emerge. By the annoyed expressions on their faces he knew they’d lost Moira. He kept them in sight as they moved off together. One of them began to speak into a cell phone. He paused for a moment to ask his colleague a question, then returned to his conversation on the phone. By this time the two had reached M Street, NW. Finished with his call, the man put his cell phone away. They waited on the corner, watching the nubile young girls slipping by. They didn’t slouch, Bourne noted, but stood ramrod-straight, their hands in view, at their sides. It appeared that they were waiting to be picked up; a good call on a night like this when parking was at a premium and traffic on M Street, as thick as molasses.


    Bourne, without a vehicle, looked around, saw a bicyclist coming up 31st Street, NW, from the towpath. He was cycling along the gutter to avoid the traffic. Bourne walked smartly toward him and stepped in front of him. The cyclist stopped short, uttering a sharp exclamation.


    “I need your bike,” Bourne said.


    “Well, you bloody well can’t have it, mate,” the cyclist said with a heavy British accent.


    At the corner of 31st and M, a black GMC SUV was pulling into the curb in front of the two men.


    Bourne pressed four hundred dollars into the cyclist’s hand. “Like I said, right now.”


    The young man stared down at the money for a moment. Then he swung off, said, “Be my guest.”


    As Bourne mounted up, he handed over his helmet. “You’ll be wanting this, mate.”


    The two men had already vanished into the GMC’s interior, the SUV was pulling out into the thick traffic flow. Bourne took off, leaving the cyclist to shrug behind him as he climbed onto the sidewalk.


    Reaching the corner, Bourne turned right onto M Street. The GMC was three cars ahead of him. Bourne wove his way around the traffic, moving into position to keep up with the SUV. At 30th Street, NW, they all hit a red light. Bourne was forced to put one foot down, which was why he got a late start when the GMC jumped the light just before it turned green. The SUV roared ahead of the other vehicles, and Bourne launched himself forward. A white Toyota was coming from 30th into the intersection, heading right for him at a ninety-degree angle. Bourne put on a burst of speed, swerved up onto the corner sidewalk, backing a clutch of pedestrians into those behind them, to a round of curses. The Toyota, horn blaring angrily, just missed him as it jounced across M Street.


    Bourne was able to make good headway, as the GMC had been slowed by the sludgy traffic up ahead, splitting off where M Street and Pennsylvania Avenue, NW, intersected at 29th Street. Just as he neared the light he saw the GMC take off and knew he had been spotted. The problem with a bicycle, especially one that had caused a minor uproar lunging through a red light, was that the cyclist became conspicuous, exactly the opposite of what was intended.


    Making the best of a worsening situation, Bourne threw caution to the wind, following the accelerating GMC into the fork as it took Pennsylvania Avenue. The good news was that the congestion prevented the GMC from keeping up speed. More good news: Another red light loomed. This time Bourne was ready for the GMC to plow right through. Swerving in and out between vehicles, he put on another burst of speed, running the red light with the big SUV. But just as he was coming abreast of the far crosswalk, a gaggle of drunk teenagers stumbled off the curb on their way across the avenue. They closed off the lane behind the GMC and were so raucous they either didn’t hear Bourne’s warning shout or didn’t care. He was forced to swerve sharply to the right. His front tire struck the curb, the bike lifted up. People scattered out of its way as it became, in effect, a missile. Bourne was able to keep it going after it landed, but there was simply nowhere for him to steer it without plowing into another group of kids. He applied the brakes without enough effect. Leaning to the right, he forced the bike down on its side, ripping his right trouser leg as it skidded along the cement.


    “Are you all right?”


    “What were you trying to do?”


    “Didn’t you see the red light?”


    “You could have killed yourself—or someone else!”


    A welter of voices as pedestrians surrounded him, trying to help him out from under the bicycle. Bourne thanked them as he scrambled to his feet. He ran several hundred yards down the avenue, but as he feared the GMC was long gone.


    



    



    Expelling a string of bawdily colorful curses, Arkadin rummaged through the pockets of Oleg Ivanovich Shumenko, who lay twitching in the bloodstained catwalk deep inside the Sevastopol Winery. As he did so, he wondered how he could have been such a fool. He’d done precisely what Shumenko had wanted him to do, which was to kill him. He’d rather have died than divulge the name of the next man in Pyotr Zilber’s network.


    Still, there was a chance that something he had on his person would lead Arkadin farther along. Arkadin had already made a small pile of coins, bills, toothpicks, and the like. He unfolded each scrap of paper he came across, but none of them contained either a name or an address, just lists of chemicals, presumably those the winery required for fermentation or the periodic cleaning of its vats.


    Shumenko’s wallet was a sad affair—sliver-thin, containing a faded photo of an older couple smiling into the sun and the camera Arkadin took to be Shumenko’s parents, a condom in a worn foil pouch, a driver’s license, car registration, ID badge for a sailing club, an IOU chit for ten thousand hryvnia—just under two thousand American dollars—two receipts, one for a restaurant, the other for a nightclub, an old photo of a young girl smiling into the camera.


    In pocketing the receipts, the only reasonable leads he’d found, he inadvertently flipped over the IOU. On the reverse was the name devra, written in a sharp, spiky feminine hand. Arkadin wanted to look for more, but he heard an electronic squawk, then the bawl of Yetnikova’s voice. He looked around, saw an old-fashioned walkie-talkie hanging by its strap from the railing. Stuffing the papers into his pocket, he hurried along the catwalk, slid down the ladder, made his way out of the champagne fermentation room.


    Shumenko’s boss, Yetnikova, marched toward him down the labyrinthine corridors as if she were in the forefront of the Red Army entering Warsaw. Even at this distance, he could see the scowl on her face. Unlike his Russian credentials, his Ukrainian ones were paper-thin. They’d pass a cursory test, but after any kind of checking he’d be busted.


    “I called the SBU office in Kiev. They did some digging on you, Colonel.” Yetnikova’s voice had turned from servile to hostile. “Or whoever you are.” She puffed herself up like a porcupine about to do battle. “They never heard of—”


    She gave a little squeak as he jammed one hand over her mouth while he punched her hard in the solar plexus. She collapsed into his arms like a rag doll, and he dragged her along the corridor until he came to the utility closet. Opening the door, he shoved her in, went in after her.


    Sprawled on the floor, Yetnikova slowly came to her senses. Immediately she began her bluster—cursing and promising dire consequences for the outrages perpetrated on her person. Arkadin didn’t hear her; he didn’t even see her. He attempted to block out the past, but as always the memories flattened him. They took possession of him, taking him out of himself, producing like a drug a dreamlike state that over the years had become as familiar as a twin brother.


    Kneeling over Yetnikova, he dodged her kicks, the snapping of her jaws. He withdrew a switchblade from a sheath strapped to the side of his right calf. When he snikked open its long, thin blade, fear finally twisted Yetnikova’s face. Her eyes opened wide and she gasped, raising her hands instinctively.


    “Why are you doing this?” she cried. “Why?”


    “Because of what you’ve done.”


    “What? What did I do? I don’t even know you!”


    “But I know you.” Slapping her hands aside, Arkadin went to work on her.


    When, moments later, he was done, his vision came back into focus. He took a long, shuddering breath as if shaking off the effects of an anesthetic. He stared down at the headless corpse. Then, remembering, he kicked the head into a corner filled with filthy rags. For a moment, it rocked like a ship on the ocean. The eyes seemed to him gray with age, but they were only filmed with dust, and the release he sought eluded him once again.


    



    



    Who were they?” Moira asked.


    “That’s the difficulty,” Bourne told her. “I wasn’t able to find out. It would help if you could tell me why they’re following you.”


    Moira frowned. “I have to assume it has something to do with the security on the LNG terminal.”


    They were sitting side by side in Moira’s living room, a small, cozy space in a Georgetown town house of red-brown brick on Cambridge Place, NW, near Dumbarton Oaks. A fire was crackling and licking in the brick hearth; espresso and brandy sat on the coffee table in front of them. The chenille-covered sofa was deep enough for Moira to curl up on. It had big roll arms and a neck-high back.


    “One thing I can tell you,” Bourne said, “these people are professionals.”


    “Makes sense,” she said. “Any rival of my firm would hire the best people available. That doesn’t necessarily mean I’m in any danger.”


    Nevertheless, Bourne felt another sharp pang at the loss of Marie, then carefully, almost reverently, put the feeling aside.


    “More espresso?” Moira asked.


    “Please.”


    Bourne handed her his cup. As she bent forward, the light V-neck sweater revealed the tops of her firm breasts. At that moment, she raised her gaze to his. There was a mischievous glint in her eyes.


    “What are you thinking about?”


    “Probably the same thing you are.” He rose, looked around for his coat. “I think I’d better go.”


    “Jason…”


    He paused. Lamplight gave her face a golden glow. “Don’t,” she said. “Stay. Please.”


    He shook his head. “You and I both know that’s not a good idea.”


    “Just for tonight. I don’t want to be alone, not after what you discovered.” She gave a little shiver. “I was being brave before, but I’m not you. Being followed gives me the willies.”


    She offered the cup of espresso. “If it makes you feel any better, I’d prefer you sleep out here. This sofa’s quite comfortable.”


    Bourne looked around at the warm chestnut walls, the dark wooden blinds, the jewel-toned accents here and there in the form of vases and bowls of flowers. An agate box with gold legs sat on a mahogany sideboard. A small brass ship’s clock ticked away beside it. The photos of the French countryside in summer and autumn made him feel both mournful and nostalgic. For precisely what, he couldn’t say. Though his mind fished for memories, none surfaced. His past was a lake of black ice. “Yes, it is.” He took the cup, sat down beside her.


    She pulled a pillow against her breast. “Shall we talk about what we’ve been avoiding saying all evening?”


    “I’m not big on talking.”


    Her wide lips curved in a smile. “Which one of you isn’t big on talking, David Webb or Jason Bourne?”


    Bourne laughed, sipped his espresso. “What if I said both of us?”


    “I’d have to call you a liar.”


    “We can’t have that, can we?”


    “It wouldn’t be my choice.” She rested one cheek on her hand, waiting. When he said nothing further, she continued. “Please, Jason. Just talk to me.”


    The old fear of getting close to someone reared its head again, but at the same time he felt a kind of melting inside him, as if his frozen heart were beginning to thaw. For some years, he’d made it an ironclad rule to keep his distance from other people. Alex Conklin had been murdered, Marie had died, Martin Lindros hadn’t made it out of Miran Shah. All gone, his only friends and first love. With a start, he realized that he hadn’t felt attracted to anyone except Marie. He hadn’t allowed himself to feel, but now he couldn’t help himself. Was that a function of the David Webb personality or of Moira herself? She was strong, self-assured. In her he recognized a kindred spirit, someone who viewed the world as he did—as an outsider.


    He looked into her face, said what was in his mind. “Everyone I get close to dies.”


    She sighed, put a hand briefly over his. “I’m not going to die.” Her dark brown eyes glimmered in the lamplight. “Anyway, it’s not your job to protect me.”


    This was another reason he was drawn to her. She was fierce, a warrior, in her own way.


    “Tell me the truth, then. Are you really happy at the university?”


    Bourne thought a moment, the conflict inside him becoming an unholy din. “I think I am.” After a slight pause, he added: “I thought I was.”


    There’d been a golden glow to his life with Marie, but Marie was gone, that life was in the past. With her gone, he was forced to confront the terrifying question: What was David Webb without her? He was no longer a family man. He’d been able to raise his children, he saw now, only with her love and help. And for the first time he realized what his retreat into the university really meant. He’d been trying to regain that golden life he’d had with Marie. It wasn’t only Professor Specter he didn’t want to disappoint, it was Marie.


    “What are you thinking?” Moira said softly.


    “Nothing,” he said. “Nothing at all.”


    She studied him for a moment. Then she nodded. “All right, then.” She rose, leaned over, kissed him on the cheek. “I’ll make up the sofa.”


    “That’s all right, just tell me where the linen closet is.”


    She pointed. “Over there.”


    He nodded.


    “Good night, Jason.”


    “See you in the morning. But early. I’ve got—”


    “I know. Breakfast with Dominic Specter.”


    



    



    Bourne lay on his back, one arm behind his head. He was tired; he was sure he’d fall asleep immediately. But an hour after he’d turned off the lights, sleep seemed a thousand miles away. Now and again, the red-and-black remnants of the fire snapped and softly fell in on themselves. He stared at the stripes of light seeping in through the wide wooden blinds, hoping they’d take him to far-off places, which, in his case, meant his past. In some ways he was like an amputee who still felt his arm even though it had been sawed off. The sense of memories just beyond his ability to recall was maddening, an itch he couldn’t scratch. He often wished he would remember nothing at all, which was one reason Moira’s offer was so compelling. The thought of starting fresh, without the baggage of sadness and loss, was a powerful draw. This conflict was always with him, a major part of his life, whether he was David Webb or Jason Bourne. And yet, whether he liked it or not, his past was there, waiting for him like a wolf at night, if only he could reach through the mysterious barrier his brain had raised. Not for the first time, he wondered what other terrible traumas had befallen him in the past to cause his mind to protect itself from it. The fact that the answer lurked within his own mind turned his blood cold because it represented his own personal demon.


    “Jason?”


    The door to Moira’s bedroom was open. Despite the dimness, his keen eyes could make out her form moving slowly toward him on bare feet.


    “I couldn’t sleep,” she said in a throaty voice. She stopped several paces from where he lay. She was wearing a silk paisley bathrobe, belted at the waist. The lush curves of her body were unmistakable.


    For a moment, they remained in silence.


    “I lied to you before,” she said quietly. “I don’t want you to sleep out here.”


    Bourne rose on one elbow. “I lied, too. I was thinking about what I once had and how I’ve been desperate to hang on to it. But it’s gone, Moira. All gone forever.” He drew up one leg. “I don’t want to lose you.”


    She moved minutely, and a bar of light picked out the glitter of tears in her eyes. “You won’t, Jason. I promise.”


    Another silence engulfed them, this one so profound they seemed to be the only two people left in the world.


    At last, he held out his hand, and she came toward him. He rose from the sofa, took her in his arms. She smelled of lime and geranium. He ran his hands through her thick hair, grabbed it. Her face tilted up to him and their lips came together, and his heart shivered off another coating of ice. After a long time, he felt her hands at her waist and he stepped back.


    She undid the belt and the robe parted, slid off her shoulders. Her naked flesh shone a dusky gold. She had wide hips and a deep navel; there seemed nothing about her body he didn’t love. Now it was she who took his hand, leading him to her bed, where they fell upon each other like half-starved animals.


    



    



    Bourne dreamed he was standing at the window of Moira’s bedroom, peering through the wooden blinds. The streetlight fell across the sidewalk and street, casting long, oblique shadows. As he watched, one of the shadows rose up from the cobbles, walked directly toward him as if it were alive and could somehow see him through the wide wooden slats.


    Bourne opened his eyes, the demarcation between sleep and consciousness instantaneous and complete. His mind was filled with the dream; he could feel his heart working in his chest harder than it should have been at this moment.


    Moira’s arm was draped over his hip. He moved it to her side, rolled silently out of bed. Naked, he padded into the living room. Ashes lay in a cold, gray heap in the hearth. The ship’s clock ticked toward the fourth hour of the night. He went straight toward the bars of streetlight, peered out just as he had in his dream. As in his dream the light cast oblique shadows across the sidewalk and street. No traffic passed. All was quiet and still. It took a minute or two, but he found the movement, minute, fleeting, as if someone standing had begun to shift from one foot to the other, then changed his mind. He waited to see if the movement would continue. Instead a small puff of exhaled breath flared into the light, then almost immediately vanished.


    He dressed quickly. Bypassing both the front and rear doors, he slipped out of the house via a side window. It was very cold. He held his breath so it wouldn’t steam up and betray his presence, as it had the watcher.


    He stopped just before he reached the corner of the building, peered cautiously around the brick wall. He could see the curve of a shoulder, but it was at the wrong height, so low Bourne might have taken the watcher for a child. In any event, he hadn’t moved. Melting back into the shadows, he went down 30th Street, NW, turned left onto Dent Place, which paralleled Cambridge Place. When he reached the end of the block, he turned left onto Cambridge, on Moira’s block. Now he could see just where the watcher was situated, crouched between two parked cars almost directly across the street from Moira’s house.


    A gust of humid wind caused the watcher to huddle down, sink his head between his shoulders, like a turtle. Bourne seized the moment to cross the street to the watcher’s side. Without pausing, he advanced down the block swiftly and silently. The watcher became aware of him far too late. He was still turning his head when Bourne grabbed him by the back of his jacket, slammed him back across the hood of the parked car.


    This threw him into the light. Bourne saw his black face, recognized the features all in a split second. At once he hauled the young man up, hustled him back into the shadows, where he was certain they wouldn’t be seen by other prying eyes.


    “Jesus Christ, Tyrone,” he said, “what the hell are you doing here?”


    “Can’t say.” Tyrone was sullen, possibly from having been discovered.


    “What d’you mean, you can’t say?”


    “I signed a confidentiality agreement is why.”


    Bourne frowned. “Deron wouldn’t make you sign something like that.” Deron was the art forger Bourne used for all his documents and, sometimes, unique new technologies or weapons Deron was experimenting with.


    “Doan work fo Deron no more.”


    “Who made you sign the agreement, Tyrone?” Bourne grabbed him by his jacket front. “Who are you working for? I don’t have time to play games with you. Answer me!”


    “Can’t.” Tyrone could be damn stubborn when he wanted to be, a by-product of growing up on the streets of the northeast Washington slums. “But, okay, I guess I can take yo where yo can see fo yoself.”


    He led Bourne around to the unnamed alley behind Moira’s house, stopped at an anonymous-looking black Chevy. Leaving Bourne, he used his knuckle to knock on the driver’s window. The window lowered. As he bent down to speak to whoever was inside, Bourne came up, pulled him aside so he could look in. What he saw astonished even him. The person sitting behind the wheel was Soraya Moore.

  


  
    FIVE

  


  
    We’ve been surveilling her for close to ten days now,” Soraya said.


    “CI?” Bourne said. “Why?”


    They were sitting in the Chevy. Soraya had turned on the engine to get some heat up. She’d sent Tyrone home, even though it was clear he wanted to be her protector. According to Soraya, he was now working for her in a strictly off-the-record capacity—a kind of personal black-ops unit of one.


    “You know I can’t tell you that.”


    “No, Tyrone can’t tell me. You can.”


    Bourne had worked with Soraya when he’d put together his mission to rescue Martin Lindros, the founder and director of Typhon. She was one of the few people with whom he’d worked in the field, both times in Odessa.


    “I suppose I could,” Soraya admitted, “but I won’t, because it appears that you and Moira Trevor are intimate.”


    She sat staring out the window at the blank sheen of the street. Her large, deep blue eyes and her aggressive nose were the centerpieces of a bold Arabian face the color of cinnamon.


    When she turned back, Bourne could see that she wasn’t happy at being forced to reveal CI intel.


    “There’s a new sheriff in town,” Soraya said. “Her name is Veronica Hart.”


    “You ever hear of her?”


    “No, and neither have any of the others.” She shrugged. “I’m quite sure that was the point. She comes from the private sector: Black River. The president decided on a new broom to sweep out the hash we’d all made of the events leading up to the Old Man’s murder.”


    “What’s she like?”


    “Too soon to tell, but one thing I’m willing to bet on: She’s going to be a whole helluva lot better than the alternative.”


    “Which is?”


    “Secretary of Defense Halliday has been trying to expand his domain for years now. He’s moving through Luther LaValle, the Pentagon’s intel czar. Rumor has it that LaValle tried to pry away the DCI job from Veronica Hart.”


    “And she won.” Bourne nodded. “That says something about her.”


    Soraya produced a packet of Lambert & Butler cigarettes, knocked one out, lit up.


    “When did that begin?” Bourne said.


    Soraya rolled down her window partway, blew the smoke into the waning night. “The day I was promoted to director of Typhon.”


    “Congratulations.” He sat back, impressed. “But now we have even more of a mystery. Why is the director of Typhon on a surveillance team at four in the morning? I would’ve thought that would be a job for someone farther down the CI food chain.”


    “It would be, in other circumstances.” Soraya inhaled, blew smoke out the window again. What was left of the cigarette followed. Then she turned her body toward Bourne. “My new boss told me to handle this myself. That’s what I’m doing.”


    “What does all this clandestine work have to do with Moira? She’s a civilian.”


    “Maybe she is,” Soraya said, “and maybe she isn’t.” Her large eyes studied Bourne’s for a reaction. “I’ve been digging through the masses of interoffice e-mails and cell phone records going back over the last two years. I came upon some irregularities and handed them over to the new DCI.” She paused for a moment, as if unsure whether to continue. “The thing is, the irregularities concern Martin’s private communications with Moira.”


    “You mean he told her CI classified secrets?”


    “Frankly, we’re not sure. The communications weren’t intact; they had to be pieced together and enhanced electronically. Some words were garbled, others were out of order. It was clear, however, that they were collaborating on something that bypassed the normal CI channels.” She sighed. “It’s possible he was merely helping her with security issues for NextGen Energy Solutions. But especially after the multiple security breaches CI recently suffered, Hart has made it clear that we can’t afford to overlook the possibility that she’s working clandestinely for some other entity Martin knew nothing about.”


    “You mean she was milking him for intel. I find that hard to believe.”


    “Right. Now you know why I didn’t want to tell you about it.”


    “I’d like to see these communications for myself.”


    “For that you’ll have to see the DCI, which, quite honestly, I wouldn’t recommend. There are still high-level operatives in CI who blame you for the Old Man’s death.”


    “That’s absurd,” Bourne said. “I had nothing to do with his death.”


    Soraya ran a hand through her thick hair. “It was you who brought Karim al-Jamil back to CI thinking he was Martin Lindros.”


    “He looked exactly like Martin, spoke exactly like him.”


    “You vouched for him.”


    “So did a phalanx of CI shrinks.”


    “You’re an easy target around CI. Rob Batt, who’s just been promoted to deputy director, is the ringleader of a group who are convinced you’re a schizophrenic, unreliable rogue agent. I’m just saying.”


    Bourne closed his eyes for a moment. He’d heard these allegations leveled against him time and again. “You’ve left off another reason why I’m an easy target. I’m a legacy left over from the Alex Conklin era. He had the Old Man’s confidence but hardly anyone else’s, mainly because no one knew what he was doing, especially with the program that created me.”


    “All the more reason for you to stay in the shadows.”


    Bourne glanced out the window. “I’ve got an early breakfast meeting.”


    As he was about to get out of the car, Soraya put a hand on his arm. “Stay out of this, Jason. That’s my advice.”


    “And I appreciate the concern.” He leaned toward her, kissed her lightly on the cheek. Then he was crossing the street. A moment later he’d vanished into shadow.


    



    



    As soon as he was out of her sight, Bourne flipped open the cell phone he’d lifted from her when he’d leaned in to kiss her. Quickly he scrolled through to Veronica Hart’s number, connected with it. He wondered if he’d be pulling her out of sleep, but when she answered she sounded wide awake.


    “How’s the surveillance going?” She had a rich, mellow voice.


    “That’s what I want to talk with you about.”


    There was the briefest of silences before she answered. “Who is this?”


    “Jason Bourne.”


    “Where is Soraya Moore?”


    “Soraya is fine, Director. I simply needed a way to contact you once I’d broken the surveillance, and I was quite certain Soraya wouldn’t give it to me willingly.”


    “So you stole her phone.”


    “I want to meet with you,” Bourne said. He didn’t have much time. At any moment, Soraya might reach for her phone, would know he’d hijacked it and come after him. “I want to see the evidence that led you to order the surveillance on Moira Trevor.”


    “I don’t take kindly to being told what to do, especially by a rogue agent.”


    “But you will meet with me, Director, because I’m the only one with access to Moira. I’m your fast track to finding out if she’s really rotten or whether you’re on a wild goose chase.”


    



    



    I think I’ll stick to the proven way.” Veronica Hart, sitting in her new office with Rob Batt, mouthed the words Jason Bourne to her DDCI.


    “But you can’t,” Bourne said in her ear. “Now that I’ve broken the surveillance I can ensure that Moira vanishes off your grid.”


    Hart stood up. “I also don’t respond well to threats.”


    “I have no need to threaten you, Director. I’m simply telling you the facts.”


    Batt studied her expression as well as her responses, trying to get a reading of the conversation. They had been working nonstop since she’d returned from her meeting with the president. He was exhausted, on the point of leaving, but this call interested him intensely.


    “Look,” Bourne said, “Martin was my friend. He was a hero. I don’t want his reputation tarnished.”


    “All right,” Hart said, “come to my office later this morning, say around eleven.”


    “I’m not setting foot inside CI headquarters,” Bourne said. “We’ll meet this evening at five at the entrance to the Freer Gallery.”


    “What if I—?”


    But Bourne had already severed the connection.


    



    



    Moira was up, clad in her paisley robe, when Bourne returned. She was in the kitchen, making fresh coffee. She glanced at him without comment. She had more sense than to ask about his comings and goings.


    Bourne took off his coat. “Just checking the area for tails.”


    She paused. “And did you find any?”


    “Quiet as the grave.” He didn’t believe that Moira had been pumping Martin for CI intel, but the inordinate sense of security—of secretiveness—instilled in him by Conklin warned him not to tell her the truth.


    She relaxed visibly. “That’s a relief.” Setting the pot on the flame, she said, “Do we have time for a cup together?”


    Gray light filtered through the blinds, brightening by the minute. An engine coughed, traffic started up on the street. Voices rose briefly, and a dog barked. The morning had begun.


    They stood side by side in the kitchen. Between them on the wall was a Kit-Cat Klock, its raffish kitty eyes and tail moving back and forth as time passed.


    “Jason, tell me it wasn’t just mutual loneliness and sorrow that motivated us.”


    When he took her in his arms he felt a tiny shiver work its way through her. “One-night stands are not in my vocabulary, Moira.”


    She put her head against his chest.


    He pulled her hair back from her cheek. “I don’t feel like coffee right now.”


    She moved against him. “Neither do I.”


    



    



    Professor Dominic Specter was stirring sugar into the strong Turkish tea he always carried with him when David Webb walked into the Wonderlake diner on 36th Street, NW. The place was lined with wooden boards, the tables reclaimed wooden slabs, the mismatched chairs found objects. Photographs of loggers and Pacific Northwest vistas were ranged around the walls, interspersed with real logging tools: peaveys, cant hooks, pulp hooks, and timberjacks. The place was a perennial student favorite because of its hours, the inexpensive food, and the inescapable associations with Monty Python’s “The Lumberjack Song.”


    Bourne ordered coffee as soon as he sat down.


    “Good morning, David.” Specter cocked his head like a bird on a wire. “You look like you haven’t slept.”


    The coffee was just the way Bourne liked it: strong, black, sugarless. “I had a lot to think about.”


    Specter cocked his head. “David, what is it? Anything I can help with? My door is always open.”


    “I appreciate that. I always have.”


    “I can see something’s troubling you. Whatever it is, together we can work it out.”


    The waiter, dressed in red-checked flannel shirt, jeans, and Timberland boots, set the menus down on the table and left.


    “It’s about my job.”


    “Is it wrong for you?” The professor spread his hands. “You miss teaching, I imagine. All right, we’ll put you back in the classroom.”


    “I’m afraid it’s more serious than that.”


    When he didn’t continue, Professor Specter cleared his throat. “I’ve noticed a certain restlessness in you over the past few weeks. Could it have anything to do with that?”


    Bourne nodded. “I think I’ve been trying to recapture something that can’t be caught.”


    “Are you worried about disappointing me, my boy?” Specter rubbed his chin. “You know, years ago when you told me about the Bourne identity, I counseled you to seek professional help. Such a serious mental schism inevitably builds up pressure in the individual.”


    “I’ve had help before. So I know how to handle the pressure.”


    “I’m not questioning that, David.” Specter paused. “Or should I be calling you Jason?”


    Bourne continued to sip his coffee, said nothing.


    “I’d love you to stay, Jason, but only if it’s the right thing for you.”


    Specter’s cell phone buzzed but he ignored it. “Understand, I only want what’s best for you. But your life’s been in upheaval. First, Marie’s death, then the demise of your best friends.” His phone buzzed again. “I thought you needed sanctuary, which you always have here. But if you’ve made up your mind to leave…” He looked at the number lit up on his phone. “Excuse me a moment.”


    He took the call, listening.


    “The deal can’t be closed without it?”


    He nodded, held the phone away from his ear, said to Bourne, “I need to get something from my car. Please order for me. Scrambled eggs and dark toast.”


    He rose, went out of the restaurant. His Honda was parked directly across 36th Street. He was in the middle of the street when two men came out of nowhere. One grabbed him while the other struck him several times about the head. As a black Cadillac screeched to a halt beside the three men, Bourne was up and running. The man struck Specter again, yanked open the rear door of the car.


    Bourne grabbed a pulp hook off the wall, sprinted out of the restaurant. The man bundled Specter into the backseat of the Cadillac and jumped in beside him, while the first man ducked into the front passenger’s seat. The Cadillac took off just as Bourne reached it. He barely had time to swing the pulp hook into the car before he was jerked off his feet. He’d been aiming for the roof, but the Cadillac’s sudden acceleration had caused it to pierce the rear window instead. The pointed end managed to embed itself in the top of the backseat. Bourne swung his trailing legs onto the trunk.


    The rear pane of safety glass was completely crazed, but the thin film of plastic sandwiched between the glass layers kept it basically intact. As the car began to swerve insanely back and forth, the driver trying to dislodge him, chips of the safety glass came away, giving Bourne an increasingly tenuous hold on the Cadillac.


    The car accelerated ever more dangerously through building traffic. Then, so abruptly it took his breath away, it whipped around a corner and he slid off the trunk, his body now banging against the driver’s-side fender. His shoes struck the tarmac with such force, one of them was ripped off. Sock and skin were flayed off his heel before he could regain a semblance of balance. Using the fulcrum of the pulp hook’s turned wooden handle, he levered his legs back up onto the trunk, only to have the driver slew the Cadillac so that he was almost thrown completely clear of the car. His feet struck a trash can, sending it barreling down the sidewalk as shocked pedestrians scattered helter-skelter. Pain shot through him and he might have been finished, but the driver could not keep the Cadillac in its spin any longer. Traffic forced him to straighten out the car’s trajectory. Bourne took advantage to swing himself back up onto the trunk. His right fist plunged through the shattered rear window, seeking a second, more secure hold. The car was accelerating again as it bypassed the last of the bunched-up local traffic, gained the ramp onto Whitehurst Freeway. Bourne tucked his legs up under him, braced on his knees.


    As they passed into shadow beneath the Francis Scott Key Bridge the man who had shoved Specter into the backseat thrust a Taurus PT140 through the gap in the broken glass. The handgun’s muzzle turned toward Bourne as the man prepared to fire. Bourne let go with his right hand, gripped the man’s wrist, and jerked hard, bringing the entire forearm into the open air. The motion pushed back the sleeve of the man’s coat and shirt. He saw a peculiar tattoo on the inside of the forearm: three horses’ heads joined by a central skull. He slammed his right knee into the inside of the man’s elbow, at the same time pushed it back against the frame of the car. With a satisfying crack, it broke, the hand opened, the Taurus fell away. Bourne made a grab for it, but missed.


    The Cadillac swerved into the left lane and the pulp hook, ripping through the fabric of the backseat, was forced out of Bourne’s hand. He gripped the gunman’s broken arm with both hands, used it to lever himself through the ruined rear window feetfirst.


    He landed between the man with the broken arm and Specter, who was huddled against the left-hand door. The man in the front passenger’s seat was kneeling on the seat, turned toward him. He also had a Taurus, which he aimed at Bourne. Bourne grabbed the body of the man beside him, shifted him so that the shot plowed into the man’s chest, killing him instantly. At once Bourne heaved the corpse against the gunman in the front bench seat. The gunman swiped the corpse in the shoulder in an attempt to move him away, but this only brought the corpse in contact with the driver, who had put on a burst of speed and who seemed to be focused solely on weaving in and out of the traffic.


    Bourne punched the gunman in the nose. Blood spattered as the gunman was thrown off his knees, jolted back against the dashboard. As Bourne moved to follow up his advantage, the gunman aimed the Taurus at Specter.


    “Get back,” he shouted, “or I’ll kill him.”


    Bourne judged the moment. If the men had wanted to kill Specter they’d have gunned him down in the street. Since they grabbed him, they must need him alive.


    “All right.” Unseen by the gunman, his right hand scraped along the cushion of the backseat. As he raised his hands, he flicked a palmful of glass chips into the gunman’s face. As the man’s hands instinctively went up, Bourne chopped him twice with the edge of his hand. The gunman drew out a push dagger, the wicked-looking blade protruding from between his second and third knuckles. He jabbed it directly at Bourne’s face. Bourne ducked; the blade followed him, moving closer until Bourne slammed his fist into the side of the gunman’s head, which snapped back against the rear doorpost. Bourne heard the crack as his neck broke. The gunman’s eyes rolled up and he slumped against the door.


    Bourne locked his crooked arm around the driver’s neck, pulled back hard. The driver began to choke. He whipped his head back and forth, trying to free himself. As he did so, the car swerved from one lane to another. The car began to swerve dangerously as he lost consciousness. Bourne climbed over the seat, pushing the driver off, down into the passenger’s-side foot well, so that he could slide behind the wheel. The trouble was though Bourne could steer, the driver’s body was blocking the pedals.


    The Cadillac was now out of control. It hit a car in the left lane, bounced off to the right. Instead of fighting against the resulting spin, Bourne turned into it. At the same time, he shifted the car into neutral. Instantly the transmission disengaged; the engine was no longer being fed gas. Now its immediate momentum was the issue. Bourne, struggling to gain control, found his foot blocked from the brake by part of a leg. He steered right, jouncing over the divider and into an enormous parking lot that lay between the freeway and the Potomac.


    The Cadillac sideswiped a parked SUV, careened farther to the right toward the water. Bourne kicked the unconscious driver’s inert body with his bare left foot, at last finding the brake pedal. The car finally slowed, but not enough—they were still heading toward the Potomac. Whipping the wheel hard to the right caused the Cadillac’s tires to shriek as Bourne tried to turn the car away from the low barrier that separated the lot from the water. As the front end of the Cadillac went up over the barrier, Bourne jammed the brake pedal to the floor, and the car came to a halt partway over the side. It teetered precariously back and forth. Specter, still huddled in the backseat behind Bourne, moaned a little, the right sleeve of his Harris Tweed jacket spattered with blood from his captor’s broken nose.


    Bourne, trying to keep the Cadillac out of the Potomac, sensed that the front wheels were still on the top of the barrier. He threw the car into reverse. The Cadillac shot backward, slamming into another parked car before Bourne had a chance to shift back into neutral.


    From far away he could hear the seesaw wail of sirens.


    “Professor, are you all right?”


    Specter groaned, but at least his voice was more distinct. “We have to get out of here.”


    Bourne was freeing the pedals from the strangled man’s legs. “That tattoo I saw on the gunman’s arm—”


    “No police,” Specter managed to croak. “There’s a place we can go. I’ll tell you.”


    Bourne got out of the Caddy, then helped Specter out. Limping over to another car, Bourne smashed the window with his elbow. The police sirens were coming closer. Bourne got in, hot-wired the ignition, and the car’s engine coughed to life. He unlocked the doors. The instant the professor slid into the passenger’s seat Bourne took off, heading east on the freeway. As quickly as he could he moved into the left-hand lane. Then he turned abruptly to his left. The car jumped the central divider and he accelerated, heading west now, in the opposite direction the sirens were coming from.
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    Arkadin took his evening meal at Tractir on Bolshaya Morsekay, halfway up the steep hill, a typically unlovely place with roughly varnished wooden tables and chairs. Almost one entire wall was taken up by a painting of three-masted ships in Sevastopol harbor circa 1900. The food was unremarkable, but that wasn’t why Arkadin was here. Tractir was the restaurant whose name he’d found in Oleg Ivanovich Shumenko’s wallet. No one here knew anyone named Devra, so after the borscht and the blini, he moved on.


    Along the coast was a section called Omega, filled with cafés and restaurants. As the hub of the city’s nightlife culture, it featured every variety of club one could want. Calla was a club a short stroll from the open-air car park. The night was clear and brisk. Pinpoints dotted the Black Sea as well as the sky, making for a dizzying vista. Sea and sky seemed to be virtually interchangeable.


    Calla was several steps down from the sidewalk, a place filled with the sweet scent of marijuana and an unearthly din. A roughly square room was divided between a jam-packed dance floor and a raised section filled with minuscule round tables and metal café chairs. A grid of colored lights pulsed in time with the house music the straw-thin female DJ was spinning. She stood behind a small stand on which was set an iPod hooked up to a number of digital mixing machines.


    The dance floor was packed with men and women. Bumping hips and elbows was part of the scene. Arkadin picked his way over to the bar, which ran along the front of the right wall. Twice he was intercepted by young, busty blondes who wanted his attention and, he assumed, his money. He brushed past them, made a beeline for the harried bartender. Three tiers of glass shelves filled with liquor bottles were attached to a mirror on the wall behind the bar so patrons could check out the action or admire themselves while getting polluted.


    Arkadin was obliged to wade through a phalanx of revelers before he could order a Stoli on the rocks. When, some time later, the bartender returned with his drink, Arkadin asked him if he knew a Devra.


    “Yah, sure. Over there,” he said, nodding in the direction of the straw-thin DJ.


    It was 1 AM before Devra took a break. There were other people waiting for her to finish—fans, Arkadin presumed. He intended to get to her first. He used the force of his personality rather than his false credentials. Not that the rabble here would challenge them, but after the incident at the winery, he didn’t want to leave any trail for the real SBU to follow. The state police alias he’d used there was now dangerous to him.


    Devra was blond, almost as tall as he was. He couldn’t believe how thin her arms were. They had no definition at all. Her hips were no wider than a young boy’s, and he could see the bones of her scapulae when she moved. She had large eyes and dead-white skin, as if she rarely saw the light of day. Her black jumpsuit with its white skull and crossbones across the stomach was drenched in sweat. Perhaps because of her DJing, her hands were in constant motion even if the rest of her stayed relatively still.


    She eyed him up and down while he introduced himself. “You don’t look like a friend of Oleg’s,” she said.


    But when he dangled the IOU in front of her face her skepticism evaporated. Thus is it ever, Arkadin thought as she led him backstage. The venality of the human race cannot be overestimated.


    The green room where she relaxed between sets was better off left to the wharf rats that were no doubt shuttered behind the walls, but right now that couldn’t be helped. He tried not to think of the rats; he wouldn’t be here long anyway. There were no windows; the walls and ceiling were painted black, no doubt to cover up a multitude of sins.


    Devra turned on a lamp with a mean forty-watt bulb and sat down on a wooden chair damaged by knife scars and cigarette burns. The difference between the green room and an interrogation cell was negligible. There were no other chairs or furniture, save for a narrow wooden table against one wall on which was a jumble of makeup, CDs, cigarettes, matches, gloves, and other piles of debris Arkadin didn’t bother to identify.


    Devra leaned back, lit a cigarette she nimbly swiped from the table without offering him one. “So you’re here to pay off Oleg’s debt.”


    “In a sense.”


    Her eyes narrowed, making her look a lot like a stoat Arkadin had once shot outside St. Petersburg.


    “Meaning what, exactly?”


    Arkadin produced the bills. “I have the money he owes you right here.” As she reached out for it, he pulled it away. “In return I’d like some information.”


    Devra laughed. “What do I look like, the phone operator?”


    Arkadin hit her hard with the back of his hand, so that she crashed into the table. Tubes of lipstick and mascara went rolling and tumbling. Devra put a hand out to steady herself, fingers clutching through the morass.


    When she pulled out a small handgun Arkadin was ready. His fist hammered her delicate wrist and he plucked the handgun from her numb fingers.


    “Now,” he said, setting her back on the chair, “are you ready to continue?”


    Devra looked at him sullenly. “I knew this was too good to be true.” She spat. “Shit! No good deed goes unpunished.”


    Arkadin took a moment to process what she was really saying. Then he said, “Why did Shumenko need the ten thousand hryvnia?”


    “So I was right. You’re not a friend of his.”


    “Does it matter?” Arkadin emptied the handgun, broke it down without taking his eyes off her, tossed the pieces onto the table. “This is between you and me now.”


    “I think not,” a deep male voice said from behind him.


    “Filya,” Devra breathed. “What took you so long?”


    Arkadin did not turn around. He’d heard the click of the switchblade, knew what he was up against. He eyeballed the mess on the table, and when he saw the double half-moon grips of scissors peeping out from under a small pyramid of CD cases, he fixed their location in his mind, then turned around.


    As if startled by the big man with heavily pocked cheeks and new hair plugs, he retreated up against the edge of the table.


    “Who the hell’re you? This is a private discussion.” Arkadin spoke more to distract Filya from his left hand moving behind him along the tabletop.


    “Devra is mine.” Filya brandished the long, cruel blade of the handmade switchblade. “No one talks to her without my permission.”


    Arkadin smiled thinly. “I wasn’t talking to her so much as threatening her.”


    The idea was to antagonize Filya to the point that he’d do something precipitous and, therefore, stupid, and Arkadin succeeded admirably. With a growl, Filya rushed him, knife blade extended, tilted slightly upward.


    With only one shot at a surprise maneuver, Arkadin had to make the most of it. The fingers of his left hand had gripped the scissors. They were small, which was just as well; he had no intention of again killing someone who might provide useful information. He lifted them, calculating their weight. Then as he brought the scissors around the side of his body, he flicked his wrist, a deceptively small gesture that was nevertheless all power. Released from his grip, the scissors flew through the air, embedding in the soft spot just below Filya’s sternum.


    Filya’s eyes opened wide as his headlong rush faltered two paces from Arkadin, then he resumed his advance, brandishing the knife. Arkadin ducked away from the sweeping arc of the blade. He grappled with Filya, wanting only to wear him out, let the wound in his chest sap his strength, but Filya wasn’t having any. Being stabbed had only enraged him. With superhuman strength he broke Arkadin’s grip on the wrist that held the switchblade, swung it from a low point upward, breaking through Arkadin’s defense. The point of the blade blurred toward Arkadin’s face. Too late to stop the attack, Arkadin reacted instinctively, managing to deflect the stab at the last instant, so that the point drove through Filya’s own throat.


    An arcing veil of blood caused Devra to scream. As she stumbled backward, Arkadin reached for her. Clamping one hand over her mouth, he shook his head. Her ashen cheeks and forehead were spattered with blood. Arkadin supported Filya in the crook of one arm. The man was dying. Arkadin had never meant this to happen. First Shumenko, now Filya. If he had believed in such things, he would have said that the assignment was cursed.


    “¡Filya!” He slapped the man, whose eyes had turned glassy. Blood leaked out of the side of Filya’s slack mouth. “The package. Where is it?”


    For a moment, Filya’s eyes focused on him. When Arkadin repeated his question a curious smile took Filya down into death. Arkadin held him for a moment more before propping him up against a wall.


    As he returned his attention to Devra he saw a rat glowering from a corner, and his gorge rose. It took all his willpower not to abandon the girl to go after it, rip it limb from limb.


    “Now,” he said, “it’s just you and me.”


    



    



    Making certain he wasn’t being followed, Rob Batt pulled into the parking lot adjacent to the Tysons Corner Baptist Church. He sat waiting in his car. From time to time, he checked his watch.


    Under the late DCI, he had been chief of operations, the most influential of CI’s seven directorate heads. He was of the Beltway old school with connections that ran directly back to Yale’s legendary Skull & Bones Club, of which he’d been an officer during his college days. Just how many Skull & Bones men had been recruited into America’s clandestine services was one of those secrets its keepers would kill to protect. Suffice it to say it was many, and Batt was one of them. It was particularly galling for him to play second fiddle to an outsider—and a female, at that. The Old Man would never have tolerated such an outrage, but the Old Man was gone, murdered in his own home reportedly by his traitorous assistant, Anne Held. Though Batt—and others of his brethren—had his doubts about that.


    What a difference three months made. Had the Old Man still been alive he’d never have considered even consenting to this meet. Batt was a loyal man, but his loyalty, he realized, extended to the man who had reached out to him in grad school, recruited him to CI. Those were the old days, though. The new order was in place, and it wasn’t fair. He hadn’t been part of the problem caused by Martin Lindros and Jason Bourne—he’d been part of the solution. He’d even been suspicious of the man who’d turned out to be an impostor. He would have exposed him had Bourne not interfered. That coup, Batt knew, would have scored him the inside track with the Old Man.


    But with the Old Man gone, his lobbying for the directorship had been to no avail. Instead, the president had opted for Veronica Hart. God alone knew why. It was such a colossal mistake; she’d just run CI into the ground. A woman wasn’t constructed to make the kinds of decisions necessary to captain the CI ship. The priorities and ways of approaching problems were different with women. The hounds of the NSA were circling CI, and he couldn’t bear watching this woman turn them all, the entire company, into carrion for the feast. At least Batt could join the people who would inevitably take over when Hart fucked up. Even so, it pained him to be here, to embark upon this unknown sea.


    At 10:30 AM the doors to the church swung open, the parishioners came down the stairs, stood in the wan sunshine, turning their heads up like sunflowers at dawn. The ministers appeared, walking side by side with Luther LaValle. LaValle was accompanied by his wife and teenage son. The two men stood chatting while the family grouped loosely around. LaValle’s wife seemed interested in the conversation, but the son was busy ogling a girl more or less his age who was prancing down the stairs. She was a beauty, Batt had to admit. Then, with a start, he realized that she was one of General Kendall’s three daughters, because here Kendall was with his arm around his stubby wife. How the two of them could have produced a trio of such handsome girls was anyone’s guess. Even Darwin couldn’t have figured it out, Batt thought.


    The two families—the LaValles and the Kendalls—gathered in a loose huddle as if they were a football team. Then the kids went their own ways, some in cars, others on bicycles because the church wasn’t far from their homes. The two wives chastely kissed their husbands, piled into a Cadillac Escalade, and took off.


    That left the two men, who stood for a moment in front of the church before coming around to the parking lot. Not a word had been exchanged between them. Batt heard a heavyweight engine cough to life.


    A long black armored limousine came cruising down the aisle like a sleek shark. It stopped briefly while LaValle and Kendall climbed inside. Its engine, idling, sent small puffs of exhaust into the cool, crisp air. Batt counted to thirty and, as he’d been instructed, got out of his car. As he did so, the rear door of the limo popped open. Ducking his head, he climbed into the dim, plush interior. The door closed behind him.


    “Gentlemen,” he said, folding himself onto the bench seat opposite them. The two men sat side by side in the limo’s backseat: Luther LaValle, the Pentagon’s intel czar, and his second, General Richard P. Kendall.


    “So kind of you to join us,” LaValle said.


    Kindness had nothing to do with it, Batt thought. A convergence of objectives did.


    “The pleasure’s all mine, gentlemen. I’m flattered and, if I may be frank, grateful that you reached out to me.”


    “We’re here,” General Kendall said, “to speak frankly.”


    “We’ve opposed the appointment of Veronica Hart from the start,” LaValle said. “The secretary of defense made his opinion quite clear to the president. However, others, including the national security adviser and the secretary of state—who, as you know, is a personal friend of the president—both lobbied for an outsider from the private security sector.”


    “Bad enough,” Batt said. “And a woman.”


    “Precisely.” General Kendall nodded. “It’s madness.”


    LaValle stirred. “It’s the clearest sign yet of the deterioration of our defense grid that Secretary Halliday has been warning against for several years now.”


    “When we start listening to Congress and the people of the country all hope is lost,” Kendall said. “A mulligan stew of amateurs all with petty axes to grind and absolutely no idea of how to maintain security or run the intelligence services.”


    LaValle gave off an icy smile. “That’s why the secretary of defense has labored mightily to keep the workings clandestine.”


    “The more they know, the less they understand,” General Kendall said, “and the more inclined they are to interfere by means of their congressional hearings and threats of budgets cuts.”


    “Oversight is a bitch,” LaValle agreed. “Which is why areas of the Pentagon under my control are working without it.” He paused for a moment, studying Batt. “How does that sound to you, Deputy Director?”


    “Like manna from heaven.”


    



    



    Oleg had screwed up big time,” Devra said.


    Arkadin took a stab. “He got in over his head with loan sharks?”


    She shook her head. “That was last year. It had to do with Pyotr Zilber.”


    Arkadin’s ears pricked up. “What about him?”


    “I don’t know.” Her eyes opened wide as Arkadin raised his fist. “I swear it.”


    “But you’re part of Zilber’s network.”


    She turned her head away from him, as if she couldn’t stand herself. “A minor part. I shuffle things from here to there.”


    “Within the past week Shumenko gave you a document.”


    “He gave me a package, I don’t know what was in it,” Devra said. “It was sealed.”


    “Compartmentalization.”


    “What?” She looked up at him. Blood beads on her face looked like freckles. Tears had caused her mascara to run, giving her dark half circles under her eyes.


    “The first principle of putting together a cadre.” Arkadin nodded. “Go on.”


    She shrugged. “That’s all I know.”


    “What about the package?”


    “I passed it on, as I was instructed to do.”


    Arkadin bent over her. “Who did you give it to?”


    She glanced at the crumpled form on the floor. “I gave it to Filya.”


    



    



    



    LaValle had paused a moment to reflect. “We never knew each other at Yale.”


    “You were two years ahead of me,” Batt said. “But in Skull and Bones you were notorious.”


    LaValle laughed. “Now you flatter me.”


    “Hardly.” Batt unbuttoned his overcoat. “The stories I heard.”


    LaValle frowned. “Are never to be repeated.”


    General Kendall let loose with a guffaw that filled the compartment. “Should I leave you two girls alone? Better not; one of you could wind up pregnant.”


    The comment was meant as a joke, of course, but there was a nasty undercurrent to it. Did the military man resent his exclusion from the elite club, or the connection the other two had through Skull & Bones? Possibly it was a bit of both. In any event, Batt noted the second’s tone of voice, tucked the possible implications into a place where he could examine them later.


    “What d’you have in mind, Mr. LaValle?”


    “I’m looking for a way to convince the president that his more immoderate advisers made a mistake in recommending Veronica Hart for DCI.” LaValle pursed his lips. “Any ideas?”


    “Off the top of my head, plenty,” Batt said. “What’s in it for me?”


    As if on cue LaValle produced another smile. “We’re going to require a new DCI when we can Hart’s ass out of the District. Who would be your first choice?”


    “The current deputy director seems the logical one,” Batt said. “That would be me.”


    LaValle nodded. “Our thought precisely.”


    Batt tapped his fingertips against his knee. “If you two are serious.”


    “We are, I assure you.”


    Batt’s mind worked furiously. “It seems to me unwise at this early juncture to have attacked Hart directly.”


    “How about you don’t tell us our business,” Kendall said.


    LaValle held up a hand. “Let’s hear what the man has to say, Richard.” To Batt, he added, “However, let me make something crystal clear. We want Hart out as soon as possible.”


    “We all do, but you don’t want suspicion thrown back at you—or at the defense secretary.”


    LaValle and General Kendall exchanged a quick and knowing look. They were like twins, able to communicate with each other without uttering a word. “Indeed not,” LaValle said.


    “She told me how you ambushed her at that meeting with the president—and the threats you made to her outside the White House.”


    “Women are more easily intimidated than men,” Kendall pointed out. “It’s a well-known fact.”


    Batt ignored the military man. “You put her on notice. She took your threats very personally. She had a killer’s rep in Black River. I checked through my sources.”


    LaValle seemed thoughtful. “How would you have handled her?”


    “I would have made nice, welcomed her to the fold, let her know you’re there for her whenever she needs your help.”


    “She’d never have bought it,” LaValle said. “She knows my agenda.”


    “It doesn’t matter. The idea is not to antagonize her. You don’t want her knives out when you come for her.”


    LaValle nodded, as if he saw the wisdom in this approach. “So how do you suggest we proceed from here?”


    “Give me some time,” Batt said. “Hart’s just getting started at CI, and because I’m her deputy I know everything she does, every decision she makes. But when she’s out of the office, shadow her, see where she goes, who she meets. Using parabolic mikes you can listen in to her conversations. Between us, we’ll have her covered twenty-four/seven.”


    “Sounds pretty vanilla to me,” Kendall said skeptically.


    “Keep it simple, especially when there’s so much at stake, that’s my advice,” Batt said.


    “What if she cottons on to the surveillance?” Kendall said.


    Batt smiled. “So much the better. It’ll only bolster the CI mantra that the NSA is run by incompetents.”


    LaValle laughed. “Batt, I like the way you think.”


    Batt nodded, acknowledging the compliment. “Coming from the private sector Hart’s not used to government procedure. She doesn’t have the leeway she enjoyed at Black River. I can already see that, to her, rules and regs are meant to be bent, sidestepped, even, on occasion, broken. Mark my words, sooner rather than later, Director Hart is going to give us the ammunition we need to kick her butt out of CI.”

  


  
    SEVEN

  


  
    How is your foot, Jason?”


    Bourne looked up at Professor Specter, whose face was swollen and discolored. His left eye was half closed, dark as a storm cloud.


    “Yes,” Specter said, “after what just happened I’m compelled to call you by what seems like your rightful name.”


    “My heel is fine,” Bourne said. “It’s me who should be asking about you.”


    Specter put fingertips gingerly against his cheek. “In my life I’ve endured worse beatings.”


    The two men were seated in a high-ceilinged library filled with a large, magnificent Isfahan carpet, ox-blood leather furniture. Three walls were fitted floor-to-ceiling with books neatly arrayed on mahogany shelves. The fourth wall was pierced by a large leaded-glass window overlooking stands of stately firs on a knoll, which sloped down to a pond guarded by a weeping willow, shivering in the wind.


    Specter’s personal physician had been summoned, but the professor had insisted the doctor tend to Bourne’s flayed heel first.


    “I’m sure we can find you a pair of shoes somewhere,” Specter said, sending one of the half a dozen men in residence scurrying off with Bourne’s remaining shoe.


    This rather large stone-and-slate house deep in the Virginia countryside to which Specter had directed Bourne was a far cry from the modest apartment the professor maintained near the university. Bourne had been to the apartment numerous times over the years, but never here. Then there was the matter of the staff, which Bourne noted with interest as well as surprise.


    “I imagine you’re wondering about all this,” Specter said, as if reading Bourne’s mind. “All in good time, my friend.” He smiled. “First, I must thank you for rescuing me.”


    “Who were those men?” Bourne said. “Why did they try to kidnap you?”


    The doctor applied an antibiotic ointment, placed a gauze pad over the heel, taped it in place. Then he wrapped the heel in cohesive bandage.


    “It’s a long story,” Specter said. The doctor, finished with Bourne, now rose to examine the professor. “One I propose to tell you over the breakfast we were unable to enjoy earlier.” He winced as the doctor palpated areas of his body.


    “Contusions, bruises,” the doctor intoned colorlessly, “but no broken bones or fractures.”


    He was a small swarthy man with a mustache and dark slicked-back hair. Bourne made him as Turkish. In fact, all the staff seemed of Turkish origin.


    He gave Specter a small packet. “You may need these painkillers, but only for the next forty-eight hours.” He’d already left a tube of the antibiotic cream, along with instructions, for Bourne.


    While Specter was being examined, Bourne used his cell phone to call Deron, the art forger whom he used for all his travel documents. Bourne recited the license tag of the black Cadillac he’d commandeered from the professor’s would-be kidnappers.


    “I need a registration report ASAP.”


    “You okay, Jason?” Deron said in his sonorous London-accented voice. Deron had been Bourne’s backup through many hair-raising missions. He always asked the same question.


    “I’m fine,” Bourne said, “but that’s more than I can say for the car’s original occupants.”


    “Brilliant.”


    Bourne pictured him in his lab in the northeast section of DC, a tall, vibrant black man with the mind of a conjuror.


    When the doctor departed, Bourne and Specter were left alone.


    “I already know who came after me,” Specter said.


    “I don’t like loose ends,” Bourne replied. “The Cadillac’s registration will tell us something, perhaps something even you don’t know.”


    The professor nodded, clearly impressed.


    Bourne sat on the leather sofa with his leg up on the coffee table. Specter eased himself into a facing chair. Clouds chased each other across the windblown sky, setting patterns shifting across the Persian carpet. Bourne saw a different kind of shadow pass across Specter’s face.


    “Professor, what is it?”


    Specter shook his head. “I owe you a most sincere and abject apology, Jason. I’m afraid I had an ulterior motive in asking you to return to university life.” His eyes were filled with regret. “I thought it would be good for you, yes, that’s true enough, absolutely. But also I wanted you near me because…” He waved a hand as if to clear the air of deceit. “Because I was fearful that what happened this morning would happen. Now, because of my selfishness, I’m very much afraid that I’ve put your life in jeopardy.”


    



    



    Turkish tea, strong and intensely aromatic, was served along with eggs, smoked fish, coarse bread, butter, deep yellow and fragrant.


    Bourne and Specter sat at a long table covered with a white hand-finished linen cloth. The china and silverware were of the highest quality. Again, an oddity in an academic’s household. They remained mute while a young man, slim and sleek, served their perfectly cooked, elegantly presented breakfast.


    When Bourne began to ask a question, Specter cut him off. “First we must fill our stomachs, regain our strength, ensure our minds are working at full capacity.”


    The two men did not speak again until they were finished, the plates and cutlery were cleared, and a fresh pot of tea had been poured. A small bowl of gigantic Medjool dates and halved fresh pomegranates lay between them.


    When they were again alone in the dining room, Specter said without preamble, “The night before last I received word that a former student of mine whose father was a close friend was dead. Murdered in a most despicable fashion. This young man, Pyotr Zilber, was special. Besides being a former student he ran an information network that spanned several countries. After a number of difficult and perilous months of subterfuge and negotiation he had managed to obtain for me a vital document. He was found out, with the inevitable consequences. This is the incident I’ve been dreading. It may sound melodramatic, but I assure you it’s the truth: The war I’ve been engaged in for close to twenty years has reached its final stage.”


    “What sort of a war, Professor?” Bourne said. “Against whom?”


    “I’ll get to that in a moment.” Specter leaned forward. “I imagine you’re curious, shocked even, that a university professor should be involved in matters that are more the province of Jason Bourne.” He lifted both arms briefly to encompass the house. “But as you’ve no doubt noted there is more to me than meets the eye.” He smiled rather sadly. “This makes two of us, yes?


    “As someone who also leads a double life I understand you better than most others. I need one personality when I step onto campus, but here I’m someone else entirely.” He tapped a stubby forefinger against the side of his nose. “I pay attention. I saw something familiar in you the moment I met you—how your eyes took in every detail of the people and things around you.”


    Bourne’s cell buzzed. He flipped it open, listened to what Deron had to say, then put the phone away.


    “The Cadillac was reported stolen a hour before it appeared in front of the restaurant.”


    “That is entirely unsurprising.”


    “Who tried to kidnap you, Professor?”


    “I know you’re impatient for the facts, Jason. I would be, too, in your place. But I promise they won’t have meaning without some background first. When I said there’s more to me than meets the eye, this is what I meant: I’m a terrorist hunter. For many years, from the camouflage and sanctuary my position at the university affords me, I have built up a network of people who gather intelligence just like your own CI. However, the intelligence that interests me is highly specific. There are people who took my wife from me. In the dead of night, while I was away, they snatched her from our house, tortured her, killed her, then dumped her on my doorstep. As a warning, you see.”


    Bourne felt a prickling at the back of his neck. He knew what it felt like to be driven by revenge. When Martin died all Bourne could think about was destroying the men who’d tortured him. He felt a new, more intimate connection with Specter, even as the Bourne identity rose inside him, riding a cresting wave of pure adrenaline. All at once the idea of him working at the university struck him as absurd. Moira was right: He was already chafing at the confinement. How would he feel after months of the academic life, bereft of adventure, stripped of the adrenaline rush for which Bourne lived?


    “My father was taken because he was plotting to overthrow the head of an organization. They call themselves the Eastern Brotherhood.”


    “Doesn’t the EB espouse a peaceful integration of Muslims into Western society?”


    “That’s their public stance, certainly, and their literature would have you believe it’s so.” Specter put down his cup. “In fact, nothing could be farther from the truth. I know them as the Black Legion.”


    “Then the Black Legion has finally decided to come after you.”


    “If only it were as simple as that.” He halted at a discreet knock on the door. “Enter.”


    The young man he’d sent on the errand strode in carrying a shoe box, which he set down in front of Bourne.


    Specter gestured. “Please.”


    Taking his foot off the table, Bourne opened the box. Inside were a pair of very fine Italian loafers, along with a pair of socks.


    “The left one is half a size larger to accommodate the pad that will protect your heel,” the young man said in German.


    Bourne pulled on the socks, slipped on the loafers. They fit perfectly. Seeing this, Specter nodded to the young man, who turned and, without another word, left the room.


    “Does he speak English?” Bourne asked.


    “Oh, yes. Whenever the need arises.” Specter’s face was wreathed in a mischievous smile. “And now, my dear Jason, you’re asking yourself why he’s speaking German if he’s a Turk?”


    “I assume it’s because your network spans many countries including Germany, which is, like England, a hotbed of Muslim terrorist activity.”


    Specter’s smile deepened. “You’re like a rock. I can always count on you.” He raised a forefinger. “But there is yet another reason. It has to do with the Black Legion. Come. I’ve something to show you.”


    



    



    Filya Petrovich, Pyotr’s Sevastopol courier, lived in an anonymous block of crumbling housing left over from the days the Soviets had reshaped the city into a vast barracks housing its largest naval contingent. The apartment, frozen in time since the 1970s, had all the charm of a meat locker.


    Arkadin opened the door with the key he’d found on Filya. He pushed Devra over the threshold, stepped in. Turning on the lights, he closed the door behind him. She hadn’t wanted to come, but she had no say in the matter, just as she’d had no say in helping him drag Filya’s corpse out the nightclub’s back door. They set him down at the end of the filthy alley, propped up against a wall damp with unknown fluids. Arkadin poured the contents of a half-empty bottle of cheap vodka over him, then pressed the man’s fingers around the bottle’s neck. Filya became one drunk among many other drunks in the city. His death would be swept away on an inefficient and overworked bureaucratic tide.


    “What’re you looking for?” Devra stood in the middle of the living room, watching Arkadin’s methodical search. “What d’you think you’ll find? The document?” Her laugh was a kind of shrill catcall. “It’s gone.”


    Arkadin glanced up from the mess his switchblade had made of the sofa cushions. “Where?”


    “Far out of your reach, that’s for sure.”


    Closing his knife, Arkadin crossed the space between the two of them in one long stride. “Do you think this is a joke, or a game we’re playing here?”


    Devra’s upper lip curled. “Are you going to hurt me now? Believe me, nothing you could do would be worse than what’s already been done to me.”


    Arkadin, the blood pounding in his veins, held himself in check to consider her words. What she said was probably the truth. Under the Soviet boot, God had forsaken many Ukrainians, especially the young attractive females. He needed to take another tack entirely.


    “I’m not going to hurt you, even though you’re with the wrong people.” He turned on his heel, sat down on a wood-framed chair. Leaning back, he ran his fingers through his hair. “I’ve seen a lot of shit—I’ve done two stints in prison. I can imagine the systematic brutalization you’ve been through.”


    “Me and my mother, God rest her soul.”


    The headlights of passing cars shone briefly through the windows, then dwindled away. A dog barked in an alleyway, its melancholy voice echoing. A couple passing by outside argued vehemently. Inside the shabby apartment the patchy light cast by the lamps, their shades either torn or askew, caused Devra to look terribly vulnerable, like a wisp of a child. Arkadin rose, stretched mightily, strolled over to the window, looked out onto the street. His eyes picked out every bit of shadow, every flare of light no matter how brief or tiny. Sooner or later Pyotr’s people were going to come after him; it was an inevitability that he and Icoupov had discussed before he left the villa. Icoupov had offered to send a couple of hard men to lie low in Sevastopol in the event they were needed, but Arkadin refused, saying he preferred to work alone.


    Having assured himself that the street was for the moment clear, he turned away from the window, back to the room. “My mother died badly,” he said. “She was murdered, brutally beaten, left in a closet for the rats to gnaw on. At least that’s what the coroner told me.”


    “Where was your father?”


    Arkadin shrugged. “Who knows? By that time, the sonovabitch could’ve been in Shanghai, or he could’ve been dead. My mother told me he was a merchant marine, but I seriously doubt it. She was ashamed of having been knocked up by a perfect stranger.”


    Devra, who had sat down on the ripped-apart arm of the sofa during this recitation, said, “It sucks not knowing where you came from, doesn’t it? Like always being adrift at sea. You’ll never recognize home even if you come upon it.”


    “Home,” Arkadin said heavily. “I never think of it.”


    Devra caught something in his tone. “But you’d like to, wouldn’t you?”


    His expression went sour. He checked the street again with his usual thoroughness. “What would be the point?”


    “Because knowing where we come from allows us to know who we are.” She beat softly at her chest with a fist. “Our past is part of us.”


    Arkadin felt as if she’d pricked him with a needle. Venom squirted through his veins. “My past is an island I’ve sailed away from long ago.”


    “Nevertheless, it’s still with you, even if you’re not aware of it,” she said with the force of having mulled the question over and over in her own mind. “We can’t outrun our past, no matter how hard we try.”


    Unlike him, she seemed eager to talk about her past. He found this curious. Did she think this subject was common ground? If so, he needed to stay with it, to keep the connection with her going.


    “What about your father?”


    “I was born here, grew up here.” She stared down at her hands. “My father was a naval engineer. He was thrown out of the shipyards when the Russians took it over. Then one night they came for him, said he was spying on them, delivering technical information on their ships to the Americans. I never saw him again. But the Russian security officer in charge took a liking to my mother. When he’d used her up, he started on me.”


    Arkadin could just imagine. “How did it end?”


    “An American killed him.” She looked up at him. “Fucking ironic, because this American was a spy sent to photograph the Russian fleet. When the American had completed his assignment he should’ve gone back home. Instead he stayed. He took care of me, nursed me back to health.”


    “Naturally you fell in love with him.”


    She laughed. “If I was a character in a novel, sure. But he was so kind to me; I was like a daughter to him. I cried when he left.”


    Arkadin found that he was embarrassed by her confession. To distract himself, he looked around the ruined apartment one more time.


    Devra watched him warily. “Hey. I’m dying for something to eat.”


    Arkadin laughed. “Aren’t we all?”


    His hawk-like gaze took in the street once more. This time the hairs on the back of his neck stirred as he stepped to the side of the window. A car he’d heard approaching had pulled up in front of the building. Devra, alerted by the sudden tension in his body, moved to the window behind him. What caught his attention was that though its engine was still running, all its lights had been extinguished. Three men exited the car, headed for the building entrance. It was past time to leave.


    He turned away from the window. “We’re going. Now.”


    “Pyotr’s people. It was inevitable they’d find us.”


    Much to Arkadin’s surprise she made no protest when he hustled her out of the apartment. The hallway was already reverberating with the tribal beat of heavy shoes on the concrete floor.


    



    



    Bourne found walking unpleasant but hardly intolerable. He’d put up with a lot worse than a flayed heel in his time. As he followed the professor down a metal staircase into the basement, he reflected that this was proof again that there were no absolutes when it came to people. He had assumed that Specter’s life was neat, tidy, dull, and quiet, restricted by the dimensions of the university campus. Nothing could be farther from the truth.


    Halfway down, the staircase changed to stone treads, worn by decades of use. Their way was guided by plenty of light from below. They entered a finished basement made up of movable walls that separated what looked like office cubicles outfitted with laptop computers attached to high-speed modems. All of them were staffed.


    Specter stopped at the last cubicle, where a young man appeared to be decoding text that scrolled across his computer screen. The young man, becoming aware of Specter, pulled a sheet of paper out of the printer hopper, handed it to him. As soon as the professor read it a change came over his demeanor. Though he kept his expression neutral, a certain tension stiffened his frame.


    “Good work.” He gave the young man a nod before he led Bourne into a room that appeared to be a small library. Specter crossed to one section of the shelves, touched the spine of a compilation of haiku by the master poet Matsuo Basho¯. A square section of the books opened to reveal a set of drawers. From one of these Specter pulled out what looked like a photo album. All the pages were old, each one wrapped in archival plastic to preserve them. He showed one of them to Bourne.


    At the top was the familiar war eagle, gripping a swastika in its beak, the symbol of Germany’s Third Reich. The text was in German. Just below was the word ostlegionen, accompanied by a color photo of a woven oval, obviously a uniform insignia, of a swastika encircled by laurel leaves. Around the central symbol were the words treu, tapir, gehorsam, which Bourne translated as “loyal, brave, steadfast.” Below that was another color photo of a woven rampant wolf’s head, under which was the designation: ostmanische ss-division.


    Bourne noted the date on the page: 14 December 1941.


    “I never heard of the Eastern Legions,” Bourne said. “Who were they?”


    Specter turned the page and there, pinned to it, was a square of olive fabric. On it had been sewn a blue shield with a black border. Across the top was the word BERGKAUKASIEN—Caucasus Mountains. Directly beneath it in bright yellow was the emblem of three horses’ heads joined to what Bourne now knew was a death’s head, the symbol of the Nazi Schutzstaffel, the Protective Squadron, known colloquially as the SS. It was exactly the same as the tattoo on the gunman’s arm.


    “Not were, are.” Specter’s eyes glittered. “They’re the people who tried to kidnap me, Jason. They want to interrogate me and kill me. Now that they’ve become aware of you, they’ll want to do the same to you.”

  


  
    EIGHT

  


  
    The roof or the basement?” Arkadin said.


    “The roof,” she said at once. “There’s only one way in and out of the basement itself.”


    They ran as fast as they could to the stairway, then took the steps two at a time. Arkadin’s heart pounded, his blood raced, the adrenaline pumped into him with every leap upward. He could hear his pursuers laboring up below him. The noose was tightening around him. Racing to the far end of the narrow hallway, he reached up with his right hand, pulled down the metal ladder that led to the roof. Soviet structures of this era were notorious for their flimsy doors. He knew he’d have no trouble breaking out onto the roof. From there, it was a short jump to the next building and the next, then down to the streets, where it would be easy to elude the enemy.


    Boosting Devra’s body through the square hole in the ceiling, he clambered up. Behind him, the shouted calls of the three men: Filya’s apartment had been searched. All of them were coming after him. Gaining the tiny landing, he now faced the door to the roof, but when he tried to push against the horizontal metal bar nothing happened. He pushed harder, with the same result. Fishing a ring of slender metal picks out of his pocket, he inserted one after another into the lock, fiddling it up and down, getting nowhere. Looking more closely, he could see why: The interior of the cheap lock was rusted shut. It wouldn’t open.


    He turned back, staring down the ladder. Here came his pursuers. He had nowhere to go.


    



    



    On June 22, 1941, Germany invaded Soviet Russia,” Professor Specter said. “As they did so they came upon thousands upon thousands of enemy soldiers who either surrendered without a fight or were flat-out deserting. By August of that year the invading army had interned half a million Soviet prisoners of war. Many of them were Muslims—Tatars from the Caucasus, Turks, Azerbaijani, Uzbek, Kazakhs, others from the tribes in the Ural Mountains, Turkestan, Crimea. The one thing all these Muslims had in common was their hatred of the Soviets, Stalin in particular. To make a very long story short, these Muslims, taken as prisoners of war, offered their services to the Nazis to fight alongside them on the Eastern Front, where they could do the most damage both by infiltration and by decoding Soviet intelligence transmissions. The Führer was elated; the Ostlegionen became the particular interest of Reichsführer SS Heinrich Himmler, who saw Islam as a masculine, war-like religion that featured certain key qualities in common with his SS philosophy, mainly blind obedience, the willingness for self-sacrifice, a total lack of compassion for the enemy.”


    Bourne was absorbing every word, every detail of the photos. “Didn’t his embrace of Islam fly in the face of the Nazi racial order?”


    “You know humans better than most, Jason. They have an infinite capacity for rationalizing reality to fit their personal ideas. So it was with Himmler, who had convinced himself that the Slavs and the Jews were subhuman. The Asian element in the Russian nation made those people who were descended from the great warriors Attila, Genghis Khan, Tamerlane fit his criteria of superiority. Himmler embraced the Muslims from that area, descendants of the Mongols.


    “These men became the core of the Nazi Ostlegionen, but the cream of the crop Himmler reserved for himself, training them in secret with his best SS leaders, honing their skills not simply as soldiers, but as the elite warriors, spies, and assassins it was widely known he’d yearned to command. He called this unit the Black Legion. You see, I’ve made an exhaustive study of the Nazis and their Ostlegionen.” Specter pointed to the shield of three horses’ heads joined by the death’s head. “This is their emblem. From 1943 on it became more feared than even the SS’s own twin lightning bolts, or the symbol of its adjunct, the Gestapo.”


    “It’s a little late in the day for Nazis to be a serious threat,” Bourne said, “don’t you think?”


    “The Black Legion’s Nazi affiliation has long since vanished. It’s now the most powerful and influential Islamic terrorist network no one has heard of. Its anonymity is deliberate. It is funded through the legitimate front, the Eastern Brotherhood.”


    Specter took out another album. This one was filled with newspaper clippings of terrorist attacks all over the world: London, Madrid, Karachi, Fallujah, Afghanistan, Russia. As Bourne paged through the album, the list grew.


    “As you can see, other, known terrorist networks claimed responsibility for some of these attacks. For others, no claim was made, no terrorists were ever linked to them. But I know through my sources that all were perpetrated by the Black Legion,” Specter said. “And now they’re planning their biggest, most spectacular attack. Jason, we think that they’re targeting New York. I told you Pyotr Zilber, the young man the Black Legion murdered, was special. He was a magician. He’d somehow managed to steal the plans for the target of the Legion’s attack. Normally, of course, the planning would all be oral. But apparently the target of this attack is so complex, the Black Legion had to obtain the actual plans of the structure. That’s why I believe it to be a large building in a major metropolitan area. It’s absolutely imperative that we find that document. It’s the only way we’ll know where the Black Legion intends to strike.”


    



    



    Arkadin sat on the floor of the small landing, his legs on either side of the opening down to the top residential floor.


    “Shout to them,” he whispered. Now that he was situated on the high ground, so to speak, he wanted to draw them to him. “Go on. Let them know where you are.”


    Devra screamed.


    Now Arkadin heard the hollow ring of someone climbing the metal ladder. When a head popped up, along with a hand holding a gun, Arkadin slammed his ankles into the man’s ears. As his eyes began to roll up, Arkadin snatched the gun from his hand, braced himself, and broke the man’s neck.


    The moment he let go the man vanished, clattering back down the ladder. Predictably, a hail of gunfire shot through the square opening, the bullets embedding themselves in the ceiling. The moment that abated, Arkadin shoved Devra through the opening, followed her, sliding down with the insides of his shoes against the outside of the ladder.


    As Arkadin had hoped, the remaining two men were stunned by the fall of their compatriot and held their fire. Arkadin shot one through the right eye. The other retreated around a corner as Arkadin fired at him. Arkadin gathered the girl, bruised but otherwise fine, ran to the first door, and pounded on it. Hearing a querulous man’s voice raised in protest, he pounded on the opposite door. No answer. Firing his gun at the lock, he crashed open the door.


    The apartment was unoccupied, and from the looks of the piles of dust and filth no one had been in residence in quite some time. Arkadin ran to the window. As he did so, he heard familiar squeals. He stepped on a pile of rubbish and out leapt a rat, then another and another. They were all over the place. Arkadin shot the first one, then got hold of himself and slid the window up as far as it would go. Icy rain struck him, sluiced down the side of the building.


    Holding Devra in front of him, he straddled the sash. At that moment he heard the third man calling for reinforcements, and fired three shots through the ruined door. He manhandled her out onto the narrow fire escape and edged them to his left, toward the vertical ladder bolted to the concrete that led to the roof.


    Save for one or two security lights, the Sevastopol night was darker than Hades itself. The rain slanted in needled sheets, beating against his face and arms. He was close enough to reach out for the ladder when the wrought-iron slats on which he was walking gave way.


    Devra shrieked as the two of them plummeted, landing against the railing of the fire escape below. Almost immediately this rickety affair gave way beneath their weight and they toppled over the end. Arkadin reached out, grabbed a rung of the ladder with his left hand. He held on to Devra with his right. They dangled in the air, the ground too far for him to risk letting go. Plus there was no convenient fully loaded Dumpster to break their fall.


    He began to lose his grip on her hand.


    “Draw yourself up,” he said. “Put your legs around me.”


    “What?”


    He bellowed the command at her and, flinching, she did as he ordered.


    “Now lock your ankles tight around my waist.”


    This time she didn’t hesitate.


    “All right,” Arkadin said, “now reach up, you can just make the lowest rung—no, hold on to it with both hands.”


    The rain made the metal slippery, and on the first attempt Devra lost her grip.


    “Again,” Arkadin shouted. “And this time don’t let go.”


    Clearly terrified, Devra closed her fingers around the rung, held on so tightly her knuckles turned white. As for Arkadin, his left arm was being slowly dislocated from its socket. If he didn’t change his position soon, he’d be done for.


    “Now what?” Devra said.


    “Once your grip on the rung is secure, uncross your ankles and pull yourself up the ladder until you can stand on a rung.”


    “I don’t know if I have the strength.”


    He lifted himself up until he’d wedged the rung in his right armpit. His left arm was numb. He worked his fingers, and bolts of pain shot up into his throbbing shoulder. “Go ahead,” he said, pushing her up. He couldn’t let her see how much pain he was in. His left arm was in agony, but he kept pushing her.


    Finally, she stood on the ladder above him. She looked down. “Now you.”


    His entire left side was numb; the rest of him was on fire.


    Devra reached down toward him. “Come on.”


    “I’ve got nothing much to live for, I died a long time ago.”


    “Screw you.” She crouched down so when she reached down again she grabbed onto his arm. As she did so, her foot slipped off the rung, slid downward and against him with such force she almost dislodged them both.


    “Christ, I’m going to fall!” she screamed.


    “Wrap your legs back around my waist,” he shouted. “That’s right. Now let go of the ladder one hand at a time. Hold on to me instead.”


    When she’d done as he said, he commenced to climb up the ladder. Once he was high enough to get his shoes onto the rungs the going was easier. He ignored the fire burning up his left shoulder; he needed both hands to ascend.


    They made the roof at last, rolling over the stone parapet, lying breathless on tar streaming with water. That was when Arkadin realized the rain was no longer hitting his face. He looked up, saw a man—the third of the trio—standing over him, a gun aimed at his face.


    The man grinned. “Time to die, bastard.”


    Professor Specter put the albums away. Before he closed the drawer, however, he took out a pair of photos. Bourne studied the faces of two men. The one in the first photo was approximately the same age as the professor. Glasses almost comically magnified large, watery eyes, above which lay remarkably thick eyebrows. Otherwise, his head was bald.


    “Semion Icoupov,” Specter said, “leader of the Black Legion.”


    He took Bourne out of the basement library, up the steps, out the back of the house into the fresh air. A formal English garden lay before them, defined by low boxwood hedges. The sky was an airy blue, high and rich, full of the promise of an early spring. A bird fluttered between the bare branches of the willow, unsure where to alight.


    “Jason, we need to stop the Black Legion. The only way to do that is to kill Semion Icoupov. I’ve already lost three good men to that end. I need someone better. I need you.”


    “I’m not a contract killer.”


    “Jason, please don’t take offense. I need your help to stop this attack. Icoupov knows where the plans are.”


    “All right. I’ll find him and the plans.” Bourne shook his head. “But he doesn’t have to be killed.”


    The professor shook his head sadly. “A noble sentiment, but you don’t know Semion Icoupov like I do. If you don’t kill him, he’ll surely kill you. Believe me when I tell you I’ve tried to take him alive. None of my men has returned from that assignment.”


    He stared out across the pond. “There’s no one else I can turn to, no one else who has the expertise to find Icoupov and end this madness once and for all. Pyotr’s murder signals the beginning of the endgame between me and the Black Legion. Either we stop them here or they will be successful in their attack on this target.”


    “If what you say is true—”


    “It is, Jason. I swear to you.”


    “Where is Icoupov?”


    “We don’t know. For the last forty-eight hours we’ve been trying to track him, but everything’s turned up a blank. He was in his villa in Campione d’Italia, Switzerland. That’s where we believe Pyotr was killed. But he’s not there now.”


    Bourne stared down at the two photos he held in his hand. “Who’s the younger man?”


    “Leonid Danilovich Arkadin. Up until a few days ago we believed he was an independent assassin for hire among the families of the Russian grupperovka.” Specter tapped a forefinger between Arkadin’s eyes. “He’s the man who brought Pyotr to Icoupov. Somehow—we’re still trying to establish how—Icoupov discovered that it was Pyotr who had stolen his plans. In any event, it was Arkadin who, along with Icoupov, interrogated Pyotr and killed him.”


    “Sounds as if you’ve got a traitor in your organization, Professor.”


    Specter nodded. “I’ve reluctantly come to the same conclusion.”


    Something that had been bothering Bourne now rose to the surface of his mind. “Professor, who called you when we were having breakfast?”


    “One of my people. He needed verification of information. I had it in my car. Why?”


    “Because it was that call that drew you out into the street just as the black Cadillac came by. That wasn’t a coincidence.”


    A frown creased Specter’s brow. “No, I don’t suppose it could have been.”


    “Give me his name and address,” Bourne said, “and we’ll find out for certain.”


    



    



    



    The man on the rooftop had a mole on his cheek, black as sin. Arkadin concentrated on it as the man pulled Devra off the tar, away from Arkadin.


    “Did you tell him anything?” he said without taking his eyes off Arkadin.


    “Of course not,” Devra shot back. “What d’you take me for?”


    “A weak link,” Mole-man said. “I told Pyotr not to use you. Now, because of you, Filya is dead.”


    “Filya was an idiot!”


    Mole-man took his eyes off Arkadin to sneer at Devra. “He was your fucking responsibility, bitch.”


    Arkadin scissored his legs between Mole-man’s, throwing him off balance. Arkadin, quick as a cat, leapt on him, pummeling him. Mole-man fought back as best he could. Arkadin tried not to show the pain in his left shoulder, but it was already dislocated and it wouldn’t work correctly. Seeing this, Mole-man struck a blow as hard as he could flush into the shoulder.


    All the breath went out of Arkadin. He sat back, dazed, almost blacked out with pain. Mole-man scrabbled for his gun, found Arkadin’s instead, and swung it up. He was about to pull the trigger when Devra shot him in the back of the head with his own gun.


    Without a word, he pitched over onto his face. She stood, wide-legged, in the classic shooter’s stance, one hand supporting the other around the grips. Arkadin, on his knees, for the moment paralyzed with agony, watched her swing the gun around, point it at him. There was something in her eyes he couldn’t identify, let alone understand.


    Then, all at once, she let out the long breath she’d been holding inside, her arms relaxed, and the gun came down.


    “Why?” Arkadin said. “Why did you shoot him?”


    “He was a fool. Fuck me, I hate them all.”


    The rain beat down on them, drummed against the rooftop. The sky, utterly dark, muffled the world around them. They could have been standing on a mountaintop on the roof of the world. Arkadin watched her approach him. She put one foot in front of the other, walking stiff-legged. She seemed like a wild animal—angry, bitter, out of her element in the civilized world. Like him. He was tied to her, but he didn’t understand her, he couldn’t trust her.


    When she held out her hand to him he took it.

  


  
    NINE

  


  
    I have this recurring nightmare,” Defense Secretary Ervin Reynolds “Bud” Halliday said. “I’m sitting right here at Aushak in Bethesda, when in comes Jason Bourne and in the style of The Godfather Part II shoots me in the throat and then between my eyes.”


    Halliday was seated at a table in the rear of the restaurant, along with Luther LaValle and Rob Batt. Aushak, more or less midway between the National Naval Medical Center and the Chevy Chase Country Club, was a favorite meeting place of his. Because it was in Bethesda and, especially, because it was Afghani, no one he knew or wanted to keep secrets from came here. The defense secretary felt most comfortable in off-the-beaten-path places. He was a man who despised Congress, despised even more its oversight committees, which were always mucking about in matters that didn’t concern them and for which they had no understanding, let alone expertise.


    The three men had ordered the dish after which the restaurant was named: sheets of pasta, filled with scallions, drenched in a savory meat-infused tomato sauce, the whole crowned by rich Middle Eastern yogurt in which flowered tiny bits of mint. The aushak, they all agreed, was a perfect winter meal.


    “We’ll soon have that particular nightmare laid to rest, sir,” LaValle said with the kind of obsequiousness that set Batt’s teeth on edge. “Isn’t that so, Rob?”


    Batt nodded emphatically. “Quite right. I have a plan that’s virtually foolproof.”


    Perhaps that wasn’t the correct thing to say. Halliday frowned. “No plan is foolproof, Mr. Batt, especially when it involves Jason Bourne.”


    “I assure you, no one knows that better than I do, Mr. Secretary.”


    Batt, as the seniormost of the seven directorate heads, did not care for being contradicted. He was a linebacker of a man with plenty of experience beating back pretenders to his crown. Still, he was aware that he was treading terra incognita, where a power struggle was raging, the outcome unknown.


    He pushed his plate away. In dealing with these people he knew he was making a calculated gamble; on the other hand, he felt the spark that emanated from Secretary Halliday. Batt had entered the nation’s true power grid, a place he’d secretly longed to be, and a powerful sense of elation shot through him.


    “Because the plan revolves around DCI Hart,” Batt said now, “my hope is that we’ll be able to bring down two clay pigeons with one shot.”


    “Not another word”—Halliday held up his hand—“to either of us. Luther and I must maintain plausible deniability. We can’t afford this operation coming back to bite us on the ass. Is that clear, Mr. Batt?”


    “Perfectly clear, sir. This is my operation, pure and simple.”


    Halliday grinned. “Son, those words are music to these big ol’ Texan ears.” He tugged at the lobe of his ear. “Now, I assume Luther here told you about Typhon.”


    Batt looked from the secretary to LaValle and back again. A frown formed on his face. “No, sir, he didn’t.”


    “An oversight,” LaValle said smoothly.


    “Well, no time like the present.” A smile continued to light Halliday’s expression.


    “We believe that one of CI’s problems is Typhon,” LaValle said. “It’s become too much for the director to properly rehabilitate and manage CI, and keep tabs on Typhon. As such, responsibility for Typhon will be taken off your shoulders. That section will be controlled directly by me.”


    The entire topic had been handled smoothly, but Batt knew he’d been deliberately sandbagged. These people had wanted control of Typhon from the beginning. “Typhon is home-grown CI,” he said. “It’s Martin Lindros’s brainchild.”


    “Martin Lindros is dead,” LaValle pointed out needlessly. “Another female is the director of Typhon now. That needs to be addressed, along with many other decisions that will affect Typhon’s future. You will also need to be making crucial decisions, Rob, about all of CI. You don’t want more on your plate than you can handle, do you.” It wasn’t a question.


    Batt felt himself losing traction on a slippery slope. “Typhon is part of CI,” he said as a last, feeble attempt to win back control.


    “Mr. Batt,” Halliday interjected. “We have made our determination. Are you with us or shall we recruit someone else for DCI?”


    



    



    The man whose call had drawn Professor Specter out into the street was Mikhail Tarkanian. Bourne suggested the National Zoo as a place to meet, and the professor had called Tarkanian. The professor then contacted his secretary at the university to tell her that he and Professor Webb were each taking a personal day. They got in Specter’s car, which had been driven to the estate by one of his men, and headed toward the zoo.


    “Your problem, Jason, is that you need an ideology,” Specter said. “An ideology grounds you. It’s the backbone of commitment.”


    Bourne, who was driving, shook his head. “As far back as I can remember I’ve been manipulated by ideologues. So far as I can tell, all ideology does is give you tunnel vision. Everything that doesn’t fit within your self-imposed limits is either ignored or destroyed.”


    “Now I know I’m truly speaking to Jason Bourne,” Specter said, “because I tried my best to instill in David Webb a sense of purpose he lost somewhere in his past. When you came to me you weren’t just cast adrift, you were severely maimed. I sought to help heal you by helping you turn away from whatever it was that hurt you so deeply. But now I see I was wrong—”


    “You weren’t wrong, Professor.”


    “No, let me finish. You’re always quick to defend me, to believe I’m always right. Don’t think I don’t appreciate how you feel about me. I wouldn’t want anything to change that. But occasionally I do make mistakes, and this was one of them. I don’t know what went into the making of the Bourne identity, and believe me when I tell you that I don’t want to know.


    “What seems clear to me, however, is that however much you don’t want to believe it, something inside you, something innate and connected with the Bourne identity, sets you apart from everyone else.”


    Bourne felt troubled by the direction of the conversation. “Do you mean that I’m Jason Bourne through and through—that David Webb would have become him no matter what?”


    “No, not at all. But I do think from what you’ve shared with me that if there had been no intervention, if there had been no Bourne identity, then David Webb would have been a very unhappy man.”


    This idea was not a new one to Bourne. But he’d always assumed the thought occurred to him because he knew so damnably little about who he’d been. David Webb was more of an enigma to him than Jason Bourne. That realization itself haunted Bourne, as if Webb were a ghost, a shadowing armature into which the Bourne identity had been hung, fleshed out, given life by Alex Conklin.


    Bourne, driving up Connecticut Avenue, NW, crossed Cathedral Avenue. The entrance to the zoo appeared up ahead. “The truth is, I don’t think David Webb would have lasted to the end of the school year.”


    “Then I’m pleased I decided to involve you in my real passion.” Something seemed to have been settled inside Specter. “It’s not often a man gets a chance to rectify his mistakes.”


    



    



    The day was mild enough that the gorilla family had been let out. Schoolchildren clustered noisily at the end of the area where the patriarch sat, surrounded by his brood. The silverback did his level best to ignore them, but when their incessant chatter became too much for him, he walked to the other end of the compound, trailed by his family. There he sat while the same annoyances spiraled out of control. Then he plodded back to the spot where Bourne had first seen him.


    Mikhail Tarkanian was waiting for them beside the silverback gorilla area. He looked Specter up and down, clucking over his black eye. Then he took him in his arms, kissed him on both cheeks. “Allah is good, my friend. You are alive and well.”


    “Thanks to Jason here. He rescued me. I owe him my life.” Specter introduced the two men.


    Tarkanian kissed Bourne on both cheeks, thanking him effusively.


    There came a shuffling of the gorilla family as some grooming got under way.


    “Damn sad life.” Tarkanian hooked his thumb at the silverback.


    Bourne noted that his English was heavily accented in the manner of the tough Sokolniki slum of northeast Moscow.


    “Look at the poor bastard,” Tarkanian said.


    The gorilla’s expression was glum—resigned rather than defiant.


    Specter said, “Jason’s here on a bit of a fact-finding mission.”


    “Is he now?” Tarkanian was fleshy in the way of ex-athletes—neck like a bull, wary eyes sunk in yellow flesh. He kept his shoulders up around his ears, as if to ward off an expected blow. Enough hard knocks in Sokolniki to last a lifetime.


    “I want you to answer his questions,” Specter said.


    “Of course. Anything I can do.”


    “I need your help,” Bourne said. “Tell me about Pyotr Zilber.”


    Tarkanian, appearing somewhat taken aback, glanced at Specter, who had retreated a pace in order to center his man’s full attention on Bourne. Then he shrugged. “Sure. What d’you want to know?”


    “How did you find out he’d been killed?”


    “The usual way. Through one of our contacts.” Tarkanian shook his head. “I was devastated. Pyotr was a key man for us. He was also a friend.”


    “How d’you figure he was found out?”


    A gaggle of schoolgirls pranced by. When they had passed out of earshot, Tarkanian said, “I wish I knew. He wasn’t easy to get to, I’ll tell you that.”


    Bourne said casually, “Did Pyotr have friends?”


    “Of course he had friends. But none of them would betray him, if that’s what you’re asking.” Tarkanian pushed his lips out. “On the other hand…” His words trailed off.


    Bourne found his eyes, held them.


    “Pyotr was seeing this woman. Gala Nematova. He was head-over-heels about her.”


    “I assume she was properly vetted,” Bourne said.


    “Of course. But, well, Pyotr was a bit, um, headstrong when it came to women.”


    “Was that widely known?”


    “I seriously doubt it,” Tarkanian said.


    That was a mistake, Bourne thought. The habits and proclivities of the enemy were always for sale if you were clever and persistent enough. Tarkanian should have said, I don’t know. Possibly. As neutral an answer as possible, and closer to the truth.


    “Women can be a weak link.” Bourne thought briefly of Moira and the cloud of uncertainty that hovered over her from the CI investigation. The idea that Martin could have been seduced into revealing CI secrets was a bitter pill to swallow. He hoped when he read the communication between her and Martin that Soraya had unearthed, he could lay the question to rest.


    “We’re all sick about Pyotr’s death,” Tarkanian offered. Again the glance at Specter.


    “No question.” Bourne smiled rather vaguely. “Murder’s a serious matter, especially in this case. I’m talking to everyone, that’s all.”


    “Of course. I understand.”


    “You’ve been extremely helpful.” Bourne smiled, shook Tarkanian’s hand. As he did so, he said in a sharp tone of voice, “By the way, how much did Icoupov’s people pay you to call the professor’s cell this morning?”


    Instead of freezing Tarkanian seemed to relax. “What the hell kind of question is that? I’m loyal, I always have been.”


    After a moment, he tried to extricate his hand, but Bourne’s grip tightened. Tarkanian’s eyes met Bourne’s, held them.


    Behind them, the silverback made a noise, growing restive. The sound was low, like the sudden ripple of wind disturbing a field of wheat. The message from the gorilla was so subtle, Bourne was the only one who picked up on it. He registered movement at the extreme edge of his peripheral vision, tracked for several seconds. He leaned back to Specter, said in a low, urgent voice. “Leave now. Go straight through the Small Mammal House, then turn left. A hundred yards on will be a small food kiosk. Ask for help getting to your car. Go back to your house and stay there until you hear from me.”


    As the professor walked swiftly away, Bourne grabbed Tarkanian, pushed him in the opposite direction. They joined a Home Sweet Habitat scavenger hunt comprising a score of rowdy kids and their parents. The two men Bourne was tracking hurried toward them. It was this pair and their rushed anxiety that had aroused the suspicion of the silverback, alerting Bourne.


    “Where are we going?” Tarkanian said. “Why did you leave the professor unprotected?”


    A good question. Bourne’s decision had been instantaneous, instinct-driven. The men headed toward Tarkanian, not the professor. Now, as the group moved down Olmsted Walk, Bourne dragged Tarkanian into the Reptile Discovery Center. The lights were low here. They hurried past glass cases that held dozing alligators, slit-eyed crocodiles, lumbering tortoises, evil-looking vipers, and pebble-skinned lizards of all sizes, shapes, and dispositions. Up ahead, Bourne could see the snake cases. At one of them, a handler opened a door, prepared to set out a feast of rodents for the green tree pythons, which, in their hunger, had emerged from their stupor, slithering along the case’s fake tree branches. These snakes used infrared heat sensors to target their prey.


    Behind them, the two men wove their way through the crowd of children. They were swarthy but otherwise unremarkable in feature. They had their hands plunged into the pockets of their wool overcoats, surely gripping some form of weapon. They weren’t hurrying now. There was no point in alarming the visitors.


    Passing the European glass lizard, Bourne hauled Tarkanian into the snake section. It was at that moment that Tarkanian chose to make a move. Twisting away as he lunged back toward the approaching men, he dragged Bourne for a step, until Bourne struck him a dizzying blow to the side of the head.


    A workman knelt with his toolbox in front of an empty case. He was fiddling with the ventilation grille at the base. Bourne swiped a short length of stiff wire from the box.


    “The cavalry’s not going to save you today,” Bourne said as he dragged Tarkanian toward a door set flush in the wall between cases that led to the work area hidden from the public. One of the pursuers was closing in when Bourne jimmied the lock with the bit of wire. He opened the door, stepped through. He slammed it shut behind him, set the lock.


    The door began to shudder on its hinges as the men pounded on it. Bourne found himself in a narrow utility corridor, lit by long fluorescent tubes, that ran behind the cases. Doors and, in the cases of the venomous snakes, feeding windows appeared at regular intervals along the right-hand wall.


    Bourne heard a soft phutt! and the lock popped out of the door. The men were armed with small-caliber handguns fitted with suppressors. He pushed the stumbling Tarkanian ahead of him as one of the men stepped through. Where was the other one? Bourne thought he knew, and he turned his attention to the far end of the corridor, where any moment now he expected the second man to appear.


    Tarkanian, sensing Bourne’s momentary shift of attention, spun, slamming the side of his body into Bourne’s. Thrown off balance, Bourne skidded through the open doorway into the tree python case. With a harsh bark of laughter, Tarkanian rushed on.


    A herpetologist in the case to check on the python was already protesting Bourne’s appearance. Bourne ignored him, reached up, unwound one of the hungry pythons from the branch nearest him. As the snake, sensing his heat, wrapped itself around his outstretched arm, Bourne turned and burst out into the corridor just in time to drive a fist into the gunman’s solar plexus. When the man doubled over, Bourne slid his arm out of the python’s coils, wrapped its body around the gunman’s chest. Seeing the python, the man screamed. It began to tighten its coils around him.


    Bourne snatched the handgun with its suppressor from his hand, took off after Tarkanian. The gun was a Glock, not a Taurus. As Bourne suspected, these two weren’t part of the same team that had abducted the professor. Who were they then? Members of the Black Legion, sent to extract Tarkanian? But if that was the case, how had they known he’d been blown? No time for answers: The second man had appeared at the far end of the corridor. He was in a crouch, motioning to Tarkanian, who squeezed himself against the side of the corridor.


    As the gunman took aim at him Bourne covered his face with his folded forearms, dived headfirst through one of the feeding windows. Glass shattered. Bourne looked up to see that he was face-to-face with a Gaboon viper, the species with the longest fangs and highest venom yield of any snake. It was black and ocher. Its ugly, triangular head rose, its tongue flicked out, sensing, trying to determine if the creature sprawled in front of it was a threat.


    Bourne lay still as stone. The viper began to hiss, a steady rhythm that flattened its head with each fierce exhalation. The small horns beside its nostrils quivered. Bourne had definitely disturbed it. Having traveled extensively in Africa, he knew something of this creature’s habits. It was not prone to bite unless severely provoked. On the other hand, he couldn’t risk moving his body at all at this point.


    Aware that he was vulnerable from behind as well as in front, he slowly raised his left hand. The hissing’s steady rhythm didn’t change. Keeping his eyes on the snake’s head, he moved his hand until it was over the snake. He’d read about a technique meant to calm this kind of snake but had no idea whether it would work. He touched the snake on the top of its head with a fingertip. The hissing stopped. It did work!


    He grasped it at its neck. Letting go of the gun, he supported the viper’s body with his other hand. The creature didn’t struggle. Walking gingerly across the case to the far end, he set it carefully down in a corner. A group of kids were staring, openmouthed, from the other side of the glass. Bourne backed away from the viper, never taking his eyes from it. Near the shattered feeding window he knelt down, grasped the Glock.


    A voice behind him said, “Leave the gun where it is and turn around slowly.”


    



    



    The damn thing’s dislocated,” Arkadin said.


    Devra stared at his deformed shoulder.


    “You’ll have to reset it for me.”


    Drenched to the bone, they were sitting in a late-night café on the other side of Sevastopol, warming themselves as best they could. The gas heater in the café hissed and hiccupped alarmingly, as if it were coming down with pneumonia. Glasses of steaming tea sat before them, half empty. It was barely an hour after their hair’s-breadth escape, and both of them were exhausted.


    “You’re kidding,” she said.


    “Absolutely, you will,” he said. “I can’t go to a proper doctor.”


    Arkadin ordered food. Devra ate like an animal, shoving dripping pieces of stew into her mouth with her fingertips. She looked as if she hadn’t eaten in days. Perhaps she hadn’t. Seeing how she laid waste to the food, Arkadin ordered more. He ate slowly and deliberately, conscious of everything he put into his mouth. Killing did that to him: All his senses were working overtime. Colors were brighter, smells stronger, everything tasted rich and complex. He could hear the acrid political argument going on in the opposite corner between two old men. His own fingertips on his cheek felt like sandpaper. He was acutely aware of his own heartbeat, the blood rushing behind his ears. He was, in short, a walking, talking exposed nerve.


    He both loved and hated being in this state. The feeling was a form of ecstasy. He remembered coming across a dog-eared paperback copy of The Teachings of Don Juan by Carlos Castaneda, had learned to read English from it, a long, torturous path. The concept of ecstasy had never occurred to him before reading this book. Later, in emulation of Castaneda, he thought of trying peyote—if he could find it—but the idea of a drug, any drug, set his teeth on edge. He was already lost quite enough. He held no desire to find a place from which he could never return.


    Meanwhile the ecstasy he was in was a burden as well as a revelation, but he knew he couldn’t long stand being that exposed nerve. Everything from a car backfiring to the chirrup of a cricket crashed against him, as painful as if he’d been turned inside out.


    He studied Devra with an almost obsessive concentration. He noticed something he hadn’t seen before—likely, with her gesticulating, she’d distracted him from noticing. But now she’d let down her guard. Perhaps she was just exhausted or had relaxed with him. She had a tremor in her hands, a nerve that had gone awry. Clandestinely, he watched the tremor, thinking it made her seem even more vulnerable.


    “I don’t get you,” he told her now. “Why have you turned against your own people?”


    “You think Pyotr Zilber, Oleg Shumenko, and Filya were my own people?”


    “You’re a cog in Zilber’s network. What else would I think?”


    “You heard how that pig talked to me up on the roof. Shit, they were all like that.” She wiped grease off her lips and chin. “I never liked Shumenko. First it was gambling debts I had to bail him out of, then it was drugs.”


    Arkadin’s voice was offhand when he said, “You told me you didn’t know what the last loan was for.”


    “I lied.”


    “Did you tell Pyotr?”


    “You’re joking. Pyotr was the worst of the lot.”


    “Talented little bugger, though.”


    Devra nodded. “So I thought when I was in his bed. He got away with an awful lot of shit because he was the boss—drinking, partying, and, Jesus, the girls! Sometimes two and three a night. I got thoroughly sick of him and asked to be reassigned back home.”


    So she’d been Pyotr’s squeeze for a short time, Arkadin thought. “The partying was part of his job, though, forging contacts, ensuring they came back for more.”


    “Sure. Trouble was he liked it all too much. And inevitably, that attitude infected those who were close to him. Where d’you think Shumenko learned to live like that? From Pyotr, that’s who.”


    “And Filya?”


    “Filya thought he owned me, like chattel. When we’d go out together he’d act as if he was my pimp. I hated his guts.”


    “Why didn’t you get rid of him?”


    “He was the one supplying Shumenko with coke.”


    Quick as a cat, Arkadin leaned across the table, looming. “Listen, lapochka, I don’t give a fuck who you like or don’t like. But lying to me, that’s another story.”


    “What did you expect?” she said. “You blew in like a fucking whirlwind.”


    Arkadin laughed then, breaking a tension that was stretched to the breaking point. This girl had a sense of humor, which meant she was clever as well as smart. His mind had made a connection between her and a woman who’d once been important to him.


    “I still don’t understand you.” He shook his head. “We’re on different sides of this conflict.”


    “That’s where you’re wrong. I was never part of this conflict. I didn’t like it; I only pretended I did. At first it was a goal I set for myself: whether I could fool Pyotr, and then the others. When I did, it just seemed easier to keep going. I got paid well, I learned quicker than most, I got perks I never would have gotten from being a DJ.”


    “You could’ve left anytime.”


    “Could I?” She cocked her head. “They would’ve come after me like they’re coming after you.”


    “But now you’ve made up your mind to leave them.” He cocked his head. “Don’t tell me it’s because of me.”


    “Why not? I like sitting next to a whirlwind. It’s comforting.”


    Arkadin grunted, embarrassed again.


    “Besides, the last straw came when I found out what they’re planning.”


    “You thought of your American savior.”


    “Maybe you can’t understand that one person can make a difference in your life.”


    “Oh, but I can,” Arkadin said, thinking of Semion Icoupov. “In that, you and I are the same.”


    She gestured. “You look so uncomfortable.”


    “Come on,” he said, standing. He led her back past the kitchen, poked his head in for a moment, then took her into the men’s room.


    “Get out,” he ordered a man at the sink.


    He checked the stall to make sure they were alone. “I’ll tell you how to fix this damnable shoulder.”


    When he gave her the instructions, she said, “Is it going to hurt?”


    In answer, he put the handle of the wooden spoon he’d swiped from the kitchen between his teeth.


    



    



    With great reluctance Bourne turned his back on the Gaboon viper. Many things flitted through his mind, not the least of which was Mikhail Tarkanian. He was the mole inside the professor’s organization. Who knew how much intel he had about Specter’s network; Bourne couldn’t afford to let him get away.


    The man before him now was flat-faced, his skin slightly greasy. He had a two-day growth of beard and bad teeth. His breath stank from cigarettes and rotting food. He pointed his suppressed Glock directly at Bourne’s chest.


    “Come out of there,” he said softly.


    “It won’t matter whether or not I comply,” Bourne answered. “The herpetologist down the corridor has surely phoned security. We’re all about to be put into custody.”


    “Out. Now.”


    The man made a fatal error of gesturing with the Glock. Bourne used his left forearm to knock the elongated barrel aside. Slamming the gunman back against the opposite wall of the corridor, Bourne drove a knee into his groin. As the gunman gagged, Bourne chopped the gun out of his hand, grabbed him by his overcoat, flung him headlong into the Gaboon viper’s case with such force that he skidded along the floor toward the corner where the viper lay coiled.


    Bourne, imitating the viper, made a rhythmic hissing sound, and the snake raised its head. At the same moment it heard the hissing of a rival snake, it sensed something living thrust into its territory. It struck out at the terrified gunman.


    Bourne was already pounding down the corridor. The door at the far end gaped open. He burst out into daylight. Tarkanian was waiting for him, in case he escaped the two gunmen; he had no stomach to prolong the pursuit. He drove a fist into Bourne’s cheek, followed that up with a vicious kick. But Bourne caught his shoe in his hands, twisted his foot violently, spinning him off his feet.


    Bourne could hear shouts, the slap and squeak of cheap soles against concrete. Security was on its way, though he couldn’t see them yet.


    “Tarkanian,” he said, and coldcocked him.


    Tarkanian went down heavily. Bourne knelt beside him and was giving him mouth-to-mouth when three security guards rounded the corner, came pounding up to him.


    “My friend collapsed just as we saw the men with the guns.” Bourne gave an accurate description of the two gunmen, pointed toward the open door to the Reptile Discovery Center. “Can you get help? My friend is allergic to mustard. I think there must have been some in the potato salad we had for lunch.”


    One of the security guards called 911, while the other two, guns drawn, vanished into the doorway. The guard stayed with Bourne until the paramedics arrived. They took Tarkanian’s vitals, loaded him onto the gurney. Bourne walked at Tarkanian’s side as they made their way through the gawking crowds to the ambulance waiting on Connecticut Avenue. He told them about Tarkanian’s allergic reaction, also that in this state he was hypersensitive to light. He climbed into the back of the ambulance. One of the paramedics closed the doors behind him while the other prepared the IV drip of phenothiazine. The vehicle took off, siren wailing.


    



    



    Tears streamed down Arkadin’s face, but he made no noise. The pain was excruciating, but at least the arm was back in its socket. He could move the fingers of his left hand, just barely. The good news was that the numbness was giving way to a peculiar tingling, as if his blood had turned to champagne.


    Devra held the wooden spoon in her hand. “Shit, you almost bit this in two. It must’ve hurt like a bitch.”


    Arkadin, dizzy and nauseous, grimaced in pain. “I could never get food down now.”


    Devra tossed aside the spoon as they left the men’s room. Arkadin paid their check, and they went out of the café. The rain had stopped, leaving the streets with that slick, just-washed look so familiar to him from old American films from the 1940s and 1950s.


    “We can go to my place,” Devra offered. “It’s not far from here.”


    Arkadin shook his head. “I think not.”


    They walked, seemingly aimlessly, until they came to a small hotel. Arkadin booked a room. The flyblown night clerk barely looked at them. He was only interested in taking their money.


    The room was mean, barely furnished with a bed, a hard-backed chair, and a dresser with three legs and a pile of books propping up the fourth corner. A circular threadbare carpet covered the center of the room. It was stained, pocked with cigarette burns. What appeared to be a closet was the toilet. The shower and sink were down the hall.


    Arkadin went to the window. He’d asked for a room in front, knowing it would be noisier, but would afford him a bird’s-eye view of anyone coming. The street was deserted, not a car in sight. Sevastopol glowed in a slow, cold pulse.


    “Time,” he said, turning back into the room, “to get some things straight.”


    “Now? Can’t this wait?” Devra was lying crosswise on the bed, her feet still on the floor. “I’m dead on my feet.”


    Arkadin considered a moment. It was deep into the night. He was exhausted but not yet ready for sleep. He kicked off his shoes, lay down on the bed. Devra had to sit up to make room for him, but instead of lying down parallel to him, she resumed her position, head on his belly. She closed her eyes.


    “I want to come with you,” she said softly, almost as if in sleep.


    He was instantly alert. “Why?” he said. “Why would you want to come with me?”


    She said nothing in reply; she was asleep.


    For a time, he lay listening to her steady breathing. He didn’t know what to do with her, but she was all he had left of this end of Pyotr’s network. He spent some time digesting what she had told him about Shumenko, Filya, and Pyotr, looking for holes. It seemed improbable to him that Pyotr could be so undisciplined, but then again he’d been betrayed by his girlfriend of the moment, who worked for Icoupov. That spoke of a man out of control, whose habits could indeed filter down to his subordinates. He had no idea if Pyotr had daddy issues, but given who his daddy was it certainly wasn’t out of the question.


    This girl was strange. On the surface she was so much like other young girls he’d come across: hard-edged, cynical, desperate, and despairing. But this one was different. He could see beneath her armor plating to the little lost girl she once had been and perhaps still was. He put his hand on the side of her neck, felt the slow pulse of her life. He could be wrong, of course. It could all be a performance put on for his benefit. But for the life of him he’d couldn’t figure out what her angle might be.


    And there was something else about her, connected to her fragility, her deliberate vulnerability. She needed something, he thought, as, in the end, we all did, even those who fooled themselves into thinking they didn’t. He knew what he needed; it was simply that he chose not to think about it. She needed a father, that was clear enough. He couldn’t help suspecting there was something about her he was missing, something she hadn’t told him but wanted him to find. The answer was already inside him, dancing like a firefly. But every time he reached out to capture it, it just danced farther away. The feeling was maddening, as if he’d had sex with a woman without reaching an orgasm.


    And then she stirred, and in stirring said his name. It was like a bolt of lightning illuminating the room. He was back on the rainy rooftop, with Mole-man standing over him, listening to the conversation between him and Devra.


    “He was your responsibility,” Mole-man said, referring to Filya.


    Arkadin’s heart beat faster. Your responsibility. Why would Mole-man say that if Filya was the courier in Sevastopol? As if of their own accord, his fingertips stroked the velvet flesh of Devra’s neck. The crafty little bitch! Filya was a soldier, a guard. She was the courier in Sevastopol. She’d handed the document off to the next link. She knew where he had to go next.


    Holding her tightly, Arkadin at last let go of the night, the room, the present. On a tide of elation, he drifted into sleep, into the blood-soaked clutches of his past.


    



    



    Arkadin would have killed himself, this was certain, had it not been for the intervention of Semion Icoupov. Arkadin’s best and only friend, Mischa Tarkanian, concerned for his life, had appealed to the man he worked for. Arkadin remembered with an eerie clarity the day Icoupov had come to see him. He had walked in, and Arkadin, half crazed with a will to die, had put a Makarov PM to his head—the same gun he was going to use to blow his own brains out.


    Icoupov, to his credit, didn’t make a move. He stood in the ruins of Arkadin’s Moscow apartment, not looking at Arkadin at all. Arkadin, in the grip of his sulfurous past, was unable to make sense of anything. Much later, he understood. In the same way you didn’t look a bear in the eye, lest he charge you, Icoupov had kept his gaze focused on other things—the broken picture frames, the smashed crystal, the overturned chairs, the ashes of the fetishistic fire Arkadin had lit to burn his clothes.


    “Mischa tells me you’re having a difficult time.”


    “Mischa should keep his mouth shut.”


    Icoupov spread his hands. “Someone has to save your life.”


    “What d’you know about it?” Arkadin said harshly.


    “Actually, I know nothing about what’s happened to you,” Icoupov said.


    Arkadin, digging the muzzle of the Makarov into Icoupov’s temple, stepped closer. “Then shut the fuck up.”


    “What I am concerned about is the here and now.” Icoupov didn’t blink an eye; he didn’t move a muscle, either. “For fuck’s sake, son, look at you. If you won’t pull back from the brink for yourself, do it for Mischa, who loves you better than any brother would.”


    Arkadin let out a ragged breath, as if he were expelling a dollop of poison. He took the Makarov from Icoupov’s head.


    Icoupov held out his hand. When Arkadin hesitated, he said with great gentleness, “This isn’t Nizhny Tagil. There is no one here worth hurting, Leonid Danilovich.”


    Arkadin gave a curt nod, let go of the gun. Icoupov called out, handed it to one of two very large men who came down the hallway from the far end where they had been stationed, not making a sound. Arkadin tensed, angry at himself for not sensing them. Clearly, they were bodyguards. In his current condition, they could have taken Arkadin anytime. He looked at Icoupov, who nodded, and an unspoken connection sprang up between them.


    “There is only one path for you now,” Icoupov said.


    Icoupov moved to sit on the sofa in Arkadin’s trashed apartment, then gestured, and the bodyguard who had taken possession of Arkadin’s Makarov held it out to him.


    “Here, now, you will have witnesses to your last spasm of nihilism. If you wish it.”


    Arkadin for once in his life ignored the gun, stared implacably at Icoupov.


    “No?” Icoupov shrugged. “Do you know what I think, Leonid Danilovich? I think it gives you a measure of comfort to believe that your life has no meaning. Most times you revel in this belief; it’s what fuels you. But there are times, like now, when it takes you by the throat and shakes you till your teeth rattle in your skull.” He was dressed in dark slacks, an oyster-gray shirt, a long black leather coat that made him look somewhat sinister, like a German SS-Stürmbannführer. “But I believe to the contrary that you are searching for the meaning of your life.” His dark skin shone like polished bronze. He gave the appearance of a man who knew what he was doing, someone, above all, not to be trifled with.


    “What path?” Arkadin said dully, taking a seat on the sofa.


    Icoupov gestured with both hands, encompassing the self-inflicted whirlwind that had torn apart the rooms. “The past for you is dead, Leonid Danilovich, do you not agree?”


    “God has punished me. God has abandoned me,” Arkadin said, regurgitating by rote a lament of his mother’s.


    Icoupov smiled a perfectly innocent smile, one that could not possibly be misinterpreted. He had an uncanny ability to engage others one-on-one. “And what God is that?”


    Arkadin had no answer because this God he spoke of was his mother’s God, the God of his childhood, the God that had remained an enigma to him, a shadow, a God of bile, of rage, of split bone and spilt blood.


    “But no,” he said, “God, like heaven, is a word on a page. Hell is the here and now.”


    Icoupov shook his head. “You have never known God, Leonid Danilovich. Put yourself in my hands. With me, you will find God, and learn the future he has planned for you.”


    “I cannot be alone.” Arkadin realized that this was the truest thing he’d ever said.


    “Nor shall you be.”


    Icoupov turned to accept a tray from one of the bodyguards. While they had been talking, he’d made tea. Icoupov poured two glasses full, added sugar, handed one to Arkadin.


    “Drink with me now, Leonid Danilovich,” he said as he lifted his steaming glass. “To your recovery, to your health, to the future, which will be as bright for you as you wish to make it.”


    The two men sipped their tea, which the bodyguard had astutely fortified with a considerable amount of vodka.


    “To never being alone again,” said Leonid Danilovich Arkadin.


    That was a long time ago, at a way station on a river that had turned to blood. Was he much changed from the near-insane man who had put the muzzle of a gun to Semion Icoupov’s head? Who could say? But on days of heavy rain, ominous thunder, and twilight at noon, when the world looked as bleak as he knew it to be, thoughts of his past surfaced like corpses in a river, regurgitated by his memory. And he would be alone again.


    



    



    Tarkanian was coming around, but the phenothiazine that had been administered to him was doing its job, sedating him mildly and impairing his mental functioning enough so that when Bourne bent over him and said in Russian, “Bourne’s dead, we’re in the process of extracting you,” Tarkanian dazedly thought he was one of the men at the reptile house.


    “Icoupov sent you.” Tarkanian lifted a hand, felt the bandage the paramedics had used to keep light out of his eyes. “Why can’t I see?”


    “Lie still,” Bourne said softly. “There are civilians around. Paramedics. That’s how we’re extracting you. You’ll be safe in the hospital for a few hours while we arrange the rest of your travel.”


    Tarkanian nodded.


    “Icoupov is on the move,” Bourne whispered. “Do you know where?”


    “No.”


    “He wants you to be most comfortable during your debriefing. Where should we take you?”


    “Moscow, of course.” Tarkanian licked his lips. “It’s been years since I’ve been home. I have an apartment on the Frunzenskaya embankment.” More and more he seemed to be speaking to himself. “From my living room window you can see the pedestrian bridge to Gorky Park. Such a peaceful setting. I haven’t seen it in so long.”


    They arrived at the hospital before Bourne had a chance to continue the interrogation. Then everything happened very quickly. The doors banged open and the paramedic leapt into action, getting the gurney down, rushing it through the automatic glass doors into a corridor leading to the ER. The place was packed with patients. One of the paramedics was talking to a harried overworked intern, who directed him to a small room, one of many off the corridor. Bourne saw that the other rooms were filled.


    The two paramedics rolled Tarkanian into the room, checked the IV, took his vitals again, unhooked him.


    “He’ll come around in a minute,” one of them said. “Someone will be in shortly to see to him.” He produced a practiced smile that was not unlikable. “Don’t worry, your friend’s going to be fine.”


    After they’d left, Bourne went back to Tarkanian, said, “Mikhail, I know the Frunzenskaya embankment well. Where exactly is your apartment?”


    “He’s not going to tell you.”


    Bourne whirled just as the first gunman—the one he’d wrapped the python around—threw himself on top of him. Bourne staggered back, bounced hard against the wall. He struck at the gunman’s face. The gunman blocked it, punched Bourne hard on the point of his sternum. Bourne grunted, and the gunman followed up with a short chop to Bourne’s side.


    Down on one knee, Bourne saw him pull out a knife, swipe the blade at him. Bourne shrank back. The gunman attacked with the knife point-first. Bourne landed a hard right flush on his face, heard the satisfying crack of the cheekbone fracturing. Enraged, the gunman closed, the blade swinging through Bourne’s shirt, bringing out an arc of blood like beads on a string.


    Bourne hit him so hard he staggered back, struck the gurney on which Tarkanian was stirring out of his drugged stupor. The man took out his handgun with the suppressor. Bourne closed with him, grabbing him tightly, depriving him of space to aim the gun.


    Tarkanian ripped off the bandage the paramedics had used to keep light out of his eyes, blinked heavily, looking around. “What the hell’s going on?” he said drowsily to the gunman. “You told me Bourne was dead.”


    The man was too busy fending off Bourne’s attack to answer. Seeing his firearm was of no use to him he dropped it, kicked it along the floor. He tried to get the knife blade inside Bourne’s defense, but Bourne broke the attacks, not fooled by the feints the gunman used to distract him.


    Tarkanian sat up, slid off the gurney. He found it difficult to talk, so he slipped to his knees, crawled across the cool linoleum to where the gun lay.


    The gunman, one hand gripping Bourne’s neck, was working the knife free, prepared to stab downward into Bourne’s stomach.


    “Move away from him.” Tarkanian was aiming the gun at the two men. “I’ll have a clear shot.”


    The gunman heard him, shoved the heel of his hand into Bourne’s Adam’s apple, choking him. Then he moved his upper body to one side.


    Just as Tarkanian was about to squeeze the trigger Bourne rabbit-punched the gunman in the kidney. He groaned and Bourne hauled him between himself and Tarkanian. A coughing sound announced the bullet plowing into the gunman’s chest.


    Tarkanian cursed, moved to get Bourne back in his sights. As he did so, Bourne wrested the knife away from the gunman’s limp hand, threw it with deadly accuracy. The force of it lifted Tarkanian backward off his feet. Bourne pushed the gunman away from him, crossed the room to where Tarkanian lay in a pool of his own blood. The knife was buried to the hilt in his chest. By its position, Bourne knew it had pierced a lung. Within moments Tarkanian would drown in his own blood.


    Tarkanian stared up at Bourne. He laughed even as he said, “Now you’re a dead man.”

  


  
    TEN

  


  
    Rob Batt made his arrangements through General Kendall, LaValle’s second in command. Through him, Batt was able to access certain black-ops assets in the NSA. No congressional oversight, no fuss, no muss. As far as the federal government was concerned, these people didn’t exist, except as auxiliary staff seconded to the Pentagon; they were thought to be pushing papers in a windowless office somewhere in the bowels of the building.


    Now, this is the way the clandestine services should run, Batt said to himself as he laid out the operation for the eight young men ranged in a semicircle in a Pentagon briefing room Kendall had provided for him. No supervision, no snooping congressional committees to report to.


    The plan was simple, as all his plans tended to be. Other people might like bells and whistles, but not Batt. Vanilla, Kendall had called it. But the more that was involved, the more that could go wrong was how he looked at it. Also, no one fucked up simple plans; they could be put together and executed in a matter of hours, if need be, even with new personnel. But the fact was he liked these NSA agents, perhaps because they were military men. They were quick to catch on, quicker even to learn. He never had to repeat himself. To a man, they seemed to memorize everything as it was presented to them.


    Better still, because of their military background, they obeyed orders unquestioningly, unlike agents in CI—Soraya Moore a case in point—who always thought they knew a better way to get things done. Plus, these bad boys weren’t afraid of rendition; they weren’t afraid to pull the trigger. If given the appropriate order they’d kill a target without either question or regret.


    Batt felt a certain exhilaration at the knowledge that no one was looking over his shoulder, that he wouldn’t have to explain himself to anyone—not even the new DCI. He’d entered an altogether different arena, one all his own, where he could make decisions of great moment, devise field operations, and carry them out with the confidence that he would be backed to the hilt, that no operation would ever boomerang on him, bring him face-to-face with a congressional committee and disgrace. As he wrapped up the pre-mission briefing, his cheeks were flushed, his pulse accelerated. There was a heat building inside him that could almost be called arousal.


    He tried not to think of his conversation with the defense secretary, tried not to think of Luther LaValle heading up Typhon while he looked helplessly on. He desperately didn’t want to give up control of such a powerful weapon against terrorism, but Halliday hadn’t given him a choice.


    One step at a time. If there was a way to foil Halliday and LaValle, he was confident he’d find it. But for the moment, he returned his attention to the job at hand. No one was going to fuck up his plan to capture Jason Bourne. He knew this absolutely. Within hours Bourne would be in custody, down so deep even a Houdini like him would never get out.


    



    



    Soraya Moore made her way to Veronica Hart’s office. Two men were emerging: Dick Symes, the chief of intelligence, and Rodney Feir, chief of field support. Symes was a short, round man whose red face appeared to have been applied directly to his shoulders. Feir, several years Symes’s junior, was fair-haired, with an athletic body, an expression as closed as a bank vault.


    Both men greeted her cordially, but there was a repellent condescension to Symes’s smile.


    “Bearding the lioness in her den?” Feir said.


    “Is she in a bad mood?” Soraya asked.


    Feir shrugged. “Too soon to tell.”


    “We’re waiting to see if she can carry the weight of the world on those delicate shoulders,” Symes said. “Just like with you, Director.”


    Soraya forced a smile though her clenched jaws. “You gentlemen are too kind.”


    Feir laughed. “Ready, willing, and able to oblige, ma’am.”


    Soraya watched them leave, two peas in a pod. Then she poked her head into the DCI’s inner sanctum. Unlike her predecessor, Veronica Hart maintained an open-door policy when it came to her upper-echelon staff. It engendered a sense of trust and camaraderie that—as she’d told Soraya—had been sorely lacking at CI in the past. In fact, from the vast amount of electronic data she’d pored over the last couple of days it was becoming increasing clear to her that the previous DCI’s bunker mentality had led to an atmosphere of cynicism and alienation among the directorate heads. The Old Man came from the school of letting the Seven vie with one another, complete with duplicity, backstabbing, and, so far as she was concerned, outright objectionable behavior.


    Hart was a product of a new era, where the primary watchword was cooperation. The events of 2001 had proved that when it came to the intelligence services, competition was deadly. So far as Soraya was concerned that was all to the good.


    “How long have you been at this?” Soraya asked.


    Hart glanced out the window. “It’s morning already? I ordered Rob home hours ago.”


    “Way past morning.” Soraya smiled. “How about lunch? You definitely need to get out of this office.”


    She spread her hands to indicate the queue of dossiers loaded onto her computer. “Too much work—”


    “It won’t get done if you pass out from hunger and dehydration.”


    “Okay, the canteen—”


    “It’s such a fine day, I was thinking of walking to a favorite restaurant of mine.”


    Hearing a warning note in Soraya’s otherwise light voice, Hart looked up. Yes, there was definitely something her director of Typhon wanted to talk to her about outside the confines of the CI building.


    Hart nodded. “All right. I’ll get my coat.”


    



    



    Soraya took out her new cell, which she’d picked up at CI this morning. She’d found her old one in the gutter by her car at the Moira Trevor surveillance site, had disposed of it at the office. Now she texted a message.


    A moment later Hart’s cell buzzed. The text from Soraya read: VAN X ST. Van across the street.


    Hart folded her cell away and launched into a long story at the end of which both women laughed. Then they talked about shoes versus boots, leather versus suede, and which Jimmy Choos they’d buy if they were ever paid enough.


    Both women kept an eye on the van without seeming to look at it. Soraya directed them down a side street where the van couldn’t go for fear of becoming conspicuous. They were moving out of the range of its electronics.


    “You came from the private sector,” Soraya said. “What I don’t understand is why you’d give up that payday to become DCI. It’s such a thankless job.”


    “Why did you agree to be director of Typhon?” Hart asked.


    “It was a huge step up for me, both in prestige and in pay.”


    “But that’s not really why you accepted it, was it?”


    Soraya shook her head. “No. I felt a strong sense of obligation to Martin Lindros. I was in at the beginning. Because I’m half Arab, Martin sought out my input both in the creation of Typhon and in its recruitment. He meant Typhon to be a very different intelligence-gathering organization, staffed with people who understood both the Arab and the Muslim mind-set. He felt—and I wholeheartedly agree—that the only way to successfully combat the wide array of extremist terrorist cells was to understand what motivates them. Once you were in sync with their motivation, you could begin to anticipate their actions.”


    Hart nodded, her long face in a neutral set as she sank deeper in thought. “My own motivations were similar to yours. I grew sick of the cynical attitude of the private security firms. All of them, not just Black River where I worked, were focused on how much money they could milk out of the mess in the Middle East. In times of war, the government is a mighty cash cow, throwing newly minted money at every situation, as if that alone will make a difference. But the fact is, everyone involved has a license to plunder and steal to their heart’s content. What happens in Iraq stays in Iraq. No one’s going to prosecute them. They’re indemnified against retribution for profiting from other people’s misery.”


    Soraya took them into a clothes store, where they made a pretense of checking out camisoles to cover the seriousness of the conversation.


    “I came to CI because I couldn’t change Black River, but I felt I could make a difference here. The president gave me a mandate to change an organization that was in disarray, that long ago had lost its way.”


    They went out the back, across the street, hurrying now, down the block, turning left for a block, then right for two blocks, left again. They went into a large restaurant boiling with people. Perfect. The high level of ambient noise, the multiple crosscurrents of conversations would make their own conversation undetectable.


    At Hart’s request they were seated at a table near the rear where they had excellent sight lines of the interior as well as the front door. Everyone who came in would be visually vetted by them.


    “Well executed,” Hart said when they were seated. “I see you’ve done this before.”


    “There were times—especially when I was working with Jason Bourne—when I was obliged to lose a CI tail or two.”


    Hart scanned the large menu. “Do you think that was a CI van?”


    “No.”


    Hart looked at Soraya over the menu. “Neither do I.”


    They ordered brook trout, Caesar salads to start, mineral water to drink. They took turns checking out the people who came into the restaurant.


    Halfway through the salads Soraya said, “We’ve intercepted some unconventional chatter in the last couple of days. I don’t think alarming would be a too strong a word.”


    Hart put down her fork. “How so?”


    “It seems possible that a new attack on American soil is in its final stages.”


    Hart’s demeanor changed instantly. She was clearly shaken. “What the hell are we doing here?” she said angrily. “Why aren’t we in the office where I can mobilize the forces?”


    “Wait until you hear the whole story.” Soraya said. “Remember that the lines and frequencies Typhon monitors are almost all overseas, so unlike the chatter other intelligence agencies scan, ours is more concentrated, but from what I’ve seen it’s also far more accurate. As you know, there’s always an enormous amount of disinformation in the regular chatter. Not so with the terrorists we keep an ear on. Of course, we’re checking and rechecking the accuracy of this intel, but until proven otherwise we’re going on the assumption that it’s real. We have two problems, however, which is why mobilizing CI now isn’t the wisest course.”


    Three women came in, chatting animatedly. The manager greeted them like old friends, showed them to a round table near the window, where they settled in.


    “First, we have an immediate time frame, that is to say within a week, ten days at the outside. However, we have almost nothing on the target, except from the intercepts we know it’s large and complex, so we’re thinking a building. Again, because of our Muslim expertise we believe it will be a structure of both economic and symbolic importance.”


    “But no specific location?”


    “East Coast, most probably New York.”


    “Nothing’s crossed my desk, which means none of our sister agencies has a clue about this intel.”


    “That’s what I’m telling you,” Soraya said. “This is ours alone. Typhon’s. This is why we were created.”


    “You haven’t yet told me why I shouldn’t inform Homeland Security and mobilize CI.”


    “Because the source of this intel is entirely new. Do you seriously think HS or NSA would take our intel at its face value? They’d need corroboration—and A, they wouldn’t get it from their own sources, and, B, their mucking about in the bush would jeopardize the inroads we’ve made.”


    “You’re right about that,” Hart said. “They’re about as subtle as an elephant in Manhattan.”


    Soraya hunched forward. “The point is the group planning the attack is unknown to us. That means we don’t know their motivation, their mind-set, their methodology.”


    Two men came in, one after the other. They were dressed as civilians, but their military bearing gave them away. They were seated at separate tables on opposite sides of the restaurant.


    “NSA,” Hart said.


    Soraya frowned. “Why would NSA be shadowing us?”


    “I’ll tell you in a minute. Let’s continue with what’s most immediately pressing. You mean we’re dealing with a complete unknown, an unaffiliated terrorist organization that is capable of planning a large-scale attack? That sounds far-fetched.”


    “Imagine how it’ll sound to your directorate heads. Plus, our operatives have determined that keeping our information secret is the only way to get more intel. The moment this group catches wind of our mobilizing they’ll postpone the operation for another time.”


    “Assuming the current time frame is correct, could they abort or postpone at this late stage?”


    “We couldn’t, that’s for sure.” Soraya gave her a sardonic smile. “But terrorist networks have no infrastructure or bureaucracy to slow them down, so who knows? Part of the difficulty in locating them and taking them down is their infinite flexibility. This superior methodology is what Martin wanted for Typhon. That’s my mandate.”


    The waiter took their half-eaten salads away. A moment later, their main courses arrived. Hart asked for another bottle of mineral water. Her mouth was dry. Now she had NSA on one side, an off-the-grid terrorist organization about to carry out an attack on a large East Coast building on the other. Scylla and Charybdis. Either one could wreck her career at CI before it even began. She couldn’t allow that to happen. She wouldn’t.


    “Excuse me a moment,” she said, getting up.


    Soraya scanned the restaurant, but kept at least one of the agents in her peripheral vision. She saw him tense when the DCI went off to the ladies’ room. He had risen and was making his way toward the rear when Hart returned. He reversed course, sat back down.


    When the DCI had settled herself in her chair she looked Soraya in the eye. “Since you decided to deliver this intel here instead of the office I assume you have a specific idea as to how to proceed.”


    “Listen,” Soraya said, “we have a red-hot situation, and we don’t have enough intel to mobilize, let alone act. We have less than a week to find out everything on this terrorist organization based God only knows where with who knows how many members.


    “This isn’t the time or place for the usual protocols. They’re not going to avail us anything.” She glanced down at her fish as if it were the last thing she wanted to put in her mouth. When her gaze rose again, she said, “We need Jason Bourne to find this terrorist group. We’ll take care of the rest.”


    Hart looked at her as if she were out of her mind. “Out of the question.”


    “Given the urgency of the mission,” Soraya said, “he’s the only one who has a chance of finding them and stopping them.”


    “I wouldn’t last a day in the job once it got out that I was using Jason Bourne.”


    “On the other hand,” Soraya said, “if you don’t follow through on this intel, if this group executes their attack, you’ll be out of CI before you can catch your breath.”


    Hart sat back, produced a short laugh. “You really are a piece of work. You want me to authorize the use of a rogue agent—a man who’s unstable at best, who many powerful people in this organization feel is dangerous to CI in particular—for a mission that could have dire consequences for this country, for the continuation of CI as you and I know it?”


    A jolt of anxiety ran down Soraya’s spine. “Wait a minute, back that up. What do you mean the continuation of CI as we know it?”


    Hart glanced from one of the NSA agents to the other. Then she expelled a deep breath and told Soraya everything that had happened from the moment she’d been summoned into the Oval Office to meet with the president and had found herself confronting Luther LaValle and General Kendall.


    “After I managed to prevail with the president, LaValle accosted me outside for a chat,” Hart concluded. “He told me that if I didn’t play nice with him he’d come after me with everything he has. He wants to take over CI, Soraya, wants it as part of his ever-enlarging intelligence services domain. But it isn’t just LaValle we’re fighting, it’s his boss, the secretary of defense. The plan is Bud Halliday’s through and through. Black River had some dealings with him when I was there, none of them pleasant. If he succeeds in bringing CI into the Pentagon fold, you can be sure the military will come in, ruin everything with their usual war-like mentality.”


    “Then there’s even more reason to let me bring Jason in for this.” Soraya’s voice had taken on added urgency. “He’ll get the job done where a company of agents can’t. Believe me, I’ve worked with him in the field twice. Whatever’s said about him within CI is totally false. Sure, lifers like Rob Batt hate his guts, why wouldn’t they? Bourne’s got a freedom they wish they had. Plus, he’s got abilities they never dreamed of.”


    “Soraya, it’s been implied in several evaluations that you once had an affair with Bourne. Please tell me the truth—I need to know if you’re being swayed by anything other than what you think will be best for the country and for CI.”


    Soraya knew this was coming and was prepared. “I thought Martin had laid that office scuttlebutt to rest. There’s absolutely no truth to it. We became friends when I was chief of station in Odessa. That was a long time ago; he doesn’t remember. When he came back last year to rescue Martin he had no idea who I was.”


    “Last year you were in the field with him again.”


    “We work well together. That’s all,” Soraya said firmly.


    Hart was still clandestinely watching the NSA agents. “Even if I thought what you were proposing would work, he’d never consent. From everything I’ve read and heard since coming to CI, he hates the organization.”


    “True enough,” Soraya said. “But once he understands the nature of the threat I think I can convince him to sign on one more time.”


    Hart shook her head. “I don’t know. Even talking to him is a damn huge gamble, one I’m not sure I’m willing to take.”


    “Director, if you don’t seize this opportunity, you’ll never be able to. It’ll be too late.”


    Still, Hart was unsure which direction to take: the tried and true or the unorthodox. No, she thought, not unorthodox, insane.


    “I think this place has outlived its usefulness,” she said abruptly. She signaled the waiter. “Soraya, I believe you have to powder your nose. And while you’re there, please call the Metro DC Police. Use the pay phone; it’s in working order, I checked. Tell Metro that there are two armed men at this restaurant. Then come right back to the table and be ready to move quickly.”


    Soraya gave her a small conspiratorial smile, then rose, threading her way back to the ladies’ room. The waiter approached the table, frowning.


    “Is there something wrong with the brook trout, ma’am?”


    “It’s fine,” Hart said.


    As the waiter gathered up the plates Hart took out five twenty-dollar bills, slipped them in his pocket. “You see that man over there, the one with the wide face and football player’s shoulders?”


    “Yes, ma’am.”


    “How about you trip when you get to his table.”


    “If I do that,” the waiter said, “I’m liable to dump these brook trouts in his lap.”


    “Precisely,” Hart said with a winning smile.


    “But it could mean my job.”


    “Don’t worry.” Hart took out her ID, showed it to him. “I’ll square things with your boss.”


    The waiter nodded, turned away. Soraya reappeared, made her way to the table. Hart threw some bills onto their table but didn’t stand up until the waiter bumped into a busboy. He staggered, the plates tipped. As the NSA shadow leapt up, Hart rose. Together she and Soraya walked to the door. The NSA shadow was berating the waiter, who was brushing him down with several napkins; everyone was looking, gesticulating. A couple of people closest to the accident were shouting their versions of what happened. Amid the escalating chaos, the second NSA shadow had gotten up to come to his compatriot’s aid, but when he saw his target heading toward him he changed his mind.


    Hart and Soraya had reached the door, were stepping out into the street. The second NSA shadow began to follow them, but a pair of burly Metro cops burst into the restaurant detaining him. “Hey! What about them!” he shouted at the two women.


    Two more patrol cars screeched to a halt, cops raced out. Hart and Soraya already had their IDs out. The cops checked them.


    “We’re late for a meeting,” Hart said briskly and authoritatively. “National security.”


    The phrase was like open sesame. The cops waved them on.


    “Sweet,” Soraya said, impressed.


    Hart nodded her head in acknowledgment, but her expression was grim. Winning such a small skirmish meant nothing to her, save a bit of immediate gratification. It was the war she had her gaze set on.


    When they were several blocks away and had determined that they were clean of LaValle’s tags, Soraya said, “At least let me set up a meet with Bourne so we can pick his brain.”


    “I very much doubt this will work.”


    “Jason trusts me. He’ll do the right thing,” Soraya said with absolute conviction. “He always does.”


    Hart considered for some time. Scylla and Charybdis still loomed large in her thought process. Death by water or fire, which was it to be? But even now she didn’t regret taking the director’s position. If there was anything she was up for at this stage in her life it was a challenge. She couldn’t imagine a bigger one than this.


    “As you no doubt know,” she said, “Bourne wants to see the files on the conversations between Lindros and Moira Trevor.” She paused in order to judge Soraya’s reaction to the woman Bourne was now linked with. “I agreed.” There wasn’t even a tremor in Soraya’s face. “I’m meeting him this evening at five,” she said slowly, as if still chewing the idea over. Then, all at once, she nodded decisively. “Join me. We’ll hear his take on your intel then.”

  


  
    ELEVEN

  


  
    Splendidly done,” Specter said to Bourne. “I can’t tell you how impressed I am with how you handled the situations at the zoo and at the hospital.”


    “Mikhail Tarkanian is dead,” Bourne said. “I never meant that to happen.”


    “Nevertheless it did.” Specter’s black eye wasn’t quite as swollen, but it was beginning to turn lurid colors. “Once again I’m deeply in your debt, my dear Jason. Tarkanian was quite clearly the traitor. If not for you, he would have been the instigator of my torture and eventual death. You’ll pardon me if I don’t grieve for him.”


    The professor clapped Bourne on the back as the two men walked down to the weeping willow on Specter’s property. Out of the corner of his eye, Bourne could see several young men, armed with assault rifles, flanking them. Following the events of today, Bourne didn’t begrudge the professor his armed guards. In fact, they made him feel better about leaving Specter’s side.


    Under the nebula of delicate yellow branches the two men gazed out at the pond, its surface as perfectly flat as if it were a sheet of steel. A brace of skittish grackles lifted up from the willow, cawing angrily. Their feathers gleamed in brief rainbow hues as they banked away from the swiftly lowering sun.


    “How well do you know Moscow?” Specter asked. Bourne had told him what Tarkanian had said, and they’d agreed that Bourne should start there in his search for Pyotr’s killer.


    “Well enough. I’ve been there several times.”


    “Still and all, I’ll have a friend, Lev Baronov, meet you at Sheremetyevo. Whatever you require, he’ll provide. Including weapons.”


    “I work alone,” Bourne said. “I don’t want or need a partner.”


    Specter nodded understandingly. “Lev will be there for support only, I promise he won’t be a hindrance.”


    The professor paused a moment. “What worries me, Jason, is your relationship with Ms. Trevor.” Turning so that he faced away from the house, he spoke more softly. “I have no intention of prying into your personal life, but if you’re going overseas—”


    “We both are. She’s off to Munich this evening,” Bourne said. “I appreciate your concern, but she’s as tough a woman as I’ve come across. She can take care of herself.”


    Specter nodded, clearly relieved. “All right, then. There’s just the matter of the information on Icoupov.” He drew out a packet. “In here are your plane tickets to Moscow, along with the documentation you’ll need. There’s money waiting for you. Lev has the details as to which bank, the account number attached to the safe-deposit box, and a false identity. The account has been established in that name, not in yours.”


    “This took some planning.”


    “I had it done last night, in the hope that you’d agree to go,” Specter said. “All that remains is for us to take a picture of you for the passport.”


    “And if I’d said no?”


    “Someone else had already volunteered.” Specter smiled. “But I had faith, Jason. And my faith was rewarded.”


    They turned back and were heading for the house when the professor paused.


    “One more thing,” he said. “The situation in Moscow vis-à-vis the grupperovka—the criminal families—is at one of its periodic boiling points. The Kazanskaya and the Azeri are vying for sole control of the drug trade. The stakes are extraordinarily high—in the billions of dollars. So don’t get in their way. If there is any contact with you, I beg you not to engage them. Instead, turn the other cheek. It’s the only way to survive there.”


    “I’ll remember that,” Bourne said, just as one of Specter’s men came hurrying out of the back of the house.


    “A woman, Moira Trevor, is here to see Mr. Bourne,” he said in German-inflected Turkish.


    Specter turned to Bourne, his eyebrows raised in either surprise or concern, if not both.


    “I had no other choice,” Bourne said. “I need to see her before she leaves, and after what happened today I wasn’t about to leave you until the last moment.”


    Specter’s face cleared. “I appreciate that, Jason. Indeed, I do.” His hand swept up and away. “Go see your lady friend, and then we’ll make our last preparations.”


    



    



    I’m on my way to the airport,” Moira said when Bourne met her in the hallway. “The plane takes off in two hours.” She gave him all the pertinent information.


    “I’m on another flight,” he said. “I have some work to do for the professor.”


    A flicker of disappointment crossed her face before vanishing in a smile. “You have to do what you think is best for you.”


    Bourne heard the slight distance in her voice, as if a glass partition had come down between them. “I’m out of the university. You were right about that.”


    “Another bit of good news.”


    “Moira, I don’t want my decision to cause any problems between us.”


    “That could never happen, Jason, I promise you.” She kissed him on the cheek. “I have some interviews lined up when I get to Munich, security people I’ve been able to contact through back channels—two Germans, an Israeli, and a German Muslim, who may be the most promising of the lot.”


    As two of Specter’s young men came through the door, Bourne took Moira into one of the two sitting rooms. A ship’s brass clock on the marble mantel chimed the change in watch.


    “Quite a grand palace for the head of a university.”


    “The professor comes from money,” Bourne lied. “But he’s private about it.”


    “My lips are sealed,” Moira said. “By the way, where’s he sending you?”


    “Moscow. Some friends of his have gotten into a bit of trouble.”


    “The Russian mob?”


    “Something like that.”


    Best that she believe the simplest explanation, Bourne thought. He watched the play of lamplight reveal her expression. He was certainly no stranger to duplicity, but his heart constricted at the thought that Moira might be playing him as she was suspected of playing Martin. Several times today he had considered bypassing the meet with the new DCI, but he had to admit to himself that seeing the questioned communication between her and Martin had become important to him. Once he saw the evidence he’d know how to proceed with Moira. He owed it to Martin to discover the truth about his relationship with her. Besides, it was no use fooling himself: He now had a personal stake in the situation. His newly revealed feelings for her complicated matters for everyone, not the least himself. Why was there a price to pay for every pleasure? he wondered bitterly. But now he stood committed; there was no turning back, either from Moscow or from discovering who Moira really was.


    Moira, moving closer to him, put a hand on his arm. “Jason, what is it? You look so troubled.”


    Bourne tried not to look alarmed. Like Marie, she had the uncanny ability to sense what he was feeling, though with everyone else he was adept at keeping his expression neutral. The important thing now was not to lie to her; she’d pick that up in a heartbeat.


    “The mission is extremely delicate. Professor Specter has already warned me that I’m jumping into the middle of a blood feud between two Moscow grupperovka families.”


    Her grip on him tightened briefly. “Your loyalty to the professor is admirable. And after all, your loyalty is what Martin admired most about you.” She checked her watch. “I’ve got to go.”


    She lifted her face to his, her lips soft as melting butter, and they kissed for what seemed a long time.


    She laughed softly. “Dear Jason, don’t worry. I’m not one of those people who ask about when I’ll see you again.”


    Then she turned and, walking into the foyer, saw herself out. A moment later Bourne heard the cough of a car starting up, the crunch of its tires as it performed a quarter circle back down the gravel drive to the road.


    



    Arkadin awoke grimy and stiff. His shirt was still damp with sweat from his nightmare. Gray light sifted in through the skewed blinds on the window. Stretching his neck by rolling his head in a circle, he thought what he needed most was a good long soak, but the hotel had only a shower in the hallway bathroom.


    He rolled over to find that he was alone in the room; Devra had gone. Sitting up, he slid out of the damp, rumpled bed, scrubbed his rough face with the heels of his hands. His shoulder throbbed. It was swollen and hot.


    He was reaching for the doorknob when the door opened. Devra stood on the threshold, a paper bag in one hand.


    “Did you miss me?” she said with a sardonic smile. “I can see it in your face. You thought I’d skipped out.”


    She came inside, kicked the door shut. Her eyes, unblinking, met his. She put her free arm up. Her hand squeezed his left shoulder, gently but firmly enough to cause him pain.


    “I brought us coffee and fresh rolls,” she said evenly. “Don’t manhandle me.”


    Arkadin glared at her for a moment. The pain meant nothing to him, but her defiance did. He was right. There was much more to her than what she presented on the surface.


    He let go and so did she.


    “I know who you are,” he said. “Filya wasn’t Pyotr’s courier. You are.”


    That sardonic smile returned. “I was wondering how long it would take you to figure it out.” She crossed to the dresser, lined up the paper cups of coffee, set the rolls on the flattened bag. She took out a small bag of ice and tossed it to him.


    “They’re still warm.” She bit into one, chewed thoughtfully.


    Arkadin placed the ice on his left shoulder, sighed inwardly at the relief. He wolfed down his roll in three bites. Then he poured the scalding coffee down his throat.


    “Next I suppose you’re going to hold your palm over an open flame.” Devra shook her head. “Men.”


    “Why are you still here?” Arkadin said. “You could’ve just run off.”


    “And go where? I shot one of Pyotr’s own men.”


    “You must have friends.”


    “None I can trust.”


    Which implied she trusted him. He had an instinct she wasn’t lying about this. She’d washed off the heavy mascara that had run and smudged last night. Oddly, this made her eyes seem even larger. And her cheeks held a blush now that she’d scrubbed off what had to be white theatrical makeup.


    “I’ll take you to Turkey,” she said. “A small town called Eski[image: image]ehir. That’s where I sent the document.”


    Given what he knew, Turkey—the ancient gateway between East and West—made perfect sense.


    The bag of ice slipped off as Arkadin grabbed the front of her shirt, crossed to the window, threw it wide open. Though the action cost him in pain to his shoulder, he hardly cared. The early-morning sounds of the street rose up to him like the smell of baking bread. He bent her backward so her head and torso were out the window. “What did I tell you about lying to me?”


    “You might as well kill me now,” she said in her little-girl voice. “I won’t tolerate your abuse anymore.”


    Arkadin pulled her back inside the room, let go of her. “What are you going to do,” he said with a smirk, “jump out the window?”


    No sooner had the words come out of his mouth than she walked calmly to the window and sat on the sash, staring at him all the time. Then she tipped herself backward, through the open window. Arkadin grabbed her around the legs and hauled her up from the brink.


    They stood glaring at each other, breathing fast, hearts pumping with excess adrenaline.


    “Yesterday, while we were on the ladder, told me that you had nothing much to live for,” Devra said. “That pretty much goes for me, too. So here we both are, brothers under the skin, with nothing but each other.”


    “How do I know the next link in the network is Turkey?”


    She drew her hair back from her face. “I’m tired of lying to you,” she said. “It’s like lying to myself. What’s the point?”


    “Talk is cheap,” he said.


    “Then I’ll prove it to you. When we get to Turkey I’ll take you to the document.”


    Arkadin, trying not to think too much about what she said, nodded his acknowledgment of their uneasy truce. “I won’t lay a hand on you again.”


    Except to kill you, he thought.

  


  
    TWELVE

  


  
    The Freer Gallery of Art stood on the south side of the Mall, bounded on the west by the Washington Monument and on the east by the Reflecting Pool, gateway to the immense Capitol building. It was situated on the corner of Jefferson Drive and 12th Street, SW, near the western edge of the Mall.


    The building, a Florentine Renaissance palazzo faced with Stony Creek granite imported from Connecticut, had been commissioned by Charles Freer to house his enormous collection of Near East and East Asian art. The main entrance on the north side of the building where the meet was to take place consisted of three arches accented by Doric pilasters surrounding a central loggia. Because its architecture looked inward, many critics felt it was a rather forbidding facade, especially when compared with the nearby exuberance of the National Gallery of Art.


    Nevertheless, the Freer was the preeminent museum of its kind in the country, and Soraya loved it not only for the depth of art it housed but also for the elegant lines of the palazzo itself. She especially loved the contained open space at its entrance, and the fact that even, as now, when the Mall was agitated with hordes of tourists heading to and from the Smithsonian Metro rail stop on 12th Street, the Freer itself was an oasis of calm and tranquility. When things boiled over in the office during the day, it was to the Freer she came to decompress. Ten minutes with Sung dynasty jades and lacquers acted like a soothing balm to her soul.


    Approaching the north side of the Mall, she searched past the crowds outside the entrance to the Freer and thought she saw—among the sturdy men with their hard, clipped Midwestern accents, the scampering children and their laughing mothers, the vacant-eyed teenagers plugged into their iPods—Veronica Hart’s long, elegant figure walking past the entrance, then doubling back.


    She stepped off the curb, but the blare of a horn from an oncoming car startled her back onto the sidewalk. It was at that moment that her cell phone buzzed.


    “What exactly do you think you’re doing?” Bourne said in her ear.


    “Jason?”


    “Why are you coming to this meet?”


    Foolishly, she looked around; she’d never be able to spot him, and she knew it.


    “Hart invited me. I need to talk to you. The DCI and I both do.”


    “About what?”


    Soraya took a deep breath. “Typhon’s listening posts have picked up a series of disturbing communications pointing to an imminent terrorist attack on an East Coast city. The trouble is, that’s all we have. Worse, the communications are between two cadres of a group about which we have no intel whatsoever. It was my idea to recruit you to find them and stop the attack.”


    “Not much to go on,” Bourne said. “Doesn’t matter. The group’s name is the Black Legion.”


    “In grad school I studied the link between a branch of Muslim extremism and the Third Reich. But this can’t be the same Black Legion. They were either killed or disbanded when Nazi Germany fell.”


    “It can and it is,” Bourne said. “I don’t know how it managed to survive, but it did. Three of their members tried to kidnap Professor Specter this morning. I saw their device tattooed on the gunman’s arm.”


    “The three horses’ heads joined by the death’s head?”


    “Yes.” Bourne described the incident in detail. “Check the body at the morgue.”


    “I’ll do that,” Soraya said. “But how could the Black Legion remain so far underground all this time without being detected?”


    “They have a powerful international front,” Bourne said. “The Eastern Brotherhood.”


    “That sounds far-fetched,” Soraya said. “The Eastern Brotherhood is in the forefront of Islamic– Western relations.”


    “Nevertheless, my source is unimpeachable.”


    “God in heaven, what’ve you been doing while you’ve been away from CI?”


    “I was never in CI,” Bourne said brusquely, “and here’s just one reason why. You say you want to talk with me but I doubt you need half a dozen agents to do that.”


    Soraya froze. “Agents?” She was on the Mall itself now, and she had to restrain herself from looking around again. “There are no CI agents here.”


    “How d’you know that?”


    “Hart would’ve told me—”


    “Why should she tell you anything? We go way back, you and I.”


    “That’s true enough.” She kept walking. “But something happened earlier today that makes me believe the agents you’ve spotted are NSA.” She described the way she and Hart had been shadowed from CI HQ to the restaurant. She told him about Secretary Halliday and Luther LaValle, both of whom were gunning to make CI a part of the Pentagon clandestine service.


    “That might make sense,” Bourne said, “if there were only two of them. But six? No, there’s another agenda, one neither of us knows about.”


    “Such as?”


    “The agents are vectored perfectly, triangulated on the entrance to the Freer,” Bourne said. “This means that they must have had foreknowledge of the meet. It also means the six weren’t sent to shadow Veronica Hart. If they aren’t here for her, they must have been sent for me. This is Hart’s doing.”


    Soraya felt a chill crawl down her spine. What if the DCI was lying to her? What if she meant all along to lead Bourne into a trap? It would make sense for one of her first official acts as DCI to be the capture of Jason Bourne. It certainly would put her in solidly with Rob Batt and the others who despised and feared Bourne, and who resented her. Plus, capturing Jason would score her big points with the president and prevent Secretary Halliday from building on his already considerable influence. Still, why would Hart have allowed Soraya to possibly muck up her first field op by coming along? No, she had to believe this was an NSA initiative.


    “I don’t believe that,” she said emphatically.


    “Let’s say you’re right. The other possibility is just as dire. If Hart didn’t set the trap, then there’s someone highly placed in CI who did. I went to Hart directly with the request.”


    “Yes,” she said, “using my cell, thank you very much.”


    “Did you find it? You’re on a new one now.”


    “It was in the gutter where you tossed it.”


    “Then stop complaining,” Bourne said, not unkindly. “I can’t imagine Hart told too many people about this meet, but one of them is working against her, and if that’s the case chances are he’s been recruited by LaValle.”


    If Bourne was right… But of course he was. “You’re the grand prize, Jason. If LaValle can take you down when no one in CI could, he’ll be a hero. Taking over CI will be a cakewalk for him after that.” Soraya felt perspiration break out at her hairline. “Under the circumstances,” she continued, “I think you ought to withdraw.”


    “I need to see the correspondence between Martin and Moira. And if Hart is instigating this trap, then she’ll never give me access to the files at another time. I’ll have to take my chances, but not until you’re certain Hart has the material.”


    Soraya, who was almost at the entrance, expelled a long breath. “Jason, I found the conversations. I can tell you what’s in them.”


    “Do you think you could quote them to me verbatim?” he said. “Anyway, it’s not that simple. Karim al-Jamil doctored hundreds of files before he left. I know the method he used to alter them. I have to see them myself.”


    “I see there’s no way I can talk you out of this.”


    “Right,” Bourne said. “When you’ve made sure the material is genuine, beep my cell once. Then I need you to move Hart into the loggia, away from the entrance proper.”


    “Why?” she said. “That’ll only make it more difficult for you to—Jason?”


    But Bourne had already disconnected.


    



    From his vantage point on the roof of the Forrestal Building on Independence Avenue, Bourne tracked his high-powered night-vision glasses from Soraya as she moved toward the DCI, past clots of tourists hurrying about, to the agents in place around the west end of the Mall. Two lounged, chatting, at the northeast corner of the Department of Agriculture North Building. Another, hands in the pockets of his trench coat, was crossing diagonally southwest from Madison Drive toward the Smithsonian. A fourth was behind the wheel of an illegally parked car on Constitution Avenue. In fact, he was the one who’d given the game away. Bourne had spotted the car illegally parked just before a Metro police cruiser stopped parallel to it. Windows were rolled down, a conversation ensued. ID was briefly flashed by the driver of the illegally parked car. The cruiser rolled on.


    The fifth and sixth agents were east of the Freer, one approximately midway between Madison and Jefferson drives, the other in front of the Arts Industries Building. He knew there had to be at least one more.


    It was almost five o’clock. A short winter twilight had descended, aided by the twinkling lights wound festively around lampposts. With the location of each agent memorized Bourne returned to the ground, using the window ledges for hands and feet.


    The moment he showed himself the agents would start moving. Estimating the distance they were from where the DCI and Soraya stood, he calculated he’d have no more than two minutes with Hart to get the files.


    Hidden in shadows, waiting for Soraya’s signal, he strained to pick out the remaining agents. They couldn’t afford to leave Independence Avenue unguarded. If Hart didn’t in fact have the files, then he’d do as Soraya first suggested and get out of the area without being spotted.


    He imagined her at the entrance to the Freer, talking with the DCI. There would be the first nervous moment of acknowledgment, then Soraya would have to direct the conversation around to the files. She’d have to find a way for Hart to show them to her, to make sure they were authentic.


    His phone beeped once and was still. The files were authentic.


    He accessed the Internet, navigating to the DC Metro site, checked the up-to-the-minute transit schedules, checking his options. This procedure took longer than he would have liked. The very real and immediate danger was that one of the six agents was in contact with home base—either CI or the Pentagon—whose sophisticated electronic telemetry could pinpoint his phone and, worse, spy on what he was pulling up from the Net. Couldn’t be helped, however. Access had to be made on site and at the immediate moment in case of unforeseen transit delays. He put the worry out of his head, concentrated on what he’d have to do. The next five minutes were crucial.


    Time to go.


    



    Moments after Soraya secretly contacted Bourne she said to Veronica Hart, “I’m afraid we may have a problem.”


    The DCI’s head whipped around. She’d been scanning the area for any sign of Bourne’s presence. The crowds around the Freer had thickened as many made their way to the Smithsonian Metro station around the corner, returning to their hotels to prepare for dinner.


    “What kind of problem?”


    “I think I saw one of the NSA shadows we picked up at lunch.”


    “Hell, I don’t want LaValle knowing I’m meeting with Bourne. He’ll have a fit, go running to the president.” She turned. “I think we ought to leave before Bourne gets here.”


    “What about my intel?” Soraya said. “What chance are we going to have without him? I say let’s stay and talk to him. Showing him the material will go a long way toward winning his trust.”


    The DCI was clearly on edge. “I don’t like any of this.”


    “Time is of the essence.” Soraya took her by the elbow. “Let’s move back here,” she said, indicating the loggia. “We’ll be out of the shadow’s line of sight.”


    Hart reluctantly walked into the open space. The loggia was especially crowded with people milling about, discussing the art they’d just seen, their plans for dinner and the next day. The gallery closed at five thirty, so the building was starting to clear out.


    “Where the hell is he, anyway?” Hart said testily.


    “He’ll be here,” Soraya assured her. “He wants the material.”


    “Of course he wants it. The material concerns his friend.”


    “Clearing Martin’s name is extremely important to him.”


    “I was speaking of Moira Trevor,” the DCI said.


    Before Soraya could form a reply, a group of people spewed out of the front doors. Bourne was in the middle of them. Soraya could see him, but he was shielded from anyone across the street.


    “Here he is,” she muttered as Bourne came quickly and silently up behind them. He must have somehow gotten into the Independence Avenue entrance at the south side of the building, closed to the public, made his way through the galleries to the front.


    The DCI turned, impaling Bourne with a penetrating gaze. “So you came after all.”


    “I said I would.”


    He didn’t blink, didn’t move at all. Soraya thought that he was at his most terrifying then, the sheer force of his will at its peak.


    “You have something for me.”


    “I said you could read it.” The DCI held out a small manila envelope.


    Bourne took it. “I regret I haven’t the time to do that here.”


    He whirled, snaking through the crowd, vanishing inside the Freer.


    “Wait!” Hart cried. “Wait!”


    But it was too late, and in any event three NSA agents came walking rapidly through the entrance. Their progress was slowed by the people exiting the gallery, but they pushed many of them aside. They trotted past the DCI and Soraya as if they didn’t exist. A third agent appeared, took up position just inside the loggia. He stared at them and smiled thinly.


    



    



    Bourne moved as quickly as he thought prudent through the interior. Having memorized it from the visitors’ brochure and come through it once already, he did not waste a step. But one thing worried him. He hadn’t seen any agents on his way in. That meant, more than likely, he’d have to deal with them on the way out.


    Near the rear entrance, a guard was checking galleries just before closing time. Bourne was obliged to detour around a corner with an outcropping of a fire call box and extinguisher. He could hear the guard’s soft voice as he herded a family toward the exit in front. Bourne was about to slip out when he heard other voices sharper, clipped. Moving into shadow, he saw a pair of slim, white-haired Chinese scholars in pin-striped suits and shiny brogues arguing the merits of a Tang porcelain vase. Their voices faded along with their footsteps as they headed toward Jefferson Drive.


    Without losing another instant Bourne checked the bypass he’d made on the alarm system. So far it showed everything as normal. He pushed out the door. Night wind struck his face as he saw two agents, sidearms drawn, hurrying up the granite stairs. He had just enough time to register the oddness of the guns before he ducked back inside, went directly to the fire call box.


    They came through the door. The leading one got a face full of fire-smothering foam. Bourne ducked a wild shot from the second agent. There was virtually no noise, but something pinged off the Tennessee white marble wall near his shoulder, then clattered to the floor. He hurled the fire extinguisher at the shooter. It struck him on the temple and he went down. Bourne broke the call box’s glass, pulled hard on the red metal handle. Instantly the fire alarm sounded, piercing every corner of the gallery.


    



    



    Out the door, Bourne ran diagonally down the steps, heading west, directly for 12th Street, SW. He expected to find more agents at the southwest corner of the building, but as he turned off Independence Avenue onto 12th Street he encountered a flood of people drawn to the building by the alarm. Already the sirens of fire trucks could be heard floating through the rising chatter of the crowd.


    He hurried along the street toward the entrance down to the Smithsonian Metro stop. As he did so, he accessed the Internet through his cell. It took longer than he would have liked, but at last he pressed the favorites icon, was returned to the Metro site. Navigating to the Smithsonian station, he scrolled down to the hyperlink to the next train arrival, which was refreshed every thirty seconds. Three minutes to the Orange line 6 train to Vienna/Fairfax. Quickly he composed a text mail “FB,” sent it to a number he’d prearranged with Professor Specter.


    The Metro entrance, clogged with people stopped on the stairs to watch the unfolding scenario, was a mere fifty yards away. Bourne heard police sirens now, saw a number of unmarked cars heading down 12th Street toward Jefferson. They turned east when they got to the junction—all except one, which headed due south.


    Bourne tried to run, but he was hampered by the press of people. He broke free, into a small area blessedly empty of the gigantic jostle, when the driver’s window of a cruising car slid down. A burly man with a grim face and a nearly bald head aimed another one of those strange-looking handguns at him.


    Bourne twisted, putting one of the Metro entrance posts between himself and the gunman. He heard nothing, no sound at all—just as he hadn’t back inside the Freer—and something bit into his left calf. He looked down, saw the metal of a mini dart lying on the street. It had grazed him, but that was all. With a controlled swing, Bourne went around the post, down the stairs, pushing his way through the gawkers into the Metro. He had just under two minutes to make the Orange 6 to Vienna. The next train didn’t leave for four minutes after that—too much time in the platform, waiting for the NSA agents to find him. He had to make the first train.


    He bought his ticket, went through. The crowds thinned and thickened like waves rushing to shore. He began to sweat. His left foot slipped. Rebalancing himself, he guessed that whatever was in that mini dart must be having an effect despite only grazing him. Looking up at the electronic signs, he had to work to focus in order to find the correct platform. He kept pushing forward, not trusting himself to rest, though part of him seemed hell-bent on doing just that. Sit down, close your eyes, sink into sleep. Turning to a vending machine, he fished in his pockets for change, bought every chocolate bar he could. Then he entered the line for the escalator.


    Partway down he stumbled, missed the riser, crashed into the couple ahead of him. He’d blacked out for an instant. Gaining the platform, he felt both shaky and sluggish. The concrete-paneled ceiling arched over-head, deadening the sounds of the hundreds crowding the platform.


    Less than a minute to go. He could feel the vibration of the oncoming train, the wind it pushed ahead of it.


    He’d gobbled down one chocolate bar and was starting on the second when the train pulled into the station. He stepped in, allowing the surge of the crowd to take him. Just as the doors were closing, a tall man with broad shoulders and a black trench coat sprinted into the other end of Bourne’s car. The doors closed and the train lurched forward.

  


  
    THIRTEEN

  


  
    As he saw the man in the black trench making his way toward him from the end of the train car, Bourne felt an unpleasant form of claustrophobia. Until they reached the next station, he was trapped in this finite space, Moreover, despite the initial chocolate hit, he was starting to feel a lassitude creeping up from his left leg as the serum entered his bloodstream. He tore off the wrapping on another chocolate bar, wolfed it down. The faster he could get the sugar and the caffeine into his system, the better able his body would be to fight off the effects of the drug. But that effect would only be temporary, and then his blood sugar would plummet, draining the adrenaline out of him.


    The train reached Federal Triangle and the doors slid open. A mass of people got off, another mass got on. Black Trench used the brief slackening of passengers to make headway toward where Bourne stood, hands clasped around a chromium pole. The doors closed, the train accelerated. Black Trench was blocked by a huge man with tattoos on the backs of his hands. He tried to push by, but the tattooed man glared at him, refusing to budge. Black Trench could have used his federal ID to move people out of the way, but he didn’t, no doubt so as not to cause a panic. But whether he was NSA or CI was still a mystery. Bourne, struggling to stop his mind from going in and out of focus, stared into the face of his newest adversary, looking for clues to his affiliation. Black Trench’s face was blocky, bland, but with the particular dry cruelty the military demanded in its clandestine agents. He must be NSA, Bourne decided. Through the fog in his brain, he knew he had to deal with Black Trench before the rendezvous point at Foggy Bottom.


    Two children swung into Bourne as the train lurched around a bend. He held them upright, returning them to their place beside their mother, who smiled her thanks at him, put a protecting arm around their narrow shoulders. The train rolled into Metro Center. Bourne saw a brief glare of temporary spotlights where a work crew was busy fixing an escalator. On the other side of him a young blonde with earbuds leading to an MP3 player pressed her shoulder against his, took out a cheap plastic compact, checked the state of her makeup. Pursing her lips, she slid the compact back in her bag, dug out flavored lip gloss. While she was applying it, Bourne lifted the compact, palming it immediately. He replaced it with a twenty-dollar bill.


    The doors opened and Bourne stepped out within a small whirlwind of people. Black Trench, caught between doors, rushed down the car, made it onto the platform just in time. Weaving his way through the hurrying throngs, he followed Bourne toward the elevator. The majority of people headed for the stairs.


    Bourne checked the position of the temporary spotlights. He made for them, but not at too fast a pace. He wanted Black Trench to make up some of the distance between them. He had to assume that Black Trench was also armed with a dart gun. If a dart struck Bourne anywhere, even in an extremity, it would mean the end. Caffeine or no caffeine, he’d pass out, and NSA would have him.


    There was a wall of elderly and disabled people, some of them in wheelchairs, waiting for the elevator. The door opened. Bourne sprinted ahead as if making for the elevator, but the moment he reached the glare of the spotlights, he turned and aimed the mirror inside the compact at an angle that reflected the dazzle into Black Trench’s face.


    Momentarily blinded, Black Trench halted, put up his hand palm-outward. Bourne was at him in a heartbeat. He drove his hand into the main nerve bundle beneath Black Trench’s right ear, wrested the dart gun out of his hand, fired it into his side.


    As the man listed to one side, staggering, Bourne caught him, dragged him to a wall. Several people turned their heads to gape, but no one stopped. The pace of the crowd hurrying by barely flickered before returning to full force.


    Bourne left Black Trench there, eeled his way through the almost solid curtain of people back to the Orange line. Four minutes later, he’d eaten through two more chocolate bars. Another Orange 6 to Vienna rolled in and, with a last glance thrown over his shoulder, he got on. His head didn’t feel any deeper in the mist, but he knew what he needed most now was water, as much as he could get down his throat, to flush the chemical out of his system as quickly as possible.


    Two stops later, he exited at Foggy Bottom. He waited at the rear of the platform until no more passengers got off. Then he followed them up, taking the stairs two at a time in an attempt to further clear his head.


    His first breath of cool evening air was a deep and exhilarating one. Except for a slight nausea, perhaps caused by a continuing vertigo, he felt better. As he emerged from the Metro exit a nearby engine coughed to life; the headlights of a dark blue Audi came on. He walked briskly to the car, opened the passenger’s-side door, slid in.


    “How did it go?” Professor Specter nosed the Audi out into the heavy traffic.


    “I got more than I bargained for,” Bourne said, leaning his head against the seat rest. “And there’s been a change of plan. People are sure to be looking for me at the airport. I’m going with Moira, at least as far as Munich.”


    A look of deep concern crossed the professor’s face. “Do you think that’s wise?”


    Bourne turned his head, stared out the window at the passing city. “It doesn’t matter.” His thoughts were of Martin, and of Moira. “I passed wise some time ago.”
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    It’s amazing,” Moira said.


    Bourne looked up from the files he’d snatched from Veronica Hart. “What’s amazing?”


    “You sitting here opposite me in this opulent corporate jet.” Moira was wearing a sleek black suit of nubbly wool, shoes with sensible heels. A thin gold chain was around her neck. “Weren’t you supposed to be on your way to Moscow tonight?”


    Bourne drank water from the bottle on his side tray table, closed the file. He needed more time to ascertain whether Karim al-Jamil had doctored these conversations, but he had his suspicions. He knew Martin was far too canny to tell her anything that was classified—which covered just about everything that happened at CI.


    “I couldn’t stay away from you.” He watched a small smile curl Moira’s wide lips. Then he dropped the bomb. “Also, the NSA is after me.”


    It was as if a light went out in her face. “Say again?”


    “The NSA. Luther LaValle has decided to make me a target.” He waved a hand to forestall her questions. “It’s political. If he can bag me when the CI hierarchy can’t, he’ll prove to the powers that be that his thesis that CI should come under his jurisdiction makes sense, especially after the turmoil CI has been in since Martin’s death.”


    Moira pursed her lips. “So Martin was right. He was the only one left who believed in you.”


    Bourne almost added Soraya’s name, then thought better of it. “It doesn’t matter now.”


    “It matters to me,” she said fiercely.


    “Because you loved him.”


    “We both loved him.” Her head tilted to one side. “Wait a minute, are you saying there’s something wrong in that?”


    “We live on the outskirts of society, in a world of secrets.” He deliberately included her. “For people like us there’s always a price to pay for loving someone.”


    “Like what?”


    “We’ve spoken about it,” Bourne said. “Love is a weakness your enemies can exploit.”


    “And I’ve said that’s a horrid way to live one’s life.”


    Bourne turned to stare out the Perspex window at the darkness rushing by. “It’s the only one I know.”


    “I don’t believe that.” Moira leaned forward until their knees touched. “Surely you see you’re more than that, Jason. You loved your wife; you love your children.”


    “What kind of a father can I be to them? I’m a memory. And I’m a danger to them. Soon enough I’ll be a ghost.”


    “You can do something about that. And what kind of friend were you to Martin? The best kind. The only kind that matters.” She tried to get him to turn back to her. “Sometimes I’m convinced you’re looking for answers to questions that have none.”


    “What does that mean?”


    “That no matter what you’ve done in the past, no matter what you’ll do in the future, you’ll never lose your humanity.” She watched his eyes engage hers slowly, enigmatically. “That’s the one thing that frightens you, isn’t it?”


    



    



    What’s the matter with you?” Devra asked.


    Arkadin, behind the wheel of a rental car they had picked up in Istanbul, grunted irritably. “What’re you talking about?”


    “How long is it going to take you to fuck me?”


    There being no flights from Sevastopol to Turkey, they’d spent a long night in a cramped cabin of the Heroes of Sevastopol, being transported southwest across the Black Sea from Ukraine to Turkey.


    “Why would I want to do that?” Arkadin said as he headed off a lumbering truck on the highway.


    “Every man I meet wants to fuck me. Why should you be any different?” Devra ran her hands through her hair. Her raised arms lifted her small breasts invitingly. “Like I said. What’s the matter with you?” A smirk played at the corners of her mouth. “Maybe you’re not a real man. Is that it?”


    Arkadin laughed. “You’re so transparent.” He glanced at her briefly. “What’s your game? Why are you trying to provoke me?”


    “I like to extract reactions in my men. How else will I get to know them?”


    “I’m not your man,” he growled.


    Now Devra laughed. She wrapped slender fingers around his arm, rubbing back and forth. “If your shoulder’s bothering you I’ll drive.”


    He saw the familiar symbol on the inside of her wrist, all the more fearsome for being tattooed on the porcelain skin. “When did you get that?”


    “Does it matter?”


    “Not really. What matters is why you got it.” Faced with open highway, he put on speed. “How else will I get to know you?”


    She scratched the tattoo as if it had moved beneath her skin. “Pyotr made me get it. He said it was part of the initiation. He said he wouldn’t go to bed with me until I got it.”


    “And you wanted to go to bed with him.”


    “Not as much as I want to go to bed with you.”


    She turned away then, stared out the side window, as if she was suddenly embarrassed by her confession. Perhaps she actually was, Arkadin thought as he signaled, moving right through two lanes as a sign for a rest stop appeared. He turned off the highway, parked at the far end of the rest stop, away from the two vehicles that occupied parking slots. He got out, walked to the edge, and, with his back to her, took a long satisfying pee.


    The day was bright and warmer than it had been in Sevastopol. The breeze coming off the water was laden with moisture that lay on his skin like sweat. On the way back to the car he rolled up his sleeves. His coat was slung with hers across the car’s backseat.


    “We’d better enjoy this warmth while we can,” Devra said. “Once we get onto the Anatolian Plateau, the mountains will block this temperate weather. It’ll be colder than a witch’s teat.”


    It was as if she’d never made the intimate statement. But she’d caught his attention, all right. It seemed to him now that he understood something important about her—or, more accurately, about himself. It went through Gala, as well, now that he thought of it. He seemed to have a certain power over women. He knew Gala loved him with every fiber of her being, and she wasn’t the first one. Now this slim tomboyish dyevochka, hard-bitten, downright nasty when she needed to be, had fallen under his spell. Which meant he had the handle on her he was searching for.


    “How many times have you been to Eski[image: image]ehir?” he asked.


    “Enough to know what to expect.”


    He sat back. “Where did you learn to answer questions without revealing a thing?”


    “If I’m bad, I learned it at my mother’s breast.”


    Arkadin looked away. He seemed to have trouble breathing. Without a word, he opened the door, bolted outside, stalking in small circles like a lion in the zoo.


    



    



    I cannot be alone,” Arkadin had said to Semion Icoupov, and Icoupov had taken him at his word. At Icoupov’s villa where Arkadin was installed, his host provided a young man. But when, a week later, Arkadin had beaten his companion nearly into a coma, Icoupov switched tactics. He spent hours with Arkadin, trying to determine the root of his outbursts of fury. This failed utterly, as Arkadin seemed at a loss to remember, let alone explain these frightening episodes.


    “I don’t know what to do with you,” Icoupov said. “I don’t want to incarcerate you, but I need to protect myself.”


    “I would never harm you,” Arkadin said.


    “Not knowingly, perhaps,” the older man said ruminatively.


    The following week a stoop-shouldered man with a formal goatee and colorless lips spent every afternoon with Arkadin. He sat in a plush upholstered chair, one leg crossed over the other, writing in a neat, crabbed hand in a tablet notebook he protected as if it were his child. For his part, Arkadin lay on his host’s favorite chaise longue, a roll pillow behind his head. He answered questions. He spoke at length about many things, but the things that shadowed his mind he kept tucked away in a black corner of the deepest depths of his mind, never to be spoken of. That door was closed forever.


    At the end of three weeks, the psychiatrist handed in his report to Icoupov and vanished as quickly as he had appeared. No matter. Arkadin’s nightmares continued to haunt him in the dead of night when, upon awakening with a gasp and a start, he was convinced he heard rats scuttling, red eyes burning in the darkness. At those moments, the fact that Icoupov’s villa was completely vermin-free was of no solace to him. The rats lived inside him squirming, shrieking, feeding.


    The next person Icoupov employed to burrow into Arkadin’s past in an attempt to cure him of his fits of rage was a woman whose sensuality and lush figure he felt would keep her safe from Arkadin’s outbursts of fury. Marlene was adept at handling men of all kinds and kinks. She possessed an uncanny ability to sense the specific thing a man desired from her, and provide it.


    At first Arkadin didn’t trust Marlene. Why should he? He couldn’t trust the psychiatrist. Wasn’t she just another form of analyst sent to coax out the secrets of his past? Marlene of course noted this aversion in him and set about countering it. The way she saw it, Arkadin was living under a spell, self-induced or otherwise. It was up to her to concoct an antidote.


    “This won’t be a short process,” she told Icoupov at the end of her first week with Arkadin, and he believed her.


    Arkadin observed Marlene walking on little cat feet. He suspected she was smart enough to know that even the slightest misstep on her part might strike him as a seismic shift, and then all the progress she’d made in gaining his trust would evaporate like alcohol over a flame. She seemed to him wary, acutely aware that at any moment he could turn on her. She acted as if she were in a cage with a bear. Day by day you could track the training of it, but that didn’t mean it wouldn’t unexpectedly rip your face off.


    Arkadin had to laugh at that, the care with which she was treating every aspect of him. But gradually something else began to creep into his consciousness. He suspected that she was coming to feel something genuine for him.


    



    



    Devra watched Arkadin through the windshield. Then she kicked open her door, went after him. She shaded her eyes against a white sun plastered to a high, pale sky.


    “What is it?” she said when she’d caught up to him. “What did I say?”


    Arkadin turned a murderous look her way. He appeared to be in a towering rage, just barely holding himself together. Devra found herself wondering what would happen if he let himself go, but she also didn’t want to be in his way when it happened.


    She felt an urge to touch him, to speak soothingly until he returned to a calmer state of mind, but she sensed that would only inflame him further. So she went back to the car to wait patiently for him to return.


    Eventually he did, sitting sideways on the seat, his shoes on the ground as if he might bolt again.


    “I’m not going to fuck you,” he said, “but that doesn’t mean I don’t want to.”


    She felt he wanted to say something else, but couldn’t, that whatever it was was too bound up in what had happened to him a long time ago.


    “It was a joke,” she said softly. “I was making a stupid joke.”


    “There was a time when I would’ve thought nothing of it,” he said, as if talking to himself. “Sex is unimportant.”


    She sensed that he was speaking about something else, something only he knew, and she glimpsed just how alone he was. She suspected that even in a crowd, even with friends—if he had any—he’d feel alone. It seemed to her that he’d walled himself off from sexual melding because it would underscore the depth of his apartness. He seemed to her to be a moonless planet with no sun to revolve around. Just emptiness everywhere as far as he could see. In that moment she realized that she loved him.


    



    How long has he been in there?” Luther LaValle asked.


    “Six days,” General Kendall replied. He was in his shirtsleeves, which were turned up. That precaution hadn’t been enough to protect them from spatters of blood. “But I guarantee that to him it feels like six months. He’s as disoriented as it’s possible for a human being to be.”


    LaValle grunted, peering at the bearded Arab through the one-way mirror. The man looked like a raw piece of meat. LaValle didn’t know or care whether he was Sunni or Shi’a. They were the same to him—terrorists bent on destroying his way of life. He took these matters very personally.


    “What’s he given up?”


    “Enough that we know the copies of the Typhon intercepts Batt has given us are disinformation.”


    “Still,” LaValle said, “it comes straight from Typhon.”


    “This man’s very highly placed, there’s no question whatsoever of his identity, and he knows of no plans moving into their final stages to hit a major New York building.”


    “That in itself could be disinformation,” LaValle said. “These bastards are masters of that kind of shit.”


    “Right.” Kendall wiped his hands on a towel he’d thrown over his shoulder like a chef at the stove. “They love nothing better than to see us running around in circles, chasing our tails, which is what we’ll be doing if we put out an alert.”


    LaValle nodded, as if to himself. “I want our best people to follow up on it. Confirm the Typhon intercepts.”


    “We’ll do our best, but I feel it my duty to report that the prisoner laughed in my face when I asked him about this terrorist group.”


    LaValle snapped his fingers several times. “What are they called again?”


    “The Black Lesion, the Black Legion, something like that.”


    “Nothing in our database about this group?”


    “No, or at any of our sister agencies, either.” Kendall threw the soiled towel into a basket whose contents were incinerated every twelve hours. “It doesn’t exist.”


    “I tend to agree,” LaValle said, “but I’d like to be certain.”


    He turned from the window, and the two men went out of the viewing room. They walked down a rough concrete corridor painted an institutional green, the buzzing fluorescent tubes that hurled purple shadows on the linoleum floor as they passed. He waited patiently outside the locker room for Kendall to change his clothes; then they proceeded down the corridor. At the end of it they climbed a flight of stairs to a reinforced metal door.


    LaValle pressed his forefinger onto a fingerprint reader. He was rewarded by the clicking of bolts being shot, not unlike a bank vault opening.


    They found themselves in another corridor, the polar opposite of the one they were leaving. This one was paneled in polished mahogany; wall sconces produced a soft, buttery glow between paintings of historical naval engagements, phalanxes of Roman legions, Prussian Hussars, and English light cavalry.


    The first door on the left brought them into a room straight out of a high-toned men’s club, replete with hunter-green walls, cream moldings, leather furniture, antique breakfronts, and a wooden bar from an old English pub. The sofas and chairs were well spaced, the better to allow occupants to speak of private matters. Flames cracked and sparked comfortingly in a large fireplace.


    A liveried butler met them before they’d taken three steps on the thick, sound-deadening carpet. He guided them to their accustomed spot, in a discreet corner where two high-backed leather chairs were arranged on either side of a mahogany pedestal card table. They were near a tall, mullioned window flanked by thick drapes, which overlooked the Virginia countryside. This club-like room, known as the Library, was in an enormous stone house that the NSA had taken over decades ago. It was used as a retreat as well as for formal dinners for the generals and directors of the organization. Its lower depths, however, were used for other purposes.


    When they had ordered drinks and light refreshments, and were alone again, LaValle said, “Do we have a line on Bourne yet?”


    “Yes and no.” Kendall crossed one leg over the other, arranging the crease in his trousers. “As per our previous briefing, he came onto the grid at six thirty-seven last night, passing through Immigration at Dulles. He was booked on a Lufthansa flight to Moscow. Had he showed we could’ve put McNally onto the flight.”


    “Bourne’s far too clever for that,” LaValle grumbled. “He knows we’re after him now. The element of surprise has been neutralized, dammit.”


    “We managed to discover that he boarded a NextGen Energy Solutions corporate jet.”


    Like a hunting dog on alert, Lavalle’s head came up. “Really? Explain.”


    “An executive by the name of Moira Trevor was on it.”


    “What is she to Bourne?”


    “A question we’re trying to answer,” Kendall said unhappily. He hated disappointing his boss. “In the meantime, we obtained a copy of the flight plan. The destination was Munich. Shall I activate a point man there?”


    “Don’t waste your time.” LaValle waved a hand. “My money’s on Moscow. That’s where he meant to go, that’s where he’s going.”


    “I’ll get right on it.” Kendall opened his cell phone.


    “I want Anthony Prowess.”


    “He’s in Afghanistan.”


    “Then pull him the fuck out,” LaValle said shortly. “Get him on a military chopper. I want him on the ground in Moscow by the time Bourne gets there.”


    Kendall nodded, punched in a special encrypted number, and typed the coded text message to Prowess.


    LaValle smiled at the approaching waiter. “Thank you, Willard,” he said as the man snapped out a starched white tablecloth, arranged the glasses of whiskey, small plates of nibbles, and cutlery on the table, then departed as silently as he’d come.


    LaValle stared at the food. “It seems we’ve backed the wrong horse.”


    General Kendall knew he meant Rob Batt. “Soraya Moore witnessed the debacle. She’s put two and two together in short order. Batt told us he knew about Hart’s meet with Bourne because he was in her office when Bourne’s call came in. Other than the Moore woman, who else is she likely to have told? No one. That’ll lead Hart right back to the deputy director.”


    “Hang him out to dry.”


    Picking up his glass, Kendall said. “Time for Plan B.”


    LaValle stared into the chestnut liquid. “I always thank God for Plan B, Richard. Always.”


    Their glasses clinked together. They drank in studied silence while LaValle ruminated. When, half an hour later, they’d drained their whiskeys and new ones were in their hands, LaValle said, “On the subject of Soraya Moore, I do believe it’s time to bring her in for a chat.”


    “Private?”


    “Oh, yes.” LaValle added a dollop of water to his whiskey, releasing its complex scent. “Bring her here.”

  


  
    FIFTEEN

  


  
    Tell me about Jason Bourne.”


    Harun Iliev, in an American Nike jogging suit identical to the one worn by his commander, Semion Icoupov, rounded the turn of the natural ice-skating rink in the heart of Grindelwald village. Harun had spent more than a decade as Icoupov’s second in command. As a boy he’d been adopted by Icoupov’s father, Farid, after his parents had drowned when a ferry taking them from Istanbul to Odessa had capsized. Harun, at the age of four, was visiting his grandmother there. The news of the deaths of her daughter and son-in-law sent her into cardiac arrest. She died almost instantly—which everyone involved felt was a blessing, for she lacked both the strength and the stamina to care for a four-year-old. Farid Icoupov stepped in, because Harun’s father had worked for him; the two were close.


    “There’s no easy answer,” Harun said now, “principally because there’s no one answer. Some swear he’s an agent of the American CI, others claim he’s an international assassin for hire. Clearly he can’t be both. What is indisputable is that he was responsible for foiling the plot to gas the attendees of the International Anti-Terrorist Conference in Reykjavik three years ago and, last year, the very real nuclear threat to Washington, DC, posed by Dujja, the terrorist group that was run by the two Wahhib brothers, Fadi and Karim al-Jamil. Rumor has it Bourne killed them both.”


    “Impressive, if true. But just the fact that no one can get a handle on him is of extreme interest.” Icoupov’s arms chugged up and down in perfect rhythm to his gliding back and forth. His cheeks were apple red and he smiled warmly at the children skating on either side of them, laughing when they laughed, giving encouragement when one of them fell. “And how did such a man get involved with Our Friend?”


    “Through the university in Georgetown,” Harun said. He was a slender man with the look of an accountant, which wasn’t helped by his sallow skin and the way his olive-pit eyes were sunk deep in his skull. Ice-skating did not come naturally to him as it did to Icoupov. “Besides killing people, it seems Bourne is something of a genius at linguistics.”


    “Is he now?”


    Even though they’d skated for more than forty minutes, Icoupov wasn’t breathing hard. Harun knew he was just getting warmed up. They were in spectacular country. The resort of Grindelwald was just under a hundred miles southeast of Bern. Above them towered three of Switzerland’s most famous mountains—Jungfrau, Mönch, and Eiger—glittering white with snow and ice.


    “It seems that Bourne’s weak spot is for a mentor. The first was a man named Alexander Conklin, who—”


    “I knew Alex,” Icoupov said curtly. “It was before your time. Another lifetime, it often seems.” He nodded. “Please continue.”


    “It seems Our Friend has made a play to become his new mentor.”


    “I must interject here. That seems improbable.”


    “Then why did Bourne kill Mikhail Tarkanian?”


    “Mischa.” Icoupov’s pace faltered for a moment. “Allah preserve us! Does Leonid Danilovich know?”


    “Arkadin is currently out of contact.”


    “What’s his progress?”


    “He’s come and gone from Sevastopol.”


    “That’s something, anyway.” Icoupov shook his head. “We’re running out of time.”


    “Arkadin knows this.”


    “I want Tarkanian’s death kept from him, Harun. Mischa was his best friend; they were closer than brothers. Under no circumstances can he be allowed to be distracted from his present assignment.”


    A lovely young woman held out her hand as she skated abreast of them. Icoupov took it and for a time was swept away in an ice dance that made him feel as if he were twenty again. When he returned, he resumed their skate around the rink. Something about the easy gliding motion of skating, he’d once told Harun, helped him to think.


    “Given what you’ve told me,” Icoupov said at length, “this Jason Bourne may very well cause an unforeseen complication.”


    “You can be sure Our Friend has recruited Bourne to his cause by telling him that you caused the death of—”


    Icoupov shot him a warning look. “I agree. But the question we must answer is how much of the truth he’s risked telling Bourne.”


    “Knowing Our Friend,” Harun said, “I would say very little, if at all.”


    “Yes.” Icoupov tapped a gloved forefinger against his lips. “And if this is the case we can use the truth against him, don’t you think?”


    “If we can get to Bourne,” Harun said. “And if we can get him to believe us.”


    “Oh, he’ll believe us. I’ll make sure of that.” Icoupov executed a perfect spin. “Your new assignment, Harun, is to ensure we get to him before he can do any more damage. We could ill afford to lose our eye in Our Friend’s camp. Further deaths are unacceptable.”


    



    



    Munich was full of cold rain. It was a gray city on the best of days, but in this windswept downpour it seemed to hunker down. Like a turtle, it pulled in its head into its concrete shell, turning its back on all visitors.


    Bourne and Moira sat inside the cavernous NextGen 747. Bourne was on his cell, making a reservation on the next flight to Moscow.


    “I wish I could authorize the plane to take you,” Moira said after he’d folded away the phone.


    “No, you don’t,” Bourne said. “You’d like me to stay here by your side.”


    “I already told you why I think that would be a bad idea.” She looked out at the wet tarmac, rainbow-streaked with droplets of fuel and oil. Raindrops trickled down the Perspex window like racing cars in their lanes. “And I find myself not wanting to be here at all.”


    Bourne opened the file he’d taken from Veronica Hart, turned it around, held it out. “I’d like you to take a look at this.”


    Moira turned back, put the file on her lap, paged through it. All at once she looked up. “Was it CI that had me under surveillance?” When Bourne nodded, she said, “Well, that’s a relief.”


    “How is it a relief?”


    She lifted the file. “This is all disinformation, a setup. Two years ago, when bidding for the Long Beach LNG terminal was at its height, my bosses suspected that AllEn, our chief rival, was monitoring our communications in order to get a handle on the proprietary systems that make our terminal unique. As a favor to me, Martin went to the Old Man for permission to set up a sting. The Old Man agreed, but it was imperative that no one else know about it, so he never told anyone else at CI. It worked. By tracking our cell conversations we discovered that AllEn was, indeed, monitoring the calls.”


    “I recall the settlement,” Bourne said.


    “Because of the evidence Martin and I provided, AllEn had no incentive to go to trial.”


    “NextGen got a mid-eight-figure settlement, right?”


    Moira nodded. “And won the rights to build the LNG terminal in Long Beach. That’s how I got my promotion to executive vice president.”


    Bourne took back the file. He, too, was relieved. For him, trust was like an ill-made boat, springing leaks at every turn, threatening at any moment to sink him. He’d ceded part of himself to Moira, but the loss of control was like a knife in his heart.


    Moira looked at him rather sadly. “Did you suspect me of being a Mata Hari?”


    “It was important to make sure,” he said.


    Her face closed up. “Sure. I understand.” She began to stuff papers into a slim leather briefcase more roughly than was needed. “You thought I’d betrayed Martin and was going to betray you.”


    “I’m relieved it’s not true.”


    “I’m so very happy to hear that.” She shot him an acid stare.


    “Moira…”


    “What?” She pulled hair off her face. “What is it you want to say to me, Jason?”


    “I… This is hard for me.”


    She leaned forward, peering at him. “Just tell me.”


    “I trusted Marie,” Bourne said. “I leaned on her, she helped me with my amnesia. She was always there. And then, suddenly, she wasn’t.”


    Moira’s voice softened. “I know.”


    He looked at her at last. “There is no good thing about being alone. But for me it’s all a matter of trust.”


    “I know you think I haven’t told you the truth about Martin and me.” She took his hands in hers. “We were never lovers, Jason. We were more like brother and sister. We supported each other. Trust didn’t come easily to either of us. I think it’s important for both of us that I tell you that now.”


    Bourne understood that she was also talking about the two of them, not her and Martin. He’d trusted so few people in his life: Marie, Alex Conklin, Mo Panov, Martin, Soraya. He saw all the things that had been keeping him from moving on with his life. With so little past, it was difficult letting go of the people he’d known and cared about.


    A pang of sorrow shot through him. “Marie is dead. She’s in the past now. And my children are far better off with their grandparents. Their life is stable and happy. That’s best for them.”


    He rose, needing to get moving.


    Moira, aware he was ill at ease, changed the subject. “Do you know how long you’ll be in Moscow?”


    “The same amount of time you’ll be in Munich, I imagine.”


    That got a smile out of her. She stood, leaned toward him. “Be well, Jason. Stay safe.” She gave him a lingering, loving kiss. “Remember me.”

  


  
    SIXTEEN

  


  
    Soraya Moore was ushered cordially into the hushed sanctuary of the Library where less than twenty-four hours before, Luther LaValle and General Kendall had had their post-rendition fireside chat. It was Kendall himself who had picked her up, chauffeured her to the NSA safe house deep in the Virginia countryside. Soraya had, of course, never been here.


    LaValle, in a midnight-blue chalk-striped suit, blue shirt with white collar and cuffs, a striped tie in the Yale colors, looked like a merchant banker. He rose as Kendall brought her over to the area by the window. There were three chairs grouped around the antique card table.


    “Director Moore, having heard so much about you, it’s a genuine pleasure to meet you.” Smiling broadly, LaValle indicated a chair. “Please.”


    Soraya saw no point in refusing the invitation. She didn’t know whether she was more curious or alarmed by the abrupt summons. She did, however, glance around the room. “Where is Secretary Halliday? General Kendall informed me that the invitation came from him.”


    “Oh, it did,” LaValle said. “Unfortunately, the secretary of defense was called into a meeting in the Oval Office. He phoned me to convey to you his apologies and to insist that we carry on without him.”


    All of which meant, Soraya knew, that Halliday had never had any intention of attending this little tête-à-tête. She doubted he even knew about it.


    “Anyway,” LaValle said as Kendall sat in the third chair, “now that you’re here you might as well enjoy yourself.” He raised his hand, and Willard appeared as if by prestidigitation. “Something to drink, Director? I know as Muslim you’re forbidden alcohol, but we have a full range of potions for you to choose from.”


    “Tea, please,” she said directly to Willard. “Ceylon, if you have it.”


    “Of course, ma’am. Milk? Sugar?”


    “Neither, thank you.” She’d never formed the British habit.


    Willard seemed to bow before he vanished without a sound.


    Soraya redirected her attention to the two men. “Now, gentlemen, in what way can I help you?”


    “I rather think it’s the other way around,” General Kendall said.


    Soraya cocked her head. “How d’you figure that?”


    “Frankly, because of the turmoil at CI,” LaValle said, “we think Typhon is working with one hand tied behind its back.”


    Willard arrived with Soraya’s tea, the men’s whiskeys. He set the japanned tray down with the cup, glasses, and tea service, then left.


    LaValle waited until Soraya had poured her tea before he continued. “It seems to me that Typhon would benefit immensely from taking advantage of all the resources at NSA’s disposal. We could even help you expand beyond the scope of CI’s reach.”


    Soraya lifted her cup to her lips, found the fragrant Ceylon tea exquisitely delicious. “It seems that you know more about Typhon than any of us at CI were aware.”


    LaValle let go with a soft laugh. “Okay, let’s stop beating around the bush. We had a mole inside CI. You know who it is now. He made a fatal mistake in going after Jason Bourne and failing.”


    Veronica Hart had relieved Rob Batt of his position that morning, a fact that must have come to LaValle’s attention, especially since his replacement, Peter Marks, had been one of Hart’s most vocal supporters from day one. Soraya knew Peter well, had suggested to Hart that he deserved the promotion.


    “Is Batt now working for NSA?”


    “Mr. Batt has outlived his usefulness,” Kendall said rather stiffly.


    Soraya turned her attention to the military man. “A glimpse of your own fate, don’t you think, General?”


    Kendall’s face closed up like a fist, but following an almost imperceptible shake of LaValle’s head he bit back a rejoinder.


    “While it’s certainly true that life in the intelligence services can be harsh, even brutal,” LaValle interjected, “certain individuals within it are—shall we say—inoculated against such unfortunate eventualities.”


    Soraya kept her gaze on Kendall. “I suppose I could be one of those certain individuals.”


    “Yes, absolutely.” LaValle put one hand over the other on his knee. “Your knowledge of Muslim thought and custom, your expertise as Martin Lindros’s right hand as he put Typhon together are invaluable.”


    “You see how it is, General,” Soraya said. “One day an invaluable asset like me is bound to take over your position.”


    LaValle cleared his throat. “Does that mean you’re on board?”


    Smiling sweetly, Soraya put her teacup down. “I’ll say this for you, Mr. LaValle, you certainly know how to make lemonade from lemons.”


    LaValle returned her smile as if it were a tennis serve. “My dear Director, I do believe you’ve hit upon one of my specialties.”


    “What makes you think I’d abandon CI?”


    LaValle put a forefinger beside his nose. “My reading of you is that you’re a pragmatic woman. You know better than we do what kind of a mess CI is in. How long do you think it’s going to take the new DCI to right the ship? What makes you think she even can?” He raised his finger. “I’m exceedingly interested in your opinion, but before you answer think about how little time we might have before this unknown terrorist group is going to strike.”


    Soraya felt as if she’d been rabbit-punched. How in the hell had NSA gotten wind of the Typhon terrorist intercepts? At the moment, however, that was a moot point. The important thing was how to respond to this breach of security.


    Before she could formulate a counter, LaValle said, “I’m curious about one thing, though. Why is it that Director Hart saw fit to keep this intel to herself, rather than bringing in Homeland Security, FBI, and NSA?”


    “That was my doing.” I’m in it now, Soraya thought. I might as well go all the way. “Until the incident at the Freer, the intel was sketchy enough that I felt the involvement of other intelligence agencies would only muddy the waters.”


    “Meaning,” Kendall said, glad of the opportunity to get in a dig, “you didn’t want us rooting around in your carrot patch.”


    “This is a serious situation, Director,” LaValle said. “In matters of national security—”


    “If this Muslim terrorist group—which we now know calls itself the Black Legion—gets wind that we’ve intercepted their communications we’ll be sunk before we even start trying to counter their attack.”


    “I could have you shit-canned.”


    “And lose my invaluable expertise?” Soraya shook her head. “I don’t think so.”


    “So what do we have?” Kendall snapped.


    “Stalemate.” LaValle passed a hand across his brow. “Do you think it would be possible for me to see the Typhon intercepts?” His tone had changed completely. He was now in conciliatory mode. “Believe it or not, we’re not the Evil Empire. We actually might be able to be of some assistance.”


    Soraya considered. “I think that be can arranged.”


    “Excellent.”


    “It would have to be Eyes Only.”


    LaValle agreed at once.


    “And in a controlled, highly restricted environment,” Soraya added, following up her advantage. “The Typhon offices at CI would be perfect.”


    LaValle spread his hands. “Why not here?”


    Soraya smiled. “I think not.”


    “Under the current climate I think you can understand why I’d be reluctant to meet you there.”


    “I take your point.” Soraya thought for a moment. “If I did bring the intercepts here I’d have to have someone with me.”


    LaValle nodded vigorously. “Of course. Whatever makes you feel comfortable.” He seemed far more pleased than Kendall, who looked at her as if he had caught sight of her from a battlefield trench.


    “Frankly,” Soraya said, “none of this makes me feel comfortable.” She glanced around the room again.


    “The building is swept three times a day for electronic bugs,” LaValle pointed out. “Plus, we have all the most sophisticated surveillance systems, basically a computerized monitoring system that keeps track of the two thousand closed-circuit video cameras installed throughout the facility and grounds, compares them from second to second for any anomalies whatsoever. The DARPA software compares any anomalies against a database of more than a million images, makes real-time decisions in nanoseconds. For instance, a bird in flight would be ignored, a running figure wouldn’t. Believe me, you have nothing to worry about.”


    “Right now, the only thing I worry about,” Soraya said, “is you, Mr. LaValle.”


    “I understand completely.” LaValle finished off his whiskey. “That’s what this exercise is all about, Director. To engender trust between us. How else could we be expected to work together?”


    



    



    



    General Kendall sent Soraya back to the district with one of his drivers. She had him drop her where she’d arranged to meet Kendall, outside what had once been the National Historical Wax Museum on E Street, SW. She waited until the black Ford had been swallowed up in traffic, then she turned away, walked all the way around the block at a normal pace. By the end of her circuit she was certain she was free of tags, NSA or otherwise. At that point, she sent a three-letter text message via her cell. Two minutes later, a young man on a motorcycle appeared. He wore jeans, a black leather jacket, a gleaming black helmet with the smoked faceplate lowered. He slowed, stopped just long enough for her to climb on behind him. Handing her a helmet, he waited for her to don it, then he zoomed off down the street.


    



    



    I have several contacts within DARPA,” Deron said. DARPA was an acronym for the Defense Advanced Research Projects Agency, an arm of the Department of Defense. “I have a working knowledge of the software architecture at the heart of the NSA’s surveillance system.” He shrugged. “This is one way I keep my edge.”


    “We gotta find a way around it or through it,” Tyrone said.


    He was still wearing his black leather jacket. His black helmet was on a table alongside the one he’d given Soraya for the high-speed trip here to Deron’s house-lab. Soraya had met both Deron and Tyrone when Bourne had brought her to this nondescript olive-colored house just off 7th Street, NE.


    “You must be joking, right?” Deron, a tall, slim, handsome man with skin the color of light cocoa, looked from one to the other. “Tell me you’re joking.”


    “If we were joking we wouldn’t be here.” Soraya rubbed the heel of her hand against her temple as she sought to ignore the fierce headache that had begun after her terrifying interview with LaValle and Kendall.


    “It’s just not possible.” Deron put his hands on his hips. “That software is state-of-the-art. And two thousand CCTV cameras! Fuck me.”


    They sat on canvas chairs in his lab, a double-height room filled with all manner of monitors, keyboards, electronic systems whose functions were known only to Deron. Ranged around the wall were a number of paintings—all masterpieces by Titian, Seurat, Rembrandt, van Gogh. Water Lilies, Green Reflection, Left Part was Soraya’s favorite. That all of them were painted by Deron in the atelier in the next room had stunned her the first time she was here. Now they simply filled her with wonder. How he had reproduced Monet’s exact shade of cobalt blue was beyond her. It was hardly surprising that Bourne used Deron to forge all his ID documents, when in this day and age it was becoming increasingly difficult to do. Many forgers had quit, claiming governments had made their job impossible, but not Deron. It was his stock in trade. Little wonder that he and Bourne were so close. Birds of a feather, Soraya thought.


    “What about mirrors?” Tyrone said.


    “That would be simplest,” Deron said. “But one of the reasons they’ve installed so many cameras is to give the system multiple views of the same area. That negates mirrors right there.”


    “Too bad Bourne killed dat fucker Karim al-Jamil. He could probably write a worm t’screw with the DARPA software like he did with the CI database.”


    Soraya turned to Deron. “Can it be done?” she said. “Could you do it?”


    “Hacking’s not my thing. I leave that to my old lady.”


    Soraya didn’t know Deron had a girlfriend. “How good is she?”


    “Please,” Deron snorted.


    “Can we talk to her?”


    Deron looked dubious. “This is the NSA we’re talking about. Those fuckers don’t fool around. To be frank, I don’t think you ought to be messing with them in the first place.”


    “Unfortunately, I have no choice,” Soraya said.


    “They fuckin’ wid us,” Tyrone said, “and unless we get all medieval on they ass, they gonna walk all over us an’ own us forever.”


    Deron shook his head. “You sure put some interesting notions in this man’s head, Soraya. Before you came along he was the best street protection I ever had. Now look at him. Messing with the big boys in the bad world outside the ghetto.” He didn’t hide the pride he felt for Tyrone, but his voice held a warning, too. “I hope to hell you know what you’re getting yourself into, Tyrone. If this thing comes apart in any way you’re in the federal slammer till Gabriel comes calling.”


    Tyrone crossed his arms over his chest, stood his ground.


    Deron sighed. “All right, then. We’re all adults here.” He reached for his cell. “Kiki’s upstairs in her lair. She doesn’t like to be interrupted, but in this case I think she’ll be intrigued.” He spoke briefly into the cell, then put it down. Moments later a slim woman with a beautiful African face and deep chocolate skin appeared. She was as tall as Deron, with the upright carriage of proud and ancient royalty.


    Her face split into a ferocious grin when she saw Tyrone. “Hey,” they said to each other. That one word seemed all that was needed.


    “Kiki, this is Soraya,” Deron said.


    Kiki’s smile was wide and dazzling. “My name’s actually Esiankiki. I’m Masai. But in America I’m not so formal; everyone calls me Kiki.”


    The two women touched hands. Kiki’s grip was cool and dry. She regarded Soraya out of large coffee-colored eyes. She had the smoothest skin Soraya had ever seen, which she instantly envied. Her hair was very short, marvelously cut like a cap to fit her elongated skull. She wore a brown ankle-length dress that clung provocatively to her slim hips and small breasts.


    Deron briefly outlined the problem while he brought up the DARPA software architecture on one of his computer terminals. While Kiki checked it out, he filled her in on the basics. “We need something that can bypass the firewall, and is undetectable.”


    “The first isn’t all that difficult.” Kiki’s long, delicate fingers were flying over the keyboard as she experimented with the computer code. “The second, I don’t know.”


    “Unfortunately, that’s not the end of it.” Deron positioned himself so he could peer over her shoulder at the terminal. “This particular software controls two thousand CCTV cameras. Our friends here need to get in and out of the facility without being detected.”


    Kiki stood up, turned around to face them. “In other words all two thousand cameras have to be covered.”


    “That’s right,” Soraya said.


    “You don’t need a hacker, dear. You need the invisible man.”


    “But you can make them invisible, Kiki.” Deron slid his arm around her slender waist “Can’t you?”


    “Hmm.” Kiki peered again at the code on the terminal. “You know, there looks like there may be a recurring variance I might be able to exploit.” She hunkered down on a stool. “I’m going to transfer this upstairs.”


    Deron winked at Soraya, as if to say, I told you so.


    Kiki routed a number of files to her computer, which was separate from Deron’s. She spun around, slapped her hands on her thighs, and got up. “Okay, then, I’ll see you all later.”


    “How much later?” Soraya said, but Kiki was already taking the stairs three at a time.


    



    Moscow was wreathed in snow when Bourne stepped off the Aeroflot plane at Sheremetyevo. His flight had been delayed forty minutes, the jet circling while the runways were de-iced. He cleared Customs and Immigration and was met by a small, cat-like individual wrapped in a white down coat. Lev Baronov, Professor Specter’s contact.


    “No luggage, I see,” Baronov said in heavily accented English. He was as wiry and hyperactive as a Jack Russell terrier as he elbowed and barked at the small army of gypsy cab drivers vying for a fare. They were a sad-faced lot, plucked from the minorities in the Caucasus, Asians and the like whose ethnicity prevented them from getting a decent job with decent pay in Moscow. “We’ll take care of that on the way in to town. You’ll need proper clothes for Moscow’s winter. It’s a balmy minus two Celsius today.”


    “That would be most helpful,” Bourne replied in perfect Russian.


    Baronov’s bushy eyebrows rose in surprise. “You speak like a native, gospadin Bourne.”


    “I had excellent instructors,” Bourne said laconically.


    Amid the bustle of the flight terminal, he was studying the flow of passengers, noting those who lingered at a newsagent or outside the duty-free shop, those who didn’t move at all. Ever since he emerged into the terminal he’d had the unshakable feeling that he was being watched. Of course there were CCTV cameras all over, but the particular prickling of his scalp that had developed over the years of fieldwork was unerring. Someone had him under surveillance. This fact was both alarming and reassuring—that he’d already picked up a tag meant someone knew he was scheduled to arrive in Moscow. NSA could have scanned the departing flight manifests back at New York and picked up his name from Lufthansa; there’d been no time to take himself off the list. He looked only in short touristic glances because he had no desire to alert his shadow that he was on to him.


    “I’m being followed,” Bourne said as he sat in Baronov’s wheezing Zil. They were on the M10 motorway.


    “No problem,” Baronov said, as if he was used to being tailed all the time. He didn’t even ask who was following Bourne. Bourne thought of the professor’s pledge that Baronov wouldn’t get in his way.


    Bourne paged through the packet Baronov had given him, which included new ID, a key, and the box number to get money out of the safe-deposit vault in the Moskva Bank.


    “I need a plan of the bank building,” Bourne said.


    “No problem.” Baronov exited the M10. Bourne was now Fyodor Ilianovich Popov, a midlevel functionary of GazProm, the gargantuan state-run energy conglomerate.


    “How well will this ID hold up?” Bourne asked.


    “Not to worry.” Baronov grinned. “The professor has friends in GazProm who know how to protect you, Fyodor Ilianovich Popov.”


    



    



    Anthony Prowess had come a long way to keep the ancient Zil in sight and he wasn’t about to lose it, no matter what evasive maneuvers the driver took. He’d been waiting at Sheremetyevo for Bourne to come through Immigration. General Kendall had sent a recent surveillance photo of Bourne to his cell. The photo was grainy and two-dimensional because of the long telephoto lens used, but it was a close-up; there was no mistaking Bourne when he arrived.


    For Prowess, the next few minutes were crucial. He had no illusions that he could remain unnoticed by Bourne for any length of time; therefore, in the short moments while his subject was still unselfconscious, he needed to drink in every tic and habit, no matter how minuscule or seemingly irrelevant. He knew from bitter experience that these small insights would prove invaluable as the surveillance ground on, especially when it came time to engage the subject and terminate him.


    Prowess was no stranger to Moscow. He’d been born here to a British diplomat and his cultural attaché wife. Not until Prowess was fifteen did he understand that his mother’s job was a cover. She was, in fact, a spy for MI6, Her Majesty’s Secret Service. Four years later Prowess’s mother was compromised, and MI6 spirited them out of the country. Because his mother was now a wanted woman, the Prowesses were sent to America, to begin a new life with a new family name. The danger had been ground so deeply into Prowess that he’d actually forgotten what they were once called. He was now simply Anthony Prowess.


    As soon as he’d built up qualified academic credits, he applied to the NSA. From the moment he’d discovered that his mother was a spy, that was all he’d wanted to do. No amount of pleading from his parents could dissuade him. Because of his ease with foreign languages and his knowledge of other cultures, the NSA sent him abroad, first to the Horn of Africa to train, then to Afghanistan, where he liaised with the local tribes fighting the Taliban in rough mountain terrain. He was a hard man, no stranger to hardship, or to death. He knew more ways to kill a human being than there were days in the year. Compared with what he’d been through in the past nineteen months, this assignment was going to be a piece of cake.

  


  
    SEVENTEEN

  


  
    Bourne and Baronov sped down Volokolamskoye Highway. Crocus City was an enormous high-end mall. Built in 2002, it was a seemingly endless array of glittering boutiques, restaurants, car showrooms, and marble fountains. It was also an excellent place to lose a tail.


    While Bourne shopped for suitable clothes, Baronov was busy on his cell phone. There was no point in going to the trouble of losing the tail inside the maze of the mall only to have him pick them up again when they returned to the Zil. Baronov was calling a colleague to come to Crocus City. They’d take his car, and he’d drive the Zil into Moscow.


    Bourne paid for his purchases and changed into them. Baronov took him to the Franck Muller Café inside the mall, where they had coffee and sandwiches.


    “Tell me about Pyotr’s last girlfriend,” Bourne said.


    “Gala Nematova?” Baronov shrugged. “Not much to tell, really. She’s just another one of those pretty girls one sees around all the latest Moscow nightclubs. These women are a ruble a dozen.”


    “Where would I find her?”


    Baronov shrugged. “She’ll go where the oligarchs cluster. Really, your guess is as good as mine.” He laughed good-naturedly. “For myself, I’m too old for places like that, but I’ll be glad to take you on a round-robin tonight.”


    “All I need is for you to lend me a car.”


    “Suit yourself, miya droog.”


    A few moments later, Baronov went to the men’s room, where he’d agreed to make the switch of car keys with his friend. When he returned he handed Bourne a folded piece of paper on which was the plan for the Moskva Bank building.


    They went out a different direction from the way they’d come in, which led them to a parking lot on the other side of the mall. They got into a vintage black Volga four-door sedan that, to Bourne’s relief, started up immediately.


    “You see? No problem.” Baronov laughed jovially. “What would you do without me, gospadin Bourne?”


    



    The Frunzenskaya embankment was located southwest of Moscow’s inner Garden Ring. Mikhail Tarkanian had said that he could see the pedestrian bridge to Gorky Park from his living room window. He hadn’t lied. His apartment was in a building not far from Khlastekov, a restaurant serving excellent Russian food, according to Baronov. With its two-story, square-columned portico and decorative concrete balconies, the building itself was a prime example of the Stalinist Empire style that raped and beat into submission a more pastoral and romantic architectural past.


    Bourne instructed Baronov to stay in the Volga until he returned. He went up the stone steps, under the colonnade, and through the glass door. He was in a small vestibule that ended in an inner door, which was locked. On the right wall was a brass panel with rows of bell pushes corresponding to the apartments. Bourne ran his finger down the rows until he found the push with Tarkanian’s name. Noting the apartment number, he crossed to the inner door and used a small flexible blade to fool the lock’s tumblers into thinking he had a key. The door clicked open, and he went inside.


    There was a small arthritic elevator on the left wall. To the right, a rather grand staircase swept up to the first floor. The first three treads were in marble, but these gave way to simple concrete steps that released a kind of talcum-like powder as the porous treads wore away.


    Tarkanian’s apartment was on the third floor, down a dark corridor, dank with the odors of boiled cabbage and stewed meat. The floor was composed of tiny hexagonal tiles, chipped and worn as the steps leading up.


    Bourne found the door without trouble. He put his ear against it, listening for sounds within the apartment. When he heard none, he picked the lock. Turning the glass knob slowly, he pushed open the door a crack. Weak light filtered in past half-drawn curtains framing windows on the right. Behind the smell of disuse was a whiff of a masculine scent—cologne or hair cream. Tarkanian had made it clear he hadn’t been back here in years, so who was using his apartment?


    Bourne moved silently, cautiously through the rooms. Where he’d expected to find dust, there was none; where he expected the furniture to be covered in sheets, it wasn’t. There was food in the refrigerator, though the bread on the counter was growing mold. Still, within the week, someone had been living here. The knobs to all the doors were glass, just like the one on the front door, and some looked wobbly on their brass shafts. There were photos on the wall: high-toned black-and-whites of Gorky Park in different seasons.


    Tarkanian’s bed was unmade. The covers lay pulled back in unruly waves, as if someone had been startled out of sleep or had made a hasty exit. On the other side of the bed, the door to the bathroom was half closed.


    As Bourne stepped around the end of the bed, he noticed a five-by-seven framed photo of a young woman, blond, with a veneer of beauty cultivated by models the world over. He was wondering whether this was Gala Nematova when he caught a blurred movement out of the corner of his eye.


    A man hidden behind the bathroom door made a run at Bourne. He was armed with a thick-bladed fisherman’s knife, which he jabbed at Bourne point-first. Bourne rolled away, the man followed. He was blue-eyed, blond, and big. There were tattoos on the sides of his neck and the palms of his hands. Mementos of a Russian prison.


    The best way to neutralize a knife was to close with your opponent. As the man lunged after him, Bourne turned, grabbed the man by his shirt, slammed his forehead into the bridge of the man’s nose. Blood spurted, the man grunted, cursed in guttural Russian, “Blyad!”


    He drove a fist into Bourne’s side, tried to free his hand with the knife. Bourne applied a nerve block at the base of the thumb. The Russian butted Bourne in the sternum, drove him back off the bed, into the half-open bathroom door. The glass knob drilled into Bourne’s spine, causing him to arch back. The door swung fully open and he sprawled on the cold tiles. The Russian, regaining use of his hand, pulled out a Stechkin APS 9mm. Bourne kicked him in the shin, so he went down on one knee, then struck him on the side of the face, and the Stechkin went flying across the tiles. The Russian launched a flurry of punches and hand strikes that battered Bourne back against the door before grabbing the Stechkin. Bourne reached up, felt the cool octagon of the glass doorknob. Grinning, the Russian aimed the pistol at Bourne’s heart. Wrenching off the knob, Bourne threw it at the center of the Russian’s forehead, where it struck full-on. His eyes rolled up and he slumped to the floor.


    Bourne gathered up the Stechkin and took a moment to catch his breath. Then he crawled over to the Russian. Of course, he had no conventional ID on him, but that didn’t mean Bourne couldn’t find out where he’d come from.


    Stripping off the big man’s jacket and shirt, Bourne took a long look at a constellation of tattoos. On his chest was a tiger, a sign of an enforcer. On his left shoulder was a dagger dripping blood, a sign that he was a killer. But it was the third symbol, a genie emerging from a Middle Eastern lamp, that interested Bourne the most. This was a sign that the Russian had been put in prison for drug-related crimes.


    The professor had told Bourne that two of the Russian Mafia families, the Kazanskaya and the Azeri, were vying for sole control of the drug market. Don’t get in their way, Specter had warned. If they have any contact with you, I beg you not to engage them. Instead, turn the other cheek. It’s the only way to survive there.


    Bourne was about to get up when he saw something on the inside of the Russian’s left elbow: a small tattoo of a figure with a man’s body and a jackal’s head. Anubis, Egyptian god of the underworld. This symbol was supposed to protect the wearer from death, but it had also latterly been appropriated by the Kazanskaya. What was a member of such a powerful Russian grupperovka family doing in Tarkanian’s apartment? He’d been sent to find him and kill him. Why? That was something Bourne needed to find out.


    He looked around the bathroom at the sink with its dripping faucet, pots of eye cream and powder, makeup pencils, the stained mirror. He pulled back the shower curtain, plucked several blond hairs from the drain. They were long; from a woman’s head. Gala Nematova’s head?


    He made his way to the kitchen, opened drawers, pawed through them until he found a blue ballpoint pen. Back in the bathroom, he took one of the eyeliner pencils. Crouching down beside the Russian, he drew a facsimile of the Anubis tattoo on the inside of his left elbow; when he got a line wrong, he rubbed it off. When he was satisfied, he used the blue ballpoint pen to make the final “tattoo.” He knew it wouldn’t withstand a close inspection, but for a flash of identification he thought it would suffice. At the sink, he delicately rinsed off the makeup pencil, then shot some hair spray over the ink outline to further fix it on his skin.


    He checked behind the toilet tank and in it, favorite hiding places for money, documents, or important materials, but found nothing. He was about to leave when his eyes fell again on the mirror. Peering more closely, he could see a trace of red here and there. Lipstick, which had been carefully wiped off, as if someone—possibly the Kazanskaya Russian—had sought to erase it. Why would he do that?


    It seemed to Bourne the smears formed a kind of pattern. Taking up a pot of face powder, he blew across the top of it. The petroleum-based powder sought its twin, clung to the ghost image of the petroleum-based lipstick.


    When he was done, he put the pot down, took a step backward. He was looking at a scrawled note:


    
      Off to the Kitaysky Lyotchik. Where R U? Gala.

    


    So Gala Nematova, Pyotr’s last girlfriend, did live here. Had Pyotr used this apartment while Tarkanian was away?


    On his way out, he checked the Russian’s pulse. It was slow but steady. The question of why the Kazanskaya sent this prison-hardened assassin to an apartment where Gala Nematova had once lived with Pyotr loomed large in his mind. Was there a connection between Semion Icoupov and the grupperovka family?


    Taking another long look at Gala Nematova’s photo, Bourne slipped out of the apartment as silently as he’d entered it. Out in the hallway he listened for human sounds, but apart from the muted wailing of a baby in an apartment on the second floor, all was still. He descended the stairs and went through the vestibule, where a little girl holding her mother’s hand was trying to drag her upstairs. Bourne and the mother exchanged the meaningless smiles of strangers passing each other. Then Bourne was outside, emerging from under the colonnade. Save for an old woman gingerly picking her way through the treacherous snow, no one was about. He slipped into the passenger’s seat of the Volga and shut the door behind him.


    That was when he saw the blood leaking from Baronov’s throat. At the same instant a wire whipped around his neck, digging into his windpipe.


    



    



    Four times a week after work, Rodney Feir, chief of field support for CI, worked out at a health club a short walk from his house in Fairfax, Virginia. He spent an hour on the treadmill, another hour weight training, then took a cold shower and headed for the steam room.


    This evening General Kendall was waiting for him. Kendall dimly saw the glass door open, cold air briefly sucked in as tendrils of steam escaped into the men’s locker room. Then Feir’s trim, athletic body appeared through the mist.


    “Good to see you, Rodney,” General Kendall said.


    Feir nodded silently, sat down beside Kendall.


    Rodney Feir was Plan B, the backup the general had put in place in the event the plan involving Rob Batt blew up. In fact, Feir had been easier to land than Batt. Feir was someone who’d drifted into security work not for any patriotic reason, not because he liked the clandestine life. He was simply lazy. Not that he didn’t do his job, not that he didn’t do it damn well. It was just that government life suited him down to his black wing-tip shoes. The key fact to remember about him was that whatever Feir did, he did because it would benefit him. He was, in fact, an opportunist. He, more than any of the others at CI, could see the writing on the wall, which is why his conversion to the NSA cause had been so easy and seamless. With the death of the Old Man, the end of days had arrived. He had none of Batt’s loyalty to contend with.


    Still, it didn’t do to take anyone for granted, which is why Kendall met him here occasionally. They would take a steam, then shower, climb into their civvies, and go to dinner at one of several grungy barbecue joints Kendall knew in the southeast section of the district.


    These places were no more than shacks. They were mainly the pit out back, where the pitmaster lovingly smoked his cuts of meat—ribs, brisket, burnt ends, sweet and hot sausages, sometimes a whole hog—for hours on end. The old, scarred wooden picnic tables, topped with four or five sauces of varying ingredients and heat, were a kind of afterthought. Most folk had their meat wrapped up to take out. Not Kendall and Feir. They sat at a table, eating and drinking beer, while the bones piled up along with the wadded-up napkins and the slices of white bread so soft, they disintegrated under a few drops of sauce.


    Now and again Feir stopped eating to impart to Kendall some bit of fact or scuttlebutt currently going around the CI offices. Kendall noted these with his steel-trap military mind, occasionally asking questions to help Feir clarify or amplify a point, especially when it came to the movements of Veronica Hart and Soraya Moore.


    Afterward, they drove to an old abandoned library for the main event. The Renaissance-style building had been bought at fire sale prices by Drew Davis, a local businessman familiar in SE but otherwise unknown within the district, which was precisely how he liked it. He was one of those people savvy enough to fly under the Metro police radar. Not so simple a matter in SE, because like almost everyone else who lived there he was black. Unlike most of those around him, he had friends in high places. This was mainly due to the place he ran, The Glass Slipper.


    To all intents and purposes it was a legit music club, and an extremely successful one to boot, attracting many big-name R&B acts. But in the back was the real business: a high-end cathouse that specialized in women of color. To those in the know, any flavor of color, which in this case meant ethnicity, could be procured at The Glass Slipper. Rates were steep but nobody seemed to mind, partly because Drew Davis paid his girls well.


    Kendall had frequented this cathouse since his senior year in college. He’d come with a bunch of well-connected buddies one night as a hoot. Didn’t want to but they’d dared him, and he knew how much he’d be ridiculed if he failed to take them up on it. Ironically he stayed, over the years having developed a taste for, as he put it, walking on the wild side. At first he told himself that the attraction was purely physical. Then he realized he liked being there; no one bothered him, no one made fun of him. Later, his continued interest was a reaction to his role as outsider when it came to working with the power junkies like Luther LaValle. Christ, even the fallen Ron Batt had been a member of Skull & Bones at Yale. Well, The Glass Slipper is my Skull & Bones, Kendall thought as he was ushered into the back room. This was as clandestine, as outré as things got inside the Beltway. It was Kendall’s own little hideaway, a life that was his alone. Not even Luther knew about The Glass Slipper. It felt good to have a secret from LaValle.


    Kendall and Feir sat in purple velvet chairs—the color of royalty, as Kendall pointed out—and were treated to a soft parade of women of all sizes and colors. Kendall chose Imani, one of his favorites, Feir a dusky-skinned Eurasian woman who was part Indian.


    They retired to spacious rooms, furnished like bedrooms in European villas, with four-poster beds, tons of chintz, velvet, swags, drapes. There Kendall watched as, in one astonishing shimmy, Imani slid out of her chocolate silk spaghetti-strap dress. She wore nothing underneath. The lamplight burnished her dark skin.


    Then she opened her arms and, with a deep-felt groan, General Richard P. Kendall melted into the sinuous river of her flawless body.


    



    The moment Bourne felt his air supply cut off, he levered himself up off the front bench seat, arching his back so that he could put first one foot, then the other on the dashboard. Using his legs, he launched himself diagonally into the backseat, so that he landed right behind the ill-fated Baronov. The strangler was forced to turn to his right in order to keep the wire around Bourne’s throat. This was an awkward position for him; he now lacked the leverage he had when Bourne was directly in front of him.


    Bourne planted the heel of his shoe in the strangler’s groin and ground down as hard as he could, but his strength was depleted from the lack of oxygen.


    “Die, fucker,” the strangler said in a hard-edged Midwestern accent.


    White lights danced in his vision, and a blackness was seeping up all around him. It was as if he were looking down a tunnel through the wrong end of a telescope. Nothing looked real; his sense of perspective was skewed. He could see the man, his dark hair, his cruel face, the unmistakable hundred-mile stare of the American soldier in combat. In the back of his mind, he knew the NSA had found him.


    Bourne’s lapse of concentration allowed the strangler to free himself, jerk the ends of the wire so that it dug deeper into Bourne’s throat. Bourne’s windpipe was totally cut off. Blood was running down into his collar as the wire bit through his skin. Strange animal noises bubbled up from deep inside him. He blinked away tears and sweat, used his last ounce of strength to jam his thumb into the agent’s eye. Keeping up the pressure despite blows to his midsection gained him a temporary respite: The wire slackened. He gasped in a railing breath, and dug deeper with his thumb.


    The wire slackened further. He heard the car door open. The strangler’s face wrenched away from him, and the car door slammed shut. He heard running feet, dying away. By the time he managed to unwind the wire, to cough and gasp air into his burning lungs, the street was empty. The NSA agent was gone.


    Bourne was alone in the Volga with the corpse of Lev Baronov, dizzy, weak, and sick at heart.

  


  
    EIGHTEEN

  


  
    I can’t simply contact Haydar,” Devra said. “After what happened in Sevastopol they’ll know you’ll be going after him.”


    “That being the case,” Arkadin said, “the document is long gone.”


    “Not necessarily.” Devra stirred her Turkish coffee, thick as tar. “They chose this backwater because it’s so inaccessible. But that works both ways. Chances are Haydar hasn’t yet been able to pass the document along.”


    They were sitting in a tiny dust-blown café in Eski[image: image]ehir. Even for Turkey this was a backward place, filled with sheep, the smells of pine, dung, and urine, and not much else. A chill wind blew across the mountain pass. There was snow on the north side of the buildings that made up the village, and judging by the lowering clouds more was on its way.


    “Godforsaken is too good a word for this hellhole,” Arkadin said. “For shit’s sake, there isn’t even a cell phone signal.”


    “That’s funny coming from you.” Devra downed her coffee. “You were born in a shithole, weren’t you.”


    Arkadin felt an almost uncontrollable urge to drag her around the back of the rickety structure and beat her. But he held his hand and his rage, husbanding them both for another day when he would gaze down at her as if from a hundred miles away, whisper into her ear, I have no regard for you. To me, your life is without meaning. If you have any hope of staying alive even a little longer, you’ll never again ask where I was born, who my parents were, anything of a personal nature whatsoever.


    



    



    As it turned out, among her other talents Marlene was an accomplished hypnotist. She told him she wanted to hypnotize him in order to get at the root of his rage.


    “I’ve heard there are people who can’t be hypnotized,” Arkadin said. “Is that right?”


    “Yes,” Marlene said.


    It turned out he was one of them.


    “You simply will not take suggestion,” she said. “Your mind has put up a wall it’s impossible to penetrate.”


    They were sitting in the garden behind Semion Icoupov’s villa. Owing to the steep lay of the land it was the size of a postage stamp. They sat on a stone bench beneath the shade afforded by a fig tree, whose dark, soon-to-be-luscious fruit was just beginning to curl the branches downward to the stony earth.


    “Well,” Arkadin said, “what are we to do?”


    “The question is what are you going to do, Leonid.” She brushed a fragment of leaf off her thigh. She was wearing American designer jeans, an open-necked shirt, sandals on her feet. “The process of examining your past is designed to help you regain control over yourself.”


    “You mean my homicidal tendencies,” he said.


    “Why would you choose to say it that way, Leonid?”


    He looked deeply into her eyes. “Because it’s the truth.”


    Marlene’s eyes grew dark. “Then why are you so reluctant to talk to me about the things I feel will help you?”


    “You just want to worm your way inside my head. You think if you know everything about me you can control me.”


    “You’re wrong. This isn’t about control, Leonid.”


    Arkadin laughed. “What is it about then?”


    “What it’s always been—it’s about helping you control yourself.”


    A light wind tugged at her hair, and she smoothed it back into place. He noticed such things and attached to them psychological meaning. Marlene liked everything just so.


    “I was a sad little boy. Then I was an angry little boy. Then I ran away from home. There, does that satisfy you?”


    Marlene tilted her head to catch a bit of sunlight that appeared through the tossed leaves of the fig tree. “How is it you went from being sad to being angry?”


    “I grew up,” Arkadin said.


    “You were still a child.”


    “Only in a manner of speaking.”


    He studied her for a moment. Her hands were crossed on her lap. She lifted one of them, touched his cheek with her fingertips, traced the line of his jaw until she reached his chin. She turned his face a bit farther toward her. Then she leaned forward. Her lips, when they touched his, were soft. They opened like a flower. The touch of her tongue was like an explosion in his mouth.


    



    



    Arkadin, damping down the dark eddy of his emotion, smiled winningly. “Doesn’t matter. I’m never going back.”


    “I second that emotion.” Devra nodded, then rose. “Let’s see if we can get proper lodgings. I don’t know about you but I need a shower. Then we’ll see about contacting Haydar without anyone knowing.”


    As she began to turn away, he caught her by the elbow.


    “Just a minute.”


    Her expression was quizzical as she waited for him to continue.


    “If you’re not my enemy, if you haven’t been lying to me, if you want to stay with me, then you’ll demonstrate your fidelity.”


    “I said, yes, I would do what you asked of me.”


    “That might entail killing the people who are surely guarding Haydar.”


    She didn’t even blink. “Give me the fucking gun.”


    



    



    Veronica Hart lived in an apartment complex in Langley, Virginia. Like so many other complexes in this part of the world, it served as temporary housing for the thousands of federal government workers, including spooks of all stripes, who were often on assignment overseas or in other parts of the country.


    Hart had lived in this particular apartment for just over two years. Not that it mattered; since coming to the district seven years ago she’d had nothing but temporary lodgings. By this point she doubted she’d be comfortable settling down and nesting. At least, those were her thoughts as she buzzed Soraya Moore into the lobby. A moment later a discreet knock sounded, and she let the other woman in.


    “I’m clean,” Soraya said as she shrugged off her coat. “I made sure of that.”


    Hart hung her coat in the foyer closet, led her into the kitchen. “For breakfast I have cold cereal or”—she opened the refrigerator—“cold Chinese food. Last night’s leftovers.”


    “I’m not one for conventional breakfasts,” Soraya said.


    “Good. Neither am I.”


    Hart grabbed an array of cardboard cartons, told Soraya where to find plates, serving spoons, and chopsticks. They moved into the living room, set everything on a glass coffee table between facing sofas.


    Hart began opening the cartons. “No pork, right?”


    Soraya smiled, pleased that her boss remembered her Muslim strictures. “Thank you.”


    Hart returned to the kitchen, put up water for tea. “I have Earl Grey or oolong.”


    “Oolong for me, please.”


    Hart finished brewing the tea, brought the pot and two small handleless cups back to the living room. The two women settled themselves on opposite sides of the table, sitting cross-legged on the abstract patterned rug. Soraya looked around. There were some basic prints on the wall, the kind you’d expect to find at any midlevel hotel chain. The furniture looked rented, as anonymous as anything else. There were no photos, no sense of Hart’s background or family. The only unusual feature was an upright piano.


    “My only real possession,” Hart said, following Soraya’s gaze. “It’s a Steinway K-52, better known as a Chippendale hamburg. It’s got a sounding board larger than many grand pianos, so it lets out with a helluva sound.”


    “You play?”


    Hart went over, sat down on the stool, began to play Frédéric Chopin’s Nocturne in B-Flat Minor. Without missing a beat she segued into Isaac Albéniz’s sensuous “Malagueña,” and, finally, into a raucous transposition of Jimi Hendrix’s “Purple Haze.”


    Soraya laughed and applauded as Hart rose, came back to sit opposite her.


    “My absolute only talent besides intelligence work.” Hart opened one of the cartons, spooned out General Tso’s chicken. “Careful,” she said as she handed it over, “I order it extra hot.”


    “That’s okay by me,” Soraya said, digging deep into the carton. “I always wanted to play the piano.”


    “Actually, I wanted to play electric guitar.” Hart licked oyster sauce off her finger as she passed over another carton. “My father wouldn’t hear of it. According to him, electric guitar wasn’t a ‘lady’s’ instrument.”


    “Strict, was he?” Soraya said sympathetically.


    “You bet. He was a full-bird colonel in the air force. He’d been a fighter pilot back in his salad days. He resented being too old to fly, missed that damn oily-smelling cockpit something fierce. Who could he complain to in the force? So he took his frustration out on me and my mother.”


    Soraya nodded. “My father is old-school Muslim. Very strict, very rigid. Like many of his generation he’s bewildered by the modern world, and that makes him angry. I felt trapped at home. When I left, he said he’d never forgive me.”


    “Did he?”


    Soraya had a faraway look in her eyes. “I see my mom once a month. We go shopping together. I speak to my father once in a while. He’s never invited me back home; I’ve never gone.”


    Hart put down her chopsticks. “I’m sorry.”


    “Don’t be. It is what it is. Do you still see your father?”


    “I do, but he doesn’t know who I am. My mother’s gone now, which is a blessing. I don’t think she could’ve tolerated seeing him like that.”


    “It must be hard for you,” Soraya said. “The indomitable fighter pilot reduced like that.”


    “There’s a point in life where you have to let go of your parents.” Hart resumed eating, though more slowly. “Whoever’s lying in that bed isn’t my father. He died a long time ago.”


    Soraya looked down at her food for a moment. Then she said, “Tell me how you knew about the NSA safe house.”


    “Ah, that.” Hart’s face brightened. Clearly, she was happy to be on a work topic. “During my time at Black River we were often hired by NSA. This was before they trained and deployed their own home-grown black-ops details. We were good for them because they never had to specify to anyone what we’d been hired to do. It was all ‘fieldwork,’ priming the battlefield for our troops. No one on Capitol Hill was going to look farther than that.”


    She dabbed her mouth, sat back. “Anyway, after one particular mission, I caught the short straw. I was the one from my squad who brought the findings back to the NSA. Because it was a black-ops mission, the debriefing took place at the safe house in Virginia. Not in the fine library you were taken to, but in one of the basement-level cubicles—windowless, featureless, just gritty reinforced concrete. It’s like a war bunker down there.”


    “And what did you see?”


    “It wasn’t what I saw.” Hart said. “It was what I heard. The cubicles are soundproof, except for the doors, I assume so the guards in the corridors know what’s going on. What I heard was ghastly. The sounds were barely human.”


    “Did you tell your bosses at Black River?”


    “What was the point? They didn’t care, and even if they did, what were they going to do? Start a congressional investigation on the basis of sounds I heard? The NSA would have cut them off at the knees, put them out of business in a heartbeat.” She shook her head. “No, these boys are businessmen, pure and simple. Their ideology revolves around milking as much money from the government as possible.”


    “So now we have a chance to do what you couldn’t before, what Black River wouldn’t do.”


    “That’s right,” Hart said. “I want to get photos, videos, absolute proof of what NSA is doing down there so I can present the evidence myself to the president. That’s where you and Tyrone come in.” She shoved her plate away. “I want Luther LaValle’s head on a platter, and by God I’m going to get it.”

  


  
    NINETEEN

  


  
    Because of the corpse and all the blood on the seats Bourne was forced to abandon the Volga. Before he did, though, he took Baronov’s cell phone, as well as his money. It was freezing. Within the preternatural afternoon winter darkness came the snow, swirling down in ever-heavier curtains. Bourne knew he had to get out of the area as quickly as possible. He took the SIM card out of his phone, put it in Baronov’s, then threw his own cell phone down a storm drain. In his new identity as Fyodor Ilianovich Popov he couldn’t afford to be in possession of a cell with an American carrier.


    He walked, leaning into the wind and snow. After six blocks, huddled in a doorway, he used Baronov’s cell phone to call his friend Boris Karpov. The voice at the end of the line grew cold.


    “Colonel Karpov is no longer with FSB.”


    Bourne felt a chill go through him. Russia had not changed so much that lightning-swift dismissals on trumped-up charges were a thing of the past.


    “I need to contact him,” Bourne said.


    “He’s now at the Federal Anti-Narcotics Agency.” The voice recited a local number before abruptly hanging up.


    That explained the attitude, Bourne thought. The Federal Anti-Narcotics Agency was headed up by Viktor Cherkesov. But many believed he was much more than that, a silovik running an organization so powerful that some had taken to calling it FSB-2. Recently an internal war between Cherkesov and Nikolai Patrushev, the head of the FSB, the modern-day successor to the notorious KGB, had sprung up within the government. The silovik who won that war would probably be the next president of Russia. If Karpov had gone from the FSB to FSB-2, it must be because Cherkesov had gotten the upper hand.


    Bourne called the office of the Federal Anti-Narcotics Agency, but he was told that Karpov was away and could not be reached.


    For a moment he contemplated calling the man who had picked up Baronov’s Zil in the Crocus City parking lot, but he almost immediately thought better of it. He’d already gotten Baronov killed; he didn’t want any more deaths on his conscience.


    He walked on until he came to a tram stop. He took the first one that appeared out of the gloom. He’d used the scarf he’d bought at the boutique in Crocus City to cover up the mark the wire had made across his throat. The small seepage of blood had dried up as soon as he’d hit the frigid air.


    The tram jounced and rattled along its rails. Crammed inside with a stinking, noisy crowd, he felt thoroughly shaken. Not only had he discovered a Kazanskaya assassin waiting in Tarkanian’s apartment, but his contact had been murdered by an NSA assassin sent to kill him. His sense of apartness had never been more extreme. Babies cried, men rustled newspapers, women chatted side by side, an old man, big-knuckled hands curled over the head of his walking stick, clandestinely ogled a young girl engrossed in a manga comic. Here was life, bustling all around him, a burbling stream that parted when it came to him, an immovable rock, only to come together when it passed him, flowing on while he remained behind, still and alone.


    He thought of Marie, as he always did at times like this. But Marie was gone, and her memory was of little solace to him. He missed his children, and wondered whether this was the David Webb personality bubbling up. An old, familiar despair swept through him, as it hadn’t since Alex Conklin had taken him out of the gutter, formed the Bourne identity for him to slip on like a suit of armor. He felt the crushing weight of life on him, a life lived alone, a sad and lonely life that could only end one way.


    And then his thoughts turned to Moira, of how impossibly difficult that last meeting with her had been. If she had been a spy, if she had betrayed Martin and meant to do the same with him, what would he have done? Would he have turned her over to Soraya or Veronica Hart?


    But she wasn’t a spy. He would never have to face that conundrum.


    When it came to Moira, his personal feelings were now bound up in his professional duty, inextricably combined. He knew that she loved him and, now, in the face of his despair, he understood that he loved her, as well. When he was with her he felt whole, but in an entirely new way. She wasn’t Marie, and he didn’t want her to be Marie. She was Moira, and it was Moira he wanted.


    By the time he swung off the tram in Moscow Center, the snow had abated to veils of drifting flakes whirled about by stray gusts of wind across the huge open plazas. The city’s lights were on against the long winter evening, but the clearing sky turned the temperature bitter. The streets were clogged with gypsy cabbies in their cheap cars manufactured during the Brezhnev years, trundling slowly in bumper-to-bumper lines so as to not miss a fare. They were known in local slang as bombily—those who bomb—because of the bowel-loosening speed with which they bombed around the city’s streets as soon as they had a passenger.


    He went into a cybercafé, paid for fifteen minutes at a computer terminal, typed in Kitaysky Lyotchik. Kitaysky Lyotchik Zhao-Da, the full name—or The Chinese Pilot in its English translation—turned out to be a throbbing elitny club at proyezd Lubyansky 25. The Kitai-Gorod metro stop let Bourne out at the end of the block. On one side was a canal, frozen solid; on the other, a row of mixed-use buildings. The Chinese Pilot was easy enough to spot, what with the BMWs, Mercedeses, and Porsche SUVs, as well as the ubiquitous gaggle of bombily Zhigs clustered on the street. The crowd behind a velvet rope was being held in check by fierce-looking face-control bullies, so that waiting partygoers spilled drunkenly off the pavement. Bourne went up to the red Cayenne, rapped on the window. When the driver scrolled the window down, Bourne held out three hundred dollars.


    “When I come out that door, this is my car, right?”


    The driver eyed the money hungrily. “Right you are, sir.”


    In Moscow, especially, American dollars talked louder than words.


    “And if your client comes out in the meantime?”


    “He won’t,” the driver assured Bourne. “He’s in the champagne room till four at the earliest.”


    Another hundred dollars got Bourne past the shouting, unruly mob. Inside, he ate an indifferent meal of an Oriental salad and almond-crusted chicken breast. From his perch along the glowing bar, he watched the Russian silo-viki come and go with their diamond-studded, mini-skirted, fur-wrapped dyevochkas—strictly speaking, young women who had not yet borne a child. This was the new order in Russia. Except Bourne knew that many of the same people were still in power—either ex-KGB siloviki or their progeny lined up against the boys from Sokolniki, who came from nothing into sudden wealth. The siloviki, derived from the Russian word for “power,” were men from the so-called power ministries, including the security services and the military, who had risen during the Putin era. They were the new guard, having overthrown the Yeltsin-period oligarchs. No matter. Siloviki or mobster, they were criminals, they’d killed, extorted, maimed, blackmailed; they all had blood on their hands, they were all strangers to remorse.


    Bourne scanned the tables for Gala Nematova, was surprised to find half a dozen dyevs who might have fit the bill, especially in this low light. It was astonishing to observe firsthand this wheat field of tall, willowy young women, one more striking than the next. There was a prevalent theory, a kind of skewed Darwinism—survival of the prettiest—that explained why there were so many startlingly handsome dyevochkas in Russia and Ukraine. If you were a man in his twenties in these countries in 1947 it meant that you’d survived one of the greatest male bloodbaths in human history. These men, being in the vast minority, had their pick of women. Who had they chosen to marry and impregnate? The answer was obvious, hence the acres of dyevs partying here and in every other nightclub in Russia.


    Out on the dance floor, a crush of gyrating bodies made identification of individuals impossible. Spotting a redheaded dyev on her own, Bourne walked over to her, gestured if she wanted to dance. The earsplitting house music pumped out of a dozen massive speakers made small talk impossible. She nodded, took his hand, and they shoved, elbowed, and squeezed their way into a cramped space on the dance floor. The next twenty minutes could have substituted for a vigorous workout. The dancing was nonstop, as were the colored flashing lights and the chest-vibrating drumming of the high-octane music spewed out by a local band called Tequilajazz.


    Over the top of the redhead Bourne caught a glimpse of yet another blond dyev. Only this one was different. Grabbing the redhead’s hand, Bourne eeled deeper into the gyrating pack of dancers. Perfume, cologne, and sour sweat mixed with the raw tang of hot metal and blazing monster amplifiers.


    Still dancing, Bourne maneuvered around until he was certain. The blonde dyev dancing with the broad-shouldered mobster was, indeed, Gala Nematova.


    



    



    It’ll never be the same,” Dr. Mitten said.


    “What the hell does that mean?” Anthony Prowess, sitting in an uncomfortable chair in the NSA safe house just outside Moscow, barked at the ophthalmologist bent over him.


    “Mr. Prowess, I don’t think you’re in the best shape to hear a full diagnosis. Why not wait until the shock—”


    “A, I’m not in shock,” Prowess lied. “And B, I don’t have time to wait.” That was true enough: Having lost Bourne’s trail, he needed to get back on it ASAP.


    Dr. Mitten sighed. He’d been expecting just such a response; in fact, he would’ve been surprised at anything else. Still, he had a professional responsibility to his patient even if he was on retainer to the NSA.


    “What it means,” he said, “is that you’ll never see out of that eye again. At least, not in any way that’ll be useful to you.”


    Prowess sat with his head back, his damaged eye numbed with drops so the damn ophthalmologist could poke around. “Details, please.”


    Dr. Mitten was a tall, thin man with narrow shoulders, a wisp of a comb-over, and a neck with a prominent Adam’s apple that bobbed comically when he spoke or swallowed. “I believe you’ll be able to discern movement, differentiate light from dark.”


    “That’s it?”


    “On the other hand,” Dr. Mitten said, “when the swelling goes down you may be completely blind in that eye.”


    “Fine, now I know the worst. Just fix me the hell up so I can get out of here.”


    “I don’t recommend—”


    “I don’t give a shit what you recommend,” Prowess snapped. “Do as I tell you or I’ll wring your scrawny little chicken neck.”


    Dr. Mitten puffed out his cheeks in indignation, but he knew better than to talk back to an agent. They seemed born with hair-trigger responses to everything, which their training further honed.


    As the ophthalmologist worked on his eye, Prowess seethed inside. Not only had he failed to terminate Bourne, he’d allowed Bourne to permanently maim him. He was furious at himself for turning tail and running, even though he knew that when a victim gains the upper hand you have to exit the field as quickly as possible.


    Still, Prowess would never forgive himself. It wasn’t that the pain had been excruciating—he had an extremely high pain threshold. It wasn’t even that Bourne had turned the tables on him—he’d redress that situation shortly. It was his eye. Ever since he was a child, he had a morbid fear of being blind. His father had been blinded in an accidental fall getting off a transit bus, when the impact had detached both his retinas. This was in the days before ophthalmologists could staple retinas back in place. At six years old the horror of watching his father deteriorate from an optimistic, robust man into a bitter, withdrawn nub had imprinted itself forever in his mind. That horror had kicked in the moment Jason Bourne had dug his thumb deep into his eye.


    As he sat in the chair, brooding amid the chemical smells emitted by Dr. Mitten’s ministrations, Prowess was filled with determination. He promised himself he’d find Jason Bourne, and when he did Bourne would pay for the damage he’d inflicted, he’d pay dearly before Prowess killed him.


    



    



    Professor Specter was chairing a chancellors’ meeting at the university when his private cell phone vibrated. He immediately called a fifteen-minute break, left the room, strode down the hall and outside onto the campus.


    When he was clear, he opened his cell, and heard Nemetsov’s voice buzzing in his ear. Nemetsov was the man Baronov had called to switch cars with at Crocus City.


    “Baronov’s dead?” Specter said. “How?”


    He listened while Nemetsov described the attack in the car outside Tarkanian’s apartment building. “An NSA assassin,” Nemetsov concluded. “He was waiting for Bourne, to garrote him as he did Baronov.”


    “And Jason?”


    “Survived. But the assassin escaped as well.”


    Specter felt a wave of relief wash over him. “Find that NSA man before he finds Jason, and kill him. Is that clear?”


    “Perfectly. But shouldn’t we also try to make contact with Bourne?”


    Specter considered a moment. “No. He’s at his best when working alone. He knows Moscow, speaks Russian fluently, and he has our fake IDs. He’ll do what must be done.”


    “You’ve put your faith in this one man?”


    “You don’t know him, Nemetsov, otherwise you wouldn’t make such a stupid statement. I only wish Jason could be with us permanently.”


    



    



    When, sweaty and entangled, Gala Nematova and her boy toy left the dance floor, so did Bourne. He watched as the couple made their way to a table where they were greeted by two other men. They all began to guzzle champagne as if it were water. Bourne waited until they’d refilled their flutes, then swaggered over in the style of these new-style gangsters.


    Leaning over Gala’s companion, he shouted in her ear, “I have an urgent message for you.”


    “Hey,” her companion shouted back with no little belligerence, “who the fuck’re you?”


    “Wrong question.” Glaring at him, Bourne pushed up the sleeve of his jacket just long enough to give him a glimpse of his fake Anubis tattoo.


    The man bit his lip and sat back down as Bourne reached over, pulled Gala Nematova away from the table.


    “We’re going outside to talk.”


    “Are you crazy?” She tried to squirm away from his grip. “It’s freezing out there.”


    Bourne continued to steer her by her elbow. “We’ll talk in my limo.”


    “Well, that’s something.” Gala Nematova bared her teeth, clearly unhappy. Her teeth were very white, as if scrubbed to within an inch of their lives. Her eyes were a remote chestnut, large with uptilted corners that revealed the Asian blood in her ancestry.


    A frigid wind swept off the canal, blocked only partially by the gridlock of expensive cars and bombily. Bourne rapped on the Porsche’s door and the driver, recognizing him, unlocked the doors. Bourne and the dyev piled in.


    Gala, shivering, hugged her inadequately short fur coat around her. Bourne asked the driver to turn up the heat. He complied, sank down in his fur-collared greatcoat.


    “I don’t care what message you have for me,” Gala said sullenly. “Whatever it is, the answer’s no.”


    “Are you sure?” Bourne wondered where she was going with this.


    “Sure I’m sure. I’ve had it with you guys trying to find out where Leonid Danilovich is.”


    Leonid Danilovich, Bourne said to himself. There’s a name the professor never mentioned.


    “The reason we keep hounding you is he’s sure you know.” Bourne had no idea what he was saying, but he felt if he kept running with her he’d be able to open her up.


    “I don’t.” Now Gala sounded like a little girl in a snit. “But even if I did I wouldn’t rat him out. You can tell Maslov that.” She fairly spat out the name of the Kazanskaya’s leader, Dimitri Maslov.


    Now we’re getting somewhere, Bourne thought. But why was Maslov after Leonid Danilovich, and what did any of this have to do with Pyotr’s death? He decided to explore this link.


    “Why were you and Leonid Danilovich using Tarkanian’s apartment?”


    Instantly he knew he’d made a mistake. Gala’s expression changed dramatically. Her eyes narrowed and she made a sound deep in her throat. “What the hell is this? You already know why we were camped out there.”


    “Tell me again,” Bourne said, improvising desperately. “I’ve only heard it thirdhand. Maybe something was left out.”


    “What could be left out? Leonid Danilovich and Tarkanian are the best of friends.”


    “Is that where you took Pyotr for your late-night trysts?”


    “Ah, so that’s what this is all about. The Kazanskaya want to know all about Pyotr Zilber, and I know why. Pyotr ordered the murder of Borya Maks, in prison, of all places—High Security Prison Colony 13. Who could do that? Get in there, kill Maks, a Kazanskaya contract killer of great strength and skill, and get out without being seen.”


    “That’s precisely what Maslov wants to know,” Bourne said, because it was the safe comment to make.


    Gala picked at her nail extensions, realized what she was doing, stopped. “He suspects Leonid Danilovich did it because Leonid is known for such feats. No one else could do that, he’s sure.”


    Time to press her, Bourne decided. “He’s right on the money.”


    Gala shrugged.


    “Why are you protecting Leonid?”


    “I love him.”


    “The way you loved Pyotr?”


    “Don’t be absurd.” Gala laughed. “I never loved Pyotr. He was a job Semion Icoupov paid me handsomely for.”


    “And Pyotr paid for your treachery with his life.”


    Gala seemed to peer at him in a different light. “Who are you?”


    Bourne ignored her question. “During that time where did you meet Icoupov?”


    “I never met him. Leonid served as intermediary.”


    Now Bourne’s mind raced to put the building blocks Gala had provided into their proper order. “You know, don’t you, that Leonid murdered Pyotr.” He didn’t of course know that, but given the circumstances it seemed all too likely.


    “No.” Gala blanched. “That can’t be.”


    “You can see how it must be what happened. Icoupov didn’t kill Pyotr himself, surely that much must be clear to you.” He observed the fear mounting behind her eyes. “Who else would Icoupov have trusted to do it? Leonid was the only other person to know you were spying on Pyotr for Icoupov.”


    The truth of what he said was written on Gala’s face like a road sign appearing out of the fog. While she was still in shock, Bourne said, “Please tell me Leonid’s full name.”


    “What?”


    “Just do as I tell you,” Bourne said. “It may be the only way to save him from being killed by the Kazanskaya.”


    “But you’re Kazanskaya.”


    Pushing up his sleeve, Bourne gave her a close-up look at the false tattoo. “A Kazanskaya was waiting for Leonid in Tarkanian’s apartment this evening.”


    “I don’t believe you.” Her eyes widened. “What were you doing there?”


    “Tarkanian’s dead,” Bourne said. “Now do you want to help the man you say you love?”


    “I do love Leonid! I don’t care what he did.”


    At that moment, the driver cursed mightily, turned in his seat. “My client’s coming.”


    “Go on,” Bourne urged Gala. “Write his name down.”


    “Something must’ve happened in the VIP,” the driver said. “Shit, he looks pissed. You gotta get outta here now.”


    Bourne grabbed Gala, opened the street-side door, nearly burying it in the fender of a hurtling bombily. He flagged it down with a fistful of rubles, made the transfer from Western luxury to Eastern poverty in one stride. Gala Nematova broke away from him as he was entering the Zhig. He clutched her by the back of her fur coat, but she shrugged it off, began to run. The cabbie stepped on the gas, the stench of diesel fumes foaming up into the interior, choking them so badly Bourne had to crank open a window. As he did so, he saw two men who’d been at her table come out of the club. They looked right and left. One of them spotted Gala’s running figure, gestured to the other one, and they took off after her.


    “Follow those men!” Bourne shouted to the cabbie.


    The cabbie had a flat face with a distinctly Asian caste. He was fat, greasy, and spoke Russian with an abominable accent. Clearly, Russian wasn’t his first language. “You’re joking, yes?”


    Bourne thrust more rubles at him. “I’m joking, no.”


    The cabbie shrugged, crashed the Zhig into first gear, depressed the gas pedal.


    At that moment the two men caught up with Gala.

  


  
    TWENTY

  


  
    At precisely that moment, Leonid Danilovich Arkadin and Devra were deciding how to get to Haydar without Devra’s people knowing about it.


    “Best would be to extract him from his environment,” Arkadin said. “But for that we need to know his habitual movements. I don’t have time—”


    “I know a way,” Devra said.


    The two of them were sitting side by side on a bed on the ground floor of a small inn. The room wasn’t much to look at—just a bed, a chair, a broken-down dresser—but it had its own bathroom, a shower with plenty of hot water, which they’d used one after the other. Best of all, it was warm.


    “Haydar’s a gambler,” she continued. “Almost every evening he’s hunkered down in the back room of a local café. He knows the owner, who lets them play without imposing a fee. In fact, once a week he joins them.” She glanced at her watch. “He’s sure to be there now.”


    “What good is that? Your people are sure to protect him there.”


    “Right, that’s why we aren’t going to go near the place.”


    



    



    An hour later, they were sitting in their rented car on the side of a two-lane road. All their lights were off. They were freezing. Whatever snow had seemed imminent had passed them by. A half-moon rode in the sky, an Old World lantern revealing wisps of clouds and bluish crusty snowbanks.


    “This is the route Haydar takes to and from the game.” Devra tilted her watch face so it was illuminated by the moonglow coming off the banked snow. “He should show any minute now.”


    Arkadin was behind the wheel. “Just point out the car, leave the rest to me.” One hand was on the ignition key, the other on the gearshift. “We have to be prepared. He might have an escort.”


    “If he’s got guards they’ll be in the same car with him,” Devra said. “The roads are so bad it will be extremely difficult to keep him in sight from a trailing vehicle.”


    “One car,” Arkadin said. “All the better.”


    A moment later the night was momentarily lit by a moving glow below the rise in the road.


    “Headlights.” Devra tensed. “That’s the right direction.”


    “You’ll know his car?”


    “I’ll know it,” she said. “There aren’t many cars in the area. Mostly old trucks for carting.”


    The glow brightened. Then they saw the headlights themselves as the vehicle crested the rise. From the position of the headlights, Arkadin could tell this was a car, not a truck.


    “It’s him,” she said.


    “Get out,” Arkadin ordered. “Run! Run now!”


    



    



    Keep moving,” Bourne told the cabbie, “in first gear only till I tell you different.”


    “I don’t think—”


    But Bourne had already swung open the curbside door, was sprinting toward the two men. One had Gala, the other was turning, raising his hand, perhaps a signal for one of the waiting cars. Bourne chopped his midsection with his two hands, brought his head down to his raised knee. The man’s teeth clacked together and he toppled over.


    The second man swung Gala around so that she was between him and Bourne. He scrabbled for his gun, but Bourne was too quick. Reaching around Gala, Bourne went for him. He moved to block Bourne and Gala stamped her heel on his instep. That was all the distraction Bourne needed. With a hand around her waist, he pulled her away, delivered a vicious uppercut to the man’s throat. Reflexively, he put two hands up, choking and gagging. Bourne delivered two quick blows to his stomach and he, too, hit the pavement.


    “Come on!”


    Bourne grabbed Gala by the hand, made for the bombila, moving slowly along the street with its door open. Bourne swung her inside, climbed in after her, slammed the door shut.


    “Take off!” he shouted at the cabbie. “Take off now!”


    Shivering with the cold, Gala rolled up the window.


    “My name is Yakov,” the cabbie said, craning his neck to look at them in the rearview mirror. “You make much excitement for me tonight. Is there more? Where can I take you?”


    “Just drive around,” Bourne said.


    Several blocks on he discovered Gala staring at him.


    “You weren’t lying to me,” she said.


    “Neither were you. Clearly, the Kazanskaya think you know where Leonid is.”


    “Leonid Danilovich Arkadin.” She was still trying to catch her breath. “That’s his name. It’s what you wanted, isn’t it?”


    “What I want,” Bourne said, “is a meeting with Dimitri Maslov.”


    “The head of the Kazanskaya? You’re insane.”


    “Leonid has been playing with a very bad crowd,” Bourne said. “He’s put you in harm’s way. Unless I can persuade Maslov that you don’t know where Arkadin is you’ll never be safe.”


    Shivering, Gala struggled back into her fur jacket. “Why did you save me?” She pulled the jacket tight around her slender frame. “Why are you doing this?”


    “Because I can’t let Arkadin throw you to the wolves.”


    “That’s not what he’s done,” she protested.


    “What would you call it?”


    She opened her mouth, closed it again, bit her lip as if she could find an answer in her pain.


    They had reached the inner Garden Road. Traffic whizzed by at dizzying speeds. The cabbie was about to earn his bombily name.


    “Where to?” he said over his shoulder.


    There was silence for a moment. Then Gala leaned forward, gave him an address.


    “And where the fuck might that be?” the cabbie asked.


    That was another oddity about bombily. Since almost none of them were Muscovites, they had no idea where anything was. Unfazed, Gala gave him directions and, with a horrific belching of diesel fumes, they lurched into the madly spinning traffic.


    “Since we can’t go back to the apartment,” Gala said, “we’ll crash at my girlfriend’s place. I’ve done it before. She’s cool with it.”


    “Do the Kazanskaya know about her?”


    Gala frowned. “I don’t think so, no.”


    “We can’t take the chance.” Bourne gave the cabbie the address of one of the new American-run hotels near Red Square. “That’s the last place they’ll think to look for you,” he said as the cabbie changed gears and they hurtled through the spangled Moscow night.


    



    



    Alone in the car, Arkadin fired the ignition and pulled out. He stamped on the gas pedal, accelerating so quickly his head jerked back. Just before he slammed into the right corner of Haydar’s car, he switched on his headlights. He could see Haydar’s bodyguards in the rear seat. They were in the process of turning around when Arkadin’s car made jarring contact. The rear end of Haydar’s car slewed to the left, beginning its spin; Arkadin braked sharply, rammed the right back door, staving it in. Haydar, who had been struggling with the wheel, completely lost control of the car. It spun off the road, its front now facing the way it had come. Its rear struck a tree, the bumper broke in two, the trunk collapsed, and there it sat, a crippled animal. Arkadin drove off the road, put his car in park, got out, stalking toward Haydar. His headlights were shining directly into the wrecked car. He could see Haydar behind the wheel, conscious, clearly in shock. Only one of the men in the backseat was visible. His head was thrown back and to one side. There was blood on his face, black and glistening in the harsh light.


    Haydar cringed fearfully as Arkadin made for the bodyguards. Both rear doors were so buckled they could not be opened. Using his elbow, Arkadin smashed the near-side rear window and peered in. One man had been caught in Arkadin’s broadside hit. He’d been thrown clear across the car, lay half on the lap of the bodyguard still sitting up. Neither one moved.


    As Arkadin moved to haul Haydar out from behind the wheel, Devra came hurtling out of the darkness. Haydar’s eyes opened wide as he recognized her. She tackled Arkadin, her momentum knocking him off his feet.


    Haydar watched in amazement as they rolled over through the snow, now visible, now not in the headlight beams. Haydar could see her striking him, the much larger man fighting back, gradually gaining the upper hand by dint of his superior bulk and strength. Then Devra reared back. Haydar could see a knife in her hand. She drove it down into darkness, stabbing again and again.


    When she rose again into the headlight beams he could see her breathing heavily. Her hand was empty. Haydar figured she must have left the knife buried in her adversary. She staggered for a moment with the aftereffects of her struggle. Then she made her way over to him.


    Yanking open the car door, she said, “Are you okay?”


    He nodded, shrinking away from her. “I was told you’d turned on us, joined the other side.”


    She laughed. “That’s just what I wanted that sonovabitch to think. He managed to get to Shumenko and Filya. After that I figured the only way to survive was to play along with him until I got a chance to take him down.”


    Haydar nodded. “This is the final battle. The thought that you’d turned traitor was dispiriting. I know some of us thought your status was earned on your back, in Pyotr’s bed. But not me.” The shock was coming out of his eyes. The old canny light was returning.


    “Where is the package?” she said. “Is it safe?”


    “I handed it off to Heinrich this evening—at the card game.”


    “Has he left for Munich?”


    “Why the hell would he stay a minute more than he had to? He hates it here. I assume he was driving to Istanbul for his usual early-evening flight.” His eyes narrowed. “Why d’you want to know?”


    He gave a little yelp as Arkadin loomed out of the night. Looking from Devra to Arkadin and back again, he said, “What is this? I saw you stab him to death.”


    “You saw what we wanted you to see.” Arkadin handed Devra his gun, and she shot Haydar between the eyes.


    She turned back to him, handed him the gun butt-first. There was clear defiance in her voice when she said, “Have I proved myself to you now?”


    



    



    Bourne checked into the Metropolya Hotel as Fyodor Ilianovich Popov. The night clerk didn’t bat an eye at Gala’s presence, nor did he ask for her ID. Having Popov’s was enough to satisfy hotel policy. The lobby, with its gilt sconces and accents, and glittering crystal chandeliers, looked like something out of the czarist era, the designers thumbing their nose at the architecture of Soviet Brutalism.


    They took one of the silk-lined elevators to the seventeenth floor. Bourne opened the door to their room with an electronically coded plastic card. After a thorough visual check, he allowed her to enter. She took off her fur jacket. The act of sitting on the bed rode her mini-skirt farther up her thighs, but she appeared unconcerned.


    Leaning forward, elbows on knees, she said, “Thank you for saving me. But to be honest, I don’t know what I’ll do now.”


    Bourne pulled out the chair that went with the desk, sat facing her. “The first thing you have to do is tell me whether you know where Arkadin is.”


    Gala looked down at the carpet between her feet. She rubbed her arms as if she was still cold, though the temperature in the room was warm enough.


    “All right,” Bourne said, “let’s talk about something else. Do you know anything about the Black Legion?”


    Her head came up, her brows furrowed. “Now, that’s odd you should mention them.”


    “Why is that?”


    “Leonid would speak about them.”


    “Is Arkadin one of them?”


    Gala snorted. “You must be joking! No, he never actually spoke about them to me. I mean, he mentioned them now and again when he was going to see Ivan.”


    “And who is Ivan?”


    “Ivan Volkin. He’s an old friend of Leonid’s. He used to be in the grupperovka. Leonid told me that from time to time the leaders ask him for advice, so he knows all the players. He’s a kind of de facto underworld historian now. Anyway, he’s the one Leonid would go to.”


    This interested Bourne. “Can you take me to him?”


    “Why not? He’s a night owl. Leonid used to visit him very late.” Gala searched in her handbag for her cell phone. She scrolled through her phone book, dialed Volkin’s number.


    After speaking to someone for several minutes, she terminated the connection and nodded. “He’ll see us in an hour.”


    “Good.”


    She frowned, put away her phone. “If you’re thinking that Ivan knows where Leonid is, you’re mistaken. Leonid told no one where he was going, not even me.”


    “You must love this man a great deal.”


    “I do.”


    “Does he love you?”


    When she turned back to him, her eyes were full of tears. “Yes, he loves me.”


    “Is that why you took money to spy on Pyotr? Is that why you were partying with that man tonight at The Chinese Pilot?”


    “Christ, none of that matters.”


    Bourne sat forward. “I don’t understand. Why doesn’t it matter?”


    Gala regarded him for a long time. “What’s the matter with you? Don’t you know anything about love?” A tear overflowed, ran down her cheek. “Whatever I do for money allows me to live. Whatever I do with my body has nothing to do with love. Love is strictly a matter of the heart. My heart belongs to Leonid Danilovich. That’s sacred, pure. No one can touch it or defile it.”


    “Maybe we have different definitions of love,” Bourne said.


    She shook her head. “You’ve no right to judge me.”


    “Of course you’re right,” Bourne said. “But that wasn’t meant as a judgment. I have difficulty understanding love, that’s all.”


    She cocked her head. “Why is that?”


    Bourne hesitated before continuing. “I’ve lost two wives, a daughter, and many friends.”


    “Have you lost love, too?”


    “I have no idea what that means.”


    “My brother died protecting me.” Gala began to shake. “He was all I had. No one would ever love me the way he did. After our parents were killed we were inseparable. He swore he’d make sure nothing bad happened to me. He went to his grave keeping that promise.” She sat up straight. Her face was defiant. “Now do you understand?”


    Bourne realized that he’d seriously underestimated this dyev. Had he done the same with Moira? Despite admitting his feelings for Moira, he’d unconsciously made the decision that no other woman could be as strong, as imperturbable as Marie. In this, he was clearly mistaken. He had this Russian dyevochka to thank for the insight.


    Gala peered at him now. Her sudden anger seemed to have burned itself out. “You’re like Leonid Danilovich in many ways. You no longer will walk off the cliff, you no longer trust in love. Like him, you were damaged in terrible ways. But now, you see, you’ve made your present as bleak as your past. Your only salvation is to find someone to love.”


    “I did find someone,” Bourne said. “She’s dead now.”


    “Is there no one else?”


    Bourne nodded. “Maybe.”


    “Then you must embrace her, instead of running away.” She clasped her hands together. “Embrace love. That’s what I would tell Leonid Danilovich if he were here instead of you.”


    



    



    Three blocks away, parked at the curb, Yakov, the cabbie who had dropped Gala and Bourne off, opened his cell phone, pressed a speed-dial digit on the keypad. When he heard the familiar voice, he said, “I dropped them off at the Metropolya not ten minutes ago.”


    “Keep an eye out for them,” the voice said. “If they leave the hotel, tell me. Then follow them.”


    Yakov gave his assent, drove back around, installed himself opposite the hotel entrance. Then he dialed another number, delivered precisely the same information to another of his clients.


    



    



    We just missed the package,” Devra said as they walked away from the wreck. “We’d better get on the road to Istanbul right away. The next contact, Heinrich, has a good couple of hours’ head start.”


    They drove through the night, negotiating the twists, turns, and switchbacks. The black mountains with their shimmering stoles of snow were their silent, implacable companions. The road was as pockmarked as if they were in a war zone. Once, hitting a patch of black ice, they spun out, but Arkadin didn’t lose his head. He turned into the skid, tamped gently on the brakes several times while he threw the car into neutral, then turned the engine off. They came to a stop in the side of a snowdrift.


    “I hope Heinrich had the same difficulty,” Devra said.


    Arkadin restarted the car but couldn’t build up enough traction to get them moving. He walked around to the rear while Devra took the wheel. He found nothing useful inside the trunk, so he trudged several paces into the trees, snapped off a handful of substantial branches, which he wedged in front of the right rear tire. He slapped the fender twice and Devra stepped on the gas. The car wheezed and groaned. The tires spun, sending up showers of granular snow. Then the treads found the wood, rolled up onto it and over. The car was free.


    Devra moved over as Arkadin took the wheel. Clouds had slid across the moon, steeping the road in dense shadow as they made their way through the mountain pass. There was no traffic; the only illumination for many miles was the car’s own headlights. Finally, the moon rose from its cloud bed and the hemmed-in world around them was bathed in an eerie bluish light.


    “Times like this when I miss my American,” Devra mused, her head against the seat back. “He came from California. I loved especially his stories about surfing. My God, what a weird sport. Only in America, huh? But I used to think how great it would be to live in a land of sunshine, ride endless highways in convertibles, and swim whenever you wanted to.”


    “The American dream,” Arkadin said sourly.


    She sighed. “I so wanted him to take me with him when he left.”


    “My friend Mischa wanted me to take him with me,” Arkadin said, “but that was a long time ago.”


    Devra turned her head toward him. “Where did you go?”


    “To America.” He laughed shortly. “But not to California. It didn’t matter to Mischa; he was crazy about America. That’s why I didn’t take him. You go to a place to work, you fall in love with it, and now you don’t want to work anymore.” He paused for a moment, concentrated on navigating through a hairpin switchback. “I didn’t tell him that, of course,” he continued. “I could never hurt Mischa like that. We both grew up in slums, you know. Fucking hard life, that is. I was beaten up so many times I stopped counting. Then Mischa stepped in. He was bigger than I was, but that wasn’t it. He taught me how to use a knife—not just stab, but how to throw it, as well. Then he took me to a guy he knew, skinny little man, but he had no fat on him at all. In the blink of an eye he had me down on my back in so much pain my eyes watered. Christ, I couldn’t even breathe. Mischa asked me if I’d like to be able to do that and I said, ‘Shit, where do I sign up?’ ”


    The headlights of a truck appeared, coming toward them, a horrific dazzle that momentarily blinded both of them. Arkadin slowed down until the truck lumbered past.


    “Mischa’s my best friend, my only friend, really,” he said. “I don’t know what I’d do without him.”


    “Will I meet him when you take me back to Moscow?”


    “He’s in America now,” Arkadin said. “But I’ll take you to his apartment, where I’ve been staying. It’s along the Frunzenskaya embankment. His living room overlooks Gorky Park. The view is very beautiful.” He thought fleetingly of Gala, who was still in the apartment. He knew how to get her out; it wouldn’t be a problem at all.


    “I know I’ll love it,” Devra said. It was a relief to hear him talk about himself. Encouraged by his talkative mood, she continued, “What work did you do in America?”


    And just like that his mood flipped. He braked the car to a halt. “You drive,” he said.


    Devra had grown used to his mercurial mood swings, but watched him come around the front of the car. She slid over. He slammed the passenger’s-side door shut and she put the car in gear, wondering what tender nerve she’d touched.


    They continued along the road, heading down the mountainside.


    “We’ll hit the highway soon enough,” she said to break the thickening silence. “I can’t wait to crawl into a warm bed.”


    



    



    Inevitably there came a time when Arkadin took the initiative with Marlene. It happened while she was sleeping. He crept down the hall to her door. It was child’s play for him to pick the lock with nothing more than the wire that wrapped the cork in the bottle of champagne Icoupov served at dinner. Of course, being a Muslim, Icoupov himself had not partaken of the alcohol, but Arkadin and Marlene had no such restrictions. Arkadin had volunteered to open the champagne and when he did he palmed the wire.


    The room smelled of her—of lemons and musk, a combination that set off a stirring below his belly. The moon was full, low on the horizon. It looked as if God were squeezing it between his palms.


    Arkadin stood still, listening to her deep even breaths, every once in a while catching the hint of a snore. The bedcovers rustled as she turned onto her right side, away from him. He waited until her breathing settled again before moving to the bed. He climbed, knelt over her. Her face and shoulder were in moonlight, her neck in shadow, so that it appeared to him as if he’d already decapitated her. For some reason, this vision disturbed him. He tried to breathe deeply and easily, but the disturbing vision tightened his chest, made him so dizzy that he almost lost his balance.


    And then he felt something hard and cold that in a drawn breath brought him back to himself. Marlene was awake, her head turned, staring at him. In her right hand was a Glock 20 10mm.


    “I’ve got a full magazine,” she said.


    Which meant she had fourteen more rounds if she missed the kill with her first shot. Not that that was likely. The Glock was one of the most powerful handguns on the market. She wasn’t fooling around.


    “Back off.”


    He rolled off the bed and she sat up. Her bare breasts shone whitely in the moonlight. She appeared totally unconcerned with her semi-nudity.


    “You weren’t asleep.”


    “I haven’t slept since I came here,” Marlene said. “I’ve been anticipating this moment. I’ve been waiting for you to steal into my room.”


    She set aside the Glock. “Come to bed. You’re safe with me, Leonid Danilovich.”


    As if mesmerized, he climbed back onto the bed and, like a little child, rested his head against the warm cushion of her breasts while she rocked him tenderly. She lay curled around him, willing her warmth to seep into his cool, marble flesh. Gradually, she felt his heartbeat cease its manic racing. To the steady sound of her heartbeat, he fell into slumber.


    Some time later, she woke him with a whisper in his ear. It wasn’t difficult; he wanted to be released from his nightmare. He started, staring at her for a long moment, his body rigid. His mouth felt raw from yelling in his sleep. Returning to the present, he recognized her. He felt her arms around him, the protective curl of her body, and to her astonishment and elation he relaxed.


    “Nothing can harm you here, Leonid Danilovich,” she breathed. “Not even your nightmares.”


    He stared at her in an odd, unblinking fashion. Anyone else would have been frightened, but not Marlene.


    “What made you cry out?” she said.


    “There was blood everywhere… on the bed.”


    “Your bed? Were you beaten, Leonid?”


    He blinked, and the spell was broken. He turned over, faced away from her, waiting for the ashen light of dawn.

  


  
    TWENTY-ONE

  


  
    On a fine clear afternoon, with the sun already low in the sky, Tyrone drove Soraya Moore to the NSA safe house nestled within the rolling hills of Virginia. Somewhere, in some anonymous cybercafé in northeast Washington, Kiki was sitting at a public computer terminal, waiting to sow the software virus she’d devised to disable the property’s two thousand CCTV surveillance cameras.


    “It’ll loop the video images back on themselves endlessly,” she’d told them. “That was the easy part. In order to make the code a hundred percent invisible it’ll work for ten minutes, no more. At that point, it will, in essence, self-destruct, deforming into tiny packets of harmless code the system won’t pick up as anomalous.”


    Everything now depended on timing. Since it was impossible to send an electronic signal from the NSA safe house without it being picked up and tagged as suspicious, they had worked out an external timing scheme, which meant that if anything went wrong—if Tyrone was delayed for any reason—the ten minutes would tick by and the plan would fail. This was the plan’s Achilles’ heel. Still, it was their only option and they decided to take it.


    Besides, Deron had a number of goodies he’d concocted for them after consulting the architectural plans of the building he’d mysteriously conjured up. She had tried to get them herself and struck out; NSA had what she thought was a total lock on the property records.


    Just before they stopped at the front gates, Soraya said, “Are you sure you want to go through with this?”


    Tyrone nodded, stony-faced. “Let’s get on wid it.” He was pissed that she’d even thought to ask that question. When he was on the street, if one of his crew dared to question his courage or resolve that would’ve been the end of him. Tyrone had to keep reminding himself that this wasn’t the street. He knew all too well that she’d accepted a huge risk in taking him in off the street—civilizing him, as he sometimes thought of the process when he felt particularly hemmed in by the rules and regulations of white men he knew nothing about.


    He glanced at her out of the corner of his eye, wondering if he’d ever have stepped into the white man’s world were it not for his love of her. Here was a woman of color—a Muslim, no less—who was working for the Man. Not just the Man, but the Man squared, cubed into infinity, whatever. If she didn’t mind doing it, why should he? But his upbringing was about as different from hers as it could get. From what she’d told him her parents had given her everything she needed; he barely had parents, and they either didn’t want to give him anything or were incapable of giving it. She had the advantage of a first-class education; he had Deron who, though he’d taught Tyrone many things, was no substitute for white man’s education.


    What was ironic was that only months ago, he would have sneered at the kind of education she had. But once he’d met her he began to understand how ignorant he really was. He was street-smart, sure—more than she was. But he was intimidated around people who’d graduated high school and college. The more he observed them maneuvering through their world—how they talked, negotiated, interacted with one another—the more he understood just how stunted his life had been. Street smarts and nothing else was just what the doctor ordered for picking your way through the hood, but there was a whole fucking world beyond the hood. Once he realized that, like Deron, he wanted to explore the world beyond the borders of his neighborhood, he knew he’d have to remake himself from the toes up.


    All this was on his mind when he saw the imposing stone-and-slate building within the high iron fence. As he knew from the plans he’d memorized at Deron’s it was perfectly symmetrical, with four high chimneys, eight gabled rooms. A spiky fistful of antennas, aerials, and satellite dishes was the only anomalous feature.


    “You look very handsome in that suit,” Soraya said.


    “It’s fuckin’ uncomfortable,” he said. “I feel stiff.”


    “Just like every NSA agent.”


    He laughed the way a Roman gladiator might as he entered the Colosseum.


    “Which is the point,” she added. “You’ve got the tag Deron gave you?”


    He patted a place over his heart. “Safe and sound.”


    Soraya nodded. “Okay, here we go.”


    He knew there was a chance he’d never come out of that house alive, but he didn’t care. Why should he? What had his life amounted to up until now? Shit-all. He’d stood up—just as Deron had—made his choice. That’s all a man asks for in this life.


    Soraya presented the credentials LaValle had sent her by messenger this morning. Nevertheless, both she and Tyrone were scrutinized by a bookend pair of suits with square jaws and standing orders not to smile. Finally, they passed muster, and were waved through.


    As Tyrone drove down the snaking gravel drive Soraya pointed out the terrible gauntlet of surveillance systems an intruder would have to pass in order to infiltrate from beyond the property’s borders. This monologue reassured him that they’d already bypassed these risks by being LaValle’s guests. Now all they had to do was negotiate the interior of the house. Getting out again was another matter entirely.


    He drove up to the portico. Before he could turn off the engine, a valet came to relieve him of the car, yet another square-jawed military type who’d never look right in his civilian suit.


    General Kendall, punctual as usual, was at the door to meet them. He gave Soraya’s hand a perfunctory shake, then eyeballed Tyrone as she introduced him.


    “Your bodyguard, I presume,” Kendall said in a tone someone would use for a rebuke. “But he doesn’t look like standard-issue CI material.”


    “This isn’t a standard CI rendezvous,” Soraya returned tartly.


    Kendall shrugged. Another perfunctory handshake and he turned on his heel, leading them inside the hulking structure. Through the public rooms, gilt-edged, refined, expensive beyond modern-day imagining, along hushed corridors lined with martial paintings, past mullioned windows through which the January sunlight sparked in beams that stretched across the plush blue carpet. Without seeming to, Tyrone took note of every detail, as if he were casing the joint for a high-end robbery, which in fact he was. They passed the door down to the basement levels. It looked precisely as Soraya had drawn it from memory for him and Deron.


    They went on another ten yards to the walnut doors leading to the Library. The fireplace contained a roaring blaze, a grouping had been set with four chairs in the same spot where Soraya said she had sat with Kendall and LaValle on her first visit. Willard met them just inside the door.


    “Good afternoon, Ms. Moore,” he said with his customary half bow. “How very nice to see you again so soon. Would you care for your Ceylon tea?”


    “That would be wonderful, thank you.”


    Tyrone was about to ask for a Coke, but thought better of it. Instead he ordered another Ceylon tea, having not the faintest idea what it tasted like.


    “Very good,” Willard said, and left them.


    “This way,” Kendall said unnecessarily, leading them to the grouping of chairs where Luther LaValle was already seated, staring out the mullioned windows at the light gathered to an oval over the western hills.


    He must have heard the whisper of their approach, because he rose and turned just as they came up. The maneuver seemed to Soraya artfully rehearsed, and therefore as artificial as LaValle’s smile. Dutifully, she introduced Tyrone, and they all sat down together.


    LaValle steepled his fingers. “Before we begin, Director, I feel compelled to point out that our own archives department has unearthed some fragmentary history on the Black Legion. Apparently, they did exist during the time of the Third Reich. They were composed of Muslim prisoners of war who were brought back to Germany from the first putsches into the Soviet Union. These Muslims, mainly of Turkish descent from the Caucasus, detested Stalin so much they’d do anything to topple his regime, even becoming Nazis.”


    LaValle shook his head like a history professor recounting evil days to a class of wide-eyed students. “It’s a particularly unpleasant footnote in a thoroughly repugnant decade. But as for the Black Legion itself, there’s no evidence whatsoever that it survived the regime that spawned it. Besides which, its benefactor Himmler was a master of propaganda, especially when it came to advancing himself in the eyes of Hitler. Anecdotal evidence suggests that the role of the Black Legion on the Eastern Front was minimal, that it was in fact Himmler’s fantastic propaganda machine that gave it the feared reputation it enjoyed, not anything its members themselves did.”


    He smiled, the sun emerging from behind storm clouds. “Now, in that light, let me take a look at the Typhon intercepts.”


    Soraya tolerated this rather condescending introduction, meant to discredit the origin of the intercepts before she even handed them over. She allowed indignation and humiliation to pass through her so she could remain calm and focused on her mission. Pulling the slim briefcase onto her lap, she unlocked the coded lock, extracted a red file with a thick black stripe across its upper right-hand corner, marking it as DIRECTOR EYES ONLY—material of the highest security clearance.


    Staring LaValle in the face, she handed it over.


    “Excuse me, Director.” Tyrone held out his hand. “The electronic tape.”


    “Oh, yes, I forgot,” Soraya said. “Mr. LaValle, would you please hand the file to Mr. Elkins.”


    LaValle checked the file more closely, saw a ribbon of shiny metal sealing the file. “Don’t bother. I can peel this back myself.”


    “Not if you want to read the intercepts,” Tyrone said. “Unless the tape is opened with this”—he held up a small plastic implement—“the file will incinerate within seconds.”


    LaValle nodded his approval of the security measures Soraya had taken.


    As he gave the file to Tyrone, Soraya said, “Since our last meeting my people have intercepted more communication from the same entity, which increasingly seems to be the command center.”


    LaValle frowned. “A command center? That’s highly unusual for a terrorist network, which is, by definition, made up of independent cadres.”


    “That’s what makes the intercepts so compelling.”


    “It also makes them suspect, in my opinion,” LaValle said. “Which is why I’m anxious to read them myself.”


    By this time, Tyrone had slit the metallic security tape, handed the file back. LaValle’s gaze dropped as he opened the file and began to read.


    At this point Tyrone said, “I need to use the bathroom.”


    LaValle waved a hand. “Go ahead,” he said without looking up.


    Kendall watched him as he went up to Willard, who was on his way over with the drinks, to ask for directions. Soraya saw this out of the corner of her eye. If all went well, in the next couple of minutes Tyrone would be standing in front of the door down to the basement at the precise moment Kiki sent the virus to the NSA security system.


    



    



    Ivan Volkin was a hairy bear of a man, salt-and-pepper hair standing straight up like a madman, a full beard white as snow, small but cheerful eyes the color of a rainstorm. He was slightly bandy-legged, as if he’d been riding a horse all his life. His lined and leathery face lent him a certain dignified aspect, as if in his life he’d earned the respect of many.


    He greeted them warmly, welcoming them into an apartment that appeared small because of the stacks of books and periodicals that covered every conceivable horizontal surface, including the kitchen stovetop and his bed.


    He led them down a narrow, winding aisle from the vestibule to the living room, made room for them on the sofa by moving three teetering stacks of books.


    “Now,” he said, standing in front of them, “how can I be of help?”


    “I need to know everything you can tell me about the Black Legion.”


    “And why are you interested in such a tiny footnote to history?” Volkin looked at Bourne with a jaundiced eye. “You don’t have the look of a scholar.”


    “Neither do you,” Bourne said.


    This produced a spraying laugh from the older man. “No, I suppose not.” Volkin wiped his eyes. “Spoken like one soldier to another, eh? Yes.” Reaching around behind him, he swung over a ladder-backed chair, straddled it with his arms crossed over the top. “So. What specifically do you want to know?”


    “How did they manage to survive into the twenty-first century?”


    Volkin’s face immediately shut down. “Who told you the Black Legion survives?”


    Bourne did not want to use Professor Specter’s name. “An unimpeachable source.”


    “Is that so? Well, that source is wrong.”


    “Why bother to deny it?” Bourne said.


    Volkin rose, went into the kitchen. Bourne could hear the refrigerator door open and close, the light clink of glassware. When Volkin returned, he had an iced bottle of vodka in one hand, three water glasses in the other.


    Handing them the glasses, he unscrewed the cap, filled their glasses halfway. When he’d poured for himself, he sat down again, the bottle standing between them on the threadbare carpet.


    Volkin raised his glass. “To our health.” He emptied his glass in two great gulps. Smacking his lips, he reached down, refilled it. “Listen to me closely. If I were to admit that the Black Legion exists today there would be nothing left of my health to toast.”


    “How would anyone know?” Bourne said.


    “How? I’ll tell you how. I tell you what I know, then you go out and act on that information. Where d’you think the shitstorm that ensues is going to land, hmm?” He tapped his barrel chest with his glass, slopping vodka onto his already stained shirt. “Every action has a reaction, my friend, and let me tell you that when it comes to the Black Legion every reaction is fatal for someone.”


    Since he’d already as much as admitted that the Black Legion had, in fact, survived the defeat of Nazi Germany, Bourne brought the subject around to what really concerned him. “Why would the Kazanskaya be involved?”


    “Pardon?”


    “In some way I can’t yet understand the Kazanskaya are interested in Mikhail Tarkanian. I stumbled across one of their contract killers in his apartment.”


    Volkin’s expression turned sour. “What were you doing in his apartment?”


    “Tarkanian’s dead,” Bourne said.


    “What?” Volkin exploded. “I don’t believe you.”


    “I was there when it happened.”


    “And I tell you it’s impossible.”


    “On the contrary, it’s a fact,” Bourne said. “His death was a direct result of him being a member of the Black Legion.”


    Volkin crossed his arms over his chest. He looked like the silverback in the National Zoo. “I see what’s happening here. How many ways will you try to get me to talk about the Black Legion?”


    “Every way I can,” Bourne said. “The Kazanskaya are in some way in league with the Black Legion, which is an alarming prospect.”


    “I may look as if I have all the answers, but I don’t.” Volkin stared at him, as if daring Bourne to call him a liar.


    Though Bourne was certain that Volkin knew more than he would admit, he also knew it would be a mistake to call him on it. Clearly, this was a man who couldn’t be intimidated, so there was no point in trying. Professor Specter had warned him not to get caught up in the grupperovka war, but the professor was a long way away from Moscow; his intelligence was only as accurate as his men on the ground here. Instinct told Bourne there was a serious disconnect. So far as he could see there was only one way to get to the truth.


    “Tell me how to get a meet with Maslov,” he said.


    Volkin shook his head. “That would be most unwise. With the Kazanskaya in the middle of a power struggle with the Azeri—”


    “Popov is only my cover name,” Bourne said. “Actually, I’m a consultant to Viktor Cherkesov”—the head of the Federal Anti-Narcotics Agency, one of the two or three most powerful siloviks in Russia.


    Volkin pulled back as if stung by Bourne’s words. He shot Gala an accusatory glance, as if Bourne were a scorpion she’d brought into his den. Turning back to Bourne he said, “Have you any proof of this?”


    “Don’t be absurd. However, I can tell you the name of the man I report to: Boris Illyich Karpov.”


    “Is that so?” Volkin produced a Makarov handgun, placed it on his right knee. “If you’re lying…” He picked up a cell phone he scavenged miraculously from out of the clutter, and quickly punched in a number. “We have no amateurs here.”


    After a moment he said into the phone, “Boris Illyich, I have here with me a man who claims to be working for you. I would like to put him on the line, yes?”


    With a deadpan face, Volkin handed over the cell.


    “Boris,” Bourne said, “it’s Jason Bourne.”


    “Jason, my good friend!” Karpov’s voice reverberated down the line. “I haven’t seen you since Reykjavik.”


    “It seems like a long time.”


    “Too long, I tell you!”


    “Where have you been?”


    “In Timbuktu.”


    “What were you doing in Mali?” Bourne asked.


    “Don’t ask, don’t tell.” Karpov laughed. “I understand you’re now working for me.”


    “That’s right.”


    “My boy, I’ve longed for this day!” Karpov let go with another booming laugh. “We must toast this moment with vodka, but not tonight, eh? Put that old goat Volkin back on the line. I assume there’s something you want from him.”


    “Correct.”


    “He hasn’t believed a word you’ve told him. But I’ll change that. Please memorize my cell number, then call me when you’re alone. Until we speak again, my good friend.”


    “He wants to talk to you,” Bourne said.


    “That’s understandable.” Volkin took the cell from Bourne, put it to his ear. Almost immediately his expression changed. He stared at Bourne, his mouth slightly open. “Yes, Boris Illyich. Yes, of course. I understand.”


    Volkin broke the connection, stared at Bourne for what seemed a long time. At length, he said, “I’m going to call Dimitri Maslov now. I hope to hell you know what you’re doing. Otherwise, this is the last time anyone will see you, either alive or dead.”

  


  
    TWENTY-TWO

  


  
    Tyrone went immediately into one of the cubicles in the men’s room. Fishing out the plastic tag Deron had made for him, he clipped it on the outside of his suit jacket, a suit that looked like the regulation government suits all the other spooks wore here. The tag identified him as Special Agent Damon Riggs, out of the NSA field office in LA. Damon Riggs was real enough. The tag came straight from the NSA HR database.


    Tyrone flushed the toilet, emerged from the cubicle, smiled frostily at an NSA agent bent over one of the sinks washing his hands. The agent glanced at Tyrone’s tag, said, “You’re a long way from home.”


    “And in the middle of winter, too.” Tyrone’s voice was strong and firm. “Damn, I miss goin’ top-down in Santa Monica.”


    “I hear you.” The agent dried his hands. “Good luck,” he said as he left.


    Tyrone stared at the closed door for a moment, took a deep breath, let it out slowly. So far, so good. He went out into the hallway, his eyes straight ahead, his stride purposeful. He passed four or five agents. A couple gave his tag a cursory glance, nodded. The others ignored him altogether.


    “The trick,” Deron had said, “is to look like you belong. Don’t hesitate, be purposeful. If you look like you know where you’re going, you become part of the scene, no one notices you.”


    Tyrone reached the door without incident. He went past it as two agents, deep in conversation, passed him. Then, checking both ways, he doubled back. Quickly he took out what seemed to be an ordinary piece of clear tape, laid it on top of the fingerprint reader. Checking his watch, he waited until the second hand touched the 12. Then, holding his breath, he pressed his forefinger onto the tape so that it was flush against the reader. The door opened. He stripped off the tape, slipped inside. The tape contained LaValle’s fingerprint, which Tyrone had lifted off the back cover of the file while working the device that slit the security tape. Soraya had engaged LaValle in conversation as a diversion.


    At the bottom of the flight of steps, he paused for a moment. No alarm bells were going off, no sound of armed security guards coming his way. Kiki’s software program had done its work. Now the rest was up to him.


    He moved swiftly and silently down the rough concrete corridor. Buzzing fluorescent strips were the only decoration here, casting a sickly glow. He saw no one, heard nothing beyond the susurrus of machinery.


    Snapping on latex gloves, he tried each door he came to. Most were locked. The first one that wasn’t opened into a small cubicle with a viewing window in one wall. Tyrone had been in enough police precincts to know this was one-way glass. He peered into a room not much larger than the one he was in. He could make out a metal chair bolted to the center of the floor, beneath which was a large drain. Affixed to the right-hand wall was a three-foot-deep trough as long as a man with manacles bolted to each end, above which was coiled a fire hose. Its nozzle looked enormous in the confines of the small room. This, Tyrone knew from photos he’d seen, was a waterboarding tank. He snapped as many photos of it as possible, because there was the proof Soraya needed that the NSA was enacting illegal and inhuman torture.


    Tyrone took photos of everything with the ten-megapixel digital mini camera Soraya had given him. Given the huge memory of its smart card, it could record six videos of up to three minutes in duration.


    He moved on, knowing he had an extremely limited amount of time. Opening the door an inch at a time, he determined that the corridor was still deserted. He hurried down it, checking all the doors he came to. At length, he found himself in another viewing room. This time, however, he saw a man kneeling beside a table. His arms were drawn back, his bound hands on the table. A black hood had been pulled down over his head. His attitude was of a defeated soldier about to be forced to kiss the feet of his conqueror. Tyrone felt a surge of rage run through him such as he’d never felt before. He couldn’t help thinking of the history of his own people, hunted by rival tribes on the east coast of Africa, sold to the white man, brought as slaves back to America. All of this terrible history Deron had made him study, to learn where he came from, to understand what drove the prejudices, the innate hatreds, all the powerful forces inside him.


    With an effort he pulled himself together. This is what they’d been hoping for: proof that the NSA was subjecting prisoners to illegal forms of torture. Tyrone took a slew of photos, even a short video before exiting the viewing room.


    Once again, he was the only one in the corridor. This concerned him. Surely he would have heard or seen NSA personnel down here. But there was no sign of anyone.


    All at once, he felt a prickling at the back of his neck. He turned, retracing his steps at a half run. His heart pounded, his blood rushed in his ears. With every step he took his sense of foreboding increased. Then he broke into a full-out sprint.


    



    Luther LaValle looked up from his reading, said ominously, “What kind of game are you playing, Director?”


    Soraya kept herself from starting. “I beg your pardon?”


    “I’ve been through these transmission intercepts you claim come from the Black Legion twice now. Nowhere do I find any reference to that name or, for that matter, any name at all.”


    Willard appeared, handed General Kendall a folded slip of paper. Kendall read it without any expression. Then he excused himself. Soraya watched him leave the Library with no little trepidation.


    To regain her attention, LaValle waved the sheets briefly in the air like a red flag in front of a bull. “Tell me the truth. For all you know, these conversations could be between two sets of eleven-year-olds playing terrorist games.”


    Soraya could feel herself bristling. “My people assure me they’re genuine, Mr. LaValle, and they’re the best in the business. If you don’t believe that, I can’t imagine why you want a piece of Typhon.”


    LaValle conceded her point, but he wasn’t finished with her. “Then how do you know they’re from the Black Legion?”


    “Collateral intelligence.”


    LaValle sat back in his chair. His drink was left untouched on the table. “Just what the holy hell does collateral intelligence mean?”


    “Another source, unrelated to the intercepts, has knowledge of an imminent attack on American soil that originates with the Black Legion.”


    “Who we have no tangible evidence actually exist.”


    Soraya was growing increasingly uncomfortable. The conversation was veering perilously close to an interrogation. “I brought these intercepts at your behest with the intention of engendering trust between us.”


    “That’s as may be,” LaValle said. “But quite frankly these anonymous intercepts, alarming as they seem on the surface, don’t do it for me. You’re holding something back, Director. I want to know the source of your so-called collateral intel.”


    “I’m afraid that’s impossible. The source is absolutely sacrosanct.” Soraya could not tell him that her source was Jason Bourne. “However—” She reached down to her slim attaché case, pulled out several photos, handed them over.


    “It’s a corpse,” LaValle said. “I fail to see the significance—”


    “Look at the second photo,” Soraya said. “It’s a close-up of the inside of the victim’s elbow. What do you see?”


    “A tattoo of three horses’ heads attached to—what is this? It looks like the Nazi SS death’s head.”


    “And so it is.” Soraya handed him another photo. “This is the uniform patch of the Black Legion under their leader Heinrich Himmler.”


    LaValle pursed his lips. Then he put sheets back in the file, returned it to Soraya. He held up the photos. “If you could find this insignia, anyone could. This could be a group that’s simply appropriated the Black Legion’s sign, like the skinheads in Germany appropriated the swastika. Besides, this isn’t proof that the intercepts came from the Black Legion. And even if they did I have a problem, Director. It’s the same as yours, I would think. You’ve told me—also according to your sacrosanct source—that the Black Legion is being fronted by the Eastern Brotherhood. If the NSA acts on this intel, we’ll have every flavor of PR nightmare visited on us. The Eastern Brotherhood, as I’m sure you’re aware, is exceedingly powerful, especially with the overseas press. We run with this and we’re wrong, it’s going to cause the president and this country an enormous amount of humiliation, which we can’t afford now. Do I make myself clear?”


    “Perfectly, Mr. LaValle. But if we ignore it and America is successfully attacked again, then how do we look?”


    LaValle scrubbed his face with one hand. “So we’re between a rock and hard place.”


    “Sir, you know as well as I do that action is better than inaction, especially in a volatile situation like this.”


    LaValle was about to capitulate, Soraya knew it, but here came Willard again, gliding up, silent as a ghost. He bent, whispered something in LaValle’s ear.


    “Thank you, Willard,” Lavalle said, “that will be all.” Then he returned his attention to Soraya. “Well, Director, it seems I’m urgently wanted elsewhere.” He stood up and smiled down at her, but spoke with a steely tone. “Please join me.”


    Soraya’s heart plummeted. This invitation wasn’t a request.


    



    



    Yakov, the bombila driver, who’d been ordered to park across the avenue from the front entrance of the Metropolya Hotel, had been joined forty minutes ago by a man who looked as if he’d been in a fistfight with a meat grinder. Despite efforts to cover it up, his face was swollen, dark as pounded flesh. He wore a silver patch over one eye. He was a surly bastard, Yakov decided, even before the man handed him a fistful of money. He uttered not a word of greeting, but slammed into the backseat, slithered down so even the crown of his head was invisible to anyone glancing casually in.


    The atmosphere inside the bombila quickly grew so toxic that Yakov was forced to vacate the semi-warmth for the freezing Moscow night. He bought himself some food from a passing Turkish vendor, spent the next half hour eating it, talking to his friend Max, who’d pulled up behind him because Max was a lazy sonovabitch who grasped at any excuse not to work.


    Yakov and Max were in the middle of heated speculation that concerned last week’s death of a high-level RAB Bank officer, who was discovered tied up, tortured, and asphyxiated in the garage of his own elitny dacha. The two of them were wondering why the General Prosecutor’s Office and the president’s newly formed Investigative Committee were fighting over jurisdiction of the death.


    “It’s politics, pure and simple,” Yakov said.


    “Dirty politics,” Max retorted. “There’s nothing pure and simple about that.”


    It was then that Yakov spotted Jason Bourne and the sexy dyev getting out of a bombila in front of the hotel. When he struck the side of his cab three times with the flat of his hand, he sensed a stirring in the backseat.


    “He’s here,” he said as the rear window rolled down.


    



    



    Bourne was about to drop Gala off at the Metropolya Hotel when he looked out the bombila window, saw the taxi that had earlier taken him from The Chinese Pilot to the hotel. Yakov, the driver, was leaning against the fender of his dilapidated junkmobile, eating something greasy while talking to the cabbie parked right behind him.


    Bourne saw Yakov glance over as he and Gala exited the bombila. When they’d gone through the revolving door, Bourne told her to stay put. To his left was the service door used by porters to take guests’ luggage in and out of the hotel. Bourne looked out across the street. Yakov stuck his head in the rear window, huddled with a man who’d been hidden in the backseat.


    In the elevator, on the way up to their room, he said, “Are you hungry? I’m starved.” Harun Iliev, the man Semion Icoupov sent to find Jason Bourne, had expended hours in contentious negotiations and frustrating dead ends, and finally spent a great deal of money in his pursuit. It wasn’t coincidence that had led him at last to the bombila named Yakov, for Yakov was an ambitious man who knew he’d never get rich driving around Moscow, fending off other bombily, pissing them off by cutting in, snatching their fares from under their noses. What could be more lucrative than spying on other people? Especially when your chief client was the American. Yakov had many clients, but none of them knew how to throw around dollars like the Americans. It was their sincere belief that enough money bought you anything. Mostly, they were right. When they weren’t, though, it was still costly for them.


    Most of Yakov’s other clients laughed at the kind of money the Americans threw around. Chiefly, though, he suspected it was because they were jealous. Laughing at what you didn’t have and never would was, he supposed, better than letting it depress you.


    Icoupov’s people were the only ones who paid as well. But they used him far less than the Americans. On the other hand, they had him on retainer. Yakov knew Harun Iliev well, had dealt with him a number of times before, and both liked and trusted him. Besides, they were both Muslim. Yakov kept his religion a secret in Moscow, especially from the Americans, who, stupidly, would have dropped him like a fake ruble.


    Directly after the American attaché contacted him for the job, Yakov had called Harun Iliev. As a consequence, Harun had already inserted himself in the staff of the Metropolya Hotel through a cousin of his, who worked in the kitchen as one of the expediters. He coordinated food orders for the line chefs. The moment he saw the room-service order come down from 1728, Bourne’s room, he called Harun.


    “We’re short-staffed tonight,” he said. “Get down here in the next five minutes and I’ll make sure you’re the one to take the order up to him.”


    Harun Iliev quickly presented himself to his cousin and was shown to a trolley, neatly covered in starched white linen, laden with covered bowls, platters, plates, silverware, and napkins. Thanking his cousin for this opportunity to get to Jason Bourne, he rolled his trolley to the service elevator. Someone was already there. Harun took him to be one of the hotel managers until, as they entered the elevator, he turned so Harun caught a fleeting glimpse of his pulped face and the silver patch over one eye.


    Harun reached out, pressed the button for the seventeenth floor. The man pressed the button for the eighteenth. The elevator stopped at the fourth floor, where a maid got on with her turn-down cart. She exited a floor later.


    The elevator had just passed the fifteenth floor when the man reached over, pulled out the large red EMERGENCY STOP button. Harun turned to question the man’s action, but the man fired one bullet from a exceptionally quiet 9mm Welrod equipped with a suppressor. The bullet pierced Harun’s forehead, tore through his brain. He was dead before he collapsed to the elevator floor.


    



    



    Anthony Prowess mopped up what little blood there was with a napkin from the room-service cart. Then he quickly stripped the clothes off his victim, donned the uniform of the Metropolya Hotel. He pushed in the EMERGENCY STOP button again and the elevator continued its ascent to the seventeenth floor. After determining that the hallway was clear, Prowess consulted a map of the floor, dragged the corpse into a utility room, then wheeled the cart around the corner to room 1728.


    



    



    Why don’t you take shower? A long hot,” Bourne said.


    Gala’s expression was mischievous. “If I stink at least it’s not as bad as you.” She began to slip out of her mini skirt. “Why don’t we take one together?”


    “Some other time. I have business to attend to.”


    Her lower lip comically pouted. “God, what could be more boring?”


    Bourne laughed as she crossed into the bathroom, closed the door behind her. Soon after, the sound of running water came to him, along with tiny curls of steam. He turned on the TV, watched a dreadful show in Russian with the sound turned up.


    There was a knock on the door. Bourne rose from his position on the bed, opened the door. A uniformed waiter in a short jacket and a hat with a bill pulled down over his face pushed a trolley full of food into the room. Bourne signed the bill, the waiter turned to leave. Instantly he whirled, a knife in his hand. In one blurred movement, he drew his arm back. But Bourne was ready. As the waiter threw the knife Bourne raised a domed metal top off a chafing dish, used it as a shield to deflect the knife. With a flick of his wrist, he sent it spinning at the waiter, who ducked out of the way. The edge of the domed top caught his hat, spun it off his head, revealing the puffy face of the man who’d strangled Baronov and tried to kill Bourne, as well.


    The attacker drew a Welrod and squeezed off two shots before Bourne shoved the cart into his midsection. He staggered back. Bourne threw himself across the cart, grabbed Prowess by the front of the uniform, then wrestled him to the floor.


    Bourne managed to kick away the Welrod. The man attacked with hands and feet, moving Bourne so that he could regain possession of the gun. Bourne could see the patch over the NSA agent’s eye, could only surmise the damage he’d inflicted.


    The agent feinted one way, then caught Bourne flush on the jaw. Bourne staggered and his attacker was on him with another wire, which he whipped around Bourne’s neck. Pulling hard on it, he drew Bourne back to his feet. Bourne staggered against the cart. As it skittered away from him, he grabbed the chafing dish, hurled its contents in the agent’s face. The scalding soup struck the attacker like a torch, and he shouted but failed to drop the wire, instead pulling it tighter, jerking Bourne against his chest.


    Bourne was on his knees, his back arched. His lungs were screaming for oxygen, his muscles were rapidly losing their strength, and it was becoming increasingly difficult to concentrate. Soon, he knew, he’d pass out.


    With his remaining strength, he jabbed his elbow into the agent’s crotch. The wire slacked off enough for him to get to his feet. He slammed the back of his head into the agent’s face, heard the satisfying thunk as the man’s head struck the wall. The wire slackened a bit more, enough for Bourne to pull it from his throat, gasping in air, and reverse their positions, wrapping the wire around Prowess’s neck. He fought and kicked like a madman, but Bourne held on, working the wire tighter and tighter, until the agent’s body went slack. His head toppled to one side. Bourne didn’t slacken the wire until he’d assured himself there was no longer a pulse. Then he let the man slide to the floor.


    He was bent over, hands on thighs, taking deep, slow breaths when Gala walked out of the bathroom amid a halo of lavender-scented mist.


    “Jesus Christ,” she said. Then she turned and vomited all over her bare pink feet.

  


  
    TWENTY-THREE

  


  
    Any way you slice it or dice it,” Luther LaValle said, “he’s a dead man.”


    Soraya stared bleakly through the one-way glass at Tyrone, who was standing in a cubicle ominously outfitted with a shallow coffin-like tub that had restraints for wrists and ankles, a fire hose above it. In the center of the room a steel table was bolted down to the bare concrete floor, beneath which was a drain to sluice both water and blood away.


    LaValle held up the digital camera. “General Kendall found this on your compatriot.” He touched a button, and the photos Tyrone had taken scrolled across the camera’s screen. “This smoking gun is enough to convict him of treason.”


    Soraya couldn’t help wondering how many shots of the torture chambers Tyrone had managed to take before he was caught.


    “Off with his head,” Kendall said, baring his teeth.


    Soraya could not rid herself of the sick feeling in her stomach. Of course, Tyrone had been in dangerous situations before, but she was directly responsible for putting him in harm’s way. If anything happened to him she knew she’d never be able to forgive herself. What was she thinking involving him in such perilous work? The enormity of her miscalculation was all too clear to her now, when it was too late to do anything about it.


    “The real pity,” LaValle went on, “is that with very little difficulty we can make a case against you, as well.”


    Soraya was solely focused on Tyrone, whom she had wronged so terribly.


    “This was my idea,” she said dully. “Let Tyrone go.”


    “You mean he was only following orders,” General Kendall said. “This isn’t Nuremberg. Frankly, there’s no viable defense the two of you can put up. His conviction and execution—as well as yours—are a fait accompli.”


    



    



    They took her back to the Library, where Willard, seeing her ashen face, fetched her a fresh pot of Ceylon tea. The three of them sat by the window. The fourth chair, conspicuously empty, was an accusation to Soraya. Her grievous mismanagement of this mission was compounded by the knowledge that she had seriously underestimated LaValle. She’d been lulled by his smug, overaggressive nature into thinking he was the sort of man who’d automatically underestimate her. She was dead wrong.


    She fought the constriction in her chest, the panic welling up, the sense that she and Tyrone were trapped in an impossible situation. She used the tea ritual to refocus herself. For the first time in her life she added cream and sugar, and drank the tea as if it were medication or a form of penance.


    She was trying to get her brain unfrozen from shock, to get it working normally again. In order to help Tyrone, she knew she needed to get herself out of here. If LaValle meant to charge her as he threatened to do with Tyrone, she’d already be in an adjacent cell. The fact that they’d brought her back to the Library allowed a sliver of light into the darkness that had settled around her. She decided for now to allow this scenario to play out on LaValle’s and Kendall’s terms.


    The moment she set her teacup down, LaValle took up his ax. “As I said before, Director, the real pity is your involvement. I’d hate to lose you as an ally—though, I see now, I never really had you as an ally.”


    This little speech sounded canned, as if each word had been chewed over by LaValle.


    “Frankly,” he continued, “in retrospect, I can see that you’ve lied to me from the first. You never had any intention of switching your allegiance to NSA, did you?” He sighed, as if he were a disciplinary dean addressing a bright but chronically wayward student. “That’s why I can’t believe that you concocted this scheme on your own.”


    “If I were a betting man,” Kendall said, “I’d wager your orders came from the top.”


    “Veronica Hart is the real problem here.” LaValle spread his hands. “Perhaps through the lens of what’s happened here today you can begin to see things as we do.”


    Soraya didn’t need a weatherman to see which way the wind was blowing. Keeping her voice deliberately neutral, she said, “How can I be of service?”


    LaValle smiled genially, turned to Kendall, said, “You see, Richard, the director can be of help to us, despite your reservations.” He quickly turned back to Soraya, his expression sobering. “The general wants to prosecute you both to the full extent of the law, which I needn’t reiterate is very full indeed.”


    Their good-cop, bad-cop routine would seem clichéd, Soraya thought bitterly, except this was for real. She knew Kendall hated her guts; he’d made no effort to hide his contempt. He was a military man, after all. The possibility of having to report to a female superior was unthinkable, downright risible. He hadn’t thought much of Tyrone, either, which made his capture of the younger man that much harder to stomach.


    “I understand my position is untenable,” she said, despising having to kowtow to this despicable human being.


    “Excellent, then we’ll start from that point.”


    LaValle stared up at the ceiling, giving an impersonation of someone trying to decide how to proceed. But she suspected he knew very well what he was doing, every step of the way.


    His eyes engaged hers. “The way I see it we have a two-part problem. One concerns your friend down in the hold. The second involves you.”


    “I’m more concerned with him,” Soraya said. “How do I get him out?”


    LaValle shifted in his chair. “Let’s take your situation first. We can build a circumstantial case against you, but without direct testimony from your friend—”


    “Tyrone,” Soraya said. “His name is Tyrone Elkins.”


    To hammer home just whose conversation this was, LaValle quite deliberately ignored her. “Without direct testimony from your friend we won’t get far.”


    “Direct testimony we will get,” Kendall said, “as soon as we waterboard him.”


    “No,” Soraya said. “You can’t.”


    “Why, because it’s illegal?” Kendall chuckled.


    Soraya turned to LaValle. “There’s another way. You and I both know there is.”


    LaValle said nothing for a moment, drawing out the tension. “You told me that your source for the attribution of the Typhon intercepts was sacrosanct. Does that decision still stand?”


    “If I tell you will you let Tyrone go?”


    “No,” LaValle said, “but you’ll be free to leave.”


    “What about Tyrone?”


    LaValle crossed one leg over another. “Let’s take one thing at a time, shall we?”


    Soraya nodded. She knew that as long as she was sitting here she had no wiggle room. “My source was Bourne.”


    LaValle looked startled. “Jason Bourne? Are you kidding me?”


    “No, Mr. LaValle. He has knowledge of the Black Legion and that they were being fronted by the Eastern Brotherhood.”


    “Where the hell did this knowledge come from?”


    “He had no time to tell me, even if he had a mind to,” she said. “There were too many NSA agents in the vicinity.”


    “The incident at the Freer,” Kendall said.


    LaValle held up a hand. “You helped him to escape.”


    Soraya shook her head. “Actually, he thought I’d turned on him.”


    “Interesting.” LaValle tapped his lip. “Does he still think that?”


    Soraya determined it was time for a little defiance, a little lie. “I don’t know. Jason has a tendency toward paranoia, so it’s possible.”


    LaValle looked thoughtful. “Maybe we can use that to our advantage.”


    General Kendall looked disgusted. “So, in other words, this whole story about the Black Legion could be nothing more than a lunatic fantasy.”


    “Or, more likely, deliberate disinformation,” LaValle said.


    Soraya shook her head. “Why would he do that?”


    “Who knows why he does anything?” LaValle took a slow sip of his whiskey, diluted now by the melted ice cubes. “Let’s not forget that Bourne was in a rage when he told you about the Black Legion. By your own admission, he thought you’d betrayed him.”


    “You have a point.” Soraya knew better than to defend Bourne to these people. The more you argued against them, the more entrenched they became in their position. They’d built a case against Jason out of fear and loathing. Not because, as they claimed, he was unstable, but because he simply didn’t care about their rules and regulations. Instead of flouting them, something the directors had knowledge of and knew how to handle, he annihilated them.


    “Of course I do.” LaValle set down his glass. “Let’s move on to your friend. The case against him is airtight, open-and-shut, no hope whatsoever of appeal or commutation.”


    “Let him eat cake,” Kendall said.


    “Marie Antoinette never said that, by the way,” Soraya said.


    Kendall glared at her, while LaValle continued, “Let the punishment fit the crime would be more apropos. Or, in your case, Let the expiation fit the crime.” He waved the approaching Willard away. “What we’re going to need from you, Director, is proof—incontrovertible proof—that your illegal foray into NSA territory was instigated by Veronica Hart.”


    She knew what he was asking of her. “So, basically, we’re talking an exchange of prisoners—Hart for Tyrone.”


    “You’ve grasped it entirely,” LaValle said, clearly pleased.


    “I’ll have to think about it.”


    LaValle nodded. “A reasonable request. I’ll have Willard prepare you a meal.” He glanced at his watch. “Richard and I have a meeting in fifteen minutes. We’ll be back in approximately two hours. You can think over your answer until then.”


    “No, I need to think this over in another environment,” Soraya said.


    “Director Moore, given your history of deception that would be a mistake on our part.”


    “You promised I could leave if I told you my source.”


    “And so you shall, when you’ve agreed to my terms.” He rose, and with him Kendall. “You and your friend came in here together. Now you’re joined at the hip.”


    



    



    Bourne waited until Gala was sufficiently recovered. She dressed, shivering, not once looking at the body of the dead agent.


    “I’m sorry you got dragged into this,” Bourne said.


    “No you’re not. Without me you never would’ve gotten to Ivan.” Gala angrily jammed her feet into her shoes. “This is a nightmare,” she said, as if to herself. “Any minute I’ll wake up in my own bed and none of this will have happened.”


    Bourne led her toward the door.


    Gala shuddered anew as she carefully skirted the body.


    “You’re hanging out with the wrong crowd.”


    “Ha, ha, good one,” she said, as they made their way down the hall. “That includes you.”


    A moment later, he signaled her to stop. Kneeling down, he touched his fingertip to a wet spot on the carpet.


    “What is it?”


    Bourne examined his fingertip. “Blood.”


    Gala gave a little whimper. “What’s it doing out here?”


    “Good question,” Bourne said as he crept along the hallway. He noted a tiny smear in front of a narrow door. Wrenching it open, he switched on the utility room’s light.


    “Christ,” Gala said.


    Inside was a crumpled body with a bullet in its forehead. It was nude, but there was a pile of clothes tossed in a corner, obviously those of the NSA agent. Bourne knelt down, rifled through them, hoping to find some form of ID, to no avail.


    “What are you doing?” Gala cried.


    Bourne spotted a tiny triangle of dark brown leather sticking out from under the corpse, which was only visible from this low angle. Rolling the corpse on its side, he discovered a wallet. The dead man’s ID would prove useful, since Bourne now had none of his own. His assumed identity, which he’d used to check in, was unusable, because the moment the corpse was found in Fyodor Ilianovich Popov’s room, there’d be a massive manhunt for him. Bourne reached out, took the wallet.


    Then he rose, grabbed Gala’s hand, and got them out of there. He insisted they take the service elevator down to the kitchen. From there it was a simple matter to find the rear entrance.


    Outside, it had begun to snow again. The wind, slicing in from the square, was icy and bitter. Flagging down a bombila, Bourne was about to give the cabbie the address of Gala’s friend, then realized that Yakov, the cabbie working for the NSA, knew that address.


    “Get in the taxi,” Bourne said quietly to Gala, “but be prepared to get out quickly and do exactly as I say.”


    



    



    Soraya didn’t need a couple of hours to make up her mind; she didn’t even need a couple of minutes.


    “All right,” she said. “I’ll do whatever it takes to get Tyrone out of here.”


    LaValle turned back to regard her. “Well, now, that kind of capitulation would do my heart good if I didn’t know you to be such a duplicitous little bitch.


    “Unfortunately,” he went on, “in your case, verbal capitulation isn’t quite as convincing as it would be in others. That being the case, the general here will make crystal clear to you the consequences of further treachery on your part.”


    Soraya rose, along with Kendall.


    LaValle stopped her with his voice, “Oh, and, Director, when you leave here you’ll have until ten tomorrow morning to make your decision. I’ll expect you back here then. I hope I’ve made myself clear.”


    The general led her out of the Library, down the corridor to the door to the basement. The moment she saw where he was taking her, she said, “No! Don’t do this. Please. There’s no need.”


    But Kendall, his back ramrod-straight, ignored her. When she hesitated at the security door, he grasped her firmly by the elbow and, as if she were a child, steered her down the stairs.


    In due course, she found herself in the same viewing room. Tyrone was on his knees, his arm behind him, bound hands on the tabletop, which was higher than shoulder level. This position was both extremely painful and humiliating. His torso was forced forward, his shoulder blades back.


    Soraya’s heart was filled with dread. “Enough,” she said. “I get it. You’ve made your point.”


    “By no means,” General Kendall said.


    Soraya could see two shadowy figures moving about the cell. Tyrone had become aware of them, too. He tried to twist around to see what they were up to. One of the men shoved a black hood over his head.


    My God, Soraya said to herself. What did the other man have in his hands?


    Kendall shoved her hard against the one-way glass. “Where your friend is concerned we’re just warming up.”


    Two minutes later, they began to fill the waterboarding tank. Soraya began to scream.


    



    



    Bourne asked the bombila driver to pass by the front of the hotel. Everything seemed calm and normal, which meant that the bodies on the seventeenth floor hadn’t been discovered yet. But it wouldn’t be long before someone went to look for the missing room-service waiter.


    He turned his attention across the street, searching for Yakov. He was still outside his car, talking to a fellow driver. Both of them were swinging their arms to keep their circulation going. He pointed out Yakov to Gala, who recognized him. When they’d passed the square, Bourne had the bombila pull over.


    He turned to Gala. “I want you to go back to Yakov and have him take you to Universitetskaya Ploshchad at Vorobyovy Gory.” Bourne was speaking of the top of the only hill in the otherwise flat city, where lovers and university students went to get drunk, make love, and smoke dope while looking out over the city. “Wait there for me and whatever you do, don’t get out of the car. Tell the cabbie you’re meeting someone there.”


    “But he’s the one who’s been spying on us,” Gala said.


    “Don’t worry,” Bourne reassured her. “I’ll be right behind you.”


    



    



    The view out over Vorobyovy Gory was not so very grand. First, there was the ugly bulk of Luzhniki Stadium in the mid-foreground. Second, there were the spires of the Kremlin, which would hardly inspire even the most ardent lovers. But for all that, at night it was as romantic as Moscow could get.


    Bourne, who’d had his bombila track the one Gala was in all the way there, was relieved that Yakov had orders only to observe and report back. Anyway, the NSA was interested in Bourne, not a young blond dyev.


    Arriving at the overlook, Bourne paid the fare he’d agreed to at the beginning of the ride, strode down the sidewalk, and got into the front seat of Yakov’s taxi.


    “Hey, what’s this?” Yakov said. Then he recognized Bourne and made a scramble for the Makarov he kept in a homemade sling under the ratty dash.


    Bourne pulled his hand away and held him back against the seat while taking possession of the handgun. He pointed it at Yakov. “Who do you report to?”


    Yakov said in a whiny voice, “I challenge you to sit in my seat night after night, driving around the Garden Ring, crawling endlessly down Tverskaya, being cut out of fares by kamikaze bombily and make enough to live on.”


    “I don’t care why you pimp yourself out to the NSA,” Bourne told him. “I want to know who you report to.”


    Yakov held up his hand. “Listen, listen, I’m from Bishkek in Kyrgyzstan. It’s not so nice there, who can make a living? So I pack my family and we travel to Russia, the beating heart of the new federation, where the streets are paved with rubles. But when I arrive here I am treated like dirt. People in the street spit on my wife. My children are beaten and called terrible names. And I can’t get a job anywhere in this city. ‘Moscow for Muscovites,’ that is the refrain I hear over and over. So I take to the bombily because I have no other choice. But this life, sir, you have no idea how difficult it is. Sometimes after twelve hours I come home with a hundred rubles, sometimes with nothing. I cannot be faulted for taking money the Americans offer.


    “Russia is corrupt, but Moscow, it’s more than corrupt. There isn’t a word for how bad things are here. The government is made up of thugs and criminals. The criminals plunder the natural resources of Russia—oil, natural gas, uranium. Everyone takes, takes, takes so they can have big foreign cars, a different dyev for every day of the week, a dacha in Miami Beach. And what’s left for us? Potatoes and beets, if we work eighteen hours a day and if we’re lucky.”


    “I have no animosity toward you,” Bourne said. “You have a right to earn a living.” He handed Yakov a fistful of dollars.


    “I see no one, sir. I swear. Just voices on my cell phone. All moneys come to a post office box in—”


    Bourne carefully placed the muzzle of the Makarov in Yakov’s ear. The cabbie cringed, turned mournful eyes on Bourne.


    “Please, please, sir, what have I done?”


    “I saw you outside the Metropolya with the man who tried to kill me.”


    Yakov squealed like a skewered rat. “Kill you? I’m employed merely to watch and report. I have no knowledge about—”


    Bourne hit the cabbie. “Stop lying and tell me what I want to know.”


    “All right, all right.” Yakov was shaking with fear. “The American who pays me, his name is Low. Harris Low.”


    Bourne made him give a detailed description of Low, then he took Yakov’s cell phone.


    “Get out of the car,” he said.


    “But sir, I answered all your questions,” Yakov protested. “You’ve taken everything of mine. What more do you want?”


    Bourne leaned across him, opened the door, then shoved him out. “This is a popular place. Plenty of bombily come and go. You’re a rich man now. Use some of the money I gave you to get a ride home.”


    Sliding behind the wheel he put the Zhig in gear, drove back into the heart of the city.


    



    Harris Low was a dapper man with a pencil mustache. He had the prematurely white hair and ruddy complexion of many blue-blooded families in the American Northeast. That he had spent the last eleven years in Moscow, working for NSA, was a testament to his father, who had trod the same perilous path. Low had idolized his father, had wanted to be like him for as long as he could remember. Like his father, he had the Stars and Stripes tattooed on his soul. He’d been a running back in college, gone through the rigorous physical training to be an NSA field agent, had tracked down terrorists in Afghanistan and the Horn of Africa. He wasn’t afraid to engage in hand-to-hand combat or to kill a target. He did it for God and country.


    During his eleven years in the capital of Russia, Low had made many friends, some of whom were the sons of his father’s friends. Suffice to say he had developed a network of apparatchiks and siloviks for whom a quid pro quo was the order of the day. Harris held no illusions. To further his country’s cause he would scratch anyone’s back—if they, in turn, scratched his.


    He heard about the murders at the Metropolya Hotel from a friend of his in the General Prosecutor’s Office, who’d caught the police squeal. Harris met this individual at the hotel and was consequently one of the first people on the scene.


    He had no interest in the corpse in the utility closet, but he immediately recognized Anthony Prowess. Excusing himself from the crime scene, he went into the stairwell off the seventeenth-floor hallway, punched in an overseas number on his cell. A moment later Luther LaValle answered.


    “We have a problem,” Low said. “Prowess has been rendered inoperative with extreme prejudice.”


    “That’s very disturbing,” LaValle said. “We have a rogue operative loose in Moscow who has now murdered one of our own. I think you know what to do.”


    Low understood. There was no time to bring in another of NSA’s wet-work specialists, which meant terminating Bourne was up to him.


    “Now that he’s killed an American citizen,” LaValle said, “I’ll bring the Moscow police and the General Prosecutor’s Office into the picture. They’ll have the same photo of him I’m sending to your cell within the hour.”


    Low thought a moment. “The question is tracking him. Moscow is way behind the curve in closed-circuit TVs.”


    “Bourne is going to need money,” LaValle said. “He couldn’t take enough through Customs when he landed, which means he wouldn’t try. He’ll have set up a local account at a Moscow bank. Get the locals to help with surveillance pronto.”


    “Consider it done,” Low said.


    “And Harris. Don’t make the same mistake with Bourne that Prowess did.”


    



    Bourne took Gala to her friend’s apartment, which was lavish even by American standards. Her friend, Lorraine, was an American of Armenian extraction. Her dark eyes and hair, her olive complexion, all served to increase her exoticism. She hugged and kissed Gala, greeted Bourne warmly, and invited him to stay for a drink or tea.


    As he took a tour through the rooms, Gala said, “He’s worried about my safety.”


    “What’s happened?” Lorraine asked. “Are you all right?”


    “She’ll be fine,” Bourne said, coming back into the living room. “This’ll all blow over in a couple of days.” Having satisfied himself of the security of the apartment, he left them with the warning not to open the door for anyone they didn’t know.


    



    



    Ivan Volkin had directed Bourne to go to Novoslobodskaya 20, where the meet with Dimitri Maslov would take place. At first Bourne thought it lucky that the bombila he flagged down knew how to find the address, but when he was dropped off he understood. Novoslobodskaya 20 was the address of Motorhome, a new club jammed with young partying Muscovites. Gigantic flat-panel screens above the center island bar showed telecasts of American baseball, basketball, football, English rugby, and World Cup soccer. The floor of the main room was dominated by tables for Russian billiards and American pool. Following Volkin’s direction, Bourne headed for the back room, which was fitted out as an Arabian Nights hookah room complete with overlapping carpets, jewel-toned cushions, and, of course, gaily colored brass hookahs being smoked by lounging men and women.


    Bourne, stopped at the doorway by two overdeveloped members of club security, told them he was here to see Dimitri Maslov. One of them pointed to a man lounging and smoking a hookah in the far left corner.


    “Maslov,” Bourne said when he reached the pile of cushions surrounding a low brass table.


    “My name is Yevgeny. Maslov isn’t here.” The man gestured. “Sit down, please.”


    Bourne hesitated a moment, then sat on a cushion opposite Yevgeny. “Where is he?”


    “Did you think it would be so simple? One call and poof! he pops into existence like a genie from a lamp?” Yevgeny shook his head, offered Bourne the pipe. “Good shit. Try some.”


    When Bourne declined, Yevgeny shrugged, took a toke deep into his lungs, held it, then let it out with an audible hiss. “Why do you want to see Maslov?”


    “That’s between me and him,” Bourne said.


    Yevgeny shrugged again. “As you like. Maslov is out of the city.”


    “Then why was I told to come here?”


    “To be judged, to see whether you are a serious individual. To see whether Maslov will make the decision to see you.”


    “Maslov trusts people to make decisions for him?”


    “He is a busy man. He has other things on his mind.”


    “Like how to win the war with the Azeri.”


    Yevgeny’s eyes narrowed. “Perhaps you can see Maslov next week.”


    “I need to see him now,” Bourne said.


    Yevgeny shrugged. “As I said, he’s out of Moscow. But he may be back tomorrow morning.”


    “Why don’t you ensure it.”


    “I could,” Yevgeny said. “But it will cost you.”


    “How much?”


    “Ten thousand.”


    “Ten thousand dollars to talk to Dimitri Maslov?”


    Yevgeny shook his head. “The American dollar has become too debased. Ten thousand Swiss francs.”


    Bourne thought a moment. He didn’t have that kind of money on him, and certainly not in Swiss francs. However, he had the information Baronov had given him on the safe-deposit box at the Moskva Bank. The problem was that it was in the name of Fyodor Ilianovich Popov, who was no doubt now wanted for questioning regarding the body of the man in his room at the Metropolya Hotel. There was no help for it, Bourne thought. He’d have to take the chance.


    “I’ll have the money tomorrow morning,” Bourne said.


    “That will be satisfactory.”


    “But I’ll give it to Maslov and no one else.”


    Yevgeny nodded. “Done.” He wrote something on a slip of paper, showed it to Bourne. “Please be at this address at noon tomorrow.” Then he struck a match, held it to the corner of the paper, which burned steadily until it crumbled into ash.


    



    



    Semion Icoupov, in his temporary headquarters in Grindelwald, took the news of Harun Iliev’s death very hard. He’d been a witness to death many times, but Harun had been like a brother to him. Closer, even, because the two had no sibling baggage to clutter and distort their relationship. Icoupov had relied on Harun for his wise counsel. His was a sad loss indeed.


    His thoughts were interrupted by the orchestrated chaos around him. A score of people were staffing computer consoles hooked up to satellite feeds, surveillance networks, public transportation CCTV from major hubs all over the world. They were coming to the final buildup to the Black Legion’s attack; every screen had to be scrutinized and analyzed, the faces of suspicious people picked out and run through a nebula of software that could identify individuals. From this, Icoupov’s operatives were building a mosaic of the real-time backdrop against which the attack was scheduled to take place.


    Icoupov became aware that three of his aides were clustered around his desk. Apparently, they’d been trying to talk to him.


    “What is it?” His voice was testy, the better to cover up his grief and inattention.


    Ismail, the most senior of his aides, cleared his throat. “We wanted to know who you intend to send after Jason Bourne now that Harun…” His voice trailed off.


    Icoupov had been contemplating the same question. He’d made a mental list that included any number of people he could send, but he kept eliminating most of them, for one reason or another. But on the second and third run-through he began to realize that these reasons were in one way or another trivial. Now, as Ismail asked the question again, he knew.


    He looked up into his aides’ anxious faces and said. “It’s me. I’m going after Bourne myself.”

  


  
    TWENTY-FOUR

  


  
    It was disturbingly hot in the Alter Botanischer Garten, and as humid as a rain forest. The enormous glass panels were opaque with beads of mist sliding down their faces. Moira, who had already taken off her gloves and long winter coat, now shrugged out of the thick cable-knit sweater that helped protect her from Munich’s chill, damp morning, which could penetrate to the bone.


    When it came to German cities, she much preferred Berlin to Munich. For one thing, Berlin had for many years been on the cutting edge of popular music. Berlin was where such notable pop icons as David Bowie, Brian Eno, and Lou Reed, among many others, had come to recharge their creative batteries by listening to what musicians far younger than they were creating. For another, it hadn’t lost its legacy of the war and its aftermath. Berlin was like a living museum that was reinventing itself with every breath it took.


    There was, however, a strictly personal reason why she preferred Berlin. She came for much the same reason Bowie did, to get away from stale habits, to breathe the fresh air of a city unlike those she knew. At an early age Moira became bored with the familiar. Every time she felt compelled to join a group because that was what her friends were doing she sensed she was losing a piece of herself. Gradually, she realized that her friends had ceased to become individuals, devolving into a cliquey “they” she found repellent. The only way to escape was to flee beyond the borders of the United States.


    She could have chosen London or Barcelona, as some other college sophomores did, but she was a freak for Bowie and the Velvet Underground, so Berlin it was.


    The botanical garden was built in the mid-1800s as an exhibition hall, but eighty years later, after its garden was destroyed by a fire, it gained new life as a public park. Outside, the awful bulk of the prewar Fountain of Neptune cast a shadow across the space through which she strolled.


    The array of gorgeous specimens on display inside this glassed-in space only underscored the fact that Munich itself was without verve or spark. It was a plodding city of untermenchen, businessmen as gray as the city, and factories belching smoke into the low, angry sky. It was also a focal point of European Muslim activity, which, in one of those classic action–reaction scenarios, made it a hotbed of skinhead neo-Nazis.


    Moira glanced at her watch. It was precisely 9:30 AM, and here came Noah, striding toward her. He was cool and efficient, personally opaque, even withholding, but he wasn’t a bad sort. She’d have refused him as a handler if he was; she was senior enough to command that respect. And Noah did respect her, she was certain of that.


    In many ways Noah reminded her of Johann, the man who’d recruited her while she was at the university. Actually, Johann hadn’t contacted her at college; he was far too canny for that. He asked his girlfriend to make the approach, rightly figuring Moira would be more responsive to a fellow female student. Ultimately, Moira had met with Johann, was intrigued by what he had to offer her, and the rest was history. Well, not exactly. She’d never told anyone, including Martin or Bourne, who she really worked for. To do so would have violated her contract with the firm.


    She stopped in front of the pinkly intimate blooms of an orchid, speckled like the bridge of a virgin’s nose. Berlin had also been the site of her first passionate love affair, the kind that curled your toes, obliterated your focus on responsibility and the future. The affair almost ruined her, principally because it possessed her like a whirlwind and, in the process, she’d lost any sense of herself. She became a sexual instrument on which her lover played. What he wanted, she wanted, and so dissolution.


    In the end, it was Johann who had saved her, but the process of separating pleasure from self was immensely painful. Especially because two months afterward her lover died. For a time, her rage at Johann was boundless; curdling their friendship, jeopardizing the trust they’d placed in each other. It was a lesson she never forgot. It was one reason she hadn’t allowed herself to fall for Martin, though part of her yearned for his touch. Jason Bourne was another story entirely, for she had once again been overtaken by the whirlwind. But this time, she wasn’t diminished. Partly, that was because she was mature now and knew better. Mainly, though, it was because Bourne asked nothing of her. He sought neither to lead nor to dominate her. Everything with him was clean and open. She moved on to another orchid, this one dark as night, with a tiny lantern of yellow hidden in its center. It was ironic, she thought, that despite his own issues, she had never before met a man so in control of himself. She found his self-assurance a compelling aphrodisiac, as well as a powerful antidote to her own innate melancholy.


    That was another irony, she thought. If asked, Bourne would surely say that he was a pessimist, but being one herself, she knew an optimist when she met one. Bourne would take on the most impossible situations and somehow find a solution. Only the greatest of optimists could accomplish that.


    Hearing soft footfalls, she turned to see Noah, shoulders hunched within a tweed overcoat. Though born in Israel, he could pass for a German now, perhaps because he’d lived in Berlin for so long. He’d been Johann’s protégé; the two had been very close. When Johann was killed, it was Noah who took his place.


    “Hello, Moira.” He had a narrow face below dark hair flecked with premature gray. His long nose and serious mouth belied a keen sense of the absurd. “No Bourne, I see.”


    “I did my best to get him on board at NextGen.”


    Noah smiled. “I’m sure you did.”


    He gestured and they began to walk together. Few people were around this gloomy morning so there was no chance of being overheard.


    “But to be honest, from what you told me, it was a long shot.”


    “I’m not disappointed,” Moira said. “I detested the entire experience.”


    “That’s because you have feelings for him.”


    “What if I do?” Moira said rather more defensively than she expected.


    “You tell me.” Noah watched her carefully. “There is a consensus among the partners that your emotions are interfering with your work.”


    “Where the hell is that coming from?” she said.


    “I want you to know that I’m on your side.” His voice was that of a psychoanalyst calming an increasingly agitated patient. “The problem is you should have come here days ago.” They passed a worker tending a swath of African violets. When they were out of her earshot, he continued. “Then you go and bring Bourne with you.”


    “I told you. I was still trying to recruit him.”


    “Don’t lie to a liar, Moira.” He crossed his arms over his chest. When he spoke again, every word had weight. “There is a grave concern that your priorities aren’t straight. You have a job to do, and a vitally important one. The firm can’t afford to have your attention wandering.”


    “Are you saying you want to replace me?”


    “It’s an option that was discussed,” he acknowledged.


    “Bullshit. At this late stage there’s no one who knows the project as well as I do.”


    “But then another option was requested: withdrawal from the project.”


    Moira was truly shocked. “You wouldn’t.”


    Noah kept his gaze on her. “The partners have determined that in this instance it would be preferable to withdraw than to fail.”


    Moira felt her blood rising. “You can’t withdraw, Noah. I’m not going to fail.”


    “I’m afraid that’s no longer an option,” he said, “because the decision’s been made. As of oh seven hundred this morning we’ve officially notified NextGen that we’ve withdrawn from the project.”


    He handed her a packet. “Here is your new assignment. You’re required to leave for Damascus this afternoon.”


    



    Arkadin and Devra reached the Bosporus Bridge and crossed over into Istanbul just as the sun was rising. Since coming down from the cruel, snow-swept mountains along Turkey’s spine they had shed layers of clothes, and now the morning was exceptionally clear and mild. Pleasure yachts and huge tankers alike plowed the Bosporus on their way to various destinations. It felt good to roll down the windows. The air, fresh, moist, tangy with salt and minerals, was a distinct relief after the dry hard winter of the hinterlands.


    During the night they’d stopped at every gas station, beaten-down motel, or store that was open—though most were not—in an attempt to find Heinrich, the next courier in Pyotr’s network.


    When it came time for him to spell her, she moved to the passenger’s side, put her head against the door, and fell into a deep sleep, from which emerged a dream. She was a whale, swimming in icy black water. No sun pierced the depths where she swam. Below her was an unfathomable abyss. Ahead of her was a shadowy shape. She didn’t know why, but it seemed imperative that she follow that shape, catch up with it, identify it. Was it friend or foe? Every so often she filled her head and throat with sound, which she sent out through the darkness. But she received no reply. There were no other whales around, so what was she chasing, what was she so desperate to find? There was no one to help her. She became frightened. The fright grew and grew…


    It clung to her as she awoke with a start in the car beside Arkadin. The grayish predawn light creeping through the landscape rendered every shape unfamiliar and vaguely threatening.


    Twenty-five minutes later they were in the seething, clamorous heart of Istanbul.


    “Heinrich likes to spend the time before his flight in Kilyos, the beach community in the northern suburbs,” Devra said. “Do you know how to get there?”


    Arkadin nodded. “I’m familiar with the area.”


    They wove their way through Sultanahmet, the core of Old Istanbul, then took the Galata Bridge, which spanned the Golden Horn, to Karaköy in the north. In the old days, when Istanbul was known as Constantinople, seat of the Byzantine Empire, Karaköy was the powerful Genoese trading colony known as Galata. As they reached the center of the bridge Devra looked west toward Europe, then east across the Bosporus to Üsküdar and Asia.


    They passed into Karaköy, with its fortified Genoese walls and, rising from it, the stone Galata tower with its conical top, one of the monuments that, along with the Topkapi Palace and Blue Mosque, dominated the modern-day city’s skyline.


    Kilyos lay along the Black Sea coast twenty-two miles north of Istanbul proper. In the summer it was a popular beach resort, packed with people swimming, snacking in the restaurants that lined the beach, shopping for sunglasses and straw hats, sunbathing, or just dreaming. In winter it possessed a sad, vaguely disreputable air, like a dowager sinking into senility. Still, on this sun-splashed morning, under a cloudless cerulean sky, there were figures walking up and down the beach: young couples hand in hand; mothers with young children who ran laughing to the waterline, only to run back, screaming with terror and delight when the surf piled roughly in. An old man sat on a fold-up stool, smoking a crooked hand-rolled cigar that gave off a stench like the smokestack of a tannery.


    Arkadin parked the car and got out, stretching his body after the long drive.


    “He’ll recognize me the moment he sees me,” Devra said, staying put. She described Heinrich in detail. Just before Arkadin headed down to the beach, she added, “He likes putting his feet in the water, he says it grounds him.”


    Down on the beach it was warm enough that some people had taken off their jackets. One middle-aged man had stripped to the waist and sat with knees drawn up, arms locked around them, facing up to the sun like a heliotrope. Kids dug in the sand with yellow plastic Tweety Bird shovels, poured sand into pink plastic Petunia Pig buckets. One pair of lovers had stopped at the shoreline, embracing. They kissed passionately.


    Arkadin walked on. Just behind them a man stood in the surf. His trousers were rolled up; his shoes, with socks stuffed into them, had been placed on a high point in the sand not far away. He was staring out at the water, dotted here and there with tankers, tiny as LEGOs, inching along the blue horizon.


    Devra’s description was not only detailed, it was accurate. The man in the surf was Heinrich.


    



    



    The Moskva Bank was housed in an enormous, ornate building that would pass for a palace in any other city but was run-of-the-mill by Moscow standards. It occupied a corner of a busy thoroughfare a stone’s throw from Red Square. The streets and sidewalks were packed with both Muscovites and tourists.


    It was just before 9 AM. Bourne had been walking around the area for the last twenty minutes, checking for surveillance. That he hadn’t spotted any didn’t mean the bank wasn’t being watched. He’d glimpsed a number of police cars cruising the snow-covered streets, more than usual, perhaps.


    As he walked along a street close to the bank, he saw another police cruiser, this one with its light flashing. Stepping back into a shop doorway, he watched as it sped by. Halfway down the block it stopped behind a double-parked car. It sat there for a moment, then the two policemen got out of their cruiser, swaggered over to the vehicle.


    Bourne took the opportunity to walk down the crowded sidewalk. People were wrapped and bundled, swaddled like children. Breath came out of their mouths and noses in cloud-like bursts as they hurried along with hunched shoulders and bent backs. As Bourne came abreast of the cruiser, he dipped down and glanced in the window. There he saw his face staring up at him from a tear sheet that had obviously been distributed to every cop in Moscow. According to the accompanying text he was wanted for the murder of an American government official.


    Bourne walked quickly in the opposite direction, disappearing around a corner before the cops had a chance to return to their car.


    He phoned Gala, who was parked in Yakov’s battered Zhig three blocks away awaiting his signal. After his call, she pulled out into traffic, made a right, then another. As they had surmised, it was slow going, the morning traffic sluggish.


    She checked her watch, saw she needed to give Bourne another ninety seconds. As she approached the intersection near the bank, she used the time to pick a likely target. A shiny Zil limousine, not a speck of snow on its hood or roof, was heading slowly toward the intersection at right angles to her.


    At the appointed time she accelerated forward. The bombila’s tires, which she and Bourne had checked when they’d returned to Lorraine’s, were nearly bald, their treads worn down to a nub. Gala braked much too hard and the Zhig shrieked as the brakes locked, the old tires skidding along the icy street until its grille struck the front fender of the Zil limo.


    All traffic came to a screeching halt, horns blared, pedestrians detoured from their appointed rounds, drawn by the spectacle. Within thirty seconds three police cruisers had converged on the site of the accident.


    As the chaos mounted, Bourne slipped through the revolving door into the ornate lobby of the Moskva Bank. He immediately crossed the marble floor, passing under one of the three huge gilt chandeliers that hung from the vaulted ceiling high above. The effect of the room was to diminish human size, and the experience was not unlike visiting a dead relative in his marble niche.


    There was a low banquette two-thirds of the way across the vast room, behind which sat a row of drones, their heads bent over their work. Before approaching, Bourne checked everyone inside the bank for suspicious behavior. He produced Popov’s passport, then wrote down the number of the safe-deposit box on a small pad kept for that specific purpose.


    The woman glanced at him, took his passport and the slip of paper, which she ripped off the pad. Locking her drawer, she told Bourne to wait. He watched her walk over to the rank of supervisors and managers, who sat in rows behind identical wooden desks, and present Bourne’s documentation. The manager checked the number against his master list of safe-deposit boxes, then he checked the passport. He hesitated, then reached for the phone, but when he noticed Bourne staring at him, he returned the receiver to its cradle. He said something to the woman clerk, then rose and came over to where Bourne stood.


    “Mr. Popov.” He handed back the passport. “Vasily Legev, at your service.” He was an oily Muscovite who continually scrubbed his palms together as if his hands had been somewhere he’d rather not reveal. His smile seemed as genuine as a three-dollar bill.


    Opening a door in the banquette, he ushered Bourne through. “It will be my pleasure to escort you to our vault.”


    He led Bourne to the rear of the room. A discreet door opened onto a hushed carpeted corridor with a row of square columns on either side. Bad reproductions of famous landscape paintings hung on the walls. Bourne could hear the muted sounds of phones ringing, computer operators inputting information or writing letters. The vault was directly ahead, its massive door open; to the left a set of marble stairs swept upward.


    Vasily Legev showed Bourne through the circular opening and into the vault. The hinges of the door looked to be two feet long and as thick around as Bourne’s biceps. Inside was a rectangular room filled floor-to-ceiling with metal boxes, only the fronts of which could be seen.


    They went over to Bourne’s box number. There were two locks, two keyholes. Vasily Legev inserted his key in the left-hand lock, Bourne inserted his into the right-hand lock. The two men turned their keys at the same time, and the box was free to be pulled out of its niche. Vasily Legev brought the box to one of a number of small viewing rooms. He set it down on a ledge, nodded to Bourne, then left, pulling the privacy curtain behind him.


    Bourne didn’t bother sitting. Opening the box, he discovered a great deal of money in American dollars, euros, Swiss francs, and a number of other currencies. He pocketed ten thousand Swiss francs, along with some dollars and euros, before he closed the box, pulled aside the curtain, and emerged into the vault proper.


    Vasily Legev was nowhere to be seen, but two plainclothes cops had placed themselves between Bourne and the doorway to the vault. One of them aimed a Makarov handgun at him.


    The other, smirking, said, “You will come with us now, gospadin Popov.”


    



    



    Arkadin, hands in his pockets, strolled down the crescent beach, past a happily barking dog whose owner had let it off the leash. A young woman pulled her auburn hair off her face and smiled at him as they passed each other.


    When he was fairly near Heinrich, Arkadin kicked off his shoes, peeled off his socks, and, rolling up his trousers, picked his way down to the surf line, where the sand turned dark and crusty. He moved at an angle, so that as he ventured into the surf he was within earshot of the courier.


    Sensing someone near him, Heinrich turned and, shading his eyes from the sun, nodded at Arkadin before turning away.


    Under the pretext of stumbling as the surf rolled in, Arkadin edged closer. “I’m surprised that someone besides me likes the winter surf.”


    Heinrich seemed not to hear him, continued his contemplation of the horizon.


    “I keep wondering what it is that feels so good about the water rushing over my feet and pulling back out.”


    After a moment, Heinrich glanced at him. “If you don’t mind, I’m trying to meditate.”


    “Meditate on this,” Arkadin said, sticking a knife very carefully in his side.


    Heinrich’s eyes opened wide. He staggered, but Arkadin was there to catch him. They sat down together in the surf, like old friends communing with nature.


    Heinrich’s mouth made gasping sounds. They reminded Arkadin of a fish hauled out of the water.


    “What… what?”


    Arkadin cradled him with one hand as he searched beneath his poplin jacket with the other. Just as he thought, Heinrich had the package on him, not trusting it to be out of his sight for an instant. He held it in his palm for a moment. It was in a rolled cardboard cylinder. So small for something with that much power.


    “A lot of people have died for this,” Arkadin said.


    “Many more will die before it’s over,” Heinrich managed to get out. “Who are you?”


    “I’m your death,” Arkadin said. Plunging the knife in again, he turned it between Heinrich’s ribs.


    “Ah, ah, ah,” Heinrich whispered as his lungs filled with his own blood. His breathing turned shallow, then erratic. Then it ceased altogether.


    Arkadin continued to shelter him with a comradely arm. When Heinrich, nothing more than deadweight now, slumped against him, Arkadin held him up as the surf crashed and ebbed around them.


    Arkadin stared out at the horizon, as Heinrich had done, certain that beyond the demarcation was nothing save a black abyss, endless and unknowable.


    



    



    Bourne went willingly with the two plainclothes policemen out of the vault. As they stepped into the corridor, Bourne slammed the edge of his hand down on the cop’s wrist, causing the Makarov to drop and slide along the floor. Whirling, Bourne kicked the other cop, who was flung back against the edge of a square column. Bourne grabbed hold of the arm of the first cop. Lifting it, he slammed his elbow into the cop’s rib cage, then smashed his hand into the back of his neck. With both cops down, Bourne hurried along the corridor, but another man came sprinting toward him, blocking the way to the front of the bank, a man who fit Yakov’s description of Harris Low.


    Reversing course, Bourne leapt up the marble staircase, taking the steps three at a time. Racing around the turn, he gained the landing of the second floor. He’d memorized the plans Baronov’s friend had procured for him and had planned for an emergency, not trusting to chance that he’d get in and out of the bank without being identified. It was clear Vasily Legev, having recognized gospadin Popov, would blow the whistle on him while he was inside the safe-deposit viewing cubicle. As Bourne broke out into the corridor he encountered one of the bank’s security men. Grabbing him by the front of his uniform, Bourne jerked him off his feet, swung him around, and hurled him down the stairs at the ascending NSA agent.


    Racing down the corridor, he reached the door to the fire stairs, opened it, and went through. Like many buildings of its vintage this one had a staircase that rose around an open central core.


    Bourne took off up the stairs. He passed the third floor, then the fourth. Behind him, he could hear the fire door bang open, the sound of hurried footsteps on the stairs behind him. His maneuver with the guard had slowed down the agent, but hadn’t stopped him.


    He was midway to the fifth and top floor when the agent fired on him. Bourne ducked, hearing the spang! of the ricochet. He sprinted upward as another shot went past him. Reaching the door to the roof at last, he opened it, and slammed it shut behind him.


    



    



    Harris Low was furious. With all the personnel at his disposal Bourne was still at large. That’s what you get, he thought as he raced up the stairwell, when you leave the details to the Russians. They were great at brute force, but when it came to the subtleties of undercover work they were all but useless. Those two plainclothes officers, for instance. Over Low’s objections they hadn’t waited for him, had gone into the vault after Bourne themselves. Now he was left with mopping up the mess they’d made.


    He came to the door to the roof, turned the handle, and banged it open with the flat of his shoe. The tarred rooftop, the low winter sky glowered at him. Walther PPK/S at the ready, he stepped out onto the roof in a semi-crouch. Without warning, the door slammed shut on him, driving him back onto the small landing.


    



    



    Up on the roof, Bourne pulled open the door and dived through. He struck Low three blows, directed first at the agent’s stomach and then at his right wrist, forcing Low to let go of the gun. The Walther flew down the stairwell, landing on a step just above the fourth floor.


    Low, enraged, drove his fists into Bourne’s kidney twice in succession. Bourne collapsed to his knees, and Low kicked him onto his back then straddled his chest, pinning Bourne’s arms. Low gripped Bourne’s throat, squeezing as hard as he could.


    Bourne struggled to get his arms free, but he had insufficient leverage. He tried to get a breath, but Low’s grip on him was so complete that he was unable to get any oxygen into his system. He stopped trying to free his arms and pressed down with the small of his back, providing a fulcrum for his legs, which he drew up, then extended toward his head. He brought his calves together, sandwiching Low’s head between them. Low tried to shake them off, violently twisting his shoulders back and forth, but Bourne held on, increasing his grip. Then, with an enormous effort, Bourne spun them both to the left. Low’s head hit against the wall, and Bourne’s arms were free. Unwinding his legs, he slammed the palms of his hands against Low’s ears.


    Low shouted in pain, kicked away, and scrambled back down the stairs. Bourne, on his knees, could see that Low was heading for the Walther. Bourne rose. Just as Low reached it, Bourne launched himself down and across the air shaft. He landed on Low, who whipped the Walther’s short but thick barrel into Bourne’s face. Bourne reared back, and Low bent him over the railing. Four floors of air shaft loomed below, ending in an unforgiving concrete base. As they locked in their struggle, Low slowly, inexorably, brought the muzzle of the Walther to bear on Bourne’s face. At the same time, the heel of Bourne’s hand was pushing Low’s head up.


    Low shook loose from Bourne’s grip, lunged at him in an effort to pistol-whip him into unconsciousness. Bourne bent his knees. Using Low’s own momentum, he slid one arm under the agent’s crotch, and lifted him up. Low tried to get a fix on Bourne with the Walther, failed, swung his arm back to deliver another blow with the barrel.


    Using all his remaining strength, Bourne hefted him up and over the banister, dumping him down the air shaft. Low plummeted, a tangle of arms and legs, until he hit the bottom.


    Bourne turned, went back out onto the roof. As he loped across it, he could hear the familiar rise and fall of police sirens. He wiped blood off his cheek with the back of his hand. Reaching the other side of the roof, he climbed atop the parapet, leapt across the intervening space onto the roof of the adjoining building. He did this twice more until he felt that it was safe for him to return to the street.

  


  
    TWENTY-FIVE

  


  
    Soraya had never understood the nature of panic, despite the fact that she grew up with an aunt who was prone to panic attacks. When the attacks came on her aunt said she felt as if someone had put a plastic dry-cleaning bag over her head; she felt as if she were being smothered to death. Soraya would watch her huddled in a chair or curled up on her bed and wonder how on earth she could feel such a thing. There weren’t even any plastic dry-cleaning bags allowed in the house. How could a person feel as if she were suffocating when there wasn’t anything on her face?


    Now she knew.


    As she drove out of the NSA safe house without Tyrone, as the high reinforced metal gates swung closed behind her, her hands trembled on the wheel, her heart felt as if it was jumping painfully inside her breast. There was a film of sweat on her upper lip, under her arms, and at the nape of her neck. Worst of all, she couldn’t catch her breath. Her mind raced like a rat in a cage. She gasped, sucking ragged gulps of air into her lungs. She felt, in short, as if she were being smothered to death. Then her stomach rebelled.


    As quickly as she was able she pulled to the side of the road, got out, and stumbled into the trees. Falling to her hands and knees, she vomited up the sweet, milky Ceylon tea.


    Jason, Tyrone, and Veronica Hart were now all in terrible jeopardy because of rash decisions she’d made. She quailed at the thought. It was one thing to be chief of station in Odessa, quite another to be director. Maybe she’d taken on more than she could handle, maybe she didn’t have the steel nerve that was required to make tough choices. Where was her vaunted confidence? It was back there in the NSA interrogation cell with Tyrone.


    Somehow she made it to Alexandria, where she parked. She sat in the car bent over, her clammy forehead pressed to the steering wheel. She tried to think coherently, but her brain seemed encased in a block of concrete. At last, she wept bitterly.


    She had to call Deron, but she was petrified of his reaction when she told him that she had allowed his protégé to be captured and tortured by the NSA. She had fucked up big time. And she had no idea how to rectify the situation. The choice LaValle had given her—Veronica Hart for Tyrone—was unacceptable.


    After a time, she calmed down enough to get out of the car. She moved like a sleepwalker through crowds of people oblivious to her agony. It seemed somehow wrong that the world should spin on as it always had, utterly indifferent and uncaring.


    She ducked into a little tea shop, and as she rummaged in her handbag for her cell phone she saw the pack of cigarettes. A cigarette would calm her nerves, but standing out in the chilly street while she smoked would make her feel more of a lost soul. She decided to have a smoke on the way back to her car. Placing her cell phone on the table, she stared down at it as if it were alive. She ordered chamomile tea, which calmed her enough for her to pick up her phone. She punched in Deron’s number, but when she heard his voice her tongue clove to the roof of her mouth.


    Eventually, she was able to get out her name. Before he could ask her how the mission went she asked to speak with Kiki, Deron’s girlfriend. Where that came from, she had no idea. She’d met Kiki only twice. But Kiki was a woman and, instinctively, with an atavistic clannishness, Soraya knew it would be easier to confess to her than to Deron.


    When Kiki came on the line, Soraya asked if she could come to the little tea shop in Alexandria. When Kiki asked when, Soraya said, “Now. Please.”


    



    The first thing you have to do is stop blaming yourself,” Kiki said after Soraya had finished recounting in painful detail what had happened at the NSA safe house. “It’s your guilt that’s paralyzing you, and believe me you’re going to need every last brain cell if we’re going to get Tyrone out of that hole.”


    Soraya looked up from her pallid tea.


    Kiki smiled, nodding. In her dark red dress, her hair up in a swirl, hammered-gold earrings depending from her earlobes, she looked more regal, more exotic than ever. She towered over everyone in the tea shop by at least six inches.


    “I know I have to tell Deron,” Soraya said. “I just don’t know what his reaction is going to be.”


    “His reaction won’t be as bad as what you fear,” Kiki said. “And after all, Tyrone is a grown man. He knew the risks as well as anyone. It was his choice, Soraya. He could’ve said no.”


    Soraya shook her head. “That’s just it, I don’t think he could, at least not from the way he sees things.” She stirred her tea, more to forestall what she knew she had to say. Then she looked up, licked her lips. “See, Tyrone’s got a thing for me.”


    “Doesn’t he ever!”


    Soraya was taken aback. “You know?”


    “Everyone who knows him knows, honey. You just have to look at him when the two of you are together.”


    Soraya felt her cheeks flush. “I think he would’ve done anything I asked of him no matter how dangerous, even if he didn’t want to.”


    “But you know he wanted to.”


    It was true, Soraya thought. He’d been excited. Nervous, but definitely excited. She knew that ever since Deron had taken him under his wing he’d chafed at being cooped up in the hood. He was smarter than that, and Deron knew it. But he had neither the interest nor the aptitude for what Deron did. Then she came along. He’d told her he saw her as his ticket out of the ghetto.


    Yet she still had a knot in her chest, a sick feeling in the pit of her stomach. She could not get out of her head the image of Tyrone on his knees, hooded, arms held behind him on the tabletop.


    “You just turned pale,” Kiki said. “Are you all right?”


    Soraya nodded. She wanted to tell Kiki what she had seen, but she couldn’t. She sensed that to talk about it would give it a reality so frightening, so powerful it would throw her back into panic.


    “Then we ought to go.”


    Soraya’s heart tripped over itself. “No time like the present,” she said.


    As they went out the door, she pulled out the pack of cigarettes and threw it in a nearby trash can. She didn’t need it anymore.


    



    



    As planned, Gala picked up Bourne in Yakov’s bombila and together they returned to Lorraine’s apartment. It was just past 10 AM; his meet with Maslov wasn’t until noon. He needed a shower, a shave, and some rest.


    Lorraine was kind enough to provide the necessities for all three. She gave Bourne a set of towels, a disposable razor, and said if he gave her his clothes she’d wash and dry them for him. In the bathroom Bourne stripped, then opened the door enough to hand the dirty clothes to Lorraine.


    “After I put these in the wash, Gala and I are going out to get food. Can we bring you anything?”


    Bourne thanked her. “Whatever you’re having will be fine.”


    He closed the door, crossed to the shower, turned it on full force. Opening the medicine cabinet, he took out rubbing alcohol, a gauze pad, surgical tape, and antibiotic cream. Then he went back to the toilet, put the seat cover down, and cleaned his abraded heel. It had taken a lot of abuse and was red and raw looking. Squeezing the cream onto the gauze, he placed it over the wound and taped it up.


    Then he took his cell phone off the edge of the sink where he’d placed it when undressing, and dialed the number Boris Karpov had given him.


    



    



    Would you mind going without me?” Gala said, as Lorraine reached into the hall closet for her fur coat. “All of a sudden I’m not feeling well.”


    Lorraine walked back to her. “What is it?”


    “I don’t know.” Gala sank onto the white leather sofa. “I’m kind of dizzy.”


    Lorraine took hold of the back of her head. “Bend over. Put your head between your knees.”


    Gala did as she was told. Lorraine crossed to the sideboard, took out a bottle of vodka, and poured some into a glass. “Here, take a drink. It’ll settle you.”


    Gala came up as gingerly as a drunk walks. She took the vodka, threw it down her throat so fast she almost choked. But then the fire hit her stomach and the warmth began to spread through her.


    “Okay?” Lorraine asked.


    “Better.”


    “All right. I’m going to buy you some hot borscht. You need to get some nourishment into you.” She drew on her coat. “Why don’t you lie down?”


    Once again Gala did as she was told, but after her friend left, she rose. She’d never found the sofa comfortable. Making sure of her balance, she went down the hall. She needed to crash on a proper bed.


    As she was passing the bathroom, she heard a sound like talking, but Bourne was in there by himself. Curious, she moved closer, then put her ear to the door. She could hear the rushing of the shower more clearly, but also Bourne’s voice. He must be on his cell phone.


    She heard him say “Medvedev did what?” He was talking politics to whoever was on the other end of the line. She was about to take her ear away from the door when she heard Bourne say, “It was bad luck with Tarkanian… No, no, I killed him… I had to, I had no other choice.”


    Gala pulled away as if she’d touched her ear to a hot iron. For some time, she stood staring at the closed door, then she backed away. Bourne had killed Mischa! My God, she said to herself. How could he? And then, thinking of Arkadin, Mischa’s best friend, My God.

  


  
    TWENTY-SIX

  


  
    Dimitri Maslov had the eyes of a rattle-snake, the shoulders of a wrestler, and the hands of a bricklayer. He was, however, dressed like a banker when Bourne met him inside a warehouse that could have doubled as an aircraft hangar. He was wearing a chalk-striped three-piece Savile Row suit, an Egyptian cotton shirt, and a conservative tie. His powerful legs ended in curiously dainty feet, as if they’d been grafted on from another, far smaller body.


    “Don’t bother telling me your name,” he said as he accepted the ten thousand Swiss francs, “as I always assume they’re fake.”


    The warehouse was one among many in this soot-laden industrial area on the outskirts of Moscow, and therefore anonymous. Like its neighbors, it had a front area filled with boxes and crates on neat stacks of wooden pallets piled almost to the ceiling. Parked in one corner was a forklift. Next to it was a bulletin board on which had been tacked overlapping layers of flyers, notices, invoices, advertisements, and announcements. Bare lightbulbs at the ends of metal flex burned like miniature suns.


    After Bourne had been expertly patted down for weapons and wires, he’d been escorted through a door to a tiled bathroom that stank of urine and stale sweat. It contained a trough with water running sluggishly along its bottom and a line of stalls. He was taken to the last stall. Inside, instead of a toilet, was a door. His escort of two burly Russians took him through to what appeared to be a warren of offices, one of which was raised on a steel platform bolted onto the far wall. They climbed the staircase to the door, at which point his escort had left him, presumably to go stand guard.


    Maslov was seated behind an ornate desk. He was flanked on either side by two more men, interchangeable with the pair outside. In one corner sat a man with a scar beneath one eye, who would have been unprepossessing save for the flamboyant Hawaiian print shirt he wore. Bourne was aware of another presence behind him, his back against the open door.


    “I understand you wanted to see me.” Maslov’s rattlesnake eyes shone yellow in the harsh light. Then he gestured, holding out his left arm, his hand extended, palm-up, as if he were shoveling dirt away from him. “However, there’s someone who insists on seeing you.”


    In a blur, the figure behind Bourne hurled himself forward. Bourne turned in a half crouch to see the man who’d attacked him at Tarkanian’s apartment. He came at Bourne with a knife extended. Too late to deflect it, Bourne sidestepped the thrust, grabbed the man’s right wrist with his left hand, using his own momentum to pull him forward so that his face met Bourne’s raised elbow flush-on.


    He went down. Bourne stepped on the wrist with his shoe until the man let go of the knife, which Bourne took up in his hand. At once the two burly bodyguards drew down on him, pointing their Glocks. Ignoring them, Bourne held the knife in his right palm so the hilt pointed away from him. He extended his arm across the desk to Maslov.


    Maslov stared instead at the man in the Hawaiian print shirt, who rose, took the knife from Bourne’s palm.


    “I am Dimitri Maslov,” he said to Bourne.


    The big man in the banker’s suit rose, nodded deferentially to Maslov, who handed him the knife as he sat down behind the desk.


    “Take Evsei out and get him a new nose,” Maslov said to no one in particular.


    The big man in the banker’s suit pulled the dazed Evsei up, dragged him out of the office.


    “Close the door,” Maslov said, again to no one in particular.


    Nevertheless, one of the burly Russian bodyguards crossed to the door, closed it, turned and put his back against it. He shook out a cigarette, lit it.


    “Take a seat,” Maslov said. Sliding open a drawer, he took out a Mauser, laid it on the desk within easy reach. Only then did his eyes slide up to engage Bourne’s again. “My dear friend Vanya tells me that you work for Boris Karpov. He says you claim to have information I can use against certain parties who are trying to muscle in on my territory.” His fingers tapped the grips of the Mauser. “However, I would be inexcusably naive to believe that you were willing to part with this information without a price, so let’s have it. What do you want?”


    “I want to know what your connection is with the Black Legion?”


    “Mine? I have none.”


    “But you’ve heard of them.”


    “Of course I’ve heard of them.” Maslov frowned. “Where is this going?”


    “You posted your man Evsei in Mikhail Tarkanian’s apartment. Tarkanian was a member of the Black Legion.”


    Maslov held up a hand. “Where the hell did you hear that?”


    “He was working against people—friends of mine.”


    Maslov shrugged. “That might be so—I have no knowledge of it one way or another. But one thing I can tell you is that Tarkanian wasn’t Black Legion.”


    “Then why was Evsei there?”


    “Ah, now we get to the root of the matter.” Maslov’s thumb rubbed against his forefinger and middle finger in the universal gesture. “Show me the quid pro quo, to co-opt what Jerry Maguire says.” His mouth grinned, but his yellow eyes remained as remote and malevolent as ever. “Though to tell you the truth I’m doubting very much there’s any money at all. I mean to say, why would the Federal Anti-Narcotics Agency want to help me? It’s anti-fucking-intuitive.”


    Bourne finally pulled over a chair, sat down. His mind was rerunning the long conversation he’d had with Boris at Lorraine’s apartment, during which Karpov had briefed him on the current political climate in Moscow.


    “This has nothing to do with narcotics and everything to do with politics. The Federal Anti-Narcotics Agency is controlled by Cherkesov, who’s in the midst of a parallel war to yours—the silovik wars,” Bourne said. “It seems as if the president has already picked his successor.”


    “That pisspot Mogilovich.” Maslov nodded. “Yeah, so what?”


    “Cherkesov doesn’t like him, and here’s why. Mogilovich used to work for the president in the St. Petersburg city administration way back when. The president put him in charge of the legal department of VM Pulp and Paper. Mogilovich promptly engineered VM’s dominance to become Russia’s largest and most lucrative pulp and timber company. Now one of America’s largest paper companies is buying fifty percent of VM for hundreds of millions of dollars.”


    During Bourne’s discourse Maslov had taken out a penknife, was busy paring grime from under his manicured nails. He did everything but yawn. “All this is part of the public record. What’s it to me?”


    “What isn’t known is that Mogilovich cut himself a deal giving him a sizable portion of VM’s shares when the company was privatized through RAB Bank. At the time, questions were raised about Mogilovich’s involvement with RAB Bank, but they magically went away. Last year VM bought back the twenty-five percent stake that RAB had taken to ensure the privatization would go through without a hitch. The deal was blessed by the Kremlin.”


    “Meaning the president.” Maslov sat up straight, put away the penknife.


    “Right,” Bourne said. “Which means that Mogilovich stands to make a king’s ransom through the American buy-in, by means the president wouldn’t want made public.”


    “Who knows what the president’s own involvement is in the deal?”


    Bourne nodded.


    “Wait a minute,” Maslov said. “Last week a RAB Bank officer was found tied up, tortured, and asphyxiated in his dacha garage. I remember because the General Prosecutor’s Office claimed he’d committed suicide. We all got a good laugh out of that one.”


    “He just happened to be the head of RAB’s loan division to the timber industry.”


    “The man with the smoking gun that could ruin Mogilovich and, by extension, the president,” Maslov said.


    “My boss tells me this man had access to the smoking gun, but he never actually had it in his possession. His assistant absconded with it days before his assassination, and now can’t be found.” Bourne hitched his chair forward. “When you find him for us and hand over the papers incriminating Mogilovich, my boss is prepared to end the war between you and the Azeri once and for all in your favor.”


    “And how the fuck is he going to do that?”


    Bourne opened his cell phone, played back the MP3 file Boris had sent to him. It was a conversation between the kingpin of the Azeri and one of his lieutenants ordering the hit on the RAB Bank executive. It was just like the Russian in Boris to hold on to the evidence for leverage, rather than go after the Azeri kingpin right away.


    A broad grin broke out across Maslov’s face. “Fuck,” he said, “now we’re talking!”


    



    



    After a time, Arkadin became aware that Devra was standing over him. Without looking at her, he held up the cylinder he’d taken from Heinrich.


    “Come out of the surf,” she said, but when Arkadin didn’t make a move, she sat down on a crest of sand behind him.


    Heinrich was stretched out on his back as if he were a sunbather who’d fallen asleep. The water had washed away all the blood.


    After a time, Arkadin moved back, first onto the dark sand, then up behind the waterline to where Devra sat, her legs drawn up, chin on her knees. That was when she noticed that his left foot was missing three toes.


    “My God,” she said, “what happened to your foot?”


    



    



    It was the foot that had undone Marlene. The three missing toes on Arkadin’s left foot. Marlene made the mistake of asking what had happened.


    “An accident,” Arkadin said with a practiced smoothness. “During my first term in prison. A stamping machine came apart, and the main cylinder fell on my foot. The toes were crushed, nothing more than pulp. They had to be amputated.”


    It was a lie, this story, a fanciful tale Arkadin appropriated from a real incident that took place during his first stint in prison. That much, at least, was the truth. A man stole a pack of cigarettes from under Arkadin’s bunk. This man worked the stamping machine. Arkadin tampered with the machine so that when the man started it up the next morning the main cylinder dropped on him. The result wasn’t pretty; you could hear his screams clear across the compound. In the end, they’d had to take his right leg off at the knee.


    From that day forward he was on his guard with Marlene. She was attracted to him, of this he was quite certain. She’d slipped from her objective pedestal, from the job Icoupov had given her. He didn’t blame Icoupov. He wanted to tell Icoupov again that he wouldn’t harm him, but he knew Icoupov wouldn’t believe him. Why should he? He had enough evidence to the contrary to make him suitably nervous. And yet, Arkadin sensed that Icoupov would never turn his back on him. Icoupov would never renege on his pledge to take Arkadin in.


    Nevertheless, something had to be done about Marlene. It wasn’t simply that she’d seen his left foot; Icoupov had seen it as well. Arkadin knew she suspected the maimed foot was connected with his horrendous nightmares, that it was part of something he couldn’t tell her. Even the story Arkadin told her did not fully satisfy her. It might have with someone else, but not Marlene. She hadn’t exaggerated when she’d told him that she possessed an uncanny ability to sense what her clients were feeling, and to find a way to help them.


    The problem was that she couldn’t help Arkadin. No one could. No one was allowed to know what he’d experienced. It was unthinkable.


    “Tell me about your mother and father,” Marlene said. “And don’t repeat the pabulum you fed the shrink who was here before me.”


    They were out on Lake Lugano. It was a mild summer’s day; Marlene was in a two-piece bathing suit, red with large pink polka dots. She wore pink rubber slippers; a visor shaded her face from the sun. Their small motorboat lay to, its anchor dropped. Small swells rocked them now and again as pleasure boats went to and fro across the crystal blue water. The small village of Campione d’Italia rose up the hillside like the frosted tiers of a wedding cake.


    Arkadin looked hard at her. It annoyed him that he didn’t intimidate her. He intimidated most people; it was how he got along after his parents were gone.


    “What, you don’t think my mother died badly?”


    “I’m interested in your mother before she died,” Marlene said airily. “What was she like?”


    “Actually, she was just like you.”


    Marlene gave him a basilisk stare.


    “Seriously,” he said. “My mother was tough as a fistful of nails. She knew how to stand up to my father.”


    Marlene seized on this opening. “Why did she have to do that? Was your father abusive?”


    Arkadin shrugged. “No more than any other father, I suppose. When he was frustrated at work he took it out on her.”


    “And you find that normal.”


    “I don’t know what the word normal means.”


    “But you’re used to abuse, aren’t you?”


    “Isn’t that called leading the witness, Counselor?”


    “What did your father do?”


    “He was consiglieri—the counselor—to the Kazanskaya, the family of the Moscow grupperovka that controls drug trafficking and the sale of foreign cars in the city and surrounding areas.” He’d been nothing of the sort. Arkadin’s father had been an ironworker, dirt-poor, desperate, and drunk as shit twenty hours a day, just like everyone else in Nizhny Tagil.


    “So abuse and violence came naturally to him.”


    “He wasn’t on the streets,” Arkadin said, continuing his lie.


    She gave him a thin smile. “All right, where do you think your bouts of violence come from?”


    “If I told you I’d have to kill you.”


    Marlene laughed. “Come on, Leonid Danilovich. Don’t you want to be of use to Mr. Icoupov?”


    “Of course I do. I want him to trust me.”


    “Then tell me.”


    Arkadin sat for a time. The sun felt good on his forearms. The heat seemed to draw his skin tight over his muscles, making them bulge. He felt the beating of his heart as if it were music. For just a moment, he felt free of his burden, as if it belonged to someone else, a tormented character in a Russian novel, perhaps. Then his past came rushing back like a fist in his gut and he almost vomited.


    Very slowly, very deliberately he unlaced his sneakers, took them off. He peeled off his white athletic socks, and there was his left foot with its two toes and three miniature stumps, knotty, as pink as the polka dots on Marlene’s bathing suit.


    “Here’s what happened,” he said. “When I was fourteen years old, my mother took a frying pan to the back of my father’s head. He’d just come home stone drunk, reeking of another woman. He was sprawled facedown on their bed, snoring peacefully, when whack!, she took a heavy cast-iron skillet from its peg on the kitchen wall and, without a word, hit him ten times in the same spot. You can imagine what his skull looked like when she was done.”


    Marlene sat back. She seemed to have trouble breathing. At length, she said, “This isn’t another one of your bullshit stories, is it?”


    “No,” Arkadin said, “it’s not.”


    “And where were you?”


    “Where d’you think I was? Home. I saw the whole thing.”


    Marlene put a hand to her mouth. “My God.”


    Having expelled this ball of poison, Arkadin felt an exhilarating sense of freedom, but he knew what had to come next.


    “Then what happened?” she said when she had recovered her equilibrium.


    Arkadin let out a long breath. “I gagged her, tied her hands behind her, and threw her into the closet in my room.”


    “And?”


    “I walked out of the apartment and never went back.”


    “How?” There was a look of genuine horror on her face. “How could you do such a thing?”


    “I disgust you now, don’t I?” He said this not with anger, but with a certain resignation. Why wouldn’t she be disgusted by him? If only she knew the whole truth.


    “Tell me in more detail about the accident in prison.”


    Arkadin knew at once that she was trying to find inconsistencies in his story. This was a classic interrogator’s technique. She would never know the truth.


    “Let’s go swimming,” he said abruptly. He shed his shorts and T-shirt.


    Marlene shook her head. “I’m not in the mood. You go if—”


    “Oh, come on.”


    He pushed her overboard, stood up, dived in after her. He found her under the water, kicking her legs to bring herself to the surface. He wrapped his thighs around her neck, locked his ankles, tightening his grip on her. He rose to the surface, held on to the boat, swung water out of his eyes as she struggled below him. Boats thrummed past. He waved to two young girls, their long hair flying behind them like horses’ manes. He wanted to hum a love song, but all he could think of was the theme to The Bridge on the River Kwai.


    After a time, Marlene stopped struggling. He felt her weight below him, swaying gently in the swells. He didn’t want to, really he didn’t, but unbidden the image of his old apartment resurrected itself in his mind’s eye. It was a slum, the filthy crumbling Soviet-era piece of shit building teeming with vermin.


    Their poverty didn’t stop the older man from banging other women. When one of them became pregnant, she decided to have the baby. He was all for it, he told her. He’d help her in any way he could. But what he really wanted was the child his barren wife could never give him. When Leonid was born, he ripped the baby from the girl’s arms, brought Leonid to his wife to raise.


    “This is the child I always wanted, but you couldn’t give me,” he told her.


    She raised Arkadin dutifully, without complaint, because where could a barren woman go in Nizhny Tagil? But when her husband wasn’t home, she locked the boy in the closet of his room for hours at a time. A blind rage gripped her and wouldn’t let her go. She despised this result of her husband’s seed, and she felt compelled to punish Leonid because she couldn’t punish his father.


    It was during one of these long punishments that Arkadin woke to awful pain in his left foot. He wasn’t alone in the closet. Half a dozen rats, large as his father’s shoe, scuttled back and forth, squealing, teeth gnashing. He managed to kill them, but not before they finished what they’d started. They ate three of his toes.

  


  
    TWENTY-SEVEN

  


  
    It all started with Pyotr Zilber,” Maslov said. “Or rather his younger brother, Aleksei. Aleksei was a wise guy. He tried to muscle in on one of my sources for foreign cars. A lot of people were killed, including some of my men and my source. For that, I had him killed.”


    Dimitri Maslov and Bourne were sitting in a glassed-in greenhouse built on the roof of the warehouse where Maslov had his office. They were surrounded by a lush profusion of tropical flowers: speckled orchids, brilliant carmine anthurium, birds-of-paradise, white ginger, heliconia. The air was perfumed with the scents of the pink plumeria and white jasmine. It was so warm and humid, Maslov looked right at home in his bright-hued short-sleeved shirt. Bourne had rolled up his sleeves. There was a table with a bottle of vodka and two glasses. They’d already had their first drink.


    “Zilber pulled strings, had my man Borya Maks sent to High Security Prison Colony 13 in Nizhny Tagil. You’ve heard of it?”


    Bourne nodded. Conklin had mentioned the prison several times.


    “Then you know it’s no picnic in there.” Maslov leaned forward, refilled their glasses, handed one to Bourne, took the other himself. “Despite that, Zilber wasn’t satisfied. He hired someone very, very good to infiltrate the prison and kill Maks.” Drinking vodka, surrounded by a riot of color, he appeared totally at his ease. “Only one person could accomplish that and get out alive: Leonid Danilovich Arkadin.”


    The vodka had done Bourne a world of good, returning both warmth and strength to his overtaxed body. There was still a smear of blood on the point of one cheek, dried now, but Maslov had neither looked at it nor commented on it. “Tell me about Arkadin.”


    Maslov made an animal sound in the back of his throat. “All you need to know is that the sonovabitch killed Pyotr Zilber. God knows why. Then he disappeared off the face of the earth. I had Evsei stake out Mischa Tarkanian’s apartment. I was hoping Arkadin would come back there. Instead, you showed up.”


    “What’s Zilber’s death to you?” Bourne said. “From what you’ve told me, there was no love lost between the two of you.”


    “Hey, I don’t have to like a person to do business with him.”


    “If you wanted to do business with Zilber you shouldn’t have had his brother murdered.”


    “I have my reputation to uphold.” Maslov sipped his vodka. “Pyotr knew what kinds of shit his brother was into, but did he stop him? Anyway, the hit was strictly business. Pyotr took it far too personally. Turns out he was almost as reckless as his brother.”


    There it was again, Bourne thought, the slurs against Pyotr Zilber. What, then, was he doing running a secret network? “What was your business with him?”


    “I coveted Pyotr’s network. Because of the war with the Azeri, I’ve been looking for a new, more secure method to move our drugs. Zilber’s network was the perfect solution.”


    Bourne put aside his vodka. “Why would Zilber want anything to do with the Kazanskaya?”


    “There you’ve given away the extent of your ignorance.” Maslov eyed him curiously. “Zilber would have wanted money to fund his organization.”


    “You mean his network.”


    “I mean precisely what I say.” Maslov looked hard and long at Bourne. “Pyotr Zilber was a member of the Black Legion.”


    



    



    Like a sailor who senses an onrushing storm, Devra stopped herself from asking Arkadin again about his maimed foot. There was about him at this moment the same slight tremor of intent of a bowstring pulled back to its maximum. She transferred her gaze from his left foot to the corpse of Heinrich, taking in sunlight that would no longer do him any good. She felt the danger beside her, and she thought of her dream: her pursuit of the unknown creature, her sense of utter desolation, the building of her fear to an unbearable level.


    “You’ve got the package now,” she said. “Is it over?”


    For a moment, Arkadin said nothing, and she wondered whether she’d left her deflecting question too late, whether he would now turn on her because she had asked about what had happened to that damn foot.


    The red rage had gripped Arkadin, shaking him until his teeth rattled in his skull. It would have been so easy to turn to her, smile, and break her neck. So little effort; nothing to it. But something stopped him, something cooled him. It was his own will. He—did—not—want—to—kill—her. Not yet, at least. He liked sitting here on the beach with her, and there were so few things he liked.


    “I still have to shut down the rest of the network,” he said, at length. “Not that I think it actually matters at this point. Christ, it was put together by an out-of-control commander too young to have learned caution, peopled by drug addicts, inveterate gamblers, weaklings, and those of no faith. It’s a wonder the network functioned at all. Surely it would have imploded on its own sooner or later.” But what did he know? He was simply a soldier engaged in an invisible war. His was not to reason why.


    Pulling out his cell phone, he dialed Icoupov’s number.


    “Where are you?” his boss said. “There’s a lot of background noise.”


    “I’m at the beach,” Arkadin said.


    “What? The beach?”


    “Kilyos. It’s a suburb of Istanbul,” Arkadin said.


    “I hope you’re having a good time while we’re in a semi-panic.”


    Arkadin’s demeanor changed instantly. “What happened?”


    “The bastard had Harun killed, that’s what happened.”


    He knew how much Harun Iliev meant to Icoupov. Like Mischa meant to him. A rock, someone to keep him from drifting into the abyss of his imagination. “On a happier note,” he said, “I have the package.”


    Icoupov gave a short intake of breath. “Finally! Open it,” he commanded. “Tell me if the document is inside.”


    Arkadin did as he was told, breaking the wax seal, prying open the plastic disk that capped off the cylinder. Inside, tightly rolled sheets of pale blue architectural paper unfurled like sails. There were four in all. Quickly, he scanned them.


    Sweat broke out at his hairline. “I’m looking at a set of architectural plans.”


    “It’s the target of the attack.”


    “The plans,” Arkadin said, “are for the Empire State Building in New York City.”

  


  



  



  



  BOOK THREE


  
    TWENTY-EIGHT

  


  
    It took ten minutes for Bourne to get a decent connection to Professor Specter, then another five for his people to rouse him out of bed. It was 5 AM in Washington. Maslov had gone downstairs to see to business, leaving Bourne alone in the greenhouse to make his calls. Bourne used the time to consider what Maslov had told him. If it was true that Pyotr was a member of the Black Legion, two possibilities arose: One was that Pyotr was running his own operation under the professor’s nose. That was ominous enough. The second possibility was far worse, namely that the professor was, himself, a member. But then why had he been attacked by the Black Legion? Bourne himself had seen the tattoo on the arm of the gunman who had accosted Specter, beat him, and hustled him off the street.


    At that moment Bourne heard Specter’s voice in his ear. “Jason,” he said, clearly out of breath, “what’s happened?”


    Bourne brought him up to date, ending with the information that Pyotr was a member of the Black Legion.


    For a long moment, there was silence on the line.


    “Professor, are you all right?”


    Specter cleared his throat. “I’m fine.”


    But he didn’t sound fine, and as the silence stretched on Bourne strained to catch a hint of his mentor’s emotional state.


    “Look, I’m sorry about your man Baronov. The killer wasn’t Black Legion; he was an NSA agent sent to murder me.”


    “I appreciate your candor,” Specter said. “And while I grieve for Baronov, he knew the risks. Like you, he went into this war with his eyes open.”


    There was another silence, more awkward than the last one.


    Finally, Specter said, “Jason, I’m afraid I’ve withheld some rather vital information from you. Pyotr Zilber was my son.”


    “Your son? By why didn’t you tell me that in the first place?”


    “Fear,” the professor said. “I’ve kept his real identity a secret for so many years it’s become habit. I needed to protect Pyotr from his enemies—my enemies—the enemies who were responsible for murdering my wife. I felt the best way to do that was to change his name. So in the summer of his sixth year, Aleksei Specter drowned tragically and Pyotr Zilber came into being. I left him with friends, left everything and came to America, to Washington, to begin my life anew without him. It was the most difficult thing I’ve ever had to do. But how can a father renounce his son when he can’t forget him?”


    Bourne knew precisely what he meant. He’d been about to tell the professor what he’d learned about Pyotr and his cast of misfits and fuckups, but this didn’t seem the right time to bring up more bad news.


    “So you helped him?” Bourne guessed. “Secretly.”


    “Ever so secretly,” Specter said. “I couldn’t afford to have anyone link us together, I couldn’t allow anyone to know my son was still alive. It was the least I could do for him. Jason, I hadn’t seen him since he was six years old.”


    Hearing the naked anguish in Specter’s voice, Bourne waited a moment. “What happened?”


    “He did a very stupid thing. He decided to take on the Black Legion himself. He spent years infiltrating the organization. He discovered that the Black Legion was planning a major attack inside America, then he spent months worming his way closer to the project. And finally, he had the key to bringing them down: He stole the plans to their target. Since we had to be careful about direct communication, I suggested he use his network for the purpose of getting me information on the Black Legion’s movements. This is how he meant to send me the plans.”


    “Why didn’t he simply photograph them and send them to you digitally?”


    “He tried that, but it didn’t work. The paper the plans are printed on is coated with a substance that makes whatever’s printed on it impossible to copy by any means. He had to get me the plans themselves.”


    “Surely he told you the nature of the plans,” Bourne said.


    “He was going to,” the professor said. “But before he could he was caught, taken to Icoupov’s villa, where Arkadin tortured and killed him.”


    Bourne considered the implications in light of the new information the professor had given him. “Do you think he told them he was your son?”


    “I’ve been concerned about that ever since the kidnapping attempt. I’m afraid Icoupov might know our blood connection.”


    “You’d better take precautions, Professor.”


    “I plan to do just that, Jason. I’ll be leaving the DC area in just over an hour. Meanwhile, my people have been hard at work. I’ve gotten word that Icoupov sent Arkadin to fetch the plans from Pyotr’s network. He’s leaving a trail of bodies in his wake.”


    “Where is he now?” Bourne said.


    “Istanbul, but that won’t do you any good,” Specter said, “because by the time you get there he’ll surely have gone. It’s now more imperative than ever that you find him, though, because we have confirmed that he’s taken the plans from the courier he murdered in Istanbul, and time is running out before the attack.”


    “This courier came from where?”


    “Munich,” the professor said. “He was the last link in the chain before the plans were to be delivered to me.”


    “From what you tell me, it’s clear that Arkadin’s mission is twofold,” Bourne said. “First, to get the plans; second, to permanently shut down Pyotr’s network by killing its members one by one. Dieter Heinrich, the courier in Munich, is the only one remaining alive.”


    “Who was Heinrich supposed to deliver the plans to in Munich?”


    “Egon Kirsch. Kirsch is my man,” Specter said. “I’ve already alerted him to the danger.”


    Bourne thought a moment. “Does Arkadin know what Kirsch looks like?”


    “No, and neither does the young woman with him. Her name is Devra. She was one of Pyotr’s people, but now she’s helping Arkadin kill her former colleagues.”


    “Why would she do that?” Bourne asked.


    “I haven’t the faintest idea,” the professor said. “She was something of a cipher in Sevastopol, where she fell in with Arkadin—no friends, no family, an orphan of the state. So far my people haven’t turned up anything useful. In any event, I’m going to pull Kirsch out of Munich.”


    Bourne’s mind was working overtime. “Don’t do that. Get him out of his apartment to a safe place somewhere in the city. I’ll take the first flight out to Munich. Before I leave here I want all the information on Kirsch’s life you can get me—where he was born, raised, his friends, family, schooling, every detail he can give you. I’ll study it on the flight over, then meet with him.”


    “Jason, I don’t like the way this conversation is headed,” Specter said. “I suspect I know what you’re planning. If I’m right, you’re going to take Kirsch’s place. I forbid it. I won’t let you set yourself up as a target for Arkadin. It’s far too dangerous.”


    “It’s a little late for second thoughts, Professor,” Bourne said. “It’s vital I get these plans, you said so yourself. You do your part and I’ll do mine.”


    “Fair enough,” Specter said after a moment’s hesitation. “But my part includes activating a friend of mine who operates out of Munich.”


    Bourne didn’t like the sound of that. “What do you mean?”


    “You’ve already made it clear that you work alone, Jason, but this man Jens is someone you want at your back. He’s intimately familiar with wet work.”


    A professional killer for hire, Bourne thought. “Thank you, Professor, but no.”


    “This isn’t a request, Jason.” Specter’s voice held a stern warning not to cross him. “Jens is my condition for you taking Kirsch’s place. I won’t allow you to walk into this bear trap on your own. My decision is final.”


    



    



    Dimitri Maslov and Boris Karpov embraced like old friends while Bourne stood on, silent. When it came to Russian politics nothing should surprise him, but it was nevertheless astonishing to see a high-ranking colonel in the Federal Anti-Narcotics Agency cordially greeting the kingpin of the Kazanskaya, one of the two most notorious narcotics grupperovka.


    This bizarre reunion took place in Bar-Dak, near the Leninsky Prospekt. The club had opened for Maslov; hardly surprising, since he owned it. Bar-Dak meant both “brothel” and “chaos” in current Russian slang. Bar-Dak was neither, though it did sport a prominent strippers’ stage complete with poles and a rather unusual leather swing that looked like a horse’s harness.


    An open audition for pole dancers was in full swing. The lineup of eye-poppingly-built young blond women snaked around the four walls of the club, which was painted in glossy black enamel. Massive sound speakers, lines of vodka bottles on mirrored shelves, and vintage mirror balls were the major accoutrements.


    After the two men were finished slapping each other on the back, Maslov led them across the cavernous room, through a door, and down a wood-paneled hallway. Mixed in with the scent of the cedar was the unmistakable waft of chlorine. It smelled like a health club, and with good reason. They went through a translucent pebbled glass door into a locker room.


    “The sauna’s just over there,” Maslov pointed. “We meet inside in five minutes.”


    Before Maslov would continue the conversation with Bourne, he insisted on meeting with Boris Karpov. Bourne had thought such a conference unlikely, but when he called Boris, his friend readily agreed. Maslov had given Bourne the name of Bar-Dak, nothing more. Karpov had said only, “I know it. I’ll be there in ninety minutes.”


    Now, stripped down to the buff, white Turkish towels around their loins, the three men reconvened in the steamy confines of the sauna. The small room was lined, like the hallway, in cedar paneling. Slatted wooden benches ran around three walls. In one corner was a heap of heated stones, above which hung a cord.


    When Maslov entered, he pulled the cord, showering the rocks with water, which produced clouds of steam that swirled up to the ceiling and down again, engulfing the men as they sat on the benches.


    “The colonel has assured me that he will take care of my situation if I take care of his,” Maslov said. “Perhaps I should say that I will take care of Cherkesov’s problem.”


    There was a twinkle in his eye as he said this. Stripped of his outsize Hawaiian shirt, he was a small, wiry man with ropy muscles and not an ounce of fat on him. He wore no gold chains around his neck or diamond rings on his fingers. His tattoos were his jewelry; they covered his entire torso. But these were not the crude and often blurred prison tattoos found on so many of his kind. They were among the most elaborate designs Bourne had ever seen: Asian dragons breathing fire, coiling their tails, spreading their wings, grasping with claws outstretched.


    “Four years ago I spent six months in Tokyo,” Maslov said. “It’s the only place to get tattoos. But that’s just my opinion.”


    Boris rocked with laughter. “So that’s where you were, you bastard! I scoured all of Russia for your skinny butt.”


    “In the Ginza,” Maslov said, “I hoisted quite a few saki martinis to you and your law enforcement minions. I knew you’d never find me.” He made a sweeping gesture. “But that bit of unpleasantness is behind us; the real perpetrator confessed to the murders I was suspected of committing. Now we find ourselves in our own private glasnost.”


    “I want to know more about Leonid Danilovich Arkadin,” Bourne said.


    Maslov spread his hands. “Once he was one of us. Then something happened to him, I don’t know what. He broke away from the grupperovka. People don’t do that and survive for long, but Arkadin is in a class by himself. No one dares to touch him. He wraps himself in his reputation for murder and ruthlessness. This is a man—let me tell you—who has no heart. Yes, Dimitri, you might say to me, but isn’t that true of most of your kind? To this I answer, Yes. But Arkadin is also without a soul. This is where he parts company with the others. There is no one else like him, the colonel can back me up on this.”


    Boris nodded sagely. “Even Cherkesov fears him, our president as well. I personally don’t know anyone in either FSB-1 or FSB-2 who’d be willing to take him on, let alone survive. He’s like a great white shark, the murderer of killers.”


    “Aren’t you being a bit melodramatic?”


    Maslov sat forward, elbows in knees. “Listen, my friend, whatever the hell your real name is, this man Arkadin was born in Nizhny Tagil. Do you know it? No? Let me tell you. This fucking excuse of a city east of here in the southern Ural Mountains is hell on earth. It’s filled with smokestacks belching sulfurous fumes from its ironworks. Poor is not even a word you can apply to the residents, who swill homemade vodka that’s almost pure alcohol and pass out wherever they happen to land. The police, such as they are, are as brutal and sadistic as the citizens. As a gulag is ringed by guard towers, Nizhny Tagil is surrounded by high-security prisons. Since the prison inmates are released without even train fare they settle in the town. You, an American, cannot imagine the brutality, the callousness of the residents of this human sewer. No one but the worst of the crims—as the criminals are called—dares be on the streets after 10 PM.”


    Maslov wiped the sweat off his cheeks with the back of his hand. “This is the place where Arkadin was born and raised. It was from this cesspit that he made a name for himself by kicking people out of their apartments in old Soviet-era projects and selling them to criminals with a bit of money stolen from regular citizens.


    “But whatever happened to Arkadin in Nizhny Tagil in his youth—and I don’t profess to know what that might be—has followed him like a ghoul. Believe me when I tell you that you’ve never met a man like him. You’re better off not to.”


    “I know where he is,” Bourne said. “I’m going after him.”


    “Christ.” Maslov shook his head. “You must have a mighty fucking large death wish.”


    “You don’t know my friend here,” Boris said.


    Maslov eyed Bourne. “I know him as much as I want to, I think.” He stood up. “The stench of death is already on him.”

  


  
    TWENTY-NINE

  


  
    The man who stepped off the plane in Munich airport, who dutifully went through Customs and Immigration with all the other passengers from the many flights arriving at more or less the same time, looked nothing like Semion Icoupov. His name was Franz Richter, his passport proclaimed him as a German national, but underneath all the makeup and prosthetics he was Semion Icoupov just the same.


    Nevertheless, Icoupov felt naked, exposed to the prying eyes of his enemies, whom he knew were everywhere. They waited patiently for him, like his own death. Ever since boarding the plane he’d been haunted by a sense of impending doom. He hadn’t been able to shake it on the flight, he couldn’t shake it now. He felt as if he’d come to Munich to stare his own death in the face.


    His driver was waiting for him at baggage claim. The man, heavily armed, took the one piece of luggage Icoupov pointed out to him off the chrome carousel, carried it as he led Icoupov through the crowded concourse and out into the dull Munich evening, gray as morning. It wasn’t as cold as it had been in Switzerland, but it was wetter, the chill as penetrating as Icoupov’s foreboding.


    It wasn’t fear he felt so much as sorrow. Sorrow that he might not see this battle finished, that his hated nemesis would win, that old grudges would not be settled, that his father’s memory would remain sullied, that his murder would remain unavenged.


    To be sure, there had been attrition on both sides, he thought as he settled into the backseat of the dove-gray Mercedes. The endgame had begun and already he sensed the checkmate waiting for him not far off. It was difficult but necessary for him to admit that he had been outmaneuvered at every turn. Perhaps he wasn’t up to carrying the vision his father had for the Eastern Brotherhood; perhaps the corruption and inversion of ideals had gone too far. Whatever the case, he had lost a great deal of ground to his enemy, and Icoupov had come to the bleak conclusion that he had only one chance to win. His chance rested with Arkadin, the plans for the Black Legion’s attack on New York City’s Empire State Building, and Jason Bourne. For he realized now that his nemesis was too strong. Without the American’s help, he feared his cause was lost.


    He stared out the smoked-glass window at the looming skyline of Munich. It gave him a shiver to be back here, where it all began, where the Eastern Brotherhood was saved from Allied war trials following the collapse of the Third Reich.


    At that time his father—Farid Icoupov—and Ibrahim Sever were jointly in charge of what was left of the Eastern Legions. Up until the Nazi surrender, Farid, the intellectual, ran the intelligence network that infiltrated the Soviet Union, while Ibrahim, the warrior, commanded the legions that fought on the Eastern Front.


    Six months before the Reich’s capitulation, the two men met outside Berlin. They saw the end, even if the lunatic Nazi hierarchy was oblivious. So they laid plans for how to ensure their people would survive the war’s aftermath. The first thing Ibrahim did was to move his soldiers out of harm’s way. By that juncture the Nazi bureaucratic infrastructure had been decimated by Allied bombing, so it was not difficult to redeploy his people into Belgium, Denmark, Greece, and Italy, where they were safe from the reflexive violence of the first wave of invading Allies.


    Because Farid and Ibrahim despised Stalin, because they were witness to the massive scale of the atrocities ordered by him, they were in a unique position to understand the Allied fear of communism. Farid argued persuasively that soldiers would be of no use to the Allies, but an intelligence network already inside the Soviet Union would be invaluable. He keenly understood how antithetical communism was to capitalism, that the Americans and the Soviets were allies out of necessity. He felt it inevitable that after the war was over these uncomfortable allies would become bitter enemies.


    Ibrahim had no recourse but to agree with his friend’s thesis, and indeed this was how it turned out. At every step, Farid and Ibrahim brilliantly outmaneuvered the postwar German agencies in keeping control of their people. As a result, the Eastern Legions not only survived but in fact prospered in postwar Germany.


    Farid, however, fairly quickly uncovered a pattern of violence that made him suspicious. German officials who disagreed with his eloquent arguments for continued control were replaced by ones who did. That was odd enough, but then he discovered that those original officials no longer existed. To a one, they had dropped out of sight, never to be seen or heard from again.


    Farid bypassed the weakling German bureaucracy and went straight to the Americans with his concerns, but he was unprepared for their response, which was one big shrug. No one, it seemed, cared the least bit about disappeared Germans. They were all too busy defending their slice of Berlin to be bothered.


    It was about this time that Ibrahim came to him with the idea of moving the Eastern Legions’ headquarters to Munich, out of the way of the increasing antagonism between the Americans and the Soviets. Fed up with the American’s disinterest, Farid readily agreed.


    They found postwar Munich a bombed-out wreck, seething with immigrant Muslims. Ibrahim wasted no time in recruiting these people into the organization, which by this time had changed its name to the Eastern Brotherhood. For his part, Farid found the American intelligence community in Munich far more receptive to his arguments. Indeed, they were desperate for him and his network. Emboldened, he told them that if they wanted to make a formal arrangement with the Eastern Brotherhood for intelligence from behind the Iron Curtain, they had to look into the disappearances of the list of former German officials he handed them.


    It took three months, but at the end of that time he was asked to appear before a man named Brian Folks, whose official title was American attaché of something-or-other. In fact, he was OSS chief of station in Munich, the man who received the intel Farid’s network provided him from inside the Soviet Union.


    Folks told him that the unofficial investigation Farid asked him to undertake had now been completed. Without another word, he handed over a slim file, sat without comment as Farid read it. The folder contained the photos of each of the German officials on the list Farid had provided. Following each photo was a sheet detailing the findings. All the men were dead. All had been shot in the back of the head. Farid read through this meager material with an increasing sense of frustration. Then he looked up at Folks and said, “Is this it? Is this all there is?”


    Folks watched Farid from behind steel-rimmed glasses. “It’s all that appears in the report,” he said. “But those aren’t all the findings.” He held out his hand, took the file back. Then he turned, put the sheets one by one through a shredder. When he was finished, he threw the empty folder into the wastebasket, the contents of which were burned every evening at precisely 5 PM.


    Following this solemn ritual, he placed his hands on his desk, said to Farid, “The finding of most interest to you is this: Evidence collected indicates conclusively that the murders of these men were committed by Ibrahim Sever.”


    



    



    Tyrone shifted on the bare concrete floor. It was so slippery with his own fluids that one knee went out from under him, splaying him so painfully that he cried out. Of course, no one came to help him; he was alone in the interrogation cell in the basement of the NSA safe house deep in the Virginia countryside. He had to quite literally locate himself in his mind, had to trace the route he and Soraya had taken when they’d driven to the safe house. When? Three days ago? Ten hours? What? The rendition he’d been subjected to had erased any sense of time. The hood over his head threatened to erase his sense of place, so that periodically he had to say to himself: “I’m in an interrogation cell in the basement of the NSA safe house in”—and here he would recite the name of the last town he and Soraya had passed… when?


    That was the problem, really. His sense of disorientation was so complete, there were periods when he couldn’t distinguish up from down. Worse, those periods were becoming both longer and more frequent.


    The pain was hardly an issue because he was used to pain, though never this intense or prolonged. It was the disorientation that was worming its way into his brain like a surgeon’s drill. It seemed that with each bout he was losing more of himself, as if he were made up of grains of salt or sand trickling away from him. And what would happen when they were all gone? What would he become?


    He thought of DJ Tank and the rest of his former crew. He thought of Deron, of Kiki, but none of those tricks worked. They’d slip away like mist and he’d be left to the void into which, he was increasingly sure, he’d disappear. Then he thought of Soraya, conjured her piece by piece, as if he were a sculptor, molding her out of a lump of clay. And he found that as his mind lovingly re-created each minute bit of her, he miraculously stayed intact.


    As he struggled back to a position that was tolerably painful, he heard a metallic scrape, and his head came up. Before anything else could transpire, the scents of freshly cooked eggs and bacon came to him, making his mouth water. He’d been fed nothing but plain oatmeal since he was brought here. And at inconsistent times—sometimes one meal right after the other—in order to keep his disorientation absolute.


    He heard the scuff of leather soles—two men, his ears told him.


    Then General Kendall’s voice, saying imperiously, “Set the food on the table, Willard. Right there, thank you. That will be all.”


    One set of shoe soles clacked across the floor, the sound of the door closing. Silence. Then the screech of a chair being hitched across the concrete. Kendall was sitting down, Tyrone surmised.


    “What have we here?” Kendall said, clearly to himself. “Ah, my favorite: eggs over easy, bacon, buttered grits, hot biscuits and gravy.” The sound of cutlery being taken up. “You like grits, Tyrone? You like biscuits and gravy?”


    Tyrone wasn’t too far gone to be incensed. “On’y ting I like betta is watermelon, sah.”


    “That’s a damn fine imitation of one of your brethren, Tyrone.” He was obviously talking while eating. “This is damn fine chow. Would you like some?”


    Tyrone’s stomach growled so loudly he was sure Kendall heard it.


    “All you gotta do is tell me everything you and the Moore woman were up to.”


    “I don’t rat anyone out,” Tyrone said bitterly.


    “Um.” The sounds of Kendall swallowing. “That’s what they all say in the beginning.” He chewed some more. “You do know this is just the beginning, don’t you, Tyrone? Sure you do. Just like you know the Moore woman isn’t going to save you. She’s going to hang you out to dry, sure as I’m sitting here eating the most mouthwatering biscuits I ever had. You know why? Because LaValle gave her a choice: you or Jason Bourne. You know her history with Bourne. She might claim she didn’t fuck him but you and I know better.”


    “She never slept with him,” Tyrone said before he could stop himself.


    “Sure. She told you that.” Munch, munch, munch went Kendall’s jaws, shredding the crisp bacon. “What’d you expect her to say?”


    The sonovabitch was playing mind games with him, Tyrone knew that for a fact. Trouble was, he wasn’t lying. Tyrone knew how Soraya felt about Bourne—it was written all over her face every time she saw him or his name came up. Though she’d said otherwise, the question Kendall had just raised had gnawed at him like an addict at a candy bar.


    It was difficult not to envy Bourne with his freedom, his encyclopedic knowledge, his friendship as equals with Deron. But all these things Tyrone dealt with in his own way. It was Soraya’s love for Bourne that was so hard to live with.


    He heard the scrape of chair legs and then felt the presence of Kendall as he squatted down beside him. It was astonishing, Tyrone thought, how much heat another human being gave off.


    “I have to say, Tyrone, you really have taken a beating,” Kendall said. “I think you deserve a reward for how well you’ve held up. Shit, we’ve had suspects in here who were crying for their mamas after twenty-four hours. Not you, though.” The quick click-clack of a metal utensil against a china plate. “How about some eggs and bacon? Man, this was some big plate of food, I surely can’t finish it myself. So come on. Join me.”


    As the hood was raised high enough to expose his mouth Tyrone was conflicted. His mind told him to refuse the offer, but his severely shrunken stomach yearned for real food. He could smell the rich flavors of bacon and eggs, felt the food warm as a kiss against his lips.


    “Hey, man, what’re you waiting for?”


    Fuck it, Tyrone said to himself. The tastes of the food exploded inside his mouth. He wanted to moan in pleasure. He wolfed down the first few forkfuls fed to him, then forced himself to chew slowly and methodically, extracting every bit of flavor from the hickory-smoked meat and the rich yolk.


    “Tastes good,” Kendall said. He must have regained his feet because his voice was above Tyrone when he said, “Tastes real good, doesn’t it?”


    Tyrone was about to nod his assent when pain exploded in the pit of his stomach. He grunted when it came again. He’d been kicked before, so he knew what Kendall was doing. The third kick landed. He tried to hold on to his food, but the involuntary reaction had begun. A moment later he vomited up all the delicious food Kendall had fed him.


    



    



    The Munich courier is the last one in the network,” Devra said. “His name is Egon Kirsch, but that’s all I know. I never met him; no one I know did. Pyotr made sure that link was completely compartmentalized. So far as I know Kirsch dealt directly with Pyotr and no one else.”


    “Who does Kirsch deliver his intel to?” Arkadin said. “Who’s at the other end of the network?”


    “I have no idea.”


    He believed her. “Did Heinrich and Kirsch have a particular meeting place?”


    She shook her head.


    On the Lufthansa flight from Istanbul to Munich he sat shoulder-to-shoulder with her and wondered what the hell he was doing. She’d given him all the information he was going to get from her. He had the plans; he was on the last lap of his mission. All that remained was to deliver the plans to Icoupov, find Kirsch, and persuade him to lead Arkadin back to the end of the network. Child’s play.


    Which begged the question of what to do with Devra. He’d already made up his mind to kill her, as he’d killed Marlene and so many others. It was a fait accompli, a fixed point detailed in his mind, a diamond that only needed polishing to sparkle into life. Sitting in the jetliner he heard the quick report from the gun, leaves falling over her dead body, covering her like a blanket.


    Devra, who was seated on the aisle, got up, made her way back to the lavatories. Arkadin closed his eyes and was back in the sooty stench of Nizhny Tagil, men with filed teeth and blurry tattoos, women old before their time, bent, swigging homemade vodka from plastic soda bottles, girls with sunken eyes, bereft of a future. And then the mass grave…


    His eyes popped open. He was having difficulty breathing. Heaving himself to his feet, he followed Devra. She was the last of the passengers waiting. The accordion door on the right opened, an older women bustled out, squeezed by Devra then Arkadin. Devra went into the lavatory, closed the door, and locked it. The occupied sign came on.


    Arkadin walked to the door, stood in front of it for a moment. Then he knocked on it gently.


    “Just a minute,” her voice came to him.


    Leaning his head against the door, he said, “Devra, it’s me.” And after a short silence, “Open the door.”


    A moment later, the door folded back. She stood in front of him.


    “I want to come in,” he said.


    Their eyes locked for the space of several heartbeats as each tried to gauge the intent of the other.


    Then she backed up against the tiny sink, Arkadin stepped inside, with some difficulty shut the door behind him, and turned the lock.

  


  
    THIRTY

  


  
    It’s state-of-the-art,” Gunter Müller said. “Guaranteed.”


    Both he and Moira were wearing hard hats as they walked through the series of semi-automated workshops of Kaller Steelworks Gesellschaft, where the coupling link that would receive the LNG tankers as they nosed into the NextGen Long Beach terminal had been manufactured.


    Müller, the team leader on the NextGen coupling link project, was a senior vice president of Kaller, a smallish man dressed impeccably in a conservatively cut three-piece chalk-striped suit, expensive shoes, and a tie in black and gold, Munich’s colors since the time of the Holy Roman Empire. His skin was bright pink, as if he’d just had his face steam-cleaned, and thick brown hair, graying at the sides. He talked slowly and distinctly in good English, though he was rather endearingly weak with modern American idioms.


    At each step he explained the manufacturing process with excruciating detail, great pride. Spread out before them were the design drawings, along with the specs, to which Müller referred time and again.


    Moira was listening with only one ear. How her situation had changed now that the Firm was out of the picture, now that NextGen was on its own with the security of its terminal operations in Long Beach, now that she had been reassigned.


    But the more things change, she thought, the more they stay the same. The moment Noah had handed her the packet for Damascus she knew she wouldn’t disengage herself from the Long Beach terminal project. No matter what Noah or his bosses had determined she couldn’t leave NextGen or this project in jeopardy. Müller, like everyone else at Kaller and, for that matter, nearly everyone at NextGen, had no idea she worked for the Firm. Only she knew she should be on a flight to Damascus, not here with him. She had a grace period of mere hours before her contact at NextGen would begin to ask questions as to why she was still on the LNG terminal project. By then, she hoped to convince NextGen’s president of the wisdom of her disobeying the Firm’s orders.


    Finally, they reached the loading bay where the sixteen parts of the coupling link were being packed for shipment by air to Long Beach on the NextGen 747 jet that had brought her and Bourne to Munich.


    “As specified in the contract, our team of engineers will be accompanying you on the homeward journey.” Müller rolled up the drawings, snapped a rubber band around them, and handed them to Moira. “They’ll be in charge of putting the coupling link together on site. I have every confidence that all will go smoothly.”


    “It had better,” Moira said. “The LNG tanker is scheduled to dock at the terminal in thirty hours.” She shot Müller an unpleasant look. “Not much leeway for your engineers.”


    “Not to worry, Fraulein Trevor,” he said cheerfully. “They’re more than up to the task.”


    “For your company’s sake, I sincerely hope so.” She stowed the roll under her left arm, preparatory to leaving. “Shall we speak frankly, Herr Müller?”


    He smiled. “Always.”


    “I wouldn’t have had to come here at all had it not been for the string of delays that set your manufacturing process back.”


    Müller’s smile seemed immovable. “My dear Fraulein, as I explained to your superiors, the delays were unavoidable—please blame the Chinese for the temporary shortage of steel, and the South Africans for the energy shortage that is forcing the platinum mines to work at half speed.” He spread his hands. “We’ve done the best we could, I assure you.” His smile widened. “And now we are at the end of our journey together. The coupling link will be in Long Beach within eighteen hours, and eight hours later it will be in one piece and ready to receive your tanker of liquid natural gas.” He stuck out his hand. “All will have a happy ending, yes?”


    “Of course it will. Thank you, Herr Müller.”


    Müller nearly clicked his heels. “The pleasure is all mine, Fraulein.”


    Moira walked back through the factory with Müller at her side. She said good-bye to him once more at the gates to the factory, walked across the gravel drive to where her chauffeured car sat waiting for her, its precisely engineered German engine purring quietly.


    They pulled out of the Kaller Steelworks property, turned left toward the autobahn back to Munich. Five minutes later, her driver said, “There’s a car following us, Fraulein.”


    Turning around, Moira peered out the back window. A small Volkswagen, no more than fifty yards behind them, flashed its headlights.


    “Pull over.” She pushed aside the hem of her long skirt, took a SIG Sauer out of the holster strapped to her left ankle.


    The driver did as he was told, and the car came to a stop on the shoulder of the road. The Volkswagen pulled in behind. Moira sat waiting for something to happen; she was too well trained to get out of the car.


    At length, the Volkswagen drove off the shoulder, into the underbrush, where it disappeared from sight. A moment later a man became visible tramping out onto the side of the road. He was tall and narrow, with a pencil mustache and suspenders holding up his trousers. He was in his shirtsleeves, oblivious to the German winter chill. She could see that he had no weapons on him, which, she reasoned, was the point. When he came abreast of her car, she leaned across the backseat, opened the door for him, and he slipped inside.


    “My name is Hauser, Fraulein Trevor. Arthur Hauser.” His expression was morose, bitter. “I apologize for the incivility of this impromptu meeting, but I assure you the melodrama is necessary.” As if to underscore his words, he glanced back down the road toward the factory, his expression fearful. “I do not have much time so I shall come straight to the point. There is a flaw in the coupling link—not, I hasten to add, in the hardware. That, I assure you, is absolutely sound. But there is a problem with the software. Nothing that will interfere with the operation of the link, no, not at all. It is, rather, a security flaw—a window, if you will. The chances are it might never be discovered, but all the same it’s there.”


    When Hauser glanced again out the back window a car was coming toward them. He clamped his jaws shut, watched as the vehicle passed by, then visibly relaxed as it drove on down the road.


    “Herr Müller was not altogether truthful. The delays were caused by this software flaw, nothing else. I should know, since I was part of the software design team. We tried for a patch, but it’s been devilishly difficult, and we ran out of time.”


    “Just how serious is this flaw?” Moira said.


    “It depends on whether you’re an optimist or a pessimist.” Hauser ducked his head, embarrassed. “As I said, it might never be discovered.”


    Moira glanced out the window for a time, thinking that she shouldn’t ask the next question because, as Noah told her in no uncertain terms, the Firm was now out of ensuring the security of NextGen’s LNG terminal.


    And then she heard herself say, “What if I’m a pessimist?”


    



    



    Peter Marks found Rodney Feir, chief of field support, in the CI caff, eating a bowl of New England clam chowder. Feir looked up, gestured to Marks to sit. Peter Marks had been elevated to chief of operations after the ill-starred Rob Batt was outed as an NSA rat.


    “How’s it going?” Feir said.


    “How d’you think it’s going?” Marks parked himself on the chair opposite Feir. “I’ve been vetting every one of Batt’s contacts for any sign of NSA taint. It’s daunting and frustrating work. You?”


    “As exhausted as you, I expect.” Feir sprinkled oyster crackers into the chowder. “I’ve been briefing the new DCI on everything from agents in the field to the cleaning firm we’ve used for the past twenty years.”


    “D’you think she’ll work out?”


    Feir knew he had to be careful here. “I’ll say this for her: She’s a stickler for detail. No stone unturned. She’s not leaving anything to chance.”


    “That’s a relief.” Marks twiddled a fork between his thumb and fingers. “What we don’t need is another crisis. I’d be happy with someone who can right this listing ship.”


    “My sentiments exactly.”


    “The reason I’m here,” Marks said, “is I’m having a staffing problem. I’ve lost some people to attrition. Of course, that’s inevitable. I thought I’d get some good recruits graduating from the program, but they went to Typhon. I’m in need of a short-term fix.”


    Feir chewed on a mouthful of gritty clam bits and soft potato cubes. He’d diverted those graduates to Typhon and had been waiting for Marks to come to him ever since. “How can I help?”


    “I’d like some of Dick Symes’s people to be assigned to my directorate.” Dick Symes was the chief of intelligence. “Just temporarily, you understand, until I can get some raw recruits through training and orientation.”


    “Have you talked to Dick?”


    “Why bother? He’ll just tell me to go to hell. But you can plead my case to Hart. She’s so snowed under that you’re the one best suited to get her to listen to me. If she makes the call Dick can yell all he wants, it won’t matter.”


    Feir wiped his lips. “What number of personnel are we talking here, Peter?”


    “Eighteen, two dozen tops.”


    “Not inconsiderable. The DCI is going to want to know what you have in mind.”


    “I’ve got a brief detailing it all ready to go,” Marks said. “I shoot it to you electronically, you walk it in to her personally.”


    Feir nodded. “I think that can be arranged.”


    Relief flooded Marks’s face. “Thanks, Rodney.”


    “Don’t mention it.” He began to dig into what was left of the chowder. As Marks was about to rise, he said, “Do you by any chance know where Soraya is? She’s not in her office and she’s not answering her cell.”


    “Unh-unh.” Marks resettled himself. “Why?”


    “No reason.”


    Something in Feir’s voice gave him pause. “No reason? Really?”


    “Just, you know how office scuttlebutt can be.”


    “Meaning?”


    “You two are tight, aren’t you.”


    “Is that what you heard?”


    “Well, yeah.” Feir placed his spoon into the empty bowl. “But if it isn’t true—”


    “I don’t know where she is, Rodney.” Marks’s gaze drifted off. “We never had that kind of thing going.”


    “Sorry, I didn’t mean to pry.”


    Marks waved away his apology. “Forget it. I have. So what do you want to talk with her about?”


    This was what Feir was hoping he’d say. According to the general, he and LaValle required intel on the nuts and bolts of how Typhon worked. “Budgets. She’s got so many agents in the field, the DCI wants an accounting of their expenses—which, frankly, hasn’t been done since Martin died.”


    “That’s understandable, given what’s been going on in here lately.”


    Feir shrugged deferentially. “I’d do it myself; Soraya’s got more on her plate than she can handle, I imagine. Trouble is, I don’t even know where the files are.” He was going to add: Do you? but decided that would be over-selling it.


    Marks thought a minute. “I might be able to help you there.”


    



    



    How badly does your shoulder hurt?” Devra said.


    Arkadin, pressed against her body, his powerful arms around her, said, “I don’t know how to answer that. I have an extremely high tolerance for pain.”


    The airplane’s cramped bathroom allowed him to concentrate exclusively on her. It was like being in a coffin together, like being dead, but in a strange afterlife where only they existed.


    She smiled up at him as one of his hands traced its way from the small of her back to her neck. His thumb pressed against her jaw, gently tilted her head up while his fingers tightened on the nape of her neck.


    He leaned in, his weight arching her torso backward above the sink. He could see the back of her head in the mirror, his face about to eclipse hers. A flame of emotion flickered to life, illuminating the soulless void inside him.


    He kissed her.


    “Gently,” she whispered. “Relax your lips.”


    Her moist lips opened beneath his, her tongue searched for his, tentatively at first, then with an unmistakable hunger. His lips trembled. He had never felt anything when kissing a woman. In fact, he’d always done his best to avoid it, not knowing what it was for, or why women sought it so relentlessly. An exchange of fluids, that’s all it was to him, like a procedure performed in a doctor’s office. The best he could say was that it was painless, that it was over quickly.


    The electricity that shot through him when his lips met hers stunned him. The sheer pleasure of it astonished him. It hadn’t been like this with Marlene; it hadn’t been like this with anyone. He did not know what to make of the tremor in his knees. Her sweet, moaning exhalations entered him like silent cries of ecstasy. He swallowed them whole, and wanted more.


    Wanting was something Arkadin was unused to. Need was the word that had driven his life up to this moment: He needed to avenge himself on his mother, he needed to escape home, he needed to strike out on his own, no matter the course, he needed to bury rivals and enemies, he needed to destroy anyone who got close to his secrets. But want? That was another matter entirely. Devra defined want for him. And it was only when he was certain he no longer needed her that his desire revealed itself. He wanted her.


    When he lifted her skirt, probing underneath, her leg drew up. Her fingers nimbly freed him from his clothing. Then he stopped thinking altogether.


    



    



    Afterward, when they’d returned to their seats, making their way through the line of glaring passengers queued up to use the lavatory, Devra burst into laughter. Arkadin sat watching her. This was another thing unique about her. Anyone else would have asked, Was that your first time? Not her. She wasn’t interested in prying his lid open, peering inside to see what made him tick. She had no need to know. Because he was someone who had always needed something, he couldn’t tolerate that trait in anyone else.


    He was aware of her next to him in a way he was unable to understand. It was as if he could feel her heartbeat, the rush of blood through her body, a body that seemed frail to him, even though he knew how tough she could be, after all she’d suffered. How easily her bones could be broken, how easily a knife slipped through her ribs might pierce her heart, how easily a bullet could shatter her skull. These thoughts sent him into a rage, and he shifted closer to her, as if she were in need of protection—which, when it came to her former allies, she most certainly was. He knew then that he’d do everything in his power to kill anyone who sought to do her harm.


    Feeling him edge closer, she turned and smiled. “You know something, Leonid, for the first time in my life I feel safe. All that prickly shit I give off is something I learned early on to keep people away.”


    “You learned to be tough like your mother.”


    She shook her head. “That’s the really shitty part. My mother had this tough shell, yeah, but it was skin-deep. Beneath it, she was a mass of fears.”


    Devra put her head against the headrest as she continued, “In fact, the most vivid thing I remember about my mother was her fear. It came off her like a stink. Even after she’d bathed, I smelled it. Of course, for a long time I didn’t know what it was, and maybe I was the only one who smelled it, I don’t know.


    “Anyway, she used to tell me an old Ukrainian folktale. It was about the Nine Levels of Hell. What was she thinking? Was she trying to frighten me or lessen her own fear by sharing it with me? I don’t know. In any case, this is what she told me. There is one heaven, but there are nine levels of hell where, depending on the severity of your sins, you’re sent when you die.


    “The first, the least bad, is the one familiar to everyone, where you roast in flames. The second is where you’re alone on the summit of a mountain. Every night you freeze solid, slowly and horribly, only to thaw out in the morning, when the process begins all over again. The third is a place of blinding light; the fourth of pitch blackness. The fifth is a place of icy winds that cut you, quite literally, like a knife. In the sixth, you’re pierced by arrows. In the seventh, you’re slowly buried by an army of ants. In the eighth, you’re crucified.


    “But it was the ninth level that terrified my mother the most. There, you lived among wild beasts that gorged themselves on human hearts.”


    The cruelty of telling this to a child wasn’t lost on Arkadin. He was absolutely certain that if his mother had been Ukrainian she’d have told him the same folktale.


    “I used to laugh at her story—or at least I tried to,” Devra said. “I struggled against believing such nonsense. But that was before a number of those levels of hell were visited on us.”


    Arkadin felt her presence inside him all the more deeply. The sense of wanting to protect her seemed to bounce around inside him, increasing exponentially as his brain tried to come to terms with what the feeling meant. Had he at last stumbled across something big enough, bright enough, strong enough to put his demons to rest?


    After Marlene’s death, Icoupov had seen the writing on the wall. He’d stopped trying to peer into Arkadin’s past. Instead he’d shipped him off to America to be rehabilitated. “Reprogrammed,” Icoupov had called it. Arkadin had spent eighteen months in the Washington, DC, area going through a unique experimental program devised and run by a friend of Icoupov’s. Arkadin had emerged changed in many ways, though his past—his shadows, his demons—remained intact. How he wished the program had erased all memory of it! But that wasn’t the nature of the program. Icoupov no longer cared about Arkadin’s past, what concerned him was his future, and for that the program was ideal.


    He fell asleep thinking about the program, but he dreamed he was back in Nizhny Tagil. He never dreamed about the program; in the program he felt safe. His dreams weren’t about safety; they were about being pushed from great heights.


    



    



    Late at night, a subterranean bar called Crespi was the only option when he wanted to get a drink in Nizhny Tagil. It was a reeking place, filled with tattooed men in tracksuits, gold chains around their necks, short-skirted women so heavily made up they looked like store mannequins. Behind their raccoon eyes were vacant pits where their souls had been.


    It was in Crespi where Arkadin at age thirteen was first beaten to a pulp by four burly men with pig eyes and Neanderthal brows. And it was to Crespi that Arkadin, after nursing his wounds, returned three months later and blew the men’s brains all over the walls. When another crim tried to snatch his gun away, Arkadin shot him point-blank in the face. That sight stopped anyone else in the bar from approaching him. It also gained him a reputation, which helped him to amass a mini real estate empire.


    But in that city of smelted iron and hissing slag success had its own particular consequences. For Arkadin, it was coming to the attention of Stas Kuzin, one of the local crime bosses. Kuzin found Arkadin one night, four years later, having a bare-knuckle brawl with a giant lout whom Arkadin called out on a bet, for the prize of one beer.


    Having demolished the giant, Arkadin grabbed his free beer, swigged half of it down, and, turning, confronted Stas Kuzin. Arkadin knew him immediately; everyone in Nizhny Tagil did. He had a thick black pelt of hair that came down in a horizontal slash to within an inch of his eyebrows. His head sat on his shoulders like a marble on a stone wall. His jaw had been broken and reconstructed so badly—probably in prison—that he spoke with a peculiar hissing sound, like a serpent. Sometimes what he said was all but unintelligible.


    On either side of Kuzin were two ghoulish-looking men with sunken eyes and crude tattoos of dogs on the backs of their hands, which marked them as forever bound to their master.


    “Let’s talk,” this monstrosity said to Arkadin, jerking his tiny head toward a table.


    The men who’d been occupying the table rose as one when Kuzin approached, fleeing to the other side of the bar. Kuzin hooked his shoe around a chair leg, dragged it around, and sat down. Disconcertingly, he kept his hands in his lap, as if at any moment he’d draw down on Arkadin and shoot him dead.


    He began talking, but it took the seventeen-year-old Arkadin some minutes before he could make heads or tails of what Kuzin was saying. It was like listening to a drowning man going under for the third time. At length, he realized that Kuzin was proposing a merger of sorts: half Arkadin’s stake in real estate for 10 percent of Kuzin’s operation.


    And just what was Stas Kuzin’s operation? No one would speak about it openly, but there was no lack of rumors on the subject. Everything from running spent nuclear fuel rods for the big boys over in Moscow to white slave trading, drug trafficking, and prostitution was laid at Kuzin’s doorstep. For his own part, Arkadin tended to dismiss the more outlandish speculation in favor of what he very well knew would make Kuzin money in Nizhny Tagil, namely, prostitution and drugs. Every man in the city had to get laid, and if they had any money at all, drugs were far preferable to beer and bathtub vodka.


    Once again, want never appeared on Arkadin’s horizon, only need. He needed to do more than survive in this city of permasoot, violence, and black lung disease. He had come as far as he could on his own. He made enough to sustain himself here, but not enough to break away to Moscow where he needed to go to grab life’s richest opportunities. Outside, the rings of hell rose up: brick smokestacks, vigorously belching particle-laden smoke, iron guard towers of the brutal prison zonas, bristling with assault rifles, powerful spotlights, and bellowing sirens.


    In here he was locked inside his own brutal zona with Stas Kuzin. Arkadin gave the only sensible answer. He said yes, and so entered the ninth level of hell.

  


  
    THIRTY-ONE

  


  
    While on line for passport control in Munich, Bourne phoned Specter, who assured him everything was in readiness. Moments later he came in range of the first set of the airport’s CCTV cameras. Instantly his image was picked up by the software employed at Semion Icoupov’s headquarters, and before he’d finished his call to the professor he’d been identified.


    At once Icoupov was called, who ordered his people stationed in Munich to move from standby to action, thus alerting both the airport personnel and the Immigration people under Icoupov’s control. The man directing the incoming passengers to the different cordoned-off lanes leading to the Immigration booths received a photo of Bourne on his computer screen just in time to indicate Bourne should go to booth 3.


    



    The Immigration officer manning booth 3 listened to the voice coming through the electronic device in his ear. When the man identified to him as Jason Bourne handed over his passport the officer asked him the usual questions—“How long do you intend to remain in Germany? Is your visit business or pleasure?”—while paging through the passport. He moved it away from the window, passed the photo under a humming purple light. As he did so, he pressed a small metallic disk the thickness of a human nail into the inside back cover of the passport. Then he closed the booklet, smoothed its front and back covers, and handed it back to Bourne.


    “Have a pleasant stay in Munich,” he said without a trace of emotion or interest. He was already looking beyond Bourne to the next passenger in line.


    



    



    As in Sheremetyevo, Bourne had the sense that he was under physical surveillance. He changed taxis twice when he arrived at the seething center of the city. In Marienplatz, a large open square from which the historic Marian column ascended, he walked past medieval cathedrals, through flocks of pigeons, lost himself within the crowds of guided tours, gawping at the sugar-icing architecture and the looming twin domes of the Frauenkirche, cathedral of the archbishop of Munich-Freising, the symbol of the city.


    He inserted himself in a tour group gathered around a government building in which was inset the city’s official shield, depicting a monk with hands spread wide. The tour leader was telling her charges that the German name, München, stemmed from an Old High German word meaning “monks.” In 1158 or thereabouts, the current duke of Saxony and Bavaria built a bridge over the Isar River, connecting the saltworks, for which the growing city would soon become famous, with a settlement of Benedictine monks. He installed a tollbooth on the bridge, which became a vital link in the Salt Route in and out of the high Bavarian plains on which Munich was built, and a mint in which to house his profits. The modern-day mercantile city was not so far removed from its medieval beginnings.


    When Bourne was certain he wasn’t being shadowed, he slipped away from the group and boarded a taxi, which dropped him off six blocks from the Wittelsbach Palace.


    According to the professor, Kirsch said he’d rather meet Bourne in a public setting. He chose the State Museum for Egyptian Art on Hofgartenstrasse, which was housed within the massive rococo facade of the Wittelsbach Palace. Bourne took a full circuit of the streets around the palace, checking once more for tags, but he couldn’t recall being in Munich before. He didn’t have that eerie sense of déjà vu that meant he had returned to a place he couldn’t remember. Therefore, he knew local tags would have the advantage of terrain. There might be a dozen places to hide around the palace that he didn’t know about.


    Shrugging, he entered the museum. The metal detector was staffed by a pair of armed security guards, who were also setting aside backpacks and picking through handbags. On either side of the vestibule was a pair of basalt statues of the Egyptian god Horus—a falcon with a disk of the sun on his forehead—and his mother, Isis. Instead of walking directly to the exhibits, Bourne turned, stood behind the statue of Horus, watching for ten minutes as people came and went. He noted everyone between twenty-five and fifty, memorizing their faces. There were seventeen in all.


    He then made his way past a female armed guard, into the exhibition halls, where he found Kirsch precisely where he told Specter he’d be, scrutinizing an ancient carving of a lion’s head. He recognized Kirsch from the photo Specter had sent him, a snapshot of the two men standing together on the university campus. The professor’s courier was a wiry little man with a shiny bald skull and black eyebrows as thick as caterpillars. He had pale blue eyes that darted this way and that as if on gimbals.


    Bourne went past him, ostensibly looking at several sarcophagi while using his peripheral vision to check for any of the seventeen people who’d entered the museum after him. When no one presented themselves, he retraced his steps.


    Kirsch did not turn as Bourne came up beside him, but said, “I know it sounds ridiculous, but doesn’t this sculpture remind you of something?”


    “The Pink Panther,” Bourne said, both because it was the proper code response, and because the sculpture did look astonishingly like the modern-day cartoon icon.


    Kirsch nodded. “Glad you made it without incident.” He handed over the keys to his apartment, the code for the front door, and detailed directions to it from the museum. He looked relieved, as if he were handing over his burdensome life rather than his home.


    “There are some features of my apartment I want to talk to you about.”


    As Kirsch spoke they moved on to a granite sculpture of the kneeling Senenmut, from the time of the Eighteenth Dynasty.


    “The ancient Egyptians knew how to live,” Kirsch observed. “They weren’t afraid of death. To them, it was just another journey, not to be undertaken lightly, but still they knew there was something waiting for them after life.” He put his hand out, as if to touch the statue or perhaps to absorb some of its potency. “Look at this statue. Life still glows within it, thousands of years later. For centuries the Egyptians had no equal.”


    “Until they were conquered by the Romans.”


    “And yet,” Kirsch said, “it was the Romans who were changed by the Egyptians. A century after the Ptolemys and Julius Caesar ruled from Alexandria, it was Isis, the Egyptian goddess of revenge and rebellion, who was worshipped throughout the Roman Empire. In fact, it’s all too likely that the early Christian Church founders, unable to do away with her or her followers, transmogrified her, stripped her of her war-like nature, and made from her the perfectly peaceful Virgin Mary.”


    “Leonid Arkadin could use a little less Isis and a lot more Virgin Mary,” Bourne mused.


    Kirsch raised his eyebrows. “What do you know of this man?”


    “I know a lot of dangerous people are terrified of him.”


    “With good reason,” Kirsch said. “The man’s a homicidal maniac. He was born and raised in Nizhny Tagil, a hotbed of homicidal maniacs.”


    “So I’ve heard,” Bourne nodded.


    “And there he would have stayed had it not been for Tarkanian.”


    Bourne’s ears pricked up. He’d assumed that Maslov had put his man in Tarkanian’s apartment because that’s where Gala was living. “Wait a minute, what does Tarkanian have to do with Arkadin?”


    “Everything. Without Mischa Tarkanian, Arkadin would never have escaped Nizhny Tagil. It was Tarkanian who brought him to Moscow.”


    “Are they both members of the Black Legion?”


    “So I’ve been given to understand,” Kirsch said. “But I’m only an artist; the clandestine life has given me an ulcer. If I didn’t need the money—I’m a singularly unsuccessful artist, I’m afraid—I never would have stayed in this long. This was to be my last favor for Specter.” His eyes continued to dart to the left and right. “Now that Arkadin has murdered Dieter Heinrich, last favor has taken on a new and terrifying meaning.”


    Bourne was now on full alert. Specter had assumed that Tarkanian was Black Legion, and Kirsch just confirmed it. But Maslov had denied Tarkanian’s affiliation with the terrorist group. Someone was lying.


    Bourne was about to ask Kirsch about the discrepancy when out of the corner of his eye he spotted one of the men who’d come into the museum just after he had. The man had paused for a moment in the vestibule, as if orienting himself, then strode purposefully off into the exhibition hall.


    Because the man was close enough to overhear them in the museum’s hushed atmosphere, Bourne took Kirsch’s arm. “Come this way,” he said, leading the German contact into another room, which was dominated by a calcite statue of twins from the Eighth Dynasty. It was chipped, time-worn, dating from 2390 bc.


    Pushing Kirsch behind the statue, Bourne stood like a sentinel, watching the other man’s movements. The man glanced up, saw that Bourne and Kirsch were no longer at the statue of Senenmut, and looked casually around.


    “Stay here,” Bourne whispered to Kirsch.


    “What is it?” There was a slight quaver in Kirsch’s voice, but he looked stalwart enough. “Is Arkadin here?”


    “Whatever happens,” Bourne warned him, “stay put. You’ll be safe until I come get you.”


    As Bourne moved around the far side of the Egyptian twins, the man entered the gallery. Bourne walked to the side opening and into the room beyond. The man, sauntering nonchalantly, took a quick look around and, as if seeing nothing of interest, followed Bourne.


    This gallery held a number of high display cases but was dominated by a five-thousand-year-old stone statue of a woman with half her head sheared off. The antiquity was staggering, but Bourne had no time to appreciate it. Perhaps because it was toward the rear of the museum, the room was deserted, save for Bourne and the man, who was standing between Bourne and the one way in or out of the gallery.


    Bourne placed himself behind a two-sided display case with a board in the center on which were hung small artifacts—sacred blue scarabs and gold jewelry. Because of a center gap in the board, Bourne could see the man, but the man remained unaware of his position.


    Standing completely still, Bourne waited until the man began to come around the right side of the display case. Bourne moved quickly to his right, around the opposite side of the case, and rushed the man.


    He shoved him against the wall, but the man maintained his balance. As he took up a defensive posture he pulled a ceramic knife from a sheath under his armpit, swung it back and forth to keep Bourne at bay.


    Bourne feinted right, moved left in a semi-crouch. As he did so, he swung his right arm against the hand wielding the knife. His left hand grabbed the man by his throat. As the man tried to drive his knee into Bourne’s belly, Bourne twisted to partially deflect the blow. In so doing, he lost his block on the knife hand and now the blade swept in toward the side of his neck. Bourne stopped it just before it struck, and there they stood, locked together in a kind of stalemate.


    “Bourne,” the man finally got out. “My name is Jens. I work for Dominic Specter.”


    “Prove it,” Bourne said.


    “You’re here meeting with Egon Kirsch, so you can take his place when Leonid Arkadin comes looking for him.”


    Bourne let up on his grip of Jens’s neck. “Put away your knife.”


    Jens did as Bourne asked, and Bourne let go of him completely.


    “Now where’s Kirsch? I need to get him out of here and safely on a plane back to Washington.”


    Bourne led him back into the adjoining gallery, to the statue of the twins.


    “Kirsch, the gallery’s clear. You can come out now.”


    When the contact didn’t appear, Bourne stepped behind the statue. Kirsch was there all right, crumpled on the floor, a bullet hole in the back of his head.


    



    



    Semion Icoupov watched the receiver attuned to the electronic bug in Bourne’s passport. As they approached the area of the Egyptian museum, he told the driver of his car to slow down. A keen sense of anticipation coursed through him: He’d decided to take Bourne by gunpoint into his car. It seemed the best way now to get him to listen to what Icoupov had to tell him.


    At that moment his cell phone sounded with the ringtone he’d assigned to Arkadin’s number, and while on the lookout for Bourne he put the phone to his ear.


    “I’m in Munich,” Arkadin said in his ear. “I rented a car, and I’m driving in from the airport.”


    “Good. I’ve got an electronic tag on Jason Bourne, the man Our Friend has sent to retrieve the plans.”


    “Where is he? I’ll take care of him,” Arkadin said in his typical blunt way.


    “No, no, I don’t want him killed. I’ll take care of Bourne. In the meantime, stay mobile. I’ll be in touch shortly.”


    



    



    Bourne, kneeling down beside Kirsch, examined the dead body.


    “There’s a metal detector out front,” Jens said. “How the hell could someone bring a gun in here? Plus, there was no noise.”


    Bourne turned Kirsch’s head so the back of it caught the light. “See here.” He pointed to the entry wound. “And here. There’s no exit wound, which there would have been with a shot fired at close range.” He stood up. “Whoever killed him used a suppressor.” He went out of the gallery with a purposeful stride. “And whoever killed him works here as a guard; the museum’s security personnel are armed.”


    “There are three of them,” Jens said, keeping pace behind Bourne.


    “Right. Two on the metal detector, one roaming the galleries.”


    In the vestibule, the two guards were at their station beside the metal detector. Bourne went up to one of them, said, “I lost my cell phone somewhere in the museum and the guard in the second gallery said she’d help me locate it, but now I can’t find her.”


    “Petra,” the guard said. “Yeah, she just took off for her lunch break.”


    Bourne and Jens went through the front door, down the steps onto the sidewalk, where they looked left and right. Bourne saw a uniformed female figure walking fast down the block to their right, and he and Jens took off after her.


    She disappeared around a corner, and the two men sprinted after her. As they neared the corner Bourne became aware of a sleek Mercedes sedan as it came abreast of them.


    



    



    Icoupov was appalled to discover Bourne exiting the museum in the company of Franz Jens. Jens’s appearance told him that his enemy wasn’t leaving anything to chance. Jens’s job was to keep Icoupov’s people away from Bourne, so that Bourne had a clear shot at retrieving the attack plans. A certain dread gripped Icoupov. If Bourne was successful all was lost; his enemy would have won. He couldn’t allow that to happen.


    Leaning forward in the backseat, he drew a Luger.


    “Pick up speed,” he told the driver.


    Bracing himself against the door frame, he waited until the last instant before depressing the button that slid the window down. He took aim at the running figure of Jens, but Jens sensed him, slowed as he turned. With Bourne now safely three paces ahead, Icoupov squeezed off two shots in succession.


    Jens slipped to one knee, skidded off the sidewalk as he went down. Icoupov fired a third shot, just to be sure Jens didn’t survive the attack, then he slid the window up.


    “Go!” he said to the driver.


    The Mercedes shot forward, down the street, screeching away from the bloody body tangled in the gutter.

  


  
    THIRTY-TWO

  


  
    Rob Batt sat in his car, a pair of night-vision binoculars to his eyes, chewing over the recent past as if it were a piece of gum that had lost its flavor.


    From the time that Batt had been called into Veronica Hart’s office and confronted with his treacherous actions against CI, he’d gone numb. At the moment, he’d felt nothing for himself. Rather, his enmity toward Hart had morphed into pity. Or maybe, he had thought, he pitied himself. Like a novice, he’d stepped into a bear trap; he’d trusted people who never should have been trusted. LaValle and Halliday were going to have their way, he had absolutely no doubt of it. Filled with self-disgust, he’d begun his long night of drinking.


    It wasn’t until the morning after that Batt, waking up with the father of all hangovers, realized that there was something he could do about it. He thought about that for some time, while he swallowed aspirins for his pounding head, chasing them down with a glass of water and angostura bitters to calm his rebellious stomach.


    It was then that the plan formed in his mind, unfolding like a flower to the rays of the sun. He was going to get his revenge for the humiliation LaValle and Kendall had caused him, and the real beauty part was this: If his scheme worked, if he brought them down, he’d resuscitate his own career, which was on life support.


    Now, sitting behind the wheel of a rented car, he swept the street across from the Pentagon, on the lookout for General Kendall. Batt was canny enough to know better than to go after LaValle, because LaValle was too smart to make a mistake. The same, however, couldn’t be said for the general. If Batt had learned one thing from his abortive association with the two it was that Kendall was a weak link. He was too tied to LaValle, too slavish in his attitude. He needed someone to tell him what to do. The desire to please was what made followers vulnerable; they made mistakes their leaders didn’t.


    He suddenly saw life the way it must appear to Jason Bourne. He knew the work that Bourne had done for Martin Lindros in Reykjavik and knew that Bourne had put himself on the line to find Lindros and bring him home. But like most of his former co-workers, Batt had conveniently dismissed Bourne’s actions as collateral happenstance, choosing to stick to the common wisdom that Bourne was an out-of-control paranoid who needed to be stopped before he committed some heinous act that would disgrace CI. And yet, people in CI had had no compunction about using him when all else failed, coercing him into playing as their pawn. But at last he, Batt, was no one’s pawn.


    He saw General Kendall exit a side door of the building and, huddled in his trench-coat, hurry across the lot to his car. He kept the general in his sights as he put one hand on the keys he’d already inserted in the ignition. At the precise moment Kendall leaned his right shoulder forward to start his engine, Batt flipped his own ignition, so Kendall didn’t hear another car start when his did.


    As the general pulled out of the lot, Batt set aside the night glasses and put his car in gear. The night seemed quiet and still, but maybe that was simply a reflection of Batt’s mood. He was a sentinel of the night, after all. He’d been trained by the Old Man himself; he’d always been proud of that fact. After his downfall, though, he realized that it was this pride that had distorted his thinking and his decision making. It was his pride that made him rebel against Veronica Hart, not because of anything she said or did—he hadn’t even given her the chance—but because he’d been passed over. Pride was his weakness, one that LaValle had recognized and exploited. Twenty–twenty hindsight was a bitch, he thought as he followed Kendall toward the Fairfax area, but at least it provided the humility he needed to see how far he’d strayed from his sworn duties at CI.


    He kept well back of the general’s car, varying his distance and his lane the better to avoid detection. He doubted that Kendall would consider that he might be followed, but it paid to be cautious. Batt was determined to atone for the sin he’d committed against his own organization, against the memory of the Old Man.


    Kendall turned in at an anonymous modern-looking building whose entire ground floor was taken up by the In-Tune health club. Batt observed the general park, take out a small gym bag, and enter the club. Nothing useful so far, but Batt had long ago learned to be patient. On stakeouts it seemed nothing came quickly or easily.


    And then, because he had nothing better to do until Kendall reappeared, Batt stared at the IN-TUNE sign while he bit hunks off a Snickers bar. Why did that sign seem familiar? He knew he had never been inside, had never, in fact, been in this part of Fairfax. Maybe it was the name: In-Tune. Yes, he thought, it sounded maddeningly familiar, but for the life of him he couldn’t think of why.


    Fifty minutes had passed since Kendall had gone in; time to train his night glasses on the entrance. He watched people of all description and build come in and out. Most were solitary figures; occasionally two women came out talking, once a couple emerged, headed in tandem for their car.


    Another fifteen minutes passed and still no Kendall. Batt had taken the glasses away from his eyes to give them a rest when he saw the gym door swung open. Fitting the binoculars back to his eyes he saw Rodney Feir step out into the night. Are you kidding me? Batt thought.


    Feir ran his hand through his damp hair. And that’s when Batt remembered why the name In-Tune was so familiar. All CI directors were required to post their whereabouts after hours so if they were needed the duty officer could calculate how long it would take them to get back to headquarters.


    Watching Feir walk over and get into his car, Batt bit his lip. Of course it might be sheer coincidence that General Kendall used the same health club as Feir, but Batt knew that in his trade there was no such thing as coincidence.


    His suspicion was borne out when Feir did not fire up his car, but sat silent and still behind the wheel. He was waiting for something, but what? Maybe, Batt thought, it was someone.


    Ten minutes later, General Kendall emerged from the club. He looked neither to the right nor to the left, but went immediately to his car, started it up, and began to back out of his space. Before he’d exited the lot, Feir started his car. Kendall turned right out of the lot and Feir followed.


    Excitement flared in Batt’s chest. Game on! he thought.


    



    



    After the first two shots struck Jens, Bourne turned back toward him, but the third shot fired into Jens’s head made him change his mind. He ran down the street, knowing the other man was dead, there was nothing he could do for him. He had to assume that Arkadin had followed Jens to the museum and had been lying in wait.


    Turning the same corner as the museum guard, Bourne saw that she had hesitated, half turned to the sound of the shots. Then, seeing Bourne coming after her, she took off. She darted into an alley. Bourne, following, saw her vault up a corrugated steel fence, beyond which was a cleared building site bristling with heavy machinery. She grabbed hold of the top of the fence, levered herself up and over.


    Bourne scaled the fence after her, jumping down onto the packed earth and concrete rubble on the other side. He saw her duck behind the mud-spattered flank of a bulldozer, and ran toward her. She swung up into the cab, slid behind the wheel, and fumbled with the ignition.


    Bourne was quite close when the engine rumbled to life. Throwing the bulldozer into reverse, she backed up directly at him. She’d chosen a clumsy vehicle, and he leapt to one side, reached for a handhold, and swung up. The bulldozer lurched, the gears grinding as she struggled to shove it into first, but Bourne was already inside the cab.


    She tried to draw her gun, but she was also trying to guide the bulldozer, and Bourne easily slapped the weapon away. It fell to the foot well, where he kicked it away from her. Then he reached over, turned off the engine. The moment he did that, the woman covered her face with her hands and burst into tears.


    



    This is your mess,” Deron said.


    Soraya nodded. “I know it is.”


    “You came to us—Kiki and me.”


    “I take full responsibility.”


    “I think in this case,” Deron said, “we have to share the responsibility. We could’ve said no, but we didn’t. Now all of us—not just Tyrone and Jason—are in serious jeopardy.”


    They were sitting in the den of Deron’s house, a cozy room with a wraparound sofa that faced a stone fireplace and, above it, a large plasma TV. Drinks were set out on a low wooden table, but nobody had touched them. Deron and Soraya sat facing each other. Kiki was curled up in the corner like a cat.


    “Tyrone’s already totally fucked,” Soraya said. “I saw what they’re doing to him.”


    “Hold on.” Deron sat forward. “There’s a difference between perception and reality. Don’t let them skullfuck you. They’re not going to risk damaging Tyrone; he’s their only leverage to coerce you to bring Jason to them.”


    Soraya, once again finding fear scattering her thoughts, reached over and poured herself a scotch. Rolling it around in the glass, she inhaled its complex aroma, which called to mind heather and butterscotch. She recalled Jason telling her how sights, scents, idioms, or tones of voice could trigger his hidden memories.


    She took a sip of the scotch, felt it ignite a stream of fire down to her stomach. She wanted to be anywhere but here now; she wanted another life; but this was the life she’d chosen, these were the decisions she’d made. There was no help for it—she could not abandon her friends; she had to keep them safe. How to do that was the vexing question.


    Deron was right about LaValle and Kendall. Taking her back down to the interrogation room was a psychological ploy. What they’d showed her was minimal, now that she thought about it. They were counting on her to imagine the worst, to let those thoughts prey on her until she gave in, called Jason so they could take him into custody and, like a show dog, present him to the president as proof that, having accomplished what numerous CI initiatives could not, LaValle deserved to take over and run CI.


    She took another sip of scotch, aware that Deron and Kiki were silent, patiently waiting for her to work through the mistake she’d made and, coming through the other side, put it behind her. But she had to take the initiative, to formulate a plan of counterattack. That was what Deron meant when he said, This is your mess.


    “The thing to do,” she said, slowly and carefully, “is to beat LaValle at his own game.”


    “And how do you propose to do that?” Deron said.


    Soraya stared down at the dregs of her scotch. That was just it, she had no idea.


    The silence stretched out, growing thicker and more deadly by the second. At last, Kiki uncurled herself, stood up, and said, “I for one have had enough of this gloom and doom. Sitting around feeling angry and frustrated isn’t helping Tyrone and it isn’t helping us find a solution. I’m going out to have a good time at my friend’s club.” She looked from Soraya to Deron and back again. “So who’s going to join me?”


    



    



    The high–low wail of the police sirens came to Bourne as he sat beside the museum guard in the bulldozer. Up close, she looked younger than he had imagined. Her blond hair, which had been pulled back in a severe bun, had come loose. It flowed down around her pale face. Her eyes were large and liquid—red around the rims now from crying. There was something about them that made him think she’d been born sad.


    “Take off your jacket,” he said.


    “What?” The guard appeared totally confused.


    Without saying anything, Bourne helped her off with her jacket. Pushing up the sleeves of her shirt, he checked the insides of her elbows, but found no Black Legion tattoo. Naked fear had joined the sadness in her eyes.


    “What’s your name?” he said softly.


    “Petra-Alexandra Eichen,” she said in a quavery voice. “But everyone calls me Petra.” She wiped at her eyes, and gave him a sideways look. “Are you going to kill me now?”


    The police sirens were very loud, and Bourne had a desire to get as far away from them as possible.


    “Why would I do that?”


    “Because I…” Her voice faltered and she choked, it seemed, on her own words, or on an emotion welling up. “I shot your friend.”


    “Why did you do that?”


    “For money,” she said. “I need money.”


    Bourne believed her. She didn’t act like a professional; she didn’t talk like one, either. “Who paid you?”


    Fear distorted her expression, magnified her eyes until they seemed to goggle at him. “I… I can’t tell you. He made me promise, he said he’d kill me if I opened my mouth.”


    Bourne heard raised voices, using the clipped jargon endemic to police the world over. They’d started their dragnet. He retrieved her gun, a Walther P22, the small caliber being the only option for a silent kill in an enclosed space, even with a suppressor.


    “Where’s the suppressor?”


    “I threw it down a storm drain,” she said, “as I was instructed to do.”


    “Continuing to follow orders isn’t going to help. The people who hired you are going to kill you anyway,” he said as he dragged her down from the bulldozer. “You’re in way over your head.”


    She gave a little moan and tried to break away from him.


    He grabbed her. “If you want, I’ll let you go straight to the cops. They’ll be here any minute.”


    Her mouth worked, but nothing intelligible came out.


    Voices came to him, more distinct now. The police were on the other side of the corrugated wall. He pulled her in the opposite direction. “Do you know another way out of here?”


    Petra nodded, pointing. She and Bourne ran diagonally across the yard, dodging heavy equipment as they picked their way through the rubble and around deep holes in the earth. Without turning around, Bourne could tell that the cops had entered the far side of the yard. He pushed Petra’s head down as he himself bent over to keep them both from being spotted. Beyond a crane, a crew chief’s trailer was set up on concrete blocks. Temporary electric lines were strung into it from just above the tin roof.


    Petra threw herself headlong under the trailer, and Bourne followed. The blocks set the trailer just high enough for them to worm their way on their bellies to the far side, where Bourne saw that a gap had been cut in the chain-link fence.


    Crawling through the gap, they found themselves in a quiet alley filled with industrial-size garbage bins and a Dumpster filled with broken tiles, jagged blocks of terrazzo, and pieces of twisted metal, no doubt from whatever buildings had once stood in the now empty space behind them.


    “This way,” Petra whispered as she took them out of the alley and down a residential street. Around the corner, she went to a car and opened it with a set of keys.


    “Give me the keys,” Bourne said. “They’ll be looking for you.”


    He caught them in midair, and they both got in. A block away they passed a cruising police car. The sudden tension caused Petra’s hands to tremble in her lap.


    “We’re going right past them,” Bourne said. “Don’t look at them.”


    Nothing further passed between them until Bourne said, “They’ve turned around. They’re coming after us.”
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    I’m going to drop you off somewhere,” Arkadin said. “I don’t want you in the middle of whatever’s going to come.”


    Devra, in the passenger’s seat of the rented BMW, shot him a skeptical look. “That doesn’t sound like you at all.”


    “No? Who does it sound like?”


    “We still have to get Egon Kirsch.”


    Arkadin turned a corner. They were in the center of the city, a place filled with old cathedrals and palaces. The place looked like something out of Grimm’s Fairy Tales.


    “There’s been a complication,” he said. “The opposition’s king has entered the chess match. His name is Jason Bourne and he’s here in Munich.”


    “All the more reason why I should stay with you.” Devra checked the action on one of the two Lugers that Arkadin had picked up from one of Icoupov’s local agents. “A crossfire has many benefits.”


    Arkadin laughed. “There’s no lack of fire to you.”


    That was another thing that drew him to her—she wasn’t afraid of the male fire burning in her belly. But he had promised her—and himself—that he would protect her. It had been a very long time since he’d said that to anyone, and even though he’d sworn never to make that promise again, he’d done just that. And strange to say, he felt good about it; in fact, there was a sense now when he was around her that he’d stepped out of the shadows he’d been born into, that had been tattooed into his flesh by so many violent incidents. For the first time in his life he felt as if he could take pleasure in the sun on his face, in the wind lifting Devra’s hair behind her like a mane, that he could walk down the street with her and not feel as if he was living in another dimension, that he hadn’t just arrived here from another planet.


    As they stopped at a red light, he glanced at her. Sunlight was streaming into the interior, turning her face the palest shade of pink. At that precise moment he felt something rush out of him and into her, and she turned as if she felt it, too, and she smiled at him.


    The light turned green and he accelerated through the cross street. His cell phone buzzed. A glance down at the number of the incoming call told him that Gala was calling. He didn’t answer; he had no wish to talk to her now, or ever, for that matter.


    Three minutes later, he received a text message. It read: MISCHA DEAD. KILLED BY JASON BOURNE.


    



    



    Having followed Rodney Feir and General Kendall over the Key Bridge into Washington proper, Rob Batt made sure his long-lens SLR Nikon was fully loaded with fast film. He shot a series of digital photos with a compact camera, but these were only for reference, because they could be Photoshopped in a heartbeat. To forestall any suspicion that the images might be manipulated, he’d present the undeveloped roll of film to… well, this was his real problem. For a legitimate reason he was persona non grata at CI. It was astonishing how quickly years-long associations vanished. But now he realized he’d mistaken the camaraderie he’d developed with what had been his fellow directors for friendship. As far as they were concerned he no longer existed, so going to them with any alleged evidence that the NSA had turned yet another CI officer would be either ignored or laughed at. Trying to approach Veronica Hart was similarly out of the question. Assuming he could ever get to her—which he doubted—speaking to her now would be like groveling. Batt had never groveled in his life, and he wasn’t going to now.


    Then he laughed out loud at how easy it was to become self-deluded. Why should any of his former colleagues want anything to do with him? He’d betrayed them, abandoned them for the enemy. If he were in their shoes—and how he wished he were!—he’d feel the same venomous animosity toward someone who’d sold him out, which was why he’d embarked on this mission to destroy LaValle and Kendall. They’d sold him out—hung him out to dry as soon as it suited their purposes. The moment he came on board, they’d taken control of Typhon away from him.


    Venomous animosity. That was an excellent phrase, he thought, one that precisely defined his feelings toward LaValle and Kendall. He knew, deep down, that hating them was the same as hating himself. But he couldn’t hate himself; that was self-defeating. At this very moment he couldn’t believe he’d sunk so low as to defect to the NSA. He’d gone through his line of thinking over and over, and now it seemed to him as if someone else, some stranger, had made that decision. It hadn’t been him, it couldn’t have been him, ergo, LaValle and Kendall had made him do it. For that they had to pay the ultimate price.


    The two men were on the move again, and Batt headed out after them. After a ten-minute drive, the two cars ahead of him pulled into the crowded parking lot of The Glass Slipper. As Batt passed by, Feir and Kendall got out of their respective cars and went inside. Batt drove around the block, parked on a side street. Reaching into the glove compartment, he took out a tiny Leica camera, the kind used by the Old Man in his youthful days of surveillance. It was the old spy standby, as dependable as it was easy to conceal. Batt loaded it with fast film, put it in the breast pocket of his shirt along with the digital camera, and got out of the car.


    The night was filled with a gritty wind. Refuse spiraled up from the gutter, only to come to rest in a different place. Jamming his hands in his coat pockets, Batt hurried down the block and into The Glass Slipper. A slide guitarist was up on stage, wailing the blues, warming up for the feature act, a high-powered band with several hit CDs under its belt.


    He’d heard about the club by reputation only. He knew, for instance, that it was owned by Drew Davis, primarily because Davis was a larger-than-life character who continually inserted himself into the political and economic affairs of African Americans in the district. Thanks to his influence, homeless shelters had become safer places for their residents, halfway houses had been built; he made it a point to hire ex-cons. He was so cannily public about these hirings that the ex-cons had no choice but to make the most of their second chances.


    What Batt didn’t know about was the Slipper’s back room, so he was puzzled when, after a full circuit of the space, plus an expedition to the men’s room, he could find no trace of either Feir or the general.


    Fearing that they’d slipped out the back, he returned to the parking lot, only to find their cars where they’d left them. Back in the Slipper, he took another trip through the crowd, figuring he must have missed them somehow. Still, there was no sign, but as he neared the rear of the space he spotted someone talking to a muscled black man the approximate size of a refrigerator. After a small bout of jawing, Mr. Muscle opened a door Batt hadn’t noticed before, and the man slipped through. Guessing this was where Feir and Kendall must have gone, Batt edged his way toward Mr. Muscle and the door.


    It was then that he saw Soraya walk through the front door.


    



    



    Bourne almost stripped the car’s gears trying to outrun the police car on their tail.


    “Take it easy,” Petra said, “or you’ll tear my poor car apart.”


    He wished he’d taken a longer look at the map of the city. A street blocked off with wooden sawhorses flashed by on their left. The paving had been torn up, leaving the heavily pitted and cracked underlayer, the worst parts of which were in the process of being excavated.


    “Hold on tight,” Bourne said as he reversed, then turned into the street and drove the car through the sawhorses, cracking one and scattering the others. The car hit the underlayer, jounced down the street at what seemed a reckless speed. It felt as if the vehicle were being machine-gunned by a pile driver. Bourne’s teeth rattled in his head, and Petra struggled to keep from crying out.


    Behind them, the police car was having even more difficulty keeping to a straight path. It jerked back and forth to avoid the deepest of the holes gouged in the roadbed. Putting on another burst of speed, Bourne was able to lengthen the distance between them. But then he glanced ahead. A cement truck was parked crosswise at the other end of the street. If they kept going there was no way to avoid crashing into it.


    Bourne kept the speed on as the cement truck loomed larger and larger. The police car was coming up fast behind them.


    “What are you doing?” Petra screamed. “Are you out of your fucking mind?”


    At that moment, Bourne threw the car into neutral, stepped on the brake. He immediately changed into reverse, took his foot off the brake, and pressed the gas pedal to the floor. The car shuddered, its engine screaming. Then the transmission locked into place, and the car flew backward. The police car came on, its driver frozen in shock. Bourne swerved around it as the vehicle raced forward into the side of the cement truck.


    Bourne wasn’t even looking. He was busy steering the car back down the street in reverse. Blasting past the shattered sawhorses, he turned, braked, put the car into first, and drove off.


    



    



    What the hell are you doing here?” Noah said. “You should be on your way to Damascus.”


    “I’m due to take off in four hours.” Moira put her hands in her pockets so he wouldn’t see that they were curled into fists. “You haven’t answered my question.”


    Noah sighed. “It doesn’t make any difference.”


    Her laugh had a bitter taste to it. “Why am I not surprised?”


    “Because,” Noah said, “you’ve been with Black River long enough to know how we operate.”


    They were walking down Kaufingerstrasse in the center of Munich, a heavily trafficked area just off the Marienplatz. Turning in at the sign for the Augustiner Bierkeller, they entered a long, dim cathedral-like space that smelled powerfully of beer and boiled wurst. The hubbub of noise was just right for masking a private conversation. Crossing the red flagstone floor, they chose a table in one of the rooms, sat on wooden benches. The person closest to them was an old man sucking on a pipe while he leisurely read the paper.


    Moira and Noah both ordered a Hefeweizen, a wheat beer still clouded with unfiltered yeast, from a waitress dressed in the regional Dirndlkleid, a long, wide skirt and low-cut blouse. She had an apron around her waist, along with a decorative purse.


    “Noah,” Moira said when the beers had been served, “I don’t hold any illusions about why we do what we do, but how do you expect me to ignore this intel I got right from the source?”


    Noah took a long draw of his Hefeweizen, fastidiously wiped his lips before answering. Then he began to tick off points on his fingers. “First, this man Hauser told you that the flaw in the software is virtually undetectable. Second, what he told you isn’t verifiable. He might simply be a disgruntled employee trying to get revenge on Kaller Steelworks. Have you considered that possibility?”


    “We could run our own tests on the software.”


    “No time. There’s less than two days before the LNG tanker is scheduled to dock at the terminal.” He continued ticking off points. “Third, we couldn’t do anything without alerting NextGen, who would then turn around and confront Kaller Steelworks, which would put us in the middle of a nasty situation. And, fourth and finally, what part of the sentence We’ve officially notified NextGen that we’ve withdrawn from the project do you not understand?”


    Moira sat back for a moment and took a deep breath. “This is solid intel, Noah. It could lead to the situation we were most worried about: a terrorist attack. How can you—”


    “You’ve already taken several steps over the line, Moira,” Noah said sharply. “Get your tail on that plane and your head into your new assignment, or you’re through at Black River.”


    



    



    It’s better for the moment that we don’t meet,” Icoupov said.


    Arkadin was seething, barely holding down his rage, and only then because Devra, canny witch that she was, dug her fingernails into the palm of his hand. She understood him; no questions, no probing, no trying to pick over his past like a vulture.


    “What about the plans?” He and Devra were sitting in a miserable, smoke-filled bar, in a run-down part of the city.


    “I’ll pick them up from you now.” Icoupov’s voice sounded thin and far away over the cell phone, even though there could be only a mile or two separating them. “I’m following Bourne. I’m going after him myself.”


    Arkadin didn’t want to hear it. “I thought that was my job.”


    “Your job is essentially over. You have the plans and you’ve terminated Pyotr’s network.”


    “All except Egon Kirsch.”


    “Kirsch has already been disposed of,” Icoupov said.


    “I’m the one who terminates the targets. I’ll give you the plans and then take care of Bourne.”


    “I told you, Leonid Danilovich, I don’t want Bourne terminated.”


    Arkadin made an anguished animal sound under his breath. But Bourne has to be terminated, he thought. Devra dug her claws deeper into his flesh, so that he could smell the sweet, coppery scent of his own blood. And I have to do it. He murdered Mischa.


    “Are you listening to me?” Icoupov said sharply.


    Arkadin stirred within his web of rage. “Yes, sir, always. However, I must insist that you tell me where you’ll be when you accost Bourne. This is security, for your own safety. I won’t stand helplessly by while something unforseen happens to you.”


    “Agreed,” Icoupov said after a moment’s hesitation. “At the moment, he’s on the move, so I have time to get the plans from you.” He gave Arkadin an address. “I’ll be there in fifteen minutes.”


    “It’ll take me a bit longer,” Arkadin said.


    “Within the half hour then. The moment I know where I’ll be intercepting Bourne, you’ll know. Does that satisfy you, Leonid Danilovich?”


    “Completely.”


    Arkadin folded away his phone, disentangled himself from Devra, and went up to the bar. “A double Oban on rocks.”


    The bartender, a huge man with tattooed arms, squinted at him. “What’s an Oban?”


    “It’s a single-malt scotch, you moron.”


    The bartender, polishing an old-fashioned glass, grunted. “What does this look like, the prince’s palace? We don’t have single-malt anything.”


    Arkadin reached over, snatched the glass out of the bartender’s hands, and smashed it bottom-first into his nose. Then, as blood started to gush, he hauled the dazed man over the bar top and proceeded to beat him to a pulp.


    



    



    I can’t go back to Munich,” Petra said. “Not for a while, anyway. That’s what he told me.”


    “Why would you jeopardize your job to kill someone?” Bourne said.


    “Please!” She glanced at him. “A hamster couldn’t live on what they paid me in that shithole.”


    She was behind the wheel, driving on the autobahn. They had already passed the outskirts of the city. Bourne didn’t mind; he needed to stay out of Munich himself until the furor over Egon Kirsch’s death died down. The authorities would find someone else’s ID on Kirsch, and though Bourne had no doubt they’d eventually find out his real identity, he hoped by that time to have retrieved the plans from Arkadin and be flying back to Washington. In the meantime the police would be searching for him as a witness to the murders of both Kirsch and Jens.


    “Sooner or later,” Bourne said, “you’re going to have to tell me who hired you.”


    Petra said nothing, but her hands trembled on the wheel, an aftermath of their harrowing chase.


    “Where are we going?” Bourne said. He wanted to keep her engaged in conversation. He felt that she needed to connect with him on some personal level in order to open up. He had to get her to tell him who had ordered her to kill Egon Kirsch. That might answer the question of whether he was connected to the man who’d gunned down Jens.


    “Home,” she said. “A place I never wanted to go back to.”


    “Why is that?”


    “I was born in Munich because my mother traveled there to give birth to me, but I’m from Dachau.” She meant the town, of course, after which the adjacent Nazi concentration camp had been named. “No parent wants Dachau to appear on their child’s birth certificate, so when their time comes the women check into a Munich hospital.” Hardly surprising: Almost two hundred thousand people were exterminated during the camp’s life, the longest of the war, since it was the first built, becoming the prototype for all the other KZ camps.


    The town itself, situated along the Amper River, lay some twelve miles northwest of Munich. It was unexpectedly bucolic, with its narrow cobbled streets, old-fashioned street lamps, and quiet tree-lined lanes.


    When Bourne observed that most of the people they passed looked contented enough, Petra laughed unpleasantly. “They go around in a permanent fog, hating that their little town has such a murderous burden to carry.”


    She drove through the center of Dachau, then turned north until they reached what once had been the village of Etzenhausen. There, on a desolate hill known at the Leitenberg, was a graveyard, lonely and utterly deserted. They got out of the car, walked past the stone stela with the sculpted Star of David. The stone was scarred, furry with blue lichen; the overhanging firs and hemlocks blocked out the sky even on such a bright midwinter afternoon.


    As they walked slowly among the gravestones, she said, “This is the KZ-Friedhof, the concentration camp cemetery. Through most of Dachau’s life, the corpses of the Jews were piled up and burned in ovens, but toward the end when the camp ran out of coal, the Nazis had to do something with the corpses, so they brought them up here.” She spread her arms wide. “This is all the memorial the Jewish victims got.”


    Bourne had been in many cemeteries before, and had found them peculiarly peaceful. Not KZ-Friedhof, where a sensation of constant movement, ceaseless murmuring made his skin crawl. The place was alive, howling in its restless silence. He paused, squatted down, and ran his fingertips over the words engraved on a headstone. They were so eroded it was impossible to read them.


    “Did you ever think that the man you shot today might have been a Jew?” he said.


    She turned on him sharply. “I told you I needed the money. I did it out of necessity.”


    Bourne looked around them. “That’s what the Nazis said when they buried their last victims here.”


    A flash of anger momentarily burned away the sadness in her eyes. “I hate you.”


    “Not nearly as much as you hate yourself.” He rose, handed her back her gun. “Here, why don’t you shoot yourself and end it all?”


    She took the gun, aimed it at him. “Why don’t I just shoot you?”


    “Killing me will only make matters worse for you. Besides…” Bourne opened up one palm to show her the bullets he’d taken out of her weapon.


    With a disgusted sound, Petra holstered her gun. Her face and hands looked greenish in what light filtered through the evergreens.


    “You can make amends for what you did today,” Bourne said. “Tell me who hired you.”


    Petra eyed him skeptically. “I won’t give you the money, if that’s what you’re angling for.”


    “I have no interest in your money,” Bourne said. “But I think the man you shot was going to tell me something I needed to know. I suspect that’s why you were hired to kill him.”


    Some of the skepticism leached out of her face. “Really?”


    Bourne nodded.


    “I didn’t want to kill him,” she said. “You understand that.”


    “You walked up to him, put the gun to his head, and pulled the trigger.”


    Petra looked away, at nothing in particular. “I don’t want to think about it.”


    “Then you’re no better than anyone else in Dachau.”


    Tears spilled over, she covered her face with her hands, and her shoulders shook. The sounds she made were like those Bourne had heard on Leitenberg.


    At length, Petra’s crying jag was spent. Wiping her reddened eyes with the backs of her hands, she said, “I wanted to be a poet, you know? I always equated being a poet with being a revolutionary. I, a German, wanted to change the world or, at least, do something to change the way the world saw us, to do something to scoop that core of guilt out of us.”


    “You should have become an exorcist.”


    It was a joke, but such was her mood that she found nothing funny in it. “That would be perfect, wouldn’t it?” She looked at him with eyes still filled with tears. “Is it so naive to want to change the world?”


    “Impractical might be a better word.”


    She cocked her head. “You’re a cynic, aren’t you?” When he didn’t answer, she went on. “I don’t think it’s naive to believe that words—that what you write—can change things.”


    “Why aren’t you writing then,” he said, “instead of shooting people for money? That’s no way to earn a living.”


    She was silent for so long, he wondered whether she’d heard him.


    At last, she said, “Fuck it, I was hired by a man named Spangler Wald—he’s just past being a boy, really, no more than twenty-one or -two. I’d seen him around the pubs; we had coffee together once or twice. He said he was attending the university, majoring in entropic economics, whatever that is.”


    “I don’t think anyone can major in entropic economics,” Bourne said.


    “Figures.” Petra was still sniffling. “I have to get my bullshit meter recalibrated.” She shrugged. “I never was good with people; I’m better off communing with the dead.”


    Bourne said, “You can’t take on the grief and rage of so many people without being buried alive.”


    She looked off at the rows of crumbling headstones. “What else can I do? They’re forgotten now. Here’s where the truth lies. If you omit the truth, isn’t that worse than a lie?”


    When he didn’t answer, she gave a quick twitch of her shoulders and turned around. “Now that you’ve been here, I want to show you what the tourists see.”


    She led him back to her car, drove down the deserted hill to the official Dachau memorial.


    There was a pall over what was left of the camp buildings, as if the noxious emissions of the coal-fired incinerators still rose and fell on the thermals, like carrion birds still searching for the dead. An ironwork sculpture, a harrowing interpretation of skeletal prisoners made to resemble the barbed wire that had imprisoned them, greeted them as they drove in. Inside what had once been the main administrative building was a mock-up of the cells, display cases of shoes and other inexpressibly sad items, all that was left of the inmates.


    “These signs,” Petra said. “Do you see any mention of how many Jews were tortured and lost their lives there? ‘One hundred and ninety-three thousand people lost their lives here,’ the signs say. There’s no expiation in this. We’re still hiding from ourselves; we’re still a land of Jew-haters, no matter how often we try to stifle the impulse with righteous anger, as if we have a right to be the aggrieved ones.”


    Bourne might have told her that nothing in life is as simple as that, except he deemed it better to let her fury burn itself out. Clearly, she couldn’t vent these views to anyone else.


    She took him on a tour of the ovens, which seemed sinister even so many years after their use. They seemed alive, appeared to shimmer, to be part of an alternate universe overflowing with unspeakable horror. At length, they passed out of the crematorium and arrived at a long room, the walls of which were covered with letters, some written by prisoners, others by families desperate for news of their loved ones, as well as other notes, drawings, and more formal letters of inquiry. All were in German; none had been translated into other languages.


    Bourne read them all. The aftermath of despair, atrocities, and death hung in these rooms, unable to escape. There was a different kind of silence here than the one on the Leitenberg. He was aware of the soft scuff of shoe soles, the whisper of sneakers as tourists dragged themselves from one exhibit to another. It was as if the accumulated inhumanity stifled the ability to speak, or perhaps it was that words—any words—were both inadequate and superfluous.


    They moved slowly down the room. He could see Petra’s lips move as she read letter after letter. Near the end of the wall, one caught his eye, quickened his pulse. A sheet of paper, obviously stationery, contained a handwritten text complaining that the author had developed what he claimed was a gas far more effective than Zyklon-B, but that no one at Dachau administration had seen fit to answer him. Possibly that was because the gas was never used at Dachau. However, what interested Bourne far more was that the stationery was imprinted with the wheel of three horses’ heads joined in the center by the SS death’s head.


    Petra came up beside him, her brows now knitted together in a frown. “That’s damn familiar.”


    He turned to her. “What do you mean?”


    “There was someone I used to know—Old Pelz. He said he lived in town, but I think he was homeless. He’d come down to the Dachau air raid shelter to sleep, especially in winter.” She pushed a stray lock of hair behind one ear. “He used to babble all the time, you know how crazy people do, as if he was talking to someone else. I remember him showing me a patch with that same insignia. He was talking about something called the Black Legion.”


    Bourne’s pulse began to pound. “What did he say?”


    She shrugged.


    “You hate the Nazis so much,” he said, “I wonder if you know that some things they gave birth to still exist.”


    “Yeah, sure, like the skinheads.”


    He pointed at the insignia. “The Black Legion still exists, it’s still a danger, even more so than when Old Pelz knew it.”


    Petra shook her head. “He talked on and on. I never knew whether he was speaking to me or to himself.”


    “Can you take me to him?”


    “Sure, but who knows whether he’s still alive. He drank like a fish.”


    



    



    Ten minutes later Petra drove down Augsburgerstrasse, heading for the foot of a hill known as Karlsburg. “Fucking ironic,” she said bitterly, “that the one place I despise the most is now the safest place for me.”


    She pulled into the lot outside the St. Jakob parish church. Its octagonal baroque tower could be seen throughout the town. Next door was Hörhammer’s department store. “You see there at the side of Hörhammer’s,” she said as they clambered out of the car, “those steps lead down to the huge air raid bunker built into the hill, but you can’t get in that way.”


    Leading him up the steps into St. Jakob, she led him across the Renaissance interior, past the choir. Adjacent to the sacristy was an unobtrusive dark wooden door, behind which lay a flight of stone stairs curving down to the crypt, which was surprisingly small, considering the size of the church above it.


    But as Petra quickly showed him, there was a reason for the size: Beyond it lay a labyrinth of rooms and corridors.


    “The bunker,” she said, flicking on a string of bare lightbulbs affixed to the stone wall on their right. “Here is where my grandparents fled when your country bombed the shit out of the unofficial capital of the Third Reich.” She was speaking of Munich, but Dachau was close enough to feel the brunt of the American air force raids.


    “If you hate your country so much,” Bourne said, “why don’t you leave?”


    “Because,” Petra said, “I also love it. It’s the mystery of being German—proud but self-hating.” She shrugged. “What can you do? You play the hand fate deals you.”


    Bourne knew how that felt. He looked around. “You’re familiar with this place?”


    She sighed heavily, as if her fury had left her spent. “When I was a child my parents took me to Sunday Mass every week. They’re God-fearing people. What a joke! Didn’t God turn his face away from this place years ago?


    “Anyway, one Sunday I was so bored I snuck away. In those days, I was obsessed with death. Can you blame me? I grew up with the stench of it in my nostrils.” She looked up at him. “Can you believe that I’m the only one I know who ever visited the memorial? Do you think my parents ever did? My brothers, my aunts and uncles, my classmates? Please! They don’t even want to admit it exists.”


    Seemingly weary again. “So I came down here to commune with the dead, but I didn’t see enough of them, so I pushed on and what did I find? Dachau’s bunker.”


    She put her hand on the wall, moved it along the rough-cut stone as caressingly as if it were a lover’s flank. “This became my place, my own private world. I was only happy underground, in the company of the one hundred and ninety-three thousand dead. I felt them. I believed that the soul of each and every one of them was trapped here. It was so unfair, I thought. I spent my time trying to figure out how to free them.”


    “I think the only way to do that,” Bourne said, “is to free yourself.”


    She gestured. “Old Pelz’s crash pad is this way.”


    As they picked their way along a tunnel, she said, “It’s not too far. He liked to be near the crypt. He thought a couple of those old folks were his friends. He’d sit and talk to them for hours, drinking away, just as if they were alive and he could see them. Who knows? Maybe he could. Stranger things have happened.”


    After a short time, the tunnel opened out into a series of rooms. The odors of whiskey and stale sweat came to them.


    “It’s the third room on the left,” Petra said.


    But before they reached it, the doorway was filled with a hulking body topped by a head like a bowling ball with hair standing up like the quills of a porcupine. Old Pelz’s mad eyes looked them over.


    “Who goes there?” His voice was as thick a fog.


    “It’s me, Herr Pelz. Petra Eichen.”


    But Old Pelz was looking in horror at the gun on her hip. “The fuck it is!” Hefting a shotgun, he yelled, “Nazi sympathizers!” and fired.

  


  
    THIRTY-FOUR

  


  
    Soraya entered The Glass Slipper behind Kiki and ahead of Deron. Kiki had called ahead, and no sooner were they all inside than the owner, Drew Davis, came waddling over like Scrooge McDuck. He was a grizzled old man with white hair that stood on end as if it were shocked to see he was still alive. He had an animated face with mischievous eyes, a nose like a wad of chewed-up gum, and a broad smile honed to perfection on TV ops and stumping for local politicos, as well as his good works throughout the poorer neighborhoods of the district. But he possessed a warmth that was genuine. He had a way of looking at you when you spoke with him that made you feel he was listening to you alone.


    He embraced Kiki while she kissed him on both cheeks and called him “Papa.” Later, after the introductions, when they were seated at a prime table that Drew Davis had reserved for them, after the champagne and goodies had been served, Kiki explained her relationship with him.


    “When I was a little girl, our tribe was swept by a drought so severe that many of the elderly and newborn grew sick and died. After a time, a small group of white people arrived to help us. They told us they were from an organization that would send us money each month, after they’d set up their program in our village. They had brought water, but of course there wasn’t enough.


    “After they left, thinking of broken promises, we fell into despair, but true to their word water came, then the rains came until we didn’t need their water anymore, but they never left. Their money went for medicines and schooling. Every month I, along with all the other children, got letters from our sponsor—the person sending the money.


    “When I was old enough, I started writing back to Drew and we struck up a correspondence. Years later, when I wanted to go on to higher learning, he arranged for me to travel to Cape Town to go to school, then he sponsored me for real, bringing me to the States for college and university. He never asked for anything in return, except that I do well in school. He’s like my second father.”


    They drank champagne and watched the pole dancing—which, much to Soraya’s surprise, seemed more artful, less crass than she had imagined. But there were more surgically enhanced body parts in that one room than she’d ever seen. For the life of her she couldn’t figure out why a woman would want breasts that looked and acted like balloons.


    She continued to drink her champagne, all too aware that she was taking tiny, overly dainty sips. She’d like nothing better than to take Kiki’s advice, forget about her problems for a couple of hours, kick back, get drunk, let herself go. The only trouble was, she knew it would never happen. She was too controlled, too closed in. What I ought to do, she thought morosely as she watched a redhead with gravity-defying breasts and hips that seemed unattached to the rest of her, is get smashed, pull off my top, and do some pole dancing myself. Then she laughed at the absurdity of the notion. She’d never been that kind of person, even when it might have been age-appropriate. She had always been the good girl—cool, calculating to the point of overanalysis. She glanced over at Kiki, whose magnificent face was lit up not only by the colored strobe lights but also by a fiercely experienced joy. Wasn’t the good girl’s life drained of color, of flavor? Soraya asked herself.


    This thought depressed her even more, but it was just the prelude, because a moment later she looked up to see Rob Batt. What the what? she thought. He’d seen her, all right, and was making a beeline right at her.


    Soraya excused herself, rose, and walked in the other direction, toward the ladies’ room. Somehow Batt managed to snake his way to a position in front of her. She turned on her heel, threaded her way around the tables. Batt, running up the waiters’ aisle from the kitchen, caught up with her.


    “Soraya, I need to talk to you.”


    She shook him off, kept going, out the front door. In the parking lot she heard him running after her. A light sleet was falling, but the wind had failed entirely, the precipitation coming straight down, melting on her shoulders and bare head.


    She didn’t know why she’d come out here; Kiki had driven them from Deron’s house, so she had no car to get into. Maybe she’d been disgusted by the sight of a man she’d liked and trusted, a man who’d betrayed that trust, who’d defected to the dark side, as she privately called LaValle’s NSA because she could no longer bear to utter the words National Security Agency without feeling sick to her stomach. The NSA had come to stand for everything that had gone wrong in America over the last number of years—the power grabs, the sense felt by some inside the Beltway that they were entitled to do anything and everything, laws of democracy be damned. It all boiled down to contempt, she thought. These people were so sure they were right, they felt nothing but contempt and perhaps even pity for those who tried to oppose them.


    “Soraya, wait! Hold on!”


    Batt had caught up with her.


    “Get out of here,” she said, continuing to walk away.


    “But I’ve got to talk to you.”


    “The hell you do. We have nothing to talk about.”


    “It’s a matter of national security.”


    Soraya, shaking her head in disbelief, laughed bitterly and kept on walking.


    “Listen, you’re my only hope. You’re the only one open enough to listen to me.”


    Rolling her eyes, she turned to face him. “You’ve got some fucking nerve, Rob. Go back and lick your new master’s boots.”


    “LaValle sold me out, Soraya, you know that.” His eyes were pleading. “Listen, I made a terrible mistake. I thought what I was doing would save CI.”


    Soraya was so incredulous she almost laughed in his face. “What? You don’t expect me to believe that.”


    “I’m a product of the Old Man. I had no faith in Hart. I—”


    “Don’t use the Old Man routine with me. If you really were his product you’d never have sold us out. You’d have hung in there, become part of the solution, rather than making the problem worse.”


    “You didn’t hear Secretary Halliday, the guy’s like a goddamn force of nature. I got sucked into his orbit. I made a mistake, okay? I admit it.”


    “There’s no excuse for your loss of faith.”


    Batt held up his hands, palms-outward. “You’re absolutely right, but, for God’s sake, look at me now. I’m being thoroughly punished, aren’t I?”


    “I don’t know, Rob, you tell me.”


    “I have no job, no prospect of getting one, either. My friends won’t answer my calls, and when I run into them on the street or a restaurant, they act like you did, they turn away. My wife’s moved out and taken the kids with her.” He ran his hand through his wet hair. “Hell, I’ve been living out of my car since it happened. I’m a mess, Soraya. What could be a worse punishment?”


    Was it a flaw in her character that her heart went out to him? Soraya wondered. But she showed no trace of sympathy, simply stood, silent, waiting for him to continue.


    “Listen to me,” he pleaded. “Listen—”


    “I don’t want to listen.”


    As she began to turn away again, he shoved a digital camera into her hand. “At least take a look at these photos.”


    Soraya was about to hand it back, then she figured she had nothing to lose. Batt’s camera was on, and she pressed the review button. What she saw was a series of surveillance photos of General Kendall.


    “What the hell?” she said.


    “That’s what I’ve been doing since I got canned,” Batt said. “I’ve been trying to find a way to bring down LaValle. I figured right away that he might be too tough a nut to crack quickly, but Kendall, well, he’s another story.”


    She looked up into his face, which shone with an inner fervor she’d never seen before. “How d’you figure that?”


    “Kendall’s restless and bitter, chafing under LaValle’s yoke. He wants a bigger piece of the action than either Halliday or LaValle is willing to give him. That desire makes him stupid and vulnerable.”


    Despite herself, she was intrigued. “What have you found out?”


    “More than I could’ve hoped for.” Batt nodded at her. “Keep going.”


    As Soraya continued to scroll through the photos her heart started to hammer in her chest. She peered closer. “Is that… Good God, it’s Rodney Feir!”


    Batt nodded. “He and Kendall met up at Feir’s health club, then they went to dinner, and now they’re here.”


    She looked up at him. “The two of them are here at The Glass Slipper?”


    “Those are their cars.” Batt pointed. “There’s a back room. I don’t know what goes on in there, but you don’t have to be a rocket scientist to figure it out. General Kendall is a God-fearing family man, goes to church with his family and LaValle’s every Sunday like clockwork. He’s very active in the church, very visible there.”


    Soraya saw the light at the end of her own personal tunnel. Here was a way to get both her and Tyrone off the hook. “Two birds with one photo shoot,” she said.


    “Yeah, only trouble is how to get back there to snap ’em. It’s invitation only, I checked.”


    A slow smile spread across Soraya’s face. “Leave that to me.”


    



    For what seemed a long time after Kendall had kicked him until he vomited, nothing happened. But then, Tyrone had already taken note that time seemed to have slowed down to an agonizing crawl. A minute was made up of a thousand seconds, an hour consisted of ten thousand minutes, and a day—well, there were simply too many hours in a day to count.


    During one of the periods when his hood was taken off, he walked back and forth the narrow width of the room, not wanting to go near the far end with its ominous waterboarding tub.


    Somewhere inside him he knew he’d lost track of time, that this slippage was part of the process to wear him down, open him up, and turn him inside out. Moment by moment he felt himself sliding down a slope so slick, so steep that whatever he did to try to hold on to it failed. He was falling into darkness, into a void filled only with himself.


    This, too, was calculated. He could imagine one of Kendall’s underlings coming up with a mathematical formula for how far a subject should break down each hour of each day he was subject to incarceration.


    Ever since he had suggested to Soraya that he might be useful to her he’d been reading up on how to handle himself in the worst situations. There was a trick he’d come across that was useful to him now—he needed to find a place in his mind where he could withdraw when the going got really rough, a place that was inviolable, where he knew he’d be safe no matter what was done to him.


    He had that place now, he’d been there several times when the pain of kneeling with his arms locked high behind him became too much even for him. But there was one thing that frightened him: that damn trough on the other side of the room. If they decided to waterboard him he was done. For as far back as he could remember he’d been terrified of drowning. He couldn’t swim, couldn’t even float. Every time he’d tried to do either he’d choked, had to be hauled from the water like a three-year-old. He’d soon given up, figuring it didn’t matter. When was he going to go sailing or even lie on a beach? Never.


    But now the water had come to him. That damn trough was waiting, grinning like a whale about to swallow him whole. He was no Jonah, he knew that. That fucking thing wasn’t going to spit him out alive.


    He looked down, saw that the hand he held out in front of him was trembling. Turning away, he pressed it against the wall, as if the cinder block could absorb his unreasoning terror.


    He started as the sound of the door being unlocked ricocheted around the small space. In came one of the NSA zombies, with dead eyes and dead breath. He put down the tray of food and left without even glancing at Tyrone, all part of the second phase of the plan to break him down: make him think he didn’t exist.


    He went over to the tray. As usual, his food consisted of cold oatmeal. It didn’t matter; he was hungry. Taking up the plastic spoon, he took a bite of the cereal. It was gummy, had no taste whatsoever. He almost gagged on the second bite because he was chewing on something other than oatmeal. Aware that his every move was monitored, he bent over, spit out the mouthful. Then he used the fork to paw open a folded piece of paper. There was something written on it. He bent over further to make out the letters.


    DON’T GIVE UP, it read.


    At first, Tyrone couldn’t believe his eyes. Then he read it again. After reading it a third time, he scooped the message up with another bite of oatmeal, chewed it all slowly and methodically, and swallowed.


    Then he went over to the stainless-steel toilet, sat down on the edge, and wondered who had written that note and how he could communicate with him. It wasn’t until some time later that he realized this one brief message from outside his tiny cell had managed to restore the balance he’d lost. Inside his head, time resolved itself into normal seconds and minutes, and the blood began once again to circulate through his veins.


    



    



    Arkadin allowed Devra to drag him out of the bar before he could demolish it completely. Not that he cared about the thuggish patrons who sat in stupefied silence, watching the mayhem he wreaked as if it were a TV show, but he was mindful of the cops who had a significant presence in this trashy neighborhood. During the time they’d been in the bar he’d noticed three police cruisers pass slowly by on the street.


    They drove through the sunshine down littered streets. He heard dogs barking, voices shouting. He was grateful for the heat of her hip and shoulder against him. Her presence grounded him, wrestled his rage back down to a manageable level. He hugged her more tightly to him, his mind returning with feverish intensity to his past.


    



    



    For Arkadin, the ninth level of hell began innocently enough with Stas Kuzin’s confirmation that his business came from prostitution and drugs. Easy money, Arkadin thought, immediately lulled into a false sense of security.


    At first, his role was as simple as it was clearly defined: He’d provide the space in his buildings to expand Kuzin’s brothel empire. This Arkadin did with his usual efficiency. Nothing could have been simpler, and for several months as the rubles rolled in he congratulated himself on making a lucrative business deal. Plus, his association with Kuzin brought him a boatload of perks, from free drinks at the local pubs to free sessions with Kuzin’s ever-expanding ring of teenage girls.


    But it was this very thing—the young prostitutes—that became Arkadin’s slippery slope into hell’s lowest level. When he stayed away from the brothels, or made his cursory weekly checkups to ensure the apartments weren’t being trashed, it was easy to turn a blind eye on what was really going on. He was mostly too busy counting his money. However, on those occasions when he availed himself of a freebie or two, it was impossible not to notice how young the girls were, how afraid they were, how bruised their thin arms were, how hollow their eyes, and, all too often, how drugged up most of them were. It was like Zombie Nation in there.


    All of this might have passed Arkadin by with a minimum of speculation had he not developed a liking for one of them. Yelena was a girl with wide lips, skin as pale as snow, and eyes that burned like a coal fire. She had a quick smile and, unlike some of the other girls, she wasn’t prone to bursting into tears for no apparent reason. She laughed at his jokes, she lay with him afterward, her face buried in his chest. He liked the feel of her in his arms. Her warmth seeped into him like fine vodka, and he grew used to how she found just the right position so that the curves of her body meshed perfectly with his. He could fall asleep in her arms, which for him was something of a miracle. He couldn’t remember when he’d last slept through the night.


    About this time, Kuzin called him into a meeting, told him he was doing so well he wanted to increase his partnership stake with Arkadin.


    “Of course, I’ll need you to play a more active role,” Kuzin said in his semi-intelligible voice. “Business is so good that what I need most now is more girls. That’s where you come in.”


    Kuzin made Arkadin the head of a crew whose sole purpose was to solicit teenage girls from the populace of Nizhny Tagil. This Arkadin did with his usual frightening efficiency. His visits to Yelena’s bed were as plentiful but not as idyllic. She had grown afraid, she told him, of the disappearances of some of the girls. One day she saw them; the next they had vanished as if they’d never existed. No one spoke of them, no one answered her questions when she asked where they’d gone. In the main, Arkadin dismissed her fears—after all, the girls were young, weren’t they leaving all the time? But Yelena was certain the girls’ disappearances had nothing to do with them and everything to do with Stas Kuzin. No matter what he said, her fears did not subside until he promised to protect her, to make sure nothing happened to her.


    After six months Kuzin took him aside.


    “You’re doing a great job.” A mixture of vodka and cocaine slurred Kuzin’s voice even further. “But I need more.”


    They were in one of the brothels, which to Arkadin’s practiced eye looked oddly underpopulated. “Where are all the girls?” he asked.


    Kuzin waved an arm. “Gone, run away, who the fuck knows where? These bitches get a bit of money in their pocket, they’re off like rabbits.”


    Ever the pragmatist, Arkadin said, “I’ll take my crew and go find them.”


    “A waste of time.” Kuzin’s little head bobbled on his shoulders. “Just find me more.”


    “It’s getting difficult,” Arkadin pointed out. “Some of the girls are scared; they don’t want to come with us.”


    “Take them anyway.”


    Arkadin frowned. “I don’t follow you.”


    “Okay, moron, I’ll lay it out for you. Take your fucking crew in the fucking van and snatch the bitches off the street.”


    “You’re talking about kidnapping.”


    Kuzin laughed. “Fuck me, he gets it!”


    “What about the cops.”


    Kuzin laughed even harder. “The cops are in my pocket. And even if they weren’t, d’you think they get paid to work? They don’t give a rat’s ass.”


    For the next three weeks Arkadin and his crew worked the night shift, delivering girls to the brothel, whether or not they wanted to come. These girls were sullen, often belligerent, until Kuzin took them into a back room, where none of them ever wanted to go a second time. Kuzin didn’t mess with their faces, as that would be bad for business; only their arms and legs were bruised.


    Arkadin watched this controlled violence as if through the wrong end of a telescope. He knew it was happening, but he pretended it had nothing to do with him. He continued to count his money, which was now piling up at a more rapid clip. It was his money and Yelena that kept him warm at night. Each time he was with her, he checked her arms and legs for bruises. When he made her promise not to take drugs, she laughed, “Leonid Danilovich, who has money for drugs?”


    He smiled at this, knowing what she meant. In fact, she had more money than all the other girls in the brothel combined. He knew this because he was the one who gave it to her.


    “Get yourself a new dress, a new pair of shoes,” he’d tell her, but frugal girl that she was, she’d merely smile and kiss him on the cheek with great affection. She was right, he realized, not to do anything to call attention to herself.


    One night, not long after, Kuzin accosted him as he was leaving Yelena’s room.


    “I have an urgent problem and I need your help,” the freak said.


    Arkadin went with him out of the apartment building. A large van was waiting on the street, its engine running. Kuzin climbed into the back, and Arkadin followed. Two of the brothel girls were being guarded by Kuzin’s pair of personal ghouls.


    “They tried to escape,” Kuzin said. “We just caught them.”


    “They need to be taught a lesson,” Arkadin said, because he assumed that was what his partner wanted him to say.


    “Too fucking late for that.” Kuzin signaled to the driver, and the van took off.


    Arkadin settled back on the seat, wondering where they were going. He kept his mouth shut, knowing that if he asked questions now he’d look like a fool. Thirty minutes later the van slowed, turned off onto an unpaved road. For the next several minutes they jounced along a rutted track that must have been very narrow because branches kept scraping against the sides of the van.


    At length, they stopped, the doors opened, and everyone clambered out. The night was very dark, illuminated only by the headlights of the van, but in the distance the fire of the smelters was like blood in the sky or, rather, on the undersides of the belching miasma churned out by hundreds of smokestacks. No one saw the sky in Nizhny Tagil, and when it snowed the flakes turned gray or even sometimes black as they passed through the industrial murk.


    Arkadin followed along with Kuzin as the two ghouls pushed the girls through the thick, weedy underbrush. The resiny scent of pine perfumed the air so strongly, it almost masked the appalling stench of decomposition.


    A hundred yards in the ghouls pulled back on the collars of the girls’ coats, reining them in. Kuzin took out his gun and shot one of the girls in the back of the head. She pitched forward into a bed of dead leaves. The other girl screamed, squirming within the ghoul’s grasp, desperate to run.


    Then Kuzin turned to Arkadin, placed the gun in his hand. “When you pull the trigger,” he said, “we become equal partners.”


    There was something in Kuzin’s eyes that at this close range gave Arkadin the shivers. It seemed to him that Kuzin’s eyes were smiling in the way the devil smiled, without warmth, without humanity, because the pleasure that animated the smile was of an evil and perverted nature. It was at this precise moment that Arkadin thought of the prisons ringing Nizhny Tagil, because he now knew beyond a shadow of a doubt that he was locked within his own private prison, with no idea if there was a key, let alone how to use it.


    The gun—an old Luger with the Nazi swastika imprinted on it—was greasy with Kuzin’s excitement. Arkadin raised it to the height of the girl’s head. She was whimpering and crying. Arkadin had done many things in his young life, some of them unforgivable, but he’d never shot a girl in cold blood. And yet now, in order to prosper, in order to survive the prison of Nizhny Tagil, this was what he had to do.


    He was aware of Kuzin’s avid eyes boring into him, red as the fire of Nizhny Tagil’s foundries themselves, and then he felt the muzzle of a gun at the nape of his neck and knew that the driver was standing behind him, no doubt on Kuzin’s orders.


    “Do it,” Kuzin said softly, “because one way or another in the next ten seconds someone’s going to fire his gun.”


    Arkadin aimed the Luger. The shout of the report echoed on and on through the deep and forbidding forest, and the girl slid along the leaves, into the pit with her friend.

  


  
    THIRTY-FIVE

  


  
    The sound of the bolt being thrown on the 8mm Mauser K98 rifle echoed through the Dachau air raid bunker. That was the end of it, however.


    “Damn!” Old Pelz groaned. “I forgot to load the thing!”


    Petra took out her handgun, pointed it in the air, and squeezed the trigger. Because the result was the same as what had happened to him, Old Pelz threw down the K98.


    “Scheisse!” he said, clearly disgusted.


    She approached him then. “Herr Pelz,” she said gently, “as I said, my name is Petra. Do you remember me?”


    The old man stopped muttering, peered at her carefully. “You do look an awful lot like a Petra-Alexandra I once knew.”


    “Petra-Alexandra.” She laughed and kissed him on the cheek. “Yes, yes, that’s me!”


    He recoiled a little, put a hand on his cheek where she’d planted her lips. Then, skeptical to the end, he looked past her at Bourne. “Who’s this Nazi bastard? Did he force you to come here?” His hands curled into fists. “I’ll box his ears for him!”


    “No, Herr Pelz, this is a friend of mine. He’s Russian.” She used the name Bourne had given her, which was on the passport Boris Karpov had provided.


    “Russians’re no better than Nazis in my book,” the old man said sourly.


    “Actually, I’m an American traveling under a Russian passport.” Bourne said this first in English and then in German.


    “You speak English very well, for a Russian,” Old Pelz said in excellent English. Then he laughed, showing teeth yellowed by time and tobacco. At the sight of an American, he seemed to perk up, as if coming out of a decades-long drowse. This was the way he was, a rabbit being drawn out of a hat, only to withdraw again into the shadows. He wasn’t mad, just living both in the drab present and in the vivid past. “I embraced the Americans when they liberated us from tyranny,” he continued proudly. “In my time I helped them root out the Nazis and the Nazi sympathizers pretending to be good Germans.” He spat out the last words, as if he couldn’t stand to have them in his mouth.


    “Then what are you doing here?” Bourne said. “Don’t you have a home to go to?”


    “Sure I do.” Old Pelz smacked his lips, as if he could taste the life of his younger self. “In fact, I have a very nice house in Dachau. It’s blue and white, with flowers all around a picket fence. A cherry tree stands in back, spreading its wings in summer. The house is rented out to a fine young couple with two strapping children, who send their rent check like clockwork to my nephew in Leipzig. He’s a big-shot lawyer, you know.”


    “Herr Pelz, I don’t understand,” Petra said. “Why not stay in your own home? This is no place to live.”


    “The bunker is my health insurance.” The old man cocked a canny eye her way. “Do you have any idea what would happen to me if I went back to my house? They’d spirit me away in the night, and that’s the last anyone would ever see of me.”


    “Who would do that to you?” Bourne said.


    Pelz seemed to consider his answer, as if he needed to remember the text of a book he’d read in high school. “I told you I was a Nazi hunter, a damn fine one, too. In those days I lived like a king—or, if I’m honest, a duke. Anyway, that’s before I got cocky and made my mistake. I decided to go after the Black Legion, and that one intemperate decision was my downfall. Because of them I lost everything, even the trust of the Americans, who at that time needed those damn people more than they needed me.


    “The Black Legion kicked me into the gutter like a piece of garbage or a mangy dog. From there it was only a short crawl down here into the bowels of the earth.”


    “It’s the Black Legion I came here to talk to you about,” Bourne said. “I’m a hunter, too. The Black Legion isn’t a Nazi organization anymore. They’ve turned into a Muslim terrorist network.”


    Old Pelz rubbed his grizzled jaw. “I’d say I’m surprised, but I’m not. Those bastards knew how to play all the cards in all the hands—the Germans, the Brits, and, most importantly, the Americans. They toyed with all of ’em after the war. Every Western intelligence service was throwing money at them. The thought of having built-in spies behind the Iron Curtain had them all salivating.


    “It didn’t take the bastards long to figure out it was the Americans who had the upper hand. Why? ’Cause they had all the money and, unlike the Brits, weren’t being tight-fisted with it.” He cackled. “But that’s the American way, isn’t it?”


    Not waiting for an answer to a question that was self-evident, he plowed on. “So the Black Legion took up with the American intelligence machine. First off, it wasn’t difficult to convince the Yanks that they’d never been Nazis, that their only goal was to fight Stalin. And that was true, as far as it went, but after the war they had other goals in mind. They’re Muslims, after all; they never felt comfortable in Western society. They wanted to build for the future, and like a lot of other insurgents they created their power base with American dollars.”


    He squinted up at Bourne. “You’re American, poor bastard. None of these modern-day terrorist networks would’ve existed without your country’s backing. Fucking ironic, that is.”


    For a time he lapsed into muttering, broke into a song whose lyrics were so melancholy tears welled up in his rheumy eyes.


    “Herr Pelz,” Bourne said, trying to get the old man to focus. “You were talking about the Black Legion.”


    “Call me Virgil,” Pelz said, nodding as he came out of his fugue state. “That’s right, my Christian name is Virgil, and for you, American, I will hold my lamp high enough to throw light on those bastards who ruined my life. Why not? I’m at a stage in my life when I should tell someone, and it might as well be you.”


    



    



    They’re in the back,” Bev said to Drew Davis. “Both of them.” A woman in her midfifties with a thick frame and a quick wit, she was The Glass Slipper’s girl wrangler, as she wryly called herself—part disciplinarian, part den mother.


    “The main interest is in the general,” Davis said, “isn’t that right, Kiki?”


    Kiki nodded. She was closely flanked by Soraya and Deron, and all of them were clustered in Davis’s cramped office up a short flight of stairs from the main room. The pounding of the bass and drums thumped against the walls like the fists of angry giants. The room had the appearance of an attic or a garret, windowless, its walls like a time machine, plastered with photos of Drew Davis with Martin Luther King, Nelson Mandela, four different American presidents, a host of Hollywood stars, and various UN dignitaries and ambassadors from virtually every country in Africa. There was also a series of informal snapshots of him with his arm around a younger Kiki in the Masai Mara, totally unself-conscious, looking like a queen-in-training.


    After her talk with Rob Batt in the parking lot, Soraya had returned to her table inside and filled in Kiki and Deron on her plan. The noise from the band on stage made eavesdropping impossible, even by anyone at the next table. Because of her longtime friendship with Drew Davis, it had been up to Kiki to create the spark that would light the fuse. This she did, resulting in this impromptu meeting in Davis’s office.


    “For me to even contemplate what you’re asking, you have to guarantee blanket immunity,” Drew Davis said to Soraya. “Plus, leave our names out of it, unless you want to piss me off—which you don’t—as well as pissing off half the elected officials in the district.”


    “You have my word,” Soraya said. “We want these two people, that’s the beginning and the end of it.”


    Drew Davis glanced at Kiki, who responded with an almost imperceptible nod.


    Now Davis turned to Bev.


    “Here’s what you can do and what you can’t do,” Bev said, reacting to her boss’s cue. “I won’t allow anyone on my ranch who’s not there for legitimate purposes—that is, either a patron or a working girl. So forget just barging in there. I do that and tomorrow we have no business left.”


    She wasn’t even looking at Drew Davis, but Soraya saw him nod in assent, and her heart fell. Everything depended on their gaining access to the general while he was in the midst of his frolics. Then she had a thought.


    “I’ll go in as a working girl,” she said.


    “No, you won’t,” Deron said. “You’re known to both the general and Feir. One look at you and they’ll be spooked.”


    “They don’t know me.”


    Everyone turned their heads to stare at Kiki.


    “Absolutely not,” Deron said.


    “Ease up there,” Kiki said with a laugh. “I’m not going through with anything. I just need access.” She mimed taking photos. Then she turned to Bev. “How do I get into the general’s private room?”


    “You can’t. For obvious reasons the private rooms are sacrosanct. Another rule of the house. And both the general and Feir have chosen their partners for the evening.” She drummed her fingers against Davis’s desktop. “But in the case of the general there is one way.”


    



    



    Virgil Pelz took Bourne and Petra farther into the bunker’s main tunnel, to a rough-hewn space that opened out into a circle. There were benches here, a small gas stove, a refrigerator.


    “Lucky someone forgot to turn off the electricity,” Petra said.


    “Lucky my ass.” Pelz settled himself on a bench. “My nephew pays a town official under the table to keep the lights on.” He offered them whiskey or wine, which they refused. He poured himself a shot of liquor, downed it perhaps to fortify himself or to keep himself from sinking back into the shadows. It was obvious he liked having company, that the stimulation of other humans was bringing him out of himself.


    “Most of what I’ve already told you about the Black Legion is basic history, if you know where to look, but the key to understanding their success in negotiating the dangerous postwar landscape lies in two men: Farid Icoupov and Ibrahim Sever.”


    “I assume this Icoupov you speak of is Semion Icoupov’s father,” Bourne said.


    Pelz nodded. “Just so.”


    “And did Ibrahim Sever have a son?”


    “He had two,” Pelz replied, “but I’m getting ahead of myself.” He smacked his lips, glanced at the bottle of whiskey, then decided against another shot.


    “Farid and Ibrahim were the best of friends. They grew up together, each the only sons in large families. Possibly, this is what bonded them as children. The bond was strong; it lasted for most of their lives, but Ibrahim Sever was a warrior at heart, Farid Icoupov an intellectual, and the seeds of discontent and mistrust must have been sown early. During the war their shared leadership worked out just fine. Ibrahim was in charge of the Black Legion soldiers on the Eastern Front; Farid put in place and directed the intelligence-gathering network in the Soviet Union.


    “It was after the war when the problems began. Stripped of his duties as commandant of the military end, Ibrahim began to fret that his power was eroding.” Pelz clucked his tongue against the roof of his mouth. “Listen, American, if you’re a student of history you know how the two longtime allies and friends Gaius Julius Caesar and Pompey Magnus became enemies infected by the ambitions, fears, deceptions, and power struggles of those under their respective commands. So it was with these two. In time, Ibrahim convinced himself—no doubt abetted by some of his more militant advisers—that his longtime friend was planning a power grab. Unlike Caesar, who was off in Gaul when Pompey declared war on him, Farid lived in the next house. Ibrahim Sever and his men came in the night and assassinated Farid Icoupov. Three days later Farid’s son, Semion, shot Ibrahim to death as he was driving to work. In retaliation, Ibrahim’s son, Asher, went after Semion in a Munich nightclub. Asher managed to escape, but in the ensuing hail of gunfire Asher’s younger brother was killed.”


    Pelz scrubbed his face with his hand. “You see how it goes, American? Like an ancient Roman vendetta, an orgy of blood of biblical proportions.”


    “I know about Semion Icoupov, but not about Sever,” Bourne said. “Where’s Asher Sever now?”


    The old man shrugged his thin shoulders. “Who knows? If Icoupov did, Sever would surely be dead by now.”


    For a time, Bourne sat silent, thinking about the Black Legion’s attack on the professor, thinking about all the little anomalies that had been piling up in his mind: the oddity of Pyotr’s network of decadents and incompetents, the professor saying it was his idea to have the stolen plans delivered to him via the network, and the question of whether Mischa Tarkanian—and Arkadin himself—was Black Legion. At last, he said, “Virgil, I need to ask you several questions.”


    “Yes, American.” Pelz’s eyes looked as bright and eager as a robin’s.


    Still, Bourne hesitated. Revealing anything of his mission or its background to a stranger violated every instinct, every lesson he’d been taught, and yet he could see no other alternative. “I came to Munich because a friend of mine—a mentor, really—asked me to go after the Black Legion, first because they’re planning an attack against my country, and second because their leader, Semion Icoupov, ordered his son, Pyotr, killed.”


    Pelz looked up, a curious expression on his face. “Asher Sever gathered his power base, which he’d inherited from his father—a powerful intelligence-gathering network strewn across Asia and Europe—and ousted Semion. Icoupov hasn’t been running the Black Legion for decades. If he had, I doubt whether I’d still be down here. Unlike Asher Sever, Icoupov was a man you could reason with.”


    “Are you saying that you’ve met both Semion Icoupov and Asher Sever?” Bourne said.


    “That’s right,” Pelz said, nodding. “Why?”


    Bourne had gone cold as he contemplated the unthinkable. Could the professor have been lying to him all the time? But if so—if he was in fact a member of the Black Legion—why in the world would he entrust the delivery of the attack plans to Pyotr’s shaky network? Surely he would have known how unreliable its members were. Nothing seemed to make sense.


    Knowing he had to solve this problem one step at a time, he took out his cell phone, scrolled through the photos, brought up the one the professor had sent of Egon Kirsch. He looked at the two men in the photo, then handed the phone to Pelz.


    “Virgil, do you recognize either of these men?”


    Pelz squinted, then stood and walked nearer to one of the bare lightbulbs. “No.” He shook his head, then, after a moment’s further scrutiny, his forefinger jabbed at the photo. “I don’t know, because he looks so different…” He returned to where Bourne sat, turned the phone so they could both see the photo, and tapped the figure of Professor Specter. “… but, damn, I’d swear this one is Asher Sever.”

  


  
    THIRTY-SIX

  


  
    Peter Marks, chief of operations, was with Veronica Hart in her office, poring over reams of personnel data sheets, when they came for her. Luther LaValle, accompanied by a pair of federal marshals, had swept through CI security, armed with their warrant. Hart had only the briefest of warnings—a phone call from the first set of security guards downstairs—that her professional world was imploding. No time to get out of the way of the falling debris.


    She barely had time to tell Marks, then stand up to face her accusers before the three men entered her office and presented her with the federal warrant.


    “Veronica Rose Hart,” the senior of the stone-faced federal marshals intoned, “you are hereby placed under arrest for conspiring with one Jason Bourne, a rogue agent, for purposes that violate the regulations of Central Intelligence.”


    “On what evidence?” Hart said.


    “NSA surveillance photos of you in the courtyard of the Freer handing a packet to Jason Bourne,” the marshal said in the same zombie voice.


    Marks, who was also on his feet, said, “This is insane. You can’t really believe—”


    “Shut it, Mr. Marks,” Luther LaValle said with no fear of contradiction. “One more word out of you and I’ll have you put under formal investigation.”


    Marks was about to reply when a sharp look from the DCI forced him to bite back his words. His jaws clamped shut, but the fury in his eyes was unmistakable.


    Hart came around the desk, and the junior marshal cuffed her hands behind her back.


    “Is that really necessary?” Marks said.


    LaValle pointed at him wordlessly. As they marched Hart from her office, she said, “Take over, Peter. You’re acting DCI now.”


    LaValle grinned. “Not for long, if I have anything to say about it.”


    After they’d gone, Marks collapsed into his chair. Finding that his hands were trembling, he clasped them together, as if in prayer. His heart was pounding so hard he found it difficult to think. He jumped up, walked over to the window behind the DCI’s desk, stood staring out at the Washington night. All the monuments were lit up, all the streets and avenues were filled with traffic. Everything was as it should be, and yet nothing looked familiar. He felt as if he’d entered an alternate universe. He couldn’t have been witness to what just happened, NSA couldn’t be about to absorb CI into its gigantic corpus. But then he turned around to find the office empty and the full horror of seeing the DCI frog-marched out in handcuffs swept over him, made his legs weak, so that he sought out the big chair behind the desk and sat in it.


    Then the implications of where he sat, and why, sank in. He picked up the phone and dialed Stu Gold, CI’s lead counsel.


    “Sit tight. I’ll be right over,” Gold told him in his usual no-nonsense voice. Did nothing faze him?


    Then Marks began to make a series of calls. It was going to be a long and harrowing night.


    



    



    Rodney Feir was having the time of his life. As he accompanied Afrique into one of the rooms in the back of The Glass Slipper, he felt as if he were on top of the world. In fact, popping a Viagra, he decided to ask her to do a number of things he’d never tried before. Why the hell not? he asked himself.


    While he was undressing he thought of the information on Typhon’s field agents Peter Marks had sent him via interoffice mail. Feir had deliberately told Marks he didn’t want it sent electronically because it was too insecure. The info was folded into the inside pocket of his coat, ready to give to General Kendall before they left The Glass Slipper tonight. He could have handed it over while they were at dinner, but he’d felt, all things considered, that a champagne toast after all their treats had been consumed was the proper way to cap off the night.


    Afrique was already on the bed, spread languidly, her large eyes half closed, but she got right down to business as soon as Feir joined her. He tried to keep his mind on the proceedings, but seeing as how his body was totally in it, there wasn’t much point. He preferred dwelling on the things that made him truly happy, like getting the better of Peter Marks. When he was growing up it was people like Marks—and, for that matter, Batt—who’d had it all over him, brainiacs with brawn, in other words, who’d made his life miserable. They were the ones who had the cool circle of friends, who got all the great-looking girls, who rode in cars while he was still tooling around on a scooter. He was the nerd, the chubby—fat, really—kid who was made the butt of all their jokes, who was pushed around and ostracized, who, despite his high IQ, was so tongue-tied he could never stick up for himself.


    He’d joined CI as a glorified pencil pusher, and, yes, he’d worked his way up the professional ladder, but not into fieldwork or counterintelligence. No, he was chief of field support, which meant that he was in charge of gathering and distributing the paperwork generated by the very CI personnel he longed to be like. His office was the central hub of supply and demand, and there were days when he could convince himself that it was the nerve center of CI. But most of the time he saw himself for what he really was—someone who kept pushing electronic lists, data entry forms, directorate requests, allocation tables, budget spreadsheets, personnel assignment profiles, matériel lading bills, a veritable landslide of paperwork whizzing through the CI intranet. A monitor of information, in other words, a master of nothing.


    He was enveloped in pleasure, a warm, viscous friction spreading outward from his groin into his torso and limbs. He closed his eyes and sighed.


    At first, being an anonymous cog in the CI machine suited him, but as the years passed, as he rose in the hierarchy, only the Old Man understood his worth, for it was the Old Man who promoted him, time after time. But no one else—certainly none of the other directors—said a word to him until they needed something. Then a request came flying through CI cyberspace as quick as you could say, I need it yesterday. If he got them what they wanted yesterday, he heard nothing, not even a nod of thanks in the hallway, but should there be any delay at all, no matter the reason, they’d land on him like woodpeckers on a tree full of insects. He’d never hear the end of their pestering until they got what they wanted, and then silence again. It seemed sadly ironic to him that even in an insider’s paradise like CI he was on the outside.


    It was humiliating to be one of those stereotypical Americans who time and again got sand kicked in his face. How he hated himself for being a living, breathing cliché. It was these evenings spent with General Kendall that gave his life color and meaning, the clandestine meetings in the health club sauna, the dinners at local barbecue joints in SE, and then the delicious chocolate nightcaps at The Glass Slipper, where he was for once the insider instead of having his nose pressed to someone else’s window. Knowing that he couldn’t be transformed he had to settle for losing himself in Afrique’s bed at The Glass Slipper.


    



    



    General Kendall, smoking a cigar in the corral, the colloquial name for the parlor room where the girls were paraded for the benefit of the patrons, was enjoying himself immensely. If he was thinking of his boss at all, it was of the heart attack this scene he was enacting would cause LaValle. As for his family, they were the farthest thing from his mind. Unlike Feir, who always went for the same girl, Kendall was a man of diverse tastes when it came to the women of The Glass Slipper, and why not? He had virtually no choice in any other areas of his life. If not here, where?


    He sat on the purple velvet sofa, one arm thrown along the back, watching through slitted eyes the slow parade of flesh. He had already made his choice; the girl was in her room, undressing, but when Bev had come to him, suggesting that he might want something a bit more special—another girl to create a threesome—he hadn’t hesitated. He’d been just about to make his choice when he saw someone. She was impossibly tall, with skin like the darkest cocoa, and was so regal in her beauty that he broke out into a sweat.


    He caught Bev’s eye and she came over. Bev was attuned to his desires. “I want her,” he said to Bev, pointing at the regal beauty.


    “I’m afraid Kiki’s not available,” she said.


    This answer made Kendall want her all the more. Venal witch; she knew him too well. He produced five hundred-dollar bills. “How about now?” he said.


    Bev, true to form, pocketed the money. “Leave it to me,” she said.


    The general watched her pick her way through the girls to where Kiki was standing, somewhat apart from the others. While he observed the conversation his heart began to beat in his chest like a war drum. He was sweating so much he was obliged to wipe his palms on the purple velvet of the sofa arm. If she said no, what would he do? But she wasn’t saying no, she was looking across the corral at him, with a smile that raised his temperature a couple of degrees. Jesus, he wanted her!


    As if in a trance, he saw her coming across the room toward him, her hips swaying, that maddening half smile on her face. He stood up, with some difficulty, he noted. He felt like a seventeen-year-old virgin. Kiki held out her hand and he took it, terrified that she’d be repulsed if it was damp, but nothing interfered with that half smile.


    There was something intensely pleasurable about allowing her to lead him past all the other girls, enjoying the looks of envy on their faces.


    “Which room are you in?” Kiki murmured in a voice like honey.


    Kendall, inhaling her spicy, musky scent, could not find his voice. He pointed, and again she led him as if he were on a leash until they were standing in front of the door.


    “Are you sure you want two girls tonight?” She brushed her hip against his. “I’m more than enough for any man I’ve been with.”


    The general felt a delicious shiver travel down the length of his spine, lodge itself like a heated arrow between his thighs. Reaching out, he opened the door. Lena writhed on the bed, naked. He heard the door close behind him. Without thinking, he undressed himself, then he stepped out of the puddle of his clothes, took Kiki’s hand, padded over to the bed. He knelt on it, she let go of his hand, and he fell on Lena.


    He felt Kiki’s hands on his shoulders, and, groaning, he lost himself within Lena’s lush body. The pleasure built along with the anticipation of Kiki’s long, lithe body pressed against his glistening back.


    It took him some time to become aware that the quick flashes of light weren’t a result of the quickened firing of nerve endings behind his eyes. Drugged with sex and desire, he was slow to turn his head directly into another battery of flashes. Even then, negative images dancing behind his retinas, his fogged brain couldn’t quite piece together what was happening, and his body continued to move rhythmically against Lena’s pliant flesh.


    Then the camera flashed again, he belatedly raised his hand to shield his eyes, and there was stark reality staring him in the face. Kiki, still dressed, continued to take shots of him and Lena.


    “Smile, General,” she said in that sensual, honeyed voice. “There’s nothing else you can do.”


    



    



    I’ve got too much anger inside me,” Petra said. “It’s like one of those flesh-eating diseases you read about.”


    “Dachau is toxic for you, so is Munich now,” Bourne said. “You’ve got to go away.”


    She moved to the left-hand lane of the autobahn, put on some real speed. They were on their way back to Munich in the car Pelz’s nephew had bought for him under the nephew’s name. The police might still be looking for both of them, but their only lead was Petra’s Munich apartment, and neither of them had any intention of going anywhere near it. As long as she didn’t get out of the car, Bourne felt it was relatively safe for her to drive him back into the city.


    “Where would I go?” she said.


    “Leave Germany altogether.”


    She laughed, but it wasn’t a pleasant sound. “Turn tail and run, you mean.”


    “Why would you see it that way?”


    “Because I’m German; because I belong here.”


    “The Munich police are looking for you,” he said.


    “And if they find me, then I’ll do my time for killing your friend.” She flashed her headlights so a slower car could get out of her way. “Meanwhile I have money. I can live.”


    “But what will you do?”


    She gave him a lopsided smile. “I’m going to take care of Virgil. He needs drying out; he needs a friend.” Nearing the city, she changed lanes so she could exit when she needed to. “The cops won’t find me,” she said with an odd kind of certainty, “because I’m taking him far away from here. Virgil and me, we’ll be two outlaws learning a whole new way of life.”


    



    



    Egon Kirsch lived in the northern district of Schwabing, known as the young intellectual quarter because of the mass of university students that flooded its streets, cafés, and bars.


    As they came abreast of Schwabing’s main plaza, Petra pulled over. “When I was younger I used to hang out here with my friends. We were all militants, then, agitating for change, and we felt connected to this place because it was from here that the Freiheitsaktion Bayer, one of the most famed resistance groups, commandeered Radio Munich near the end of the war. They broadcast messages to the populace to seize and arrest all local Nazi leaders, and to signal their rejection of the regime by waving white sheets out of their windows—an action that was punishable by death, by the way. And they managed to save a large number of civilian lives as the American army swept in.”


    “At last we find something in Munich that even you can be proud of,” Bourne said.


    “I suppose so.” Petra laughed, almost sadly. “But I among all of my friends was the only one who stayed a revolutionary. The others are corporate functionaries or Hausfraus now. They lead sad, gray lives. I see them sometimes, trudging to and from work. I walk by them; they don’t even look up. In the end, they all disappointed me.”


    Kirsch’s apartment was on the top floor of a beautiful house of stone-colored stucco, arched windows, and a terra-cotta tile roof. Between two of his windows was a niche holding a stone statue of the Virgin Mary cradling the baby Jesus.


    Petra pulled into the curb in front of the building. “I wish you well, American,” she said, deliberately using Virgil Pelz’s phrasing. “Thank you… for everything.”


    “You may not believe it, but we helped each other,” Bourne said as he got out of the car. “Good luck, Petra.”


    When she’d driven off, he turned, went up the steps to the building, and used the code Kirsch had given him to open the front door. The interior was neat and spotlessly clean. The wood-paneled hallway gleamed with a recent waxing. Bourne climbed the carved wooden staircase to the top floor. Using Kirsch’s key, he let himself in. Though the apartment itself was light and airy, with many windows overlooking the street, it was steeped in a deep silence, as if it existed on the bottom of the sea. There was no TV, no computer. Bookcases lined one entire wall of the living room, holding volumes by Nietzsche, Kant, Descartes, Heidegger, Leibniz, and Machiavelli. There were also books by many of the great mathematicians, biographers, fiction writers, and economists. The other walls were covered with Kirsch’s framed and matted line drawings, so detailed and intricate that at first glance they seemed to be architectural plans, but then suddenly they came into focus and Bourne realized the drawings were abstracts. Like all good art, they seemed to move back and forth from reality to an imagined dream world where anything was possible.


    After taking a brief tour of all the rooms, he settled down in a chair behind Kirsch’s desk. He thought long and hard about the professor. Was he Dominic Specter, the nemesis of the Black Legion, as he claimed to be, or was he, in fact, Asher Sever, the leader of the Black Legion? If he was Sever, he’d staged the attack on himself—an elaborate scheme that had cost a number of lives. Could the professor be guilty of such an irrational act? If he was the leader of the Black Legion, certainly. The second question Bourne had been asking himself was why the professor would entrust the stolen plans to Pyotr’s thoroughly undependable network. But there was another enigma: If the professor was Sever, why was he so anxious to get those plans? Wouldn’t he already have them? These two questions went around and around in Bourne’s head without producing a satisfactory solution. Nothing about the situation he found himself in appeared to make sense, which meant that a vital part of the picture was missing. And yet he had the nagging suspicion that, like Egon Kirsch’s drawings, he was being shown two separate realities—if only he could decipher which was real and which one was false.


    At length, he turned his mind to something that had been bothering him ever since the incident at the Egyptian Museum. He knew that Franz Jens had been the only one to follow him into the museum, so how on earth did Arkadin know where he was? Arkadin had to have been the one to kill Jens. He also must have given the order to kill Egon Kirsch, but, again, how did he know where Kirsch was?


    The answers to both questions were firmly rooted in time and place. He hadn’t been tailed to the museum, then…. As a chill spread through him, Bourne went very still. With no physical tail, there had to be an electronic tail somewhere on his person. But how had it been put there? Someone could have brushed up against him in the airport. He rose, slowly undressed. As he did so, he went through every item of clothing, looking for an electronic tag. Finding nothing, he dressed, sat again in the chair, deep in thought.


    With his eidetic memory, he went through every step of his journey from Moscow to Munich. When he recalled the German Immigration officer, he realized that his passport had been out of his possession for close to half a minute. Taking it out of his breast pocket, he began to leaf through it, checking each page both by sight and by touch. On the inside of the back cover, stuck in the fold of the binding, he found the tiny transmitter.

  


  
    THIRTY-SEVEN

  


  
    How wonderful it is to breathe the goodnight air,” Veronica Hart said as she stood on the pavement just outside the Pentagon.


    “Diesel fumes and all,” Stu Gold said.


    “I knew LaValle’s charges wouldn’t stick,” she said as they crossed to his car. “They’re patently trumped up.”


    “I wouldn’t begin celebrating just yet,” the attorney said. “LaValle’s put me on notice that he’s going to take those surveillance photos of you and Bourne to the president tomorrow for an executive order to have you removed.”


    “Come on, Stu, those were private conversations between Martin Lindros and a civilian, Moira Trevor. There’s nothing in them. LaValle’s banking on hot air.”


    “He’s got the secretary of defense,” Gold said. “Under the circumstances that alone is enough to make trouble for you.”


    The wind was whipping up and Hart caught her hair, pushed it off her face. “Coming into CI and marching me out in cuffs… LaValle made a big mistake grandstanding like that.” She turned, looked back at the headquarters of the NSA in which she’d been incarcerated for three hours until the moment Gold showed up with his order from a federal judge for her temporary release. “He’ll pay for humiliating me.”


    “Veronica, don’t do anything rash.” Gold opened the car door, ushered her inside. “Knowing LaValle as I do it’s more than likely that he wants you to go off half-cocked. That’s how fatal mistakes are made.”


    He went around the front of the car, got behind the wheel, and they drove off.


    “We can’t let him get away with this, Stu. Unless we stop him he’s going to hijack CI right out from under us.” She watched the Virginia night turn into the district night as they crossed the Arlington Memorial Bridge. The Lincoln Memorial rose up before them. “I made a pledge when I signed on.”


    “Like all DCIs.”


    “No, I’m talking about a personal pledge.” She very much wanted to see Lincoln sitting on his chair, contemplating all the unknowns that lay before every human being. She asked Gold to make a stop there. “I never told anyone this, Stu, but the day I officially became DCI I went to the Old Man’s grave. Have you ever been to the Arlington National Cemetery? It’s a sobering place, but in its own way a joyous place as well. So many heroes, so much courage, the bedrock of our freedom, Stu, every one of us.”


    They’d come to the memorial. They both got out, walked up to the majestic floodlit granite statue, stood gazing up into Lincoln’s stern, wise face. Someone had left a bouquet of flowers at his feet, withered heads nodding in the wind.


    “I stayed at the Old Man’s grave for a long time,” Hart continued in a faraway voice. “I swear I could feel him, I swear I felt something stir against me, then inside me.” Her gaze swung around to fix on the attorney. “There’s a long, exemplary legacy at CI, Stu. I swore then, and I’m swearing now, that I won’t let anything or anyone damage that legacy.” She took a breath. “So whatever it takes.”


    Gold returned her stare without flinching. “Do you know what you’re asking?”


    “Yes, I believe I do.”


    At last, he said, “All right, Veronica, it’s your call. Whatever it takes.”


    



    



    Feeling invigorated and invulnerable after his workout, Rodney Feir met General Kendall in the champagne room, reserved for those VIPs who had consummated the evening’s pleasures and wanted to linger, with or without their girls. Of course time spent in there was far more expensive with the girls than without.


    The champagne room was decorated like a Middle Eastern pasha’s den. The two men lazed on voluminous pillows while being served the bubbly of their choice. This was where Feir planned to hand over the intel on Typhon’s field agents. But first he wanted to luxuriate in the pure pleasure provided in the back rooms of The Glass Slipper. After all, the moment he set foot outside, the real world would come crashing in on him with all its annoyances, petty humiliations, drudgery, and the piquancy of fear that preceded every move he made to advance LaValle’s position vis-à-vis CI.


    Kendall, his cell phone at his right hand, sat rather stiffly, as befitted a military man. Feir thought he must be slightly uncomfortable in such lush surroundings. The men chatted for a time, sipping their champagne, exchanging theories about steroids and baseball, about the chances of the Redskins making the play-offs next year, the gyrations of the stock market, anything but politics.


    After a time, when the bottle of champagne was nearly exhausted, Kendall looked at his watch. “What d’you have for me?”


    This was the moment Feir had been keenly anticipating. He couldn’t wait to see the look on the general’s face when he caught a glimpse of the intel. Reaching into the pocket in the lining of his coat, he brought out the packet. A low-tech hard copy was the safest way to smuggle data out of the CI building, since security systems were in place to monitor the comings and goings of any device with a hard drive large enough to hold substantial data files.


    A smile broke out across Feir’s face. “The whole enchilada. Every last detail on the Typhon agents across the globe.” He held up the packet. “Now let’s talk about what I get in return.”


    “What do you want?” Kendall said without much enthusiasm. “A higher grade? More control?”


    “I want respect,” Feir said. “I want LaValle to respect me the way you do.”


    A curious smile curled the general’s lips. “I can’t speak for Luther, but I’ll see what I can do.”


    As he leaned forward to take the intel, Feir was wondering why he was so solemn—no, worse than solemn, he was downright glum. Feir was on the point of asking him about it when a tall, elegant black woman began snapping a series of photos.


    “What the hell?” he said, through the blinding string of flashes.


    When his vision cleared, he saw Soraya Moore standing beside them. She had the packet of intel in her hand.


    “This isn’t a good night for you, Rodney.” She picked up the general’s cell phone, thumbed it on, and there was the conversation between the general and Feir recorded and regurgitated so everyone could hear his treachery for themselves. “No, I would have to say that all things considered it’s the end of the line.”


    



    



    I’m not afraid to die,” Devra said, “if that’s what you’re worried about.”


    “I’m not worried,” Arkadin said. “What makes you think I’m worried?”


    She bit into the chocolate ice cream he’d bought her. “You’ve got that deep vertical indentation between your eyes.”


    She wanted ice cream even though it was the middle of winter. Maybe it was the chocolate she wanted, he thought. Not that it mattered; pleasing her in little ways was strangely satisfying—as if in pleasing her he was also pleasing himself, although that seemed like an impossibility to him.


    “I’m not worried,” he said. “I’m thoroughly pissed off.”


    “Because your boss told you to stay away from Bourne.”


    “I’m not going to stay away from Bourne.”


    “You’ll piss off your boss.”


    “There comes a time,” Arkadin said, walking faster.


    They were in the center of Munich; he wanted to be in a central location when Icoupov told him where he was meeting Bourne in order to get there as quickly as possible.


    “I’m not afraid to die,” Devra repeated. “The only thing is, though, what do you do when you no longer have memories?”


    Arkadin shot her a look. “What?”


    “When you look at a dead person what do you see?” She took another bite of ice cream between her teeth, leaving little indentations in what was left of the scoop. “Nothing, right? Not a damn thing. Life has flown the coop, and with it all the memories that have been built up over the years.” She looked at him. “At that moment, you cease to be human, so what are you?”


    “Who gives a shit?” Arkadin said. “It’ll be a fucking relief to be without memories.”


    



    



    Soraya presented herself at the NSA safe house just before 10 AM, so that by the time she cleared the various levels of security, she was being ushered into the Library precisely on time.


    “Breakfast, madam?” Willard asked as he escorted her across the plush carpet.


    “I believe I will, today,” she said. “A fines herbes omelet would be nice. Do you have a baguette?”


    “We do, indeed, madam.”


    “Fine.” She shifted the evidence damning General Kendall from one hand to the other. “And a pot of Ceylon tea, Willard. Thank you.”


    She walked the rest of the way to where Luther LaValle sat, drinking his morning cup of coffee. He stared out the window, casting a jaundiced eye on the early spring. It was so warm the fireplace held only cold, white ash.


    He did not turn when she sat down. She placed the evidence file on her lap, then said without preamble, “I’ve come to take Tyrone home.”


    LaValle ignored her. “There’s nothing on your Black Legion; there’s no unusual terrorist activities inside the US. We’ve come up blank.”


    “Did you hear what I said? I’ve come for Tyrone.”


    “That’s not going to happen,” LaValle said.


    Soraya brought out Kendall’s cell phone, played back the conversation he’d had with Rodney Feir in the champagne room of The Glass Slipper.


    “Every last detail on the Typhon agents across the globe,” came Feir’s voice. “Now let’s talk about what I get in return.”


    General Kendall: “What do you want? A higher grade? More control?”


    Feir: “I want respect. I want LaValle to respect me the way you do.”


    “Who cares?” LaValle’s head swung around. His eyes were dark and glassy. “That’s Feir’s problem, not mine.”


    “Maybe so.” Soraya slid the file across the table toward him. “However, this is very much your problem.”


    LaValle stared at her for a moment. His eyes were now full of venom. Without lowering his gaze, he reached out, flipped open the file. There he saw photo after photo of General Kendall, naked as sin, caught in the midst of having intercourse with a young black woman.


    “How is that going to look for the career officer and devout Christian family man when the story comes out?”


    Willard arrived with her breakfast, snapping down a starched white tablecloth, setting the china and silverware in a precise pattern in front of her. When he was finished, he turned to LaValle. “Anything for you, sir?”


    LaValle shooed him away with a curt flick of his hand. For a time, he did nothing more than leaf through the photos again. Then he took out a cell phone, placed it on the table, and pushed it toward her.


    “Call Bourne,” he said.


    Soraya froze with a forkful of omelet halfway to her mouth. “I beg your pardon?”


    “I know he’s in Munich, our substation there picked him up on their CCTV monitoring of the airport. I have men in place to take him into custody. All that’s needed now is for you to set the trap.”


    She laughed as she set down her fork. “You’re dreaming, LaValle. I have you, not the other way around. If these photos become public, your right-hand man will be ruined both professionally and personally. You and I both know you’re not going to allow that to happen.”


    LaValle gathered up the photos, slid them back into the envelope. Then he took out a pen, wrote a name and address on the front of the envelope. When Willard glided over at his beckoning, LaValle said, “Please have these scanned and sent electronically to The Drudge Report. Then have a courier deliver them to The Washington Post as soon as possible.”


    “Very good, sir.” Willard tucked the envelope under his arm, vanished into another part of the Library.


    Then LaValle took out his cell phone, dialed a local number. “Gus, this is Luther LaValle. Fine, fine. How’s Ginnie? Good, give her my love. The kids, as well… Listen, Gus, I have a situation here. Evidence has come to light regarding General Kendall, that’s right, he’s been the target of an internal investigation for some months now. Effective immediately, he’s been terminated from my command, from the NSA in toto. Well, you’ll see, I’m having the photos messengered over to you even as we speak. Of course it’s an exclusive, Gus. Frankly, I’m shocked, truly shocked. You will be, too, when you see these photos… I’ll have an official statement over to you within forty minutes. Yes, of course. No need to thank me, Gus, I always think of you first.”


    Soraya watched this performance with a sick feeling in the pit of her stomach that grew from an icy ball into an iceberg of disbelief.


    “How could you?” she said when LaValle finished his call. “Kendall’s your second in command, your friend. You and he go to church together with your families every Sunday.”


    “I have no permanent friends or allies; I only have permanent interests,” LaValle said flatly. “You’ll be a damn sight better director when you learn that.”


    She then drew out another set of photos, this one showing Feir handing a packet to General Kendall. “That packet,” she said, “details the number and locations of Typhon field personnel.”


    LaValle’s disdainful expression didn’t change. “What’s that to me?”


    For the second time, Soraya struggled to hide her astonishment. “That’s your second in command taking possession of classified CI intel.”


    “On that score you should see to your own people.”


    “Are you denying that you gave General Kendall orders to cultivate Rodney Feir as a mole?”


    “Yes, I am.”


    Soraya was almost breathless. “I don’t believe you.”


    LaValle produced an icy smile. “I doesn’t matter what you believe, Director. Only the facts matter.” He flicked the photo away with his fingernail. “Whatever General Kendall did, he did on his own. I have no knowledge of it.”


    Soraya was wondering how everything could have gone so wrong, when, once again, LaValle pushed the phone across the table.


    “Now call Bourne.”


    She felt as if there were a steel band around her chest; the blood was singing in her ears. Now what? she said to herself. Dear God, what can I do?


    She heard someone with her voice say, “What should I tell him?”


    LaValle produced a slip of paper with a time and an address on it. “He needs to go here, at this time. Tell him that you’re in Munich, that you have information vital to the Black Legion’s attack, that he has to see it for himself.”


    Soraya’s hand was so slick with sweat, she wiped it on her napkin. “He’ll be suspicious if I don’t call him on my own phone. In fact, he might not answer if I don’t, because he won’t know it’s me.”


    LaValle nodded, but when she produced her phone, he said, “I’m going to listen to every word you say. If you try to warn him I promise your friend Tyrone will never leave this building alive. Clear?”


    She nodded, but did nothing.


    Observing her like a frog split open on a dissecting table, LaValle said, “I know you don’t want to do this, Director. I know how badly you don’t want to do this. But you will call Bourne and you will set the trap for me, because I’m stronger than you are. By that I mean my will. I get what I want, Director, at any cost, but not you—you care too much to have a long career in intelligence work. You’re doomed and you know it.”


    Soraya had stopped listening to him after the first few words. Acutely aware that she had vowed to take control of the situation, to somehow turn disaster into victory, she was furiously marshaling her forces. One step at a time, she told herself now. I have to clear my mind of Tyrone, of the failed ploy with Kendall, of my own guilt. I have to think of this call now; how am I going to make the call and keep Jason from being captured?


    It seemed an impossible task, but that kind of thinking was defeatist, totally unhelpful. Still—what was she to do?


    “After your call,” LaValle said, “you’ll stay here, under constant surveillance, until after Bourne is taken into custody.”


    Uncomfortably aware of his avid eyes on her, she flipped open her phone, and called Jason.


    When she heard his voice, she said, “Hi, it’s me, Soraya.”


    



    Bourne was standing in Egon Kirsch’s apartment, staring down at the street when his cell phone rang. He saw Soraya’s number come up on the screen, answered the call, and heard her say, “Hi, it’s me, Soraya.”


    “Where are you?”


    “Actually, I’m in Munich.”


    He perched on the arm of an upholstered chair. “Actually? In Munich?”


    “That’s what I said.”


    He frowned, hearing echoes in his head from far away. “I’m surprised.”


    “Not as much as I am. You came up on the CI surveillance grid at the airport.”


    “There was no help for it.”


    “I’m sure not. Anyway, I’m not over here on official CI business. We’ve been continuing to monitor the Black Legion communications, and at last we got a breakthrough.”


    He stood up. “What is it?”


    “The phone’s too insecure,” she said. “We should meet.” She told him the place and the time.


    Glancing at his watch, he said, “That’s a little over an hour from now.”


    “Right as rain. I can make it. Can you?”


    “I think I can manage,” he said. “See you.”


    He disconnected, went over to the window, leaned on the sash, replaying the conversation word by word in his mind.


    He felt the jolt of a dislocation, as if he had moved outside his body, experiencing something that had happened to someone else. His mind, recording a seismic shift in its neurons, was struggling with a memory. Bourne knew he’d had this conversation before, but for the life of him he couldn’t remember where or when, or what significance it might have for him now.


    He would have continued on with his fruitless search had not the downstairs bell rung. Turning from the window, he went across the living room, pressed the button that released the outer door’s lock. The time had finally come when he and Arkadin would meet face-to-face—the assassin of legend, who specialized in killing killers, who had slipped in and out of a Russian high-security prison without anyone being the wiser, who had managed to eliminate Pyotr and his entire network.


    There was a knock on the door. He kept away from the spy hole, kept away from the door itself, unlatching it from the side. There was no gunshot, no splintering of the wood and metal. Instead the door opened inward and a dapper man with dark skin and a spade-shaped beard stepped into the apartment.


    Bourne said, “Turn around slowly.”


    The man, hands where Bourne could see them, turned to face him. It was Semion Icoupov.


    “Bourne,” he said.


    Bourne produced his passport, opened it to the inside cover.


    Icoupov nodded. “I see. Is this where you kill me at the behest of Dominic Specter?”


    “You mean Asher Sever.”


    “Oh, dear,” Icoupov said, “there goes my surprise.” He smiled. “I confess I’m shocked. Nevertheless, I congratulate you, Mr. Bourne. You’ve come by knowledge no one else has. By what means is a complete mystery.”


    “Let’s keep it that way,” Bourne said.


    “No matter. What’s important is that I don’t have to waste time trying to convince you that Sever has played you. Since you’ve already uncovered his lies, we can move on to the next stage.”


    “What makes you think I’m going to listen to anything you have to say?”


    “If you’ve discovered Sever’s lies, then you know the recent history of the Black Legion, you know we were once like brothers, you know how deep the enmity between us runs. We are enemies, Sever and I. There can be only one outcome to our war, you understand me?”


    Bourne said nothing.


    “I want to help you stop his people from attacking your country, is that clear enough?” He shrugged. “Yes, of course you’re right to be skeptical, I would be if I was in your place.” He moved his left hand very slowly to the edge of his overcoat, pulled it back to reveal the lining. There was something sticking out of the slit pocket. “Perhaps before anything untoward happens, you should take a look at what I have here.”


    Bourne leaned in, took the SIG Sauer Icoupov had holstered at his belt. Then he pulled the packet free.


    As he was opening it up, Icoupov said, “I went to a great deal of trouble to steal those from my nemesis.”


    Bourne found himself looking over the architectural plans for the Empire State Building. When he glanced up, he found Icoupov watching him intently. “This is what the Black Legion means to attack. Do you know when?”


    “Indeed, I do.” Icoupov glanced at his watch. “Precisely thirty-three hours, twenty-six minutes from now.”

  


  
    THIRTY-EIGHT

  


  
    Veronica Hart was looking at The Drudge Report when Stu Gold escorted General Kendall into her office. She was sitting in front of her desk, the monitor turned toward the door so Kendall could get a clear view of the photos of him and the woman from The Glass Slipper.


    “That’s just one site,” she said, waving them to three chairs that had been arranged opposite her. “There are so many others.” When her guests were seated, she addressed Kendall. “Whatever is your family going to say, General? Your minister, and the congregation?” Her expression remained neutral; she was careful to keep the gloat out of her voice. “I understand that a goodly number of them aren’t fond of African Americans, even as maids and nannies. They prefer the Eastern Europeans—young blond Polish and Russian women. Isn’t that right?”


    Kendall said nothing, sat with his back ramrod-straight, his hands clasped primly between his knees, as if he were at a court-martial.


    Hart wished Soraya were here, but she hadn’t returned from the NSA safe house, which was worrying enough; she wasn’t answering her cell, either.


    “I’ve suggested that the best thing he can do now is to help us tie LaValle in to the plot to steal CI secrets,” Gold said.


    Now Hart smiled rather sweetly at Kendall. “And what do you think of that suggestion, General?”


    “Recruiting Rodney Feir was entirely my idea,” Kendall said woodenly.


    Hart sat forward. “You want us to believe you’d embark on such a risky course without informing your superior?”


    “After the fiasco with Batt, I had to do something to prove my worth. I felt I had the best chance romancing Feir.”


    “This is getting us nowhere,” Hart said.


    Gold stood up. “I agree. The general has made up his mind to fall on his sword for the man who sold him down the river.” He moved to the door. “I’m not sure how that computes, but it takes all kinds.”


    “Is that it?” Kendall looked straight ahead. “Are you done with me?”


    “We are,” Hart said, “but Rob Batt isn’t.”


    Batt’s name got a reaction out of the general. “Batt? What does he have to do with anything? He’s out of the picture.”


    “I don’t think so.” Hart got up, stood behind his chair. “Batt’s had you under surveillance from the moment you ruined his life. Those photos of you and Feir going in and out of the health club, the barbecue joint, and The Glass Slipper were taken by him.”


    “But that’s not all he has.” Gold lifted his briefcase meaningfully.


    “So,” Hart said, “I’m afraid your stay at CI will continue awhile longer.”


    “How much longer?”


    “What do you care?” Hart said. “You no longer have a life to go back to.”


    



    



    While Kendall remained with two armed agents, Hart and Gold went next door, where Rodney Feir was sitting, guarded by another pair of agents.


    “Is the general having fun yet?” Feir said as they took seats facing him. “This is a black day for him.” He chuckled at his own joke, but no one else did.


    “Do you have any idea how serious your situation is?” Gold said.


    Feir smiled. “I do believe I have a handle on the situation.”


    Gold and Hart exchanged a glance; neither could understand Feir’s lighthearted attitude.


    Gold said, “You’re going to jail for a very long time, Mr. Feir.”


    Feir crossed one leg over the other. “I think not.”


    “You think wrong,” Gold said.


    “Rodney, we have you stealing Typhon secrets and handing them over to a ranking member of a rival intelligence organization.”


    “Please!” Feir said. “I’m fully aware of what I did and that you caught me at it. What I’m saying is none of that matters.” He continued to look like the Cheshire Cat, as if he held a royal flush to their four aces.


    “Explain yourself,” Gold said curtly.


    “I fucked up,” Feir said. “But I’m not sorry for what I did, only that I got caught.”


    “That attitude will certainly help your case,” Hart said caustically. She was done being manhandled by Luther LaValle and his cohorts.


    “I’m not, by nature, prone to being contrite, Director. But like your evidence, my attitude is of no import. I mean to say, if I were contrite like Rob Batt, would it make any difference to you?” He shook his head. “So let’s not bullshit each other. What I did, how I feel about it is in the past. Let’s talk about the future.”


    “You have no future,” Hart said tartly.


    “That remains to be seen.” Feir kept his maddening smile trained on her. “What I’m proposing is a barter.”


    Gold was incredulous. “You want to make a deal?”


    “Let’s call it a fair exchange,” Feir said. “You drop all charges against me, give me a generous severance package and a letter of recommendation I can take into the private sector.”


    “Anything else?” Hart said. “How about a summer house on the Chesapeake and a yacht to go with it?”


    “A generous offer,” Feir said with a perfectly straight face, “but I’m not a pig, Director.”


    Gold rose. “This is intolerable behavior.”


    Feir eyed him. “Don’t get your knickers in a twist, counselor. You haven’t heard my side of the exchange.”


    “Not interested.” Gold signaled the two agents. “Take him back down to the holding cell.”


    “I wouldn’t do that if I were you.” Feir didn’t struggle as the agents grabbed hold of either arm and hauled him to his feet. He turned to Hart. “Director, did you ever wonder why Luther LaValle didn’t try a run at CI while the Old Man was alive?”


    “I didn’t have to; I know. The Old Man was too powerful, too well connected.”


    “True enough, but there’s another, more specific reason.” Feir looked from one agent to the other.


    Hart wanted to wring his neck. “Let him go,” she said.


    Gold stepped forward. “Director, I strongly recommend—”


    “No harm in hearing the man out, Stu.” Hart nodded. “Go ahead, Rodney. You have one minute.”


    “The fact is LaValle tried several times to make a run at CI while the Old Man was in charge. He failed every time, and do you know why?” Feir looked from one to the other, the Cheshire Cat grin back on his face. “Because for years the Old Man has had a deep-cover mole inside the NSA.”


    Hart goggled at him. “What?”


    “This is bullshit,” Gold said. “He’s blowing smoke up our ass.”


    “Good guess, counselor, but wrong. I know the identity of the mole.”


    “How on earth would you know that, Rodney?”


    Feir laughed. “Sometimes—not very often, I admit—it pays to be CI’s chief file clerk.”


    “That’s hardly what you—”


    “That’s precisely what I am, Director.” A storm cloud of deep-seated anger momentarily shook him. “No fancy title can obscure the fact.” He waved a hand, his flash of rage quickly banked to embers. “But no matter, the point is I see things in CI no one else does. The Old Man had contingencies in place should he be killed, but you know this better than I do, counselor, don’t you?”


    Gold turned to Hart. “The Old Man left a number of sealed envelopes addressed to different directors in the event of his sudden demise.”


    “One of those envelopes,” Feir said, “the one with the identity of the mole inside NSA, was sent to Rob Batt, which made sense at the time, since Batt was chief of operations. But it never got to Batt, I saw to that.”


    “You—” Hart was so enraged that she could barely speak.


    “I could say that I’d already begun to suspect that Batt was working for the NSA,” Feir said, “but that would be a lie.”


    “So you held on to it, even after I was appointed.”


    “Leverage, Director. I figured that sooner or later I’d need my Get Out of Jail Free card.”


    There was the smile that made Hart want to bury her fist in his face. With an effort, she restrained herself. “And meanwhile, you let LaValle trample all over us. Because of you I was led out of my office in handcuffs, because of you the Old Man’s legacy is a hair’s breadth from being buried.”


    “Yeah, well, these things happen. What can you do?”


    “I’ll tell you what I can do,” Hart said, signaling the agents, who grabbed Feir again. “I can tell you to go to hell. I can tell you that you’ll spend the rest of your life in jail.”


    Even then, Feir appeared unfazed. “I said I knew who the mole is, Director. Furthermore—and I believe this will be of especial interest to you—I know where he’s stationed.”


    Hart was too enraged to care. “Get him out of my sight.”


    As he was being led to the door, Feir said, “He’s inside the NSA safe house.”


    The DCI felt her heart thumping hard in her chest. Feir’s goddamn smile was not only understandable now, it was warranted.


    



    



    Thirty-three hours, twenty-six minutes from now. Icoupov’s ominous words were still ringing in Bourne’s ears when he saw a flicker of movement. He and Icoupov were standing in the foyer, the front door was still open, and a shadow had for a moment stained the opposite wall of the hallway. Someone was out there, shielded by the half-open door.


    Bourne, continuing to talk to Icoupov, took the other man by his elbow and moved him back into the living room, across the rug, toward the hallway to the bedrooms and bath. As they passed one of the windows, it exploded inward with the force of a man swinging through. Bourne whirled, the SIG Sauer he’d taken from Icoupov coming to bear on the intruder.


    “Put the SIG down,” a female voice said from behind him. He turned his head to see that the figure in the hallway—a young pale woman—was aiming a Luger at his head.


    “Leonid, what are you doing here?” Icoupov seemed apoplectic. “I gave you express orders—”


    “It’s Bourne.” Arkadin advanced through the welter of glass littering the floor. “It was Bourne who killed Mischa.”


    “Is this true?” Icoupov turned on Bourne. “You killed Mikhail Tarkanian?”


    “He left me no choice,” Bourne said.


    Devra, her Luger aimed squarely at Bourne’s head, said, “Drop the SIG. I won’t say it again.”


    Icoupov reached out toward Bourne. “I’ll take it.”


    “Stay where you are,” Arkadin ordered. His own Luger was aimed at Icoupov.


    “Leonid, what are you doing?”


    Arkadin ignored him. “Do as the lady says, Bourne. Drop the SIG.”


    Bourne did as he was told. The moment he let go of the gun, Arkadin tossed his Luger aside and leapt at Bourne. Bourne raised a forearm in time to block Arkadin’s knee, but he felt the jolt all the way up into his shoulder. They traded punishing blows, clever feints, and defensive blocks. For each move he employed, Arkadin had the perfect counter, and vice versa. When he stared into the Russian’s eyes he saw his darkest deeds reflected back at him, all the death and destruction that lay in his wake. In those implacable eyes there was a void blacker than a starless night.


    They moved across the living room as Bourne gave way, until they passed under the archway separating the living room from the rest of the apartment. In the kitchen Arkadin grabbed a cleaver, swung it at Bourne. Dodging away from the executioner’s lethal arc, Bourne reached for a wooden block that held several carving knives. Arkadin brought the cleaver down on the countertop, missing Bourne’s fingers by less than an inch. Now he blocked the way to the knives, swinging the cleaver back and forth like a scythe reaping wheat.


    Bourne was near the sink. Snatching a plate out of the dish rack, he hurled it like a Frisbee, forcing Arkadin to duck out of the way. As the plate shattered against the wall behind Arkadin, Bourne withdrew a carving knife like a sword out of its scabbard. Steel clashed against steel, until Bourne used the knife to stab directly at Arkadin’s stomach. Arkadin brought the cleaver down precisely at the place where Bourne was gripping the knife, and he had to let go. The knife rang as it hit the floor, then Arkadin rushed Bourne, and the two closed together.


    Bourne managed to keep the cleaver away, and at such close quarters it was impossible to swing it back and forth. Realizing it had become a liability, Arkadin dropped it.


    For three long minutes they were locked together in a kind of double death grip. Bloody and bruised, neither managed to gain the upper hand. Bourne had never encountered someone of Arkadin’s physical and mental skill, someone who was so much like him. Fighting Arkadin was like fighting a mirror image of himself, one he didn’t care for. He felt as if he stood on the precipice of something terrible, a chasm filled with endless dread, where no life could survive. He felt Arkadin had reached out to pull him into this abyss, as if to show him the desolation that lurked behind his own eyes, the grisly image of his forgotten past reflected back at him.


    With a supreme effort Bourne broke Arkadin’s hold, slammed his fist against the Russian’s ear. Arkadin recoiled back against a column, and Bourne sprinted out of the kitchen, down the hall. As he did so, he heard the unmistakable sound of someone racking the slide, and he flung himself headlong into the main bedroom. A shot splintered the wooden door frame just over his head.


    Scrambling up, he headed straight for Kirsch’s closet, even as he heard Arkadin shout to the pale woman to hold her fire. Pushing aside a rack of clothes on hangers, Bourne scrabbled at the plywood panel in the rear wall of the closet, searching for the clips Kirsch had described to him at the museum. Just as he heard Arkadin rush into the bedroom, he turned the clips, removed the panel, and, crouching almost double, stepped through into a world filled to overflowing with shadow.


    



    



    When Devra turned around after her attempt to wound Bourne, she found herself looking at the muzzle of the SIG Sauer that Icoupov had retrieved from the floor.


    “You fool,” Icoupov said, “you and your boyfriend are going to fuck everything up.”


    “What Leonid is doing is his own business,” she said.


    “That’s the nature of the mistake,” Icoupov said. “Leonid has no business of his own. Everything he is he owes to me.”


    She stepped out of the shadows of the hallway into the living room. The Luger at her hip was pointed at Icoupov. “He’s quits with you,” she said. “His servitude is done.”


    Icoupov laughed. “Is that what he told you?”


    “It’s what I told him.”


    “Then you’re a bigger fool than I thought.”


    They circled each other, wary of the slightest move. Even so, Devra managed an icy smile. “He’s changed since he left Moscow. He’s a different person.”


    Icoupov made a dismissive sound in the back of his throat. “The first thing you need to get through your head is that Leonid is incapable of change. I know this better than anyone because I spent so many years trying to make him a better person. I failed. Everyone who tried failed, and do you know why? Because Leonid isn’t whole. Somewhere in the days and nights of Nizhny Tagil he was fractured. All the czar’s horses and all the czar’s men can’t put him back together again; the pieces no longer fit.” He gestured with the SIG Sauer’s barrel. “Get out now, get out while you can, otherwise, I promise you he’ll kill you like he killed all the others who tried to get close to him.”


    “How deluded you are!” Devra spat. “You’re like all your kind, corrupted by power. You’ve spent so many years removed from life on the streets you’ve created your own reality, one that moves only to the wave of your own hand.” She took a step toward him, which prompted a tense response from him. “Think you can kill me before I kill you? I wouldn’t count on it.” She tossed her head. “Anyway, you have more to lose than I do. I was already half dead when Leonid found me.”


    “Ah, I see it now,” Icoupov nodded, “he’s saved you from yourself, he’s saved you from the streets, is that it?”


    “Leonid is my protector.”


    “God in heaven, talk about deluded!”


    Devra’s icy smile widened. “One of us is fatally mistaken. It remains to be seen which one.”


    



    The room is filled with mannequins,” Egon Kirsch had said when he’d described his studio to Bourne. “I keep the light out with blackout shades because these mannequins are my creation. I built them from the ground up, so to speak. They’re my companions, you might say, as well as my creations. In that sense, they can see or, if you like, I believe that they have the gift of sight, and what creature can look upon his creator without going mad or blind, or both?”


    With the map of the room in his mind, Bourne crept through the studio, avoiding the mannequins so as not to make noise or, as Kirsch might have said, so as not to disturb the process of their birth.


    “You think I’m insane,” he’d said to Bourne in the museum. “Not that it matters. To all artists—successful or not!—their creations are alive. I’m no different. It’s simply that after struggling for years to bring abstractions to life, I’ve given my work human form.”


    Hearing a sound, Bourne froze for a moment, then peered around a mannequin’s thigh. His eyes had adjusted to the extreme gloom, and he could see movement: Arkadin had found the panel and had come through into the studio after him.


    Bourne liked his chances here far better than in Kirsch’s apartment. He knew the layout, the darkness would help him, and if he struck quickly, he’d have the advantage of being able to see where Arkadin couldn’t.


    With that strategy in mind, he moved out from behind the mannequin, picked his way toward the Russian. The studio was like a minefield. There were three mannequins between him and Arkadin, all set at different angles and poses: One was sitting, holding a small painting as if reading a book; another was standing spread-legged, in a classic shooter’s pose; the third was running, leaning forward, as if stretching to cross the finish line.


    Bourne moved around the runner. Arkadin was crouched down on his hams, wisely staying in one place until his eyes adjusted. It was precisely what Bourne had done when he’d entered the studio moments before.


    Once again Bourne was struck by the eerie mirror image that Arkadin represented. There was no pleasure and a great deal of anxiety at the most primitive level in watching yourself do his best to find you and kill you.


    Picking up his pace, Bourne negotiated the space to where the mannequin sat, reading his painting. Keenly aware that he was running out of time, Bourne moved stealthily abreast of the shooter. Just as he was about to lunge at Arkadin, his cell phone buzzed, the screen lighting up with Moira’s number.


    With a silent curse, Bourne sprang. Arkadin, alert for even the tiniest anomaly, turned defensively toward the sound, and Bourne was met with a solid wall of muscle, behind which was a murderous will of fiery intensity. Arkadin swung; Bourne slid backward, between the legs of the shooter mannequin. As Arkadin came after him he ran right into the mannequin’s hips. Recoiling with a curse, he swung at the mannequin. The blade struck the acrylic skin and lodged in the sheet metal underneath. Bourne kicked out while Arkadin was trying to pull the blade free, and made contact with the left side of his chest. Arkadin tried to roll away. Bourne jammed his shoulder against the back of the shooter. It was extremely heavy, he put all of his strength into it, and the mannequin tipped over, trapping Arkadin underneath.


    “Your friend gave me no choice,” Bourne said. “He would’ve killed me if I hadn’t stopped him. He was too far away; I had to throw the knife.”


    A sound like the crackle of a fire came from Arkadin. It took a moment for Bourne to realize it was laughter. “I’ll make you a bet, Bourne. Before he died, I bet Mischa said you were a dead man.”


    Bourne was about to answer him when he saw the dim glint of a SIG Sauer Mosquito in Arkadin’s hand. He ducked just before the .22 bullet whizzed over his head.


    “He was right.”


    Bourne twisted away, dodging around the other mannequins, using them as cover even as Arkadin squeezed off three more rounds. Plaster, wood, and acrylic shattered near Bourne’s left shoulder and ear before he dived behind Kirsch’s worktable. Behind him, he could hear Arkadin’s grunts combined with the screech of metal as he worked to free himself from the fallen shooter.


    Bourne knew from Kirsch’s description that the front door was to the left. Scrambling up, he dashed around the corner as Arkadin fired another shot. A chunk of plaster and lath disintegrated where the .22 impacted the corner. Reaching the door, Bourne unlocked it, pulled it open, and sprinted out into the hallway. The open door to Kirsch’s apartment loomed to his left.


    



    



    No good can come of us training guns on each other,” Icoupov said. “Let’s try to reason through this situation rationally.”


    “That’s your problem,” Devra said. “Life isn’t rational; it’s fucked-up chaos. It’s part of the delusion; power makes you think you can control everything. But you can’t, no one can.”


    “You and Leonid think you know what you’re doing, but you’re wrong. No one operates in a vacuum. If you kill Bourne it will have terrible repercussions.”


    “Repercussions for you, not for us. This is what power does: You think in shortcuts. Expediency, political opportunities, corruption without end.”


    It was at that moment they both heard the gunshots, but only Devra knew they came from Arkadin’s Mosquito. She could sense Icoupov’s finger tighten around the SIG’s trigger, and she went into a semi-crouch because she knew if Bourne appeared rather than Arkadin she would shoot him dead.


    The situation had reached a boiling point, and Icoupov was clearly worried. “Devra, I beg you to reconsider. Leonid doesn’t know the whole picture. I need Bourne alive. What he did to Mischa was despicable, but personal feelings have no place in this equation. So much planning, so much spilled blood will come to nothing if Leonid kills Bourne. You must let me stop it; I’ll give you anything—anything you want.”


    “Do you think you can buy me? Money means nothing to me. What I want is Leonid,” Devra said just as Bourne appeared through the front doorway.


    Devra and Icoupov both turned. Devra screamed because she knew, or she thought she knew, that Arkadin was dead, and so she redirected the Luger from Icoupov to Bourne.


    Bourne ducked back into the hallway and she fired shot after shot at him as she walked toward the door. Because her focus was entirely concentrated on Bourne, she took her eyes off Icoupov and so missed the crucial movement as he swung the SIG in her direction.


    “I warned you,” he said as he shot her in the chest.


    She fell onto her back.


    “Why didn’t you listen?” Icoupov said as he shot her again.


    Devra made a little sound as her body arched up. Icoupov stood over her.


    “How could you let yourself be seduced by such a monster?” he said.


    Devra stared up at him with red-rimmed eyes. Blood pumped out of her with every labored beat of her heart. “That’s exactly what I asked him about you.” Each ragged breath filled her with indescribable pain. “He’s not a monster, but if he were you’d be so much worse.”


    Her hand twitched. Icoupov, caught up in her words, paid no attention until the bullet she fired from her Luger struck his right shoulder. He spun back against the wall. The pain caused him to drop the SIG. Seeing her struggling to fire again, he turned and ran out of the apartment, fleeing down the stairwell and out onto the street.

  


  
    THIRTY-NINE

  


  
    Willard, relaxing in the steward’s lounge adjacent to the Library of the NSA safe house, was enjoying his sweet and milky midmorning cup of coffee while reading The Washington Post when his cell phone buzzed. He checked it, saw that it was from his son, Oren. Of course it wasn’t actually from Oren, but Willard was the only one who knew that.


    He put down the paper, watched as the photo appeared on the phone’s screen. It was of two people standing in front of a rural church, its steeple rising up into the top margin of the photo. He had no idea who the people were or where they were, but these things were irrelevant. There were six ciphers in his head; this photo told him which one to use. The two figures plus the steeple meant he was to use cipher three. If, for instance, the two people were in front of an arch, he’d subtract one from two, instead of adding to it. There were other visual cues. A brick building meant divide the number of figures by two; a bridge, multiply by two; and so on.


    Willard deleted the photo from his phone, then picked up the third section of the Post and began to read the first story on page three. Starting with the third word, he began to decipher the message that was his call to action. As he moved through the article, substituting certain letters for others as the protocol dictated, he felt a profound stirring inside him. He had been the Old Man’s eyes and ears inside the NSA for three decades, and the Old Man’s sudden death last year had saddened him deeply. Then he had witnessed Luther LaValle’s latest run at CI and had waited for his phone to ring, but for months his desire to see another photo fill his screen had been inexplicably unfulfilled. He simply couldn’t understand why the new DCI wasn’t making use of him. Had he fallen between the cracks; did Veronica Hart not know he existed? It certainly seemed that way, especially after LaValle had trapped Soraya Moore and her compatriot, who was still incarcerated belowdecks, as Willard privately called the rendition cells in the basement. He’d done what he could for the young man named Tyrone, though God knows it was little enough. Yet he knew that even the smallest sign of hope—the knowledge that you weren’t alone—was enough to reinvigorate a stalwart heart, and if he was any judge of character, Tyrone had a stalwart heart.


    Willard had always wanted to be an actor—for many years Olivier had been his god—but in his wildest dreams he’d never imagined his acting career would be in the political arena. He’d gotten into it by accident, playing a role in his college company, Henry V, to be exact, one of Shakespeare’s great tragic politicians. As the Old Man said to him when he’d come backstage to congratulate Willard, Henry’s betrayal of Falstaff is political, rather than personal, and ends in success. “How would you like to do that in real life?” the Old Man had asked him. He’d come to Willard’s college to recruit for CI; he said he often found his people in the most unlikely places.


    Finished with the deciphering, Willard had his immediate instructions, and he thanked the powers that be that he hadn’t been tossed aside with the Old Man’s trash. He felt like his old friend Henry V, though more than thirty years had passed since he’d trod a theater stage. Once again he was being called on to play his greatest role, one that he wore as effortlessly as a second skin.


    He folded the paper away under one arm, took up his cell phone, and went out of the lounge. He still had twenty minutes left on his break, more than enough time to do what was required of him. What he had been ordered to do was find the digital camera Tyrone had on him when he’d been captured. Poking his head into the Library, he satisfied himself that LaValle was still sitting in his accustomed spot, opposite Soraya Moore, then he went down the hall.


    Though the Old Man had recruited him, it was Alex Conklin who had trained him. Conklin, the Old Man had told him, was the best at what he did, namely preparing agents to be put into the field. It didn’t take him long to learn that though Conklin was renowned inside CI for training wet-work agents, he was also adept at coaching sleeper agents. Willard spent almost a year with Conklin, though never at CI headquarters; he was part of Treadstone, Conklin’s project that was so secret even most CI personnel was unaware of its existence. It was of paramount importance that he have no overt association with CI. Because the role the Old Man had planned for him was inside the NSA, his background check had to be able to withstand the most vigorous scrutiny.


    All this flashed through Willard’s mind as he walked the sacrosanct hallways and corridors of the NSA’s safe house. He passed agent after agent and knew that he’d done his job to perfection. He was the indispensable nobody, the person who was always present, whom no one noticed.


    He knew where Tyrone’s camera was because he’d been there when Kendall and LaValle had spoken about its disposition, but even if he hadn’t, he’d have suspected where LaValle had hidden it. He knew, for instance, that it wouldn’t have been allowed to leave the safe house, even on LaValle’s person, unless the damaging images Tyrone had taken of the rendition cells and the waterboarding tanks had been transferred to the in-house computer server or deleted off the camera’s drive. In fact, there was a chance that the images had been deleted, but he doubted it. In the short amount of time the camera had been in the NSA’s possession, Kendall was no longer in residence and LaValle had become obsessed with coercing Soraya Moore into giving him Jason Bourne.


    He knew all about Bourne; he’d read the Treadstone files, even the ones that no longer existed, having been shredded and then burned when the information they held became too dangerous for Conklin, as well as for CI. He knew there had been far more to Treadstone than even the Old Man knew. That was Conklin’s doing; he’d been a man for whom the word secrecy was the holy grail. What his ultimate plan for Treadstone had been was anyone’s guess.


    Inserting his passkey into the lock on LaValle’s office door, he punched in the proper electronic code. Willard knew everyone’s code—what use would he be as a sleeper agent otherwise? The door opened inward, and he slipped inside, shutting and locking it behind him.


    Crossing to LaValle’s desk, he opened the drawers one by one, checking for false backs or bottoms. Finding none, he moved on to the bookcase, the sideboard with its hanging files and liquor bottles side by side. He lifted the prints off the walls, searching behind them for a hidden cache, but there was nothing.


    He sat on a corner of the desk, contemplated the room, unconsciously swinging his leg back and forth while he tried to work out where LaValle had hidden the camera. All at once he heard the sound the heel of his shoe made against the skirt of the desk. Hopping off, he went around, crawled into the kneehole, and rapped on the skirt until he replicated the sound his heel had made. Yes, he was certain now: This part of the skirt was hollow.


    Feeling around with his fingertips, he discovered the tiny latch, pushed it aside, and swung open the door. There was Tyrone’s camera. He was reaching for it when he heard the scratch of metal on metal.


    LaValle was at the door.


    



    



    Tell me you love me, Leonid Danilovich.” Devra smiled up at him as he knelt over her.


    “What happened, Devra? What happened?” was all he could say.


    He’d extricated himself at last from the sculpture, and would have gone after Bourne—but he’d heard the shots coming from Kirsch’s apartment, then the sound of running feet. The living room was spattered with blood. He saw her lying on the floor, the Luger still in her hand. Her shirt was dyed red.


    “Leonid Danilovich.” She’d called his name when he appeared in her limited field of vision. “I waited for you.”


    She started to tell him what had happened, but blood bubbles formed at the corners of her mouth and she started to gurgle horribly. Arkadin lifted her head off the floor, cradled it on his thighs. He pushed matted hair off her forehead and cheeks, leaving red streaks like war paint.


    She tried to continue, stopped. Her eyes went out of focus and he thought he’d lost her. Then they cleared, her smile returned, and she said, “Do you love me, Leonid?”


    He bent down and whispered in her ear. Was it I love you? There was so much static in his head, he couldn’t hear himself. Did he love her, and, if he did, what would it mean? Did it even matter? He’d promised to protect her and failed. He stared down into her eyes, into her smile, but all he saw was his own past rising up to engulf him once again.


    



    



    I need more money,” Yelena said one night as she lay entangled with him.


    “What for? I give you enough as it is.”


    “I hate it here, it’s like a prison, girls are crying all the time, they’re beaten, and then they disappear. I used to make friends just to pass the time, to have something to do during the day, but now I don’t bother. What’s the point? They’re gone within a week.”


    Arkadin had become aware of Kuzin’s seemingly insatiable need for more girls. “I don’t see how any of this has to do with you needing more money.”


    “If I can’t have friends,” Yelena said, “I want drugs.”


    “I told you, no drugs,” Arkadin said as he rolled away from her and sat up.


    “If you love me, you’ll get me out of here.”


    “Love?” He turned to stare at her. “Who said anything about love?”


    She started to cry. “I want to live with you, Leonid. I want to be with you always.”


    Feeling something unknown close around his throat, Arkadin stood up, backed away. “Jesus,” he said, gathering up his clothes, “where do you get such ideas?”


    Leaving her to her pitiful weeping, he went out to procure more girls. Before he reached the front door of the brothel Stas Kuzin intercepted him.


    “Yelena’s wailing is disturbing the other girls,” he said in his hissing way. “It’s bad for business.”


    “She wants to live with me,” Arkadin said. “Can you imagine?”


    Kuzin laughed, the sound like nails screeching against a blackboard. “I’m wondering what would be worse, the nagging wife wanting to know where you were all night or the caterwauling brats making it impossible to sleep.”


    They both laughed at the comment, and Arkadin thought nothing more about it. For the next three days he worked steadily, methodically combing Nizhny Tagil for more girls to restock the brothel. At the end of that time he slept for twenty hours, then went straight to Yelena’s room. He found another girl, one he’d recently hijacked off the streets, sleeping in Yelena’s bed.


    “Where’s Yelena?” he said, throwing off the covers.


    She looked up at him, blinking like a bat in sunlight. “Who’s Yelena?” she said in a voice husky with sleep.


    Arkadin strode out of the room and into Stas Kuzin’s office. The big man sat behind a gray metal desk, talking on the phone, but he beckoned Arkadin to take a seat while he finished his call. Arkadin, preferring to stand, gripped the back of a wooden chair, leaning forward over its ladder back.


    At length, Kuzin put down the receiver, said, “What can I do for you, my friend?”


    “Where’s Yelena?”


    “Who?” Kuzin’s frown knit his brows together, making him look something like a cyclops. “Oh, yes, the wailer.” He smiled. “There’s no chance of her bothering you again.”


    “What does that mean?”


    “Why ask a question to which you already know the answer?” Kuzin’s phone rang and he answered it. “Hold the fuck on,” he said into it. Then he looked up at his partner. “Tonight we’ll go to dinner to celebrate your freedom, Leonid Danilovich. We’ll make a real night of it, eh?”


    Then he returned to his call.


    Arkadin felt frozen in time, as if he was now doomed to relive this moment for the rest of his life. Mute, he walked like an automaton out of the office, out of the brothel, out of the building he owned with Kuzin. Without even thinking, he got into his car, drove north into the forest of dripping firs and weeping hemlocks. There was no sun in the sky, the horizon was rimmed with smokestacks. The air was hazed with carbon and sulfur particles, tinged a lurid orange-red, as if everything were on fire.


    Arkadin pulled off the road and walked down the rutted track, following the route the van had taken previously. Somewhere along the line he found that he was running as fast as he could through the evergreens, the stench of decay and decomposition billowing up, as if eager to meet him.


    He brought himself up abruptly at the edge of the pit. In places, sacks of quicklime had been shaken out in order to aid the decomposition; nevertheless it was impossible to mistake the content. His eyes roved over the bodies until he found her. Yelena was lying in a tangle where she’d landed after being kicked over the side. Several very large rats were picking their way toward her.


    Arkadin, staring into the mouth of hell, gave a little cry, the sound a puppy might make if you mistakenly stepped on its paw. Scrambling down the side, he ignored the appalling stench and, through watering eyes, dragged her up the slope, laid her out on the forest floor, the bed of brown needles, soft as her own. Then he trudged back to the car, opened the trunk, and took out a shovel.


    He buried her half a mile away from the pit, in a small clearing that was private and peaceful. He carried her over his shoulder the whole way, and by the time he was finished he smelled like death. At that moment, crouched on his hamstrings, his face streaked with sweat and dirt, he doubted whether he’d ever be able to scrub off the stench. If he knew a prayer, he would have said it then, but he knew only obscenities, which he uttered with the fervor of the righteous. But he wasn’t righteous; he was damned.


    For a businessman there was a decision to be made. Arkadin was no businessman, though, so from that day forward his fate was sealed. He returned to Nizhny Tagil with his two Stechkin handguns fully loaded and extra rounds of ammunition in his breast pockets. Entering the brothel, he shot the two ghouls dead as they stood at guard. Neither had a chance to draw his weapon.


    Stas Kuzin appeared in the doorway, gripping a Korovin TK pistol. “Leonid, what the fuck?”


    Arkadin shot him once in each knee. Kuzin went down, screaming. As he tried to raise the Korovin, Arkadin trod heavily on his wrist. Kuzin grunted heavily. When he wouldn’t let go of the pistol, Arkadin kicked him in the knee. The resulting bellow brought the last of the girls from their respective rooms.


    “Get out of here.” Arkadin addressed the girls, though his gaze was fixed on Kuzin’s monstrous face. “Take whatever money you can find and go back to your families. Tell them about the lime pit north of town.”


    He heard them scrambling, babbling to one another, then it was quiet.


    “Fucking sonovabitch,” Kuzin said, staring up at Arkadin.


    Arkadin laughed and shot him in the right shoulder. Then, jamming the Stechkins in their holsters, he dragged Kuzin across the floor. He had to push one of the dead ghouls out of the way, but at last he made it down the stairs and out the front door with the moaning Kuzin in tow. In the street one of Kuzin’s vans screeched to a halt. Arkadin drew his guns, emptied them into the interior. The car rocked on its shocks, glass shattered, its horn blared as the dead driver fell over onto it. No one got out.


    Arkadin dragged Kuzin to his car and dumped him in the backseat. Then he drove out of town to the forest, turning off at the rutted dirt track. At the end of it, he stopped, hauled Kuzin to the edge of the pit.


    “Fuck you, Arkadin!” Kuzin shouted. “Fuck—”


    Arkadin shot him point-blank in the left shoulder, shattering it and sending Kuzin down into the quicklime pit. He peered over. There was the monster, lying on the corpses.


    Kuzin’s mouth drooled blood. “Kill me!” he shouted. “D’you think I’m afraid of death? Go on, do it now!”


    “It’s not for me to kill you, Stas.”


    “Kill me, I said. For fuck’s sake, finish it now!”


    Arkadin gestured at the corpses. “You’ll die in your victims’s arms, hearing their curses echoing in your ears.”


    “What about all your victims?” Kuzin shouted when Arkadin disappeared from view. “You’ll die choking on your own blood!”


    Arkadin paid him no mind. He was already behind the wheel of his car, backing out of the forest. It had begun to rain, gunmetal-colored drops that fell like bullets out of a colorless sky. A slow booming coming from the smelters starting up sounded like the thunder of cannons signaling the beginning of a war that would surely destroy him unless he found a way out of Nizhny Tagil that wasn’t in a body bag.

  


  
    FORTY

  


  
    Where are you, Jason?” Moira said. “I’ve been trying to reach you.”


    “I’m in Munich,” he said.


    “How wonderful! Thank God you’re close by. I need to see you.” She seemed slightly out of breath. “Tell me where you are and I’ll meet you there.”


    Bourne switched his cell phone from one ear to the other, the better to check his immediate surroundings. “I’m on my way to the Englischer Garten.”


    “What are you doing in Schwabing?”


    “It’s a long story; I’ll tell you about it when I see you.” Bourne checked his watch. “But I’m due to meet up with Soraya at the Chinese pagoda in ten minutes. She says she has new intel on the Black Legion attack.”


    “That’s odd,” Moira said. “So do I.”


    Bourne crossed the street, hurrying, but still alert for tags.


    “I’ll meet you,” Moira said. “I’m in a car; I can be there in fifteen minutes.”


    “Not a good idea.” He didn’t want her involved in a professional rendezvous. “I’ll call you as soon as I’m through and we can—” All of a sudden, he realized he was talking to dead air. He dialed Moira’s number, but got her voice mail. Damn her, he thought.


    He reached the outskirts of the garden, which was twice the size of New York’s Central Park. Divided by the Isar River, it was filled with jogging and bicycle paths, meadows, forests, and even hills. Near the crown of one of these was the Chinese pagoda, which was actually a beer garden.


    He was naturally thinking of Soraya as he approached the area. It was odd that both she and Moira had intel on the Black Legion. Now he thought back over his phone conversation with her. Something about it had been bothering him, something just out of reach. Every time he strained for it, it seemed to move farther away from him.


    His pace was slowed by the hordes of tourists, American diplomats, children with balloons or kites riding the wind. In addition, a rally of teenagers protesting new rulings on curriculum at the university had begun to gather at the pagoda.


    He pushed his way forward, past a mother and child, then a large family in Nikes and hideous tracksuits. The child glanced at him and, instinctively, Bourne smiled. Then he turned away, wiped the blood off his face, though it continued to seep through the cuts opened during his fight with Arkadin.


    “No, you can’t have sausages,” the mother said to her son in a strong British accent. “You were sick all night.”


    “But Mummy,” he replied, “I feel right as rain.”


    Right as rain. Bourne stopped in his tracks, rubbed the heel of his hand against his temple. Right as rain; the phrase rattled around in his head like a steel ball in a pachinko machine.


    Soraya.


    Hi, it’s me, Soraya. That’s how she’d started off the call.


    Then she’d said: Actually, I’m in Munich.


    And just before she’d hung up: Right as rain. I can make it. Can you?


    Bourne, buffeted by the quickening throngs, felt as if his head were on fire. Something about those phrases. He knew them, and he didn’t, how could that be? He shook his head as if to clear it; memories were appearing like knife slashes through a piece of fabric. Light was glimmering…


    And then he saw Moira. She was hurrying toward the Chinese pagoda from the opposite direction, her expression intent, grim, even. What had happened? What information did she have for him?


    He craned his neck, trying to find Soraya in the swirl of the demonstration. That was when he remembered.


    Right as rain.


    He and Soraya had had this conversation before—where? In Odessa? Hi, it’s me coming before her name meant that she was under duress. Actually coming before a place where she was supposed to be meant that she wasn’t there.


    Right as rain meant it’s a trap.


    He looked up and his heart sank. Moira was heading right into it.


    



    



    When the door opened, Willard froze. He was on his hands and knees hidden from the doorway by the desk’s skirt. He heard voices, one of them LaValle’s, and held his breath.


    “There’s nothing to it,” LaValle said. “E-mail me the figures and after I’m done with the Moore woman I’ll check them.”


    “Good deal,” Patrick, one of LaValle’s aides said, “but you’d better get back to the Library, the Moore woman is kicking up a fuss.”


    LaValle cursed. Willard heard him cross to the desk, shuffle some papers. Perhaps he was looking for a file. LaValle grunted in satisfaction, walked back across the office, and closed the door after him. It was only when Willard heard the grate of the key in the lock that he exhaled.


    He fired up the camera, praying that the images hadn’t been deleted, and there they were, one after another, evidence that would damn Luther LaValle and his entire NSA administration. Using both the camera and his cell phone, he linked them through the wireless Bluetooth protocol, then transferred the images to his cell. Once that was completed, he navigated to his son’s phone number—which wasn’t his son’s number, though if anyone called it a young man who had standing instructions to pass as his son would answer—and sent the photos in one long burst. Sending them one by one via separate calls would surely cause a red flag on the security server.


    At last, Willard sat back and took a deep breath. It was done; the photos were now in the hands of CI, where they’d do the most good, or—if you were Luther LaValle—the most damage. Checking his watch, he pocketed the camera, relatched the door to the hidden compartment, and scrambled out from under the desk.


    Four minutes later, his hair freshly combed, his uniform brushed down, and looking very smart, indeed, he placed a Ceylon tea in front of Soraya Moore and a single-malt scotch in front of Luther LaValle. Ms. Moore thanked him; LaValle, staring at her, ignored him as usual.


    



    



    Moira hadn’t seen him, and Bourne couldn’t call out to her because in this maelstrom of people his voice wouldn’t carry. Blocked in his forward motion, he edged his way back to the periphery, moving to his left in order to circle around to her. He tried her cell again, but she either couldn’t hear it or wasn’t answering.


    It was as he was disengaging the line that he saw the NSA agents. They were moving in concert toward the center of the crowd, and he could only assume that there were others in a tightening circle within which they meant to trap him. They hadn’t spotted him yet, but Moira was close to one of the pair in Bourne’s view. There was no way to get to her without them spotting him. Nevertheless, he continued to circle through the fringes of the crowd, which had grown so large that many of the young people were shoving one another as they shouted their slogans.


    Bourne pushed on, although it seemed to him at a slower and slower pace, as if he were in a dream where the laws of physics were nonexistent. He needed to get to Moira without the agents seeing him; it was dangerous for her to be looking for him with NSA infiltrating the crowd. Far better for him to get to her first so he could control both their movements.


    Finally, as he neared the NSA agents, he could see the reason for the sudden rancor of the crowd. The shoving was being precipitated by a large group of skinheads, some wielding brass knuckles or baseball bats. They had swastikas tattooed on their bulging arms, and when they began to swing at the chanting university students, Bourne made a run for Moira. But as he lunged for her, one of the agents elbowed a skinhead aside and, as he did so, caught a glimpse of Bourne. He whirled, his lips moving as he spoke urgently into the earpiece with which he was wirelessly connected with the other members of what Bourne assumed was an execution team.


    He grabbed Moira, but the agent had hold of him, and he began to jerk Bourne back toward him, as if to detain him long enough for the other members of the team to reach them. Bourne struck him flush on the chin with the heel of his hand. The agent’s head snapped back, and he collapsed into a group of skinheads, who thought he was attacking them and started beating him.


    “Jason, what the hell happened to you?” Moira said as she and Bourne turned, making their way through the throng. “Where’s Soraya?”


    “She was never here,” Bourne said. “This is another NSA trap.”


    It would have been best to keep to where the garden was most crowded, but that would put them in the center of the trap. Bourne led them around the crowd, hoping to emerge in a place where the agents wouldn’t spot them, but now he saw three more outside the mass of the demonstration and knew retreat was impossible. Instead he reversed course, drawing Moira farther into the surging mass of demonstrators.


    “What are you doing?” Moira said. “Aren’t we headed straight into the trap?”


    “Trust me.” Instinctively he headed toward one of the flashpoints where the skinheads were clashing with the university students.


    They reached the edge of the escalating fight between the two groups of teens. Out of the corner of his eye Bourne saw an NSA agent struggling through the same mass of people. Bourne tried to alter their course, but their way was blocked, and a resurgent wave of students pushed them like flotsam at the tide line. Feeling the new influx of people, the agent turned to fight against it and ran right into Moira.


    He barked Bourne’s name into the microphone in his earpiece, and Bourne slammed a shoe into the side of his knee. The agent faltered, but managed to counter the chop Bourne directed at his shoulder blade. The agent drew a handgun, and Bourne snatched a baseball bat from a skinhead’s grip, struck the agent so hard on the back of his hands that he dropped the handgun.


    Then, from behind him, Bourne heard Moira say, “Jason, they’re coming!”


    The trap was about to snap shut on both of them.

  


  
    FORTY-ONE

  


  
    Luther Lavalle waited on tenterhooks for the call from his extraction team leader in Munich. He sat in his customary chair facing the window that looked out over the rolling lawns to the left of the wide gravel drive, which wound through the elms and oaks lining it like sentinels. Having verbally put her in her place after returning from his office, he contrived to ignore Soraya Moore and Willard who, after the second time, had given up asking him if he wanted his single-malt scotch refreshed. He didn’t want his single-malt scotch refreshed and he didn’t want to hear another word from the Moore woman. What he wanted was his cell phone to ring, for his team leader to tell him that Jason Bourne was in custody. That’s all he required of this day; he didn’t think it was too much to ask.


    Nevertheless, it was true that his nerves were pulled tighter than a drawn bowstring. He found himself wanting to scream, to punch someone; he’d almost launched himself like a missile at Willard when the steward had approached him the last time—he was so damn servile. Beside him, the Moore woman sat, one leg crossed over her knee, sipping her damnable Ceylon tea. How could she be so calm!


    He reached over, slapped the cup and saucer out of her hands. They bounced on the thick carpet, along with what was left of the espresso, but they didn’t break. He jumped up, stomped the china beneath his heel until it cracked and cracked again. Aware of Soraya staring up at him, he snapped, “What? What are you looking at?”


    His cell phone buzzed and he snatched it off the table. His heart lifted, a smile of triumph wreathed his face. But it was a guard at the front gate, not the leader of his extraction team.


    “Sir, I’m sorry to bother you,” the guard said, “but the director of Central Intelligence is here.”


    “What?” LaValle fairly shouted his response. He was flooded with bitter disappointment. “Keep her the fuck out!”


    “I’m afraid that’s not possible, sir.”


    “Of course it’s possible.” He moved to the window. “I’m giving you a direct order!”


    “She’s with a contingent of federal marshals,” the guard said. “They’re already on their way to the main house.”


    It was true, LaValle could see the convoy making its way up the drive. He stood, speechless with confusion and fury. How dare the DCI invade his private sanctuary! He’d have her in prison for this outrage!


    He started, feeling someone standing next to him. It was Soraya Moore. Her wide lips were curled in an enigmatic smile.


    Then she turned to him and said, “I do believe it’s the end of days.”


    



    



    The maelstrom closed around Bourne and Moira. What had once been a simple demonstration was now a full-blown melee. He heard screams and shouts, hurled invective, and then, under it all, the familiar high-low wail of police sirens approaching from several different directions. Bourne was quite certain the NSA hit squad had no desire to run afoul of the Munich police; it was therefore running out of time. The agent near Bourne heard the sirens, too, and with his hands clearly still half numb from the bat grabbed Moira around the throat.


    “Drop the bat and come with me, Bourne,” he said against the rising tide of screams and shouts, “or so help me I’ll break her neck like a twig.”


    Bourne dropped the bat but, as he did so, Moira bit into the agent’s hand. Bourne drove his fist into the soft spot just below his sternum then, taking hold of his wrist, he turned over the arm at an awkward angle, and with a sharp blow broke the agent’s elbow. The agent groaned, went to his knees.


    Bourne dug out his passport and earbud, threw the passport to Moira as he fitted the electronic bud into his ear canal.


    “Name,” he said.


    Moira already had the wallet open. “William K. Saunders.”


    “This is Saunders,” Bourne said, addressing the wireless network. “Bourne and the girl are getting away. They’re heading north by northwest past the pagoda.”


    Then he took her hand. “Biting his hand,” he said as they stepped over the fallen agent. “That was quite a professional move.”


    She laughed. “It did the trick, didn’t it?”


    They made their way through the mob, heading southeast. Behind them, the NSA agents were shoving their way toward the opposite side of the mass of people. Ahead, a corps of uniformed policemen outfitted in riot gear were trotting along the path, semi-automatics at the ready. They passed Bourne and Moira without a second look.


    Moira glanced at her watch. “Let’s get to my car as quickly as possible. We have a plane to catch.”


    



    



    Don’t give up. Those three words Tyrone had found in his oatmeal were enough to sustain him. Kendall never came back, nor did any other interrogator. In fact, his meals came at regular intervals, the trays filled with real food, which was a blessing because he didn’t think he could ever get oatmeal down again.


    The periods when the black hood was taken off seemed to him longer and longer in duration, but his sense of time had been shot, so he didn’t really know whether or not that was true. In any case, he’d used those periods to walk, do sit-ups, push-ups, and squats, anything to relieve the terrible, bone-deep aching of his arms, shoulders, and neck.


    Don’t give up. That message might just as well have read You’re not alone or Have faith, so rich were those words, like a millionaire’s cache. When he read them he knew both that Soraya hadn’t abandoned him and that something inside the building, someone who had access to the basement, was on his side. And that was the moment when the revelation struck him, as if, if he remembered his Bible correctly, he were Paul on the road to Damascus, converted by God’s light.


    Someone is on my side—not the side of the old Tyrone, who roamed his hood with perfect wrath and retribution, not the Tyrone who’d been saved from life in the gutter by Deron, not even the Tyrone who’d been awed by Soraya. No, once he spontaneously thought Someone is on my side, he realized that my side meant CI. He had not only moved out of the hood forever, but also stepped out from under Soraya’s beautiful shadow. He was his own man now; he’d found his own calling, not as Deron’s protector, or his disciple, not as Soraya’s adoring assistant. CI was where he wanted to be, in the service of making a difference. His world was no longer defined by himself on one side and the Man on the other. He was no longer fighting what he was becoming.


    He looked up. Now to get out of here. But how? His best choice was to try to find a way to communicate with whoever had sent the note. He considered a moment. The note had been hidden in his food, so the logical answer would be to write a note of his own and somehow hide it in his leftovers. Of course, there was no way to be sure that person would find the note, or even know it was there, but it was his only shot and he was determined to take it.


    He was looking around for something to use to write when the clanging of the door brought him up short. He turned to face it as it opened. Had Kendall returned for more sadistic playtime? Had the real torturer arrived? He took a fearful glance over his shoulder at the waterboarding tank and his blood turned cold. Then he turned back and saw Soraya standing in the doorway. She was grinning from ear to ear.


    “God,” she said, “it’s good to see you!”


    



    



    How nice to see you again,” Veronica Hart said, “especially under these circumstances.”


    Luther LaValle had come away from the window; he was standing when the DCI, flanked by federal marshals and a contingent of CI agents, entered the Library. Everyone else in the Library at the time goggled, then at the behest of the marshals beat a hasty retreat. Now he sat ramrod-straight in his chair, facing Hart.


    “How dare you,” LaValle said now. “This intolerable behavior won’t go unpunished. As soon as I inform Secretary of Defense Halliday of your criminal breach of protocol—”


    Hart fanned out the photos of the rendition cells in the basement. “You’re right, Mr. LaValle, this intolerable behavior won’t go unpunished, but I believe it will be Secretary of Defense Halliday who’ll be leading the charge to punish you for your criminal protocols.”


    “I do what I do in the defense of my country,” LaValle said stiffly. “When a country is at war extraordinary actions must be undertaken in order to safeguard its borders. It’s you and people like you, with your weak-willed leftist leanings, that are to blame, not me.” He was livid, his cheeks aflame. “I’m the patriot here. You—you’re just an obstructionist. This country will crack and fall if people like you are left to run it. I’m America’s only salvation.”


    “Sit down,” Hart said quietly but firmly, “before one of my ‘leftist’ people knocks you down.”


    LaValle glared at her for a moment, then slowly sank into the chair.


    “Nice to be living in your own private world where you make the rules and you don’t give a shit about reality.”


    “I’m not sorry for what I did. If you’re expecting remorse, you’re sorely mistaken.”


    “Frankly,” Hart said, “I’m not expecting anything out of you until after you’re waterboarded.” She waited until all the blood had drained from his face, before she added, “That would be one solution—your solution—but it isn’t mine.” She shuffled the photos back into their envelope.


    “Who’s seen those?” LaValle asked.


    The DCI saw him wince when she said, “Everyone who needs to see them.”


    “Well, then.” He was unbowed, unrepentant. “It’s over.”


    Hart looked past him to the front of the Library. “Not quite yet.” She nodded. “Here come Soraya and Tyrone.”


    



    



    Semion Icoupov sat on the stoop of a building not far from where the shooting had taken place. His greatcoat hid the blood that had pooled inside it, so he didn’t draw a crowd, just a curious glance or two from pedestrians hurrying by. He felt dizzy and nauseated, no doubt from shock and loss of blood, which meant he wasn’t thinking clearly. He looked around with bloodshot eyes. Where was the car that had brought him here? He needed to get out of here before Arkadin emerged from the building and spotted him. He’d taken a tiger from the wild and had tried to domesticate him, a historic mistake by any measure. How many times had it been attempted before with always the same result? Tigers weren’t meant to be domesticated; neither was Arkadin. He was what he was, and would never be anything else: a killing machine of almost preternatural abilities. Icoupov had recognized the talent and, greedily, had tried to harness it to his own needs. Now the tiger had turned on him; he’d had a premonition that he would die in Munich, now he knew why, now he knew how.


    Looking back toward Egon Kirsch’s apartment building, he felt a sudden rush of fear, as if at any moment death would emerge from it, stalking him down the street. He tried to pull himself together, tried to rise to his feet, but a horrific pain shot through him, his knees buckled, and he collapsed back onto the cold stone.


    More people passed, now ignoring him altogether. Cars rolled by. The sky came down, the day darkened as if covered with a shroud. A sudden gust of wind brought the onset of rain, hard as sleet. He ducked his head between his shoulders, shivered mightily.


    And then he heard his name shouted and, turning his head, saw the nightmare figure of Leonid Danilovich Arkadin coming down the steps of Kirsch’s building. Now more highly motivated, Icoupov once again tried to get up. He groaned as he gained his feet, but tottered there uncertainly as Arkadin began to run toward him.


    At that moment, a black Mercedes sedan pulled up to the sidewalk. The driver hurried out and, taking hold of Icoupov, half carried him across the pavement. Icoupov struggled, but to no avail; he was weak with lost blood, and growing weaker by the moment. The driver opened the rear door, bundled him into the backseat. He pulled an HK 1911 .45 and with it warned Arkadin away, then he hustled back around the front of the Mercedes, slid behind the wheel, and took off.


    Icoupov, slumped in the near corner of the backseat, made rhythmic grunts of pain like puffs of smoke from a steam locomotive. He was aware of the soft rocking of the shocks as the car sped through the Munich streets. More slowly came the realization that he wasn’t alone in the backseat. He blinked heavily, trying to clear his vision.


    “Hello, Semion,” a familiar voice said.


    And then Icoupov’s vision cleared. “You!”


    “It’s been a long time since we’ve seen each other, hasn’t it?” Dominic Specter said.


    



    



    The Empire State Building,” Moira said as she studied the plans Bourne had managed to scoop up in Kirsch’s apartment. “I can’t believe I was wrong.”


    They were parked in a rest stop by the side of the autobahn on the way to the airport.


    “What do you mean, wrong?” Bourne said.


    She told him what Arthur Hauser, the engineer hired by Kaller Steelworks, had confessed about the flaw in LNG terminal’s software.


    Bourne thought a moment. “If a terrorist used that flaw to gain control of the software, what could he do?”


    “The tanker is so huge and the terminal is so complex that the docking is handled electronically.”


    “Through the software program.”


    Moira nodded.


    “So he could cause the tanker to crash into the terminal.” He turned to her. “Would that set off the tanks of liquid gas?”


    “Quite possibly, yes.”


    Bourne was thinking furiously. “Still, the terrorist would have to know about the flaw, how to exploit it, and how to reconfigure the software.”


    “It sounds simpler than trying to blow up a major building in Manhattan.”


    She was right, of course; and because of the questions he’d been pondering he grasped implications of that immediately.


    Moira glanced at her watch. “Jason, the NextGen plane with the coupling link is scheduled to take off in thirty minutes.” She put the car in gear, nosed out onto the autobahn. “We have to make up our minds before we get to the airport. Do we go to New York or to Long Beach?”


    Bourne said, “I’ve been trying to figure out why both Specter and Icoupov were so hell-bent on retrieving these plans.” He stared down at the blueprints as if willing them to speak to him. “The problem,” he said slowly and thoughtfully, “is that they were entrusted to Specter’s son, Pyotr, who was more interested in girls, drugs, and the Moscow nightlife than he was in his work. As a consequence, his network was peopled by misfits, junkies, and weaklings.”


    “Why in the world would Specter entrust so important a document to a network like that?”


    “That’s just the point,” Bourne said. “He wouldn’t.”


    Moira glanced at him. “What does that mean? Is the network bogus?”


    “Not as far as Pyotr was concerned,” Bourne said, “but so far as Specter saw it, yes, everyone who was a part of it was expendable.”


    “Then the plans are bogus, too.”


    “No, I think they’re real, and that’s what Specter was counting on,” Bourne said. “But when you consider the situation logically and coolly, which no one does when it comes to the threat of an imminent terrorist attack, the probability of a cell managing to get what it needs into the Empire State Building is very low.” He rolled up the plans. “No, I think this was all an elaborate disinformation scheme—leaking communications to Typhon, recruiting me because of my loyalty to Specter. It was all meant to mobilize American security forces on the wrong coast.”


    “So you think the Black Legion’s real target is the LNG terminal in Long Beach.”


    “Yes,” Bourne said, “I do.”


    



    



    Tyrone stood looking down at LaValle. A terrible silence had descended over the Library when he and Soraya had entered. He watched Soraya scoop up LaValle’s cell phone from the table.


    “Good,” she said with an audible sigh of relief. “No one’s called. Jason must be safe.” She tried him on her cell, but he wasn’t answering.


    Hart, who had stood up when they’d come over, said, “You look a little the worse for wear, Tyrone.”


    “Nothing a stint at the CI training school wouldn’t cure,” he said.


    Hart glanced at Soraya before saying, “I think you’ve earned that right.” She smiled. “In your case, I’ll forgo the usual warning about how rigorous the training program is, how many recruits drop out in the first two weeks. I know we won’t have to be concerned about you dropping out.”


    “No, ma’am.”


    “Just call me Director, Tyrone. You’ve earned that as well.”


    He nodded, but he couldn’t keep his eyes off LaValle.


    His interest did not go unnoticed. The DCI said, “Mr. LaValle, I think it only just that Tyrone decide your fate.”


    “You’re out of your mind.” LaValle looked apoplectic. “You can’t—”


    “On the contrary,” Hart said, “I can.” She turned to Tyrone. “It’s entirely up to you, Tyrone. Let the punishment fit the crime.”


    Tyrone, impaling LaValle in his glare, saw there what he always saw in the eyes of white people who confronted him: a toxic mixture of contempt, aversion, and fear. Once, that would have sent him into a frenzy of rage, but that was because of his own ignorance. Perhaps what he had seen in them was a reflection of what had been on his own face. Not today, not ever again, because during his incarceration he’d finally come to understand what Deron had tried to teach him: that his own ignorance was his worst enemy. Knowledge allowed him to work at changing other people’s expectations of him, rather than confronting them with a switchblade or a handgun.


    He looked around, saw the look of expectation on Soraya’s face. Turning back to LaValle, he said: “I think something public would be in order, something embarrassing enough to work its way up to Secretary of Defense Halliday.”


    Veronica Hart couldn’t help laughing. She laughed until tears came to her eyes, and she heard the Gilbert and Sullivan lines run through her head: His object all sublime, he will achieve in time—let the punishment fit the crime!

  


  
    FORTY-TWO

  


  
    I seem to have you at quite a disadvantage, dear Semion.” Dominic Specter watched Icoupov as he dealt with the pain of sitting up straight.


    “I need to see a doctor.” Icoupov was panting like an underpowered engine struggling up a steep grade.


    “What you need, dear Semion, is a surgeon,” Specter said. “Unfortunately, there’s no time for one. I need to get to Long Beach and I can’t afford to leave you behind.”


    “This was my idea, Asher.” Having braced his back against the seat, some small amount of color was returning to Icoupov’s cheeks.


    “So was using Pyotr. What did you call my son? Oh, yes, a useless wart on fate’s ass, that was it, wasn’t it?”


    “He was useless, Asher. All he cared about was getting laid and getting high. Did he have a commitment to the cause, did he even know what the word meant? I doubt it, and so do you.”


    “You killed him, Semion.”


    “And you had Iliev murdered.”


    “I thought you’d changed your mind,” Sever said. “I assumed you’d sent him after Bourne to expose me, to gain the upper hand by telling him about the Long Beach target. Don’t look at me like that. Is it so strange? After all, we’ve been enemies longer than we’ve been allies.”


    “You’ve become paranoid,” Icoupov said, though at the time he had sent his second in command to expose Sever. He’d temporarily lost faith in Sever’s plan, had finally felt the risks to all of them were too great. From the beginning, he’d argued with Sever against bringing Bourne into the picture, but had acquiesced to Sever’s argument that CI would bring Bourne into play sooner or later. “Far better for us to preempt them, to put Bourne in play ourselves,” Sever had said, capping his argument, and that had been the end of it, until now.


    “We’ve both become paranoid.”


    “A sad fact,” Icoupov said with a gasp of pain. It was true: Their great strength in working together without anyone in either camp knowing about it was also a weakness. Because their regimes ostensibly opposed each other, because the Black Legion’s nemesis was in reality its closest ally, all other potential rivals shied away, leaving the Black Legion to operate without interference. However, the actions both men were sometimes obliged to take for the sake of appearance caused a subconscious erosion of trust between them.


    Icoupov could feel that their level of distrust had achieved its highest point yet, and he sought to defuse it. “Pyotr killed himself—and, in fact, I was only defending myself. Did you know he hired Arkadin to kill me? What would you have had me do?”


    “There were other options,” Sever said, “but your sense of justice is an eye for an eye. For a Muslim you have a great deal of the Jewish Old Testament in you. And now it appears that that very justice is about to be turned on you. Arkadin will kill you, if he can get his hands on you.” Sever laughed. “I’m the only one who can save you now. Ironic, isn’t it? You kill my son and now I have the power of life and death over you.”


    “We always had the power of life and death over each other.” Icoupov still struggled to gain equality in the conversation. “There were casualties on both sides—regrettable but necessary. The more things change the more they stay the same. Except for Long Beach.”


    “There’s the problem precisely,” Sever said. “I’ve just come from interrogating Arthur Hauser, our man on the inside. As such, he was monitored by my people. Earlier today, he got cold feet; he met with a member of Black River. It took me some time to convince him to talk, but eventually he did. He told this woman—Moira Trevor—about the software flaw.”


    “So Black River knows.”


    “If they do,” Sever said, “they aren’t doing anything about it. Hauser also told me that they withdrew from NextGen; Black River isn’t handling their security anymore.”


    “Who is?”


    “It doesn’t matter,” Sever said. “The point is the tanker is less than a day away from the California coastline. My software engineer is aboard and in place. The question now is whether this Black River operative is going to act on her own.”


    Icoupov frowned. “Why should she? You know Black River as well as I do, they act as a team.”


    “True enough, but the Trevor woman should have been on to her next assignment by now; my people tell me that she’s still in Munich.”


    “Maybe she’s taking some downtime.”


    “And maybe,” Sever said, “she’s going to act on the information Hauser gave her.”


    They were nearing the airport, and with some difficulty Icoupov pointed. “The only way to find out is to check to see whether she’s on the NextGen plane that’s transshipping the coupling link to the terminal.” He smiled thinly. “You seem surprised that I know so much. I have my spies as well, many of whom you know nothing about.” He gasped in pain as he searched beneath his greatcoat. “It was texted to me, but I can’t seem to find my cell.” He looked around. “It must have fallen out of my pocket when your driver manhandled me into the car.”


    Sever waved a hand, ignoring the implied rebuke. “Never mind. Hauser gave me all the details, if we can get through security.”


    “I have people in Immigration you don’t know about.”


    Sever’s smile held a measure of the cruelty that was common to both of them. “My dear Semion, you have a use after all.”


    



    



    Arkadin found Icoupov’s cell phone in the gutter where it had fallen as Icoupov had been bundled into the Mercedes. Controlling the urge to stomp it into splinters, he opened it to see whom Icoupov had called last, and noticed that the last incoming message was a text. Accessing it, he read the information on a NextGen jet due to take off in twenty minutes. He wondered why that would be important to Icoupov. Part of him wanted to go back to Devra, the same part that had balked at leaving her to go after Icoupov. But Kirsch’s building was swarming with cops; the entire block was in the process of being cordoned off, so he didn’t look back, tried not to think of her lying twisted on the floor, her blank eyes staring up at him even after she stopped breathing.


    Do you love me, Leonid?


    How had he answered her? Even now he couldn’t remember. Her death was like a dream, something vivid that made no sense. Maybe it was a symbol, but of what he couldn’t say.


    Do you love me, Leonid?


    It didn’t matter, but he knew to her it did. He had lied then, surely he’d lied to ease the moments before her death, but the thought that he’d lied to her sent a knife through whatever passed for his heart.


    He looked down at the text message and knew this was where he’d find Icoupov. Turning around, he walked back toward the cordoned-off area. Posing as a crime reporter from the Abendzeitung newspaper, he boldly accosted one of the junior uniformed police, asking him pointed questions about the shooting, stories of gunfire he’d gleaned from residents of the neighboring buildings. As he suspected, the cop was on guard duty and knew next to nothing. But that wasn’t the point; he’d now gotten inside the cordon, leaning against one of the police cars as he conducted his phony and fruitless interview.


    At length, the cop was called away, and he dismissed Arkadin, saying the commissioner would be holding a press conference at 16:00, at which time he would be free to ask all the questions he wanted. This left Arkadin alone, leaning against the fender. It didn’t take him long to walk around the front of the vehicle, and when the medical examiner’s van arrived—creating a perfect diversion—he opened the driver’s-side door, ducked in behind the wheel. The keys were already in the ignition. He started the car and drove off. When he reached the autobahn, he put on the siren and drove at top speed toward the airport.


    



    



    I won’t have a problem getting you on board,” Moira said as she turned off onto the four-lane approach to the freight terminal. She showed her NextGen ID at the guard booth, then drove on toward the parking lot outside the terminal. During the drive to the airport she’d thought long and hard about whether to tell Jason about whom she really worked for. Revealing that she was with Black River was a direct violation of her contract, and right now she prayed there’d be no reason to tell him.


    After passing through security, Customs, and Immigration, they arrived on the tarmac and approached the 747. A set of mobile stairs rose up to the high passenger door, which stood open. On the far side of the plane, the truck from Kaller Steelworks Gesellschaft was parked, along with an airport hoist, which was lifting crated parts of the LNG coupling link into the jet’s cargo area. The truck was obviously late, and the loading process was necessarily slow and tedious. Neither Kaller nor NextGen could afford an accident at this late stage.


    Moira showed her NextGen ID to one of the crew members standing at the bottom of the stairs. He smiled and nodded, welcoming them aboard. Moira breathed a sigh of relief. Now all that stood between them and the Black Legion attack was the ten-hour flight to Long Beach.


    But as they neared the top of the stairs, a figure appeared from the plane’s interior. He stood in the doorway, staring down at her.


    “Moira,” Noah said, “what are you doing here? Why aren’t you on your way to Damascus?”


    



    Manfred Holger, Icoupov’s man in Immigration, met them at the checkpoint to the freight terminals, got in the car with them, and they lurched forward. Icoupov had called him using Sever’s cell phone. He’d been about to go off duty, but luckily for them had not yet changed out of his uniform.


    “There’s no problem.” Holger spoke in the officious manner that had been drummed into him by his superiors. “All I have to do is check the recent immigration records to see if she’s come through the system.”


    “Not good enough,” Icoupov said. “She may be traveling under a pseudonym.”


    “All right then, I’ll go on board and check everyone’s passports.” Holger was sitting in the front seat. Now he swiveled around to look at Icoupov. “If I find that this woman, Moira Trevor, is on board, what would you have me do?”


    “Take her off the plane,” Sever said at once.


    Holger looked inquiringly at Icoupov, who nodded. Icoupov’s face was gray again, and he was having more difficulty keeping the pain at bay.


    “Bring her here to us,” Sever said.


    Holger had taken their diplomatic passports, passed them quickly through security. Now the Mercedes was sitting just off the tarmac. The 747 with the NextGen logo emblazoned on its sides and tail was at rest, still being loaded from the Kaller Steelworks truck. The driver had pulled up so that the truck shielded them from being seen by anyone boarding the plane or already inside it.


    Holger nodded, got out of the Mercedes, and walked across the tarmac to the rolling stairs.


    



    



    Kriminalpolizei,” Arkadin said as he stopped the police car at the freight terminal checkpoint. “We have reason to believe a man who killed two people this afternoon has fled here.”


    The guards waved him past Customs and Immigration without asking for ID; the car itself was proof enough for them. As Arkadin rolled past the parking lot and onto the tarmac, he saw the jet, crates from the NextGen truck being hoisted into the cargo bay, and the black Mercedes idling some distance away from both. Recognizing the car at once, he nosed the police cruiser to a spot directly behind the Mercedes. For a moment, he sat behind the wheel, staring at the Mercedes as if the car itself were his enemy.


    He could see the silhouettes of two male figures in the backseat; it wasn’t a stretch for him to figure that one of them was Semion Icoupov. He wondered which of the handguns he had with him he should use to kill his former mentor: the SIG Sauer 9mm, the Luger, or the .22 SIG Mosquito. It all depended on what kind of damage he wanted to inflict and to what part of the body. He’d shot Stas Kuzin in the knees, the better to watch him suffer, but this was another time and, especially, another place. The airport was public space; the adjacent passenger terminal was crawling with security personnel. Just because he had been able to get this far as a member of the kriminalpolizei, he knew better than to overstep his luck. No, this kill needed to be quick and clean. All he desired was to look into Icoupov’s eyes when he died, for him to know who’d ended his life and why.


    Unlike the moment of Kuzin’s demise, Arkadin was fully aware of this moment, keyed in to the importance of the son overtaking the father, of revenging himself for the psychological and physical advantages an adult takes with a child. That he hadn’t, in fact, been a child when Mischa had sent Semion Icoupov to resurrect him never occurred to him. From the moment the two had met, he had always seen Icoupov as a father figure. He’d obeyed him as he would a father, had accepted his judgments, had swallowed whole his worldview, had been faithful to him. And now, for the sins Icoupov had visited on him, he was going to kill him.


    



    



    When you didn’t show for your scheduled flight, I had a hunch you’d show up here.” Noah stared at her, completely ignoring Bourne. “I won’t allow you on the plane, Moira. You’re no longer a part of this.”


    “She still works for NextGen, doesn’t she?” Bourne said.


    “Who is this?” Noah said, keeping his eyes on her.


    “My name is Jason Bourne.”


    A slow smile crept over Noah’s face. “Moira, you didn’t introduce us.” He turned to Bourne, stuck out his hand. “Noah Petersen.”


    Bourne shook his hand. “Jason Bourne.”


    Keeping the same sly smile on his face, Noah said, “Do you know she lied to you, that she tried to recruit you to NextGen under false pretenses?”


    His eyes flicked toward Moira, but he was disappointed to see neither shock nor outrage on her face.


    “Why would she do that?” Bourne said.


    “Because,” Moira said, “like Noah here, I work for Black River, the private security firm. We were hired by NextGen to oversee security on the LNG terminal.”


    It was Noah who registered shock. “Moira, that’s enough. You’re in violation of your contract.”


    “It doesn’t matter, Noah. I quit Black River half an hour ago. I’ve been made chief of security at NextGen, so in point of fact it’s you who isn’t welcome aboard this flight.”


    Noah stood rigid as stone, until Bourne took a step toward him. Then he backed away, descending the flight of rolling stairs. Halfway down, he turned to her. “Pity, Moira. I once had faith in you.”


    She shook her head. “The pity is that Black River has no conscience.”


    Noah looked at her for a moment then turned, clattered down the rest of the stairs, and stalked off across the tarmac without seeing the Mercedes or the police car behind it.


    



    Because it would make the least noise, Arkadin decided on the Mosquito. Hand curled around the grips, he got out of the police car, stalked to the driver’s side of the Mercedes. It was the driver—who doubtless doubled as a bodyguard—he had to dispense with first. Keeping his Mosquito out of sight, he rapped on the driver’s window with a bare knuckle.


    When the driver slid the glass down, Arkadin shoved the Mosquito in his face and pulled the trigger. The driver’s head snapped back so hard the cervical vertebrae cracked. Pulling open the door, Arkadin shoved the corpse aside and knelt on the seat, facing the two men in the backseat. He recognized Sever from an old photograph when Icoupov had showed him the face of his enemy. He said, “Wrong time, wrong place,” and shot Sever in the chest.


    As he slumped over, Arkadin turned his attention to Icoupov. “You didn’t think you could escape me, Father, did you?”


    Icoupov—who, between the sudden attack and the unendurable pain in his shoulder, was going into delayed shock—said, “Why do you call me father? Your father died a long time ago, Leonid Danilovich.”


    “No,” Arkadin said, “he sits here before me like a wounded bird.”


    “A wounded bird, yes.” With great effort, Icoupov opened his greatcoat, the lining of which was sopping wet with his blood. “Your paramour shot me before I shot her in self-defense.”


    “This is not a court of law. What matters is that she’s dead.” Arkadin shoved the muzzle of the Mosquito under Icoupov’s chin, and tilted upward. “And you, Father, are still alive.”


    “I don’t understand you.” Icoupov swallowed hard. “I never did.”


    “What was I ever to you, except a means to an end? I killed when you ordered me to. Why? Why did I do that, can you tell me?”


    Icoupov said nothing, not knowing what he could say to save himself from judgment day.


    “I did it because I was trained to do it,” Arkadin said. “That’s why you sent me to America, to Washington, not to cure me of my homicidal rages, as you said, but to harness them for your use.”


    “What of it?” Icoupov finally found his voice. “Of what other use were you? When I found you, you were close to taking your own life. I saved you, you ungrateful shit.”


    “You saved me so you could condemn me to this life, which, if I am any judge, is no life at all. I see I never really escaped Nizhny Tagil. I never will.”


    Icoupov smiled, believing he’d gotten the measure of his protégé. “You don’t want to kill me, Leonid Danilovich. I’m your only friend. Without me you’re nothing.”


    “Nothing is what I always was,” Arkadin said as he pulled the trigger. “Now you’re nothing, too.”


    Then he got out of the Mercedes, walked out on the tarmac to where the NextGen personnel were almost finished off-loading the crates. Without being seen, he climbed onto the hoist. There he hunkered down just beneath the operator’s cab, and after the last crate had been stowed aboard, when the NextGen loaders were exiting the cargo hold via the interior stairwell, he leapt aboard the plane, scrambled behind a stack of crates, and sat down, patient as death, while the doors closed, locking him in.


    



    



    Bourne saw the German official coming and suspected there was something wrong: An Immigration officer had no business interrogating them now. Then he recognized the man’s face. He told Moira to get back inside the plane, then stood barring the door as the official mounted the stairs.


    “I need to see everyone’s passport,” the officer said as he approached Bourne.


    “Passport checks have already been made, mein Herr.”


    “Nevertheless, another security scan must be made now.” The officer held out his hand. “Your passport, please. And then I will check the identity of everyone else aboard.”


    “You don’t recognize me, mein Herr?”


    “Please.” The officer put his hand on the butt of his holstered Luger. “You are obstructing official government business. Believe me, I will take you into custody unless you show me your passport and then move aside.”


    “Here’s my passport, mein Herr.” Bourne opened it to the last page, pointed to a spot on the inside cover. “And here is where you placed an electronic tracking device.”


    “What accusation is this? You have no proof—”


    Bourne produced the broken bug. “I don’t believe you’re here on official business. I think whoever instructed you to plant this on me is paying you to check these passports.” Bourne gripped the officer’s elbow. “Let’s stroll over to the commandant of Immigration and ask them if they sent you here.”


    The officer drew himself up stiffly. “I’m not going anywhere with you. I have a job to do.”


    “So do I.”


    As Bourne dragged him down the rolling stairs, the officer went for his gun.


    Bourne dug his fingers into the nerve bundle just above the man’s elbow. “Draw it if you must,” Bourne said, “but be prepared for the consequences.”


    The official’s frosty aloofness finally cracked, revealing the fear beneath. His round face was pallid and sweating.


    “What do you want of me?” he said as they walked along the tarmac.


    “Take me to your real employer.”


    The officer had one last blast of bravado in him. “You don’t really think he’s here, do you?”


    “As a matter of fact I wasn’t sure until you said that. Now I know he is.” Bourne shook the official. “Now take me to him.”


    Defeated, the officer nodded bleakly. No doubt, he was contemplating his immediate future. At a quickened pace, he led Bourne around behind the 747. At that moment, the NextGen truck rumbled to life, heading away from the plane, back the way it had come. That was when Bourne saw the black Mercedes and a police car directly behind it.


    “Where did that police car come from?” The officer tore himself away from Bourne and broke into a run toward the parked cars.


    Bourne, who saw the driver’s-side doors on both vehicles standing open, was at the officer’s heels. It was clear as they approached that no one was in the police car, but looking through the Mercedes’s door, they saw the driver, slumped over. It looked as if he’d been kicked to the passenger’s side of the seat.


    Bourne pulled open the rear door, saw Icoupov with the top of his head blown off. Another man had fallen forward against the front seat rests. When Bourne pulled him gently backward, he saw that it was Dominic Specter—or Asher Sever—and everything became clear to him. Beneath the public enmity, the two men were secret allies. This answered many questions, not the least of which was why everyone Bourne had spoken to about the Black Legion had a different opinion about who was a member and who wasn’t.


    Sever looked small and frail, old beyond his years. He’d been shot in the chest with a .22. Bourne took his pulse, listened to his breathing. He was still alive.


    “I’ll call for an ambulance,” the officer said.


    “Do what you have to do,” Bourne said as he scooped Sever up. “I’m taking this one with me.”


    He left the Immigration officer to deal with the mess, crossing the tarmac and mounting the rolling stairs.


    “Let’s get out of here,” he said as he laid Sever down across three seats.


    “What happened to him?” Moira said with a gasp. “Is he alive or dead?”


    Bourne knelt beside his old mentor. “He’s still breathing.” As he began to rip off the professor’s shirt, he said to Moira. “Get us moving, okay? We need to get out of here now.”


    Moira nodded. As she went up the aisle, she spoke to one of the flight attendants, who ran for the first-aid kit. The door to the cockpit was still open, and she gave the order for takeoff to the captain and the co-pilot.


    Within five minutes the rolling stairs had been removed and the 747 was taxiing to the head of the runway. A moment later the control tower cleared it for takeoff. The brakes were let out, the engines revved up, and, with increasing velocity, the jet hurtled down the runway. Then it lifted off, its wheel retracted, flaps were adjusted, and it soared into a sky filled with the crimson and gold of the setting sun.

  


  
    FORTY-THREE

  


  
    Is he dead?” Sever stared up at Bourne, who was cleaning his chest wound.


    “You mean Semion?”


    “Yes. Semion. Is he dead?”


    “Icoupov and the driver, both.”


    Bourne held Sever down while the alcohol burned off everything that could cause the wound to suppurate. No organs had been struck, but the injury must be extremely painful.


    Bourne applied an antiseptic cream from a tube in the first-aid kit. “Who shot you?”


    “Arkadin.” Tears of pain rolled down Sever’s cheeks. “For some reason, he’s gone completely insane. Maybe he was always insane. I thought so anyway. Allah, that hurts!” He took several shallow breaths before he went on. “He came out of nowhere. The driver said, ‘A police car has pulled up behind us.’ The next thing I know he’s rolling down the window and a gun is fired point-blank in his face. Neither Semion nor I had time to think. There was Arkadin inside the car. He shot me, but I’m certain it was Semion he’d come for.”


    Intuiting what must have happened in Kirsch’s apartment, Bourne said, “Icoupov killed his woman, Devra.”


    Sever squeezed his eyes shut. He was having trouble breathing normally. “So what? Arkadin never cared what happened to his women.”


    “He cared about this one,” Bourne said, applying a bandage.


    Sever stared up at Bourne with an expression of disbelief. “The odd thing was, I think I heard him call Semion ‘Father.’ Semion didn’t understand.”


    “And now he never will.”


    “Stop your fussing; let me die, dammit!” Sever said crossly. “It doesn’t matter now whether I live or die.”


    Bourne finished up.


    “What’s done is done. Fate has been sealed; there’s nothing you or anyone else can do to change it.”


    Bourne sat on a seat opposite Sever. He was aware of Moira standing to one side, watching and listening. The professor’s betrayal only went to prove that you were never safe when you let personal feelings into your life.


    “Jason.” Sever’s voice was weaker. “I never meant to deceive you.”


    “Yes, you did, Professor, that’s all you know how to do.”


    “I came to look upon you as a son.”


    “Like Icoupov looked upon Arkadin.”


    With an effort, Sever shook his head. “Arkadin is insane. Perhaps they both were, perhaps their shared insanity is what drew them together.”


    Bourne sat forward. “Let me ask you a question, Professor. Do you think you’re sane?”


    “Of course I’m sane.”


    Sever’s eyes held steady on Bourne’s, a challenge still, at this late stage.


    For a moment, Bourne did nothing, then he rose and, together with Moira, walked forward toward the cockpit.


    “It’s a long flight,” she said softly, “and you need your rest.”


    “We both do.”


    They sat next to each other, silent for a long time. Occasionally, they heard Sever utter a soft moan. Otherwise, the drone of the engines conspired to lull them to sleep.


    



    



    It was freezing in the baggage hold, but Arkadin didn’t mind. The Nizhny Tagil winters had been brutal. It was during one of those winters that Mischa Tarkanian had found him, hiding out from the remnants of Stas Kuzin’s regime. Mischa, hard as a knife blade, had the heart of a poet. He told stories that were beautiful enough to be poems. Arkadin had been enchanted, if such a word could be ascribed to him. Mischa’s talent for storytelling had the power to take Arkadin far away from Nizhny Tagil, and when Mischa smuggled him out past the inner ring of smokestacks, past the outer ring of high-security prisons, his stories took Arkadin to places beyond Moscow, to lands beyond Russia. The stories gave Arkadin his first inkling of the world at large.


    As he sat now, his back against a crate, knees drawn up to his chest in order to conserve warmth, he had good cause to think of Mischa. Icoupov had paid for killing Devra, now Bourne must pay for killing Mischa. But not just yet, Arkadin brooded, though his blood called out for revenge. If he killed Bourne now, Icoupov’s plan would succeed, and he couldn’t allow that, otherwise his revenge against him would be incomplete.


    Arkadin put his head back against the edge of the crate and closed his eyes. Revenge had become like one of Mischa’s poems, its meaning flowering open to surround him with a kind of ethereal beauty, the only form of beauty that registered on him, the only beauty that lasted. It was the glimpse of that promised beauty, the very prospect of it, that allowed him to sit patiently, curled between crates, waiting for his moment of revenge, his moment of inestimable beauty.


    



    



    Bourne dreamed of the hell known as Nizhny Tagil as if he’d been born there, and when he awoke he knew Arkadin was near. Opening his eyes, he saw Moira staring at him.


    “What do you feel about the professor?” she said, by which he suspected she meant, What do you feel about me?


    “I think the years of obsession have driven him insane. I don’t think he knows good from evil, right from wrong.”


    “Is that why you didn’t ask him why he embarked on this path to destruction?”


    “In a way,” Bourne said. “Whatever his answer would have been it wouldn’t have made sense to us.”


    “Fanatics never make sense,” she said. “That’s why they’re so difficult to counteract. A rational response, which is always our choice, is rarely effective.” She cocked her head. “He betrayed you, Jason. He nurtured your belief in him, and played on it.”


    “If you climb on a scorpion’s back you’ve got to expect to get stung.”


    “Don’t you have a desire for revenge?”


    “Maybe I should smother him in his sleep, or shoot him to death as Arkadin did to Semion Icoupov. Do you really expect that to make me feel better? I’ll exact my revenge by stopping the Black Legion’s attack.”


    “You sound so rational.”


    “I don’t feel rational, Moira.”


    She took his meaning, and blood rushed to her cheeks. “I may have lied to you, Jason, but I didn’t betray you. I could never do that.” She engaged his eyes. “There were so many times in the last week when I ached to tell you, but I had a duty to Black River.”


    “Duty is something I understand, Moira.”


    “Understanding is one thing, but will you forgive me?”


    He put out his hand. “You aren’t a scorpion,” he said. “It’s not in your nature.”


    She took his hand in hers, brought it up to her mouth, and pressed it to her cheek.


    At that moment they heard Sever cry out, and they rose, went down the aisle to where he lay curled on his side like a small child afraid of the dark. Bourne knelt down, drew Sever gently onto his back to keep pressure off the wound.


    The professor stared at Bourne, then, as Moira spoke to him, at her.


    “Why did you do it?” Moira said. “Why attack the country you’d adopted as your own?”


    Sever could not catch his breath. He swallowed convulsively. “You’d never understand.”


    “Why don’t you try me?”


    Sever closed his eyes, as if to better visualize each word as it emerged from his mouth. “The Muslim sect I belong to, that Semion belonged to, is very old—ancient even. It had its beginnings in North Africa.” He paused, already out of breath. “Our sect is very strict, we believe in a fundamentalism so devout it cannot be conveyed to infidels by any means. But I can tell you this: We cannot live in the modern world because the modern world violates every one of our laws. Therefore, it must be destroyed.


    “Nevertheless…” He licked his lips, and Bourne poured out some water, lifted his head, and allowed him to drink his fill. When he was finished, he continued. “I should never have tried to use you, Jason. Over the years there have been many disagreements between Semion and myself—this was the latest, the one that broke the proverbial camel’s back. He said you’d be trouble, and he was right. I thought I could manufacture a reality, that I could use you to convince the American security agencies we were going to attack New York City.” He emitted a dry, little laugh. “I lost sight of the central tenet of life, that reality can’t be controlled, it’s too random, too chaotic. So you see it was I who was on a fool’s errand, Jason, not you.”


    “Professor, it’s all over,” Moira said. “We won’t let the tanker dock until we have the software patched.”


    Sever smiled. “A good idea, but it will avail you nothing. Do you know the damage that much liquid natural gas will do? Five square miles of devastation, thousands killed, America’s corrupt, greedy way of life delivered the hammer blow Semion and I have been dreaming of for decades. It’s my one great calling in this life. The loss of human life and physical destruction is icing on the cake.”


    He paused to catch his breath, which was shallower and more ragged than ever. “When the nation’s largest port is incinerated, America’s economy will go with it. Almost half your imports will dry up. There’ll be widespread shortages of goods and food, companies will collapse, the stock exchanges will plummet, wholesale panic will ensue.”


    “How many of your men are on board?” Bourne said.


    Sever smiled weakly. “I love you like a son, Jason.”


    “You let your own son be killed,” Bourne said.


    “Sacrificed, Jason. There’s a difference.”


    “Not to him.” Bourne returned to his agenda. “How many men, Professor?”


    “One, only one.”


    “One man can’t take over the tanker,” Moira said.


    The smile played around his lips, even as his eyes closed, his consciousness fading. “If man hadn’t made machines to do his work…”


    Moira turned to Bourne. “What does that mean?”


    Bourne shook the old man’s shoulder, but he’d slipped into deep unconsciousness.


    Moira checked his eyes, his forehead, his carotid artery. “Without intravenous antibiotics I doubt he’ll make it.” She looked at Bourne. “We’re near enough New York City now. We could touch down there, have an ambulance waiting—”


    “There’s no time,” Bourne said.


    “I know there’s no time.” Moira took his arm. “But I want to give you the choice.”


    Bourne stared down at his mentor’s face, lined and seamed, far older in sleep, as if it had imploded. “He’ll make it on his own, or he won’t.”


    He turned away, Moira at his side, and he said, “Call NextGen. This is what I need.”

  


  
    FORTY-FOUR

  


  
    The Tanker Moon of Hormuz plowed through the Pacific no more than an hour out of Long Beach harbor. The captain, a veteran named Sultan, had gotten word that the LNG terminal was online and ready to receive its inaugural shipment of liquid natural gas. With the current state of the world’s economies, the LNG had become even more precious; from the time the Moon of Hormuz had left Algeria its cargo had increased in value by over 30 percent.


    The tanker, twelve stories high and as large as a village, held thirty-three million gallons of LNG cooled to a temperature of –260 degrees. That translated into the energy equivalent of twenty billion gallons of natural gas. The ship required five miles to come to a stop, and because of the shape of its hull and the containers on deck Sultan’s view ahead was blocked for three-quarters of a mile. The tanker had been steaming at twenty knots, but three hours ago he’d ordered the engines into reverse. Well within five miles of the terminal, the ship was down to six knots of speed and still decelerating.


    Within the five-mile radius to shore his nerves became a jittery flame, the nightmare of Armageddon always with him, because a disaster aboard the Moon of Hormuz would be just that. If the tanks spilled into the water, the resulting fire would be five miles in diameter. For another five miles beyond that thermal radiation would burn any human to a crisp.


    But those scenarios were just that: nightmares. In ten years there’d never been even a minor incident aboard his ship, and there never would be, if he had anything to say about it. He was just thinking about how fine the weather was, and how much he was going to enjoy his ten days on the beach with a friend in Malibu, when the radio officer handed him a message from NextGen. He was to expect a helicopter in fifteen minutes; he was to give its passengers—Moira Trevor and Jason Bourne—any and all help they requested. That was surprising enough, but he bristled at the last sentence: He was to take orders from them until the Moon of Hormuz was safely docked at the terminal.


    



    



    When the doors to the cargo bay were opened, Arkadin was ready, crouched behind one of the containers. As the airport maintenance team clambered aboard, he edged out, then called from the shadows for one of them to help him. When the man complied, Arkadin broke his neck, dragged him into the deepest shadows of the cargo bay, away from the NextGen containers. He stripped and donned the man’s maintenance uniform. Then he stepped over to the work area, keeping the ID tag clipped to it out of full view so that no one could that see that his face didn’t match that on the tag. Not that it mattered: These people were here to get the cargo off-loaded and onto the waiting NextGen trucks as quickly as possible. It never occurred to any of them that there might be an imposter among them.


    In this way, Arkadin worked his way to the open bay doors, onto the loading lifts with the container. He hopped onto the tarmac as the cargo was being loaded onto the truck, then ducked away beneath the wing. Finding himself alone on the opposite side of the aircraft, he walked away at a brisk, businesslike clip. No one challenged him, no one even gave him a second look, because he moved with the authority of someone who belonged there. That was the secret of assuming a different identity, even temporarily—people’s eyes either ignored or accepted what looked correct to them.


    As he went, he breathed deeply of the clear, salt air, the freshening breeze whipping his pants against his legs. He felt free of all the leashes that had bound him to the earth: Stas Kuzin, Marlene, Gala, Icoupov, they were all gone now. The sea beckoned him and he was coming.


    



    NextGen had its own small terminal on the freight side of the Long Beach airport. Moira had radioed ahead to NextGen headquarters, giving them a heads-up and asking for a helicopter to be ready to take her and Bourne to the tanker.


    Arkadin beat Bourne to the NextGen terminal. Hurrying now, he used the badge to open the door to the restricted areas. Out on the tarmac he saw the helicopter right away. The pilot was talking to a maintenance man. The moment they both squatted down, examining one of the runners, Arkadin pulled his cap low on his forehead, walked briskly around to the far side of the helicopter, and made himself busy there.


    He saw Bourne and Moira emerge from the NextGen terminal. They paused for a moment and he could hear their argument about whether or not she should come, but they must have had it before, because the fight was hammered out in brief, staccato bursts, like shorthand.


    “Face facts, Jason. I work for NextGen; without me you won’t get on that copter.”


    Bourne turned away, and for an instant Arkadin felt a foreboding, as if Bourne had seen him. Then Bourne turned back to Moira, and together they hurried across the tarmac.


    Bourne climbed in on the pilot’s side, while Moira headed to Arkadin’s side of the copter. With a professional smile, he held out a hand, helping her up into the cockpit. He saw the maintenance man about to come across, but waved him off. Looking up at Moira through the curved Perspex door he thought of Devra and felt a lurch in his chest, as if her bleeding head had fallen against him. He waved at Moira, and she lifted her hand in return.


    The rotors began to swirl, the maintenance man signaled for Arkadin to come away; Arkadin gave him the thumbs-up sign. Faster and faster the rotors spun, and the copter’s frame began to shudder. Just before it lifted off, Arkadin climbed onto the runner and curled himself into a ball as they swung out over the Pacific, buffeted by a stiff onshore wind.


    



    



    The tanker loomed large in the passengers’ vision as the copter sped toward it at top speed. Only one other boat could be seen, a commercial fishing vessel several miles away beyond the security limits imposed by the Coast Guard and Homeland Security. Bourne, who was sitting directly behind the pilot, saw that he was working to keep the copter’s pitch at the correct angle.


    “Is everything okay?” he shouted over the roar of the rotors.


    The pilot pointed to one of the gauges. “There’s a small anomaly in the pitch; probably the wind, it’s gusting up quite a bit.”


    But Bourne wasn’t so sure. The anomaly was constant, whereas the wind wasn’t. He had an intuition what—or, more accurately, who—was causing the problem.


    “I think we have a stowaway,” Bourne said to the pilot. “Take it in low when you get to the tanker. Skim the tops of the containers.”


    “What?” The pilot shook his head. “Too dangerous.”


    “Then I’ll take a look myself.” Unstrapping himself, Bourne crept toward the door.


    “Okay, okay!” the pilot shouted. “Just get back in your seat!”


    They were almost at the bow of the tanker now. It was unbelievably big, a city lumbering through the Pacific swells.


    “Hang on!” the pilot shouted as he took them down far more quickly than normal. They could see members of the crew racing across the deck, and someone—no doubt the captain—emerged from the wheelhouse near the stern. Someone was shouting to pull up; the tops of the containers were coming at them with frightening speed. Just before they skimmed the top of the nearest container, the copter rocked slightly.


    “The anomaly’s gone,” the pilot said.


    “Stay here,” Bourne shouted to Moira. “Whatever happens stay on board.” Then he gripped the weapon lying astride his knees, opened the door and, as she screamed his name, jumped out of the copter.


    



    



    He landed after Arkadin, who had already leapt down onto the deck and was scuttling between containers. Crew members rushed toward them both; Bourne had no idea whether one of them was Sever’s software engineer, but he raised a hunting crossbow and they stopped in their tracks. Knowing that firing a gun would be tantamount to suicide on a tanker full of liquid natural gas, he’d had Moira ask NextGen to have two crossbows in the copter. How they procured them so quickly was anyone’s guess, but a corporation of NextGen’s size could get just about anything at a moment’s notice.


    Behind him, the chopper set down on the part of the foredeck that had been cleared, and cut the engines. Doubled over to avoid the rotors, he opened the copter door and looked up at Moira. “Arkadin is here somewhere. Please stay out of the way.”


    “I need to report to the captain. I can take care of myself.” She, too, was cradling a crossbow. “What does Arkadin want?”


    “Me. I killed his friend. It doesn’t matter to him that it was in self-defense.”


    “I can help, Jason. If we work together, two are better than one.”


    He shook his head. “Not in this case. Besides, you see how slowly the tanker is moving; its screws are in reverse. It’s within the five-mile limit. For every foot we travel forward, the danger to thousands of lives and the port of Long Beach itself grows exponentially.”


    She nodded stiffly, stepped down, and hurried along the deck to where the captain stood, awaiting her orders.


    Bourne turned, moving cautiously among the containers, in the direction he’d glimpsed Arkadin heading. Moving along the aisles was like walking down the canyons of Manhattan. Wind howled as it cut across corners, magnified, racing down the aisles as if they were tunnels.


    Just before he reached the end of the first set of containers, he heard Arkadin’s voice, speaking to him in Russian.


    “There isn’t much time.”


    Bourne stood still, trying to determine where the voice was coming from. “What d’you know about it, Arkadin?”


    “Why d’you think I’m here?”


    “I killed Mischa Tarkanian, now you kill me. Isn’t that how you defined it back in Egon Kirsch’s apartment?”


    “Listen to me, Bourne, if that’s what I wanted I could have killed you anytime while you and the woman slept aboard the NextGen 747.”


    Bourne’s blood ran cold. “Why didn’t you?”


    “Listen to me, Bourne, Semion Icoupov, who saved me, whom I trusted, shot my woman to death.”


    “Yes, that’s why you killed him.”


    “Do you begrudge me my revenge?”


    Bourne said nothing, thinking of what he would do to Arkadin if he hurt Moira.


    “You don’t have to say anything, Bourne, I already know the answer.”


    Bourne turned. The voice appeared to have shifted. Where the hell was he hiding?


    “But as I said we have little time to find Icoupov’s man on board.”


    “It’s Sever’s man, actually,” Bourne said.


    Arkadin laughed. “Do you think that matters? They were in bed together. All the time they posed as bitter enemies they were plotting this disaster. I want to stop it—I have to stop it, or my revenge on Icoupov will be incomplete.”


    “I don’t believe you.”


    “Listen, Bourne, you know we haven’t much time. I’ve avenged myself on the father, but this plan is his child. He and Sever gave birth to it, fed it, nurtured it through its infancy, through its adolescent growing pains. Now each moment brings this floating supernova closer to the moment of destruction those two madmen envisioned.”


    The voice moved again. “Is that what you want, Bourne? Of course not. Then let’s join together to find Sever’s man.”


    Bourne hesitated. He didn’t trust Arkadin, and yet he had to trust him. He examined the situation from all sides and concluded that the only way to play it was to move forward. “He’s a software engineer,” he said.


    Arkadin appeared, climbing down from the top of one of the containers. For a moment, the two men stood facing each other, and once again Bourne felt the dislocating sensation of looking in a mirror. When he stared into Arkadin’s eyes, he didn’t see the madness the professor spoke of; he saw himself, a heart of darkness and pain beyond understanding.


    “Sever told me there was only one man, but he also said we wouldn’t find him, and even if we did it wouldn’t matter.”


    Arkadin frowned, giving him the canny, feral appearance of a wolf. “What did he mean?”


    “I’m not sure.” He turned, walking down the deck toward the crew members who had cleared the space for the copter to land. “What we’re looking for,” he said as Arkadin fell into step beside him, “is a tattoo specific to the Black Legion.”


    “The wheel of horses with the death’s head center.” Arkadin nodded. “I’ve seen it.”


    “It’s on the inside of the elbow.”


    “We could kill them all.” Arkadin laughed. “But I guess that would offend something inside you.”


    One by one, the two men examined the arms of the eight crewmen on deck, but found no tattoo. By the time they reached the wheelhouse, the tanker was within two miles of the terminal. It was barely moving. Four tugboats had hove to and were waiting at the one-mile limit to tow the tanker the rest of the way in.


    The captain was a swarthy individual with a face that looked like it had been deeply etched by acid rather than the wind and the sun. “As I was telling Ms. Trevor, there are seven more crewmen, mostly involved in engine room duties. Then there’s my first mate here, the communications officer, and the ship’s doctor, he’s in sick bay, tending to a crewman who fell ill two days out of Algeria. Oh, yes, and the cook.”


    Bourne and Arkadin glanced at each other. The radioman seemed the logical choice, but when the captain summoned him he, too, was without the Black Legion tattoo. So were the captain and his first mate.


    “The engine room,” Bourne said.


    At his captain’s orders, the first mate led them out onto the deck, then down the starboard companionway into the bowels of the ship, reaching the enormous engine room at last. Five men were hard at work, their faces and arms filthy with a coating of grease and grime. As the first mate instructed them, they held out their arms, but as Bourne reached the third in line, the fourth man looked at them beneath half-closed lids before he bolted.


    Bourne went after him while Arkadin circled, snaking through the oily city of grinding machinery. He eluded Bourne once but then, rounding a corner, Bourne spotted him near the line of gigantic Hyundai diesel engines, specifically designed to power the world’s fleet of LNG tankers. He was trying to furtively shove a small box between the structural struts of the engine, but Arkadin, coming up behind him, grabbed for his wrist. The crewman jerked away, brought the box back toward him, and was about to thumb a button on it when Bourne kicked it out of his hand. The box went flying, and Arkadin dived after it.


    “Careful,” the crewman said as Bourne grabbed hold of him. He ignored Bourne, was staring at the box Arkadin brought back to them. “You hold the whole world in your hand.”


    Meanwhile Bourne pushed up his shirtsleeve. The man’s arm was smeared with grease, deliberately so, it seemed, because when Bourne took a rag and wiped it off, the Black Legion tattoo appeared on the inside of his left elbow.


    The man seemed totally unconcerned. His entire being was focused on the box that Arkadin was holding. “That will blow up everything,” he said, and made a lunge toward it. Bourne jerked him back with a stranglehold.


    “Let’s get him back up to the captain,” Bourne said to the first mate. That’s when he saw the box up close. He took it out of Arkadin’s hand.


    “Careful!” the crewman cried. “One slight jar and you’ll set it off.”


    But Bourne wasn’t so sure. The crewman was being too vocal with his warnings. Wouldn’t he want the ship to blow now that it had been boarded by Sever’s enemies? When he turned the box over, he saw that the seam between the bottom and the side was ragged.


    “What are you doing? Are you crazy?” The crewman was so agitated that Arkadin slapped him on the side of the head in order to silence him.


    Inserting his fingernail into the seam, Bourne pried the box apart. There was nothing inside. It was a dummy.


    



    



    Moira found it impossible to stay in one place. Her nerves were stretched to the breaking point. The tanker was on the verge of meeting up with the tugboats; they were only a mile from shore. If the tanks went, the devastation to both human life and the country’s economy would be catastrophic. She felt useless, a third wheel hanging around while the two men did their hunting.


    Exiting the wheelhouse, she went belowdecks, looking for the engine room. Smelling food, she poked her head into the galley. A large Algerian was sitting at the stainless-steel mess table, reading a two-week-old Arabic newspaper.


    He looked up, gesturing at the paper. “It gets old the fifteenth time through, but when you’re at sea what can you do?”


    His burly arms were bare to the shoulders. They bore tattoos of a star, a crescent, and a cross, but not the Black Legion’s insignia. Following the directions he gave her, she found the infirmary three decks below. Inside, a slim Muslim was sitting at a small desk built into one of the bulkheads. In the opposite bulkhead were two berths, one of them filled with the patient who had fallen ill. The doctor murmured a traditional Muslim greeting as he turned away from his laptop computer to face her. He frowned deeply when he saw the crossbow in her hands.


    “Is that really necessary,” he said, “or even wise?”


    “I’d like to speak with your patient,” Moira said, ignoring him.


    “I’m afraid that’s impossible.” The doctor smiled that smile only doctors can. “He’s been sedated.”


    “What’s wrong with him?”


    The doctor gestured at the laptop. “I’m still trying to find out. He’s been subject to seizures, but so far I can’t find the pathology.”


    “We’re near Long Beach, you’ll get help then,” she said. “I just need to see the insides of his elbows.”


    The doctor’s eyebrows rose. “I beg your pardon?”


    “I need to see whether he’s got a tattoo.”


    “They all have tattoos, these sailors.” The doctor shrugged. “But go ahead. You won’t disturb him.”


    Moira approached the lower berth, bending over to pull the thin blanket back from the patient’s arm. As she did so, the doctor stepped forward and struck her a blow on the back of her head. She fell forward and cracked her jaw on the metal frame of the bunk. The pain pulled her rudely back from a precipice of blackness, and, groaning, she managed to roll over. The copper-sweet taste of blood was in her mouth and she fought against wave after wave of dizziness. Dimly she saw the doctor bent over his laptop, his fingers racing over the keys, and she felt a ball of ice form in her belly.


    He’s going to kill us all. With this thought reverberating in her head, she grabbed the crossbow off the floor where she’d dropped it. She barely had time to aim, but she was close enough not to have to be accurate. She breathed a prayer as she let fly.


    The doctor arched up as the bolt pierced his spine. He staggered backward, toward where Moira sat, braced against the berth frame. His arms extended, his fingers clawing for the keyboard, and Moira rose, swung the crossbow into the back of his head. His blood spattered like rain over her face and hands, the desk, and the laptop’s keyboard.


    



    Bourne found her on the floor of the infirmary, cradling the computer in her lap. When he came in, she looked up at him and said, “I don’t know what he did. I’m afraid to shut it off.”


    “Are you all right?”


    She nodded. “The ship’s doctor was Sever’s man.”


    “So I see,” he said as he stepped over the corpse. “I didn’t believe him when he told me he had only one man on board. It would be like him to have a backup.”


    He knelt down, examined the back of her head. “It’s superficial. Did you black out?”


    “I don’t think so, no.”


    He took a large gauze pad from the supply cabinet, doused it with alcohol. “Ready?” He placed it against the back of her head, where her hair was plastered down with blood. She moaned a little through gritted teeth.


    “Can you hold it in place for a minute?”


    She nodded, and gently Bourne lifted the laptop into his arms. There was a software program running, that much was clear. Two radio buttons on the screen were blinking, one yellow, the other red. On the other side of the screen was a green radio button, which wasn’t blinking.


    Bourne breathed a sigh of relief. “He brought up the program, but you got to him before he could activate it.”


    “Thank God,” she said. “Where’s Arkadin?”


    “I don’t know. When the captain told me you’d gone below I took off after you.”


    “Jason, you don’t think…”


    Putting the computer aside, he helped her to her feet. “Let’s get you back up to the captain so you can give him the good news.”


    There was a fearful look on his face. “And you?”


    He handed her the laptop. “Go to the wheelhouse and stay there. And Moira, this time I really mean it.”


    With the crossbow in one hand, he stepped into the passageway, looked right and left. “All right. Go. Go!”


    



    



    Arkadin had returned to Nizhny Tagil. Down in the engine room, surrounded by steel and iron, he realized that no matter what had happened to him, no matter where he’d gone, he’d never been able to escape the prison of his youth. Part of him was still in the brothel he and Stas Kuzin had owned, part of him still stalked the nighttime streets, abducting young girls, their pale, fearful faces turned toward him as deer turn toward headlights. But what they’d needed from him he couldn’t—or wouldn’t—give them. Instead, he’d sent them to their deaths in the quicklime pit Kuzin’s regime had dug amid the firs and the weeping hemlocks. Many snows had passed since he’d dragged Yelena from the rats and the quicklime, but the pit remained in his memory, vivid as a blaze of fire. If only he could have his memory wiped clean.


    He started at the sound of Stas Kuzin screaming at him. What about all your victims?


    But it was Bourne, descending the steel companionway to the engine room. “It’s over, Arkadin. The disaster has been averted.”


    Arkadin nodded, but inside he knew better: The disaster had already occurred, and it was too late to stop its consequences. As he walked toward Bourne he tried to fix him in his mind, but he seemed to morph, like an image seen through a prism.


    When he was within arm’s length of him, he said, “Is it true what Sever told Icoupov, that you have no memory beyond a certain point in time?”


    Bourne nodded. “It’s true. I can’t remember most of my life.”


    Arkadin felt a terrible pain, as if the very fabric of his soul was being torn apart. With an inchoate cry, he flicked open his switchblade, lunged forward, aiming for Bourne’s belly.


    Turning sideways, Bourne grabbed his wrist, began to turn it in an attempt to get Arkadin to drop the weapon. Arkadin struck out with his other hand, but Bourne blocked it with his forearm. In doing so, the crossbow clattered to the deck. Arkadin kicked it into the shadows.


    “It doesn’t have to be this way,” Bourne said. “There’s no reason for us to be enemies.”


    “There’s every reason.” Arkadin broke away, tried another attack, which Bourne countered. “Don’t you see it? We’re the same, you and me. The two of us can’t exist in the same world. One of us will kill the other.”


    Bourne stared into Arkadin’s eyes, and even though his words were those of a madmen Bourne saw no madness in them. Only a despair beyond description, and an unyielding will for revenge. In a way, Arkadin was right. Revenge was all he had now, all he lived for. With Tarkanian and Devra gone, the only meaning life had for him lay in avenging their deaths. There was nothing Bourne could say to sway him; that was a rational response to an irrational impulse. It was true, the two of them couldn’t exist in the same world.


    At that moment Arkadin feinted right with his knife, drove left with his fist, rocking Bourne back onto his heels. At once he stabbed out with the switchblade, burying it in the meat of Bourne’s left thigh. Bourne grunted, fought the buckling of his knee, and Arkadin jammed his boot into Bourne’s wounded thigh. Blood spurted, and Bourne fell. Arkadin jumped on him, using his fist to pummel Bourne’s face when Bourne blocked his knife stabs.


    Bourne knew he couldn’t take much more of this. Arkadin’s desire for revenge had filled him with an inhuman strength. Bourne, fighting for his very life, managed to counterpunch long enough to roll out from under Arkadin. Then he was up and running in an ungainly limp to the companionway.


    Arkadin reached up for him as he was half a dozen rungs off the engine room deck. Bourne kicked out with his bad leg, surprising Arkadin, catching him under the chin. As he fell back, Bourne scrambled up the rungs as fast as he could. His left leg was on fire, and he was trailing blood as the wounded muscle was forced to work overtime.


    Gaining the next deck, he continued up the companionway, up and up, until he came to the first level belowdecks, which according to Moira was where the galley was. Finding it, he raced in, grabbed two knives and a glass saltshaker. Stuffing the shaker into his pocket, he wielded the knives as Arkadin loomed in the doorway.


    They fought with their knives, but Bourne’s unwieldy carving knives were no match for Arkadin’s slender-bladed switchblade, and Bourne was cut again, this time in the chest. He kicked Arkadin in the face, dropped his knives in order to wrest the switchblade out of Arkadin’s hand, to no avail. Arkadin stabbed at him again and Bourne nearly suffered a punctured liver. He backed away, then ran out the doorway, up the last companionway to the open deck.


    The tanker was at a near stop. The captain was busy coordinating the hookups with the tugboats that would bring it the final distance to the LNG terminal. Bourne couldn’t see Moira, which was a blessing. He didn’t want her anywhere near Arkadin.


    Bourne, heading for the sanctuary of the container city, was bowled over as Arkadin leapt on him. Locked together, they rolled over and over until they fetched up against the port railing. The sea was far below them, churning against the tanker’s hull. One of the tugs signaled with its horn as it came alongside, and Arkadin stiffened. To him it was the siren sounding an escape from one of Nizhny Tagil’s prisons. He saw the black skies, tasted the sulfur smoke in his lungs. He saw Stas Kuzin’s monstrous face, felt Marlene’s head between his ankles beneath the water, heard the terrible reports when Semion Icoupov shot Devra.


    He screamed like a tiger, pulling Bourne to his feet, pummeling him over and over until he was bent back over the railing. In that moment, Bourne knew that he was going to die as he had been born, falling over the side of a ship, lost in the depth of the sea, and only by the grace of God being brought in to a fishing boat with their catch. His face was bloody and swollen, his arms felt like lead weights, he was going over.


    Then, at the last instant, he pulled the shaker from his pocket, broke it against the rail, and threw the salt in Arkadin’s eyes. Arkadin bellowed in shock and pain, his hand flew up reflexively, and Bourne snatched the switchblade from him. Blinded, Arkadin still fought on, and he grasped the blade. With a superhuman effort, not caring that the edges cut into his fingers, he wrested the switchblade away from Bourne. Bourne heaved him backward. But Arkadin had control of the knife now, he had partial vision back through his tearing eyes, and he ran at Bourne with his head tucked into his shoulders, all his weight and determination behind the charge.


    Bourne had one chance. Stepping into the charge, he ignored the knife, grabbed Arkadin by his uniform jacket and, using his own momentum against him, pivoted from the hip as he swung him around and up. Arkadin’s thighs struck the railing, his upper body continuing its flight, so that he toppled head-over-heels over the side.


    Falling, falling, falling… the equivalent of twelve stories, before plunging beneath the waves.

  


  
    FORTY-FIVE

  


  
    I need a vacation,” Moira said. “I’m thinking Bali would do me quite well.”


    She and Bourne were in the NextGen clinic in one of the campus buildings that overlooked the Pacific. The Moon of Hormuz had successfully docked at the LNG terminal and the cargo of the highly compressed liquid was being piped from the tanker to onshore containers where it would be slowly warmed, expanding to six hundred times its present volume so it could be used by individual consumers and utility and business power plants. The laptop had been turned over to the NextGen IT department, so the software could be parsed and permanently shut down. The grateful CEO of NextGen had just left the clinic, after promoting Moira to president of the security division and offering Bourne a highly lucrative consulting position with the firm. Bourne had phoned Soraya, each of them bringing the other up to date. He’d given her the address of Sever’s house, detailing the clandestine operation it housed.


    “I wish I knew what a vacation felt like,” Bourne said when he’d finished the call.


    “Well…” Moira smiled at him. “You’ve only to ask.”


    Bourne considered for a long time. Vacations were something he’d never contemplated, but if ever there was a time to take one, he thought, this was it. He looked back at her and nodded.


    Her smile broadened. “I’ll have NextGen make all the arrangements. How long do you want to go for?”


    “How long?” Bourne said. “Right now, I’ll take forever.”


    



    



    On his way to the airport, Bourne stopped at the Long Beach Memorial Medical Center, where Professor Sever had been admitted. Moira, who had declined to come up with him, was waiting for him in the chauffeured car NextGen had hired for them. They’d put Sever in a private room on the fifth floor. The room was deathly still, except for the respirator. The professor had sunk deeper into a coma and was now unable to breathe on his own. A thick tube emerged from his throat, snaking to the respirator that wheezed like an asthmatic. Other, smaller tubes were needled into Sever’s arms. A catheter attached to a plastic bladder hooked to the side of the bed caught his urine. His bluish eyelids were so thin Bourne thought he could see his pupils beneath them.


    Standing beside his former mentor he found that he had nothing to say. He wondered why he’d felt compelled to come here. Maybe it was simply to look once more on the face of evil. Arkadin was a killer, pure and simple, but this man had made himself brick by brick into a liar and a deceiver. And yet he looked so frail, so helpless now, it was difficult to believe he was the mastermind of the monstrous plan to incinerate much of Long Beach. Because, as he’d said, his sect couldn’t live in the modern world, it was bound to destroy it. Was that the real reason, or had Sever once again lied to him? He’d never know now.


    He was abruptly nauseated by being in Sever’s presence, but as he turned away a small dapper man came in, allowing the door to close at his back.


    “Jason Bourne?” When Bourne nodded, the man said, “My name is Frederick Willard.”


    “Soraya told me about you,” Bourne said. “Well done, Willard.”


    “Thank you, sir.”


    “Please don’t call me sir.”


    Willard gave a small, deprecating smile. “Pardon me, my training is so ingrained in me that’s all I am now.” He glanced over at Sever. “Do you think he’ll live?”


    “He’s alive now,” Bourne said, “but I wouldn’t call it living.”


    Willard nodded, though he seemed not at all interested in the disposition of the figure lying in the bed.


    “I have a car waiting downstairs,” Bourne said.


    “As it happens, so do I.” Willard smiled, but there was something sad about it. “I know that you worked for Treadstone.”


    “Not Treadstone,” Bourne said, “Alex Conklin.”


    “I worked for Conklin, too, many years ago. It’s one and the same, Mr. Bourne.”


    Bourne felt impatience now. He was eager to join Moira, to see the sherbet skies of Bali.


    “You see, I know all of Treadstone’s secrets—all of them. This is something only you and I know, Mr. Bourne.”


    A nurse came in on her silent white shoes, checked all of Sever’s feeds, scribbled on his chart, then left them alone again.


    “Mr. Bourne, I thought long and hard about whether I should come here, to tell you…” He cleared his throat. “You see, the man you fought on the tanker, the Russian who went overboard.”


    “Arkadin.”


    “Leonid Danilovich Arkadin, yes.” Willard’s eyes met Bourne’s, and something inside him winced away. “He was Treadstone.”


    “What?” Bourne couldn’t believe what he was hearing. “Arkadin was Treadstone?”


    Willard nodded. “Before you—in fact, he was Conklin’s pupil just before you.”


    “But what happened to him? How did he wind up working for Semion Icoupov?”


    “It was Icoupov who sent him to Conklin. They were friends, once upon a time,” Willard said. “Conklin was intrigued when Icoupov told him about Arkadin. Treadstone was moving into a new phase by then; Conklin believed Arkadin was perfect for what he had in mind. But Arkadin rebelled. He went rogue, almost killed Conklin before he escaped to Russia.”


    Bourne was desperately trying to process all this information. At last, he said, “Willard, do you know what Alex had in mind when he created Treadstone?”


    “Oh, yes. I told you I know all of Treadstone’s secrets. Your mentor, Alex Conklin, was attempting to build the perfect beast.”


    “The perfect beast? What do you mean?” But Bourne already knew, because he’d seen it when he’d looked into Arkadin’s eyes, when he understood that what he was seeing reflected there was himself.


    “The ultimate warrior.” Willard, one hand on the door handle, smiled now. “That’s what you are, Mr. Bourne. That’s what Leonid Danilovich Arkadin was—until, that is, he came up against you.” He scrutinized Bourne’s face, as if searching for a trace of the man who’d trained him to be a consummate covert operative. “In the end, Conklin succeeded, didn’t he?”


    Bourne felt a chill go through him. “What do you mean?”


    “You against Arkadin, it was always meant to be that way.” Willard opened the door. “The pity of it is Conklin never lived to see who won. But it’s you, Mr. Bourne. It’s you.”
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    Prologue


    
      
        Munich, Germany/Bali, Indonesia

      

    

  


  I speak russian well enough,” Secretary of Defense Bud Halliday said, “but I prefer to speak English.”


  “That suits me,” the Russian colonel said with a heavy accent. “I’m always happy to speak foreign languages.”


  Halliday gave the Russian a sour smile in response to his jibe. It was well told that Americans overseas only wanted to speak English.


  “Good. We’ll get this done faster.” But instead of beginning, he stared at a wall full of very bad portraits of jazz greats like Miles Davis and John Coltrane, copied, he had no doubt, from press photos.


  After seeing the colonel in the flesh he had begun to have second thoughts about this meeting. For one thing, he was younger than Halliday had imagined. His blond hair was thick, without the slightest wave, and cut short in the style of the Russian military. For another, he looked like a man of action. Halliday could see, beneath his suit, the play of muscles as now and again they bulged against the cheap material. He possessed a peculiar stillness that unsettled Halliday. But it was his eyes—pale, deep-set, unblinking—that truly unnerved the secretary. It was as if he were looking at a photograph of eyes rather than the real thing. The bulbous, veiny nose only served to intensify their implacable peculiarity: It was as if there was no one home, as if the soul of the man did not exist, leaving nothing but a monolithic will, like something ancient and evil Halliday had read about in an H. P. Lovecraft story when he was a teenager.


  He trampled the impulse to get up, walk out, and never look back. He had come all this way for a reason, he reminded himself.


  The smog that choked Munich—the same precise shade of filthy gray as Karpov’s eyes—perfectly mirrored Secretary Halliday’s mood. If he never saw this miserable excuse for a city again it would be too soon for him. Unfortunately, here he was in this godforsaken, smoke-clogged subterranean jazz club, having stepped out of the back of an armored Lincoln limousine onto tourist-infested Rumfordstrasse. What was so special about the Russian to bring the American secretary of defense forty-two hundred miles to a city he despised? Boris Karpov was a colonel in FSB-2, ostensibly the new Russian anti-drug enforcement agency. It was a measure of the FSB-2’s meteoric rise to power that one of its officers was able to get a message to Halliday, let alone entice him out of Washington.


  But Karpov had hinted that he could deliver something Halliday wanted very much. The defense secretary might have been wondering what that might be, but he was too busy trying to figure out what the Russian would want in return. There was always a quid pro quo to these deals, Halliday knew only too well. He was a veteran of the political infighting that perpetually surrounded the president like a Kansas dust storm. He knew full well that quid pro quos could be painful to accept, but compromise was the name of the political game, whether it be domestic or international.


  Even so, Halliday might not have taken up Karpov’s offer had it not been for his own suddenly tenuous position with the president. The shockingly abrupt fall from power of Luther LaValle, his handpicked intelligence czar, had shaken Halliday’s power base. Friends and allies alike were criticizing or second-guessing him behind his back, and he had to wonder which one of them would be the first to sink the metaphorical knife into his back.


  But he’d been around long enough to understand that hope sometimes arrived in seemingly unpleasant forms, like a bed of nails. He was hoping Karpov’s deal would provide the political capital that would at once restore his prestige with the president and his power base within the multinational military-industrial complex.


  As the trio on stage opened a box full of noise Halliday once again mentally reread the file on Boris Karpov, as if this time he’d find some further information—anything, including a surveillance photo, no matter how grainy or out of focus, of the colonel. No such photo existed, of course, no more intel than the four threadbare paragraphs on the single sheet of paper watermarked top secret. Because of the administration’s dismissive relationship with Russia, the NSA had limited knowledge of the workings inside the Russian political system, not to mention FSB-2, whose actual mission was highly covert, far more so than the FSB, the political inheritor of what had once been the KGB.


  “Mr. Smith, you appear distracted,” the Russian said. They had agreed on using the pseudonyms Mr. Smith and Mr. Jones in public.


  The secretary’s head swung around. He was profoundly uncomfortable underground, unlike Karpov who more and more seemed to him like a creature of the dark. Raising his voice to be heard over the rhythmic clangor, he said, “Nothing could be farther from the truth, Mr. Jones. I’m just taking in with a sightseer’s bliss the particular atmosphere you’ve chosen.”


  The colonel chuckled deep in his throat. “You have a droll sense of humor, yes?”


  “You have me entirely.”


  The colonel laughed out loud. “We’ll see about that, Mr. Smith. Since we do not even know our wives, it seems unlikely we should know our… counterparts.”


  The small hesitation had Halliday wondering whether Karpov was going to say adversaries instead of the neutral word he’d chosen. He didn’t bother to wonder whether the Russian was aware of his political position, because it didn’t matter. All that concerned him was whether the deal about to be proposed would help him.


  The trio lurched into another tempo, the secretary’s only clue that they’d segued into another selection, and he hunched forward over the too-bitter beer he’d hardly touched. No Coors in this joint. “Let’s get on with it, shall we?”


  “Without delay.” Colonel Karpov placed his hands on his golden forearms. The knuckles were scarred and yellow with calluses, which made them look as ridged as the Rockies. “I know, Mr. Smith, that I don’t have to explain who Jason Bourne is, yes?”


  At the name Halliday’s expression hardened. He felt as if the Russian had sprayed him with Freon. “Your point?” he said woodenly.


  “My point, Mr. Smith, is this: I will kill Jason Bourne for you.”


  Halliday didn’t waste time in asking how Karpov knew he wanted Bourne dead—there had been enough NSA activity in Moscow the last month when Bourne was there to make it abundantly clear to a deaf, dumb, and blind man that he was targeted for termination.


  “Very magnanimous of you, Mr. Jones.”


  “No, sir, not magnanimous. I have my own reasons for wanting him dead.”


  At this admission the secretary relaxed slightly. “All right, let’s say you do kill Bourne. What do you want in return?”


  There was in what anyone else might be termed a twinkle in the colonel’s eye, but to Halliday, who was still trying to get the measure of him, it seemed as if someone had walked over Bourne’s grave. Death had winked at him.


  “I know that look, Mr. Smith. I know you’re expecting the worst—a high payment. But in exchange for you giving me license to take Bourne out with full immunity against the consequences of collateral disturbance or damage, I want you to eliminate a vexing thorn in my side.”


  “Whom you can’t terminate yourself.”


  Karpov nodded. “You have me entirely, Mr. Smith.”


  The two men laughed at the same time, but their tones were absolutely different.


  “So.” Halliday made a tent of his fingers. “Who is the target?”


  “Abdulla Khoury.”


  The secretary’s heart sank. “The head of the Eastern Brotherhood? Christ on a crutch, you might as well ask me to assassinate the pope.”


  “Assassinating the pope would do neither of us any good. But killing Abdulla Khoury, well, that’s another matter entirely, yes?”


  “Of course, yes. The man’s a radical Islamic maniac as well as a menace. Right now he’s holding hands with the president of Iran. But the Eastern Brotherhood is a worldwide organization. Khoury has many friends in very high places.” The secretary shook his head with a good deal of vehemence. “Attempting to terminate him would be political suicide.”


  Karpov nodded. “All this is unquestionably true. But what about the Eastern Brotherhood’s terrorist activities?”


  Halliday snorted. “A pipe dream; rumors, at best. No one in our secret services has ever found a scrap of reliable evidence that it has ties to any terrorist organization. And believe me, we’ve tried.”


  “Of this I have no doubt, which means that you didn’t find any evidence of terrorist activity in Professor Specter’s residence.”


  “There’s no doubt the good professor was a terrorist hunter, but as for allegations he was anything more…” Halliday shrugged.


  A sudden smile wreathed the colonel’s face, and all at once an unmarked manila envelope was on the table between them. “Then you’ll find this of particular value.” As if maneuvering his queen into checkmate position, Karpov slid the envelope over to Halliday.


  As the secretary slit open the envelope and scanned the contents, Karpov continued. “As you know, FSB-2 is primarily concerned with international drug trafficking.”


  “So I’ve heard,” Halliday said drily, because he knew damn well that FSB-2’s purview was much wider than that.


  “Ten days ago,” Karpov went on, “we initiated the final phase of a drug bust in Mexico, one we’d been working on for more than two years because one of our Moscow grupperovka, the Kazanskaya, has been searching for a secure pipeline as it moved into the drug trade.”


  Halliday nodded. He knew a bit about the Kazanskaya, one of Moscow’s most notorious criminal families, and its head, Dimitri Maslov.


  “We were entirely successful, I’m pleased to say,” the colonel continued. “In the final sweep of the dead drug lord Gustavo Moreno’s house we confiscated a notebook computer before it could be destroyed. The information you’re reading now was printed out from the hard drive.”


  The tips of Halliday’s fingers had gone cold. The printout was dense with figures, cross-references, annotations. “This is a money trail. The Mexican drug ring was financed by the Eastern Brotherhood. Fifty percent of the profits went to buying weapons, which were transshipped to various ports in the Middle East by Air Afrika Airways.”


  “Which is wholly owned by Nikolai Yevsen, the world’s largest arms dealer.” The colonel cleared his throat. “You see, Mr. Smith, there are powerful elements in my government aligned with Iran because we want their oil and they want our uranium. Energy trumps everything else these days, yes? And so, vis-à-vis Abdulla Khoury, I find myself in the awkward position of possessing evidence implicating him in terrorist activities, yet unable to act on that evidence.” He cocked his head. “Possibly you can help me out.”


  Calming the thundering of his heart, Halliday said, “Why do you want Khoury out of the picture?”


  “I could tell you,” Karpov said, “but then, regrettably, I’d have to kill you.”


  It was an old joke, and a stale one, but there was again in the colonel’s pale, implacable eyes the eerie twinkle that chilled the secretary to the bone, and absurdly it occurred to him that Karpov might not be joking. This was not a theory he was eager to pursue, so he made his decision quickly.


  “Terminate Jason Bourne and I will use the full might of the American government to put Abdulla Khoury where he belongs.”


  But the colonel was already shaking his head. “Not good enough, Mr. Smith. An eye for an eye, this is the true meaning of quid pro quo, yes?”


  “We don’t assassinate people, Colonel Karpov,” Halliday said stiffly.


  The Russian snickered unkindly. “Of course not,” he said drily, then shrugged. “No matter, Secretary Halliday. I have no such compunctions.”


  Halliday hesitated but a moment. “Yes, of course, in the heat of the moment I forgot our protocols, Mr. Jones. Send me the entire contents of the hard drive and it will be done.” Bracing himself, he stared into those pale eyes. “Agreed?”


  Boris Karpov gave a sharp military nod. “Agreed.”


  



  



  When the colonel exited the jazz club, he located Halliday’s Lincoln and Secret Service bodyguards arrayed along this block of Rumfordstrasse like tin soldiers. Walking in the opposite direction, he turned a corner, fished inside his mouth, and removed the plastic prosthetics that had changed the shape of his jawline. He grabbed the veiny bulb of his latex nose and pulled it and the actor’s putty off, removed the gray-colored contact lenses, stowing them in a plastic case. Himself again, he laughed. There was a colonel in FSB-2 by the name of Boris Karpov; in fact, Karpov and Jason Bourne were friends, which was why Leonid Danilovich Arkadin had chosen Karpov to impersonate. The irony appealed to him: Bourne’s friend proposing to terminate him. Plus, Karpov was a strand in the web he was spinning.


  There was no danger from the American politician. Arkadin knew full well that Halliday’s people had no idea what Karpov looked like. Nevertheless, even if his Treadstone training had taught him never to leave anything to chance, there was a very good reason why he had become the visual approximation of Karpov.


  Anonymous within the swirl of passengers, he boarded the U-bahn at Marienplatz. Three stops and four blocks later, at the specified location, he found a perfectly nondescript car waiting for him. As soon as he climbed in, it took off, heading toward Franz Josef Strauss International Airport. He was booked on the 1:20 am Lufthansa flight to Singapore, where he’d catch the 9:35 am flight to Denpasar in Bali. It had been far easier to trace Bourne’s whereabouts—the people at NextGen Energy Solutions where Moira Trevor worked knew where the two of them had gone—than to steal Gustavo Moreno’s laptop. But he had a number of men inside the Kazanskaya. One of them had been fortunate enough to be in Gustavo Moreno’s house an hour before the FSB-2 bust went down. He absconded with the incriminating evidence that would now plant Abdulla Khoury six feet under. As soon as Arkadin shot Bourne dead.


  



  Jason Bourne was at peace. At long last his grieving for Marie was over, the guilt lifted from his heart. He lay side by side with Moira, on a bale, a huge Balinese daybed with a thatched roof, supported by four carved wooden posts. The bale was set into a low stone wall to one side of a three-tiered infinity pool that overlooked the Lombok Strait in southeast Bali. Because the Balinese were aware of everything and forgot nothing, after the first day their bale was set up for them each morning when they arrived for their pre-breakfast swim, and their waitress would bring without being asked the drink that Moira loved most: a Bali Sunrise, consisting of chilled sour orange, mango, and passion fruit juices.


  “There is no time but time,” Moira said dreamily.


  Bourne stirred. “Translation.”


  “Do you know what time it is?”


  “I don’t care.”


  “My point,” she said. “We’ve been here ten days; it feels like ten months.” She laughed. “I mean that in the best way possible.”


  Swifts darted like bats from tree to tree, or skimmed the surface of the highest pool. The muted crash of the surf lulled them from below. Moments ago two small Balinese girls had presented them with a handful of fresh blossoms in a bowl of palm leaves they had woven by hand. Now the air was perfumed with the exotic scents of frangipani and tuberose.


  Moira turned to him. “It’s as they say: On Bali time stands still, and in that stillness lie many lifetimes.”


  Bourne, his eyes half closed, was dreaming of another life—his life—but the images were dark and murky, as if seen through a projector with a faulty bulb. He’d been here before, he knew it. There was a vibration from the wind, the restful sea, the smiling people, the island itself to which something inside him resonated. It was déjà vu, yes, but it was also more. Something had called him back here, had drawn him like a magnet to true north, and now that he was here he could almost reach out and touch it. Yet still its secret eluded him.


  What had happened here? Something important, something he needed to remember. He sank deeper into his dream of a life lived on the edge of yesterday. In the dream he roamed across Bali until he came to the Indian Ocean. There, rising out of the creaming surf, was a pillar of fire. It rose up into the clear blue sky until its tip touched the sun. As a shadow he went across the sand, soft as talcum, to embrace the flames.


  He awoke, wanting to tell Moira about his dream, but for some reason he didn’t.


  



  That evening, on the way down to the beach club at the foot of the cliff on which the hotel was perched, Moira stopped at one of the many shrines strewn around the property. It was made of stone, its haunches draped with a checkered black-and-white cloth. A small yellow umbrella shaded the upper part; onto it had been laid a number of offerings of brightly colored flowers in woven palm leaf cups. The cloth and the umbrella were signs that the local spirit was in residence. The cloth’s pattern had a meaning also: White and black represented the Balinese duality of gods and demons, good and evil.


  Kicking off her sandals, Moira stepped onto the square stone in front of the shrine, put her palms together at forehead height, and bowed her head.


  “I didn’t know you were a practicing Hindu,” Bourne said when she was finished.


  Moira picked her sandals up, swung them at her side. “I was thanking the spirit for our time here, for all the gifts Bali has to offer.” She gave him a wry smile. “And I was thanking the spirit of the suckling pig we ate yesterday for sacrificing himself for us.”


  They had booked the evening alone at the beach club. Towels were waiting for them, as well as frosty glasses of mango lassi, and pitchers of tropical juices and ice water. The attendants had discreetly tucked themselves away in the windowless auxiliary kitchen.


  They spent an hour in the ocean, swimming back and forth just beyond the curling surf line. The water was warm, as soft on the skin as velvet. Across the dark beach, hermit crabs went about their sideways business, and here and there bats could be seen winging in and out of a cave at the other end of the beach, just beyond a finger of rocks, part of the western half of the crescent cove.


  Afterward they drank their mango lassis in the pool, guarded by a huge grinning wooden pig with a medallioned collar and a crown behind its ears.


  “He’s smiling,” Moira said, “because I paid homage to our suckling pig.”


  They swam laps, then came together at the end of the pool overhung by a magnificent frangipani tree with its buttery white and yellow blossoms. Beneath its leafy branches, they held each other, watching the moon move in and out of gathering clouds. A gust of wind clattered the fronds of the thirty-foot palms that lined the beach side of the pool deck, and their legs went from pale to dark.


  “It’s almost over, Jason.”


  “What is?”


  “This.” Moira wriggled her hand under the water like a fish. “All of this. In a few days we’ll be gone.”


  He watched the moon wink out, felt the first fat drops on his face. A moment later, rain goose-fleshed the skin of the pool.


  She put her head back against his shoulder, deeper into the shadow of the frangipani. “And what will become of us?”


  He knew she didn’t want an answer, wanted only to taste the thought on her tongue. He could feel the weight of her, her warmth through the water, against his heart. It was a good weight; it made him drowsy.


  “Jason, what will you do when we get back?”


  “I don’t know,” he said truthfully. “I haven’t thought about it.” But he wondered now whether he would leave with her. How could he when something from his past was waiting for him here, so close he could feel its breath on the back of his neck? He said nothing of this, however, because it would require an explanation, and he had none. Just a feeling. And how many times had this feeling saved his life?


  “I’m not going back to NextGen,” she said.


  His attention returned fully to her. “When did you come to that decision?”


  “While we were here.” She smiled. “Bali has a way of opening the path to decisions. I came here just before I joined Black River. It seems to be an island of transformations, at least for me.”


  “What will you do?”


  “I want to start my own risk management firm.”


  “Nice.” He smiled. “In direct competition with Black River.”


  “If you want to look at it that way.”


  “Other people will.”


  It was raining harder now; the palm fronds clashed against one another, and it was impossible to see the sky.


  “That could be dangerous,” he added.


  “Life is dangerous, Jason, like anything governed by chaos.”


  “I can’t argue with that. But there’s your old boss, Noah Petersen.”


  “That’s his ops name. His real name is Perlis.”


  Bourne glanced up at the white flowers, which now began to fall all around them like snow. The sweet scent of frangipani mingled with the fresh smell of the rain.


  “Perlis was none too happy with you when we ran into him in Munich two weeks ago.”


  “Noah’s never happy.” Moira snuggled deeper into his arms. “I gave up trying to please him six months before I quit Black River. It was a fool’s game.”


  “The fact remains that we were right about the terrorist attack on the liquid natural gas tanker and he was wrong. I’m willing to bet he hasn’t forgotten. Now that you’re encroaching on his territory you’ll have made an enemy.”


  She laughed softly. “You should talk.”


  “Arkadin’s dead,” Bourne said soberly. “He took a header off the LNG tanker into the Pacific off Long Beach. He didn’t survive; no one could.”


  “He was a product of Treadstone, isn’t that what Willard told you?”


  “According to Willard, who was there, Arkadin was Alex Conklin’s first success—and his first failure. He was sent to Conklin by Semion Icoupov, the co-head of the Black Legion and the Eastern Brotherhood until Arkadin killed him for shooting his girlfriend.”


  “And his secret partner, Asher Sever, your former mentor, is in a permanent coma.”


  “We all get what we deserve, in the end,” Bourne said bitterly.


  Moira returned to the subject of Treadstone. “According to Willard, Conklin’s aim was to create a superior warrior—a fighting machine.”


  “That was Arkadin,” Bourne said, “but he escaped the Treadstone program back to Russia, where he got up to all sorts of mayhem, hiring himself out to the heads of various Moscow grupperovka.”


  “And you became his successor—Conklin’s success story.”


  “Not if you poll CI’s directorate chiefs,” Bourne said. “They would shoot me dead as soon as look at me.”


  “That hasn’t stopped them from coercing you into working for them when they needed you.”


  “That’s all over with,” Bourne said.


  Moira had just decided to change the subject when the power failed. The lights in the pool and within the open-air beach club itself winked out. The wind and the rain remained swirling in the darkness. Bourne tensed, tried to move her away so he could get up. She could sense him questing in the darkness for the source of the outage.


  “Jason,” she whispered, “it’s all right. We’re safe here.”


  He moved them through the water from where they had been sitting to the other side of the pool. She could feel his accelerated heartbeat, his heightened sense of awareness, of waiting for something terrible to happen, and in that instant she was given an insight into his life she’d never had before.


  She wanted to tell him again not to worry, that power outages happened all the time on Bali, but now she knew it would be useless. He was hardwired for this kind of reaction; nothing she could say or do would change that.


  She listened to the wind and the rain, wondering if he heard anything that she didn’t. For an instant she felt a stab of anxiety: What if this wasn’t a simple power outage? What if they were being stalked by one of Jason’s enemies?


  All at once, power was restored, causing her to laugh at her foolishness. “I told you,” she said, pointing to the smiling carved pig spirit. “He’s protecting us.”


  Bourne lay back in the water. “There’s no escape,” he said. “Even here.”


  “You don’t believe in spirits, good or evil, do you, Jason?”


  “I can’t afford to,” he said. “I come across enough evil as it is.”


  Picking up on his tone, Moira at last broached the subject closest to her heart. “I’m going to have to do some heavy recruiting right off the bat. It’s certain we’ll see a lot less of each other, at least until I set up my new shop.”


  “Is that a warning or a promise?”


  He couldn’t help noting that her laughter had a brittle edge to it. “Okay, I was nervous about bringing it up.”


  “Why?”


  “You know how it is.”


  “Tell me.”


  She turned in his arms, sat straddling him in the dimpled water. The rush of the rain through the leaves was all they could hear.


  “Jason, neither of us are the kind of people… I mean, we both live the kind of life that makes it difficult to hold on to a steady anything, especially relationships, so—”


  He cut her off by kissing her. When they came up for air, he said in her ear, “It’s okay. We have this now. If we need more, we’ll come back.”


  Her heart was gripped by joy. She hugged him tight. “It’s a deal. Oh, yes, it is.”


  



  Leonid Arkadin’s flight from Singapore arrived on time. At customs, he paid for his entry visa, then walked quickly through the terminal until he found a men’s room. Inside, he went into a stall, shut the door, and latched it. From a shoulder pack he took out the bulbous latex nose, three pots of makeup, soft plastic cheek inserts, and gray contact lenses he’d used in Munich. Not more than eight minutes later, exiting the stall, he went to the line of sinks and stared at his altered appearance, which was once again the very image of Bourne’s friend, the FSB-2 colonel Boris Karpov.


  Packing up the case, he crossed the terminal, out into the heat and the dense texture of humanity. Climbing into the air-conditioned car he’d hired was a blessed relief. As the taxi exited Ngurah Rai International Airport, he leaned forward, said “Badung Market” to the driver. The young man nodded, grinned, and, along with an armada of kids on motor scooters, promptly got stuck behind an enormous truck lumbering toward the Lombok ferry.


  After a harrowing twenty-minute ride during which they overtook the truck by dodging oncoming traffic, played chicken with a pair of teenagers on motorbikes, and almost ran over one of the thousands of feral dogs on the island, they arrived on Jl. Gajah Mada, just across the Badung River. The taxi slowed to a crawl until the seething crowds made further forward progress impossible. Arkadin paid for the driver to hang around until he was ready to be picked up, exited, and went into the tented market.


  He was immediately seized by a score of pungent odors—black shrimp paste, chilies, garlic, karupuk, cinnamon, lemongrass, pandan leaf, galangal, kencur, Salam leaf—and raised voices selling everything from fighting cocks, their plumage dyed pink and orange, to live piglets trussed and tied to bamboo poles for easy transport.


  As he passed a stall filled with widemouthed baskets of spices, the proprietor, an old woman with no upper lip, dug her claw-like hand into a vat of roots, held a palmful out to him.


  “Kencur,” she said. “Kencur very good today.”


  The kencur, Arkadin saw, looked something like ginger, only smaller. Repelled by both the root and its hideous seller, he waved away the kencur and pressed on.


  It was to one of the pig stalls he headed. Halfway there, he was stopped by an insistent tapping on his arm, like the dry scratch of a chicken’s foot. He turned to see a young woman holding a baby in her arms, her eyes beseeching while her brown fingers continued to tap his arm as if it was all they were good for. Ignoring her, he pushed on through the crowd. Aware that if he gave her anything, he’d be immediately besieged by a multitude of others.


  The middle pig dealer was a wide man, squat as a frog, with glittering black eyes, a moon face, and a pronounced limp. After Arkadin spoke the specified phrase in Indonesian, the man led him back through the ranks of trussed piglets, their bodies quivering, their terrified eyes staring straight ahead. In the shadows at the rear of the tent were two stacks of hogs, gutted, skinned, ready for the spit. From the belly cavity of one the man drew out a Remington 700P, which he tried to palm off on Arkadin, until Arkadin refused enough times for him to go on to Plan B, which turned out to be precisely what Arkadin wanted: a Parker Hale M85, a super-accurate bolt-action, heavy-barreled rifle. It had a guaranteed first-round-hit capability up to seventy-eight yards. To this, the vendor added a Schmidt & Bender Police Marksman II 4-16x50 rifle scope. The price for both seemed a bit high even after some vigorous bargaining took it down from the stratosphere, but this close to his prey he wasn’t in any mood to nitpick. Besides, he was getting top-of-the-line product all the way. He got the pig man to throw in a box of full-metal-jacket .30-caliber M118 cartridges and called it a success. He paid and the dealer broke down the rifle, boxed it and the scope into a hard-sided case.


  On the way out, he bought himself a bunch of milk bananas, and ate them slowly and methodically as the taxi made its painfully slow way out of Denpasar. Once on the highway, their speed increased dramatically. The lack of heavy traffic made it easier to get around the trucks that clogged the road.


  In Gianyar he saw an open-air market on his left and told the driver to pull over. Despite the bananas—or perhaps because of them—his stomach was growling for some real food. At the market, he ordered a plate of babi guling, roast suckling pig, and, served on a broad vivid green banana leaf, lawar, coconut and strips of spiced turtle. Its sauce of uncooked blood appealed to him particularly. He rent the succulent meat of the piglet between his teeth, swallowing quickly to take another bite.


  Because of the clamor of the market, he periodically checked his cell phone. The longer he waited, the greater his tension, but he needed to be patient because it would take some days for his man to be sure of Bourne’s comings and goings. Still, he was uncharacteristically on edge. He put it down to being this close to Bourne, but that only caused him more discomfort. There was something about Bourne that had gotten under his skin, that had become an itch he couldn’t scratch.


  In an effort to control himself, he turned his thoughts to the recent events that had led him here. Two weeks ago Bourne had thrown him off the side of the LNG tanker. It was a long way down into the Pacific, and he had prepared himself by turning his body into a spear, keeping it perfectly vertical so that when he hit the water he wouldn’t break his back or his neck. He went in feetfirst, the force of the fall pushing him so deep the world fell into twilight and he was gripped by a terrible chill that worked its way into his bones before he’d even begun his double-kick upward.


  By the time he broke the surface, the tanker was a blur, steaming toward the docks at Long Beach. Treading water, he swiveled his body around as a submarine captain might swivel his periscope to get the lay of the land, as it were. The vessel nearest to him was a fishing trawler, but until it was an emergency, he wanted no part of it. The captain would be bound to report rescuing a man overboard to the American Coast Guard, which was precisely what Arkadin didn’t want: Bourne was sure to check the records.


  He felt no panic, or even concern. He knew he wouldn’t drown. He was a powerful swimmer with great endurance, even after his exhausting hand-to-hand fight with Bourne aboard the tanker. The sky was blue, except where the brown haze hung over the shore, stretching inland to Los Angeles. The waves lifted him up and swept him into their valleys. He kicked to maintain his position. Now and again curious gulls wheeled overhead.


  After twenty minutes his patience was rewarded. A sixty-foot pleasure craft hove into view, moving at about four times the speed of the trawler. Soon it was near enough to him for him to begin waving. Almost immediately the boat altered course.


  Another fifteen minutes and he was on board, wrapped in two towels and a blanket because his core temperature had dropped below acceptable levels. His lips were blue and he was shivering. The owner, whose name was Manny, fed him some brandy and a chunk of Italian bread and cheese.


  “If you excuse me a minute, I’ll get on the horn with the Coast Guard, tell them I’ve picked you up. What’s your name?”


  “Willy,” Arkadin lied. “But I wish you wouldn’t.”


  Manny made an apologetic gesture with his meaty shoulders. He was of middle height, red-faced, balding. He was dressed casually but expensively. “Sorry, pal. Rules of the road.”


  “Wait, Manny, wait. It’s like this.” Arkadin was speaking English with a native’s Midwestern twang. His time in America had served him well on many fronts. “Are you married?”


  “Divorced. Twice.”


  “See there? I knew you’d understand. See, I’d chartered a boat to take my wife out for a nice day, maybe head over to Catalina for drinks. Anyway, how was I to know my girlfriend stowed away on board. I’d told her I was going fishing with the guys so she thought she’d surprise me.”


  “She did surprise you.”


  “Shit,” Arkadin said, “did she ever!” He finished off his brandy, shook his head. “Anyhoo, things got kinda wild. I mean all hell broke loose. You don’t know my wife, she can be a real queen bitch.”


  “I think I was married to her once.” Manny sat back down. “So what did you do?”


  Arkadin shrugged. “What could I do? I jumped overboard.”


  Manny threw his head back and laughed. He slapped his thigh. “Goddammit! Willy, you sonovabitch!”


  “So you see why it’d be so much better if no one knows you picked me up.”


  “Sure, sure, I understand, but still…”


  “Manny, what’s your line of work, if I might ask?”


  “I own a company that imports and sells high-end computer chips.”


  “Well, now, isn’t that something?” Arkadin had said. “I think I might have a deal that could net both of us a boatload of money.”


  Arkadin, finishing the last of his lawar at the Gianyar market, laughed to himself. Manny got two hundred thousand dollars, and through one of his regular business shipments Arkadin received the Mexican drug lord Gustavo Moreno’s laptop in Los Angeles without either the FSB-2 or the Kazanskaya being any the wiser.


  He found a bed-and-breakfast—what the Balinese called a home stay—on the outskirts of Gianyar center. Before he settled down for the night he took out the rifle, put it together, loaded it, unloaded it, broke it down. He did this twelve times exactly. Then he pulled the mosquito netting closed, lay down on the bed, and stared unblinking at the ceiling.


  And there was Devra, pale, already a ghost, as he had found her in the artist’s apartment in Munich, shot by Semion Icoupov when her concentration was diverted by Bourne entering the room. Her eyes searched his, looking for something. If only he knew what.


  Even this evil demon of a man had his vanities: Since Devra’s death, he had convinced himself that she was the only woman he had loved or could have loved, because this fueled his desire for one thing: revenge. He had killed Icoupov, but Bourne was still alive. Not only had Bourne been complicit in Devra’s death, but he had also killed Mischa, Arkadin’s best friend.


  Now Bourne had given him a reason to live. His plan to take over the Black Legion—in order to complete his revenge against Icoupov and Sever—wasn’t enough, though his plans for it were large and far ranging, beyond anything either Icoupov or Sever could conceive. But he craved more: a specific target on which to vent his rage.


  Beneath the mosquito netting he periodically broke out into a cold sweat; his brain seemed to be alternately on fire or as sluggish as if it had been submerged in ice. Sleep, already barely known to him, was now out of the question. But he must have fallen asleep at some point because in the darkness he was gripped by a dream: Devra, holding out her slim, white arms to him. Yet when he entered their embrace, her mouth yawned wide, covering him with spewed black bile. She was dead, but he could not forget her, or what she caused in him: the tiniest fissure in the speckled granite of his soul, through which her mysterious light had begun to trickle, like the first snowmelt of spring.


  



  Moira awoke without the feel of Bourne beside her. Still half asleep, she rolled out of bed, crushing the flower petals they’d found strewn there on their return from their evening at the beach club. Padding across the cool tile floor, she slid open the glass doors. Bourne was sitting on the terrace that overlooked the Lombok Strait. Fingers of salmon-colored clouds drifted just above the eastern horizon. Though the sun had yet to appear, its light shone upward like a beacon beating back the tattered remnants of night.


  Opening the door, she went out onto the terrace. The air was rich with the scent of the potted tuberose sitting on the rattan desk. Bourne became aware of her the moment the door slid back, and he half turned.


  Moira put her hands on his shoulders. “What are you doing?”


  “Thinking.”


  She bent down, touched his ear with her lips. “About what?”


  “About what a cipher I am. I’m a mystery to myself.”


  Typical of him, there was no self-pity in his voice, only frustration. She thought a moment. “You know when you were born.”


  “Of course, but that’s the beginning and the end of it.”


  She came around in front of him. “Maybe there’s something we can do about that.”


  “What d’you mean?”


  “There’s a man who lives thirty minutes from here. I’ve heard stories about his amazing abilities.”


  Bourne looked at her. “You’re kidding, right?”


  She shrugged. “What have you got to lose?”


  



  The call came and, with an eagerness he hadn’t felt since before Devra was killed, Arkadin climbed onto the motorbike he had ordered the day before. He rechecked a local map and set off. Past the temple complex at Klungkung, right at Goa Lawah, the thruway dipped down closer to the ocean on their right. Then the modern four-lane highway vanished, leaving him back on a two-lane blacktop. Just east of Goa Lawah he turned north, heading along a narrow track into the mountains.


  To begin with,” Suparwita said, “what is the day of your birth?”


  “January fifteenth,” Bourne replied.


  Suparwita stared at him for a very long time. He sat perfectly still on the hard-packed earth floor of his hut. Only his eyes moved, minutely, but very quickly, as if they were making complex mathematical calculations. At length, he shook his head. “The man I see before me does not exist—”


  “What do you mean?” Bourne said sharply.


  “—therefore, you were not born on the fifteenth of January.”


  “That’s what my birth certificate says.” Marie had researched it herself.


  “You speak to me of a certificate of birth.” Suparwita spoke slowly and carefully, as if each word were precious. “Which is a piece of paper only.” He smiled, and his beautiful white teeth seemed to light up the dimness. “I know what I know.”


  Suparwita was a large man for a Balinese, with skin dark as mahogany, perfect, unblemished and unlined, making it impossible to guess his age. His hair was thick, black, and naturally wavy. It was pushed back from his forehead by what seemed to Bourne to be the same crown-like band the pig spirit wore. He had powerful-looking arms and shoulders without the usual Western over-muscled definition. His hairless body looked smooth as glass. He was naked from the waist up; below he wore a traditional Balinese sarong of white, brown, and black. His brown feet were bare.


  After breakfast, Moira and Bourne had mounted a rental motorbike and headed into the lush, green countryside, to a thatched-roof house at the end of a narrow dirt path in the jungle, the home of the Balinese holy man named Suparwita who, she claimed, could find out something of Bourne’s lost past.


  Suparwita had greeted them warmly and without surprise as they approached, as if he had been expecting them. Gesturing for them to come inside, he had served them small cups of Balinese coffee and freshly made fried banana fritters, both sweetened with palm sugar syrup.


  “If my birth certificate is wrong,” Bourne said now, “can you tell me when I was born?”


  Suparwita’s expressive brown eyes had not stopped their mysterious calculations. “December thirty-one,” the holy man said without hesitation. “You know our universe is overseen by three gods: Brahma, the creator, Vishnu, the preserver, Shiva, the destroyer.” He pronounced Shiva as all Balinese did, so that it sounded like Siwa. He hesitated a moment, as if unsure whether to proceed. “After you leave here you will find yourself at Tenganan.”


  “¿Tenganan?” Moira said. “Why would we go there?”


  Suparwita smiled at her indulgently. “The village is known for double ikat weaving. Double ikat is sacred, it provides protection from the demons of our universe. It is woven in three colors only, the colors of our gods. Blue for Brahma, red for Vishnu, yellow for Shiva.” He handed Moira a card. “You will buy a double ikat here, at the best weaver.” He gave her a hard look. “Please do not forget.”


  “Why would I forget?” Moira asked.


  As if her question did not merit an answer, he returned his attention to Bourne. “So you understand completely, the month of December—your birth month—is ruled by Shiva, the god of destruction.” Suparwita paused here, as if out of breath. “But please remember that Shiva is also the god of transformation.”


  The holy man now turned to a low wooden table on which was set a series of small wooden bowls, which were variously filled with powders and what looked like nuts or perhaps dried seedpods. He chose one of these pods, ground it in another bowl with a stone pestle. Then he added a pinch of yellow powder and dumped the mixture into a small iron kettle, which he set over a small wood fire. A cloud of fragrant steam perfumed the room.


  Seven minutes of brewing passed before Suparwita took the kettle off the fire and poured the liquid into a coconut shell cup inlaid with mother-of-pearl. Without a word, he handed the cup to Bourne. When Bourne hesitated, he said, “Drink. Please.” His smile lit up the room again. “It is an elixir made of green coconut juice, cardamom, and kencur. Mainly, it is kencur. You know kencur? It is also called resurrection lily.” He gestured. “Please.”


  Bourne drank the mixture, which tasted of camphor.


  “What can you tell me about the life I can’t remember?”


  “Everything,” Suparwita said, “and nothing.”


  Bourne frowned. “What does that mean?”


  “I can tell you nothing more now.”


  “Apart from my real birth date, you haven’t told me anything.”


  “I have told you everything you need to know.” Suparwita cocked his head to one side. “You aren’t ready to hear more.”


  Bourne was growing more impatient by the second. “What makes you say that?”


  Suparwita’s eyes engaged Bourne’s. “Because you do not remember me.”


  “I’ve met you before?”


  “Have you?”


  Bourne got to his feet, pent-up anger erupting from him. “I was brought here for answers, not more questions.”


  The holy man looked up at him mildly. “You came here wanting to be told what you must discover for yourself.”


  Bourne took Moira’s hand, pulled her up. “Come on,” he said. “Let’s go.”


  As they were about to step out the door, the holy man said in a casual tone: “You know, all this has happened before. And it will happen again.”


  That was a waste of time,” Bourne said as he took the keys from Moira.


  She said nothing, climbed on the bike behind him.


  As they were heading back down the narrow dirt path the way they had come, a compact Indonesian man with a weathered face the color of old mahogany on a souped-up motorbike broke out of the forest ahead of them, coming straight toward them. He drew a handgun and Bourne spun them around, then headed farther up into the hills.


  This was far from a perfect place for an ambush. He’d taken a look at the local map and knew that in a moment they’d break out of the trees onto the terraced rice paddies that surrounded the village of Tenganan.


  “There’s an irrigation system that runs above the paddies,” Moira said in his ear.


  He nodded just as the terraced quilt of vivid emerald green appeared, sparkling in the brilliant sunlight. The sun blazed down on men and women with straw hats and long knives bent over the rice plants. Others walked behind teams of plodding cows, tilling sections of the paddies where the rice had been harvested, the remains burned off so that other crops—potatoes, chilies, or long beans—could be grown, ensuring that the rich, volcanic soil wouldn’t be depleted of minerals. Still other women, their posture ramrod-straight, transported large sacks balanced on their heads. They moved like tightrope walkers, negotiating the sinuous, narrow margins between the paddies, placing one foot carefully in front of the other.


  A sharp crack caused them to bend low over the motorbike, even as it brought the heads of the workers up. The Indonesian had shot at them as he’d broken through the last stand of trees bordering the paddies.


  Bourne veered off, treading the fine, serpentine line between the rice fields.


  “What are you doing?” Moira shouted. “We’ll be entirely out in the open, nothing but sitting ducks!”


  Bourne was nearing one of the paddies where the stalks were being burned off. Smoke, pungent and thick, rose up into the clear sky.


  “Grab a handful as we pass by!” he called back to her.


  Immediately she understood. With her right arm tight around his waist, she leaned to her left, scooped up a handful of burning rice stalks, flung them backward. Released, they flew into the air, directly in front of their pursuer.


  While the Indonesian’s vision was momentarily obstructed, Bourne veered back to his right, following the winding edge through the labyrinth of the paddies. He had to be careful; the smallest miscalculation would plunge them down into muddy water and densely packed plants, rendering the motorbike useless. Then they really would be sitting ducks.


  The Indonesian took aim at them again, but a woman was in his way, and then a pair of cows, and he put his handgun away, needing both hands to negotiate the trickier path Bourne had chosen.


  Cleaving to the outside of the paddies, Bourne took them up the hill, past terrace after terrace, some filled with brilliant green rice plants, others ashy brown following the harvest. A haze of aromatic smoke drifted over the hillside.


  “Here!” Moira said urgently. “Here!”


  Bourne saw the abutment of the drainage system, a five-inch ribbon of concrete on which he needed to drive the motorbike. Waiting until the last moment, he turned sharply to the left, running parallel to the terraces, which were laid out below them in a dizzying pattern, like hieroglyphics, immense and mysterious, carved into the hillside.


  Due to his size and that of his motorbike, the Indonesian was able to close the gap between them. He was no more than two arm’s-lengths behind them when Bourne came upon a worker—an old man with spindly legs and eyes the size of raisins. In one hand he held one of the fat-bladed knives used to harvest the rice, in the other a clump of freshly sliced raw rice. Seeing the two motorbikes approaching, the man froze in astonishment. As he passed, Bourne snatched the knife out of his hand.


  Moments later Jason spied a rough wooden plank that crossed over the irrigation streamlet into the jungle on their right. He went over it, but as he did so the half-rotten board cracked, then splintered just as the front wheel bit into the dirt on the other side. The motorbike slewed dangerously, almost spilling them into the densely packed trees.


  Their pursuer revved his motorbike, made the leap across the span left by the ruined bridge. He followed Bourne and Moira down a steeply sloping path, filled with rocks and half-buried tree roots.


  The way grew steeper, Moira held on tighter. He could feel her heart hammering in her chest, her accelerated breath against his cheek. Trees flashed by frighteningly close on either side. Rocks caused the motorbike to rear up like a bucking bronco, forcing Bourne to fight to keep it under control. One mistake would send them plummeting off the path, down into the forest of thick-boled trees. Just when it seemed as if the trail couldn’t get any steeper, it turned into a series of rock steps, down which they clattered and bumped with heart-stopping speed. Moira, risking a glance over her shoulder, saw the Indonesian, bent low over the handlebars of his motorbike, intent on overtaking them.


  All at once the natural stairs gave out and the path resumed, this time at a more bearable pitch. Their pursuer tried to aim his handgun, but Bourne slashed a stand of bamboo with the knife he’d taken from the old man, and the thin trees came crashing down across the path. The mahogany man was forced to jam the gun between his teeth. It took all his skill to keep from veering off into the looming forest.


  As the path flattened out, they whizzed past small shacks, men wielding axes or stirring pots over fires, women with babies in the crooks of their arms, and the ubiquitous feral dogs, thin and cowed, which shied away from the racing vehicles. Clearly they were on the outskirts of a village. Could it be Tenganan? Bourne wondered. Had Suparwita foreseen this chase?


  Soon thereafter they passed through a stone archway and entered the village proper. Children playing badminton outside the local school stopped and stared as the bikes flashed by. Chickens scattered, squawking, and huge fighting cocks dyed pink, orange, and blue were so agitated they overturned their wicker cages, in turn disturbing the cows and calves lying in the center of the village. The villagers themselves, emerging from the walled compounds of their houses, ran after their precious fighting cocks.


  Like all hill villages, this one was built on terraces, much like the rice paddies: swaths of packed earth and scraggly grass interspersed with stone ramps that led to the next level. Running down the center was a wall-less structure used by the elders for town meetings. On either side were shops, part of the living compounds, selling single and double ikat weavings. Catching sight of the first of the weaving shop signs through the chaos of running feet and animal sounds, Bourne felt a chill run down his spine. So this was, indeed, Tenganan, the village of Suparwita’s prediction.


  In the chaos that had erupted in the village, Bourne cut a line of washing, which undulated in the air like a scaled reptile, before fluttering in their wake. Skillfully guiding the motorbike through a narrow alley, he doubled back the way they had come.


  Risking a glance behind him, he saw he’d failed to lose the Indonesian; he came roaring at them unabated, unfazed by the downed laundry. Bourne with a burst of speed lengthened the distance between him and his pursuer enough to make a sharp U-turn, reversing course to make a run past the small man and out of the village. But once again, the Indonesian seemed unsurprised, almost as if he were expecting this tactic. He pulled up, drew his gun, and fired, forcing Bourne to whirl the motorbike back the way he had been going, even as a second shot passed just wide of his left shoulder. Bourne kept going in the only direction open to him, continued on over the bumpy packed dirt and stone ramps, away from his dogged pursuer.


  



  Leonid Arkadin, lost in the dappled shadows of the forest, heard the roar of the engines over the measured chanting that came from inside the walls of the temple over which, from his position, he had a perfect view. He raised the Parker Hale M85 so the stock fit comfortably to his shoulder and sighted down the Schmidt & Bender scope.


  He was calm now, his anxiety replaced by a curious and cunning fire that burned away all thought extraneous to his purpose, leaving his mind as clear as the sky above him, as still as the forest within which he was nestled like an adder in a tree, waiting patiently for its prey. He’d planned well, using the local Indonesian as a hunter will use a beater to stalk the prey, moving it ever closer to where the hunter has hidden himself.


  All at once a motorbike emerged into the temple clearing, and Arkadin breathed deeply as he centered Bourne in his sights. And in that moment the outline of Bourne’s body became keenly defined, like vapor condensing into the poisoned nectar of revenge.


  



  Bourne and Moira broke out into a perfectly still clearing in which were set three temples—a large one in the center, two smaller ones on either side. There was no sound except the rhythmic throb of the motorbike’s engine. Then, hearing chanting from inside the walls of the center temple, Bourne pulled up.


  In that moment Arkadin, settling himself on the nearly horizontal branch of a tree, pulled the trigger, and Bourne was blown backward off the motorbike. Moira screamed.


  Throwing aside the rifle and drawing a wicked-looking hunting knife with a serrated blade, Arkadin jumped to the ground and raced toward the kill site in order to slit Bourne’s throat and ensure his death. But his progress was impeded by a herd of cows. Following them were women with offerings of fruit and flowers on their heads, and behind them came the town’s children in a ceremonial procession, moving toward the temple. Arkadin tried to get around them, but one of the cows, disturbed by his frantic movements, turned in his direction. It shook its long, sharp horns and at once the procession froze as if in midstep. Heads turned and all eyes were on him, and with one last look at Bourne’s bloody body, he vanished back into the jungle.


  The celebrants rushed toward Bourne, spilling their offerings across the sparse grass where he lay on his back in the dirt. He tried to get up, failed. Moira knelt over him, and he pulled her down so her ear was against his mouth. Blood had soaked the front of his shirt, and now trickled darkly into the earth.


  



  



  BOOK ONE


  
    CHAPTER 1


    Three Months Later

  


  
    In an upper-class suburb of Munich, two young bodyguards with gimlet eyes and holstered 9mm Glocks in their armpits flanked a thin, hyperactive man as he emerged from a house. An older man with dark skin and grave lines reaching down from either corner of his mouth, like mustaches, emerged from the shadowed refuge to briefly shake the hyperactive man’s hand. Then the three men trotted down the stairs and entered a waiting car: one of the bodyguards riding shotgun, the other one with the hyperactive man in back. The meeting had been intense but brief, and the engine was already running, purring like a well-fed cat. His mind was filled with how he was going to structure the debriefing he would give his boss, Abdulla Khoury, on the rapidly changing face of the Turkish situation as it had just been outlined to him.


    The newborn morning lay drowsing, barely awake, and utterly silent. The trees, well manicured and leafy, dappled the sidewalks in inky shade. The air was soft and cool, as yet innocent of the harsh sun that would turn the sky white in a few hours’ time. The early hour had been deliberately chosen. As expected, there was no traffic to speak of, just a young boy at the far end of the block teaching himself to ride a bicycle. A sanitation truck lumbered around the corner at the opposite end of the block, its huge brushes beginning to spin whatever dirt there might be on the nearly immaculate street into the truck’s belly. Again, the sight was utterly normal; the residents of this neighborhood all had pull with the municipal government, and they were proud of the fact that their streets were always the first to be cleaned each day.


    As the car gathered speed, making its way down the street, the huge truck turned so that it was sideways to the oncoming vehicle, blocking the road. Without an instant’s hesitation the car’s driver threw the vehicle into reverse and stepped on the gas. With a screech of tires the car shot backward, away from the truck. At the sound, the boy looked up. He was standing, straddling the bike, appearing to get his wind back. But at the last moment, as the oncoming car neared him, he reached into the bike’s wicker basket and drew out an odd-looking weapon with an unnaturally long barrel. The rocket-launched grenade shattered the car’s rear window and the car burst apart in an oily orange-and-black fireball. By this time the boy, hunched over the handlebars of his bike, was pedaling expertly away, a satisfied smile on his face.


    



    



    Just past noon that same day, Leonid Arkadin was sitting in a Munich beer hall surrounded by oompah music and drunken Germans when his cell phone buzzed. Recognizing the caller’s phone number, he walked out into the street, where it was slightly less noisy, and grunted a wordless greeting.


    “Like the others, your latest attempt to destroy the Eastern Brotherhood has failed.” Abdulla Khoury’s ugly voice buzzed in his ear like an angry wasp. “You killed my finance minister this morning, that’s all. I’ve already appointed another.”


    “You misunderstand me, I don’t mean to destroy the Eastern Brotherhood,” Arkadin said. “I mean to take it over.”


    The response was a harsh laugh devoid of all humor, or even human emotion. “No matter how many of my associates you kill, Arkadin, this I assure you: I will always survive.”


    



    



    Moira Trevor was sitting behind her sparkling new chrome-and-glass desk, in the sparkling new offices of Heartland Risk Management, LLC, her brand-new company, occupying two floors of a post-modern building in the heart of Northwest Washington, DC. She was on the phone with Steve Stevenson, one of her contacts in the Department of Defense, being briefed on a lucrative job her new company had been hired to do, one of half a dozen that had rolled in over the past five weeks, and simultaneously running through sets of daily intelligence reports on her computer terminal. Beside it was a snapshot of her and Jason Bourne, the Bali sun on their faces. In the background was Mount Agung, the island’s sacred volcano, up whose spine they had trekked early one morning before sunlight kissed the eastern horizon. Her face was completely relaxed; she looked ten years younger. As for Bourne, he was smiling in that enigmatic way she loved. She used to trace the line of his lips when he smiled like that, as if she were a blind woman able to glean a hidden meaning with her fingertip.


    When her intercom sounded, she started, realizing she’d been gazing at the photo, her thoughts wandering back, as they often did these days, to those golden days on Bali before Bourne was gunned down in the dirt of Tenganan. Glancing at the electronic clock on her desk, she gathered herself, finished up her call, and said “Send him in” into the intercom speaker.


    A moment later Noah Perlis entered. He was her former handler at Black River, a private mercenary army used by the United States in Middle East hot spots. Moira’s firm was now in direct competition with Black River. Noah’s narrow face was more sallow than ever, his hair flecked with more gray. His long nose swept out like a sword-stroke above a mouth that had forgotten how to laugh or even smile. He prided himself on his keen insight into other people, which was ironic considering he was so heavily defended he was cut off even from himself.


    She gestured at one of the contemporary chrome and black-strap chairs facing her desk. “Take a seat.”


    He remained standing, as if he already had one foot out the door. “I’ve come to tell you to stop raiding our personnel.”


    “You mean you’ve been sent like a common messenger.” Moira looked up, smiled with a warmth she didn’t feel. Her uptilted brown eyes, wide apart and inquiring, betrayed none of her feelings. Her face was uncommonly strong or intimidating, depending on your point of view. Nevertheless, she possessed a serenity that served her well in stressful situations such as this one.


    Bourne had warned her even before she set up Heartland almost three months ago that this moment was going to come. Something inside her had been looking forward to it. Noah had come to personify Black River, and she’d been under his boot heel for too long.


    Taking several steps toward her, he plucked the framed photograph off her desk, then turned it to gaze down at the image.


    “Too bad about your boyfriend,” he said. “Got gunned down in a stinking village in the middle of nowhere. You must have been broken up.”


    Moira had no intention of allowing him to upset her. “It’s nice to see you, Noah.”


    He sneered as he replaced the photo. “Nice is a word people use when they politely lie.”


    Her face held its innocent expression, a form of armor against his slings and arrows. “Why shouldn’t we continue to be polite to each other?”


    Noah returned to stand with his fingers curled hard into his palms. His knuckles were white with the force he used to make his fists, and Moira couldn’t help but wonder whether he wished he had his hands around her neck rather than hanging at his sides.


    “I’m very fucking serious, Moira.” His eyes engaged hers. Noah could be a scary individual when he put his mind to it. “There’s no turning back for you, but as for going forward in the way you have…” He shook his head in warning.


    Moira shrugged. “No problem. The fact is, you have no people left who meet my ethical requirements.”


    Her words had the effect of relaxing him enough to say in an entirely different tone, “Why are you doing this?”


    “Why are you asking me a question to which you already know the answer?”


    He stared at her, keeping silent, until she continued, “There needs to be a legitimate alternative to Black River, one whose members don’t skate at the edge of legality, then regularly cross over.”


    “This is a dirty business. You of all people know that.”


    “Of course I know it. That’s why I started this company.” She rose, leaned across her desk. “Iran is now on everyone’s radar. I’m not going to sit back and let the same thing happen there that’s happened in Afghanistan and Iraq.”


    Noah turned on his heel and crossed to the door. With his hand on the knob he looked back at her with a cold intensity, an old trick of his. “You know you can’t hold back the flood of filthy water. Don’t be a hypocrite, Moira. You want to wade in the muck like the rest of us because it’s all about the money.” His eyes glittered darkly. “Billions of dollars to be made off a war in a new theater of operations.”

  


  
    CHAPTER 2

  


  
    Lying in the dirt of Tenganan, Bourne whispers into Moira’s ear. “Tell them…”


    She is bent low over him in the dust and the running blood. She is listening to him with one ear while pressing her cell phone to the other. “Just lie still, Jason. I’m calling for help.”


    “Tell them I’m dead,” Bourne says just before losing consciousness…


    



    



    Jason Bourne awoke from his recurring dream, sweating like a pig through the bedsheets. The warm tropical night was clouded by the mosquito netting tented around him. Somewhere high in the mountains it was raining. He heard the thunder like hoofbeats, felt the sluggish, wet wind on his chest, bare where the wound was in the latter stages of healing.


    It had been three months since the bullet struck him, three months since Moira followed his orders to the letter. Now virtually everyone who knew him believed him to be dead. Only three people other than him knew the truth: Moira; Benjamin Firth, the Australian surgeon whom Moira brought him to in the village of Manggis; and Frederick Willard, the last remaining member of Treadstone, who had revealed Leonid Arkadin’s Treadstone training to Bourne. It was Willard, contacted by Moira at Bourne’s behest, who had begun reconditioning Bourne as soon as Dr. Firth allowed it.


    “You’re damn lucky to be alive, mate,” Firth said when Bourne had regained consciousness after the first of two operations. Moira was there, having just returned from making very public arrangements for Bourne’s “body” to be shipped back to the States. “In fact, if it weren’t for a congenital abnormality in the shape of your heart, the bullet would have killed you almost instantly. Whoever shot you knew what he was doing.”


    Then he’d gripped Bourne’s forearm and flashed a bony smile. “Not to worry, mate. We’ll have you right as rain in a month or two.”


    A month or two. Bourne, listening to the torrential rain come closer, reached out to touch the double ikat cloth that hung beside his bed, and felt calmer. He remembered the long weeks he’d been forced to remain in the doctor’s surgery on Bali, both for health and for security reasons. For a number of weeks after the second operation it was all he could do just to sit up. During that syrupy time Bourne discovered Firth’s secret: He was an inveterate alcoholic. The only time he could be counted on to be stone-cold sober was when he had a patient on the operating table. He proved himself to be a brilliant cutter; any other time, he reeked of arak, the fermented Balinese palm liquor. It was so strong, he used it to wipe down his operating theater when he occasionally forgot to refill his order of pure alcohol. In this way, Bourne unlocked the mystery of what the doctor was doing hidden far away from everything: He’d been canned from every hospital in Western Australia.


    All at once Bourne’s attention turned outward as the doctor entered the room across the compound from the surgery.


    “Firth,” he said, sitting up. “What are you doing up at this time of night?”


    The doctor moved over to the rattan chair by the wall. He had a noticeable limp; one leg was shorter than the other. “I don’t like thunder and lightning,” he said as he sat down heavily.


    “You’re like a child.”


    “In many ways, yes.” Firth nodded. “But unlike many blokes I met back in the bad old days, I can admit it.”


    Bourne switched on the bedside lamp, and a cone of cool light spread over the bed and lapped at the floor. As the thunder rumbled closer, Firth leaned into the light, as if for protection. He was carrying a bottle of arak by its neck.


    “Your faithful companion,” Bourne said.


    The doctor winced. “Tonight, no amount of liquor will help.”


    Bourne held out his hand, and Firth handed him the bottle. He waited for Bourne to take a swig, then took possession of it. Though he sat back in the chair, he was far from relaxed. Thunder cracked overhead and all at once the downpour hit the thatch roof with the bang of a shotgun. Firth winced again, but he didn’t take more arak. It appeared that even he had a limit.


    “I’m hoping I can convince you to throttle back your physical training.”


    “Why would I do that?” Bourne said.


    “Because Willard pushes you too hard.” Firth licked his lips, as if his body was dying for another drink.


    “That’s his job.”


    “Maybe so, but he’s not your doctor. He hasn’t taken you apart and stitched you back together.” He finally put the bottle down between his legs. “Besides, he scares the bejesus out of me.”


    “Everything scares you,” Bourne said, not unkindly.


    “Not everything, no.” The doctor waited while a crack of thunder shuddered overhead. “Not torn-up bodies.”


    “A torn-up body can’t talk back,” Bourne pointed out.


    Firth smiled ruefully. “You haven’t had my nightmares.”


    “That’s all right.” Bourne once again saw himself in the dirt and the blood of Tenganan. “I have my own.”


    For a time nothing more was said. Then Bourne asked a question, but when the only answer forthcoming was a brief snore, he lay back in the bed, closed his eyes, and willed himself to sleep. Before the soft morning light woke him, he had returned, unwillingly, to Tenganan, where the heat of Moira’s cinnamon musk mingled with the odor of his own blood.


    



    



    Do you like it?” Moira held up the cloth woven in the colors of the gods Brahma, Vishnu, and Shiva: blue, red, and yellow. The intricate pattern was of interlocking flowers, frangipani, perhaps. Since the dyes used were all natural, some water-based, others oil-based, the threads took eighteen months to two years to finish. The yellow—the personification of Shiva, the destroyer—would take another five years to slowly oxidize and reveal its final hue. In double ikats the pattern was dyed into both the warp and weft threads so that when it was woven all the colors would be pure, unlike the more common single ikat weaving in which the pattern was only in one set of threads, the other being a background color such as black. The double ikat was part of every Balinese home, where it hung on a wall in a place of honor and respect.


    “Yes,” Bourne had replied. “I like it very much.”


    He was about to go into the surgery for the first of his two operations.


    “Suparwita said it was important I get a double ikat for you.” She leaned closer. “It’s sacred, Jason, remember? Brahma, Vishnu, and Shiva together will protect you from evil and illness. I’ll make sure it’s near you all the time.”


    Just before Dr. Firth wheeled him into the surgery, she leaned even closer, whispered in his ear: “You’ll be fine, Jason. You drank the tea made from kencur.”


    Kencur, Bourne thought as Firth applied the anesthetic. The resurrection lily.


    



    



    He dreamed of a temple high in the Balinese mountains while Benjamin Firth cut him open with little hope of his survival. Through the carved red gates of the temple rose the hazy pyramidal shape of Mount Agung, blue and majestic against the yellow sky. He was gazing down at the gate from a great height and, looking around, he realized that he was on the top step of a steep triple staircase, guarded by six ferocious stone dragons, whose bared teeth were easily seven inches long. The bodies of these dragons undulated upward on both sides of the three staircases, creating banisters whose solidity appeared to carry the stairs upward to the plaza of the temple proper.


    As Bourne’s gaze was drawn again to the gates and Mount Agung, he saw a figure silhouetted against the sacred volcano, and his heart began to pound in his chest. The setting sun fell upon his face, and he shaded his eyes with one hand, straining to identify the figure, who now turned toward him. At once, he felt searing pain and pleasure.


    At that precise moment Dr. Firth came across the curious abnormality in Bourne’s heart and began to work, knowing that he now had a chance to save his patient.


    Just over four hours later, Firth, exhausted but cautiously triumphant, wheeled Bourne into the recovery room, adjacent to the surgery, that would become Bourne’s home for the next six weeks.


    Moira was waiting for them. Her face was pale, her emotions retreated from her flesh, curled into a ball in the pit of her stomach.


    “Will he live?” She almost choked on the words. “Tell me he’ll live.”


    Firth sat wearily on a canvas folding chair as he stripped off his bloody gloves. “The bullet went clear through him, which is good because I didn’t have to dig it out. It is my considered opinion that he’ll live, Ms. Trevor, with the important caveat that nothing in life is certain, especially in medicine.”


    As Firth took the first drink of arak he’d had that day, Moira approached Bourne with a mixture of elation and trepidation. She’d been so terrified that for the last four and a half hours her heart had hurt as much as she had imagined Bourne’s had. Gazing down into his near-bloodless but peaceful face, she took his hand in hers, squeezing hard to reestablish the physical connection between them.


    “Jason,” she said.


    “He’s still well under,” Firth said, as if from a great distance. “He can’t hear you.”


    Moira ignored him. She tried not to imagine the hole in Bourne’s chest beneath the bandage, but failed. Her eyes were streaming tears, as they had periodically while he was in surgery, but the abyss of despair along which she had been walking was folding in on itself. Still, her breathing was ragged and she had to struggle to feel the solid ground beneath her feet, because for hours she was certain it had been about to open up and swallow her whole.


    “Jason, listen to me. Suparwita knew what would happen to you, and he prepared you as best he could. He fed you the kencur, he had me get the double ikat for you. They both protected you, I know it, even if you won’t ever believe it.”


    



    



    Morning broke in the soft colors of pink and yellow against the pale blue sky. Brahma, Vishnu, and Shiva rose as Bourne opened his eyes. Last night’s storm had scrubbed off the film of haze that had built up from the burning off of the rice stalks in the hillside paddies.


    As Bourne sat up, his eyes fell upon the double ikat that Moira had bought for him in Tenganan. Holding its rough texture between his fingers he saw, like a flash of lightning, the silhouette standing between him and Mount Agung, framed by the temple gates, and wondered anew who it could possibly be.

  


  
    CHAPTER 3

  


  
    The cockpit of the American passenger airliner, Flight 891 out of Cairo, Egypt, hummed contentedly. The pilot and copilot, longtime friends, joked about the flight attendant they’d both like to take to bed. They were in the final stages of negotiating the terms of a thoroughly adolescent contest that would involve her as a prize when the radar picked up a blip rapidly closing on the plane. Responding in proper fashion, the pilot got on the intercom and ordered all seat belts fastened, then took the plane out of its pre-planned route in an attempt at an evasive maneuver. But the 767 was too large and ungainly; it wasn’t built for easy maneuverability. The copilot tried to get a visual fix on the object, even as he raised the Cairo airport control tower on the radio.


    “Flight Eight-Niner-One, there are no scheduled flights that close to you,” the calm voice from the control tower said. “Can you get a visual fix?”


    “Not yet. The object is too small to be another passenger plane,” the copilot responded. “Maybe it’s a private jet.”


    “There are no flight plans posted. Repeat: There are no flight plans posted.”


    “Roger that,” the copilot said. “But it’s still closing.”


    “Eight-Niner-One, elevate to forty-five thousand feet.”


    “Roger that,” the pilot said, making the necessary adjustments on the controls. “Elevating to forty-five thou—”


    “I see it!” the copilot cut in. “It’s traveling too fast to be a private jet!”


    “What is it?” There was a sudden urgency to the voice from Cairo. “What’s happening? Eight-Niner-One, please report!”


    “Here it comes!” the copilot screamed.


    An instant later disaster struck as the mighty metal fist hit the jetliner in a blinding flare. An immense explosion disjointed the fuselage as a beast pulls its prey limb from limb, and the twisted, blackened remains plummeted to earth with breathtaking speed.


    



    



    Deep beneath the West Wing of the White House, in a spacious room made of steel-reinforced concrete eight feet thick, the president of the United States was in a high-level security meeting with Secretary of Defense Halliday; DCI Veronica Hart; Jon Mueller, head of the Department of Homeland Security; and Jaime Hernandez, the new intelligence czar, who had taken over the NSA in the wake of the illegal waterboarding scandal that brought down his predecessor.


    Halliday, a ruddy-cheeked man with dark blond hair combed straight back, a politician’s sly eyes, and a perfect Crest smile, seemed as if he were reading from a script he might have prepared for a Senate subcommittee. “After months of arduous prep work, judicious bribes, and discreet probing,” he said, “Black River has at last made first contact with a group of dissident, pro-Western Iranis.” Ever the showman, he paused, looked around the highly polished table, making eye contact with each person in turn. “This is blockbuster news,” he added unnecessarily, and, with a nod to the president, “something this administration has been searching for for years, because the only known Iranian dissident group has so far proved impotent.”


    Halliday was at his most eloquent, and Hart thought she knew why. Though his stock had risen because of the death of Jason Bourne, for which he had agitated and for which he’d taken credit, Hart knew Halliday needed another victory, one that was more wide ranging, that could be exploited by the president himself for political capital.


    “At last a group we can work with,” Halliday continued with unbridled enthusiasm as he handed around the fact sheet prepared by Black River detailing dates and places of meeting, along with transcripts of clandestinely recorded conversations between Black River operatives and leading members of the dissident group, whose names had been redacted for security reasons. All the conversations, Hart saw, underscored both their militancy and their commitment to accept aid from the West.


    “They’re unquestionably pro-Western,” the secretary of defense said, as if his audience required a verbal guide through the densely worded pages. “Moreover, they’re preparing for an armed revolution and are eager for whatever support we can supply.”


    “What are their real capabilities?” Jon Mueller asked. Mueller had that typical ex-NSA mien of a soldier with a thousand-yard stare. He looked like a man who could break a body with the same nonchalant ease he’d crack a wooden matchstick in two.


    “Excellent question, Jon. If you turn to page thirty-eight, you’ll see Black River’s detailed assessment of the training preparedness and arms expertise of this particular group, which both rate eight out of ten on their proprietary rating scale.”


    “You seem to be relying a great deal on Black River, Mr. Secretary,” Hart said drily.


    Halliday didn’t even look at her; it was her people—Soraya Moore and Tyrone Elkins—who had brought his man, Luther LaValle, down. He hated her guts, but Hart knew he was too canny a politician to let his animosity show in front of the president, who now held her in high esteem.


    Halliday nodded sagely, his voice carefully neutral. “I wish it were otherwise, Director. It’s no secret that our own resources are already at their limits due to the ongoing conflicts in Afghanistan and Iraq, and now that Iran is on our radar as a clear and present danger, we’re obliged to outsource more and more of our far-flung intelligence gathering.”


    “You mean the NSA is. CI created Typhon last year specifically to handle more of the Middle East field intelligence,” Hart pointed out. “Every Typhon field agent is fluent in the various dialects of Arabic and Farsi. Tell me, Mr. Secretary, how many NSA agents are similarly trained?”


    Hart could see the color rising up Halliday’s throat into his cheeks, and she leaned forward, further inflaming an intemperate outburst from him. Unluckily for her, the meeting was interrupted by the burr of the blue telephone at the president’s right elbow. The entire room fell into a tense silence so absolute that the discreet sound had the resonance of a pneumatic jackhammer. The blue telephone brought bad news, they all knew that.


    With a grim expression, the president pressed the receiver to his ear, listened to the voice of General Leland over at the Pentagon who briefed him, even while he told his commander in chief that a more detailed document would be on its way to the White House by special courier within the hour.


    The president took all this in with his usual equanimity. He was not a man to panic or to take precipitous action. As he cradled the receiver, he said, “There has been an air disaster. American Flight Eight-Nine-One, outward bound from Cairo, was taken out of the sky by an explosion.”


    “A bomb?” Jaime Hernandez, the new intelligence czar, said. He was slim and handsome, with calculating eyes as dark as his thick hair. He looked like the kind of individual who counted the wontons in his soup to make sure he wasn’t being shortchanged.


    “Are there any survivors?” Hart asked.


    “We don’t know the answer to either question,” the president said. “What we do know is that there were one hundred eighty-one souls on that flight.”


    “Good God.” Hart shook her head.


    There was a moment of stunned silence while they all contemplated both the enormity of the calamity and the terrible repercussions that might very well ensue. No matter what the cause, a great many American civilians were dead, and if the worst-case scenario were to come true, if those American civilians proved to be the victims of a terrorist attack…


    “Sir, I think we should send a joint NSA-DHS forensics team to the crash site,” Halliday said in a bid to take charge.


    “Let’s not get ahead of ourselves,” Hart countered. Halliday’s words had energized them out of their initial shock. “This isn’t Iraq. We’ll need the permission of the Egyptian government to send our troops in.”


    “Those are American citizens—our people blown out of the sky,” Halliday said. “Fuck the Egyptians. What’ve they done for us lately?”


    Before the argument could escalate, the president held up his hand. “First things first. Veronica is right.” He stood up. “We’ll reconvene this discussion in an hour after I’ve spoken to the Egyptian president.”


    



    



    Precisely sixty minutes later, the president reentered the room, nodded to those present, and sat down before addressing them. “All right, it’s settled. Hernandez, Mueller, assemble a joint task force of your best people and get them on a plane to Cairo ASAP. First: survivors; second: identify casualties; third: for the love of God ascertain the cause of the explosion.”


    “Sir, if I may,” Hart interjected, “I suggest adding Soraya Moore, the director of Typhon, to the team. She’s half Egyptian. Her intimate knowledge of Arabic and the local customs will prove invaluable particularly in liaising with the Egyptian authorities.”


    Halliday shook his head, said emphatically, “This matter is already complicated enough without a third agency becoming involved. The NSA and the DHS have all the tools at their disposal to handle the situation.”


    “I doubt that—”


    “I needn’t remind you, Director Hart, that the press will be all over this incident like flies on shit,” Halliday overran her. “We’ve got to get our people over there, make our findings and take appropriate measures as quickly as possible, otherwise we risk turning this into a worldwide media circus.” He turned to the president. “Which is something the administration doesn’t need right now. The last thing you want, sir, is to look weak and ineffectual.”


    “The real problem,” the president said, “is that the Egyptian national secret police—what are they called?”


    “Al Mokhabarat,” Hart said, feeling like she was a contestant on Jeopardy!


    “Yes, thank you, Veronica.” The president made a note on his scratch pad. He’d never forget al Mokhabarat’s name again. “The problem,” he began again, “is that a contingent of this al Mokhabarat will be accompanying the team.”


    The secretary of defense groaned. “Sir, if I may say so, the Egyptian secret police are corrupt, vicious, and notorious for their sadistic human rights violations. I submit that we cut them out of the equation entirely.”


    “Nothing would please me more, believe me,” the president said with some distaste, “but I’m afraid that’s the quid pro quo the Egyptian president insisted on in exchange for letting us help in the investigation.”


    “Our help? What a joke!” Halliday gave a humorless laugh. “The damn Egyptians couldn’t find a mummy in a tomb.”


    “That’s as may be, but they’re our allies,” the president said sternly. “I expect everyone to keep that in mind in the difficult days and weeks ahead.”


    When he looked around the room the DCI seized her chance. “Sir, may I remind you that Egyptian is Director Moore’s native language.”


    “Precisely why she should be stricken from the list,” Halliday said at once. “She’s a Muslim, for God’s sake.”


    “Secretary, that’s just the kind of ignorant remark we don’t need right now. Besides, how many men on that team are fluent in Egyptian Arabic?”


    Halliday bristled. “The Egyptians speak damn fine English, thank you very much.”


    “Not among themselves.” As the defense secretary had before her, Hart turned to address the president directly. “Sir, it’s important—no, vital—that at this juncture the team has as much information about the Egyptians—especially the members of al Mokhabarat, because Secretary Halliday is correct about them—as is possible. That knowledge may well prove critical.”


    The president pondered for no more than a moment. Then he nodded. “Director, your proposal makes sense, let’s run with it. Get Director Moore up to speed.”


    Hart smiled. Time to press her advantage. “She may have some people—”


    The president nodded at once. “Whatever she needs. This is no time for half measures.”


    Hart was looking at Halliday, who was directing a poisoned glare in her direction, to which she smiled sweetly as the meeting adjourned.


    She exited the West Wing quickly to avoid another vitriolic confrontation with the defense secretary, and took the short ride back to CI headquarters, where she summoned Soraya Moore to her office.


    



    



    Abdulla Khoury was on his way from the Starnberger See to the headquarters of the Eastern Brotherhood less than ten miles away. Behind him, the snowcapped Alps and the icy blue water of the lake—the fourth largest in Germany—sparkled in the sun. Brightly colored sails rose above sleek boats, and yachts plied the lake. There was no room for such frivolous recreation as sailing in Khoury’s life, even before he became head of the Eastern Brotherhood. His life had taken a serious turn when, at the age of seven, he had discovered his calling as Allah’s earthly messenger. It was a calling he had kept to himself for a long time, intuiting that no one would believe him, least of all his father, who treated his children even worse than he did his wife.


    Khoury was born with the patience of a tortoise. Even when he was a child he had no difficulty waiting for the opportune moment to take advantage of a situation. Not surprisingly, his preternatural serenity was misinterpreted as a form of idiocy by his father, and all of his instructors save one, who saw in the boy the holy spark Allah had placed there at the moment of his conception. From that moment on, Khoury’s life changed. He began to frequent this instructor’s house after hours for advanced lessons. The man lived alone and welcomed Khoury as his acolyte and protégé.


    As a young adult, he had joined the Eastern Brotherhood, patiently moving up in the hierarchy. He did this in his characteristic manner, by winnowing out the wheat from the chaff. In his case the wheat was represented by those in the organization who shared his strict views of Islam. It was he who brought them the notion of fighting for change from within. His was a naturally subversive nature; he was superb at undermining the current order to make way for his own. This he accomplished slowly and carefully, always flying under the twin radars of Semion Icoupov and Asher Sever, because these were not men to be taken lightly or to engage as antagonists without every form of advantage imaginable. He was still amassing his arsenal of such advantages when they were both killed, leaving a vast and intimidating power vacuum.


    Not for Abdulla Khoury. Seizing his moment while the Eastern Brotherhood was still in shock, he took control of the organization. Ripping a page from Icoupov’s strategic manual, he quickly installed his compatriots in all key positions within the Eastern Brotherhood, thereby ensuring both the short- and the long-term success of his coup.


    The motorcade came to a halt at the first of his three stops before he returned to his headquarters. There were lieutenants responsible for two areas of the Middle East and one for Africa whom he needed to brief on the latest developments inside Iran.


    As the motorcade took him from one briefing to another, he couldn’t help but reflect on the recent interference from Leonid Arkadin. He’d dealt with men like Arkadin before, people who believed that all situations could be settled with the flaming barrel of a gun, weaponized men without faith to guide them, for what use was a weapon if it wasn’t in the service of Allah and Islam? He knew something of Leonid Danilovich Arkadin’s background: He had come to be a killer of killers through hiring himself out to various Moscow grupperovka. It was said he was close with Dimitri Maslov, the head of the Kazanskaya, but not as close as he had been with his mentor, Semion Icoupov, before he’d turned on Icoupov and killed him. Perhaps not surprising, since Arkadin had been born and raised in Nizhny Tagil, a hell on earth that could only exist in Russia—an industrial slimepit that manufactured tanks for the military, ringed by high-security prisons whose occupants, when they were released, stayed in Nizhny Tagil to prey upon its citizens. It was a minor miracle that Arkadin had been lucky enough to escape.


    This sordid, bloody background was why Khoury knew in his heart that Arkadin was nothing more than a man who had lost his soul, condemned to walk among the living, the best part of him already dead and buried.


    And it was for the same reason that Khoury had taken extra precautions. He was well protected by two bodyguards in his car, wallowing along beneath the weight of its armor-plated sides and bulletproof glass, as well as sharpshooters with hunting rifles in cars in front and back. He seriously doubted whether the man would be foolish enough to go after him. But since one couldn’t read the mind of one’s enemy it was prudent to act as if he himself were under attack, rather than the Eastern Brotherhood.


    Within fifteen minutes the motorcade pulled into the Eastern Brotherhood’s private parking area and the men in the cars surrounding Khoury’s leapt out, making a thorough search of the area. Only then did one of them communicate to the bodyguards traveling with Khoury through a wireless network that it was safe to exit.


    The elevator took him and four bodyguards directly up to the top floor of the private building owned by the Eastern Brotherhood. Two of the bodyguards stepped off the elevator first, secured the floor, and checked the faces of their boss’s personal staff to make sure they were all known. Then they stepped aside and Khoury hurried across the reception area to his office. When his secretary turned toward him, his face pinched and ashen beneath the burnished color of his skin, Khoury realized something was wrong.


    “I’m sorry, sir,” he said. “There was nothing any of us could do.”


    Then Khoury looked beyond him to the three strangers, and immediately the primitive part of his brain, the fight-or-flight center, understood. Nevertheless, the civilized part of him was shocked, rooting him to the spot.


    “What is this?” he said.


    As if sleepwalking, he went across the magnificent jewel-tone carpet, a present from the president of Iran, staring with stupefaction at the three men in tailored suits ranged behind his desk. The men on the left and right stood with their arms hanging loosely at their sides and produced laminated badges identifying them as agents of the US Department of Defense. The one in the middle with hair the color of iron filings and a hard, angular face said, “Good afternoon, Mr. Khoury. My name is Reiniger.” A Bundespolizei ID card was attached to a black cord around his neck. It said Reiniger was a high-ranking officer in GSG 9, the elite counterterrorism unit. “I’m here to take you into custody.”


    “¿Custody?” Khoury was taken aback. “I don’t understand. How could you—?”


    His voice died in his throat as he looked down at the dossier Reiniger had produced. To his horror he saw photo after photo, green-lit from infrared film, of him with the sixteen-year-old busboy from the See Café, whom he saw three times a week when he went to Lake Starnberg ostensibly for lunch.


    Gathering himself with a supreme effort, Khoury pushed the photos across the desk. “I have many enemies with deep resources. This smut is doctored. Anyone can see it isn’t me performing these wicked and disgusting acts.” He looked up into Reiniger’s yellow teeth, wrapped in his fraudulent piety. “How dare you accuse me of such—”


    Reiniger made a small gesture with one hand and the man on his right stepped one pace to the left, revealing the sixteen-year-old busboy from the See Café. The boy would not meet Khoury’s dark glare, instead staring fixedly at the tops of his sneakers. In this superheated room, amid the tall, wide-shouldered Americans in their dark suits, he looked younger than his years, slender and fragile as bone china.


    “I’d introduce you,” one of the American agents said with an audible snicker, “but that would be redundant.”


    Khoury’s brain was on fire. How had this horror been visited on him? Why, if he was the chosen of Allah, had his dark secret, learned at the knee of his childhood instructor, been revealed? He had no thought for who had betrayed him, only that he could not bear to live with the shame, which would strip him of the power and prestige he’d worked for decades to amass.


    “This is the end for you, Khoury,” the other American said.


    Which one was which? They all looked alike to him. They had the evil look of dissolute infidels. He wanted to kill them both.


    “The end of you as a public figure,” the American went on in his implacable cyborg voice. “But more importantly, it’s the end of your influence. Your brand of extremism has been revealed as a sham, a joke, a goddamn hypocritical—”


    Khoury growled deep in his throat as he lunged at the boy. He saw the American nearest the boy draw a Taser, but he couldn’t stop now. The twin barbed hooks impaled themselves, one in his torso, the other in his thigh, and the pain spasmed him backward. His knees buckled and he fell, flopping and arching, but all was ringing silence, as if he had already passed to another plane. Even as the movement in the room grew frenzied, even when, some minutes later, he was transferred to a gurney, taken down in the elevator, rushed through the ground-floor lobby filled with silent and shocked blobs that must once have been faces, all was silence. All was silence out in the street, even as traffic passed by, even as paramedics and the dark-suited Americans jogged beside the gurney and mouths opened, perhaps to shout warnings for gawping passersby to step aside or move back. Silence. Only silence.


    And then he was lifted up as if by the hand of Allah and rolled inside the ambulance. Two paramedics climbed in, along with a third man, and even as the rear doors were closing, the ambulance took off. Its siren must have been wailing, but Khoury couldn’t hear a thing. Neither could he feel his body, which seemed to bind him to the gurney like lead weights. All he felt was the fire in his chest, the laboring of his heart, the irregular pulse of blood circulating through him.


    He hoped the third man wasn’t one of the Americans; he was afraid of them. The German he knew he could handle once he regained his voice; he had cultivated many friendships in the Bundespolizei and as long as he could keep the Americans at a remove for even an hour, he knew he’d be all right.


    With a wave of relief, he saw that the third man was Reiniger. He could feel a tingling in his extremities, found that he could move his fingers and toes. He was about to try out his vocal cords when Reiniger bent over him and, with the flourish of a magician on stage, removed a nose and cheeks made out of silicone putty, along with a set of yellowed teeth that he’d worn over his own. Instantly, a premonition overtook Khoury like the flutter of death’s black wave.


    “Hello, Khoury,” Reiniger said slowly.


    Khoury tried to speak, bit his tongue instead.


    Reiniger grinned as he patted the stricken man on the shoulder. “How you doing? Not well, I see.” He shrugged, his grin flowering open. “No matter, because it’s a good day to die.” He placed the pad of his right thumb against Khoury’s Adam’s apple and pressed down until something vital popped.


    “Good for us, anyway.”

  


  
    CHAPTER 4

  


  
    When Soraya Moore walked into the DCI’s office, Veronica Hart got up from behind her desk and beckoned Soraya to sit beside her on a sofa against one wall. In the past year of Hart’s tenure as DCI, the two women had become close friends as well as associates. They had been forced by circumstance to trust each other from the moment Hart had come on board following the Old Man’s untimely death. The two of them had united against Secretary of Defense Halliday while Willard took down his attack dog, Luther LaValle, and handed Halliday the most humiliating defeat of his political career. That they’d made a mortal enemy in the process was never far from their minds or their discussions. Neither was Jason Bourne, whom Soraya had twice worked with, and whom Hart had come to understand better than anyone else at CI save for Soraya herself.


    “So how are you?” Hart said as soon as they were both seated.


    “It’s been three months and Jason’s death still hasn’t sunk in.” Soraya was a woman who was both strong and beautiful, her deep blue eyes contrasting strikingly with her cinnamon-colored skin and long black hair. A former CI chief of station, she had been thrust unceremoniously into the directorship of Typhon, the organization she helped create, when her mentor, Martin Lindros, had died last year. Since then, she’d struggled with the labyrinthine political maneuvering any director in the intelligence community was forced to master. In the end, however, her struggle with Luther LaValle had taught her many important lessons. “To be honest, I keep thinking I’m seeing him out of the corner of my eye. But when I look—really look, that is—it’s always someone else.”


    “Of course it’s someone else,” Hart said, not unsympathetically.


    “You didn’t know him the way I did,” Soraya said sadly. “He was able to cheat death so many times it now seems impossible that this last time he failed.”


    She put her head down, and Hart squeezed her hand briefly.


    The night they heard of Bourne’s death, she’d taken Soraya out to dinner, then insisted she come back to her apartment, steadfastly ignoring all of Soraya’s protestations. The evening was difficult, not the least because Soraya was Muslim; they couldn’t go on a good old-fashioned bender. Grieving stone-cold sober was a drag, and Soraya had begged Hart to drink if she wanted to. The DCI refused. That night an unspoken bond had sprung up between them that nothing could now sunder.


    Soraya looked up then, gave the DCI a wan smile. “But you didn’t call me in to hold my hand again.”


    “No, I didn’t.” Hart told Soraya about the downing of the passenger jetliner in Egypt. “Jaime Hernandez and Jon Mueller are putting together a joint NSA-DHS forensics team to fly to Cairo.”


    “Good luck with that,” Soraya said caustically. “Which one of the team is going to interface with the Egyptians, speak to them in their own language, or be able to interpret their thinking by their replies?”


    “As a matter of fact, you are.” When she saw the look of astonishment on Soraya’s face, she added, “I had the same reaction to the task force you did.”


    “How much of a fight did Halliday put up?”


    “He fired off the usual objections, including slurs directed at your heritage,” Hart said.


    “How he hates all of us,” Soraya said. “He can’t even make the distinction between Arab and Muslim, let alone Sunni and Shi’a.”


    “Never mind,” Hart said. “I presented my reasons to the president and he agreed.”


    The DCI handed over a copy of the intel they’d all been reading when news came of the air disaster.


    As Soraya looked it over, she said, “This data’s from Black River.”


    “Having worked for Black River, that’s precisely my concern. Given the methods they use to gather intel it seems to me that Halliday is leaning on them a bit too heavily.” She tipped her head toward the file. “What do you think of their intel on this pro-Western dissident group in Iran?”


    Soraya frowned. “There have been rumors of its existence for years, of course, but I can tell you that no one in the Western intelligence community has met a member or has ever been contacted by the group. Frankly, it always struck me as part of the right-wing neocon fantasy of a democratic Middle East.” She continued to page through the file.


    “Yet there is a bona fide dissident movement in Iran that has been calling for democratic elections,” Hart said.


    “Yes, but it’s unclear whether its leader, Akbar Ganji, would be pro-Western. My guess is probably not. For one thing, he’s been canny enough to reject the administration’s periodic offers of money in exchange for an armed insurrection. For another, he knows, even if our own people don’t, that throwing American dollars at what we euphemistically call the ‘indigenous liberal forces’ within Iran is a recipe for disaster. Not only would it endanger the already fragile movement and their aim of a velvet revolution, but it would encourage its leaders to become dependent on America for aid. It would alienate its constituency, as it did in Afghanistan, Iraq, and many other Middle Eastern countries, and turn the so-called freedom fighters into our implacable enemies. Time and again, ignorance of the culture, religion, and real aims of these groups has combined to defeat us.”


    “Which is why you’ll be part of the forensics team,” Hart said. “However, as you can see, the Black River intel doesn’t concern Ganji or his people. We aren’t talking here about a velvet revolution, but one steeped in blood.”


    “Ganji has said that he doesn’t want war, but his policy has been floundering for some time. You know as well as I do that the regime wouldn’t allow him to survive, let alone to speak out, if his power was substantial. Ganji’s of no use to Halliday, but this new group’s aims would suit his purposes to a T.”


    Hart nodded. “That’s just what I was thinking. So while you’re in Egypt I want you to nose around. Use Typhon’s Egyptian contacts to find out what you can about the legitimacy of this group.”


    “That won’t be easy,” Soraya said. “I can guarantee you that the national secret police are going to be all over us—especially me.”


    “Why especially you?” Hart asked.


    “Because the head of al Mokhabarat is Amun Chalthoum. He and I had a heated confrontation.”


    “How heated?”


    Soraya’s memory immediately clamped down. “Chalthoum is a complex character, difficult to read—his entire life seems wrapped up in his career in al Mokhabarat, an organization of thugs and assassins to which he’s been given a life sentence.”


    “Lovely,” Hart said with no little sarcasm.


    “But it would be naive to believe that’s all there is to him.”


    “Do you think you can handle him?”


    “I don’t see why not. I think he’s got a thing for me,” Soraya said, not quite understanding why she wasn’t telling Veronica the whole truth.


    



    



    Eight years ago, on a courier mission, she’d been captured by agents of al Mokhabarat who, unbeknownst to her, had infiltrated CI’s local network to which she was to deliver a microdot on which was etched the network’s new orders. She had no idea what was on the microdot, had no desire to know. She was thrown in a basement cell of al Mokhabarat’s offices in downtown Cairo. Three days later, with no sleep and only water and a crust of moldy bread to eat once each day, she was taken upstairs and brought before Amun Chalthoum, who took one look at her and immediately ordered her cleaned up.


    She was shown to a shower, where she scrubbed every inch of her body with a soapy washcloth. When she stepped out, a set of new clothes was waiting for her. She assumed her old clothes were being ripped apart and scrutinized by an al Mokhabarat forensics team searching for the intel she was carrying.


    Everything fit her perfectly. To her surprise, she was then escorted out of the building. It was night. It occurred to her that she’d had no idea of time passing. In the boiling street a car was waiting at the curb, its headlights illuminating plainclothes guards watching her with studied attention. When she climbed in she had another shock: Amun Chalthoum sat behind the wheel. He was all alone.


    He drove very hard and very fast across the city, heading west into the desert. He said nothing, but from time to time when traffic allowed, he watched her with his avid hawk’s gaze. She was famished but was determined to keep her hunger to herself.


    He took her to Wadi AlRayan. He stopped the car, told her to get out. They stood facing each other in the blue moonlight. Wadi AlRayan was so desolate, they could have been the last two humans on earth.


    “Whatever you’re looking for,” she said, “I don’t have it.”


    “Yes, you do.”


    “It’s already been delivered.”


    “My sources tell me otherwise.”


    “You don’t pay your sources nearly enough. Besides, you’ve checked my clothes and everything else.”


    He didn’t laugh, nor would he ever during the time she was with him. “It’s in your head. Give it to me.” When she didn’t respond, he added, “We’ll stay out here until you give me the intel.”


    She recognized his threat, recognized, too, the impetus behind it. In his eyes she was an Egyptian female. As such, she was brought up to unquestioningly obey males; why should she be any different from any of the other females he knew? Because she was half American? He spit on Americans. Immediately she saw the advantage his mistake gave her. She stood up to him; she kept to her story; she defied him every step of the way; most importantly, she proved she couldn’t be intimidated.


    In the end, he’d backed down, had taken her back to Cairo, to the airport. At the boarding gate he handed back her passport as a gentleman might. It was a formal and somehow touching gesture. She turned away, certain she’d never see him again.


    



    



    The DCI nodded. “If you can use his attraction for you to your advantage, do so, because I have an uncomfortable feeling that Halliday is about to propose a major new military initiative based on the premise of an armed insurrection from inside Iran.”


    



    



    Leonid Arkadin was sitting in a café in Campione d’Italia, a picturesque Italian tax haven tucked away in the Swiss Alps. The tiny municipality rose steeply off the glassy ultramarine-blue surface of a clear mountain lake, studded with vessels of all sizes from rowboats to multimillion-dollar yachts, complete with the helipads, the copters, and, on the largest of these, the females to go with them.


    In a haze of detached amusement, Arkadin watched two long-stemmed models with the kind of perfectly bronzed skin only the privileged and wealthy know how to acquire. As he sipped a small cup of espresso, which was all but lost in his large, square hand, the two models climbed on top of a bald man with an exceedingly hairy body, stretched out on the sea-blue cushions of the yacht’s rear deck.


    He lost interest because for him pleasure was such an ephemeral concept, it lacked both form and function. His mind and his body were still bound to the iron-and-fire wheel of Nizhny Tagil, which just went to prove the old saw: You can take the man out of hell but you can’t take hell out of the man.


    The acrid taste of the toxic Nizhny Tagil sky was still in his mouth when, moments later, a man with skin the color of his espresso approached. Arkadin glanced up with an air close to indifference even as the man slithered into the chair across from him.


    “My name is Ismael,” the espresso man said. “Ismael Bey.”


    “Khoury’s right hand.” Arkadin finished off his cup, set it down on the small round table. “I’ve heard of you.”


    Bey, a rather young man, thin and bony as a starving dog, sported a dreadfully haunted look. “It’s done, Arkadin. You’ve won. With the death of Abdulla Khoury, I’m now the head of the Eastern Brotherhood, but I value my life more than my predecessor did. What do you want?”


    Arkadin took hold of his empty cup, moved it to the precise center of its saucer, all without taking his eyes from the other man’s. When he was ready, he said, “I don’t want your position, but I am going to take your power.”


    His lips formed the ghost of a smile, but there was something in the expression that sent a visible shiver of presentiment down the other’s spine. “To everyone in the outside world you have assumed the mantle of your fallen leader. However, everything—every decision, every action you will take from this moment on—originates with me; every dollar the Brotherhood makes flows through me. This is the new order of battle.”


    His smile turned lupine, and Bey’s face took on a green and shiny cast. “First in the order of battle is to choose a contingent of one hundred men from the Black Legion. Within the week I want them at a camp I’ve set up in the Ural Mountains.”


    Bey cocked his head. “A camp?”


    “They will be trained by me personally.”


    “Trained for what?”


    “For killing.”


    “Who are they meant to kill?”


    Arkadin pushed his empty cup across the table until it was sitting squarely in front of Ismael Bey. The gesture, for Bey, was unmistakable. He had nothing; he would have nothing unless he obeyed Arkadin studiously and completely.


    Without another word, Arkadin rose, and left Bey confronting the bleak face of his new future.


    



    



    Today I woke up thinking of Soraya Moore,” Willard said. “I was thinking that she must still be grieving over your death.”


    It was just after sunrise and, as he did every morning at this time, Bourne was sitting through Dr. Firth’s thorough and tedious examination.


    Bourne, who had come to know Willard quite well in the three months the two had been together, said, “I haven’t tried to contact her.”


    Willard nodded. “That’s good.” He was small and dapper, with gray eyes and a face that could assume any expression with an unconscious ease.


    “Until I find out who tried to kill me three months ago and I deal with him, I’m determined to keep Soraya out of the loop.” It was not that Bourne didn’t trust her—on the contrary—but because of her ties to CI and the people with whom she worked, he had decided from the first that the burden of truth would be unfair for her to carry with her to CI every day.


    “I went back to Tenganan but I could find no trace of the bullet,” Willard said. “I’ve tried everything else I can think of to discover who shot you, but so far no luck. Whoever he was covered his tracks with commendable ability.”


    Frederick Willard was a man who had worn a mask for so long that it had become part of him. Bourne had asked Moira to contact him because Willard was a man for whom secrets were sacred. He had faithfully kept all of Alex Conklin’s secrets at Treadstone; Bourne knew with the instinct of an injured animal that Willard would keep the secret that Bourne was still alive.


    At the time of Conklin’s murder Willard was already in his deep-cover position as chief steward at the NSA’s safe house in rural Virginia. It was Willard who had smuggled out the digital photos taken of the rendition and waterboarding cells in the house’s basement that had torpedoed Luther LaValle and had necessitated serious damage control from Secretary of Defense Halliday’s camp.


    “Finished,” Benjamin Firth said, getting up off his stool. “Everything is good. Better than good, I might say. The entry and exit wounds are healing at a truly remarkable rate.”


    “That’s because of his training,” Willard said confidently.


    But privately Bourne wondered whether his recovery was aided by the kencur—the resurrection lily—concoction Suparwita had made him drink just before he was shot. He knew he had to speak to the healer again if he was going to discover what had happened to him here.


    Bourne rose. “I’m going for a walk.”


    “As ever, I counsel against it,” Willard warned. “Every time you set foot outside this compound you risk compromising your security.”


    Bourne strapped on a lightweight backpack with two bottles of water. “I need the exercise.”


    “You can exercise here,” Willard pointed out.


    “Hiking up these mountains is the only way to build up my stamina.”


    This was the same argument they’d had every day since Bourne felt fit enough to take extended walks, and it was one bit of Willard’s advice that he chose to ignore.


    Opening the gate to the doctor’s compound, he set off briskly through the steep forested hills and terraced rice paddies of East Bali. It wasn’t only that he felt hemmed in within the stucco walls of Firth’s compound, or that he deemed it necessary to push himself through increasingly difficult stages of physical exertion, though either was reason enough for his daily treks. He was compelled to return time and again to the countryside where the tantalizing flame of the past, the sense that something important had happened to him here, something he needed to remember, was constantly flickering.


    On these hikes down steep ravines to rushing rivers, past animistic shrines to tiger or dragon spirits, across rickety bamboo bridges, through vast rice paddies and coconut plantations, he tried to conjure up the face of the silhouetted figure turning toward him that he saw in his dreams. To no avail.


    When he felt fit enough he went in search of Suparwita, but the healer was nowhere to be found. His house was inhabited by a woman who looked as old as the trees around her. She had a wide face, flat nose, and no teeth. Possibly she was deaf as well, because she stared at Bourne indifferently when he asked where Suparwita was in both Balinese and Indonesian.


    One morning that was already becoming hot and steamy, he paused above the highest terrace of a rice paddy, crossing the irrigation conduit to sit in the cool shade of a warung, a small family-run restaurant that sold snacks and drinks. Sipping green coconut water through a straw, he played with the youngest of the three children, while the eldest, a girl of no more than twelve, watched him with dark, serious eyes as she wove thin-cut palm fronds into an intricate pattern that would become a basket. The child—a boy of not more than two months—lay on the tabletop where Bourne sat. He gurgled while exploring Bourne’s fingers with his tiny brown fists. After a while, his mother took him up in her arms to feed him. The feet of Balinese children under the age of three months were not allowed to touch the ground, which meant they were held almost all the time. Maybe that was why they were so happy, Bourne reflected.


    The woman brought him a plate of sticky rice wrapped in banana leaf, and he thanked her. While he ate, he chatted with the woman’s husband, a wiry little man with large teeth and a cheery smile.


    “Bapak, you come here every morning,” the man said. Bapak meant “father.” It was the Balinese way of address, at once formal and intimate, another expression of life’s underlying duality. “We watch you as you climb. Sometimes you must stop to catch your breath. Once my daughter saw you bend over and vomit. If you are ill, we will help you.”


    Bourne smiled. “Thank you, but I’m not ill. Just a bit out of shape.”


    If the man disbelieved him, he didn’t show it. His veiny, big-knuckled hands lay on the table like chunks of granite. His daughter, finished with her basket, stared at Bourne while her nimble fingers, as if of their own accord, began work on another. Her mother came over, set her little boy in Bourne’s lap. Bourne felt his weight and his heartbeat against his chest, and was reminded of Moira, with whom he’d deliberately had no contact since she’d left the island.


    “Bapak, in what way can I help you get back in shape?” the boy’s father said softly.


    Did he suspect something or was he just being helpful? Bourne asked himself. Then he shrugged mentally. What did it matter, after all? Being Balinese, he was being genuine, which, in the end, was all that mattered. This was something Bourne had learned from his interaction with these people. They were the polar opposites of the treacherous men and women who inhabited his own shadow world. Here the only shadows were demons—and, furthermore, there were ways in which you could protect yourself against them. Bourne thought of the double ikat cloth that Suparwita had told Moira to buy for him.


    “There is a way,” Bourne said now. “You can help me find Suparwita.”


    “Ah, the healer, yes.” The Balinese paused, as if listening for a voice only he could hear. “He’s not at his home.”


    “I know. I was there,” Bourne said. “I saw an old woman without teeth.”


    The man grinned, showing his white teeth. “Suparwita’s mother, yes. A very old woman. Deaf as a coconut; mute as well.”


    “She was no help.”


    The man nodded. “What is inside her head, only Suparwita knows.”


    “Do you know where he is?” Bourne said. “It’s important I find him.”


    “Suparwita is a healer, yes.” The man studied Bourne in a kindly, even courteous, manner. “He has gone to Goa Lowah.”


    “Then I will go there.”


    “Bapak, it would not be wise to follow him.”


    “To be honest,” Bourne said, “I don’t always do the wise thing.”


    The man laughed. “Bapak, you are only human, after all.” His grin showed again. “Not to worry. Suparwita forgives foolish men as well as wise ones.”


    



    



    The bat, one of dozens clinging to the damp walls, opened its eyes and stared at Bourne. It blinked, as if it couldn’t believe what it was seeing, then returned to its diurnal slumber. Bourne, the lower half of his body wrapped in a traditional sarong, stood in the flowing heart of the Goa Lowah temple complex amid a welter of praying Balinese and Japanese tourists taking time out from their shopping sprees.


    Goa Lowah, which was near the town of Klungkung in southeast Bali, was also known locally as the Bat Cave. Many large temple complexes were built around springs because this water, erupting from the core of the island, was deemed sacred, able to spiritually cleanse those who worshipped there and partook of the water by both drinking it and sprinkling it over their heads. The sacred water at Goa Lowah bubbled up from the earth at the rear of a cave. This cave was inhabited by hundreds of bats that by day hung from the seeping calcite walls sleeping and dreaming, and by night flew into the inky sky in search of insects to gorge on. Though the Balinese often ate bats as a matter of course, the bats of Goa Lowah were spared that fate because anything that lived within a sacred space became sacred as well.


    Bourne had not found Suparwita. Instead he had come upon a small, wizened priest with splayed feet and teeth like a jackrabbit, performing a cleansing ceremony in front of a small stone shrine in which were set a number of flower offerings. About a dozen Balinese sat in a semicircle. As Bourne watched in silence, the priest took a small, plaited bowl filled with holy water and, using a palm leaf switch that he dunked into the water, sprinkled the heads of those in attendance. No one looked at Bourne or paid him the slightest attention. For them, he was part of another universe. This ability of the Balinese to compartmentalize their lives with utter and absolute authority was the reason their form of Hinduism and unique culture remained uncorrupted by outsiders even after decades of tourist invasions and pressure from the Muslims who ruled every other island in the Indonesian archipelago.


    There was something here for him, Bourne knew, something that was second nature to the Balinese, something that would help him to find out who he really was. Both David Webb, the person, and the Jason Bourne identity were incomplete: the one irrevocably shattered by amnesia, the other created for him by Alex Conklin’s Treadstone program.


    Was Bourne still the conflation of Conklin’s research, training, and psychological theories put to the ultimate test? Had he begun life as one person only to evolve into someone else? These were the questions that went to Bourne’s very heart. His future—and the impact he had on those he cared about and those he might even love—depended on the answer.


    The priest had finished and was putting away the plaited bowl in a niche in the shrine when Bourne felt an urgent need to be cleansed by that holy water.


    Kneeling behind the Balinese, he closed his eyes, allowed the priest’s words to flow over him until he was dislocated in time. He’d never before felt free of both the Bourne identity given to him by Alex Conklin and the incomplete person he knew as David Webb. Who was Webb, after all? The fact was, he didn’t know—or more accurately he couldn’t remember. There were pieces of him, to be sure, stitched together by psychologists and Bourne himself, and periodically other pieces, dislodged by some stimulus or other, would breach the surface of his consciousness with the force of a torpedo explosion. Even so, the truth was he was no closer to understanding himself—and ironically, tragically, there were times when he felt he understood Bourne far better than he did Webb. At least, he knew what motivated Bourne, whereas Webb’s motivations were still a complete mystery. Having tried and failed to reintegrate himself into Webb’s academic life, he’d decided to disengage himself from Webb. With a palpable start he realized that here on Bali he’d also begun to disengage from the Bourne identity with which he’d come to associate so closely. He thought about the Balinese he’d encountered here, Suparwita, the family that ran the mountain warung—even this priest whom he didn’t know at all, but whose words seemed to cloak him in an intense white light—and then he contrasted them with the Westerners, Firth and Willard. The Balinese were in touch with the spirits of the land, they saw good and evil and acted accordingly. There was nothing between them and nature itself, whereas Firth and Willard were creatures of civilization with all its layers of deceit, envy, greed. This essential dichotomy had opened his mind as nothing before. Did he want to be like Willard or like Suparwita? Was it a coincidence that the Balinese didn’t allow their children’s feet to touch the ground for three months—and that he’d been on Bali for precisely the same amount of time?


    Now, for the first time in his defective memory, unmoored from everything and everyone he knew, he felt able to look inside himself, and what he saw was someone he didn’t recognize—not Webb, not Bourne. It was as if Webb were a dream, or another identity assigned to him just as Bourne had been.


    Kneeling outside the Bat Cave with its thousands of denizens stirring restively, with the priest’s intonations transforming the intense Southern Hemisphere sunshine into prayer, he contemplated the chimeric landscape of his own soul, a place singularly twilit, like a deserted city an hour before dawn or the desolate seashore an hour after dusk, a place that slipped away from him, shifting like sand. And as he journeyed through this unknown country he asked himself this question:


    Who am I?

  


  
    CHAPTER 5

  


  
    The Joint Nsa-Dhs forensics team arrived in Cairo and, to the consternation of everyone except Soraya, was met at the airport by an elite contingent of al Mokhabarat, the national secret police. Team members and their belongings were poured into military vehicles and driven through the blistering heat, blazing sun, and urban chaos of Cairo. Heading southwest out of the city, they traveled toward the desert in glum and silent single file.


    “Our destination is near Wadi AlRayan,” Amun Chalthoum, the head of al Mokhabarat, said to Soraya. He had spotted her immediately, culled her out of the team to sit beside him in his vehicle, which was second behind a heavily armored halftrack that Chalthoum was doubtless using to flex his muscles in the face of the Americans.


    For Chalthoum time seemed to have stood still. His hair was still thick and dark, his wide copper-colored forehead still unlined. His black crow’s eyes deeply set above the hawk-beak of his nose still smoldered with suppressed emotion. He was large and muscular with the narrow hips of a swimmer or a climber. By contrast, he had the long, tapered fingers of a pianist or a surgeon. And yet something important had changed, because there was about him the sense of a fire barely banked. The nearer one got to him, the more one felt the quivering of his leashed rage. Now that she was sitting beside him, now that she felt the once familiar stirrings inside her, she realized why she hadn’t told Veronica Hart the whole truth: because she wasn’t at all certain that she could handle Amun.


    “So quiet. Are you not stirred by being back home?”


    “Actually, I was thinking about the last time you took me to Wadi AlRayan.”


    “That was eight years ago and I was simply trying to get at the truth,” he said with a shake of his head. “Admit it, you were in my country passing secrets—”


    “I admit nothing.”


    “—which by right belonged to the state.” He tapped his chest. “And I am the state.”


    “Le Roi le Veut,” she murmured.


    “The king wills it.” Chalthoum nodded. “Precisely.” And momentarily he took his hands off the wheel and spread his arms wide to encompass the desert into which they were just now driving. “This is the land of absolutism, Umm al-Dunya, the Mother of the Universe, but I’m not telling you anything you don’t already know. After all, you’re Egyptian, like me.”


    “Half Egyptian.” She shrugged. “Anyway, it doesn’t matter. I’m here to help my people find out what happened to the airliner.”


    “Your people.” Chalthoum spat out the words as if even the thought of them left a bitter taste in his mouth. “What about your father? What about his people? Has America so thoroughly destroyed the wild Arabian inside you?”


    Soraya put her head back against the seat and closed her eyes. She knew she’d better get her own feelings under control and soon, otherwise the entire mission could spiral out of control. Then she felt Amun’s arm brush up against hers and the hair at the back of her neck stirred. Good God, she thought, I can’t feel this way about him. And then she broke out in a cold sweat. Was this why I withheld the truth from Veronica—because I knew that if I told her everything she’d never have allowed me to come back here? And all at once she felt herself in jeopardy, not because of Amun but because of herself, her own runaway emotions.


    In an effort to regain some form of equilibrium she said, “My father never forgot he was Egyptian.”


    “So much so he changed his family name from Mohammed to Moore,” Chalthoum said bitterly.


    “He fell in love with America when he fell in love with my mother. The deep appreciation I have of it comes from him.”


    Chalthoum shook his head. “Why hide it? It was your mother’s doing.”


    “Like all Americans, my mother took for granted everything her country had to offer. She couldn’t have cared less about the Fourth of July; it was my father who took me to the fireworks celebrations on the Mall in Washington, DC, where he spoke to me about freedom and liberty.”


    Chalthoum bared his teeth. “I have to laugh at his naïveté—and yours. Frankly, I assumed you had a more… shall we say pragmatic outlook on America, the country that exports Mickey Mouse, war, and occupying armed forces with equal abandon.”


    “How convenient of you to forget that we’re also the country that keeps you safe from extremists, Amun.”


    Chalthoum clenched his teeth and was about to respond when the jouncing vehicle rolled through a cordon of his men, armed with submachine guns, keeping the mass of clamoring international press at a safe remove from the crash site, and ground to a halt. Soraya was the first out, settling her sunglasses more firmly on the bridge of her nose and the lightweight hat on her head. Chalthoum had been right about one thing: The airliner had fallen out of the sky not six hundred yards from the southeastern tip of the wadi, a body of water, complete with waterfalls, all the more spectacular because it was surrounded by desert.


    “Dear God,” Soraya murmured as she began a tour of the crash site, which had already been cordoned off, presumably by Amun’s people. The fuselage was in two main chunks, embedded in the sand and rock like grotesque monuments to an unknown god, but other pieces, violently disjointed from the body, were scattered about in a widening circle, along with one wing, bent in half like a green twig.


    “Notice the number of fuselage sections,” Chalthoum said, as he watched the American task force deploy. He pointed as they moved around the periphery of the site. “See here, and here. It’s also clear that the plane broke up in midair, not on impact, which, considering the composition of the ground, caused minimal further damage.”


    “So the plane looks more or less the way it did directly after the explosion.”


    Chalthoum nodded. “That’s correct.”


    Say what you wanted about him, when it came to his trade he was a first-rate practitioner. The trouble was that too often his trade included methods of interrogation and torture that would make even those running Abu Ghraib sick to their stomachs.


    “The destruction is terrible,” he said.


    He wasn’t kidding. Soraya watched as the forensics team put on plastic suits, slipped shoe coverings on. Kylie, the explosives-sniffing golden Lab, went in first with her handler. Then the task force split in two, the first group heading into the burned-out interior of the plane while the second began its examination of the ripped-open edges in an attempt to determine whether the explosion had been internal or external. Among this latter group was Delia Trane, a friend of Soraya’s and an explosives expert from ATF, the Bureau of Alcohol, Tobacco and Firearms. Though Delia was only thirty-four, her abilities were such that she was often on loan to various federal law enforcement agencies desperate for her expertise.


    Dogged by Chalthoum, Soraya headed into the circle of death, skirting bits of metal so black and twisted it was impossible to determine what they had once been. Fist-size globs that looked like hail on closer inspection turned out to be plastic parts that had melted down in the fiery conflagration. When she came to a human head, she stopped and crouched down. Almost all the hair and most of the flesh had been scorched to ash, which pocked the partially revealed skull like gooseflesh.


    Just beyond, a blackened forearm rose at an angle from the sand, the hand above it like a beckoning flag signifying a land where death ruled absolutely. Soraya was sweating, and not just from the brutal heat. She took a swig of water from a plastic bottle Chalthoum gave her, then proceeded on. Just before the yawning mouth of the fuselage, a team member handed her and Chalthoum plastic suits and shoe coverings that, despite the heat, they put on.


    After her eyes adjusted to the gloom, she took off her sunglasses, peered around. The seat rows were canted at a ninety-degree angle; the floor was where the left bulkhead would have been when the jetliner was right-side up and everyone inside had been alive, chatting, laughing, holding hands, or foolishly arguing until the final moment before oblivion. Bodies lay everywhere, some still in their seats, others thrown clear on impact. The explosion had completely disintegrated another section of the aircraft and those in it.


    She noticed that wherever a member of the American team went, he or she was shadowed by one of Amun’s people. It would have been comical if it weren’t so sinister. Her companion was clearly determined that the forensics team would not make a move, including relieving themselves in the dizzying heat and fetid stench of the portable latrines, without him knowing about it immediately.


    “The lack of humidity works in your favor, of course,” Chalthoum said, “slowing the decomposition of those bodies not incinerated beyond recognition.”


    “That will be a blessing to their families.”


    “Naturally so. But really, let’s not mince words, you haven’t given much thought to either the passengers or their families. You’re here to find out what happened to the aircraft: mechanical malfunction or an act of extremist terrorism.”


    He still had the utterly un-Egyptian knack of cutting directly to the quick. The country was a bureaucratic nightmare; nothing got done, not a single answer was forthcoming until at least fifteen people in seven different divisions were consulted and agreed on it. Soraya debated only a moment as to how to answer. “It would be foolish to pretend otherwise.”


    Chalthoum nodded. “Yes, because the world wants to know, needs to know. But my question to you is this: What then?”


    A typically astute query, she thought. “I don’t know. What happens then is not up to me.”


    She spotted Delia, signaled to her. Her friend nodded, picked her way through the debris and hunched-over workers, with their bright task lamps, to where she and Chalthoum stood just inside the roasting gloom.


    “Anything to report?” Soraya said.


    “We’re just beginning the prelim stages.” Delia’s pale eyes flicked toward the Egyptian and back to her friend.


    “It’s all right,” Soraya assured her. “If you have anything, even if it’s speculation, I need to know.”


    “Okay.” Delia’s mother was an aristocratic Colombian from Bogotá, and the daughter carried much of her maternal ancestors’ fiery blood. Her skin was as deep-toned as Soraya’s, but there the similarity ended. She had a plain face and a boyish figure, with blunt-cut hair, strong hands, and a no-nonsense manner that was often interpreted as rudeness. Soraya thought it refreshing; Delia was someone with whom she could let her hair down. “My sense is that it wasn’t a bomb. The explosion very clearly didn’t emanate from the luggage bay.”


    “So, what, a mechanical failure?”


    “Kylie says no,” Delia said. She meant the dog.


    There was that hesitation again, and it made Soraya uneasy. She considered pressing her friend, but then thought better of it. She’d have to find a way to talk to her without Amun hanging on their every word. She nodded, and Delia went back to her work.


    “She knows more than she’s telling,” Chalthoum said. “I want to know what’s going on.” When Soraya said nothing, he continued. “Go talk to her. Alone.”


    Soraya turned to him. “And then?”


    He shrugged. “Report back to me, what else?”


    



    



    It was very late by the time Moira was ready to leave the office. With a weary hand she switched off CNN, which she’d had on with the volume muted ever since the news of the airliner incident in Egypt broke. The incident unnerved her, as it had many people in the security field. No word on what had really happened—not even from her back-channel, not-for-attribution sources, whose terse responses were so brittle they set her teeth on edge. Meanwhile the press was having a typically monstrous field day—talking heads on TV speculating terrorist attack scenarios. And that didn’t even count the more out-and-out fabrications posing as “the truth they don’t want you to know” on thousands of Internet sites, including the toxic chestnut trotted out since 9/11 that the American government was behind the incident in order to advance its own casus belli, its case for war.


    As she took the elevator down to the underground garage, Moira’s mind was in two places at once: here with the new organization she was building and in Bali with Bourne. His grave wounds had made it more difficult to separate herself from him. What had seemed so simple when they’d discussed her future in the pool at the resort now seemed nebulous and vaguely anxiety producing. It wasn’t that she felt the need to take care of him—God knows she would not have made a decent nurse—but that within the eternity when his life had hung in the balance, she’d been forced to reassess her feelings for him. The possibility that he would be snatched from her filled her with dread. At least, she assumed it was dread, since she’d never before felt anything like it: a suffocating blackness that blotted out the sun at noon, the stars at midnight.


    Was this love? she wondered. Could love produce this madness that transcended time and space, that caused her heart to expand beyond its known limits, that turned her bones to jelly? How many times during the night had she been roused out of a shallow and restless sleep, compelled to pad into the bathroom to stare at the reflection in the mirror she did not recognize. It was as if she had been unceremoniously thrust into someone else’s life, a life she neither wanted nor understood.


    “Who are you?” she said over and over to that strange reflection. “How did you get here? What is it you want?”


    Neither she nor her reflection had answers. In the stillness of the night she wept for the loss of who she had been, in despair of the new and incomprehensible future that had invaded her body like a transfusion.


    But in the morning she was herself again: pragmatic, focused, ruthless both in her recruiting and in the stringent rules she set out for her operatives. She made each one swear allegiance to Heartland as if it were a sovereign nation—which in many respects Black River, her main rival, already was.


    And yet, the moment the sun fell from the sky, twilight and uncertainty crept through her, and her thoughts returned to Bourne with whom she’d had no contact since she had left Bali three months ago with the body of a dead Australian drifter and the paperwork identifying it as Bourne’s. It was a recurring disease she’d picked up on the island: The thought of his imminent death was enough to cause her to run, and keep running. Except that wherever she went she ended up at the terrifying place where she’d started, at the moment he’d fallen to the ground, at the moment her heart had stopped beating.


    The elevator door opened onto the shadow-drenched concrete expanse of the garage, and she stepped out, her car key in her hand. She hated this late-night walk through the almost deserted garage. The smears of oil and gas, the stench of exhaust, the echoes of her heels ringing against the concrete made her feel sad and achingly lonely, as if there was no place in the world she could call home.


    There were very few cars left; the parallel white lines painted on the unsealed concrete stretched away from her, ending where she’d parked her car. She heard the cadence of her own strides, saw the movement of her crooked shadow as it passed across one square pillar after another.


    She heard a car engine cough to life and came to a halt, standing still, her senses questing for the source. A dove-gray Audi pulled out from behind a pillar, turned on its headlights, and came toward her, gathering speed.


    She drew her custom Lady Hawk 9mm from its thigh holster, moved to an expert sharpshooter’s crouch, thumbed off the safety. She was just about to pull the trigger when the passenger’s-side window slid down and the Audi screeched to a halt, rocking on its shocks.


    “Moira—!”


    She bent her knees more to lower her line of vision.


    “Moira, it’s me, Jay!”


    Peering inside the Audi, she saw Jay Weston, an operative she’d poached from Hobart, the largest government ODC—overseas defense contractor—six weeks ago.


    At once she put up the Lady Hawk, holstered it. “Jesus, Jay, you could’ve gotten yourself killed.”


    “I need to see you.”


    She squinted. “Well, shit, you could’ve called.”


    He shook his head. His face was pinched and tight with unaccustomed tension. “Cell phones are too insecure. I couldn’t take the risk, not with this.”


    “Well,” she said, leaning on the window frame, “what’s so important?”


    “Not here,” he said, looking around furtively. “Not anywhere where we can be overheard.”


    Moira frowned. “Don’t you think you’re being a bit paranoid?”


    “Being paranoid is in my job description, isn’t it?”


    She nodded; she supposed it was. “All right, how d’you—”


    “I need to show you something,” he said, patting a pocket of an expensive-looking sapphire-blue suede jacket slung across the passenger’s seat, then took off toward the ramp up to the street before she had a chance to climb in or even answer him.


    She sprinted to her car, starting it up with the remote as she ran. Hauling open the door, she slid behind the wheel, slammed the door shut behind her, and put the car in gear. Jay’s Audi was waiting for her at the top of the ramp. The moment he saw her approach in his rearview mirror, he took off, turning right out of the garage. Moira followed.


    Late-night traffic with people returning home from the theater and movies was light, so there was no real reason for Jay to run the lights on P Street, but that’s precisely what he continued to do. Moira put on speed to keep up with him; more than once she barely avoided being clipped by the cross-street traffic, tires squealing, horns blaring angrily.


    Three blocks from her building they picked up a cop on a motorcycle. She flashed her high beams at Jay, but either he wasn’t looking or he chose to ignore her because he kept running the red lights. All at once she saw the cop flash by her, heading toward the Audi in front of her.


    “Shit,” she muttered, putting on some more speed.


    She was thinking of how she was going to explain her operative’s repeated infractions when the cop drew up alongside the Audi. An instant later he’d drawn his service revolver, aimed it squarely at the driver’s window, and pulled the trigger twice in close succession.


    The Audi bucked and swerved. Moira had only seconds to avoid slamming into the car, but she was fighting the immoderate speed of her own vehicle. At the periphery of her vision she saw the motorcycle cop peel off and head north at a cross street. The Audi, in the middle of a series of sickening pendulum-like swings, smashed into her, sending her car spinning.


    The collision flipped the Audi over like a beetle on its hard, shiny back. Then, as if a monstrous fingertip had flicked it, it continued to roll over, but Moira lost track of it as her car struck a streetlight and careened into a parked car, staving in the offside front fender and door. A blizzard of shattered glass covered her as she was jerked forward, hit the deployed air bag then dizzyingly was slammed back against her seat.


    Everything went black.


    Climbing carefully over the rows of seat backs was like wading into a sea frozen solid with reef-struck bodies. It was the small broken bodies of the children that were hardest to pass by without heartbreak. Soraya murmured a prayer for each of the souls deprived of the full flight of life.


    By the time she reached Delia’s position, she realized that she’d been holding her breath. She let it out now with a small hiss, the acrid odors of burned wiring, synthetic fabrics, and plastics invading her nostrils in full force.


    She touched her friend on the shoulder and, mindful of her Egyptian observer, said softly, “Let’s take a walk.”


    The observer made to follow them, but stopped at a subtle hand sign from Chalthoum. Outside, the desert light was blinding, even with sunglasses, but the heat was clean, the arid spice of the desert, the murderous sun a welcome respite from the death pit into which they’d both sunk. Coming home to the desert, Soraya thought, was like returning to a longed-for lover: The sand whispered against your skin in intimate caress. In the desert you could see things coming at you. Which was why people like Amun lied, because the desert told the truth, always, in the history it covered and uncovered, in the bones of civilization from which the eternal sand had scoured away all lies. Too much truth, people like Amun believed, was a terrible thing, because it left you nothing to believe in, nothing to live for. She knew she understood him far better than he understood her. He believed otherwise, of course, but that was a useful delusion for him to hold close.


    “Delia, what’s really going on?” Soraya asked when they’d plodded some distance away from the al Mokhabarat sentries.


    “Nothing I can substantiate at the moment.” She looked around to make sure they were alone. Seeing Chalthoum staring after them, she said, “That man is creeping me out.”


    Soraya moved them farther away from the Egyptian’s penetrating gaze. “Don’t worry, he can’t overhear what we say. What’s on your mind?”


    “Fucking sun.” Squinting behind her sunglasses, Delia used her hands to shadow her face. “My lips are going to peel off before the night is over.”


    Soraya waited while the sun continued to throb in the sky and Delia’s lips continued to burn.


    “Fuck it,” Delia said at last. “Five to two the crash wasn’t caused by something inside the aircraft.” She was an inveterate poker player; every situation was a matter of odds. She often transformed nouns into verbs, too. “I instinct a particular explosive.”


    “So it was no accident.” Soraya’s blood ran cold. “You ruled out a bomb so, what, an air-to-air missile?”


    Delia shrugged. “Could be, but you read the transcript of the flight crew’s last conversation with the tower at Cairo International. They saw no sign of a jet coming up on them.”


    “What about from underneath or behind?”


    “Sure, but then the radar would’ve picked it up. Besides, according to the copilot, he saw something smaller even than a private jet coming up on them.”


    “But only at the last possible instant. The explosion took place before he had time to describe what it was.”


    “If you’re right, that leads us toward a ground-to-air missile.”


    Delia nodded. “If we get lucky the black box will be intact, and its recorder might tell us more.”


    “When?”


    “You saw what a mess it is in there. It’s going to take a while to ascertain whether it’s even retrievable.”


    Soraya said in the dry, ominous whisper of the hot wind that reshapes the dunes, “A ground-to-air missile would bring an entire universe of very nasty possibilities into play.”


    “I know,” Delia said. “Such as the involvement, either complicit or implicit, of the Egyptian government.”


    Soraya couldn’t help but turn to look at Chalthoum. “Or al Mokhabarat.”

  


  
    CHAPTER 6

  


  
    Moira awoke to the ticking of her mother’s heart. It was as loud as a grandfather clock and it terrified her. For a moment she lay in a fury of darkness, reliving the blur of sound and motion as the paramedics came, took her mother off to the hospital, all seen through a haze of tears. That was the last time she saw her mother alive. She never had a chance to say good-bye; instead, the last words she’d said to her were “I hate your guts. Why don’t you stay out of my life!” All of a sudden her mother was dead. Moira was seventeen.


    Then the pain set in and she began screaming.


    The ticking was real; it was, in fact, the sound of the over-revved engine cooling. Hands were pulling at her, cutting through the web of her seat belt, the flaccid cloud of the air bag. As if in a dream, she felt her body moving, the drag of gravity settling in her shoulder and the pit of her stomach. Her head felt as if it had been split open; she was nauseated with pain. Then, with a crash that reverberated through the cotton in her ears, she was out of her steel cage. She felt the night air soft on her cheek, and there were voices near her, buzzing like angry insects.


    Her mother… the hospital waiting room, stinking of disinfectant and despair… the sight of the wax doll in the open coffin, horrifying in its inhuman lack of animation… at the cemetery, the yellow sky reeking of coal gas and sorrow… the ground swallowing the coffin whole, like a beast closing its jaws… clods of newly turned earth damp with rain and tears…


    Awareness returned to her slowly, like a fog creeping over a moor, and then, with the suddenness of a floodlight being switched on, full consciousness returned. Awakening from a dream, she knew where she was and what had happened. She felt death close by, knew that it had bypassed her by inches. Each breath felt like fire and ice, but she was alive. She wriggled her fingers and toes. All there; all working.


    “Jay,” she said into the face of the paramedic bent over her. “Is Jay all right?”


    “Who’s Jay?” a voice out of her field of vision said.


    “There was no one else in your car.” The paramedic had a kind face. He looked too young for this kind of work.


    “Not my car,” she managed. “The one in front.”


    “Oh, jeez,” came the voice at her side.


    The kind face above her split in sorrow. “Your friend… Jay. He didn’t make it.”


    Tears leaked from the corners of Moira’s eyes. “Oh, hell,” she said. “Oh, damn.”


    They began to work on her again, and she said, “I want to sit up.”


    “That wouldn’t be a good idea, ma’am,” the kind face said. “You’re in shock and—”


    “I’m sitting up,” Moira said, “with or without your help.”


    With hands under her arms, he drew her up. She was in the street, next to her car. When she tried to look around, she winced and lights exploded behind her eyes.


    “Get me to my feet,” she said through gritted teeth. “I need to see him.”


    “Ma’am—”


    “Is anything broken?”


    “No, ma’am, but—”


    “Then get me to my goddamn feet!”


    There were two of them now, the second one improbably looking younger than the first.


    “Do you even shave?” she said as they raised her off the tarmac. Her knees nearly buckled and a wave of blackness consumed her so she had to lean on them for a minute.


    “Ma’am, you’re white as a sheet,” the kind face said. “I really think—”


    “Please don’t call me ma’am. My name is Moira.”


    “The cops will be here in a minute,” the other one said under his breath.


    She felt a clutch in the pit of her stomach.


    The kind face said to her, “Moira, my name is Dave and my partner here is Earl. There are policemen who want to ask you what happened.”


    “It was a policeman who caused all this,” Moira said.


    “What?” Dave said. “What did you say?”


    “I want to see Jay.”


    “Believe me,” Earl said, “you really don’t.”


    Moira reached down, patted her Lady Hawk. “Don’t fuck with me, guys.”


    Without another word they took her down the street. It was littered with car parts and the glitter of blown-out windows and taillights. She saw a fire truck, an EMT ambulance beside the hideous wreck of the Audi. No one could have survived that crash. With each step she gained strength and confidence. She was banged up and bruised, possibly, as they said, in shock, but otherwise unscathed. Luck beyond words. She thought of the pig spirit in Bali, who must still be protecting her.


    “Here come the Warm Jets,” Earl said.


    “He means the cops,” Dave translated.


    “Guys,” she said, “I need some alone time with my friend and the cops won’t let me have it.”


    “Neither should we,” Dave said dubiously.


    “I’ll handle these bozos.” Earl peeled off to intercept them.


    “Steady on.”


    Dave gripped her more tightly as she staggered without Earl’s countervailing support. She took another couple of deep breaths to clear her mind and steady her body. She knew she had very little time before the cops would brush aside whatever smokescreen Earl managed to concoct.


    They passed the all-but-unrecognizable crumple-and-twist of the Audi. She took a deep breath, righted herself, then they were at what remained of Jay Weston. He looked more like a lump of raw meat than a human being.


    “How in the world did you get him out?”


    “Jaws of Life. In his case, it didn’t help.” Dave helped her to squat down beside the corpse, held her up as another wave of dizziness threatened to topple her. “It might be my job for this,” he said.


    “Relax. My friends will keep you safe.” Her eyes were roving over every inch of the wasteland that was Jay. “Jesus, nothing could survive this mash-up.”


    “What are you looking for?”


    “I wish I knew, but his jacket…”


    Dave reached down, drew something out from underneath the wreckage. “You mean this?”


    Moira’s heart rate accelerated. It was Jay’s sapphire-blue suede jacket, miraculously unscathed except for a couple of burned patches on the sleeves. It stank of smoke and toasted cologne.


    “Believe it or not, things like this happen all the time,” Dave said. He had deliberately positioned himself between Moira and the two cops who now brushed by Earl, having had their fill of his medical gobbledygook. “We find things—wallets, keys, baseball caps, condoms—you wouldn’t believe—in virtually mint condition, thrown clear of the most horrendous wrecks.”


    Moira was listening with only one ear as her nimble fingers rifled through the outer and inner pockets. Rolaids, two rubber bands, a paper clip, a pinch of lint. Inside pockets contained no wallet or ID of any kind, which was standard operating procedure. If he got into trouble or needed clearance he made a call. Money was somewhere on his person, burned to a crisp. But speaking of his cell, she palmed it as Dave rose to intercept the cops.


    She was about to give up when she spotted the loose thread at one of the inside seams. Pulling it opened a small hole out of which she dug a two-gigabyte thumb drive. Hearing the sound of heavy footfalls coming up behind her, she made the sign of the cross over Jay’s body and, with Dave’s strong hand gripping her elbow, stood up to face her wearying interview with the Warm Jets.


    Which turned out to be fully as stultifying and dunderheaded as she had foreseen, but at least she had the last laugh because before they got around to asking her the same questions for the third time she pulled out her Federal Securities Act ID, at which point they went silent. It was all Dave and Earl could do not to snicker into their red faces.


    “About this traffic cop,” Moira said. “I need to know who he was. I’ve already told you twice even though you clearly didn’t believe me, he discharged his weapon through the side window of Mr. Weston’s Audi.”


    “And you say Mr. Weston worked for you?” The taller of the two cops was a badge named Severin.


    When she said yes, he nodded at his partner, who stepped away to use his cell phone.


    “What were you doing kneeling over the body?” Severin said. Maybe he was just marking time, because he’d seen what she was doing and he’d already asked her twice.


    “Praying for my friend’s soul.”


    Severin frowned, though he nodded, possibly in sympathy. Then he jerked his head at Dave and Earl. “These yahoos shouldn’t have let you anywhere near your friend. This is a crime scene.”


    “So I understand.”


    His frown deepened, but the nature of his thoughts remained a mystery as his partner returned to the huddle.


    “Here’s a kick in the groin,” he said facetiously. “There’s no record of a motorcycle police from traffic or from any other department, for that matter, in this vicinity in the time frame we have.”


    “Damn it to hell.”


    Moira palmed open her cell, but before she had a chance to make a call, two men strode up. They wore identical dark suits but had the slope-shouldered military bearing of NSA operatives. She knew she was in trouble the moment they showed their IDs to the detectives.


    “We’ve got it from here, boys,” Dark Suit Number One said while his partner gave the cops the thousand-yard stare. As the police backed off, Dark Suit Number One slipped his hand into Moira’s pocket with the deftness of a professional pickpocket. “I’ll take that, Ms. Trevor,” he said, holding Jay’s cell between the tips of his blunt fingers.


    Moira lunged for it, but Dark Suit One snatched it out of her reach.


    “Hey, that’s the property of my company.”


    “Sorry,” Dark Suit One said, “this has been impounded as a matter of national security.”


    Before Moira could say a word he took her arm. “Now if you’ll be kind enough to come with us.”


    “What?” Moira said. “You have no right to do this.”


    “I’m afraid we do,” Dark Suit One said as his partner positioned himself on her other side. He held aloft Jay’s cell. “You were tampering with a crime scene.”


    As she was taken away, Dave took a step toward her.


    “Out of the way!” Dark Suit Number Two barked.


    His sharp tone seemed to take the paramedic aback and he stumbled against her, mumbled an apology, then backed away.


    Now Moira’s view of the scene changed so that she was able to see the man standing behind the NSA agent. It was Noah, staring at her with a feral grin. He took Jay’s cell and put it in his inside jacket pocket.


    As he walked away, he said, “You can’t say you weren’t warned.”


    



    



    Astride the motorbike Dr. Firth had rented, Bourne drove up into the East Bali mountains—almost straight up at several points—until he arrived at the foot of Pura Lempuyang, the Dragon Temple complex. He parked under the watchful eye of a diminutive attendant in a canvas chair protected from the fierce sun by the dappled shade of a tree. Buying a bottle of water at one of the line of stands that served both pilgrims and curious tourists, he set off up the stiff incline, wrapped in his traditional sarong and sash.


    The priest at the Bat Cave had not seen Suparwita, though he knew of him, but when Bourne had used him as a sounding board to describe his recurring dream, the priest had instantly identified the dragon staircases as those belonging to Pura Lempuyang. Bourne had left him after getting detailed directions to the temple complex high up on Mount Lempuyang.


    It did not take him long to reach the first temple, a simple enough affair that seemed more like an anteroom to the steep steps that led up to the second temple. By the time he reached the intricately carved gateway, the ache in his chest had turned into a pain that obliged him to pause. Looking through the arched gate, he saw the three staircases, even steeper than the two he’d just ascended. They were guarded by six enormous stone dragons whose sinuous and scaly bodies undulated up the stairway serving as banisters.


    The priest hadn’t steered him wrong. This was the place of his dream, this was where he’d been when he’d seen the figure framed in the archway turn toward him. Turning around, he peered through the archway at the breathtaking view of sacred Mount Agung, rising blue and misty, now wreathed in clouds, its iconic cone shape visible in all its monumental power.


    Drawn to the dragon staircases, Bourne continued his ascent. Stopping midway, he turned to look back at the gateway. There was the volcano framed between the soaring teeth that formed the entrance. His heart skipped a beat as a figure was silhouetted against Mount Agung. Involuntarily, he took a step down, then saw the figure was that of a little girl in a red-and-yellow sarong. She turned, moving in that liquid, sinuous way of all Balinese children, and abruptly vanished, leaving only dusty sunlight in her wake.


    Resuming his climb, Bourne soon reached the upper plaza of the temple. There were a few people scattered here and there. A man knelt, praying. Bourne wandered aimlessly among the heavily carved structures, feeling somehow that he was floating, as if he had entered his dream, his past, but as a stranger returning to a place of forgotten familiarity.


    He wished this place struck a chord, but it didn’t, which bothered him. His experience with his form of amnesia was that a name, a sight, a smell often triggered a return of his lost memory about a place or a person. Why had he been in Bali? Being here in this place he had been dreaming about for months should have released the memories from the well of his mind. But those memories were like a fluke on a sandy sea bottom—that strange creature with two eyes on one side and none on the other—either all there or not at all.


    The man at prayer was finished. He rose from his kneeling position and, as he turned around, Bourne recognized Suparwita.


    His heart beating fast, he walked over to where Suparwita stood, contemplating him.


    “You look well,” Suparwita said.


    “I survived. Moira thinks it’s because of you.”


    The healer smiled, looked beyond Bourne for a moment, at the temple. “I see you’ve found part of your past.”


    Bourne turned, looked as well. “If I have,” he said, “I don’t know what it is.”


    “And yet you came.”


    “I’ve been dreaming about this place ever since I got here.”


    “I’ve been waiting for you, and the powerful entity who guides and protects you brought you.”


    Bourne turned back. “Shiva? Shiva is the god of destruction.”


    “And of transformation.” Suparwita raised an arm, indicating that they should walk. “Tell me about your dream.”


    Bourne looked around. “I’m here, looking back at Mount Agung through the entryway. Suddenly, there’s a figure silhouetted there. It turns to look at me.”


    “And then?”


    “And then I wake up.”


    Suparwita nodded slowly, as if he half expected this answer. They had walked the entire circumference of the temple plaza, and now had reached the area just in front of the entryway. The angle of light was just as it was in his dream, and Bourne gave a little shiver.


    “You were seeing the person you were here with,” Suparwita said. “A woman named Holly Marie Moreau.”


    The name sounded vaguely familiar, but Bourne couldn’t place it. “Where is she now?”


    “I’m afraid she’s dead.” Suparwita pointed to the space between the two heavily carved teeth of the gateway. “She was there, just as you remember in your dream, and then she was gone.”


    “Gone?”


    “She fell.” Suparwita turned to him. “Or was pushed.”

  


  
    CHAPTER 7

  


  
    God in Heaven, it’s hotter than Hades in there, even without these clean suits.” Delia wiped the sweat off her face. “Good news. We’ve recovered the black box.”


    Soraya, standing with Amun Chalthoum inside one of the tents his people had erected adjacent to the crash site, was grateful for the interruption. Being with Amun in such close quarters had put her nerves on overload. That there were so many layers to their relationship—professional, personal, ethnic—was difficult enough, but they were also frenemies, ostensibly on the same side but underneath fierce competitors for intel, bound to governments with vastly different agendas. So their dance was complex, often dizzyingly so.


    “What does it tell you?” Chalthoum said.


    Delia gave him one of her Sphinx-like looks. “We’ve just begun analyzing the instrument data from the aircraft’s last moments, but from the cockpit conversation it’s perfectly clear the crew didn’t see an aircraft of any kind. However, the copilot saw something at the very last minute. It was small, coming at them very fast.”


    “A missile,” Soraya said while looking into Amun’s face. She wondered whether he already knew this. He would if al Mokhabarat had been complicit in the incident. But Chalthoum’s dark face remained impassive.


    Delia was nodding. “A ground-to-air missile seems the likeliest scenario at this stage.”


    “So,” Chalthoum said in his native tongue even before Delia had left the tent, “it seems as if the United States isn’t protecting us from extremists, after all.”


    “I think it would better serve both of us to start figuring out who was responsible,” she said, “rather than pointing fingers, don’t you?”


    Chalthoum watched her carefully for a moment, then nodded, and they retreated to opposite sides of the tent to update their superiors. Using the Typhon satellite phone she’d brought with her, Soraya called Veronica Hart.


    “This is bad news,” Hart said from halfway around the world. “The very worst.”


    “I can only imagine how Halliday is going to run with it.” While Soraya spoke, she assumed Chalthoum was briefing the Egyptian president with the same information Delia had provided. “Why do good things happen to bad people?”


    “Because life is chaos, and chaos can’t distinguish between good and evil.” There was a slight pause before Hart continued. “Any news on the MIG?” She meant the Iranian militant indigenous group.


    “Not yet. We’ve had our hands full with the crash. The scene is horrific and the conditions are next to intolerable. Besides, I haven’t had three minutes to myself.”


    “This can’t wait,” Hart said firmly. “Finding out about the Iranian indigenous group is your primary mission.”


    



    



    The two of you came to me,” Suparwita said. “Holly was extremely agitated, but she wouldn’t tell you why.”


    Bourne stared at the spot where the body must have ended up, where his new beginning lay shattered. Why had he been so foolish to think that his past was dead and buried when, even here in a remote corner of the world, it existed like an egg waiting to hatch? Another piece of his past, another death. Why was he always entwined with loss of life?


    He continued to stare down the three steep staircases with the undulating dragon banisters. He tried to remember that day: if he’d rushed to this spot, if the woman was already a bloody heap far away as he flew down the steps. He strained to recall anything about the incident, but his mind was enclosed by a gray fog, thick as the stone dragons, fierce and implacable guardians of the temple. Was the fog protecting him from the terrible event here?


    The pain in his chest, his constant companion in the aftermath of the shooting, accelerated, spreading out into his entire torso.


    His face must have gone gray because Suparwita said, “This way.”


    They made their way from the lintel, from the chasm of the past, and walked back onto the temple plaza and into the cool shade of a towering wall into which was carved an army of demons being opposed by the local dragon spirits.


    Bourne sat and drank water. The healer stood, hands folded together, waiting patiently. Bourne was reminded of what he liked so much about Moira—no fussing, no coddling, just no-nonsense responses.


    At length, Suparwita said, “You came because of Holly. She’d heard about me, I suppose.”


    As he breathed into the pain, taking long, deep, controlled breaths, he said, “Tell me what happened.”


    “There was a shadow over her, as if she’d brought something horrible with her.” Suparwita’s liquid eyes rested gently on Bourne’s face. “She’d always been placid, she said. No, that’s the wrong word—lacking in affect, that’s better. But now she was terrified. She was up at night, she started at loud noises, she bit her nails to the quick. She told me that she never sat near windows. When you went to a restaurant she’d insist on a table in the rear, where she could look out at the rest of the room. Then you said that even in the shadows, you could see that her hands shook. She’d tried to hide it by holding her glass in a death grip, but you would see it when she reached for a fork or pushed her plate away.”


    The soft thrum of an airplane engine could be heard briefly interrupting the bird chatter. Then all was still again. On an adjacent mountainside, thin streamers of smoke rose from the burn-off fires at the periphery of the rice paddies.


    Bourne gathered himself. “Perhaps she had somehow come unhinged.”


    The healer nodded uncertainly. “Possibly. But I can tell you that her terror came from a real source. I think you knew that, too, because you weren’t humoring her, you were trying your best to help her.”


    “So she could have been running from something or someone. What happened next?”


    “I cleansed her,” Suparwita said. “She was entangled with demons.”


    “Yet she died.”


    “And so did you—almost.”


    Bourne thought about Moira’s insistence that they see the healer; he thought about Suparwita saying, “All this has happened before, and it will happen again.” Death following on the heels of life. “Are you saying that the two incidents are somehow connected?”


    “That wouldn’t be credible.” Suparwita sat beside him. “But Shiva was here then, and Shiva is here now. We ignore these signs at our peril.”


    He was the last patient Benjamin Firth was scheduled to see that day. He was a tall, cadaverously thin New Zealander, with yellow skin and feverish eyes. He wasn’t from Manggis or any of the surrounding villages—a small enough area—because Firth knew them all. Yet he seemed familiar and when he gave his name as Ian Bowles, Firth recalled him coming in twice or three times over the past several months with massive migraines. Today he complained of stomach and bowel problems, so Firth had him lie down on the examining table.


    As he took his vitals, he said, “How’re your migraines?”


    “Fine,” Bowles said absently, and then in a more focused tone, “Better.”


    After palpating his stomach and abdomen, Firth said, “I can’t find anything wrong with you. I’ll just do a blood workup and in a couple of days—”


    “I require information,” Bowles said softly.


    Firth stood very still. “I beg your pardon.”


    Bowles stared up at the ceiling as if deciphering the shifting patterns of light. “Forget the vampire tactics, I’m right as rain.”


    The doctor shook his head. “I don’t understand.”


    Bowles sighed. Then sat up so abruptly, he startled Firth. He grabbed Firth’s wrist with a horribly fierce grip. “Who’s the patient you’ve had here for the last three months?”


    “What patient?”


    Bowles clicked his tongue against the roof of his mouth. “Hey, Doc, I didn’t come here for my health.” He grinned. “You’ve got a patient stashed away here and I want to know about him.”


    “Why? What do you care?”


    The New Zealander jerked even harder on Firth’s wrist, pulling the doctor closer to him. “You operate here without interference, but all good things come to an end.” His voice lowered significantly. “Now listen up, you idiot. You’re wanted for negligent homicide by the Perth police.”


    “I was drunk,” Firth whispered. “I didn’t know what I was doing.”


    “You operated on a patient while under the influence, Doc, and he died. That’s it in a nutshell.” He shook Firth violently. “Isn’t it?”


    The doctor closed his eyes and whispered, “Yes.”


    “So?”


    “I have nothing to tell you.”


    Bowles moved to slide off the table. “Then off we go to the cops, bud. Your life is toast.”


    Firth, trying to squirm away, said, “I don’t know anything.”


    “Never gave you a name, did he?”


    “Adam,” Firth said. “Adam Stone.”


    “That’s what he said? Adam Stone.”


    Firth nodded. “I confirmed it when I saw his passport.”


    Bowles dug in a pocket, produced a cell phone. “Doc, here’s all you have to do in order to stay out of jail for life.” He held out the cell. “Get me a picture of this Adam Stone. A good, clear one of his face.”


    Firth licked his lips. His mouth was so dry he could scarcely speak. “And if I do this you’ll leave me alone?”


    Bowles winked. “Bank on it, Doc.”


    Firth took the cell with a hollow feeling in his chest. What else was he to do? He had no expertise with these kinds of people. He tried to comfort himself with the knowledge that at least he hadn’t divulged Jason Bourne’s real name, but that gesture would become meaningless the moment he gave this man Bourne’s photo.


    Bowles jumped off the table, but he still hadn’t let go of Firth’s wrist. “Don’t get any stupid ideas, Doc. You tell anyone about our little arrangement and sure as I’m standing here someone will put a bullet in the back of your head, follow?”


    Firth nodded mechanically. A numbness had spread through him, rooting him to the spot.


    Bowles let him go at last. “Glad you could make room for me, Doc,” he said in a louder voice for anyone who might be around. “Tomorrow, same time. You’ll have the test results by then, isn’t that right?”

  


  
    CHAPTER 8

  


  
    Nagorno-Karabakh was in the west of Azerbaijan, a hotly contested area of the country ever since Joseph Stalin tried to ethnically cleanse this part of the former Soviet Union of Armenians. The advantage for Arkadin of staging a strike force in Azerbaijan was that it bordered on the northwestern edge of Iran. The advantage of choosing this particular area was threefold: It was rugged terrain, identical to that of Iran; it was sparsely populated; and the people here knew him because he’d made more than a dozen runs for Dimitri Maslov and then Semion Icoupov, trading semi-automatic rifles, grenades, rocket launchers, and so forth to the Armenian tribal leaders who were waging a continuous guerrilla war against the Azerbaijani regime, just as they had against the Soviets until the fall of the Soviet empire. In exchange, Arkadin received packets of brownish morphine bricks of exceedingly high quality, which he transported overland to the port city of Baku, where they were loaded onto a merchant ship that would take them due north across the Caspian Sea to Russia.


    All in all, Nagorno-Karabakh was as secure a place as Arkadin could possibly find. He and his men would be left alone, and the tribesmen would protect him with their lives. Without the weapons provided by him and the people he worked for they would have been beaten into the dry red dirt of their homeland, exterminated like vermin. Armenians had settled here, between the Kura and Araxes rivers, during Roman times and had remained here ever since. Arkadin understood their fierce homeland pride, which was why he’d decided that Nagorno-Karabakh was the place to commence trading. It was a politically savvy move as well. Since the weapons sold to the Armenian tribesmen helped destabilize the country and thus gave it a rude shove back toward Moscow’s orbit, the Kremlin was all too happy to turn a blind eye to the trades.


    Now his strike force was going to train here.


    It was hardly a surprise that when he arrived the leaders greeted him like a conquering hero.


    Not that this homecoming of sorts was simply pleasant; nothing in Arkadin’s life was simple. Possibly he had misremembered the landscape or perhaps something had changed inside him. Either way, the moment he drove into the Nagorno-Karabakh area it was as if he’d been hurled back into Nizhny Tagil.


    The camp had been set up precisely to his specifications: Ten tents made of camouflage material ringed a large oval compound. To the east was the landing strip where his plane had touched down. At the other end of it was a short L-shaped extension on which was sitting an Air Afrika Transport cargo plane. The tents had an aspect he hadn’t anticipated: They reminded him of the ring of high-security prisons that girdled Nizhny Tagil, the town in which he’d been born and raised, if you could call living with psychotic parents being raised.


    But again, memory was not a simple matter. Twenty minutes after arriving, having entered one of the tents that had been set up as his command station, he was inspecting the impressive array of weaponry he’d had transshipped: AK-47 Lancasters, AR15 Bushmasters and LWRC SRT 6.8mm assault rifles, World War II US Marine M2A1-7 flamethrowers, armor-piercing grenades, shoulder-fired FIM-92 Stinger missiles, mobile howitzers, and, the key to his mission, three AH-64 Apache helicopters loaded with AGM-114 Hellfire missiles with specially made dual-charge nose cones of depleted uranium, unconditionally guaranteed by the seller to penetrate even the most heavily armored vehicle.


    Dressed in camo fatigues, armed with a metal baton on one hip and an American Colt .45 on the other, Arkadin emerged from the largest of the tents and was met by Dimitri Maslov, the head of the Kazanskaya, the most powerful family of the Moscow mob. Maslov looked like a street fighter who was calculating how to pin you in the least amount of time and with the maximum pain. His hands were large, thick, and broad, and looked like they could wring the neck of anyone and anything. His muscular legs ended in outlandishly dainty feet, as if they’d been grafted on from someone else’s body. He’d grown his hair since the last time Arkadin had seen him and, dressed in lightweight camo fatigues, had something of the anarchic air of Che Guevara.


    “Leonid Danilovich,” Maslov said with false heartiness, “I see you’ve wasted no time in putting our war matériel to use. Well, good, it cost a fucking fortune.”


    With Maslov were two no-neck bodyguards, their fatigues sporting immense sweat rings, clearly out of their element in this hot climate.


    Looking past the human weapons, Arkadin eyed the grupperovka chief with a kind of impersonal distrust. Ever since he’d defected from being the Kazanskaya’s main enforcer to working exclusively for Semion Icoupov, he wasn’t sure where he stood with the man. That they were doing business now meant nothing; a combination of compelling circumstance and powerful partner thrust them together. Arkadin had the impression that they were two pit bulls deciding how to finish the other off. This was borne out when Maslov said, “I still haven’t gotten over the loss of my Mexican pipeline. I can’t help feeling that if you’d been available, I wouldn’t have lost it.”


    “Now I believe you’re exaggerating, Dimitri Ilyinovich.”


    “But instead you dropped out of sight,” Maslov continued, deliberately ignoring Arkadin. “You were unreachable.”


    Arkadin thought he’d better pay attention now. Did Maslov suspect that he had taken Gustavo Moreno’s laptop, a prize that Arkadin was certain Maslov thought was rightfully his?


    Arkadin thought it best to change the subject. “Why are you here?”


    “I always like to see my investments firsthand. Besides, Triton, the man coordinating the entire operation, wanted a firsthand report on your progress.”


    “Triton need only have called me,” Arkadin said.


    “He’s a cautious man, our Triton, or so I’ve heard. I’ve never met him myself—frankly, I don’t know who he is, only that he’s a man with deep pockets and the wherewithal to mount this ambitious project. And don’t forget, Arkadin, it was I who recommended you to Triton. ‘There’s no one better to train these men,’ I told him in no uncertain terms.”


    Arkadin thanked Maslov, even though privately it pained him to do so. On the other side of the ledger, it warmed him to know that Maslov had no idea who Triton was or who he worked for, whereas he himself knew everything. Maslov’s amassed millions had made him overconfident and sloppy, which in Arkadin’s opinion made him ripe for the slaughter. That would come, he told himself, in time.


    When Maslov had phoned him with the proposition laid out by Triton, he’d at first refused. Now that he was the power behind the Eastern Brotherhood he neither needed nor wanted to hire himself out as a freelancer. When Maslov’s flattery, describing Arkadin and the Black Legion’s crucial part in the plan, had failed to move him, the twenty-million-dollar fee was dangled in front of his face. Still, he hesitated, until he’d learned that the target was Iran, the objective to overthrow the current regime. Then the dazzling prospect of Iran’s oil pipeline danced through his head: untold billions, untold power. This prize took his breath away. He was canny enough to know, though Maslov was careful not to mention it, that Triton’s aim must be the pipeline, too. His endgame was to double-cross Triton at the last minute, to snatch the pipeline for himself, but to do that he needed to properly assess his enemy’s resources. He needed to know who Triton was.


    He saw someone emerge from the interior of the jeep that he’d been warned by tribal lookouts had brought Maslov and his thugs here. At first the heat rising from the freshly laid tarmac obscured the man’s face. Not that it mattered; Arkadin recognized that easy, loping gait, so deliberately like Clint Eastwood’s in A Fistful of Dollars.


    “What’s he doing here?” Arkadin struggled to keep the sharp edge out of his voice.


    “Who? Oserov?” Maslov said in all innocence. “Vylacheslav Germanovich is now my second in command.” He shook his head ingenuously. “Did I fail to mention that? I would have if I’d been able to get hold of you to protect my Mexican interests.” He shrugged. “But, alas…”


    Oserov was smiling now, in that half-ironic, half-condescending expression that had been tattooed into Arkadin’s brain in Nizhny Tagil. Was graduating Oxford a license to act superior to every other grupperovka member in Russia? Arkadin didn’t think so.


    “Arkadin, really?” Oserov said in British English. “Bloody shocking you’re still alive.”


    Arkadin hit him hard on the point of the chin. Oserov, that vile smile still stitched to his face, was already on his knees, his eyes rolling, by the time Maslov’s bodyguards stepped in.


    Maslov held up one hand to stay them. Nevertheless, his face was dark and congested with anger. “You shouldn’t have done that, Leonid Danilovich.”


    “You shouldn’t have brought him.”


    Unmindful of the weapons drawn on him, Arkadin knelt beside Oserov. “So here you are in the blazing Azerbaijani sun, so far from home. How does it feel?”


    Oserov’s eyes were bloodshot and a thin trail of pink drool descended like a strand of a spider’s web from one corner of his mouth, but he never stopped smiling. All at once, he reached out and grabbed Arkadin by his shirtfront, jerking him closer.


    “You’ll live to regret this insult, Leonid Danilovich, now that Mischa is no longer alive to protect you.”


    Arkadin sprang away and rose to his feet. “I told you what I’d do to him if I saw him again.”


    Maslov’s eyes narrowed. His face still had that congested look. “That was a long time ago.”


    “Not for me,” Arkadin said.


    Now he had made his stand, made an unequivocal statement that Maslov couldn’t ignore. Nothing would be the same between them, which came as a distinct relief to Arkadin, who had the captive’s innate horror of inaction. To him, change was life. Dimitri Maslov had always thought of Arkadin as a workman, someone he hired and then forgot about. That perception needed to change. Maslov had to be made aware that the two men were now equals. Arkadin didn’t have the luxury of time to finesse his new, elevated status.


    As Oserov regained his feet, Maslov threw his head back and laughed, but he sobered quickly enough. “Get back to the car, Vylacheslav Germanovich,” he said under his breath to Oserov.


    Oserov was about to say something, but changed his mind. With a murderous look at Arkadin, he turned on his heel and stalked away.


    “So, you’re a big man now,” Maslov said in an easy tone that didn’t quite mask the undertone of menace in his voice.


    Which meant, Arkadin understood, I knew you when you were nothing but a ragged fugitive from Nizhny Tagil, so if you mean to come after me, don’t.


    “There are no big men,” Arkadin replied with equanimity, “only big ideas.”


    The two men stared at each other in total silence. Then, as one, they began to laugh. They laughed so hard, the bodyguards looked at each other questioningly and holstered their handguns. Meanwhile, Arkadin and Maslov punched each other lightly, then embraced as brothers. But for Arkadin, he knew he had to be even more wary of a knife being slipped between his ribs or a bit of cyanide in his toothpaste.


    



    



    Bourne made his way down the steep hillside from the warung at the summit of the rice paddies. Down below, two adolescents were just visible exiting their family compound to go to school in Tenganan village.


    He continued to descend the steep, rocky path at an almost breathtaking pace, passing the compound where the two teens had come from. A man—doubtless their father—was chopping wood, and a woman was stirring a wok-like pan over an open flame. Two skinny dogs came out to observe Bourne’s passing, but the adults couldn’t have cared less.


    The path flattened out quickly now, becoming packed dirt, somewhat wider, with the occasional rock and pile of cow manure to circumnavigate. This was the path that he and Moira had been forced to take by the “beater” who had cleverly herded them toward the killing ground in Tenganan.


    Passing through the arched gateway, he picked his way past the school and the empty badminton court. Then all at once he was in the sacred open space occupied by the three temples. Unlike the first time he had been here, the temples were empty. High above, curlicue clouds tumbled across the cerulean sky. A small breeze stirred the treetops. His steps, light and virtually silent, caused little or no stir among the herd of cows and their calves lounging against the cool stone walls of the temple at the far end, the one dappled in shade. Save for the animals, the glade was deserted.


    As he cut between the central temple and the one on the right he experienced an eerie sense of dislocation. He passed the patch of dirt where he had lain in his own blood while Moira, her face pinched with horror, had knelt over him. Time seemed to stretch into infinity, then, as he moved on, to snap back like a rubber band.


    Leaving the rear walls of the temples behind him, he soon found himself back on steeply pitched land. The forest rose like a thick green wall above him, like a many-pagodaed temple complex, reaching toward the sky. This was where the shooter must have been lying in wait for him.


    Just inside the lowest fringe of the dense forest sat a small stone shrine, its flanks wrapped in the traditional black-and-white-checked cloth, the whole protected by a small yellow parasol. The local spirit was in residence, and so was someone else. Seeing a small movement out of the corner of his eye, Bourne lunged into the foliage, wrapped his hand around a thin, brown arm, and drew out of the shadows the eldest daughter of the family that owned the warung.


    For a long moment, they stood staring silently at each other. Then Bourne knelt down so he was at her eye level.


    “What’s your name?” he asked her.


    “Kasih,” she said at once.


    He smiled. “What are you doing here, Kasih?”


    The girl’s eyes were deep as pools, dark as obsidian. She had long hair that came down past her narrow shoulders. She wore a coffee-colored sarong with a pattern of frangipani blossoms just like his double ikat. Her skin was silky and unblemished.


    “Kasih—?”


    “You were hurt three full moons ago in Tenganan.”


    The smile Bourne kept on his face turned tissue-thin. “You’re mistaken, Kasih. That man died. I went to his funeral in Manggis before his body was flown back to the United States.”


    The outer corners of her eyes turned up and she gave him a curious smile, as enigmatic as the expression of the Mona Lisa. Then she reached out and her fingers opened his sweat-drenched shirt, revealing the bandaged wound.


    “You were shot, Bapak,” she said as gravely as an adult. “You didn’t die, but it’s hard for you to climb our steep hills.” She cocked her head. “Why do you do it?”


    “So that one day it won’t be hard.” He rebuttoned his shirt. “This is our secret, Kasih. No one else must find out, otherwise—”


    “The man who shot you will come back.”


    Rocked back on his heels, Bourne felt his heartbeat accelerate. “Kasih, how do you know that?”


    “Because demons always return.”


    “What do you mean?”


    Reverently approaching the shrine, she placed a handful of red and violet blossoms in the shrine’s small niche, pressing her palms together at forehead height, bowing her head in a brief prayer to protect them against the evil demons that lurked in the forest’s restless green shadows.


    When she was finished, she stepped back and, kneeling, began to dig at the rear corner of the shrine. A moment later she plucked out of the black, volcanic earth a small package of tied banana leaves. She turned and, with a fearful look in her eyes, presented it to Bourne.


    Brushing off the soft clots of dirt, he untied and peeled back the leaves, one by one. Inside, he discovered a human eyeball, made of acrylic or glass.


    “It’s the demon’s eye, Bapak,” she said, “the demon who shot you.”


    Bourne looked at her. “Where did you find this?”


    “Over there.” She pointed to the base of an immense pule or milk wood tree not more than a hundred yards away.


    “Show me,” he said, following her through the tall fan-like ferns to the tree.


    The girl would approach no closer than three paces, but Bourne hunkered down on his hams at the spot she indicated, where the ferns were broken, trampled down as if someone had left in great haste. Cocking his head up, he eyed the network of branches.


    As he made to climb up, Kasih gave a little cry. “Oh, please don’t! The spirit of Durga, the goddess of death, lives in the pule.”


    He swung one leg up, gaining a foothold on the bark, and smiled reassuringly at the girl. “Don’t worry, Kasih, I’m protected by Shiva, my own goddess of death.”


    Ascending swiftly and surely, he soon came to the thick, almost horizontal branch he had spied from the ground. Arranging himself along it on his belly, he found himself peering out through a narrow gap in the tangle of trees at the precise spot where he’d been shot. He rose up on one elbow, looked around. In a moment he found the small hollow in the place where the branch was thickest as it attached to the trunk. Something glinted dully there. Plucking it out, he saw a shell casing. Pocketing this, he shimmied back down the tree, where he grinned down at the clearly nervous girl.


    “You see, safe and sound,” he said. “I think Durga’s spirit is in another pule tree on the other side of Bali today.”


    “I didn’t know Durga could move around.”


    “Of course she can,” Bourne said. “This isn’t the only pule on Bali, is it?”


    She shook her head.


    “That proves my point,” Bourne said. “She’s not here today. It’s perfectly safe.”


    Kasih still appeared troubled. “Now that you have the demon’s eyeball, you’ll be able to find him and stop him from coming back, won’t you?”


    He knelt beside her. “The demon isn’t coming back, Kasih, that I promise you.” He rolled the eyeball between his fingers. “And, yes, with its help I hope to find the demon who shot me.”


    



    



    Moira was taken by the two NSA agents to Bethesda Naval Hospital, where she was subjected to a medical workup both harrowing and stultifying in its thoroughness. In this way, the night crawled by. When, just after ten the next morning, she was declared physically fit, materially unimpaired by the car crash, the NSA agents told her that she was free to go.


    “Wait a minute,” she said. “Didn’t you say you were taking me in for tampering with a crime scene?”


    “We did take you in,” one of the agents said in his clipped Midwestern accent. Then the two of them walked out, leaving her confused and not a little alarmed.


    Her alarm escalated significantly when she called four different people at the Department of Defense and State, all of whom were either “in a meeting,” “out of the building,” or, even more ominously, simply “unavailable.”


    She had just finished putting on her makeup when her cell buzzed with a text message from Steve Stevenson, the undersecretary for acquisition, technology and logistics at the DoD who’d recently hired her.


    perry 1hr, she read off her screen. Quickly erasing it, she applied lipstick, gathered up her handbag and checked out of the hospital.


    It was twenty-three miles from the Bethesda Naval Hospital to the Library of Congress. Google Maps claimed the ride would take thirty-six minutes, but that had to have been at two in the morning. At 11 am, when Moira took the trip by taxi, it was twenty minutes longer, which meant she got to her destination with almost no time to spare. On the way, she had phoned her office, asked for a car to meet her, giving an address three blocks from her current destination.


    “Bring a laptop and a burner,” she said before flipping her phone closed.


    It was only when she exited the taxi that she felt aches and pains spring up in all parts of her body. She felt a massive post-trauma headache coming on. Digging in her handbag, she took three Advil, swallowing them dry. The day was mild but overcast and dull, no break in the gunmetal sky, no wind to speak of. The pale pink cherry blossoms were already trampled underfoot, tulips were blooming, and there was an unmistakable earthy scent in the air as spring advanced.


    Stevenson’s text message, perry, referred to Roland Hinton Perry who, at the tender age of twenty-seven, had created the Fountain of the Court of Neptune sculpture on the far west side of the entrance to the Library of Congress. It was on the pavement level, rather than at the elevated level of the porte-cochere main entrance. Set into three niches of the stone retaining wall that was flanked by the entryway staircases, the fountain—with its twelve-foot bronze sculpture of the Roman god of the sea as a fearsome centerpiece—emitted a raw and restless energy that contrasted dramatically with the sedate exterior of the building itself. Most visitors to the library never even knew it existed. Moira and Stevenson did, however. It was one of the half a dozen meeting places scattered in and around the district they had agreed upon.


    She saw him right away. He was in a navy-blue blazer and gray lightweight wool trousers, his shoulders hunched up around his brick-red ears. He was facing away from her, staring at the rather violent countenance of Neptune, which meant that his head was slightly thrown back, his bald spot coming into prominence.


    He didn’t move when she came up and stood beside him. They might have been two totally unconnected tourists, not the least because he displayed an open copy of Fodor’s guidebook to Washington, DC, the way a pheasant announces its presence by spreading its tail.


    “Not a happy day for you, is it?” he said without turning in her direction or even seeming to move his lips.


    “What the hell is going on?” Moira asked. “No one in DoD, including you, is taking my calls.”


    “It seems, my dear, that you’ve stepped in a great steaming pile of shit.” Stevenson flipped a page of the guidebook. He was one of those old-school government functionaries who went to a barber for a shave every day, had a manicure once a week, belonged to all the right clubs, and made sure his opinions were held by the majority before he voiced them. “No one wants to be contaminated with the stink.”


    “Me? I haven’t done a damn thing.” Except piss off my former bosses, she said to herself.


    She thought about the trouble Noah had gone to in order to get Jay’s cell phone and to have her detained. Because she worked that part out on the way over here. The only reason for the NSA agents to say they were taking her in for tampering at the accident site and then let her go without charging her was that for some reason Noah needed her out of commission overnight. Why? Maybe she’d find out once she downloaded the files on the thumb drive she’d found sewn into the lining of Jay’s jacket, but for now her best strategy was to pretend she knew absolutely nothing.


    “No.” Stevenson shook his head. “What we have here is something more. I think someone at your company trod on a nerve. The late Jay Weston, perhaps?”


    “Do you know what Weston dug up?”


    “If I did,” Stevenson said slowly and carefully, “I’d be roadkill by now.”


    “That big?”


    He rubbed his immaculate red cheek. “Bigger.”


    “What the hell is going on between the NSA and Black River?” she said.


    “You’re a Black River ex-employee, you tell me.” He pursed his lips. “No, on second thought, I don’t want to know anything, not even speculation. Ever since the news of the jetliner explosion hit the wires, the atmosphere at DoD and the Pentagon has been shrouded in a toxic fog.”


    “Meaning?”


    “Nobody’s talking.”


    “Nobody ever talks up there.”


    Stevenson nodded. “True enough, but this is different. Everyone’s walking around on eggshells. Even the secretaries seem terrified. In my twenty years of government service I’ve never experienced anything like it. Except—”


    Moira felt a ball of ice form in her stomach. “Except what?”


    “Except right before we invaded Iraq.”

  


  
    CHAPTER 9

  


  
    Willard watched Ian Bowles as he exited Firth’s surgery. He’d marked him the second time he’d showed up at the compound and, as with every other of the doctor’s patients, he’d made inquiries. Bowles was the only one about whom nothing was known locally. Willard hadn’t spent the last three months simply training Bourne. Like all good agents, he’d immediately begun to acquaint himself with his environment. He’d become friendly with all the key people in the area who, de facto, became his eyes and ears. The advantage of being in Manggis was that neither the village nor the surrounding area was highly populated. Unlike Kuta and Ubud, only a smattering of tourists found their way to the area, so it wasn’t difficult to identify the patients who came to see the doctor. By this homespun method, Ian Bowles stood out like a sore thumb. However, Willard wouldn’t act until Bowles revealed himself one way or the other.


    Ever since he’d been released from his undercover duties at the NSA safe house in rural Virginia, Willard had pondered long and hard how he could be of best use to the clandestine service, which functioned as his mother, father, sister, and brother. Treadstone had been Alexander Conklin’s dream. Only Conklin and Willard himself knew Treadstone’s ultimate purpose.


    He went about this work with extreme caution because he was laboring under a handicap Conklin never had to deal with. In Alex’s day the Old Man had signed off on Treadstone. All Conklin had to do was to fly below the CI radar, to make good on the goals he’d promised the Old Man, while working on his own agenda deep in the shadows. Willard did not have the advantage of such support. As far as Veronica Hart and CI were concerned Treadstone was as dead and buried as Conklin himself. Willard was far too canny to believe Hart would allow him a restart, which meant that he had to work clandestinely within one of the world’s largest clandestine organizations. The irony wasn’t lost on him.


    As he followed Bowles out of the compound and down a deserted lane he reflected on how fortuitous Moira Trevor’s phone call had been, since this remote island off the CI grid was the perfect place to begin the resurrection of Treadstone.


    Up ahead of him, Bowles had stopped beside a motor scooter, parked beneath the shade of a frangipani tree. Bowles took out his cell phone. As he pressed the speed dial key, Willard unfurled a thin metal wire with wooden handles on either end. Stepping quickly up behind Bowles, he whipped the wire around the other’s throat and pulled so hard on the handles Bowles was lifted onto the tips of his toes.


    The New Zealander dropped his cell, reaching around behind him to make a grab at his unseen assailant. Dancing out of the way, Willard maintained the lethal pressure on the wire. Bowles’s gestures became more frantic. He tore into the flesh of his own neck in his frenzy to breathe, his eyes bulged in their sockets, red threads mottling the whites. Then there was a sudden foul stench and he collapsed.


    Unwinding the wire, Willard scooped up the cell and, as he walked briskly away, checked the number Bowles had been dialing. He recognized the first digits as those of a Russian cell phone. The call had failed, and he walked into Manggis to a spot he knew to be cell-receptive and hit redial. A moment later a familiar male voice answered.


    Willard, momentarily stunned, nevertheless gathered himself and said, “Your man Bowles is dead. Don’t send another,” then hung up before Leonid Danilovich Arkadin could say a word.


    



    



    When Moira left Stevenson she walked opposite the direction she needed to go. She spent twenty minutes following circuitous routes, checking in car side-mirrors and plate-glass windows, looking for a tail, and when she had assured herself that she wasn’t being followed, she walked back to where the car was waiting for her three blocks west of the Fountain of Poseidon.


    The driver saw her coming and got out of the car. Not looking at her or acknowledging her in any way, he walked toward her. They passed each other close enough for him to hand off the keys without stopping or even breaking stride.


    She went past the parked car, crossed the street, and stood looking around as if unsure which way to go. In fact, she was scrutinizing the environment, breaking it down into vectors, which she inspected for anyone in the least bit suspicious. A boy and a girl, presumably his sister, played with a golden Lab under the watchful eye of their father. A mother wheeled her baby carriage; two sweaty joggers dodged in and out, listening through in-ear plugs to iPods attached to armbands.


    Nothing seemed out of place, which was precisely what worried her. NSA agents on the street or even in passing cars she could deal with. It was the people who might be placed behind building windows or on rooftops that concerned her. Well, there was no help for it, she thought. She’d done the best she could, now it was put one foot in front of the other and pray that she’d slipped any surveillance that might have been attached to her once the two NSA agents had left her at Bethesda Naval Hospital.


    As an added precaution, she pried the SIM chip out of her phone and ground it beneath the heels of her shoe. She kicked it into a storm drain in the gutter, then chucked her cell in after it. She had the key in her hand as she approached the car from across the street. She crossed in front of it and dropped her handbag. Kneeling down, she dug out her compact, used the mirror inside to check the underside of the car as best she could. She checked under the rear as well. What was she expecting to find? Nothing, hopefully. But there was always a chance that a passing NSA agent had left a bug on the under chassis.


    Spotting nothing suspicious, she unlocked the car and slid behind the wheel. It was a late-model silver Chrysler that her own mechanics had customized with a muscular turbocharged engine. Finding the laptop and the burner beneath the seat, she ripped off the burner’s pristine plastic wrap. Burners were disposable cell phones loaded with pre-paid minutes. As long as you didn’t use them for too long, you were safe talking on them, and no one could use the SIM to triangulate your position as they could with a registered cell.


    Fighting an urge to fire up the computer right there, she turned the key in the ignition, put the car in gear, and nosed out into traffic. She was no longer comfortable staying in one place too long; neither did she feel safe going back to the office or even her home.


    Heading back across into Virginia, she drove aimlessly for close to an hour, after which time she could no longer control her curiosity. She had to find out what was on the thumb drive she’d lifted off Jay’s corpse. Did it hold the key to what was going on between NSA and Black River that, according to Stevenson, held all of the DoD in thrall? Why else would Noah and the NSA come after Jay and now her. She had to assume the DC motorcycle cop was bogus—that he was, in fact, either NSA or Black River. Stevenson had been terrified. The whole scenario chilled her to the marrow.


    Passing through Rosslyn, she suddenly became aware that she was famished. She couldn’t remember the last time she’d eaten, apart from whatever they’d given her this morning in the hospital. Who could eat that stuff? More to the point, what kind of chef could concoct such tasteless, overcooked mush?


    She turned onto Wilson Boulevard, drove past the Hyatt, and pulled over into a parking space several car-lengths from the entrance to the Shade Grown Café, a place she knew inside and out and thus felt safe in. Taking the laptop and the burner with her, she got out, locked the car, and hurried into the steamy interior. The smells of bacon and toast made her mouth water. Slipping into a well-worn cherry-colored vinyl booth, she gave the plastic-wrapped menu a cursory once-over before ordering three eggs over easy, a double portion of bacon, and wheat toast. When the waitress asked if she wanted coffee, she said, “Please. Cream on the side.”


    Alone at the Formica table, she opened the notebook so that the screen faced her and the wall behind her. While it was booting up, she bent down and extracted the thumb drive from the underwire section of her bra. The tiny electronic rectangle was warm and seemed to beat like a second heart. Using her thumb on the special reader, she logged in, then answered her three security questions. Finally on, she plugged the thumb drive into one of the USB ports on the left side of the computer. Switching to My Computer, she navigated to the portable drive that had appeared there, then double-clicked on it.


    The screen went black, and for a moment she thought the drive had crashed the operating system. But then the screen started scrolling in lines of what looked like gibberish. There were no folders, no files, just this ever-scrolling series of letters, numbers, and symbols. The information was encrypted. That was just like the careful Jay.


    At once she hit the escape key and was back at the My Computer screen. Accessing the C drive, she opened the wireless access connections wizard. Either the coffee shop was Wi-Fi–enabled or someplace close was because the wizard detected an open network. That was both good and bad. It meant she could get on the Web, but there were no network encryption safeguards. Luckily, she’d had all the Heartland laptops fitted with their own mobile encryption package among a host of other security measures, which in this case meant that even if someone hacked her ISP address they wouldn’t be able to read the packets of information she sent and received; nor would they be able to locate her.


    She pushed the laptop aside when her breakfast arrived. It would take some time for the proprietary Heartland deciphering software to analyze the data on the thumb drive. She uploaded the encrypted data and pressed the enter key, which started the program.


    By the time she’d mopped up the last of the third egg yolk with a wedge of buttered toast and the last of the bacon, she heard a soft chime. Almost choking on her final bite, she swigged down a mouthful of coffee and stacked her plates at the edge of the table.


    Her forefinger hovered over the enter key for the tiniest of moments before depressing it. At once words began to flood across her screen, then marched down as the entire contents of the drive were revealed.


    pinprickbardem, she read.


    She couldn’t believe it. Her eyes traveling over the scrolling lines read pinprickbardem over and over. The lines came to an end and she checked again. The entire drive had been filled up with these fourteen letters. She broke down the letters into the most obvious words: Pin Prick Bar Dem. Then another: PinP Rick Bar Dem. She wrote down: Picture in Picture (on a digital TV?), Rick’s Bar (?), Democrat.


    Online, she ran a quick Google check. There was a Rick’s Bar in Chicago and one in San Francisco, an Andy & Rick’s Bar in Truth Or Consequences, New Mexico, but there was no Rick’s Bar anywhere in the district or the environs. She scratched out what she had written. What on earth could those letters mean? she wondered. Were they yet another code? She was about to run them through the Heartland software program again when the sudden presence of a shadow at the periphery of her vision caused her to glance up.


    Two NSA agents were staring at her through the window. As she slammed down the laptop’s screen one of them opened the door to the coffee shop.


    



    



    Benjamin Firth was riding his bottle of arak with a vengeance when Willard strode into the surgery. Firth was up on the table, head bowed, swigging great mouthfuls of the fermented palm liquor with grim precision.


    Willard stood looking at the doctor for a moment, remembering his father who drank himself into dementia and, finally, liver failure. It hadn’t been pretty, and along the way there were serious bouts of the kind of lightning Jekyll-and-Hyde personality split that afflicted some alcoholics. After his father had bounced his head off a wall during one of these fits Willard, who was eight at the time, taught himself not to be afraid. He kept his baseball bat under his bed and the next time his father, stinking of booze, lunged at him, he swung the bat in a perfectly level arc and broke two of his ribs. After that, his father never touched him again, neither in anger nor in affection. At the time, Willard thought he’d gotten what he wanted, but later, after the old man died, he began to wonder whether he’d injured himself along with his father.


    With a grunt of disgust, he crossed the surgery, ripped the bottle out of Firth’s hand, and shoved a small booklet into it. For a moment the doctor looked up at him with red-rimmed eyes as if he was trying to place Willard in his memory.


    “Read it, Doc. Go ahead.”


    Firth glanced down and seemed surprised. “Where’s my arak?”


    “Gone,” Willard said. “I brought you something better.”


    Firth snorted noisily. “Nothing better than arak.”


    “Want to bet?”


    Willard opened the booklet for him and the doctor stared down at the passport photo of Ian Bowles, the New Zealander who’d been masquerading as a patient, who was blackmailing him into taking photos of Jason Bourne. This was why he had been getting stone-cold wasted. He couldn’t bear to think of what he had to do or what would happen to him if he didn’t.


    “What…?” He shook his head, confused. “What are you doing with this?”


    Willard sat down beside him. “Let’s just say Mr. Bowles will no longer be a problem for you.”


    Firth sobered as if the other man had thrown a bucket of cold water in his face. “You know?”


    Willard took the passport. “I heard it all.”


    A shiver ran down the doctor’s spine. “There was nothing I could do.”


    “It’s a good thing, then, that I was here.”


    Firth nodded despondently.


    “Now I need you to do something for me.”


    “Anything,” Firth said. “I owe you my life.”


    “Jason Bourne must never know this happened.”


    “None of it?” Firth looked at him. “Someone suspects he’s here, someone is after him.”


    Willard’s face was impassive. “None whatsoever, Doctor.” He held out his hand. “Do I have your word?”


    Firth gripped the other’s hand, which was firm and dry and somehow comforting. “I said anything, didn’t I?”

  


  
    CHAPTER 10

  


  
    As Moira launched herself out of the booth, she pulled the thumb drive out of the USB slot. By this time she’d taken off through the coffee shop, down the narrow, dingy hallway that led to the toilets and the kitchen.


    Turning left into the kitchen, she was engulfed by a surge of heat, steam, and raised voices. She was heading for the pantry when the delivery entrance at the rear burst open, and an NSA agent came through the doorway. As he did so, she pressed her thumb into the reader twice in succession even though the computer was still on. Then she threw it at him. He raised his arms reflexively to catch it and she raced into the small pantry cubicle. Kneeling, she pulled the ring on the trapdoor. As she was raising it from its mount flush in the floor, she heard the laptop’s incendiary device explode. Shouts and the confusion caused by a fire in a confined space came to her as she slipped down the ladder, closing the trapdoor behind her. The device was a last-ditch security measure she’d had her techs install in all Heartland laptops. Pressing the thumb reader twice while the laptop was on activated the device on a ten-second delay.


    At the bottom of the ladder, she found herself in the basement, where bulk deliveries were stored. She felt above her head until she found the cord and pulled it. A bare bulb illuminated her surroundings in chiaroscuro starkness. She saw the metal doors leading to street level and opened them. There was a metal ramp used to slide the cartons of canned goods into the basement. She scrambled up this, bending almost double to hold on to the sides so as not to slip on the smooth surface. To do this, she had to slip the thumb drive, which she’d been clutching for dear life, into her pocket. As she did so, the back of her hand brushed against what felt like a stiff card. Gaining the street, she found herself directly to the right of the entrance to the coffee shop, where people were piling out like boiling water. As she walked away she could hear the klaxon call of fire engines. She walked away from the melee, her hand in her pocket to check that she still had the thumb drive, and she felt again the presence of the card. Drawing it out, she saw that it had the EMS logo on it and Dave’s name. Below, he’d handwritten a cell phone number. Then she remembered him brushing by her and knew he’d slipped her the card then. Any port in a storm, she thought. Flipping open the burner, she punched in the number.


    Just then, glancing over her shoulder, she saw one of the NSA agents spill out of the entrance and she walked faster. But he’d already spotted her and took off after her.


    Rounding the corner, she put her phone to her ear.


    “Yes?” She was relieved to hear Dave’s familiar voice.


    “I’m in trouble.” She gave him her approximate location. “I’ll be at Fort Myer Drive and Seventeenth Street North in three minutes.”


    “Wait for us,” he said.


    “Easy for you to say,” she replied and raced around the corner onto North Nash Street.


    



    



    Watching Maslov and his slope-shouldered Neanderthals climb back into their vehicle and head out, Arkadin suppressed a spasm of murderous rage. It was all he could do to stop himself from grabbing a semi-automatic off one of the stacks and spraying the vehicle with bullets until all four people inside were dead. Luckily, what was left of the rational part of his brain prevented him from making such a foolish move. He might feel better for the moment but in the larger scheme of things he would regret Maslov’s premature demise. As long as the head of the Kazanskaya was useful to him he’d allow him to live.


    But not a moment longer.


    He wouldn’t make the same mistake with Maslov he’d made with Stas Kuzin, the mob boss in Nizhny Tagil he’d partnered with, then killed. In those days Arkadin was young and inexperienced; he’d allowed Kuzin to live too long. Long enough to torture and kill the woman Arkadin was sleeping with. Of course, the young Arkadin hadn’t considered what would happen in the aftermath of Kuzin’s death and the death of a third of his depraved crew.


    With the rest of Kuzin’s murderers out for his blood he was forced to go to ground. Since they had all the avenues out of the city covered and had turned all the terrified citizens into informers, it was imperative to find a haven as quickly as possible, which unfortunately meant inside Nizhny Tagil, somewhere they’d never find him, where they’d never even think to look. He’d shot Kuzin in the building he and Kuzin owned jointly, where Kuzin had his headquarters, where he kept the young girls Arkadin had swept off the streets for him. Of course, he found the perfect spot, one even Dimitri Maslov wouldn’t have been clever enough to think of.


    Abruptly Arkadin’s mind switched gears to more immediate concerns. The phone call from Willard was very much on his mind as he walked back to where his Black Legion recruits were waiting for him outside the tents erected on the edge of the Azerbaijani plain. He’d relied on that idiot Wayan, who had recommended Ian Bowles. Hiring Bowles clearly had been a mistake.


    But now even Bowles was driven out of his mind as he addressed his troops. They were not nearly as well prepared for a coordinated raid as he’d hoped. But then these men had been trained and used in solo missions. Many of them had been waiting for the orders to strap on their C-4 vests, infiltrate a market, a police station, or a school, and press the detonator. Their minds were already halfway to Paradise, and almost immediately Arkadin understood that it was his job as well as his duty as the head of the Eastern Brotherhood, the Black Legion’s legitimate umbrella organization, to shape them into a unit, men who could rely on one another—sacrifice for one another if need be—without a second’s hesitation.


    The group of men—hardy, physically and mentally fit—stood arrayed in front of him, uncomfortable because he’d ordered them to shave their heads and their beards, both of which were against both custom and their Islamic teachings. Not a one of them wasn’t wondering how on earth they were going to infiltrate anywhere in the Islamic world looking as they now did.


    One man, Farid, chose to voice their concern. He did it forcefully, believing he was speaking for the other ninety-nine recruits, not just himself.


    “What was that?” Arkadin’s head snapped so hard a vertebra in his neck cracked like a rifle shot. “What did you say, Farid?”


    Had he known Arkadin at all, Farid would have kept his mouth shut. But he didn’t, and there was no one in the godforsaken land to teach him. So he repeated his question.


    “Sir, we’re wondering why you ordered us to shave the hair that Allah dictates we must have. We’re wondering what your motive could possibly be. We demand an answer because you have shamed us.”


    Without a word, Arkadin pulled out the baton from his belt, slammed it into the side of Farid’s head, driving him down. As he knelt, swaying with pain and dismay, Arkadin drew his Colt and shot Farid point-blank through his right eye. The man was driven back, his knees cracking, and there he lay in the sandy dirt, mute and inert.


    



    



    Just around the corner Moira stopped and pressed herself against the wall of the office building. She raised her right elbow and, as the NSA agent came racing around the corner, slammed it into his chest. She’d been aiming for his throat but missed, and though he rocked back against the wall, he immediately came at her, threw a punch that she blocked.


    But it was only a feint and he grabbed her left arm from the underside and applied pressure in an attempt to break it at the elbow. Moira, pinioned, trod hard on his instep, but his grip didn’t loosen. He applied more pressure until a yelp of pain escaped her throat. Then he came in with the heel of his hand, a blow aimed at the point of her nose.


    She let him commit himself completely to the blow, then dodged her head to one side. At the same time, gathering all her strength into her lower belly, she jammed her flexed right knee into his groin. His arms opened wide, his grip on her began to slip, and he went down.


    Moira snatched her arm away, but he managed to grasp her wrist, bringing her down to him as he fell to his knees. His eyes were watering and he was clearly struggling not to pant, to deepen his breathing, work through the excruciating pain. But Moira wasn’t about to let him. She drove her knuckles into his throat and, as he gagged, she freed herself. Then she struck the left side of his head, slamming it against the building’s stonework. His eyes rolled up and he slid to the pavement. Quickly she took his weapon and his ID and took off through the growing crowd of gawking people, drawn to the scuffle like dogs scenting blood, saying, “That man mugged me. Someone call the police!”


    On the corner of Fort Myer Drive and 17th Street North she brought herself up short. She was breathing heavily, her pulse rate accelerated. Adrenaline was burning through her like a river of fire, but she managed to slow to a walk, moving against the tide of people who were following the sound of the sirens on the police cruisers, quickening from more than one direction. One was coming directly at her, but, no, it was an EMS ambulance.


    Dave had arrived, not a moment too soon. The ambulance slowed and she saw Earl behind the wheel. As the vehicle came abreast of her the back doors banged open and Dave leaned out. As he grabbed her left hand to swing her aboard she gasped. When she’d navigated the metal step Dave, lunging past her, swung the doors shut and said, “Go!”


    Earl stepped on the gas. Moira swung around as the ambulance hit a corner at speed. Dave put his arms around her to steady her, led her to one of the benches.


    “You okay?” he asked.


    She nodded, but winced as she bent her left arm.


    “Let me see that,” Dave said, pushed back the sleeve of her blouse. “Nice,” he said and started to work on the bruised and puffy joint.


    At that point, Moira knew she was nearing the end of her rope. One of her operatives had stumbled on a secret so important that either Black River, the NSA, or both working in concert had killed him. Now they were after her. Her fledgling company had just over a hundred operatives, more than half of them recruited from Black River. Any one of them could be a traitor, because of one thing she was absolutely certain: Someone inside Heartland had tracked her ISP address to the Wi-Fi network at the Shade Grown Café and had given it to the NSA. That was the only explanation for them showing up so quickly.


    Now she was out of options. She had no one to trust. Except, she thought bleakly, one person. The person she’d vowed never to see or speak to again, not after what had happened between them, which was unforgivable.


    Moira closed her eyes, swaying slightly with the motion of the speeding ambulance. While now was not the time for forgiveness, maybe it was time for a truce. Who else could she call? Who else could she trust? She gave a little gasp of despair. If it weren’t so sad it would be funny, really, turning for help to the last person she’d ever accept anything from. But that was then, she told herself grimly, and this is now.


    With a silent curse, she used her burner to dial a local number. When the male voice answered, she took a deep breath and said, “Veronica Hart, please.”


    “Who shall I say is calling?”


    Oh, the hell with it, she thought. “Moira.”


    “¿Moira? Ma’am, she’ll need your last name.”


    “No, she won’t,” Moira said. “Just tell her Moira, and be damn quick about it!”


    



    



    The moon is out.” Amun Chalthoum checked his watch. “It’s time we talked.”


    Soraya had been on her satellite phone with her local Typhon agents in place. They were all running down leads on the new Iranian MIG, but so far none of them had made any progress. It was as if the group was so far underground their contacts had come up empty. Whether this was because their contacts knew nothing or were too afraid to divulge the group’s existence was anyone’s guess. If it was the latter, she had to admire the level of their security.


    She decided to agree to Amun’s suggestion, but not in the way he wanted. As he held the tent flap back for her, she said, “Leave your firearm here.”


    “Is this really necessary?” he said. When she didn’t reply he narrowed his eyes for a moment to show his displeasure, then, sighing, took his pistol from its polished leather holster and set it down on a field desk.


    “Satisfied?”


    She passed out of the relative warmth of the interior into the chill night. Some distance away the American task force was busy sifting through the wreckage for clues, but as yet Delia hadn’t given her another update, although—as Veronica had said—the downed plane wasn’t her primary mission. She shivered in the ascetic chill of the desert air. The moon was immense, lent a kind of grandeur by the eternal and seemingly endless sea of sand.


    They began heading for the bare perimeter, where Chalthoum’s guards should have been posted, but she saw no one, and she stopped. Though he was a pace ahead of her, he sensed something amiss, and turned back.


    “What is it?” he said.


    “I won’t go another step in that direction,” she said. “I want to be in shouting distance.” She indicated the constellation of lights on the other side of the site, safely beyond the perimeter dictated by Chalthoum, the glowing encampment of the international news media, somehow alien in the ominous night, as if it were a ship that had come to ruin on the teeth of the reef of the downed plane.


    “They?” he scoffed. “They can’t protect you. My people won’t let them past the perimeter.”


    She gestured. “But where are your people, Amun? I don’t see them.”


    “I made certain of that.” He lifted an arm. “Come, we have very little time.”


    She was going to refuse but something in his voice caused her to relent. She thought again about the tension she’d first sensed in him, the leashed rage. What, really, was going on here? Now he’d piqued her curiosity. Had he done that deliberately? Was he leading her into a trap? But to what end? Unconsciously, her hand patted her back pocket where the ceramic switchblade rested, waiting to protect her.


    They walked on in silence. The desert seemed to whisper around them, restlessly shifting, filtering between clothes and skin. The sheen of civilization ground down until only a hard nub was left, rough and primitive. Chalthoum reveled in his element. He was larger than life, which was of course why he’d taken her out here years ago, why they were here now. The farther they moved away from the others the more he seemed to grow both in stature and in power, until he towered over her. Turning, his eyes glittered, reflecting the blue-white moonlight.


    “I need your help,” he said with his usual bluntness.


    She almost laughed. “You need my help?”


    He looked away for a moment. “You’re about the last person I’d think of asking for help.”


    And with that one statement she understood how dire his circumstances must be. “What if I refuse?”


    He pointed to the satellite phone in her hand. “Do you think I don’t know who you were calling with that?” The whites of his eyes looked eerily blue in the monochrome light. “Do you think I don’t know why you’re really here? It isn’t about this air disaster; it’s about this new Iranian MIG.”

  


  
    CHAPTER 11

  


  
    Willard, standing in the center of Dr. Firth’s compound, waited anxiously for Bourne to return. He had thought briefly of going out after him, but rejected the idea. As often happened when he thought of Bourne, his thoughts turned to his own son Oren. He hadn’t seen or heard from Oren in fifteen years, and as for his wife, she was dead and buried. He’d often assumed that his breach with Oren had come at the funeral, when he’d stood dry-eyed and mute as the casket containing the mortal remains of his wife was lowered into the ground.


    “Don’t you feel anything?” Oren had confronted him with an anger that had apparently been building for years. “Anything at all?”


    “I’m relieved that it’s over,” Willard had said.


    It was only much later that he realized telling his son the truth had been a grievous mistake. That was a time, however brief, when he’d grown tired of lies. He never made that error again. Human beings, it became clear to him, thrived on lies; they needed them in order to survive, to be happy, even. Because the truth was often unpleasant, and people didn’t care for that. Furthermore, it didn’t suit many of them. They’d much rather lie to themselves, have those around them lie to them to preserve the illusion of beauty. Reality wasn’t pretty, that was the truth.


    But now, here in Bali, he wondered whether he was like all the others, weaving a prison of lies around himself to blot out the truth. For years, he’d tunneled his way into NSA like a mole, arriving at last at the safe house in Virginia, where all the lies were housed. For years, he’d told himself it was his duty. Other people, even his own son, seemed like ghosts to him, part of someone else’s life. What else did he have? he asked himself over and over as he toiled away as an NSA steward. It was duty, only duty he could connect with.


    The NSA mission had been fulfilled. By necessity his cover had been blown with them, and he was free. No one inside CI had yet figured out what to do with him. In fact, so far as the new DCI was concerned, he was on a long-overdue vacation.


    Now, free of the servile persona of Willard, the NSA steward, he’d come to realize that being a steward was only a role he’d been playing; a role that wasn’t him at all. When Alex Conklin had begun to train him, Willard had had visions of perilous derring-do in far-off corners of the world. He’d read all the James Bond novels countless times; he itched for the adrenaline rush of covert battles. As he became more and more accomplished, as he excelled at his teacher’s increasingly difficult exercises, Conklin had begun to confide in him. Then the fatal mistake: As he began to learn Treadstone’s secrets, he’d allowed himself the fantasy of becoming Conklin’s successor: the master manipulator. But reality had sent him crashing to earth. The Old Man had called, wanting Willard for the role in which he’d already cast him. Willard was sent underground, into NSA, into prison with, it seemed, no chance for a reprieve.


    He’d done whatever had been asked of him, had done it well, masterfully, even. That’s what everyone had told him. But what had he gotten out of it? Truth, the truth: nothing, not a damn thing.


    Now, at last, he had the freedom to fulfill his dream of becoming a master manipulator, of outdoing his old teacher. Because, in the end, Conklin had failed. He’d allowed Leonid Arkadin to slip away, and then, instead of going after Arkadin and bringing him back, he’d forgotten about the Russian and had tried to better him with Jason Bourne. But you can’t turn your back on a creation like Arkadin. Willard knew every decision Conklin had taken with Treadstone, he was aware of every misstep. He wouldn’t repeat the last one, which was to allow Leonid Arkadin to escape. He’d do better, much better. He’d fulfill Treadstone’s final goal. He’d succeed in creating the ultimate fighting machine.


    He turned as the gate to Firth’s compound opened and Jason Bourne stepped inside. It was twilight, the western sky streaked with sherbet colors, overhead pure cobalt. As he approached, Bourne was holding a small object between the thumb and forefinger of his right hand.


    “A .30 M118 shell,” Bourne said.


    Willard held out his hand and took a close look at it. “Military-grade, specifically made for a sniper rifle.” He gave a short, warbly whistle. “No wonder the bullet went clear through you.”


    “Ever since the 2005 bombings in Kuta and Jimbaran, the government has been fanatic about weaponry. No matter how good this sniper is there’s no way he could have smuggled in the gun and ammo.” Bourne smiled grimly. “Now, how many places on Bali do you think would carry full-metal-jacket .30-caliber M118 ammo and the rifle that could fire it?”


    



    



    Arkadin said: “Anyone else have a question?”


    Still holding both his weapons, he looked hard into the eyes of each of the ninety-nine remaining Black Legion recruits, and saw in equal measure abject fear and unquestioning obedience. Whatever might happen next, wherever he might lead them, they were his.


    It was at this moment that his satellite phone buzzed. He turned on his heel and walked away from the men, who stood silent, rigid as if made of stone. They wouldn’t move a muscle, he knew, until he gave the order, which wouldn’t be for a while.


    Wiping sweat off his ear, he put the phone up to it, said, “What now?”


    “How was your visit from Maslov?” Triton’s voice reverberated through the ether. As always, it was absolutely accentless English.


    “Thrilling,” Arkadin said, “as usual.” As he spoke, he turned in a complete circle, trying to figure out the location of Triton’s men.


    “You won’t find them, Leonid,” Triton said. “You don’t want to find them.”


    Fair enough, Arkadin thought. Triton was the power putting this mission together, or at any rate he worked for the power that was footing the bill, including his own extremely generous pay package. He could see no advantage in antagonizing him.


    Arkadin sighed, for the moment putting his rage aside. “What can I do for you?”


    “Today, it’s what I can do for you,” Triton replied. “Our timetable has been moved up.”


    “Moved up?” Arkadin glanced at the men, well conditioned but untrained for this mission. “I told you at the outset that I needed three weeks, and you assured me—”


    “That was then, this is now,” Triton said. “The theoretical stage has passed; we’re now in real time, and the clock that’s ticking belongs neither to you nor to me.”


    Arkadin felt his muscles contract as they did just before a physical confrontation. “What’s happened?”


    “The cat is about to come out of the bag.”


    Arkadin frowned. “What the fuck does that mean?”


    “It means,” Triton said, “that evidence is quickly coming to light. Incontrovertible evidence that will set everything in motion. There’s no turning back now.”


    “I knew that from the beginning,” Arkadin snapped. “So did Maslov.”


    “You have until Saturday to carry out your mission.”


    Arkadin nearly jumped. “What?”


    “There is no other recourse.”


    Triton disconnected with a finality that rang like gunfire in Arkadin’s ear.


    



    



    Willard wanted to go with him, but Bourne refused. Willard was smart enough to understand it; he simply wanted his desire on the record. During the time Bourne was recovering, Willard had amassed a list of a baker’s dozen individuals on the island either known or suspected of trading in contraband weapons, but only one who reputedly dealt in the highly specialized sniper’s rifles and full-metal ammo that had been used to shoot Bourne. On an island as small as Bali it would have been a breach of the security net he’d thrown around Bourne to canvass all of the purported dealers—it would have drawn too much attention to himself.


    Firth rented Bourne a car, and he drove into the chaos of the capital city of Denpasar. It wasn’t difficult to locate the Badung Market, but finding a place to park was another matter. Finally, he found an area presided over by an old man with a split-melon smile.


    Bourne wove through the spice and vegetable areas to the rear, where the butchers and the meat vendors had their stalls. Willard had said that the man he wanted looked like a frog, and he wasn’t far off the mark.


    The vendor was selling a brace of suckling pigs, live, still trussed to bamboo poles, to a young woman who by her dress and attitude must work for someone with money and status. People were queued up at the next stall to buy loins and breasts, and cleavers came down on sinew and bone, blood flying like the blooming of flowers.


    As soon as the young woman had paid for her pigs and signaled for two waiting men to take them away, Bourne stepped up and addressed the squat man. His name was Wayan, which meant “first.” All Balinese were given their names based on the order of their birth, first through fourth; the fifth child, if there was one, became Wayan again.


    “Wayan, I need to speak with you.”


    The vendor regarded Bourne with indifference. “If you wish to buy a pig—?”


    Bourne shook his head.


    “They’re the best on the island, ask anyone.”


    “Another matter,” Bourne said. “In private.”


    Wayan smiled blandly, spread his hands. “As you can plainly see there is no privacy here. If you don’t wish to make a purchase—”


    “I didn’t say that.”


    Wayan’s eyes narrowed. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”


    He was about to turn away when Bourne produced five hundred-dollar bills. Wayan glanced down at the money and something flickered behind his eyes. Bourne was willing to bet it was greed.


    Wayan licked his thick lips. “Unfortunately, I don’t have that many pigs.”


    “I only want one.”


    As if by magic, the .30-caliber M118 casing Bourne had found in Tenganan appeared between his fingers. He dropped it into the center of Wayan’s palm.


    “One of yours, I believe.”


    The pig merchant, recalcitrant still, merely shrugged.


    Bourne flourished another five hundred in a tight roll. “I don’t have time to bargain,” he said.


    Wayan gave Bourne a sharp look, then, gathering up the thousand, jerked his head for Bourne to follow him.


    Contrary to what he had said, there was an enclosed space at the rear of the stall. On a rickety bamboo bench sat several paring and boning knives. As Bourne followed Wayan inside a burly man rushed him from the left. At the same time, a tall man stepped toward him from the right.


    Bourne slammed the burly man in the face, breaking his nose, ducked under the grasp of the tall one, and, rolling himself into a ball, launched himself across the small space. He crashed into the bamboo poles, sending the pigs and knives down around him. Grabbing a paring knife, he cut the bonds of three of the piglets. Squealing in their newfound freedom, they ran across the floor, forcing both Wayan and the tall man to dance out of the way.


    Bourne threw the paring knife into the meat of the tall man’s left thigh. His squeal was indistinguishable from those of the piglets, which continued to run wildly. Ignoring them, Bourne grabbed Wayan by his shirtfront, but just then the thickset man grabbed a boning knife off the floor and launched himself at Bourne, who swung Wayan between them. The moment the attacker checked his knife thrust, Bourne kicked the weapon out of his hand, took him down, and slammed the back of his head against the floor. His eyes rolled up in their sockets.


    Bourne rose, grabbed Wayan to keep him from fleeing, and whipped him around. Slapping him hard across the face, he said, “I told you I didn’t have time to bargain. Now you’ll tell me who bought that cartridge from you.”


    “I don’t know his name.”


    Bourne slapped him again, harder this time. “I don’t believe you.”


    “It’s true.” Wayan’s indifference had been ripped away; he was truly frightened. “He was referred to me, but he never told me his name and I never asked. In my business the less I know the better.”


    That, at least, was true. “What did he look like?”


    “I don’t remember.”


    Bourne grabbed him by the throat. “You don’t want to lie to me.”


    “Clearly not.” Wayan’s eyes rolled wildly in their sockets. His skin had taken on a greenish hue, as if at any moment he was going to be sick. “Okay, looked Russian. He wasn’t big, wasn’t small. Well muscled, though.”


    “What else?”


    “I don’t—” He gave a little yelp as Bourne slapped him again. “He had black hair and his eyes… they were light. I don’t remember…” He held up his hands. “Wait, wait… they were gray.”


    “And?”


    “That’s it. That’s all.”


    “No, it isn’t,” Bourne said. “Who recommended him?”


    “A client…”


    “His name.” Bourne shook the pig man like a rag doll. “I need his name.”


    “He’ll kill me.”


    Bourne bent, withdrew the knife from the downed man, and placed the blade against Wayan’s throat. “Or I can kill you now.” He moved the blade just enough so a trickle of blood ran down Wayan’s chest, staining his shirt. “Your choice.”


    “Don…” The pig man gulped. “Don Fernando Hererra… He lives in Spain, in the heart of the city of Seville.” Without further urging he provided Bourne with his client’s address.


    “How does Don Hererra make his living?”


    “International banking.”


    Bourne could not keep a smile from curling his lips. “Now, of what use would your services be to an international banker?”


    Wayan shrugged. “As I told you, the less I know about my clients the healthier it is for me.”


    “In the future, you should be more careful.” Bourne let go of him, pushed him roughly against the legs of one of the men, who was beginning to stir. “Some clients are just plain toxic.”


    



    



    The moon had been called into the underworld by the ghosts of Anubis and Thoth, leaving only a forsaken starlight in its wake.


    “Once again, I was wrong about you,” Chalthoum said, but without bitterness. “Your primary mission is this Iranian indigenous group.”


    When she said nothing, he went on. “I need you to help me.”


    “You are the state,” she said. “How could I possibly help you?”


    He looked around, possibly to make sure none of his sentries had returned. Soraya watched him closely. If he was concerned with being overheard by one of his own men, what did that tell her? Had he finally broken away from al Mokhabarat? Had he turned rogue? But no, there was another explanation.


    “There’s a mole in my division,” he said, “someone very high up.”


    “Amun, you’re the head of al Mokhabarat, who—”


    “I suspect that it’s someone higher up than me.” He puffed out his cheeks, let the stale air out of his lungs. “Your contacts, your Typhon people, I think they could find out who the mole is.”


    “Isn’t it your job to ferret out spies and traitors?”


    “Don’t you think I tried? Here’s what I got for my efforts: four agents killed in the line of duty and a severe reprimand about the growing incompetence of my agency.” The rage behind his eyes returned full force. “Believe me when I tell you that the threat to me was thinly veiled.”


    Soraya considered this. Why should she care or help him when his organization might have shot down the plane? She said, “Give me one good reason why I should help you.”


    “I know your people haven’t gotten anywhere with confirming the identity of the Iranian indigenous group—and they won’t, I promise you that. But I can.”


    At that moment a beam of light caused a swath of stars to vanish. Soraya moved several paces to her left in order to get a look at who was coming.


    Delia approached over a low rise, the beam of her flashlight playing over them for a moment. Her face was turned into a Halloween mask by the illumination from below.


    “I know the origin of the missile that hit the plane.”


    Chalthoum, with a quick warning glance at Soraya, crossed his arms over his chest. “So?”


    “So.” Delia took a deep breath, let it all out before she continued. “The missile was a ground-to-air Kowsar 3.”


    “Iranian.” Soraya felt a chill run through her. “Delia, are you certain?”


    “I found fragments of the electronic guidance system,” her friend said. “They’re Chinese, similar to those on the C-701, which is an air-to-surface missile. While the EGS is similar to that of the Sky Dragon, this one had a millimeter-wave radar seeker.”


    “Which is how it locked on so effectively to the aircraft,” Soraya said.


    Delia nodded. “That particular EGS is unique to the Kowsar.” She shot Soraya a significant look. “This baby’s got a speed of just below Mach One; the aircraft had no chance, none at all.”


    Soraya felt sick to her stomach.


    Chalthoum’s voice vibrated in genuine fury. “Yakhrab byuthium!” May their houses be destroyed! “The Iranians shot down the plane.”


    And with those words the world moved a giant step closer to war. Not one of the recent crop of regional wars like Vietnam, Afghanistan, and Iraq, which were terrible and bloody enough, but a full-blown world war. A war to end all wars.

  


  



  



  BOOK TWO


  
    CHAPTER 12

  


  
    I just got off the phonewith the Iranian president,” the president said. “He categorically denies any knowledge of the incident.”


    “Which precisely echoes the official response from their foreign minister,” Jaime Hernandez responded. The door opened and the intelligence czar received a stack of printouts from a slim man with dark hair, graying on the sides. He had the bland face of an accountant, but there was something hard and withholding in his eyes that belied that surface assessment.


    After checking over the papers, Hernandez nodded and introduced the slim man as Errol Danziger, the NSA’s deputy director of signals intelligence. “As you can see,” Hernandez said while he handed out the printouts, “we’re leaving nothing to chance. This material is strictly senior staff, Eyes Only.”


    With that, Danziger nodded to them and departed as silently as he’d entered.


    Five people ranged around the table in one of the Pentagon’s vast electronic war rooms, three levels below the basement. Each had before him identical printouts, which comprised the latest findings from the joint forensics team sent to Cairo as well as up-to-the-minute intelligence assessments of the rapidly morphing situation. Paper shredders stood guard beside each of the leather-backed chairs.


    As if Hernandez’s pause was a cue, Secretary of Defense Halliday said, “Of course they categorically deny their involvement, but the provocation is serious and they’re behind it.”


    “They can’t refute the evidence we delivered to them,” said Jon Mueller, the head of the Department of Homeland Security.


    “And yet they have.” The president sighed deeply. “That very issue occupied a good part of my contentious phone conversation. Their claim is that our forensics team rigged the ‘so-called evidence’—their president’s exact phrase.”


    “Why would he give the order to shoot down one of our planes?” Veronica Hart asked.


    At which Halliday shot her a withering look. “He’s tired of taking heat for their nuclear program. We’ve been pushing them, now they’re pushing back.”


    “The way I see it, this provocation actually serves two purposes,” Hernandez offered. “As Bud accurately points out, it redirects the international spotlight away from their nuclear program while at the same time serving as a warning to us—and the rest of the world, for that matter—to back off.”


    “Let me get this straight.” Hart leaned forward. “You’re saying they’ve decided to go beyond their long-standing threats to close off the Straits of Hormuz to oil traffic.”


    Mueller nodded. “That’s right.”


    “But surely they must know that’s suicidal.”


    Halliday watched this exchange much as a hawk follows two rabbits racing across a field. Now he pounced. “We’ve all suspected that the Iranian president is mentally unbalanced.”


    “A mad hatter,” Hernandez affirmed.


    Halliday agreed. “But far more dangerous.” He looked around the room, his face eerily lit by reflections from the large flat-panel computer monitors ranged along the walls. “Now we have incontrovertible proof.”


    Hernandez gathered up the printouts, aligning their corners. “I think we should take our findings public. Share them with the media, not just our allies.”


    Halliday looked to the president. “I concur, sir. And then we convene a special session of the UN Security Council that you address personally. We need to formally give attribution to this cowardly act of terrorism.”


    “We need to charge and condemn Iran,” Mueller added. “They’ve committed nothing short of an act of war.”


    “Right.” Hernandez hunched his shoulders like a prizefighter in the ring. “Bottom line, we’ve got to move against them militarily.”


    “Now, that would be suicidal,” Hart said emphatically.


    “I agree with the DCI,” Halliday said.


    This response was so unexpected that Hart goggled at him for a moment. Then he continued and everything was made clear to her.


    “Going to war with Iran would be a mistake. Just as we’re on the verge of winning the war in Iraq, we’re obliged to redeploy our troops back to Afghanistan. No, a frontal assault on Iran would, in my estimation, be a grave misstep. Not only would it stretch our already overtaxed military personnel, but the consequences for other countries in the region, especially Israel, could be catastrophic. However, if we could destroy the current Iranian regime from within—now, that would be a worthy goal.”


    “To do that we would need a proxy,” Hernandez said, as if on cue. “A destabilizing influence.”


    Halliday nodded. “Which, by dint of hard work, we now have in the form of this new indigenous revolutionary group inside Iran. I say we hit Iran on two fronts: diplomatically through the United Nations and militarily by backing this MIG in every way possible: money, arms, strategic advisers, the works.”


    “I agree,” Mueller said. “However, to implement the MIG initiative we’ll need a black budget.”


    “And we’ll have to have it yesterday,” Hernandez added, “which means keeping Congress in the dark.”


    Halliday laughed, but there was an altogether serious look on his face. “So what else is new? The only thing those people are interested in is getting reelected. As for what’s good for the country, they haven’t got a clue.”


    The president placed his elbows on the polished table, his fists against his mouth in a pose of deep meditation that was emblematic of him. As he processed the decisions, their implications, and their possible consequences, his eyes flicked from one of his advisers to the next. At length, his gaze returned to the DCI. “Veronica, we haven’t heard from you. What’s your opinion of this scenario?”


    Hart considered for a moment; her response was too important to rush it. She was aware of Halliday’s eyes on her, glittering and avid. “There’s no question that the missile that killed our citizens was an Iranian Kowsar 3 so I agree with the diplomatic response, and the sooner the better because gathering a worldwide consensus is crucial.”


    “You can forget about China and Russia,” Halliday said. “They’re too tightly allied with Iran economically to take our side no matter the evidence, which is why we need the third column to foment revolution from the inside out.”


    Now we come to the crux of it, Hart thought. “My problem with the military part is that we’ve tried the third-column option many times in many places, including Afghanistan, and what did it get us? The rise to power of the Taliban, an indigenous revolutionary group, and Osama bin Laden, among other very nasty extremist groups turned terrorists.”


    “This time it’s different,” Halliday insisted. “We have assurances from the leaders of this group. Its philosophy is moderate, democratic, in short, Western-oriented.”


    The president tapped his fingers on the table. “It’s settled then. We go forward with this two-pronged attack. I’ll set the diplomatic wheels in motion. In the meantime, Bud, draw up a preliminary budget for your MIG. The sooner you have it, the sooner we can get rolling, but I don’t want it anywhere near my desk or the White House, for that matter. In fact, I was never at this meeting.” He looked at his advisers as he rose. “Let’s make this work, people. We owe it to the hundred and eighty-one innocent Americans who lost their lives in this missile attack.”


    



    



    Veronica Hart watched Moira Trevor walk into her office, as cool, as elegant as always. And yet she recognized something dark and squirmy behind her former colleague’s eyes that sent a shiver down her spine.


    “Take a seat,” Veronica said from behind her desk, still not believing this was happening. When she had left Black River she’d been certain she’d never have to see, let alone deal with, Moira Trevor again. And yet here the woman was, skirt rustling drily as she sat facing her, one knee crossed over the other, back as straight as any military officer.


    “I imagine you’re as surprised as I am,” Moira said.


    Hart said nothing; instead she continued to stare into Moira’s brown eyes, trying to read the reason for her visit. But after a moment, she abandoned the effort. It was useless to try to peer behind that stony facade, she knew that all too well.


    She processed what she could get, though: Moira’s swollen and bandaged left arm, the minor cuts and scrapes on her face and the backs of her hands. She could not help saying: “What the hell happened to you?”


    “That’s what I came here to tell you,” Moira said.


    “No, you came here for help.” Hart leaned forward, elbows on the desk. “It’s damn difficult being on the outside, isn’t it?”


    “Jesus, Ronnie.”


    “What? The past is lying in wait for both of us like a serpent in the grass.”


    Moira nodded. “I suppose it is.”


    “You suppose?” Hart cocked her head. “Pardon me if I don’t wax sentimental. You were the one who made the threat. What were your actual words?” She pursed her lips. “Oh, yes, ‘Ronnie, I will fuck you up for this, I’ll rain down a shitstorm on you like no other.’ ” Hart sat back. “Did I leave out anything?” She felt her pulse accelerating. “And now here you are.”


    Moira stared at her in stony silence.


    Hart turned to a sideboard, poured out a tall glass of ice water, pushed it across the desk. For a moment, Moira did nothing. Perhaps, Hart thought, she didn’t know whether taking it would be a sign of trust or of capitulation.


    Moira reached out then, very deliberately swung the back of her hand against the glass, pitching it hard against the wall, where it smashed, water and tiny glass shards sparkling in the air like a burst from a cannon. By this time Moira was on her feet, her arms rigid, her fists on the desktop.


    Immediately two men entered the office, their guns drawn.


    “Back off, Moira.” Hart’s voice was at once low and steely.


    Moira, refusing to sit back down, turned her back on Hart and stalked across the carpet to the other side of the office.


    The DCI waved at the two men, who holstered their sidearms and backed out. When the door had shut behind them, she steepled her fingers and waited for Moira to cool off. After a time, she said, “Now why don’t you tell me what the hell is going on?”


    When Moira turned around, she had, indeed, gathered herself. “You’ve got it all wrong, Ronnie. I’m the one who’s going to help you.”


    



    



    While his men were burying Farid, Arkadin sat on a rock outcropping in the sapphire Azerbaijani twilight. Even without the rhythmic sound of pickaxes and the sight of the corpse sprawled in the dirt, the atmosphere would have been suffused with melancholy. The wind blew fitfully, like the panting of a dog; the tribesmen of the region had turned their faces to Mecca, on their knees in prayer, their submachine guns beside them. Beyond the dun-colored hills lay Iran, and all at once Arkadin was homesick for Moscow. He missed the cobblestone streets, the onion domes, the late-night clubs where he reigned supreme. Most of all, he missed the endless array of tall, blond, blue-eyed dyevs in whose perfumed flesh he could lose himself, blotting out the memory of Devra. Though he had loved her, he hated her now, because she wasn’t really dead. Like a specter, she haunted him night and day, driving him to revenge himself on Jason Bourne, the last link to her life—and her murder. To make matters even worse, it was also Bourne who’d killed Mischa, Arkadin’s mentor and best friend. If it hadn’t been for Mischa Tarkanian, Arkadin doubted he’d ever have survived his ordeal in Nizhny Tagil.


    Mischa and Devra, the two most important people in his life, both dead because of Jason Bourne. Bourne had a lot to pay for, Christ, did he ever.


    The men were almost finished with the grave. A pair of vultures, black shadows against the dimly glimmering sky, turned in lazing circles. I’m like those vultures, he thought. Patiently waiting for my moment to strike.


    Perched on his rock, knees drawn up, he turned his satellite phone over and over in the palm of his hand. Amazingly, several good things had happened because of Willard’s call. Willard was a mole, not a field man, and he’d made a fatal mistake: His ego had gotten the better of him. He should have quietly taken Ian Bowles apart, buried the pieces, and gone on with his business. Of course he’d wanted to know who’d sent Bowles, but his mistake was in announcing himself to Arkadin—worse, in warning him—because he’d as much as told Arkadin that Bourne was still alive. Why else would he be at Dr. Firth’s compound? Why else would he have killed Bowles? Now Arkadin had proof that Bourne was still alive, though how Bourne managed to survive a shot to the heart was something that nagged at him. Whatever else he might be, Bourne was no superman. Why hadn’t he been killed?


    With a sharp shake of his head, Arkadin set the imponderable aside for the moment. He dialed a number on his phone. Bowles had been nothing more than a temporary stopgap, someone to make a survey and report back. He’d failed; now it was time to bring in the big guns.


    The men unceremoniously threw Farid into the grave. Sweaty and ill tempered, they had long ago lost patience with their normally solemn task. Farid had violated the laws of the group; he was no longer one of their own. Good, Arkadin thought, lesson learned.


    The line was ringing.


    “Are you set up with the job?” Arkadin said as soon as the familiar voice answered. “Good. Because I’ve decided to play it your way, and now the clock is ticking. I’ll be sending you the last-minute details within the hour.”


    Two men began to shovel dirt over the body; the others spat into the grave.


    The DCI shook her head. “Moira, I’m afraid I’m just not feeling it.”


    The cords of Moira’s neck stood out. How long had she waited for this confrontation? “Did you feel it when you gave me up in Safed Koh?” Safed Koh was the local name for the White Mountains in eastern Afghanistan, where the notorious Tora Bora caves tunneled their way across the border into terrorist-controlled western Pakistan.


    Hart spread her hands. “I never gave you up.”


    “Really?” Moira advanced on her. “Then please tell me how I was taken prisoner in the dead of night and held hostage for six days on Mount Sikaram with nothing to eat and only polluted water to drink.”


    “I have no idea.”


    “Whatever bacteria was in that water put me out of commission for three weeks after that”—Moira kept coming closer to the front edge of Hart’s desk—“during which time you led my mission—”


    “It was a Black River mission.”


    “—that I’d planned for, trained for. A mission I’d wanted more than anything.”


    Hart tried for a smile, missed. “That mission was a success, Moira.”


    “Meaning it wouldn’t have been a success if I’d been in charge?”


    “You said it, I didn’t.”


    “You thought I was a hothead.”


    “That’s right,” Hart acknowledged, “I do.”


    The deliberate present tense brought Moira up short. “So you still think—”


    The DCI spread her hands. “Look at yourself. What would you think if you were me?”


    “I’d be wanting to know how Moira Trevor could help me take down my one true nemesis.”


    “And who would that be?”


    She said it blandly, but Moira discerned the quickening of interest behind her eyes. “The man who’s had it in for you from the moment the president floated your name to take over the DCI position. Bud Halliday.”


    For a moment Moira was certain she felt the brief crackle of heat lightning in the room. Then Veronica Hart pushed her chair back and stood up.


    “What precisely do you want from me?”


    “I want an admission of your guilt.”


    “A signed confession? You must be joking.”


    “No,” Moira said. “Just between us chickens.”


    Hart shook her head. “Why would I do that?”


    “So that we can have something other than the past, so that we can go on, so that there isn’t this poison between us.”


    The telephone rang several times, but the DCI ignored it. Finally, it stopped, and only the small sounds remained: the humming of the air vents, the soft intakes of their breathing, the beating of their hearts.


    Hart sighed then, a long exhalation of breath. “You don’t want to hear this.”


    At last! Moira thought. “Try me.”


    “What I did,” Hart said slowly, “I did for the good of the company.”


    “Bullshit, you did it for yourself!”


    “You were never in any real danger,” Hart persevered, “I made sure of that.”


    Instead of feeling better Moira was feeling more and more wronged. “How could you have made sure of it?”


    “Moira, can’t we leave it at that?”


    Moira was back in her attack position, leaning over the desk, resting on her white knuckles. “End it,” she said. “End it now.”


    “All right.” The DCI raked her fingers through her hair. “I was sure you’d be okay because Noah said he’d take care of you.”


    “Oh.” Moira felt the floor open up beneath her. Dizziness forced her back to the chair, where she sat heavily, staring at nothing. “Noah.” Then it hit her and she felt sick. “It was all Noah’s idea, wasn’t it?”


    Hart nodded. “I was his runner. I did his dirty work for him. I was required to be the one you hated when you came back so he could keep using you when he saw fit.”


    “Jesus God.” Moira stared down at her hands. “He didn’t trust me.”


    “Not for that mission.” Hart said it so softly that Moira had to lean forward to hear her. “But for others, as you know perfectly well, he preferred you.”


    “No matter.” Moira felt numb from the inside out. “What a shitty thing to do.”


    “Yes, it was.” Hart sat back down. “In fact, it was the reason I left Black River.”


    Moira looked up, her eyes focusing on the woman who had been her archenemy for so long. She felt as if her mind had been stuffed with steel wool. “I don’t understand.”


    “I’d done a lot of awful things while at Black River; you’re the last person I have to explain that to. But this—what Noah had me do—” She shook her head. “Afterward I was so ashamed of myself I couldn’t bear to face you, so after the mission was completed I went to see you. I wanted to apologize—”


    “I wouldn’t let you; I cursed you instead.”


    “I couldn’t blame you. I wasn’t angry at the hurtful things you said, who was more entitled? And yet it was a lie. I wanted to disobey orders, to tell you the truth. Instead, I quit. It was a cowardly act, really, because then I was certain I’d never have to face you.”


    “And now here we are.” Moira felt drained, sick at heart. She’d known Noah was amoral, she knew he was devious; he wouldn’t have risen to his position at Black River otherwise. But she’d never have thought him capable of fucking her over so thoroughly, of using her like a piece of meat.


    “Here we are,” Hart agreed.


    Moira felt a shudder run through her. “Noah is the reason I’m in this situation, the reason I’m here without a place to go.”


    The DCI frowned. “What do you mean? You have your own organization.”


    “It’s been compromised, either by Noah or by the NSA.”


    “There’s a big difference between Black River and the NSA.”


    Moira looked at Hart and realized she no longer knew how she felt about anyone or anything. How did one recover from a betrayal like this? All at once she was suffused with a terrible fury. If Noah had been in the room she would have grabbed the lamp off Veronica Hart’s desk and swung it into the side of his face. But no, better he wasn’t. She recalled a line from Les Liaisons Dangereuses, her favorite novel because it involved drawing room spies: Revenge is a dish best served cold. And in this case, she thought, in a perfectly clean kitchen. She took a deep breath and let it out slowly and completely.


    “Not in this case,” she said. “Jay Weston, my operative, was killed and I barely escaped being gunned down because Black River and the NSA are feathering the same nest, and whatever they’ve hatched is so big they’re willing to kill anyone who comes sniffing around.”


    Into the ensuing shocked silence, Hart said, “I do hope you have proof of that allegation.”


    In response, Moira handed over the thumb drive she’d gotten from Jay Weston’s corpse. Ten minutes later the DCI looked up from her computer and said, “Moira, so far as I can make out all you have is a motorcycle cop no one can find, and a thumb drive full of nonsense.”


    “Jay Weston didn’t die in an automobile accident,” Moira said hotly, “he was shot to death. And Steve Stevenson, the undersecretary for acquisition, technology and logistics at the DoD, confirmed that Jay was killed because he was on to something. He told me that ever since the news of the jetliner explosion hit the wires the atmosphere at DoD and the Pentagon has been shrouded in a toxic fog. Those were his words exactly.”


    Still staring at Moira, Hart picked up the phone and asked her assistant to connect her to Undersecretary Stevenson at the Department of Defense.


    “Don’t,” Moira said. “He was scared shitless. I had to beg him to even meet with me, and he’s a client.”


    “I’m sorry,” the DCI said, “but it’s the only way.” She waited a moment, drumming her fingers on the desktop. Then her expression shifted. “Yes, Undersecretary Stevenson, this is—Oh, I see. When is he expected back?” Her gaze returned to Moira. “Surely you have to know when—Yes, I see. Never mind, I’ll try again later. Thank you.”


    She replaced the receiver and her finger drumming began again.


    “What happened?” Moira asked. “Where’s Stevenson?”


    “Apparently, no one knows. He left the office at eleven thirty-five this morning.”


    “That was to meet me.”


    “And as yet hasn’t returned.”


    Moira dug out her phone, called Stevenson’s cell, which went right to voice mail. “He’s not answering.” She put her phone away.


    Hart stared hard at the screen of her computer terminal and mouthed the word Pinprickbardem, then returned her gaze to Moira. “I think we’d better find out what the hell has happened to the undersecretary.”


    



    



    Wayan, well pleased with his sales for the day, was in the enclosed rear of his stall, preparing the one or two pigs left unsold to take back to his farm, when the man appeared. He didn’t hear him for all the shouted cacophony as the huge market began to close for the night.


    “You’re the pig man named Wayan.”


    “Closed,” Wayan said without looking up. “Please come back tomorrow.” When he discerned no movement he began to turn, saying, “And in any event, you cannot come back—”


    The powerful blow caught him square on the jaw, sending him reeling into the piglets, which squealed in alarm. So did Wayan. He barely had time to see the man’s rough-edged face when he was hauled upright. The second punch buried itself in his stomach, sending him breathless, to his knees.


    He peered up through watering eyes, gasping and retching pitifully, at the impossibly tall man. He wore a black suit so shiny and ill fitting it was hideous. There was stubble on his face, blue as the shadows of evening, and coal-black eyes that regarded Wayan without either pity or conscience. One side of his neck was imprinted with a rather delicate scar, like a pink ribbon on a child’s birthday present, that ran up into his jaw where the muscle had been severed and was now puckered. The other side of his neck was tattooed with a clutch of three skulls: one looking straight out, the other two in profile, looking forward and behind him.


    “What did you tell Bourne?”


    The man spoke English with a guttural accent that Wayan, in his addled state, couldn’t place. A European, but not British or French. Perhaps a Romanian or a Serb.


    “What did you tell Bourne?” he repeated.


    “W-who?”


    The man shook Wayan until his teeth rattled. “The man who came to see you. The American. What did you tell him?”


    “I don’t know what y—”


    Wayan’s attempt at a denial turned into a grunt of pain as the man took his right forefinger and bent it back until it snapped. The rush of blood from Wayan’s head almost made him lose consciousness, but the man slapped him twice so that his eyes focused on his tormentor.


    The man leaned in so that Wayan could smell his sour odor, knew that he must have just flown in without having showered or changed his clothes.


    “Do not fuck with me, you little prick.” He already had a grip on the middle finger of Wayan’s right hand. “You have five seconds.”


    “Please, you’re wrong about this!”


    He gave a little yelp as the man snapped his middle finger. All the blood seemed to have left his head. As before, the man slapped his jowls several times.


    “Two down, eight to go,” the man said, trapping Wayan’s right thumb.


    Wayan’s mouth opened wide, like a fish gasping for air. “All right, all right. I told him where to find Don Fernando Hererra.”


    The man sat back on his haunches and let out a short breath. “You are so fucking unreliable.” Then he turned, picked up a length of bamboo pole, and without the slightest expression drove it through Wayan’s right eye.

  


  
    CHAPTER 13

  


  
    For the nexteighteen hours Arkadin did nothing but train his recruits. He did not allow them to eat, to sleep, or to do more than take breaks to urinate. Thirty seconds, that’s all they had to empty their bladders into the red Azerbaijani dust. The first man who took longer received a solid whack from Arkadin’s baton behind his knee; the first man became the only man to disobey that or any other order, for that matter.


    As Triton had warned him, he had five days to turn these killers into a platoon of shock troops. Easier said than done, true, but Arkadin had plenty of experience to draw from, because something similar had been done to him when he was a young man in Nizhny Tagil and on the run from having killed Stas Kuzin and a third of his gang.


    Nizhny Tagil was more or less founded on iron ore so rich that an enormous quarry was immediately dug. This was in 1698. By 1722 the first copper-smelting plant was established and a town began to stretch its bones, groaning around the plant and the quarry, a vice- and crime-ridden machine to service and house exhausted workers. A hundred thirteen years later the first Russian steam locomotive was constructed there. Like most frontier towns ruled by industry and its money-hungry barons, there was a raw and lawless nature about the place that the semi-civilizing influence of the modern-day city never was able to tame, let alone eradicate. Possibly that was why the federal government had ringed the toxic site with high-security penitentiaries, blinding spotlights bleaching the night.


    There were only lonely sounds in Nizhny Tagil, or else frightening, like the faraway hoot of the train whistle echoing off the Ural Mountains or the sudden shriek of one of the prison sirens; like the wail of a child lost in the filthy streets or the wet snap of bones breaking during a drunken brawl.


    As Arkadin sought to evade the armada of gang members fanning out through the streets and slums of the city, he learned to follow the yellow curs slinking through shadowed alleyways, their tails curled between their legs. Then quite suddenly he ran across two men canvassing the very same network of exhausted backwaters that a moment before had seemed safe enough. Turning, he let them believe they were running him down. As he turned a corner, he snatched up a piece of splintered wood, part of a discarded bed set, and, crouching down, slammed it across the lead man’s legs. The man shouted, toppling forward. Arkadin was prepared, grabbing hold of him, pitching him down so that his face slammed into the filthy concrete. The second man was on him, but Arkadin drove a cocked elbow into his Adam’s apple. As the man began to choke, Arkadin wrested the pistol from his hand and shot him point-blank. Then he turned the gun on the first man and put a bullet through the back of his head.


    From that moment on he knew the streets were too dangerous for him; he needed to find a sanctuary. He thought of getting himself arrested and thrown into one of the nearby prisons as a way of protecting himself, but quickly discarded the notion. What might have worked in another part of the country was out of the question in Nizhny Tagil, where the cops were so corrupt it was often impossible to distinguish them from the city’s criminals. Not that he was out of ideas; far from it. His experiences thus far had made clever thinking a way of life.


    Continuing onward, he considered and rejected any number of possibilities, all of which were too public, too riddled with potential snitches who’d be on the lookout for him in exchange for the promise of a bottle of real liquor or a night of free rutting with underage girls. Finally, he hit upon what he was certain was the perfect solution: He’d hole up in the basement of his own building, where the gang and its maniacal new boss, Lev Antonin, were still headquartered. Lev Antonin’s avowed goal was to find and destroy the murderer of the man he’d succeeded. He wouldn’t rest, wouldn’t let his men rest until Arkadin’s severed head was brought to him.


    Because Arkadin was the one who had bought it during the acquisition phase of his real estate business, he was intimately familiar with every square inch of the building. He knew, for instance, that an updated sewage system had been planned for the building, started, but never completed. Through a long-vacant municipal lot overgrown with weeds and refuse, he entered this dank and disused symbol of his birth city, a repellent underground conduit that stank of decomposition and death, emerging at length into the cavernous bowels of the building. He would have laughed at how easily this was accomplished had he not been acutely aware of his plight. He was a prisoner of the one place he wanted most desperately to leave.


    



    



    The plane lurched sickeningly and Bourne woke with a start. Rain drummed hard against the Perspex window. He’d dozed off, dreaming of the conversation he’d had with Tracy Atherton, the young woman seated beside him. In his dream, they were talking about Holly Marie Moreau instead of Francisco Goya.


    He had slept deeply and without dreaming during the twenty-three-plus–hour trip from Bali, first to Bangkok, then Madrid on Thai Air. This flight, from Madrid to Seville on Iberia, was the shortest one, but now it had turned miserable. Sudden air pockets within a lashing storm caused the plane to lurch and dip. Tracy Atherton went quiet and still, staring straight ahead while her complexion turned ashen. Bourne held her head while she vomited twice into the airsick bag he pulled from the seat back.


    She was a whisper-thin blonde with large blue eyes and a smile that seemed to wrap around her face. Her teeth were white and even, her nails cut straight across, her only bits of jewelry a gold wedding band and diamond stud earrings, large enough to be expensive but small enough to be discreet. She wore a flame-colored blouse under a lightweight silver silk suit with a pencil skirt and tapered jacket.


    “I work at the Prado in Madrid,” she’d said. “A private collector hired me to authenticate a recently unearthed Goya that I think is a fake.”


    “Why do you say that?” he’d asked.


    “Because it’s purported to be one of Goya’s Black Paintings, done later in life when he was already deaf and going mad with encephalitis. There are fourteen in the series. This collector believes he owns the fifteenth.” She shook her head. “Frankly, history isn’t on his side.”


    As the weather calmed, she thanked Bourne and went off to the toilet to clean up.


    He waited several seconds, then reached down, unzipped her slim attaché case, and rifled through the contents. To her, he was Adam Stone, the name on the passport Willard had given him before he’d left Dr. Firth’s compound. According to the legend Willard had devised, he was a venture capitalist on his way to see a potential client in Seville. Ever mindful of the unknown assailant who’d tried to kill him, he was wary of anyone sitting next to him, anyone striking up a conversation with him, anyone wanting to know where he’d been and where he was going.


    Inside the attaché case were photos—some quite detailed—of the Goya painting, a horrific study of a man being drawn and quartered by four rearing, snorting stallions while army officers lounged around, smoking, laughing, and playfully poking the victim with their bayonets.


    Along with these photos was a set of X-rays, also of the painting, accompanied by a letter authenticating the painting as a genuine Goya, signed by a Professor Alonzo Pecunia Zuñiga, a Goya specialist at the Museo del Prado in Madrid. With nothing else of interest, Bourne returned the sheets to the attaché case and rezipped it. Why had the woman lied to him about not knowing if the painting was a genuine Goya? Why had she lied about working for the Prado when, in his letter, Zuñiga addressed her as an outsider, not as an esteemed colleague of the museum? He’d find out soon enough.


    He stared out the window at the infinity of gray-white, turned his mind to his quarry. He’d used Firth’s computer to gather information on Don Fernando Hererra. For one thing, Hererra was Colombian, not Spanish. Born in Bogotá in 1946, the youngest child of four, he was shipped off to England for university studies, where he took a First in economics at Oxford. Then, inexplicably, for a time his life took another path entirely. He worked as a petrolero for the Tropical Oil Company, working his way up to cuñero—a pipe capper—and beyond, moving from camp to camp, each time raising the output of barrels per day. Ever restless, he pushed on, buying a camp dirt-cheap because Tropical Oil’s experts were certain it was in decline. Sure enough, he turned it around and, within three years, sold it back to Tropical Oil for a tenfold profit.


    That’s when he got into venture capital, using his outsize profits to move into the more stable banking sector. He bought a small regional bank in Bogotá, which had been on the verge of failing, changed its name, and spent the decade of the 1990s building it into a national powerhouse. He expanded into Brazil, Argentina, and, more recently, Spain. Two years ago he’d vigorously resisted a buyout by Banco Santander, preferring to remain his own master. Now his Aguardiente Bancorp, named after the fiery local licorice-flavored liquor of his native country, had more than twenty branches, the last one opening five months before in London where, increasingly, all the international action was.


    He had been married twice, had two daughters, both of whom lived in Colombia, and a son, Jaime, whom Don Fernando had installed as the managing director of Aguardiente’s London branch. He seemed to be clever, sober, and serious; Bourne could find not the remotest hint of anything sinister about either him or AB, as it was known inside international banking circles.


    He felt Tracy’s return before her scent of fern and citrus reached him. With a whisper of silk, she slid into the seat beside him.


    “Feeling better?”


    She nodded.


    “How long have you been working at the Prado?” he said.


    “About seven months.”


    But she’d hesitated a moment too long and he knew she was lying. Again, why? What did she have to hide?


    “If I remember correctly,” Bourne said, “didn’t some of Goya’s later works come under a cloud of suspicion?”


    “In 2003,” Tracy said, nodding. “But since then the fourteen Black Paintings have been authenticated.”


    “But not the one you’re going to see.”


    She pursed her lips. “No one has seen it yet, except for the collector.”


    “And who is he?”


    She looked away, abruptly uncomfortable. “I’m not at liberty to say.”


    “Surely—”


    “Why are you doing this?” Turning back to him, she was abruptly angry. “Do you think me a fool?” Color rose up her neck into her cheeks. “I know why you’re on this flight.”


    “I doubt you do.”


    “Please! You’re on your way to see Don Fernando Hererra, just like I am.”


    “Don Hererra is your collector?”


    “You see?” The light of triumph was in her eyes. “I knew it!” She shook her head. “I’ll tell you one thing: You’re not going to get the Goya. It’s mine; I don’t care how much I have to pay.”


    “That doesn’t sound like you work at the Prado,” Bourne said, “or any museum for that matter. And why do you have an unlimited budget to buy a fake?”


    She crossed her arms over her breasts and bit her lip, determined to keep her own counsel.


    “The Goya isn’t a fake, is it?”


    Still she said nothing.


    Bourne laughed. “Tracy, I promise I’m not after the Goya. In fact, until you mentioned it, I had no idea it existed.”


    She shot him a look of fear. “I don’t believe you.”


    He took a packet out of his breast pocket, handed it over. “Go on, read it,” he said. “I don’t mind.” Willard really did extraordinary work, he thought, as Tracy opened the document and scanned it.


    After a moment, she glanced up at him. “This is a prospectus for a start-up e-commerce company.”


    “I need backing and I need it quickly, before our rivals get a jump on the market,” Bourne lied. “I was told Don Fernando Hererra was the man to cut through the red tape and get the balance of the seed money my group requires yesterday.” He couldn’t tell her the real reason he needed to see Hererra, and the sooner he convinced her he was an ally the faster she’d take him where he needed to go. “I don’t know him at all. If you get me in to see him I’d be grateful.”


    She handed back the document, which he put away, but her expression remained wary.


    “How do I know I can trust you?”


    He shrugged. “How do you know anything?”


    She thought about this for a moment, then nodded. “You’re right. Sorry, I can’t help you.”


    “But I can help you.”


    She raised an eyebrow skeptically. “Really?”


    “I’ll get you the Goya for a song.”


    She laughed. “How could you possibly do that?”


    “Give me an hour when we get to Seville and I’ll show you.”


    



    



    All leaves have been canceled, all personnel have been recalled from vacations,” Amun Chalthoum said. “I’ve put my entire force to work on finding how the Iranians crossed my border with a ground-to-air missile.”


    This situation was bad for him, Soraya knew, even if he hadn’t already been on shaky ground with some of his superiors. This breach of security had personal disaster written all over it. Or did it? What if everything he’d told her was disinformation meant to distract her from the truth: that with the knowledge either of the Egyptian government or of certain ministers too afraid of raising their own voice against Iran, al Mokhabarat had chosen to use the United States as a bellicose proxy?


    They’d left Delia, left the crash site, driven through the phalanx of media vultures circling the perimeter, and were now racing along the road at top speed in Amun’s four-wheel-drive vehicle. The sun was just above the horizon, filling the bowl of the sky with a pellucid light. Pale clouds lay across the western horizon as if exhausted from swimming through the darkness of the night. A wind blew the last of the morning’s coolness against their faces. Soon enough, Amun would have to crank up the windows and put the air on.


    After sifting through all the pieces of the blast site in the belly of the plane, the forensics team had put together a 3-D computer rendering of the last fifteen seconds of the flight. As Amun and Soraya huddled around a laptop inside a tent, the head of the team had begun the playback.


    “The modeling is still somewhat crude,” he’d cautioned, “because of how fast we needed to put this together.” When the streaking missile came into the frame, he pointed. “Also, we can’t be one hundred percent certain of the missile’s actual trajectory. We could be off by a degree or two.”


    The missile struck the airliner, breaking it in two and sending it earthward in several fiery spirals. Despite what the leader had said the effect was realistic, and chilling.


    “What we do know is the Kowsar’s maximum range.” He pressed a key on the laptop, and the imaging changed to a satellite topographic map of the area. He pointed to a red X. “This is the crash site.” Pressing another key caused a blue ring to be superimposed on the area around the site. “The circle shows the missile’s maximum range.”


    “Meaning the weapon had to be fired within that space,” Chalthoum said.


    Soraya could see that he was impressed.


    “That’s right.” The leader nodded. He was a beefy man, balding, with a typical American beer gut and too-small glasses he kept pushing back up the bridge of his nose. “But we can narrow it down for you even more.” His forefinger pressed still another key and a yellow cone appeared on the screen. “The point at the top is where the missile impacted the plane. The bottom is wider because we factored in an error of three percent for our trajectory site.”


    Once again his finger depressed a key and the scene zoomed in on a square of nearby desert. “As well as we can determine, the missile was launched from somewhere within this area.”


    Chalthoum took a closer look. “That’s, what, a square kilometer?”


    “Just under,” the leader had said with a small smile of triumph.


    This relatively small section of the desert was where they were headed now, hoping to find some sign of the terrorists and their identities. They were part of a convoy, in fact, of five jeeps filled with al Mokhabarat personnel. Soraya found it strange and vaguely disquieting that she was getting used to having them around. She had a map unfolded on her lap. The area they’d seen on the laptop was marked off, and another zoomed image had grid lines through it. A navigator in each of the other jeeps had similar material. Chalthoum’s plan was to send a jeep to each corner of the section and work inward, while he and Soraya drove straight to the center and started their part of the search there.


    As they rattled along at a breathtaking pace she looked over at Amun, whose face was grim and tight as a fist. But what was he leading her to? Surely if al Mokhabarat was involved, he wouldn’t allow her even the faintest glimmering of the truth. Were they on a wild-goose chase?


    “We’ll find them, Amun,” she said, more to alleviate the tension than because of any strong conviction.


    His laugh was as unpleasant as a jackal’s bark. “Of course we will.” His tone was dark, sardonic. “But even if by some miracle we do, it’s already too late for me. My enemies will use this breach of security against me, they’ll say I’ve brought disgrace not only on al Mokhabarat, but on all of Egypt.”


    His uncharacteristic tone of self-pity rattled her, made her harden her own voice. “Then why are you bothering with the investigation? Why not simply turn tail and run?”


    His dark face turned even darker with the sudden rush of blood to his cheeks. She felt him gathering himself, his muscles tensing, and for a moment she wondered if he was going to strike her. But then, just as quickly as it came, the storm of emotion passed, and now his laugh, when it presented itself, was bright and deep.


    “Yes, I should have you at my side always, azizti.”


    Once again she was rattled, this time by his use of the intimate endearment, and she felt a sudden rush of latent affection for him. She could not help wondering whether he was this good an actor, and with this thought came the flush of instant shame because she wanted him to be innocent of involvement in this heinous act. She wanted something from him she felt she couldn’t have, certainly never would have if he was guilty. Her heart said he was innocent, but her mind remained dappled in the shadows of suspicion.


    He turned to her for a moment, his dark eyes alighting on her. “We will find these sons of camel turds, and I will bring them in front of my superiors shackled and on their knees, this I swear on the memory of my father.”


    Within fifteen minutes they had arrived at a patch of desert that looked not a bit different from the bleak countryside through which they had been traveling. The other four jeeps had peeled off some time ago, their drivers in constant radio contact with Amun and one another. They gave running commentaries as they began their respective searches.


    Soraya took up a pair of binoculars and began to scan for any anomalous object, but she wasn’t optimistic. The desert itself was their worst enemy because the winds would have shifted the sand, most likely burying anything the terrorists might have inadvertently left behind.


    “Anything?” Chalthoum said twenty minutes later.


    “No—wait!” She took her eyes from the binocular cups and pointed off to their right. “There, at two o’clock—about a hundred yards.”


    Chalthoum turned in that direction and put on some speed. “What do you see?”


    “I don’t know—it looks like a smudge,” she said as she trained the binoculars on the spot.


    She jumped out of the jeep even as it reached the location. Staggering for two steps from the momentum and the softness of the sand, she pushed on. She was squatting down in front of the dark patch by the time Chalthoum reached her.


    “It’s nothing,” he said with obvious disgust, “just a blackened branch.”


    “Maybe not.”


    Reaching out, she used her cupped hands to excavate away from the branch, which was almost fully buried. As the hole widened, Chalthoum helped keep the sand from running back into the hole. About eighteen inches down, her fingertips found something cool and hard.


    “The stick is caught on something!” she said excitedly.


    But what she unearthed was an empty can of soda, the end of the stick lodged into its opened pop-top. When she pulled the stick out the can fell over, causing a shower of gray ash to scatter from the opening.


    “Someone made a fire here,” she said. “But there’s no way to tell how long the ashes have been here.”


    “Maybe there is a way.”


    Chalthoum was staring intently at the spill of ashes, which was more or less the shape of the cone of yellow on the laptop’s screen representing the margin of error for the missile launch site.


    “Did your father teach you about Nowruz?”


    “The Persian pre-revolutionary festival of the new year?” Soraya nodded. “Yes, but we never celebrated it.”


    “It’s had a resurgence in Iran over the past couple of years.” Chalthoum upended the can, shook out the contents, and nodded. “There is more ash here than one could reasonably expect for a cooking fire. Besides, a terrorist cell would have pre-prepared food that wouldn’t require heating.”


    Soraya was racking her brains for the rituals of Nowruz, but in the end she needed Chalthoum to give her a refresher course.


    “A bonfire is lit and each member of the family jumps over it while asking for the pale complexion winter breeds to be replaced by healthy red cheeks. Then a feast is consumed during which stories are told for the benefit of the children. As the festival passes from day into night, the fire dies out, then the ashes, which represent winter’s bad luck, are buried off in the fields.”


    “I can hardly believe that Nowruz was observed here by Iranian terrorists,” Soraya said.


    Chalthoum used the stick to poke around in the ashes. “That looks like a bit of eggshell and here is a piece of burned orange rind. Both an egg and an orange are used at the end of the festival.”


    Soraya shook her head. “They’d never risk someone seeing the fire.”


    “True enough,” Chalthoum said, “but this would be a perfect place to bury the bad luck of winter.” He looked at her. “Do you know when Nowruz began?”


    She thought a moment, then her pulse began to race. “Three days ago.”


    Chalthoum nodded. “And at the moment of Sa’at-I tahvil, when the old year ends and the new one begins, what happens?”


    Her heart flipped over. “Cannons are fired.”


    “Or,” Chalthoum said, “a Kowsar 3 missile.”

  


  
    CHAPTER 14

  


  
    Bourne and Tracy Atherton entered Seville late on the third afternoon of the Feria de Abril, the weeklong festival that grips the entire city at Eastertime like a fever. Only weeks before, during the Semana Santa, masses of hooded penitents followed behind magnificently adorned floats, tiered and filigreed like baroque wedding cakes, filled with ranks of white candles and sprays of white flowers, at the center of which sat images of Christ or the Virgin Mary. Bands of colorfully dressed musicians accompanied the floats, playing music both melancholy and martial.


    Now as then avenues were blocked off to vehicular traffic, and even on foot many streets were all but impassable because, it seemed, all of Seville was out taking part in or observing the eye-popping pageant.


    In the packed Avenida de Miraflores, they pushed their way into an Internet café. It was dark and narrow, the manager behind a cramped desk in back. The entire left-hand wall was taken up with computer stations hooked up to the Internet. Bourne paid for an hour, then waited along the wall for one of the stations to free up. The place was dim with smoke; everyone had a cigarette except the two of them.


    “What are we doing here?” Tracy said in a hushed voice.


    “I need to find a photo of one of the Prado’s Goya experts,” Bourne said. “If I can convince Hererra I’m this man, he’ll know he’s got a very clever fake rather than a real lost Goya.”


    Tracy’s face lit up and she laughed. “You really are a piece of work, Adam.” All at once a frown overtook her. “But if you present yourself as this Goya expert, how on earth are you going to get any money out of Don Fernando for your consortium?”


    “Simple enough,” Bourne said. “The expert leaves and I return as Adam Stone.”


    A seat opened up and Tracy began to move toward it when Bourne stopped her with a taut shake of his head. When she looked at him questioningly, he spoke to her very softly.


    “The man who just walked in—no, don’t look at him. I saw him on our flight.”


    “So what?”


    “He was on my Thai Air flight as well,” Bourne said. “He’s traveled with me all the way from Bali.”


    She turned her back to him, using a mirror to glance at him briefly. “Who is he?” Her eyes narrowed. “What does he want?”


    “I don’t know,” Bourne said. “But you noticed the scar on the side of his neck that runs up into his jaw?”


    She risked another glance in the mirror, then nodded.


    “Whoever sent him wants me to know he’s there.”


    “Your rivals?”


    “Yes. They’re thugs,” he improvised. “It’s a typical intimidation tactic.”


    A look of alarm crossed Tracy’s face and she shrank away from him. “What kind of dirty business are you in?”


    “It’s precisely what I told you,” Bourne said. “But the venture capital business is riddled with industrial espionage because being first to market with a new product or idea can often mean the difference between Google or Microsoft buying you out for half a billion dollars or going bust.”


    This explanation appeared to calm her slightly, but she was clearly still on edge. “What are you going to do?”


    “For the moment, nothing.”


    Bourne crossed the floor and sat down, and Tracy followed him. As he brought up the Museo del Prado on Google, she bent low over his shoulder and said, “Don’t bother. The man you want is Professor Alonzo Pecunia Zuñiga.”


    This was the Prado’s Goya expert who’d authenticated Hererra’s Goya. Bourne recalled seeing his letter in her attaché case.


    Without a word, he typed in the name. He had to scroll through several news items before he came upon a photo of the professor, who was accepting an award from one of the many Spanish foundations concerned with promoting Goya’s history and work worldwide.


    Alonzo Pecunia Zuñiga was a slim man who appeared to be in his midfifties. He had a dapper spade-shaped beard and thick eyebrows that shaded his eyes like a visor. Bourne checked the date of the photo to be certain it was current. Zooming in on the photo, he printed it out, which cost him an extra couple of euros. Using Google Local, he looked up the addresses of a number of shops.


    “Our first stop,” he said to Tracy, “is just off Paseo de Cristóbal Colón, around the corner from the Teatro Maestranza.”


    “What about the man with the scar?” she whispered.


    Bourne closed out the screen, then went into the browser cache and deleted both the site history and the cookies from the sites he’d visited. “I’m counting on him following us,” he said.


    “God.” Tracy gave a brief shudder. “I’m not.”


    



    



    The broad paseo ran beside the eastern branch of the Guadalquivir River in the El Arenal barrio of the city. It was the historical district called home by many of the Semana Santa brotherhoods. From the beautiful Maestranza bullring, next door to the massive theater, they could see the thirteenth-century Torre del Oro, the great tower, once clad in gold, part of the fortifications to protect Seville from its ancient enemies, the Muslims of North Africa, the fundamentalist Almohads, Berbers from Morocco who were driven out of Seville and all of Andalusia in 1230 by the armies of the Christian kingdoms of Castile and Aragón.


    “Have you ever been to a corrida?” Bourne asked.


    “No. I hate the idea of bullfighting.”


    “Here’s your chance to see for yourself.” Taking her by the hand, he went to the ticket office by the main gate and bought two sol barreras, the only front seats left, which were in the sun.


    Tracy hung back. “I don’t think I want to do this.”


    “You either come with me,” Bourne said, “or I leave you here to be questioned by Scarface.”


    She stiffened. “He’s followed us here?”


    Bourne nodded. “Come on.” As he handed his tickets over and pushed her through the entrance, he added, “Don’t worry, I’ll take care of everything. Trust me.”


    A ferocious roaring signaled that the corrida had already begun. The place was filled with tiers of seats, above which rose a continuous line of decorative arches. As they made their way down the aisle, the first bull was in the process of being tenderized via the suerte de picar. The picadores, mounted on horses, padded and blindfolded for the animals’ protection, drove their short lances into the bull’s neck while he expended energy attempting to toss their mounts. The horses had oil-soaked cloths in their ears to keep them from shying at the roaring of the crowd. Their vocal cords had been cut to render them mute so as not to distract the bull.


    “Okay,” Bourne said, handing her a ticket. “I want you to go get a beer from the stand over there. Drink it in back with plenty of people around you, then make your way to our seats.”


    “And where will you be?”


    “Never mind,” he said, “just do as I’ve told you and wait for me in the seat.”


    He’d caught sight of the man with the pink scar, who’d entered the corrida high up to give himself a better vantage point. Bourne watched Tracy picking her way back to the refreshment stalls, then he took out his cell phone and pretended to talk to a contact he wanted Scarface to believe he was meeting here. With an emphatic nod, he put the cell away and made his way around the ring. He had to find a place in shadow, private enough for a meet, where he could handle Scarface without interference.


    Out of the corner of his eye, he saw Scarface glance briefly at Tracy before moving down one of the aisles that intersected with the lowest tier where Bourne was heading.


    Bourne had been here before and knew the basic layout. He was looking for the toril, the enclosure where the bulls were kept, because he knew a corridor near it led to the toilets on this side of Maestranza. A couple of young toreros were leaning on the bull gate. Beside them the matador, having exchanged his pink-and-gold cape for the red one, stood still as death, waiting for the moment of suerte de matar, when he would enter the ring with nothing but his sword, his cape, and his athletic skill to bring down the snorting, panting beast. At least, that’s how these corrida fans saw it. Others, like the Asociación para la defensa del anima, saw quite another picture.


    As he neared the toril, there came a jolt against the door that sent the young toreros scattering in fright. The matador briefly turned his attention to the animal in the pen.


    “Good, you are eager to come out,” he said in Spanish, “into the smell of blood.”


    Then he returned his attention to the corrida proper where, as the bull tired, his moment was upon him.


    “¡Fuera!” came the fevered cries from the aficionados. “¡Fuera!” Get out! they called to the picadores, for fear their lances were weakening the bull too much, that the final confrontation would not be the blood match they craved.


    Now, as the picadores backed their mounts away from the beast, the matador was on the move, entering the corrida as his underlings exited it. The tumult from the crowd was almost ear shattering. No one paid the slightest attention to Bourne as he reached the area near the toril, save for Scarface who, Bourne could see now, had the tattoo of three skulls on the opposite side of his neck. They were crude, ugly, without doubt prison tattoos, most likely received inside a Russian penitentiary. And this man was more than an intimidator. A skull meant that he was a professional killer: three skulls, three kills.


    Bourne was at the very end of this section of the stands—beyond was a decorative archway that led back to the area under the stands. Just below him was the wall that divided the pit where the toreros crouched to evade the charges of the bull. At the end of that, to Bourne’s right, was the toril.


    Scarface was rapidly approaching, moving down the aisle and across the tiers like a ghost or a wraith. Bourne turned and passed through the archway and down an incline into the shadowed interior. Immediately he was hit by a miasma of human urine and strong animal musk. To his left was the concrete corridor that led to the toilets. There was a door along the wall to his right, outside of which was a uniformed guard.


    As he walked toward this tall, slim man a figure blotted out the daylight: Scarface. Bourne approached the guard, who told him, rather brusquely, he had no business being in an area so close to the bulls. Smiling, Bourne placed himself between the guard and Scarface, then reached out and, talking amiably to the guard, pressed the artery at the side of his neck. Even as the guard reached for his weapon, Bourne blocked him with his other hand. The man tried to fight, but Bourne, moving swiftly, used an elbow to temporarily paralyze the guard’s right shoulder. He was rapidly losing consciousness from loss of blood to his brain and, as he fell forward, Bourne held him up, continued talking to him because he wanted Scarface to think that this was the man he’d spoken to on his cell, a colleague of the man Bourne had come here to see. It was essential that he keep the fiction going now that Scarface was closing in.


    Taking the key from the chain at the guard’s hip, he unlocked the door and pushed the guard into the darkened interior. As he followed him in, he shut the door behind him, but not before he’d caught a glimpse of Scarface hurrying down the ramp. Now that he’d ascertained the place of Bourne’s meet, he was prepared to close in on his quarry.


    Bourne found himself in a small anteroom filled with wooden bins containing food for the bulls and an enormous soapstone sink with outsize zinc spout and taps, beneath which sat buckets, cloths, mops, and plastic bottles of cleaning fluids. The floor was covered with straw, which absorbed only a minuscule part of the stench. The bull, hidden behind a concrete barrier that rose to Bourne’s chest, snorted and bellowed, scenting his presence. The frenzied shouts of the crowd broke like waves over the toril, above which sunlight, multicolored from the reflections spinning off the costume of the matador and the outfits of the patrons, splashed across the upper walls of the pen like an artist’s broad and reckless brushstrokes.


    Bourne drew a cloth from one of the buckets and was halfway across the anteroom when the door behind him opened so slowly one needed to be looking straight at it to be aware of the movement. Putting his back to the barrier, he moved to his left, toward the part of the room where the opening door would block Scarface’s view of him.


    The bull, frightened, angered, or both by the sudden new human scents, struck the concrete barrier with its hooves, the force so powerful it sent bits of stucco flying on Bourne’s side. Scarface seemed to hesitate, no doubt trying to identify the noise. Bourne was almost certain that he had no idea that the next bull was waiting here for its turn to die a bellowing death in the corrida. It was a creature of pure muscle and instinct, easily provoked, easily bewildered, fast and deadly unless brought low by exhaustion and a hundred wounds out of which its life dribbled into the dust of the corrida.


    Bourne crept behind the door as it slowly opened, as Scarface’s left hand appeared holding a knife with a long, slender blade shaped like that of the matador’s sword. The wicked tip was tilted slightly up, a position from which he could thrust it, slash it, or throw it with equal ease.


    Bourne wrapped the cloth around the knuckles of his left hand, providing sufficient padding. He let Scarface take one tentative step into the anteroom and then rushed him from the side. The killer’s instinct caused the blade to come up and out in a semicircular sweep as he turned toward the blur of motion he detected at the extreme corner of his field of vision.


    Deflecting the blade with wrapped knuckles caused Scarface’s defense to open up, and Bourne stepped in, planting his feet, turning from his hips, and drove his right fist into Scarface’s solar plexus. The killer gasped almost inaudibly and his eyes opened in a moment of shock, but an instant later he’d wrapped his right arm around Bourne’s, locking the back of his hand against the inside of Bourne’s elbow. Instantly he applied both pressure and leverage in an attempt to break the bones in Bourne’s forearm.


    Pain shot up Jason’s arm, and he faltered. Scarface took the opening and brought the knife blade down, inside Bourne’s wrapped left hand so that the point was directed at Bourne’s rib cage. He couldn’t concentrate on both motions at once, so he let up fractionally on Bourne’s forearm long enough to drive the blade inward toward Bourne’s heart.


    Bourne stepped into the lunge, surprising him. Bourne was suddenly too close and the blade passed along his side, allowing him to trap Scarface’s hand between his side and his left arm. At the same time, he kept his forward momentum going, driving Scarface across the room at an angle, backing him up against the stucco barrier.


    Scarface, enraged, redoubled his efforts to break Bourne’s arm. A moment more and the bones would snap. On the other side of the barrier, the bull scented the blood in the air, which further maddened it. Once again, its great hooves struck the barrier. The shock reverberated down Scarface’s spine and jolted him from his position of superior leverage.


    For a moment Bourne broke free, but Scarface had maneuvered the knife in his trapped hand so that the blade raked down Bourne’s back, drawing blood. Bourne swiveled, but the knife blade followed him, jabbing ever closer until he vaulted over the barrier.


    Scarface followed without hesitation, and now both of them were in unknown territory, facing not only each other but the enraged bull as well.


    Bourne had the immediate advantage of knowing it was there, but even he was surprised by its size. Like the corrida, the pen was divided by sunlight and shadow. Dust motes hung in the light in the upper half of the pen, but below was the darkness of the Minotaur’s cave. He saw the bull in the shadows, red eyes glittering, black lips flecked with foam. It was staring at him, pawing the ground with massive hooves. Its tail switched back and forth, its massive shoulders were bunched with muscle and sinew. Its head lowered ominously.


    And then Scarface was on him. The man, solely intent on Bourne, was as yet unaware of the creature with which they shared the pen. The three skulls, each peering in a different direction, filled Bourne’s vision. He brought an elbow up, aiming for the throat, slammed it into Scarface’s chin instead as the killer partially deflected the blow. At almost the same time Scarface smashed his fist into the side of Bourne’s head, bringing him down to the packed-dirt floor. Rolling over, he grabbed Bourne’s ears, pulled Bourne’s head off the ground, then slammed it back down.


    Bourne was rapidly losing consciousness. Scarface was astride him, his bulk painfully pressed down on Bourne’s rib cage. There was a moment when Scarface grinned. He slammed Bourne’s head down again and again, taking increasing pleasure.


    Bourne thought, Where’s his knife?


    He felt around on the floor with both hands, but there were flashes behind his eyes, the light and dark of the room were spinning, merging into a pinwheel of silver sparks. He felt his breath laboring, his heart hammering in his chest, but as his head was once again slammed into the dirt even these vital sensations began to slip away, replaced by a numbing warmth that flooded inward from his extremities. This warmth was soothing, taking away all pain, all effort, all will. He saw himself floating on a river of white light, moving away from his world of shadows and darkness.


    And then something cold intruded and for a moment he was certain it was the breath of Shiva, the destroyer, whose face he sensed hovering over him. Then he knew the blade of cold for what it was. Taking hold of the knife’s hilt brought him back from the brink, and he plunged the blade into Scarface’s side, piercing the flesh between his ribs, skewering his heart.


    Scarface reared up, his shoulders trembling, but perhaps, Bourne thought, they weren’t trembling at all, because his head was still spinning from the pounding it had taken. He had trouble focusing. How else to explain Scarface’s head being replaced by that of a bull? This wasn’t Crete, he wasn’t in the Minotaur’s cave. He was in Seville, at the Maestranza corrida.


    Then full consciousness returned and, with it, the knowledge of precisely where in the corrida he was.


    The pen!


    And as he looked up from his prone position he saw the bull, huge and menacing, its head lowered, its razor-tipped horns angled to disembowel him.


    



    



    Undersecretary Stevenson did not look at all well when Moira and Veronica Hart found him, but then no one looks particularly good stretched out on a slab in the cold room of the DC morgue. The two women had been searching the area surrounding the Fountain of the Court of Neptune sculpture near the entrance to the Library of Congress. As fieldwork protocol dictated, they began at the point of origin—in this case, the fountain—and began moving outward in a spiral, hoping to spot some clue that Stevenson might have left as to what had happened to him.


    Moira had already called Stevenson’s wife and married daughter, neither of whom had seen or heard from him. She had just looked up the number of Humphry Bamber, Stevenson’s friend and old college roommate, when Hart got the call that a corpse fitting the undersecretary’s description had just been brought into the morgue. The Metro police wanted a positive ID. The DCI had turned to Moira, who said she’d give the prelim. If it was Stevenson, the cops could call his wife to make the formal ID.


    “He looks like shit,” Hart said now as they stood over the cadaver of the late Steve Stevenson. “What happened to him?” she asked the associate ME.


    “Hit-and-run. C1 to C4 of his spine crushed, as well as most of his pelvis, so the vehicle must’ve been something big: an SUV or a truck.” The AME was a small, compact woman with an enormous coppery halo of wild curls. “He never felt a thing, if that’s any consolation.”


    “I doubt it will be to his family,” Moira said.


    The AME went on unperturbed; she’d seen and heard it all before. It wasn’t that she was callous, just that her job demanded dispassion. “The cops are investigating now but I doubt they’ll find anything.” She shrugged. “In these cases they rarely do.”


    Moira stirred. “Did you find anything out of the ordinary?”


    “Not in the prelim, anyway. His alcohol level was almost two, more than double the legal limit, so it’s all too likely he became disoriented and walked off the curb when he should have stayed put,” the AME said. “We’re waiting on the formal ID to begin the full autopsy.”


    As the two women turned away, Hart said, “What I find curious is they found no wallet on him, no keys, nothing to indicate who he was.”


    “If he was deliberately hit,” Moira said, “his killers wouldn’t necessarily want him identified right away.”


    “Your conspiracy theory again.” Hart shook her head. “Okay, let’s play this game for a minute. If he was murdered, why have him found at all? They could have snatched him, killed him, and buried him where he wouldn’t be dug up for ages, if at all.”


    “Two reasons,” Moira said. “First, he’s an undersecretary at DoD. Can you imagine the scope of the manhunt the moment he was reported missing, the amount of time his name would be in the forefront of the news? No, these people wanted him dead, wanted it over and done with, which defines an accident.”


    Hart cocked her head. “What’s the second reason?”


    “They want to scare me away from whatever Weston found, whatever Stevenson was afraid of.”


    “Pinprickbardem.”


    “Precisely.”


    “You’ve become as bad as Bourne was with these conspiracy theories.”


    “All of Jason’s conspiracy theories proved correct,” Moira said hotly.


    The DCI appeared unconvinced. “Let’s not get ahead of ourselves, shall we?”


    They reached the door and Moira turned back to take one last look at Stevenson. Then she opened the door. When they’d entered the corridor she said, “Would we be getting ahead of ourselves if I told you that Stevenson was a reformed alcoholic?”


    “Could be his fear made him slip off the wagon.”


    “You didn’t know him,” Moira said. “He’d converted his disease into a religion. Staying sober was his watchword, the reason he stayed alive. He hadn’t had a drink in the last twenty years. Nothing could have induced him to do it.”


    



    



    The bull was coming, nothing could stop it. Bourne grabbed the knife, pulled it out of Scarface’s side, and rolled to one side. The bull, scenting fresh blood, flicked its horns, goring Scarface in the groin. The animal twisted its massive head, lifting Scarface’s bulk off the ground as if it were made of papier-mâché and tossing it against the barrier.


    Snorting and stomping its front hooves, the bull then charged the corpse, impaling it on both horns, shaking it back and forth. The beast would surely tear it to shreds within moments. Bourne rose slowly, moving toward the bull with measured steps. When he was close enough, he slapped it smartly on its glistening, black snout with the flat of the blade.


    The bull pulled up short, confused, and backed up, allowing the blood-soaked body to crumple to the ground. There it stood its ground, with forelegs spread wide, and shook its head from side to side as if it couldn’t decide where the blow came from or what it meant. Blood spiraled down the horns, dripping onto the dirt. Staring at Bourne, uncertain how to deal with this second interloper in its territory, it made a sound deep in its throat. The moment it took a step toward him, Bourne smacked it once again with the blade and it halted, blinking, snorting, shaking its head as if to rid itself of the stinging pain.


    Bourne turned, knelt beside the ragged corpse. Quickly he went through Scarface’s pockets. He needed to find out who had sent this man. According to Wayan’s description of a man with gray eyes, Scarface wasn’t the one who’d tried to kill him in Bali. Had he been sent by the same man who’d hired the marksman? He needed to find some answers because Scarface was unfamiliar to him. Had Bourne known him in the past he couldn’t remember? As always when there was the possibility of someone resurfacing, these questions were maddening, required immediate solving, otherwise he’d never rest.


    Save for a roll of blood-soaked euros, Scarface’s pockets were predictably empty. He must have stashed his false passport and other equally fake papers at a safe house or perhaps a locker at the airport or rail station—but if that was the case, where was the key?


    Then Bourne turned the body slightly, looking for it when the bull came out of its temporary stupor and made a run at him. His arm was directly in the path of the horns. At the last instant he snatched it away, but the bull twisted its head violently and the length of the horn rode up his arm, flaying off the skin in a thin ribbon.


    Grabbing on to the horn, Bourne used it as a fulcrum to swing himself onto the bull’s back. For an instant the beast did not know what happened. Then, as the weight on its back shifted, it stomped forward, charging the barrier again. But this time the bull slammed into it sideways, and if Bourne hadn’t lifted his right leg it would have been smashed between the muscle of the beast and the stucco. As it was, he was jarred halfway off the bull. Had he fallen, it would have been the end of him, the creature mindlessly stomping him to death within seconds.


    Now he had to hang on as the bull made another run at the barrier in an attempt to shake him off. Bourne still had Scarface’s knife; there was a chance the blade was long enough to deliver the coup de grâce and bring the bull to its knees if he chose precisely the right spot and the correct angle. But he knew he wouldn’t do it. To kill this beast from behind when it was terrified of him seemed cowardly, craven. He thought of the wooden pig overlooking the pool in Bali, its painted face carved with the eternal smile of the mystical sage. This bull had its own life to live; Bourne had no right to take it.


    At that moment he was almost thrown off as the beast slammed into the barrier at an angle, twisting its head down and to the left in a more desperate attempt to dislodge the shifting weight on its back. Bourne, bounced painfully around, was clinging to the bull’s horns. His arm ached where Scarface had tried to break it, his back was still bleeding from the knife wound, and worst of all his head felt as if it were splitting into a thousand pieces. He knew he couldn’t last much longer, but rolling off the bull meant almost certain death.


    And then, as the massed shouts from the corrida came to an ear-shattering crescendo, the bull folded its front legs, its back canted steeply down, and Bourne was shaken loose at last, tumbling head over heels, fetching up against the barrier, which now was spiderwebbed with cracks from the force of the bull’s charges.


    He lay in a heap, half dazed. He could feel the beast’s hot breath on him; the horns were no more than a handbreadth from his face. He tried to move, but couldn’t. His breath labored in and out of his lungs and he was gripped by a terrible dizziness.


    The red eyes fixed him in their glare, the muscles beneath the glistening hide were bunching for the final lunge at him, and he knew that in the next moment he would be nothing more than a rag doll skewered like Scarface on the points of those bloody horns.

  


  
    CHAPTER 15

  


  
    The bull lurched forward, covering Bourne’s face with a spray of hot mist. The beast’s eyes rolled up and its massive head hit the floor at Bourne’s feet with a heavy thud. Bourne, struggling with clearing his fuzzy brain, wiped his eyes with his forearm, put his head back against the barrier, and saw the guard he had taken out and dragged into the anteroom.


    He stood in the classic marksman’s pose, legs spread, feet planted firmly, one hand cupping the butt of the pistol with which he’d shot the bull twice and which, now that it was dead, was aimed squarely at Bourne.


    “¡Levántese!” he ordered. “Stand up and show me your hands.”


    “All right,” Bourne said. “One moment.” Using one hand on top of the barrier to brace himself, he struggled to his feet. Placing Scarface’s knife carefully on top of the barrier, he raised his hands, palms outward.


    “What are you doing here?” The guard was livid with rage. “Son of a bitch, look what you made me do. Have you any idea what that bull cost?”


    Bourne pointed to the ripped-apart body of Scarface. “I’m nothing. It was this man, a professional assassin, I was trying to get away from.”


    The guard frowned deeply. “Who? Who do you mean?” He took several tentative steps toward Bourne, then he saw what was left of Scarface. “¡Madre de Dios!” he cried.


    Bourne leapt across the barrier into the bull pen and the guard toppled backward. For a moment, the two men grappled for the gun, then Bourne chopped down on the side of the guard’s neck and his body went limp.


    Before rolling off him, he checked the guard to make sure his pulse was steady, then climbed back over the barrier and put his head under the tap over the soapstone sink, using the cold water to sluice away the remainder of the bull’s blood as well as to revive himself. Using the cleanest of the rags under the sink, he wiped himself dry, then—still slightly dizzy—retraced his steps up the ramp into the colored dazzle of the corrida, where the triumphant matador was slowly and majestically parading around the perimeter of the ring with the bull’s ears held high to the screaming throng.


    The bull itself lay near the center of the corrida, mutilated, forgotten, flies buzzing around its immobile head.


    Soraya felt Amun beside her as if he were a small nuclear plant. How many lies had he told her, she wondered. Did he have powerful enemies high up in the Egyptian government, or were these the same people who had given him the order to barter a Kowsar 3 missile and bring down the American jet?


    “What is particularly troubling,” he said, breaking the short silence, “is that the Iranians had to have help getting here. It would be easy enough to pass through the chaos in Iraq, but after that what choice did they have? They wouldn’t have taken the northern route, crossing into Jordan and the Sinai, because it’s too risky. The Jordanians would have shot them dead and the Sinai is too open, too heavily patrolled.” He shook his head. “No, they had to have come here via Saudi and the Red Sea, which means the most logical landfall was Al Ghardaqah.”


    Soraya was aware of this tourist city on the Red Sea, a relaxed, sun-drenched mecca for the overly stressed not unlike Miami Beach. Amun was right: Its laid-back, carnival atmosphere would make it an ideal landing place for a small terrorist group, passing as tourists or better yet Egyptian fishermen, to arrive and depart unrecognized.


    Amun floored the gas pedal, streaking past cars and trucks alike. “I’ve arranged for a small plane to take us to Al Ghardaqah as soon as we arrive at the airfield. Breakfast will be served on board. We can strategize while we eat.”


    Soraya called Veronica Hart, who answered immediately.


    When she had been updated, Hart said, “The president is addressing the UN Security Council tomorrow morning. He’ll be asking for a formal condemnation of Iran.”


    “Without definitive proof?”


    “Halliday and his NSA people have convinced the president that their written report is all the proof we need.”


    “I take it you don’t agree,” Soraya said drily.


    “I most certainly don’t. If we go out on a limb like we did with the WMDs in Iraq and are subsequently proven wrong it will be an unmitigated disaster, both politically and militarily, because we’ll have enmeshed the world in a wider war than anyone can currently handle, and that includes us, no matter what Halliday says. You’ve got to find me definitive proof of Iranian involvement.”


    “That’s just what Chalthoum and I are working on, but the situation has become more complicated.”


    “What do you mean?”


    “Chalthoum theorizes that the Iranians must have had help in transshipping the missile, and I agree.” She repeated the logistics that Amun had given her. “Many of the people who took part in the nine-eleven disaster were Saudis. If the same group is now involved with an Iranian terrorist network or, far more ominously, the Iranian government itself, the implications are far reaching because the Iranians are Shi’a and the overwhelming majority of Saudis are Wahhib, a branch of the Sunni sect. As you know, Shi’a and Sunni are blood enemies. This raises the possibility that they have somehow entered into either a temporary truce or an alliance of shared purpose.”


    Hart sucked in her breath. “God in heaven, we’re talking about a nightmare scenario that’s frankly terrified us and the European intelligence community for years.”


    “With good reason,” Soraya said, “because it means that a united Islam is girding itself for an all-out war with the West.”


    



    



    Bourne felt the wound near his heart throbbing so badly, he feared it might have reopened. Exiting the pen, he headed for the toilets where he could at least get the remainder of the blood off his clothes, but halfway there he saw two police rounding the corridor, heading toward the pens. Had someone in the corrida seen something and raised the alarm? Or perhaps the guard had regained consciousness. There was no time for speculation as he reversed course and headed, somewhat unsteadily, up the ramp into the spangled Seville twilight. Behind him, he heard someone calling. Was it to him? Without a backward glance, he turned to look for Tracy, but as if intuiting the increasing danger of the situation, she was already out of her seat, searching for him. The moment they saw each other, she headed not toward him but toward the nearest exit, leading him there by example.


    The clamor around the corrida was of a more general nature as the crowd stood, stretched, milled, and talked among themselves or headed for the refreshment stands and the toilets. In the ring men dragged the fallen bull’s carcass away, raked over the dirt to cover the fresh blood, and generally prepared for the next bull.


    Bourne felt the pain in his chest detonate like a bomb. He staggered and fell against two women, who turned back to glare at him as he righted himself. But even in his debilitated state he was conscious of a proliferation of police entering the stadium. There was no doubt now that the alarm had been sounded.


    One of the police officers he’d seen coming toward him in the bowels of the corrida had emerged, looking around for him. He eeled his way through the crowd, thankful that virtually everyone was on the move, making it easier for him to lose himself as he made his way toward the exit where Tracy was waiting for him.


    But the police officer must have caught a glimpse of him, because he was hurrying after Bourne, expertly threading his way through the people. Bourne tried to judge the distance to the exit and wondered whether he was going to make it, because the officer was closing fast. A moment later he saw Tracy appear out of the throng. Without a glance at him, she rushed past him, heading in the opposite direction. What was she doing?


    Still picking his way forward, he risked a glance over his shoulder and saw her confront the police officer. In snatches he heard her voice, raised and plaintive, complaining of having her cell phone snatched from her handbag. The officer was understandably impatient with her, but when he tried to brush her off Tracy’s voice rose to such a pitch that everyone around her turned to stare and the officer was forced to deal with her.


    Through his growing pain Bourne managed a small smile. Three strides later he came to the exit, but as soon as he turned into it, he felt a deeper stab of pain in his chest and fell against the rough concrete wall, gasping for breath as people pushed past him, coming and going.


    “Come on,” Tracy urged in his ear as she slid her arm through his and drew him into the flow of the crowd, down the ramp, and into the enormous vestibule, where a mass of people were smoking and chattering away about the merits of the matador. Beyond the crowd, the glass doors to the street were directly ahead.


    Somehow she’d disentangled herself from the officer to find him. It took all his concentration to breathe deeply, to breathe through the pain.


    “Christ, what happened to you in there?” she said. “How badly are you hurt?”


    “Not badly.”


    “Really? You look like you’re already dead.”


    At that moment, three police came crashing through the corrida’s front doors.


    



    



    Moira and Veronica Hart decided to take the sedan Moira had rented, since the white Buick was as anonymous a car as possible. They found Humphry Bamber, the late Undersecretary Stevenson’s closest friend, at his health club. He had just finished his workout, and one of the attendants had fetched him from the sauna. He padded out in sky-blue flip-flops, a towel wrapped around his waist and another, smaller one around his neck, which he used to wipe sweat off his face.


    Really, Moira thought, he had no reason to wear anything more. His body was rock-hard, as well formed as a professional athlete’s. In fact, he looked as if he spent the majority of his time in the gym maintaining his washboard abs and hillock biceps.


    He greeted them with a quizzical smile. He had thick blond hair that fell over his forehead, making him seem boyish. His wide-apart, clear eyes took them in with a cool precision that seemed oddly neutral to Moira.


    “Ladies,” he said, “what can I do for you? Marty said it was urgent.” He meant the attendant.


    “It is urgent,” Hart said. “Is there somewhere private we can talk?”


    Bamber’s expression sobered. “Are you cops?”


    “What if we are?”


    He shrugged. “I’d be more curious than I am now.”


    Hart flashed her credentials, which sent his eyebrows up.


    “Do you suspect me of passing secrets to the enemy?”


    “Which enemy?” Moira said.


    He laughed. “I like you,” he said. “What’s your name?”


    “Moira Trevor.”


    “Uh-oh.” At once, Bamber’s expression grew dark. “I was warned about you.”


    “Warned?” Moira said. “By whom?” But she thought she already knew.


    “A man named Noah Petersen.”


    Moira recalled Noah taking Jay Weston’s cell phone from her at the scene of the killing. It was a sure bet that’s how he found Bamber.


    “He said—”


    “His real name’s Perlis,” Moira interrupted. “Noah Perlis. You shouldn’t trust anything he told you.”


    “He said you’d say that.”


    Moira laughed bitterly. Hart said, “A private place, Mr. Bamber. Please.”


    He nodded and walked them to an unused office. They went in and he closed the door. When they were all seated, Hart said, “I’m afraid we have some bad news. Steve Stevenson is dead.”


    Bamber looked stricken. “What?”


    Hart continued: “Did Mr. Peter—Perlis tell you that?”


    Bamber shook his head. He put the smaller towel around his shoulders as if he’d suddenly grown cold. Moira couldn’t blame him.


    “My God.” He shook his head in disbelief, then he looked at them in a kind of pleading way. “It must be a mistake of some kind, one of those idiotic bureaucratic snafus Steve was always complaining about.”


    “I’m afraid not,” Hart said.


    “Noah—one of Mr. Perlis’s people—killed your friend, making it look like an accident,” Moira said in a rush of emotion. Ignoring Hart’s warning glare, she continued: “Mr. Perlis is a dangerous man working for a dangerous organization.”


    “I—” Bamber ran a hand distractedly through his hair. “Shit, I don’t know what to believe.” He looked from one of them to the other. “Can I see Steve’s body?”


    Hart nodded. “That can be arranged, as soon as we’re through here.”


    “Ah.” Bamber gave her a rueful smile. “Like a reward, is that it?”


    Hart said nothing.


    He nodded in capitulation. “Okay, how can I help you?”


    “I don’t know if you can,” Hart said with a significant glance at Moira. “Because if you could, Mr. Perlis wouldn’t have left you alive.”


    For the first time Bamber looked truly alarmed. “What the hell is this?” he said with understandable indignation. “Steve and I have been close friends since college, that’s it.”


    Ever since Bamber had appeared Moira had been wondering about this aging jock’s decades-long friendship with Steve Stevenson, a man who didn’t know a softball from a football and, furthermore, didn’t care. Now something Bamber just said caused a number of small anomalies to click into place.


    “I think there’s another reason Noah felt confident in leaving you with a warning, Mr. Bamber,” she said, “am I right?”


    Bamber frowned. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”


    “What would frighten you so much that Noah could be assured that you wouldn’t talk?”


    He stood up abruptly. “I’ve had just about enough of this badgering.”


    “Sit back down, Mr. Bamber,” Hart said.


    “You and Undersecretary Stevenson were more than roommates at college,” Moira pressed on. “Just as you were more than good friends. Isn’t that right?”


    Bamber sat down as if all the strength had gone out of his legs. “I want protection from Noah and his people.”


    “You have it,” Hart said.


    He looked at her steadily. “I’m not kidding.”


    Pulling out her cell, she punched in a number. “Tommy,” she said into the phone, “I need a security detail in double-quick time.” She gave her assistant the address of the health club. “And Tommy, not a word of this to anyone outside the detail, is that clear? Good.”


    She tucked away her phone, said to Bamber, “Neither am I.”


    “Good.” He sighed in relief. Then, turning to Moira, he smiled bleakly. “You’re not wrong about Steve and me, and Noah knew neither of us could survive if the true nature of our relationship was made public.”


    Moira felt the breath rush out of her. “You called him Noah. Do you mean to tell us you know him?”


    “In a way, I work for him. That’s the other, more important, reason he couldn’t touch me. You see, I created a custom software program for him. It’s still got some minor bugs and I’m the only one who can work them out.”


    “Funny,” Hart said, “you don’t look like a tech geek.”


    “Yeah, well, Steve used to say that was one of my charms. I never looked anything like what I really am.”


    “What does this software program do?” Moira said.


    “It’s a highly sophisticated statistical analysis program that can take into account millions of factors. What he’s doing with it I don’t know. He made sure I was locked out of that side of it, that was part of our agreement, the reason I asked for and got a higher fee.”


    “But you said you’re working on fixes.”


    “That’s right,” Bamber said, nodding, “but it’s necessary that I work on a clean copy of the program. When I’m finished I electronically transfer it to Noah’s laptop. What happens after that is anyone’s guess.”


    “Let’s hear your guess,” Moira said.


    He sighed again. “Okay, here’s my best shot. The level of complexity of the program makes it almost a sure bet that he’s using it on a real-world basis.”


    “Translation, please.”


    “There are lab scenarios and real-world scenarios,” Bamber said. “As you can imagine, anything that tries to figure out what would happen during certain real-life situations has to be incredibly complex because of all the factors involved.”


    “Millions of factors.”


    He nodded. “Which my program provides.”


    A possibility hit Moira between the eyes and for a moment she sat back, dazzled. Then she said, “Have you given this program a name?”


    “In fact, I did.” Bamber seemed a bit embarrassed. “It’s a private joke between Steve and me.” His use of the present tense brought the news of his friend and lover’s death back to him, and he stopped, put his head down, moaning low in his throat, “Jesus, Jesus, Steve.”


    Moira waited a moment, then cleared her throat. “Mr. Bamber, we’re truly sorry for your loss. I knew Undersecretary Stevenson, I did business with him. He always helped me, even if it meant going out on a limb.”


    Bamber’s head came up, his eyes red-rimmed. “Yeah, that was Steve, all right.”


    “The name you gave the program you created for Noah Perlis?”


    “Oh, that. It’s nothing, as I said, a joke because Steve and I both like—liked—Javier—”


    “Bardem,” Moira said.


    Bamber looked surprised. “Yes, how did you know?”


    And Moira thought, Pinprickbardem.

  


  
    CHAPTER 16

  


  
    The Museo Taurino was located inside the Maestranza corrida, and this was where Bourne told Tracy to take him. They had just enough time to change direction within the crowd before the officers entered the throng in the vestibule. Two of them headed directly for the bullring itself. From their positions on either side of the glass doors, the remaining pair began to scan the crowd for their suspect.


    The museum was closed today, the interior door shuttered. Bourne, leaning against the door, used a paper clip Tracy found at the bottom of her handbag to pick the lock, and they slipped inside, closing the door behind them. The stuffed heads of all the great bulls killed in this corrida stared down at them with glass eyes. They passed glass cases containing the splendid costumes worn by the famous matadors going back to the seventeenth century, when Maestranza was built. The entire history of the corrida was on display in these musty rooms.


    Bourne was uninterested in any of the flamboyant displays; he was looking for the utility closet. It was in the rear of the museum, beside a little-used room. Inside, he had Tracy dig out cleaning fluid, which he had her apply to the wound down his back. The searing pain took his breath away and, with it, a full sense of consciousness.


    He awoke to Tracy’s grip on his shoulder. She was shaking him, which made his head hurt even more.


    “Wake up!” she said urgently. “You’re in worse shape than you let on. I’ve got to get you out of here.”


    He nodded; the words were hazy, but the gist hit home. Together they staggered back through the museum to the separate entrance that led out onto the street around the circle from the bullring’s main entrance. Tracy unlocked the door and poked her head outside. When she nodded, he emerged into the semi-darkness.


    She must have used her cell to call for a taxi because the next thing he knew she was maneuvering him into a backseat, leaning forward as she slid in beside him to give an address to the driver.


    As they took off, she turned and peered out the rear window. “The police are crawling all over the Maestranza,” she said. “Whatever you did has sent them into a frenzy.”


    But Bourne didn’t hear her; he was already passed out.


    



    



    Soraya and Amun Chalthoum arrived in Al Ghardaqah just before noon. Not that many years before, it had been nothing more than a modest fishing village, but a combination of Egyptian initiative and foreign investment had turned it into the leading Red Sea resort. The hub of the town was El Dahar, the oldest of the three sections, home to the traditional villas and bazaar. As was the case with most Egyptian coastal towns, Al Ghardaqah did not venture far inland, but rather clung to the shore of the Red Sea as if for dear life. The Sekalla district was more modern, made ugly by the proliferation of cheap hotels. El Korra Road was prettier, filled with upscale hotels, lush plantings, lavish fountains, and walled private compounds owned by Russian moguls with nothing better to do with their easy money.


    They hit the fishermen first, what was left of them, anyway—time and the tourist business had decimated their ranks. They were old men now, skin wrinkled and brown as well-worn leather, their eyes paled by the sun, their work-hardened hands like boards, gnarly with outsize knuckles from decades in seawater. Their sons had abandoned them to work in air-conditioned offices or in jets that flew high above, leaving their homeland far behind. They were the last of their line and so an insular lot, their suspicions heightened by sweet-talking Egyptians taking their launching sites away from them to accommodate more and more Jet Skis and Sea-Doos. Their innate fear of Chalthoum and his al Mokhabarat manifested itself in cold hostility. After all, they must have reasoned, having lost everything, what more did they have to lose?


    On the other hand, they were charmed by Soraya. They adored the soft way she spoke to them even while they admired her beautiful face and shapely figure. For her they would answer questions, although they insisted that it would be impossible for anyone outside their close-knit circle to pose as a native fisherman without their knowledge. They knew by sight every boat and ship that plied the local waters, and they assured her that nothing out of the ordinary had occurred in their recent collective memory.


    “But there are the dive companies,” one grizzled seaman told them. His hands, as they mended his nets, were as big as his head. He spat to one side to show his displeasure. “Who knows who their clients are? And as for their staffs, well, they seem to change from week to week, so no one can keep track of them, let alone note their comings and goings.”


    Soraya and Chalthoum divided up the list of twenty-five dive firms the fishermen gave them, setting out for different ends of the city, agreeing to meet at a carpet shop in the El Dahar bazaar whose owner was a good friend of Amun’s.


    Soraya went down to the sea, visiting eight of the dive companies, one by one, crossing them off her list as she went. With each she boarded their boats, interviewed the skippers and crew, looked at the customer logbooks for the past three weeks. Sometimes, she had to wait for the boats to return. Other times, the owner was kind enough to ferry her out to the dive sites. After four hours of frustrating work asking the same questions and getting the same answers, she was faced with the reality: This was an impossible task. It was like looking for a needle in an endless line of haystacks. Even if the terrorists had used this method to enter Egypt, there was no assurance that the dive operators would know. And how in the world would they have explained a crate large enough to house the Kowsar 3? Once again, she was plagued with doubts about Amun’s story, with a dread that he had been involved in the downing of the airliner.


    What am I doing here? she thought. What if Amun and al Mokhabarat are the real culprits?


    Despairing, she decided to can the entire enterprise after she was through interviewing the personnel at the ninth dive shop. She was ferried out to its boat by a grizzled Egyptian who constantly spat over the side. It was exceptionally hot, the sun beating down on her head; the only breath of wind came from the movement of the boat through the listless air. Even through her sunglasses, everything appeared washed out in the glare. The brine of the sea filled her nostrils, heady and mineral. The repetition had sapped her of keen interest, otherwise she would have marked the young man with the tousled dirty-blond hair edging away from her as she was introduced by the dive shop owner. She began her interviews, asking the same questions: Have you noticed any out-of-place faces in the last three weeks? Any group of seeming Egyptians who came from another boat and who went ashore the same day? Any unusually large packages? No, no, and no, what else did she expect?


    She didn’t see the young man with the tousled hair gather up equipment as he backed away, and it was only when he jumped overboard that she awoke from her bored lethargy. Running down the length of the boat, she stripped off her handbag, kicked off her shoes, and dived into the sea after him. He had pulled on a mask and an air tank before going over the side, and she saw him below her. Even though he lacked fins, he was diving deep where he must have suspected that she—not being similarly equipped—would not follow.


    He was wrong about both her ability and her resolve. Her father had thrown her into a pool on her first birthday, much to her mother’s horror, and had taught her endurance, stamina, and speed, all of which had served her well throughout high school and college, when she’d won every award imaginable. She could have made the Olympic team, but by that time the intelligence system had engaged her and she had more important things on her agenda.


    Now she powered down, slicing her way through the water, but as she neared him, he turned, startled that she had drawn so close, so quickly, and raised his spear gun. He was cocking the mechanism that drew back the barbed bolt when she struck him. He tenaciously maintained his grip on the weapon, successfully readying it to fire even as she twisted his body backward. He brought the butt of the spear gun down against her temple and as her hands came off him, he lowered the barb until it was aimed at her chest.


    She scissored her legs in a powerful kick just before he pulled the trigger, and the bolt shot by her. Then she made a grab for him. Now she was uninterested in the weapon or in his hands and feet. Her sole imperative was to pull off his mask, to even the playing field between them, because her lungs were beginning to burn and she knew she couldn’t stay under for much longer.


    Her pounding heart beat off the seconds, one, two, three, as they struggled, until at last she managed to rip off his mask. Water flooded against his face and, though he twisted to the left and right, she pulled the mouthpiece out and inserted it into her mouth, taking a couple of breaths before she kicked upward, holding him in an armlock. She spat out the mouthpiece as they bobbed to the surface.


    The captain had raised the anchor while they’d been underwater, and now the boat maneuvered close enough for hands to reach down and pull them both aboard.


    “Get my handbag,” Soraya said breathlessly as she sat on the young man’s back, pinning him to the deck. She took deep, even breaths, smoothed her hair back from her face, and felt the water already warmed by the sun trickling over her shoulders.


    “Is this the one you’re looking for?” the owner asked anxiously as he handed over the bag. “He’s been here for three days, no more.”


    Shaking her hands to dry them, Soraya rummaged for her phone. She opened it, slowed her breathing even more, and punched in Chalthoum’s number. When he answered, she told him where she was.


    “Good work. I’ll meet you on the dock in ten minutes,” he said.


    Putting her cell away, she glanced down at the young man beneath her.


    “Get off me,” he panted. “I can’t breathe.”


    Sitting on his diaphragm wasn’t helping, she knew, but she could summon up no sympathy.


    “Sonny,” she said, “you are in a world of hurt.”


    



    



    Bourne awoke into a web of shadows. The soft, intermittent hiss of traffic drew his eyes to a shaded window. Outside, streetlights shone through the darkness. He was lying on his side on what felt like a bed. Moving his head, he looked around the bedroom, which was small and comfortably furnished but didn’t feel well lived in. Beyond an open doorway a slice of living room was visible. He stirred, sensing he was alone. Where was he? Where was Tracy?


    In answer to his second question, he heard the front door open in the living room and recognized Tracy’s sharp, quick gait as she came across a wooden floor. When she entered the bedroom, he tried to sit up.


    “Please don’t, you’ll only aggravate your wound,” she said. She put down some packages and sat beside him on the bed.


    “My back was barely scratched.”


    She shook her head. “A bit deeper, but I’m talking about the wound in your chest. It’s started seeping.” She unpacked items she had obviously bought at the local pharmacy: alcohol, antibiotic cream, sterile pads, and the like. “Now hold still.”


    As she went to work stripping the old bandage and cleaning the wound, she said, “My mother warned me about men like you.”


    “What about me?”


    “Always getting into trouble.” Her fingers worked quickly, nimbly, surely. “The difference is that you know how to get yourself out of whatever mess blows up around you.”


    He grimaced at the pain but didn’t flinch. “I have no choice.”


    “Oh, I don’t think that’s true.” She bunched up a wad of soiled sterile pads, then took up another, soaking it in alcohol and applying it to the reddened flesh. “I think you go looking for trouble, I think that’s who you are, I think you’d be unhappy—and, worse for you, bored—if you didn’t.”


    Bourne laughed softly, but he didn’t think she was far off the mark.


    She examined the newly cleaned wound. “Not so bad, I doubt you’ll need a fresh round of antibiotics.”


    “Are you a doctor?”


    She smiled. “On occasion, when I have to be.”


    “That answer requires an explanation.”


    She palpated the flesh around his wound. “What the hell happened to you?”


    “I got shot, don’t change the subject.”


    She nodded. “Okay, as a young woman—a very young woman—I spent two years in West Africa. There was unrest, fighting, horrible atrocities perpetrated. I was assigned to a field hospital where I learned triage, how to dress a wound. One day we were so overloaded with wounded and dying, the doctor put an instrument in my hand and said, ‘There’s an entry wound but no exit wound. If you don’t get the bullet out right away your patient will die.’ Then he went off to work on two other patients at once.”


    “Did your patient die?”


    “Yes, but not because of his wound. He’d been terminal before he’d been shot.”


    “That must have helped some.”


    “No,” she said, “it didn’t.” Throwing the last of the used pads into a wastebasket, she applied the antibiotic cream and began the bandaging process. “You must promise not to abuse this again. The next time the bleeding will be worse.” She sat back inspecting her work. “Ideally, you should be in hospital, or at least see a doctor.”


    “This isn’t an ideal world,” he said.


    “So I’ve noticed.”


    She helped him to sit up. “Where are we?” he asked.


    “An apartment of mine. We’re on the other side of town from Maestranza.”


    He transferred to a chair, sat back gingerly. His chest felt as if it were made of lead. It beat with a dull ache as if from pain remembered from long ago. “Don’t you have an appointment with Don Fernando Hererra?”


    “I postponed it.” She looked at him inquiringly. “I couldn’t possibly go without you, Professor Alonzo Pecunia Zuñiga.” She was speaking of the Goya expert from the Prado he was going to impersonate. Then, abruptly, she smiled. “I like money too much to spend it when I don’t have to.”


    She stood, moving him back to the bed. “But now you must rest.”


    He was going to answer her but his eyelids had already slid down. With the darkness came a deep and peaceful sleep.


    



    



    Arkadin pushed his recruits through the desolate landscape of Nagorno-Karabakh, working them twenty-one hours a day. When they began to doze on their feet, he slammed them with his baton. He never had to hit any of them twice. For three hours they slept wherever they happened to be, sprawled on the ground, all except Arkadin himself for whom sleep had been completely banished months ago. Instead, his mind was filled with scenes from the past, from the end of his days in Nizhny Tagil, when Stas’s men were closing in on him and it seemed as if his only choice was to kill as many of them as he could before they shot him to death.


    



    



    He wasn’t afraid to die, that was clear to him from the outset of his forced incarceration in the basement, venturing out only at night for quick forays for food and fresh water. Above him was a hive of activity as the remaining members of Stas’s gang feverishly coordinated the ever-intensifying search for him. As the days turned into weeks, and the weeks into months, he might have had reason to think that the gang would move on to other matters, but no, they nursed their grudge like a colicky baby, inhaling its poison until to a man they were gripped by an unshakable obsession. They wouldn’t rest until they dragged his corpse through the streets as an object lesson for anyone else who might think of interfering with their business.


    Even the cops, who were, in any event, on the gang’s payroll, had been co-opted into the citywide dragnet by the random storms of violence visited on Nizhny Tagil night after night. They were used to turning a blind eye, even at times laughed about it, but not now—the attacks had escalated to a level that made them a laughingstock in the eyes of the state police. It was typical of their thinking that rather than clamping down on Stas’s gang, they took the easy way and capitulated to its demands. So almost everyone was on the lookout for Arkadin, there was no surcease, there could only be a nasty end.


    That was when Mikhail Tarkanian, whom Arkadin would eventually call Mischa, arrived in Nizhny Tagil from Moscow. He had been sent by his boss, Dimitri Ilyinovich Maslov, head of Kazanskaya, the most powerful family of the Moscow grupperovka, the Russian mafia, involved in drugs and black-market cars. Through his many eyes and ears Maslov had heard of Arkadin, had heard of the bloodbath he’d single-handedly caused and its stalemate aftermath. He wanted Arkadin brought to him. “The problem,” Maslov told his men, “is that Stas’s men want to tear him limb from limb.” He handed them a file. Inside were a sheaf of grainy black-and-white surveillance shots, a gallery of Stas’s remaining crew, each with his name carefully written on the reverse. Maslov’s eyes and ears had been busy, indeed, and it occurred to Tarkanian, even if it didn’t to the scowling Oserov, that Maslov must want Arkadin very badly to go to so much trouble to extract him from what seemed like an intractable situation.


    Maslov could have sent his chief enforcer, Vylacheslav Germanovich Oserov, at the head of a raiding party to take Arkadin by force, but Maslov was a canny dispenser of his power. Far better to make Stas’s gang part of his empire than to start a blood feud with whoever was left after his own people got through with them.


    So instead he sent Tarkanian, his chief political negotiator. He ordered Oserov along to protect Tarkanian, an assignment Oserov openly despised, adamant that if Maslov had listened to him he, Oserov, could easily have taken Arkadin from the hick baboons of Nizhny Tagil, as he called them. “I’d have this Arkadin back in Moscow within forty-eight hours, guaranteed,” he told Tarkanian several times during their tedious journey into the foothills of the Ural Mountains.


    By the time they arrived in Nizhny Tagil, Tarkanian was sick to death of Oserov who, as he later told Arkadin, “felt like a woodpecker attached to my head.”


    In any event, even before Maslov’s emissaries left Moscow, Tarkanian had formed the outline of the plan to extract Arkadin from his predicament. He was a man with a natural Machiavellian mind. The deals he made for Maslov were legendary in both their bewildering complexity and their unerring effectiveness.


    “The mission is misdirection,” Tarkanian told Oserov as they approached their destination. “To that end we need to create a straw man for Stas’s gang to go after.”


    “What do you mean we?” Oserov said with typical surliness.


    “I mean you’re the perfect man to establish the straw man for me.”


    “Oserov looked at me with that dark look of his,” Tarkanian told Arkadin much later, “but he was powerless to do more than yelp like a kicked dog. He knew my importance to Dimitri, and this kept him in line. Barely.”


    “You’re right about one thing, we’re dealing with baboons,” he told Oserov, throwing him a bone. “And baboons are motivated by only two things: the carrot and the stick. I’m going to provide the carrot.”


    “Why should they want anything to do with you?” Oserov said.


    “Because the moment you hit town you’re going to do what you do best: make life a living hell for them.”


    This answer drew a rare smile from Oserov’s face.


    “And do you know what he said to me then?” Tarkanian whispered to Arkadin much later. “He said, ‘The more blood, the better.’ ”


    



    



    And he meant it. Forty-three minutes from the moment he entered Nizhny Tagil, Oserov found his first victim, one of Stas’s oldest, most loyal soldiers. He put a bullet through one ear at close range, then went to work butchering him. The head he left intact, looking out from the chest cavity in a gruesome parody of a cheap horror film.


    Needless to say, the rest of Stas’s men were incensed. Business ground to a halt. Three death squads with three men each were sent out, searching for this new killer. They knew it wasn’t Arkadin because the killing wasn’t his typical method.


    They weren’t frightened yet, but that would come. If there was anything Oserov knew how to engender in others, it was fear. Choosing another victim at random among the photos in the dossier Maslov had given them, Oserov stalked the gang member. Finding him on the doorstep of his house, with the door open and his children peeping out, Oserov shot him, shattering the bone in his right thigh. With his victim’s children screaming and his wife running to the front door from the kitchen, Oserov sprinted across the pavement, leapt up the concrete steps, and put three bullets in the man’s abdomen in precisely the places where he’d bleed most heavily.


    That was day two. Oserov was just warming up, there was far worse to come.


    



    



    Pinprick,” Humphry Bamber said. “What do you mean, Pinprick?”


    Veronica Hart shot Moira a nervous look. “I was hoping you could tell us,” she said.


    Hart’s cell buzzed and she walked out of earshot to take it. When she returned, she said, “The backup I ordered is waiting outside.”


    Moira nodded, leaned forward, toward Bamber, forearms resting on her crossed knee. “The word pinprick was paired with the name of your software program.”


    He looked from her to the DCI. “I don’t understand.”


    Moira felt the air go out of her. “I met with Steve just before… before he disappeared. He was terrified of what was going on at the DoD and the Pentagon. He intimated that the fog of war had already started to permeate the atmosphere at both places.”


    “And, what, you think Bardem has something to do with that fog of war?”


    “Yes,” Moira said firmly. “I do.”


    Bamber had begun to sweat. “Christ,” he said, “if I had any idea the real-world situation Noah was going to use the program for included war—”


    “Excuse me,” Moira said hotly, “but Noah Perlis is a high-ranking member of Black River. How could you not know—or at least suspect?”


    “Back off, Moira,” Hart said.


    “I will not back off. This—idiot savant—has given Noah the keys to the castle. Because of Bamber’s stupidity Noah and the NSA are planning something.”


    “Something what?” Bamber’s voice was almost pleading. He seemed desperate to know what he was complicit in.


    Moira shook her head. “That’s just it, we don’t know what, but I’ll tell you one thing: Unless we find out and stop them I’m afraid that we’ll all live to regret it.”


    Bamber, clearly shaken, rose. “Whatever I can do, however I can help, just tell me.”


    “Go get dressed,” Hart said. “Then we’d like to take a look at Bardem. My hope is that we’ll get a better idea from the program itself what Noah and the NSA have in mind.”


    “It won’t take me a minute,” he said. He ducked out of the office.


    For a time, the two women sat in silence. Then Hart said, “Why do I get the feeling that I’m being outmaneuvered?”


    “You mean Halliday?”


    Hart nodded. “The secretary of defense has decided to reach out to the private sector for whatever he has in mind—and make no mistake, no matter how clever Noah Perlis is, he’s taking his orders from Bud Halliday.”


    “Taking his money, too,” Moira said. “I wonder what Black River’s bill for this little escapade is going to be.”


    “Moira, whatever differences we’ve had in the past, we agree on one thing—that our former employer is without scruples. Black River will do anything if the price is right.”


    “Halliday has a virtually unlimited source, the US Mint. You and I both saw the flats of hundred-dollar bills Black River transshipped from here to Iraq during the first four years of the war.”


    Hart nodded. “One hundred million in each flat, and where did the money go? To fight the insurgents? To pay off the army of indigenous informers Black River claimed to get their intel from? No, you and I know, because we saw it, that ninety percent of it went into blind bank accounts in Liechtenstein and the Caymans of dummy corporations owned by Black River.”


    “Now they don’t have to steal it,” Moira said with a cynical laugh, “because Halliday is giving it to them.”


    A moment later they rose and went out of the office as Humphry Bamber emerged from the men’s locker room. He was dressed in neatly pressed jeans, polished loafers, a blue-and-black–checked shirt, and a gray suede car coat.


    “Is there another exit?” Moira asked him.


    He pointed. “There’s an employee and delivery entrance behind the administrative offices.”


    “I’ll get my car,” Moira said.


    “Hold on.” Hart opened her phone. “It’s better for me to do it; my people are outside and I need to instruct them to deploy outside the front entrance to make it look as if we’re taking Bamber out that way.” She held out her hand and Moira gave her the keys. “Then I’ll go get your car and pick you two up around back. Moira?”


    Moira drew her custom Lady Hawk from its thigh holster while Bamber goggled with his mouth half open.


    “What the hell is going on?” he said.


    “You’re getting the protection you wanted,” Hart said.


    As she disappeared down the corridor, Moira motioned to Bamber, allowing him to lead her back toward the admin offices. She used her DoD-issue ID on the few managers who questioned their presence in the health club’s back office.


    When they approached the rear door, she pulled out her phone and dialed Hart’s private number. Once the DCI answered, she said, “We’re in position.”


    “Count to twenty,” Hart’s reply came in her ear, “then bring him out.”


    Moira snapped shut her phone and put it away. “Ready?”


    Bamber nodded even though it wasn’t really a question.


    She counted off the rest of the time, then wrenched the door open with her free hand and, with her gun at the ready, moved out, presenting only her profile. Hart had stopped the white Buick directly in front of the entrance. She’d opened the near-side rear door.


    Moira took a look around. They were in a remote section of the parking lot. The blacktop was surrounded by a twelve-foot Cyclone fence topped with razor wire. To the left was a row of huge lidded bins to hold the health club’s trash and recyclables between garbage pickups. To the right was the turnaround to exit the lot. Beyond rose blocks of anonymous-looking apartment and mixed-use buildings. No other vehicles were in this section of the lot, and a view of the street was blocked off by screening on the outside of the fence.


    Glancing back over her shoulder, Moira made eye contact with Bamber. “Okay,” she said, “keep your head low and get into the backseat as quickly as you can.”


    Crouching down, he scuttled across the short distance from the doorway to the Buick, Moira covering him the whole way. Within the safety of the car, he scrambled across the seat to the far side.


    “Get your head down!” Hart ordered as she swiveled her torso around the front bucket seat. “And keep it down no matter what.”


    Then she called to Moira. “Come on, come on! What are you waiting for? Let’s get the hell out of Dodge!”


    Moira went around the back of the Buick and took one last surveillance look at the garbage bins up against the Cyclone fence. Had there been some movement there or was it just a shadow? She took several steps toward the bins, but Veronica Hart stuck her head out the window.


    “Dammit, Moira, would you get into the car!”


    Moira turned back. Ducking her head, she came around the back of the Buick and stopped dead in her tracks. Kneeling down, she peered into the tailpipe. There was something there, something with a tiny red eye, an LED that now began to blink rapidly…


    Jesus, she thought. Oh, God!


    Tearing around to the open door, she yelled, “Out! Get out now!”


    She bent, pulling Bamber across the leather seat, hauling him out of the car. “Ronnie,” she called, “get out! Get out of the fucking car!”


    She saw Hart turn, momentarily bewildered, then move to unbuckle her seat belt. In a moment it became clear that something was wrong because she couldn’t get free; something was in the way or the locking mechanism was malfunctioning.


    “Ronnie, do you have a knife?”


    Hart had a penknife out and was sawing through the material that held her fast.


    “Ronnie!” Moira screamed. “For God’s sake—!”


    “Get him away!” Hart yelled at her, and then, as Moira took a step toward her, “Get the fuck away!”


    In the next instant the Buick went up like a Roman candle, the shock wave slamming Moira and Bamber to the blacktop, showering them with smoldering patches of plastic and spirals of hot metal that stung like bees flushed from their hive.

  


  
    CHAPTER 17

  


  
    A Hymn of deep-throated cathedral bells woke Bourne. Sunlight filtered through the jalousied bedroom window, fingers of pale gold striping the polished floorboards.


    “Good morning, Adam. The police are after you.”


    Tracy had come into the doorway, stood leaning against one side of the frame. The robust scent of fresh-brewed coffee entered with her and swirled enticingly about him like a flamenco dancer.


    “I heard it on the TV earlier.” She had her arms crossed over her breasts. Her hair was still wet from the shower, slicked off her face, tied with a black velvet ribbon into a ponytail. Her face was bright, freshly scrubbed. She wore umber slacks, a cream man-tailored shirt, and shoes without heels. She looked ready for Don Fernando Hererra or whatever else the day might hold. “Not to worry, though, they don’t have your name, and the single witness, a guard at the Maestranza, didn’t—or couldn’t—give an accurate description of you.”


    “He saw me in very low light.” Bourne sat up and moved across the bed. “Sometimes in no light at all.”


    “All the better for you.”


    Was the smile she gave him sardonic? In his present state he couldn’t tell.


    “I got breakfast, and we have an appointment to see Don Fernando Hererra at three this afternoon.”


    His head still throbbed and his mouth was as dry as a desert, distinguished only by an acrid taste that was faintly nauseating.


    “What time is it?” he asked.


    “Just after nine.”


    The arm Scarface had tried to break felt better when he flexed it and the flesh wound down his back scarcely burned at all, but the pain in his chest made him wince as he wrapped the top sheet around his waist and rose out of bed.


    “Perfect,” Tracy said. “A Roman senator.”


    “Let’s hope by this afternoon I look more Castilian than Roman,” he said as he padded toward the bathroom, “because it will be Professor Alonzo Pecunia Zuñiga who’ll be accompanying you to Don Hererra’s this afternoon.”


    She gave him a curious look, then turned and went back into the living room. He closed the bathroom door behind him and ran the shower. Over the sink was a mirror surrounded by small incandescent lightbulbs: a woman’s bathroom, he thought, made for putting on makeup.


    Returning to the bedroom after his shower, he found a thick Turkish terry-cloth robe, which he wrapped around himself. She had covered his chest wound with a waterproof plastic layer, which he hadn’t noticed until he stepped into the stream of hot water.


    When he came into the living room, Tracy was pouring coffee into an enormous cup. The small kitchen was merely a niche at one end of the single open room, which was spacious but, like the bedroom, as sparsely and anonymously furnished as a hotel room. On the wooden trestle table was the typical Andalusian workingman’s breakfast: a mug of hot chocolate and a plate of churros, slender twists of fried dough, dipped in sugar crystals.


    Bourne pulled up a chair and he and Tracy ate their breakfast, and she let him have all the churros, he was still hungry when he finished. He went to the refrigerator.


    “There’s nothing much in there, I’m afraid,” she said. “I haven’t been here in some time.”


    Still, he found some bacon in the freezer. As he fried up the strips, she said, “Write down your size and I’ll get you some fresh clothes.”


    He nodded. “While you’re at it, I need you to run an errand for me.” Finding a pencil and scratch pad on the kitchen counter, he tore off a sheet and wrote out a list of items, along with his clothes size.


    When he handed the slip of paper to her, Tracy glanced over it and said, “Professor Zuñiga, I presume?”


    He nodded, tending the browning strips. “I gave you the addresses of the theatrical stores I found yesterday. We were on our way there when Scarface picked up our scent.”


    She got up, grabbed her handbag, and went to the door. “This should take me about an hour,” she said. “In the meantime, enjoy the rest of your breakfast.”


    After she left, Bourne took the skillet off the burner, laid the bacon on a sheet of paper towel. Then he returned to the scratch pad. The sheet he’d torn off was from the middle because he wanted to keep the top one intact. With the pencil at an extreme angle, he ran the lead lightly over the sheet. Letters began to form, the imprint of the writing left over from the last note someone—presumably Tracy—had made.


    Don Hererra’s name and address came up, along with the time, 3 pm, just as she’d told him. He ripped off the sheet and put it in his pocket. That was when he noticed indentations on what was now the top sheet of the pad. He tore that off as well. Running the side of the pencil over this sheet brought up a line of numbers and letters all run together.


    He ate the bacon standing beside the front window, staring out at the shimmering morning. It was still too early for people to be out at the feria, but the Moorish scrollwork balcony on the building across the street was garlanded in flowers and gaily colored fabric. His eyes scanned both sides of the street for anyone and anything even remotely suspicious, but nothing presented itself. He watched a young woman herd three children across the street. An old woman in black, small and bent, carried a mesh bag filled with fruit and vegetables.


    Popping the last of the bacon into his mouth, he wiped his hands down on a kitchen cloth, then crossed to Tracy’s laptop, which was set up on the far end of the trestle table. It was on and he saw that she had a Wi-Fi connection to the Internet.


    Sitting down in front of it, he Googled the string of numbers and letters only to get this result:


    
      Your search—779elgamhuriaave—did not match any documents.


      Suggestions:


      * Make sure all words are spelled correctly.


      * Try different keywords.


      * Try more general keywords.

    


    Then he saw his error, and placed spaces in the appropriate places: 779 El Gamhuria Avenue. An address, but where?


    Returning to Google, he typed in “El Gamhuria Avenue” and up popped Khartoum, Sudan. Now, that was interesting. What was Tracy doing with a North African address?


    He typed in the full address, including the number, which, as it turned out, belonged to Air Afrika Corporation. He sat back. Why did that name sound so familiar? There were a number of entries for Air Afrika, some of them from very odd sites, others from blogs of dubious nature, but the information he wanted came from an entry on the second page from Interpol, where speculation was cited from numerous sources that Air Afrika was owned and operated by Nikolai Yevsen, the legendary arms dealer. Ever since Viktor Anatoliyevich Bout had been arrested, Yevsen had taken his place as the largest and most powerful illegal arms dealer in the world.


    Bourne rose from the chair, walked back to the window, on reflex checking the street again. Tracy was an art expert buying a Goya unknown until just recently. The price must be astronomical; maybe a handful of people in the world could afford it. So who was her client?


    With church bells pealing the hour, his gaze snapped back into focus as Tracy walked into his field of vision. She was carrying a mesh shopping sack. He watched the confident rat-a-tat of her stride, the heels of her shoes rhythmically striking the pavement. A young man appeared behind her and Bourne felt his muscles tense. Halfway down the block, the young man lifted an arm, waving, and ran across the street where a young woman waited for him. They embraced as Tracy entered the building. A moment later she came through the door, put the mesh sack down on the table.


    “If you’re still hungry, I bought some Serrano ham and Garrotxa cheese.” She placed the food, wrapped in white paper, on the table. “The rest is everything you asked for.”


    After he’d dressed in the light, comfortable clothes she’d chosen for him, he pored over the contents of the mesh sack, lining the items up, opening the lids, smelling the contents, and nodding to himself.


    She regarded him solemnly. “Adam,” she ventured, “I don’t know what you’re involved in…”


    “I already told you,” he said mildly.


    “Yes, but now I see how badly you’re injured, and that man who was following us was evil looking.”


    “He was evil,” Bourne acknowledged. Then he looked up at her and smiled. “It’s part of the industry I’m in, Tracy. There isn’t the capital floating around there was in 2000, so more start-ups are chasing less money. That makes for cutthroat competition.” He shrugged. “It can’t be avoided.”


    “But from the looks of you, this kind of work could send you to the hospital.”


    “I’ve just got to be more careful from now on.”


    She frowned. “Now you’re making fun of me.” She came and sat next to him. “But there’s nothing amusing about that wound in your chest.”


    He produced the photo he’d printed out at the Internet café, set it out between them. “To become Professor Alonzo Pecunia Zuñiga I’m going to need your help.”


    She held quite still, her liquid eyes studying his face for a moment. Then she nodded.


    



    



    Day three of Oserov’s reign of terror brought a downpour such as no one in Nizhny Tagil could remember, and this was a city where grudges were nursed, meaning memories were as long and vibrant as the winter chill. Day three also brought other deaths, ones so brutal, so horrific that there now came to the remnants of Stas Kuzin’s people a black fear. One that crept into their bones, lodging there like a grain of polonium, eroding their confidence the way the radioactive material eats away flesh.


    It began in the early hours of the morning, just past two o’clock, as Oserov boasted to Arkadin afterward.


    “With great stealth I broke into their head enforcer’s house, tied him up, and forced him to watch what I did to his family,” Oserov told Arkadin later.


    When he was finished, he dragged his victim into the kitchen, where he went to work on him using the fire-reddened tip of a carving knife he slid from a wooden rack. The pain of what Oserov did to him hammered the enforcer out of his state of shock and he began screaming until Oserov cut out his tongue.


    An hour later, Oserov was finished. He left him in a pool of his own blood and vomit, alive, but just barely. When the enforcer’s associates came for him as they did each morning to begin their daily patrol, they found the front door flung open, which led them to the abattoir inside. It was then, and only then, that Mikhail Tarkanian entered Nizhny Tagil. By then, the criminals were in such a frenzy that they’d all but forgotten about Arkadin.


    “Lev Antonin, I think I can provide the solution to your problem,” Tarkanian said to the new head of Stas’s gang when he met with him in his office. There were seven heavily armed men standing guard. “I’ll find this killer for you and take care of him.”


    “Who are you, stranger? Why would you do this?” Lev Antonin squinted at him suspiciously. He had a gray face with long ears and stubble on his chin and cheeks. He looked like he hadn’t slept in a week.


    “Who I am is of no importance, except to say that I’m intimately familiar with men such as your murderer,” Tarkanian replied without hesitation. “And as to why I’m here the answer is simple: I want Leonid Danilovich Arkadin.”


    At once Antonin’s expression changed from suspicious to enraged. “And why would you want that fucking whoremonger, that shit-faced miscreant?”


    “That’s my business,” Tarkanian said mildly. “Your business is keeping your people alive.”


    This was true. Antonin was a pragmatic man, with none of the mad fire that had burned within his predecessor. Tarkanian could read him like a comic book: Clearly, he was all too aware that the current of fear lapping at the knees of his men was undermining both their effectiveness and his authority. He also knew that once fear made its presence felt, it spread like wildfire. On the other hand, he wasn’t about to give away the farm. Arkadin’s head on a platter was what they’d all dreamed of since Arkadin had killed Kuzin and set their world ablaze with bullets and death. Letting go of that dream wouldn’t endear him to his rank and file.


    He scrubbed his face with his hands and said, “Fine, but you’ll bring me the killer’s head so all my men can see for themselves the end of this filth. And then if you can find that bastard Arkadin you can have him.”


    Naturally enough, Tarkanian did not believe this Neanderthal. He recognized the greed in his yellow eyes and intuited that it was not enough for him to be given the head of the murderer; he wanted Arkadin as well. The two bloody heads would cement his power over his people for all time.


    “What Lev Antonin wanted was irrelevant,” Tarkanian told Arkadin afterward. “I had planned for such a treacherous eventuality.”


    It would have amused Oserov no end to “find the murderer” for the baboon named Lev Antonin and bring him the freshly cut head, but no, he was to be denied this pleasure. He scowled when Tarkanian told him that Tarkanian himself would find and deliver the “murderer” to Antonin.


    “To take the fury out of your heart, I have another assignment for you,” Tarkanian told him. “A much more important job that only you can do.”


    “I strongly suspect he doubted that very much,” Tarkanian told Arkadin later, “but when he heard what I wanted him to do a smirk spread across his face. Poor bastard, he couldn’t help it.”


    Tarkanian needed someone to bring to Lev Antonin. But not just anyone—he had to look like a murderer. Moving through the twilit streets of Nizhny Tagil, Tarkanian scoured the bars for a likely victim. Now and again he was forced to sidestep puddles as big as small ponds, caused by the deluge that had only recently been reduced to a light mist. As it had been since dawn the claustrophobically low sky was a dull gray, but now it was marred here and there by bruises of yellow and lavender, as if the storm had brutalized the day.


    Tarkanian parked himself outside the most raucous of bars and lit a harsh Turkish cigarette, pulling the smoke deep into his lungs and exhaling it in a gray cloud as thick as those above his head. Night gathered around him like an acolyte as the drunken laughter spilled out to him, along with the shattering of glass and the chunky exhalations of a fistfight. A moment later a big man, bleeding from the nose and several cuts on his face, staggered out onto the sidewalk.


    As he bent over, hands on knees, wheezing and retching, Tarkanian ground out his cigarette under his boot heel, walked over, and delivered a vicious chop to the exposed back of the man’s neck. The drunk pitched forward, hitting his forehead on the pavement with a satisfying smack.


    Tarkanian grabbed him under the arms and pulled him into the alley. If any passersby noticed what he was up to none of them gave the slightest indication. All of them hurried on about their business without even a glance in his direction. Life in Nizhny Tagil had trained them to ignore anything that wasn’t their business. It was the only way to keep healthy in this city.


    In the deepening shadows of the stinking alley, Tarkanian checked his watch. There was no way to contact Oserov; he’d just have to hope he’d accomplished his part of the plan.


    Fifteen minutes later he walked into a bakery and bought the largest layer cake in the glass case. Back in the alley, he dumped the cake and, lifting the man’s severed head by his beer- and blood-damp hair, placed it carefully in the cake box. The glassy eyes stared blankly back at him until he lowered the lid.


    Across town he was admitted to Lev Antonin’s office, where the boss was still guarded by his seven heavily armed goons.


    “Lev Antonin, as promised I brought you a present,” he said as he placed the box on Antonin’s desk. On the way over, it had grown surprisingly heavy.


    Antonin looked from him to the box, evincing little enthusiasm. Signaling to one of his bodyguards, he had him open the box. Then he stood up and peered inside.


    “Who the fuck is this?” he asked.


    “The murderer.”


    “What’s his name?”


    “Mikhail Gorbachev,” Tarkanian said sardonically, “how the hell should I know?”


    Antonin’s face was particularly ugly when he smirked. “If you don’t know his name, how d’you know he’s the one?”


    “I caught him in the act,” Tarkanian said. “He had broken into your house, he was about to kill your wife and children.”


    Antonin’s face darkened and, snatching up the phone, he dialed a number. His face relaxed somewhat when he heard his wife’s voice.


    “Are you all right? Is everyone safe?” He frowned. “What do you mean? What—? Who the fuck is this? Where’s my wife?” His face had grown dark again and he looked at Tarkanian. “What the fuck is going on?”


    Tarkanian kept his voice calm and even. “Your family is safe, Lev Antonin, and they’ll remain safe as long as I have free passage to take Arkadin. If you interfere in any way—”


    “I’ll surround the house, my men will break in—”


    “And your wife and three children will die.”


    Antonin whipped out a Stechkin handgun and aimed it at Tarkanian. “I’ll shoot you right here where you stand, and I promise your death won’t be quick.”


    “In that event, your wife and children will die.” Tarkanian’s voice had an edge now. “Whatever you do to me will be done to them.”


    Antonin glared at Tarkanian, then dropped the Stechkin on the desktop next to the cake box. He looked ready to tear his hair out.


    “The idea with Neanderthals,” Tarkanian said to Arkadin later, “is to lead them by the hand through all their possible responses, showing them the futility of each one.”


    He said, “Listen to me, Lev Antonin, you have what we bargained for. If you still want everything, try to remember that pigs get slaughtered.”


    Then Tarkanian left the office to find Leonid Danilovich Arkadin.


    Tracy Atherton and Alonzo Pecunia Zuñiga presented themselves on the front steps of Don Fernando Hererra’s house at precisely three o’clock in the afternoon, bathed in brilliant sunshine amplified by a virtually cloudless sky.


    Bourne, with his spade beard and new hairstyle, had shopped for clothes suitable for a distinguished professor from Madrid. Their last stop was an optician’s, where he purchased a pair of contact lenses the color of the professor’s eyes.


    Hererra lived in the Santa Cruz barrio of Seville, in a beautiful three-story stucco house painted white and yellow, whose upper-story windows were guarded by magnificent wrought-iron balconies. Its facade formed one side of a small plaza in the center of which was an old well that had been turned into an octagonal fountain. Small haberdashery and crockery shops lined the other three sides, their quaint fronts shaded by palm and orange trees.


    The door opened at their knock, and when Tracy gave him their names a well-dressed young man escorted them into the high-ceilinged wood-and-marble entryway. There were fresh white and yellow flowers in a tall porcelain vase on a polished fruitwood table in the center, while on a marquetry sideboard an engraved silver bowl was filled to overflowing with fragrant oranges.


    A piano melody, soft and sinuous, came to them. They could see an Old World drawing room with a wall of ebony bookshelves illuminated by raking light from a line of French doors that led out onto an inner courtyard. There was an elegant escritoire, a matching pair of sofas of cinnamon-colored leather, a sideboard on which were arranged five delicate orchids, like girls at a beauty pageant. But the drawing room was dominated by an antique spinet piano behind which sat a large man with an enormous shock of luxuriant white hair brushed straight back off his wide, intelligent forehead. His body was bent in an attitude of exacting concentration, and there was a pencil gripped between his teeth so that he looked like he was in pain. In fact, he was composing a song with a rather florid melody that owed a debt to any number of Iberian virtuosos, as well as to certain flamenco folk tunes.


    As they entered, he looked up. Don Hererra had startling blue, slightly exophthalmic eyes, making him look something like a praying mantis as he rose, unfolding from the piano bench in stages. He had dark, leathery skin, wind-burned and sun-wrinkled, marking him as an inveterate outdoorsman. His body was lean and flat, as if he had been constructed in two dimensions instead of three. He appeared to wear the years he’d spent in the Colombian oil fields as a second skin.


    Taking the pencil from between his teeth, he smiled warmly. “Ah, my distinguished guests, what a pleasure.” He kissed the back of Tracy’s hand and shook Bourne’s. “Dear lady. And Professor, it’s an honor to welcome you both to my house.” He gestured toward one of the leather sofas. “Please make yourselves comfortable.” He was dressed in an open-neck white shirt under an immaculate cream-colored suit of lightweight silk that looked soft as a baby’s cheek. “Would you care for sherry, or something stronger, perhaps?”


    “Sherry and some Garrotxa, perhaps, if you have it,” Bourne said, playing his part to the hilt.


    “An excellent idea,” Hererra proclaimed, calling in the young man for the order. He wagged a long, tapered forefinger at Bourne. “I like the way your palate works, Professor.”


    Bourne looked fatuously pleased, while Tracy carefully hid her amusement from the older man.


    The young man arrived carrying a chased silver salver on which was set a cut-crystal decanter of sherry, three glasses of the same cut crystal, along with a platter of the sheep cheese, crackers, and a wedge of deep orange quince jelly. He set the salver down on a low table and departed as silently as he had come.


    Their host poured the sherry and handed out the glasses. Hererra raised his glass, and they followed suit.


    “To the unsullied pursuit of scholarly inquiry.” Don Hererra sipped his sherry, and Bourne and Tracy tasted theirs. As they ate the cheese and quince jelly, he said, “So tell me your opinion. Is the world, in fact, going to war against Iran?”


    “I don’t have enough information to make a judgment,” Tracy said, “but in my opinion Iran has been flaunting their nuclear program in our faces for too long.”


    Don Hererra nodded sagely. “I think finally the United States has gotten it right. This time, Iran has provoked us too far. But to contemplate another world war, well, to sum up, war is bad for business for most, but uncommonly good for a few.” He swung around. “And Professor, what is your learned opinion?”


    “When it comes to politics,” Bourne said, “I maintain a strictly neutral posture.”


    “But surely, sir, on such a grave issue that affects us all, you must come down on one side or the other.”


    “I assure you, Don Hererra, I’m far more interested in the Goya than I am in Iran.”


    The Colombian gave him a disappointed look, but then wasted no more time in getting down to business. “Señorita Atherton, I have given you full access to my unearthed treasure, and now you have brought with you the Prado’s—and by extension all of Spain’s—leading expert on Goya. So.” He spread his hands. “What is the verdict?”


    Tracy, smiling noncommittally, said, “Professor Zuñiga, why don’t you provide the answer?”


    “Don Hererra,” Bourne said, taking his cue, “the painting in your possession, attributed to Francisco José de Goya y Lucientes, is in fact not painted by him at all.”


    Hererra frowned and for a moment his lips pursed. “Do you mean to tell me, Professor Zuñiga, that I have been harboring a fake?”


    “That depends on your definition of a fake,” Bourne said.


    “With all due respect, Professor, either it is a fake or it isn’t.”


    “You may look at it that way, Professor, but there are others. Let me explain by saying that the painting, though by no means commanding the price you have set on it, is far from worthless. You see, tests I’ve made confirm that it was produced in Goya’s studio. It may even have been sketched out by the master himself before he died. In any event, there can be little doubt that the design is his. The actual painting, however, lacks the particular slightly mad attack of his brushstrokes, though it mimics these quite convincingly even to the trained eye.”


    Don Hererra drained the last of his sherry then sat back, his large hands folded over his lower belly. “So,” he said at length, “my painting is worth something, just not the price I’ve quoted to Señorita Atherton.”


    “That’s right,” Bourne affirmed.


    Hererra made a sound deep in his throat. “This turn of events will take some getting used to.” He turned to Tracy. “Señorita, given the circumstances I fully understand your desire to withdraw from our arrangement.”


    “On the contrary,” Tracy said. “I’m still interested in the painting, though an adjustment markedly downward in price would be necessary.”


    “I see,” Hererra said. “Well, naturally.” His gaze turned inward for some time. Then he roused himself. “Before proceeding further, I’d like to make a call.”


    “By all means,” Tracy said.


    Don Hererra nodded, rose, and went to a desk with delicate cabriole legs. He punched in a number on his cell phone, waited a moment, then said, “This is Don Fernando Hererra. He’s expecting my call.”


    He smiled at them while he waited. Then he said into the phone, “Por favor, momentito.”


    Quite unexpectedly he handed the cell to Bourne. Bourne looked up at him expectantly, but Don Hererra’s face bore no hint of what was happening.


    “Hello,” Bourne said, continuing in perfect Spanish.


    “Yes,” the voice on the other end of the line said, “Professor Alonzo Pecunia Zuñiga here, to whom am I speaking?”

  


  
    CHAPTER 18

  


  
    Nothing,” Amun Chalthoum said with evident disgust.


    He was staring down at the young man Soraya had fished out of the Red Sea after he’d jumped overboard to escape her questioning. They were in one of the shipboard cabins provided for them by the owner of the dive shop, a narrow, foul-smelling place whose exaggerated rocking made the sunlight an inconstant companion.


    Chalthoum’s expression was a combination of frustration and fear. “He’s nothing but a runner—an advance man for drug smugglers.”


    That didn’t seem like nothing to Soraya, but she could see that Amun wasn’t in the mood for thinking about anything other than the terrorist cadre. It was at this moment, when his distress was most evident, that she abandoned the notion that he might be misleading her. She was sure he wouldn’t be so emotional about this situation if he was covering up al Mokhabarat’s involvement. The wave of relief that ran through her was so powerful, she rocked on her feet. When she recovered, she turned her full concentration on the origin of the terrorist cell.


    “All right, so they didn’t come through here,” she said, “but there must be other places along the coast—”


    “My men have checked,” Amun said darkly. “Which means the route I proposed is wrong. They didn’t come overland through Iraq, after all.”


    “Then how did they get into Egypt?” Soraya asked.


    “I don’t know.” Chalthoum seemed to chew over this notion for some time. “They wouldn’t be stupid enough to try transshipping the Kowsar missile from Iran by plane. It would have been picked up by our radar—or one of your satellites.”


    That was true enough, she thought. Then how did the Iranian terrorists get the missile into Egypt? This enigma brought her full circle, back to her first suspicion that Egyptians—but not al Mokhabarat—had been involved, but it wasn’t until they were back on deck, the runner was in custody, and the boat was heading back to land that she proposed it aloud to Chalthoum.


    They were standing by the starboard rail, the wind whipping at their hair, sunlight turning the skin of the water to a white dazzle. He had his forearms on the rail, his hands clasped loosely, staring down into the water.


    “Amun,” she said softly, “is it possible that someone in your government—one of your enemies, one of our enemies—created the opportunity for the Iranian terrorists?”


    Even though she’d been careful to phrase the question in the most benign way, she felt him stiffen. A muscle in his cheek began to spasm, but he surprised her when he answered.


    “I’ve already thought of that, azizti, and much to my chagrin I made several discreet inquiries this afternoon while I was alone in my search of the dive clubs. It cost me in political capital, but I did it, and it came to nothing.” He turned to her, his dark eyes more sorrowful than she’d ever seen them. “Truly, azizti, it would have been the end of me if what you asked had been the truth.”


    And it was at this precise moment that she knew. He’d been fully cognizant of her suspicions, had accepted them uncomfortably until the possibility became too much for him to bear. He’d been humiliated making his calls, because just asking the question was traitorous in nature, and now she realized what he meant by “political capital,” because it was likely—probable, even—that some of the people he’d called would not forgive him his doubts. This, too, was part of the modern-day Egypt, something he’d have to live with for the rest of his life. Unless…


    “Amun,” she said so softly he had to lean into the wind to hear her, “after this is over, why don’t you come back with me?”


    “To America?” He said it as if she were speaking about Mars, or someplace even more distant and alien, but when he continued there was a kindness in his voice she’d never heard before. “Yes, azizti, that would solve many problems. On the other hand, it would raise an army of different ones. What would I do, for instance?”


    “You’re an intelligence officer, you could—”


    “I am an Egyptian. Worse, I am the head of al Mokhabarat.”


    “Think of the intel you could provide.”


    He smiled sadly. “Think of how I would be reviled, both here and in your America. To them, I am the enemy. No matter what intel I provided I would always be the enemy, always distrusted, always watched, never accepted.”


    “Not if we were married.” It came out practically before she thought it.


    There was a shocked silence between them. The boat, nearing the dock, had slowed, and the wind had died. The sweat, popping out, dried against their skin.


    Amun took her hand, his thumb rubbing the splay of small bones in its back. “Azizti,” he said, “marrying me would be the end of you as well—the end of your career in intelligence.”


    “So what?” Her eyes were fierce. Now that she had said what was in her heart she felt a kind of wild freedom she’d never experienced before.


    He smiled. “You don’t mean that, please don’t pretend you do.”


    She turned fully to him. “I don’t want to pretend with you, Amun. All the secrets I carry have made me sick at heart, and I keep saying to myself that there must be an end to it somewhere, with someone.”


    He slipped one arm around her narrow waist and, as the crew around them snapped to, tying off the ropes on the gleaming metal cleats on the side of the slip, he nodded. “At least on this one thing we can agree.”


    And she tilted her face up into the sunlight. “This is the one thing that matters, azizti.”


    



    



    Ms. Trevor, have you any idea who could have…?”


    Though the man heading the investigation into DCI Veronica Hart’s death—what was his name? Simon Something—Simon Herren, yes, that was it—kept asking her questions, Moira had ceased to listen. His voice was barely a drone in ears that were filled with the white noise of the explosion’s aftermath. She and Humphry Bamber were lying side by side in the ER, having been examined and treated for fistfuls of cuts and abrasions. They were lucky, the ER doctor had said, and Moira believed him. They had been transported via ambulance, made to stay lying down while they were given oxygen, and given superficial exams for concussions, broken bones, and the like.


    “Who do you work for?” Moira said to Simon Herren.


    He smiled indulgently. He had short brown hair, small rodent eyes, and bad teeth. The collar of his shirt was stiff with starch, and his rep tie was strictly government issue. He wasn’t going to answer her and they both knew it. Anyway, what did it matter what part of the intelligence alphabet soup he belonged to? In the end, weren’t they all the same? Well, Veronica Hart wasn’t.


    All at once, the hammer blow hit her and tears leaked out of the corners of her eyes.


    “What is it?” Simon Herren looked around for a nurse. “Are you in pain?”


    Moira managed to laugh through her tears. What an idiot, she thought. To stop herself from telling him so, she asked how her companion was.


    “Mr. Bamber is understandably shaken up,” Herren said without a hint of sympathy. “Not surprising, since he’s a civilian.”


    “Go to hell.” Moira turned her head away from him.


    “I was told you could be difficult.”


    That got her attention, and she turned back, catching his eyes with hers. “Who told you I could be difficult?”


    Herren gave her his most enigmatic smile.


    “Ah, yes,” she said, “Noah Perlis.”


    “Who?”


    He shouldn’t have said that, she thought. If he’d kept his mouth shut he might have stopped the flicker of response in his eyes before it gave him away. So Noah was still just a step away from her. Why? He didn’t want anything from her, which meant that he’d become afraid of her. That was good to know; that would help her through the bleak days and weeks ahead when, alone and at risk, she would blame herself for Ronnie’s death, because hadn’t the bomb been meant for her? It had been slipped into the tailpipe of her rental car. No one—not even Noah—could have foreseen that Ronnie would be driving it. But even the small satisfaction that he had failed paled against the collateral damage.


    She’d been near death before, she’d had colleagues or targets die in the field, that was part of wet work. She’d been prepared for it, as much as any human being could be prepared for the death of someone known to you. But the field was far away, across one ocean or another; the field was at a certain remove from civilization, from her personal life, from home.


    Ronnie’s death was something altogether different. It was caused by a series of events and her reaction to those events. All at once a tide of ifs engulfed her. If she hadn’t started her own firm, if Jason weren’t “dead,” if she hadn’t gone to Ronnie, if Bamber weren’t working for Noah, if, if, if…


    But they’d all happened, and like a daisy chain she could look back and see how all these events interlocked, how one led inexorably to another, and how the end result was always the same: the death of Ronnie Hart. She thought then of the Balinese healer Suparwita, who had looked into her eyes with an expression she hadn’t been able to decipher until now. It had been the sure knowledge of loss, as if even then, back in Bali, he’d known what was in store for her.


    The insistent buzzing of Simon Herren’s voice drew her away from the blackness of her own thoughts. Her eyes refocused.


    “What? What did you say?”


    “Mr. Bamber is being released into my custody.”


    Herren stood between her bed and Bamber’s, as if daring her to defy him. Bamber was already dressed and ready to go, but he seemed frightened, indecisive, shell-shocked.


    “The doctor tells me you need to stay here for more tests.”


    “The hell I will.” She sat up, swung her legs over the side, and stood up.


    “I think you’d best lie down,” he said in that vaguely mocking tone of his. “Doctor’s orders.”


    “Fuck you.” She started putting on her clothes, not caring if he saw flashes of her body or not. “Fuck you and the broom you flew in on.”


    He could not keep the contempt off his face. “Not a very professional response, is—”


    In the next instant he doubled over as she buried her fist in his solar plexus. Her knee came up to meet his descending chin, and as he crumpled, she dragged him up, splaying him out on the bed. Then she turned to Bamber and said, “You have only one shot at this. Come with me now or Noah will own you forever.”


    Still Bamber didn’t move. He was staring at Simon Herren as if in a daze, but when she extended her hand, he took it. He needed someone to guide him now, someone who might tell him the truth. Stevenson was gone, Veronica Hart had been blown apart in front of him, and now there was only Moira, the person who had dragged him out of the doomed Buick, the woman who had saved his life.


    Moira led him out of the emergency room as swiftly and efficiently as possible. Fortunately, the ER was a madhouse, EMTs and cops trotting this way and that alongside their patients, giving reports on the fly to the residents, who in turn barked orders to the nurses. Everyone was overworked and overstressed; no one stopped them or even noticed their departure.


    



    



    A contingent of Amun’s men met them on the dock, where he held the young drug trafficker by the scruff of his neck. The poor kid was scared shitless. He wasn’t one of the tough Egyptian youths who knew very well what they were getting into. He looked like what he was: an indigent tourist who’d been hoping to score some quick money to continue his world odyssey. It was probably why he’d been chosen by the drug runners in the first place. He looked innocent.


    Chalthoum could have let him go with a warning, but he was in no mood to be magnanimous. He’d cuffed his hands behind his back, then leapt back when the young boy had heaved up his last meal.


    “Amun, have some pity,” Soraya said now.


    “Drug trafficking cannot be dismissed.”


    This was the Amun she knew, rock-hard and gimlet-eyed. An involuntary shiver ran through her. “He’s nothing, you said so yourself. If you put him away, they’ll just find another fool to take his place.”


    “Then we’ll find him, too,” Chalthoum said. “Lock him up, and throw away the key.”


    At this, the young man began to wail. “Please help me. I never signed on for this.”


    Chalthoum looked at him so darkly that the young man recoiled. “You should have thought of that before you took the criminals’ money.” He slung him roughly into the arms of his men. “You know what to do with him,” he said.


    “Wait, wait!” The young man tried to dig in his heels as Chalthoum’s men turned to take him away. “What if I have information? Would you help me then?”


    “What information could you have?” Chalthoum said dismissively. “I know how these drug networks are structured. Your only contact was with the people on the rung right above you, and since you’re on the lowest rung…” He shrugged and signed to his men to take the prisoner away.


    “I don’t mean those people.” The young man’s voice had risen in fear. “There’s something I overheard. Other divers talking.”


    “What divers? Talking about what?”


    “They’re gone now,” the young man said. “They were here ten days ago, maybe a little more.”


    Chalthoum shook his head. “Too long ago. Whoever they were, whatever they said, is of no interest to me.”


    Soraya stepped toward the young man. “What’s your name?”


    “Stephen.”


    She nodded. “My name is Soraya, Stephen. Tell me, were these divers Iranian?”


    “Look at him,” Chalthoum interrupted. “He wouldn’t know an Iranian from an Indian.”


    “The divers weren’t Arab,” Stephen said.


    Chalthoum snorted. “You see what I mean? Sonny, Iranians are Persians, descended from the Scythian-Sarmatian nomads of Central Asia. They’re Shi’a Muslims, not Arabs.”


    “What I mean…” Stephen swallowed hard. “What I meant to say was that they were white like me. Caucasians.”


    “Could you tell what nationality they were?” Soraya asked.


    “They were Americans,” Stephen said.


    “So what?” Chalthoum was losing patience.


    Soraya ventured closer still. “Stephen, what did you overhear? What were these divers talking about?”


    With a fearful glance at Chalthoum, Stephen said, “There were four of them. They were coming off a vacation, that was clear. Only they called it leave.”


    Soraya made eye contact with Chalthoum. “Military men.”


    “So he says,” he rumbled. “Continue.”


    “They’d just come up from the second dive of the day and they were kind of giddy. I was helping them off with their tanks, but they acted as if I wasn’t there. Anyway, they were grumbling about having their leave cut short. There was some kind of emergency—an assignment for them that came out of the air—that was what they said. It appeared out of thin air.”


    “This is nonsense,” Chalthoum said. “It’s clear he’s making this up to spare himself life imprisonment.”


    “Oh, God.” At the pronouncement of his mortal sentence, Stephen’s knees gave way and Chalthoum’s men were obliged to hold him tightly in order to keep him on his feet.


    “Stephen.” Soraya reached out, turned the young man’s face toward her. He was as pale as death, and she could see the whites all around his eyes. “Tell us the rest of what you overheard. Did the divers say what their assignment was?”


    He shook his head. “I got the impression they didn’t yet know.”


    “Enough!” Chalthoum cried. “Dispose of this rancid piece of meat!”


    Stephen was openly weeping now. “But they knew their destination.”


    Soraya held up her hand for Chalthoum’s men to stop dragging him away. “Where was it, Stephen? Where were the men headed?”


    “They were flying to Khartoum,” the young man said through his tears, “ ‘wherever that godforsaken place is.’ ”

  


  
    CHAPTER 19

  


  
    The President was met by Secretary of Defense Halliday as he was exiting the United Nations. Having sent the General Assembly into a frenzy by presenting the evidence against Iran in the bombing of the American airliner and the loss of 181 lives, the president had stopped for an impromptu press conference with the media, clustered around him like hens at feeding time. He obligingly gave them half a dozen choice sound bites to air or to carry back to their editors before his press secretary whispered in his ear that Secretary Halliday was waiting with urgent news.


    The president was on a high. It had been a long time since an American president could address that august body of the United Nations armed with evidence so damning it had shocked the representatives from Russia and China into silence. The world was changing, tilting against Iran in a way never before seen. The president, whose presence here was in no small part due to Bud Halliday, thought it fitting that the first person he speak with regarding his unqualified success was the defense secretary.


    “Break out the champagne!” the president called as he signaled to Halliday, and the two men entered the long bullet- and bombproof limousine.


    The vehicle took off the moment the pair were seated. Across from them was the press secretary, his cheeks as flushed with victory as the president’s, a bottle of chilled American sparkling wine in his hand.


    “Sir, if you don’t mind, let’s hold the celebration,” Bud Halliday said.


    “Mind?” the president said. “Of course I mind! Solly, open the damn champagne!”


    “Sir,” Halliday said, “there’s been an incident.”


    The president froze in mid-gesture, then slowly turned to his defense secretary. “What kind of an incident, Bud?”


    “Veronica Hart, the director of Central Intelligence, is dead.”


    At once the color drained from the president’s flushed cheeks. “Good Christ, what happened, Bud?”


    “A car bomb—we think. There’s an ongoing investigation, but that’s the most recent theory.”


    “But who—?”


    “Homeland Security, ATF, and the FBI are all coordinating their efforts under the NSA umbrella.”


    “Good.” The president, all business now, nodded curtly. “The sooner we clear up this car bomb mess, the better.”


    “As usual, we’re on the same page, sir.” Halliday glanced Solly’s way. “Speaking of which, we’re going to need a comprehensive press release, and spin control. After the plane incident, the last thing we need is speculation about terrorists and another bombing.”


    “Solly, get our talking heads on it right away,” the president said, “then get into overdrive on an official release. Coordinate it with Secretary Halliday’s office, would you?”


    “Right away, sir.” Solly slipped the sweating bottle back into its bucket of ice and started calling contacts on his cell phone.


    Halliday waited until the press secretary was engaged in his first conversation. “Sir, we’ve got to think about a replacement for DCI Hart.” And before the president could jump in, he continued: “It seems fair to say that the experiment with hiring from the private sector has run its course. In any event, we need to move quickly to fill the gap.”


    “Get me a list of the qualified senior people at CI.”


    “I will certainly do that.” Halliday texted a message to his office as they spoke. He looked up. “The list will be on your desk inside an hour.” But his face was still deeply troubled.


    “What is it, Bud?”


    “It’s nothing, sir.”


    “Oh, come on, Bud. We’ve known each other a long time, haven’t we? There’s something on your mind, now’s not the time to hold back.”


    “Okay.” Halliday exhaled deeply. “This is the perfect time to merge all the intelligence organizations into one organic whole that shares raw intel, makes coordinated decisions, and cuts through the bloated red tape that frustrates all of us.”


    “I’ve heard all this before, Bud.”


    With some effort Halliday stitched a grin on his face. “No one knows that better than I do, sir, and I understand. In the past you agreed with the DCI, whoever it was.”


    The president worried his lower lip. “There’s history to be observed, Bud. CI is the oldest, most venerable institution in the constellation of the intelligence communities. In many ways it’s the crown jewel. I can understand why you’d want to get your hands on it.”


    Rather than waste time in denial of the truth, Halliday decided to take another tack altogether. “The current crisis is another case in point. We’re having difficulty coordinating with CI—especially Typhon, which might very well have the intel we need to ensure that our retaliation against Iran doesn’t hit a snag.”


    The president stared out the smoked window at the monumental public buildings at the district’s heart. “You’ve received the money for—you know—for the—what have you named the operation?”


    The secretary of defense gave up trying to follow the train of the president’s thoughts. “Pinprick, sir.”


    “Who thinks of these names?”


    Halliday sensed his boss didn’t want an answer.


    The president turned back to him. “Who d’you have in mind?”


    With his choice in the forefront of his mind, Halliday was ready for that one. “Danziger, sir.”


    “Really? I thought you were going to propose your intelligence czar.”


    “Jaime Hernandez is a career office man. We need someone with a more—robust—background.”


    “Quite right,” the president agreed. “Who the hell is this Danziger?”


    “M. Errol Danziger. The NSA’s current deputy director of signals intelligence for analysis and production.”


    The president returned to his contemplation of the passing streetscape. “Have I met him?”


    “Yes, sir. Twice, the last time when you were at the Pentagon just last—”


    “Remind me, please.”


    “He brought in the printouts Hernandez distributed.”


    “I don’t recall the man.”


    “Hardly surprising, sir. There’s nothing remarkable about him.” Halliday chuckled. “That’s what made him so valuable during his stint in the field. He worked Southeast Asia before moving into the Operations Directorate.”


    “Wet work?”


    Halliday was startled by the question. Nevertheless, he saw no point in lying. “Indeed, sir.”


    “And returned home to tell the tale.”


    “Yes, sir.”


    The president made an unintelligible sound deep in his throat. “Bring him to the Oval Office at—” He snapped his fingers for the press secretary’s attention. “Solly? Opening, today.”


    Solly put his call on hold, scrolled through a second PDA. “Five twenty-five, sir. But you only have ten minutes before the formal press conference. We need to make the six o’clock news.”


    “Of course we do.” The president lifted a hand, smiling. “Five twenty-five, Bud. Ten minutes is more than enough time for a yea or nay.”


    Then, abruptly, he turned to other matters, a crisis agenda packed with daunting security issues, at the end of which was not a hot bath and a good meal, but a phone conference with his director of protocol, deciding on who to invite to the state funeral for DCI Hart.


    



    



    Seconds after Bourne took the phone, Hererra’s young man had stolen into the room. Now he pressed the muzzle of a Beretta Px4 9mm pistol to Tracy’s left temple. She was wide-eyed, sitting painfully erect at the edge of the sofa.


    “My dear fellow,” Don Fernando Hererra said as he took the cell from Bourne, “I may not know who you are, but I know this much: My threatening you will avail me nothing.” His smile was sweet, almost soft. “Whereas if I tell you that I will have Fausto blow her brains out—pardon the crudeness of my words, Señorita Atherton—unless you tell me who you are, I feel certain that you will be more inclined to tell me the truth.”


    “I admit that I’ve underestimated you, Don Hererra,” Bourne said.


    “Adam, please tell him the truth.” Tracy was clearly terrified for her life.


    “I know that you’re a confidence man, just as I know you’ve come to swindle me out of my Goya, which, by the way, Professor Alonzo Pecunia Zuñiga—the real Don Alonzo—has confirmed to me is authentic.” He pointed. “He has also confirmed that Señorita Atherton is genuine. How you seduced her into going along with your scheme is between the two of you.” But his expression conveyed his dismay and disappointment at Tracy’s fall from grace. “My concern is who you are and which of my enemies hired you to con me.”


    Tracy shivered. “Adam, for God’s sake—”


    Hererra cocked his head. “Come, come, Señor Con Man, you have forfeited your right to scare the young lady.”


    It was time for him to act, Bourne knew that. He also knew that the situation was on a razor’s edge. Hererra was the wild card. On the surface it seemed unlikely that such a polished gentleman of Seville would actually direct the young man to pull the trigger. However, Hererra’s black-hands work in the oil fields of Colombia belied his current gentlemanly identity. At heart, he might still be that rough-and-tumble man who fought, finessed, and bullied his way to a fortune in the oil industry. A man didn’t successfully do business with the Tropical Oil Company without a heart as hard as mahogany, and without spilling some blood. In any event, it was not for Bourne to gamble with Tracy’s life.


    “You’re right, Don Hererra. My apologies,” Bourne said. “Now to the truth: I was hired by one of your enemies, but not to take the Goya from you.”


    Tracy’s eyes opened even wider.


    “I came up with this ruse to get in to see you.”


    Hererra’s eyes glittered as he drew up a chair to sit in front of Bourne. “Continue.”


    “My name is Adam Stone.”


    “Forgive me if I’m skeptical.” He snapped his fingers. “Passport. And use your left hand. You don’t want to alarm Fausto, believe me.”


    Bourne did. With the tips of the fingers on his left hand, he produced his passport, which Hererra scrutinized as if he were a special agent from immigration.


    As he handed back the document, he said, “All right, Señor Stone, what are you?”


    “I’m a freelance specialist in let us say hardware of a special nature.”


    Hererra shook his head. “Now you’ve lost me.”


    “Don Hererra, you know a Balinese merchant by the name of Wayan.”


    “I do not.”


    Bourne made a show of ignoring the lie. “I work for the people who supply Wayan.”


    “Adam, what is this?” Tracy said. “You told me you were interested in seed money for an e-commerce start-up.”


    At this, Hererra sat back, contemplating Bourne in, it seemed, an entirely new light. “It seems, Señorita Atherton, that Adam Stone lied to you as easily as he did to me.”


    Bourne knew he’d made a desperate gamble. He’d calculated that the only way to take control of the situation was to astonish the Colombian. In this, it appeared, he’d been successful.


    “The question is why?”


    Bourne saw his chance to tip the scales in his favor. “The people who hired me—the people who supply Wayan—”


    “I told you I don’t know anyone named Wayan.”


    Bourne shrugged. “The people I work for know better. They don’t like the way you’re doing business. In fact, they want you out of it completely.”


    Don Hererra laughed. “Fausto, do you hear this, do you hear this man?” He hunched forward so his face was close to Bourne’s. “Are you threatening me, Stone? Because the air in my house is vibrating in such a way.”


    Now there was a stiletto in his hand. The hilt was inlaid with jade, the long blade as tapered as Hererra’s own fingers. He tipped the blade forward until the point touched the skin above Bourne’s Adam’s apple.


    “You should know I don’t take kindly to threats.”


    “What happens to me is irrelevant,” Bourne said.


    “The señorita’s blood will be on your hands.”


    “Surely you know how powerful my employers are. Whatever is going to happen is going to happen.”


    “Unless I change my business practices.”


    Bourne felt the shift in Hererra’s thinking even before he said it. He was no longer denying his business in arms shipping. “That’s correct.”


    Don Hererra sighed and made a sign to Fausto, who removed the muzzle and holstered the Beretta at the small of his back. Then he threw the stiletto onto the sofa cushion and, slapping his thighs, said, “I think, Señor Stone, we both could do with a walk in the garden.”


    



    



    Fausto unlocked the French doors, and the two men stepped out onto the flagstone path. The garden was an octagon embraced by the sturdy arms of the house. There was a small grove of lemon trees and, in the center, a tiled fountain in the Moorish style shaded by a palm tree. Here and there stone benches were scattered, both in sunlight and in dappled shade. The air was perfumed by the lemon trees, whose new leaves were emerging like butterflies from their winter cocoons.


    Because it was cool out, Don Hererra indicated a bench in full sun. When they were seated side by side, he said, “I must admit Yevsen surprises me; he sends a man who is not only not a thug, but possesses uncommon wisdom.” His head inclined a fraction, as if he were tipping his hat to Bourne. “How much is that Russian sonovabitch paying you?”


    “Not enough.”


    “Yes, Yevsen is one cheap bastard.”


    Bourne laughed. His great gamble had paid off: He had his answer. Wayan was being supplied by Nikolai Yevsen. Scarface had been sent by Yevsen, following Bourne all the way from Bali where he’d first tried to kill him. He still didn’t know why Yevsen wanted him dead, but he knew he’d just moved a giant step closer to finding out. He had a line on who Don Fernando Hererra really was: Nikolai Yevsen’s competitor. And if he convinced Hererra Bourne could be turned, Hererra would give up everything he knew about Yevsen, which just might include what Bourne needed to know.


    “Certainly not enough for having a stiletto held to my throat.”


    “No one regrets that necessity more than I do.”


    The fissures in Hererra’s face were set in high relief as they were struck by the slanting rays of the sun. There was a fierce pride in that face he’d held in abeyance while he was playing the part of the gentleman, a granite toughness Bourne could appreciate.


    “I know about your history in Colombia,” he said. “I know how you took on the Tropical Oil Company.”


    “Ah, yes, well, that was a long time ago.”


    “Initiative never fades away.”


    “Listen to you.” The Colombian gave him a shrewd sideways look. “Tell me, should I sell my Goya to Señorita Atherton?”


    “She has nothing to do with me,” Bourne said.


    “A chivalrous thing to say, but not quite true.” Hererra held up an admonishing finger. “She was all too ready to take the Goya at an unfair price.”


    “That just makes her a good businessman.”


    Hererra laughed. “Indeed, it does.” He delivered another sidelong glance. “I suppose you won’t tell me your real name.”


    “You saw my passport.”


    “Now is not the time to insult me.”


    “What I meant is that one name is as good as another,” Bourne said, “especially in our line of work.”


    Hererra shivered. “Christ, it’s getting cold.”


    He stood up. The shadows had grown long during their talk. Only one sliver of sunlight remained on the top of the west-facing wall, while day turned into fugitive night.


    “Let’s rejoin the lady businessman, shall we, and find out how badly she wants my Goya.”


    



    



    M. Errol Danziger, the NSA’s current deputy director of signals intelligence for analysis and production, was watching three monitors at once, reading real-time progress reports from Iran, Egypt, and Sudan, and taking notes. He was also periodically speaking into the microphone of an electronic headpiece, using terse signals-speak he himself had devised, even though he was speaking on an NSA-approved encrypted line.


    His Signals Sit Room was where Secretary of Defense Bud Halliday found Danziger analyzing and coordinating intel, and directing the far-flung elements of this blackest of black-ops missions. To those who worked most closely with him, he was known, ironically, as the Arab, because of the unceasing missions he’d successfully run against Muslim extremists of all sects.


    No one else was in the room, just the two men. Danziger glanced up briefly, gave his boss a deferential nod before returning to his work. Halliday sat down. He didn’t mind the curt treatment that in anyone else would warrant a severe dressing-down. Danziger was special, deserving of special treatment. In fact, this manifestation of intense concentration was a sign that all was well.


    “Give me your nibble, Triton,” Danziger said into the mike. Nibble was signals-speak for “timetable.”


    “High and tight. Bardem is on the money.”


    Triton was Noah Perlis’s ops designation, the secretary knew. The software program Bardem, which analyzed the changing field situation in real time, was his responsibility.


    “Let’s get started on the Final Four,” the Arab said. Final Four: the mission’s last phase.


    Halliday’s heart skipped a beat. They were close to the finish line now, nearing the biggest power coup any American official had ever managed. Damping down his excitement, he said, “I trust you’ll be finished with this session soon.”


    “That all depends,” Danziger replied.


    Halliday moved closer. “Make it happen. We’re going to see the president in just under three hours.”


    Danziger’s attention shifted from his screens and he said, “Triton, five,” into the mike before he flipped a switch, temporarily muting the connection. “You met with the president?”


    Halliday nodded. “I brought your name up and he’s interested.”


    “Interested enough to meet with me, but it’s not yet a done deal.”


    The defense secretary smiled. “Not to worry. He’s not going to choose either of the candidates from inside CI.”


    The Arab nodded; he knew better than to question his boss’s legendary influence. “We have a bit of a situation developing in Egypt.”


    Halliday hunched forward. “How so?”


    “Soraya Moore, whom we both know, and Amun Chalthoum, the head of the Egyptian intelligence service, have been snooping around the farm.”


    The farm was signals-speak for a current mission’s theater of operations. “What have they found?”


    “The original team was on vacation when their orders were transmitted. Apparently they were pissed off enough about their leave being cut short that their destination was overheard.”


    Halliday scowled. “Are you saying that Moore and Chalthoum are aware that the team was headed for Khartoum?”


    Danziger nodded. “This problem has to be nipped in the bud; there’s only one solution.”


    Halliday was taken aback. “What? Our own men?”


    “They violated security protocol.”


    The secretary shook his head. “But still—”


    “Containment, Bud. Containment while it’s still possible.” The Arab leaned forward and patted his boss on the knee. “Just think of it as another regrettable case of friendly fire.”


    Halliday sat back, scrubbed his face with the heels of his hands. “It’s a good thing humans have an infinite capacity for rationalization.”


    About to swivel back to his screens, Danziger said, “Bud, this is my mission. I devised Pinprick, I designed it down to the last detail. But you approved it. Now, I know for a fact you’re not about to let four disgruntled sons-of-bitches put our heads in the crosshairs, are you?”

  


  
    CHAPTER 20

  


  
    Don Fernando Hererra paused at the French doors, lifted a finger, and his eyes engaged Bourne’s. “Before we go inside, I must make one thing clear. In Colombia, I have taken part in the wars between the military and the indigenous guerrillas, the struggle between fascism and socialism. Both are weak and flawed because they seek only control over others.”


    The blue shadows of Seville lent him a keen and hungry look. He was like a wolf that has sighted the face of his prey.


    “I and others like me were trained to kill a victim who has been stripped of his defenses, who lacks any capacity for response. This act is known as the perfect crime. Do you understand me?”


    He continued to peer into Bourne’s face as if he were connected to an X-ray machine. “I know you weren’t hired by Nikolai Yevsen or by Dimitri Maslov, his silent partner. How do I know this? Though I know almost nothing about you—including your real name, which is the least important thing about you—I know that you are not a man to hire himself out to anyone. Instinct tells me this, instinct steeped in the blood of my enemies, whose eyes I have looked into many times as I spilled their guts, men who measure their intelligence solely by their zeal for torture.”


    Bourne felt galvanized. So Yevsen and Maslov were partners. Bourne had met Maslov several months ago in Moscow, when the grupperovka boss was in the midst of a war with a rival mob family. If he was now in partnership with Yevsen it could only mean that he’d won the war and was consolidating his power. Was it Maslov, not Yevsen, who was behind the attack on him?


    “I understand,” Bourne said. “You’re not afraid of Yevsen or Maslov.”


    “Nor am I interested in them,” Hererra said. “But I am interested in you. Why have you come to see me? It’s not my Goya, and it’s not the señorita inside, beautiful and desirable though she may be. What, then, do you want?”


    “I was followed here by a Russian hitman with a scar on one side of his neck and a tattoo of three skulls on the other.”


    “Ah, yes, Bogdan Machin, better known as the Torturer.” Hererra tapped the tip of his forefinger against his lower lip. “So it was you who killed that bastard at the Maestranza yesterday.” He gave Bourne an appraising look. “I’m impressed. Machin had left a litter of the dead and maimed behind him like a train wreck.”


    Bourne was similarly impressed. Hererra’s intel was swift and excellent. Bourne unbuttoned his shirt, revealing his chest wound. “He tried to shoot me dead in Bali. He bought a Parker Hale Model Eighty-five and a Schmidt and Bender Marksman Two scope from Wayan. It was Wayan who gave me your name. He said you recommended Machin to him.”


    Hererra’s eyebrows lifted in surprise. “You must believe me, I never knew.”


    Bourne grabbed the Colombian by the shirtfront and slammed him against the French doors. “Why should I believe you,” he said into Hererra’s face, “when the man who bought the Parker Hale couldn’t be Machin because he had gray eyes?”


    At that moment Fausto appeared from a doorway on the other side of the garden, his gun aimed at Bourne, who pressed his thumb into Hererra’s Adam’s apple and said, “I have no desire to hurt you, but I will know who tried to kill me on Bali.”


    “Fausto, we’re all civilized individuals here,” Hererra said as he stared into Bourne’s eyes, “put away your weapon.”


    When the young man had obeyed, Bourne released the Colombian. At that moment the French door opened and Tracy appeared. She looked at each of the three men in turn, and said, “What the hell is going on?”


    “Don Hererra is about to tell me what I need to know,” Bourne said.


    Her gaze returned to the Colombian. “And the Goya?”


    “It’s yours at the full asking price,” Hererra said.


    “I’m prepared to—”


    “Señorita, don’t try my patience. I will have my full asking price, and with what you tried to pull you’re lucky at that.”


    She pulled out her cell. “I’ll have to make a call.”


    “By all means.” Hererra raised a hand. “Fausto, show the señorita to a place where she can have privacy.”


    “I’d rather be outdoors,” Tracy said.


    “As you wish.” The Colombian led the way back inside. When Fausto had shut the door and disappeared down the hallway, he turned to Bourne and very softly and very seriously said, “Do you trust her?”


    



    



    Harvey Korman had just bitten down into an indifferent roast beef and Havarti on rye when, to his astonishment, Moira Trevor and Humphry Bamber exited GWU Hospital’s ER entrance without his partner, Simon Herren, anywhere in sight. Korman threw down a twenty, got up, tossed on his padded jacket, and swung out the coffee shop door, which was almost directly across the street from the hospital entrance.


    It was a quirk of luck that Korman was small and slightly pudgy, with round cheeks and almost no hair, more Tim Conway than his namesake. Still, with his physique and unprepossessing manner no one would take him for a private intelligence operative, let alone a member of Black River.


    What the fuck? he thought as he carefully tailed the pair down the street. Where the hell is Simon? Noah Perlis had told him that the Trevor woman was dangerous but, of course, he’d taken the warning with a couple of grains of salt. Not that he or Simon had ever met Trevor, which was why Perlis had chosen them for this assignment, but everyone in Black River knew Perlis had a thing for Moira Trevor, tinting his judgment of her. He never should have been her handler while she was working for Black River. In Korman’s judgment, Perlis had made some key mistakes, including using Veronica Hart as a stalking horse, so Trevor wouldn’t think ill of him when he’d abruptly taken her off mission.


    That was all in the past, however. Korman needed to concentrate on the present. He turned the corner and looked around, bewildered. Bamber and Trevor had been half a block ahead of him. Where the hell had they gone?


    



    



    This way! Hurry!” Moira guided Bamber into the corner lingerie shop. It had two doors, one on New Hampshire Avenue, NW, the other on I Street, NW. She spoke on her cell as she led him through the shop and out the opposite door, back onto New Hampshire Avenue, where they lost themselves in the crowd. Five minutes later and four blocks away the Blue Top taxi Moira had called pulled up to the curb and they quickly climbed in. As it accelerated away, she pushed Bamber down in the seat. Just before she herself slid down she caught a glimpse of the man who had been following them, a man who looked comically like Tim Conway. There was nothing comical, however, about his grim expression as he spoke into his cell, no doubt apprising Noah of the situation.


    “Where to?” the taxi driver said over his shoulder.


    Moira realized she had no idea where to go to ground.


    “I know a place,” Bamber said hesitantly, “somewhere they won’t find us.”


    “You don’t know Noah like I do,” Moira said. “By now he knows you better than your own mother does.”


    “He doesn’t know about this place,” Bamber insisted. “Not even Steve knew.”


    



    



    Why should I trust anyone?” Bourne said.


    “Because, my friend, in this life you must learn to trust someone. Otherwise you will be consumed by paranoia and a longing for death.” Hererra poured three fingers of AsomBroso Anejo tequila into two glasses, handed one to Bourne. He sipped his, then said, “Me, I don’t trust women, period. For one thing they talk too much, especially among themselves.” He walked over to the wall of books and ran his fingertips over the bound spines. “Down through history there were uncountable times when men from bishops to princes were undone by a bit of discreet pillow talk.” He turned. “While we fight and kill for power, that’s how women amass theirs.”


    Bourne shrugged. “Surely you don’t blame them.”


    “Of course I blame them.” Hererra finished off his tequila. “The bitches are the root of all evil.”


    “Which leaves you for me to trust.” Bourne put aside his drink untouched. “The problem, Don Hererra, is that you’ve already proved yourself untrustworthy. You’ve lied to me once.”


    “And how many times have you lied to me since you walked through my door?” The Colombian crossed the room, took up Bourne’s tequila, and drank it down in one long shot. Smacking his lips, he wiped his mouth with the back of a hand and said, “The man Wayan described, the man who tried to kill you, was hired by one of your own people.”


    “The killer’s name.”


    “Boris Illyich Karpov.”


    Bourne froze, unable for a moment to believe what he’d just heard. “There must be some mistake.”


    Hererra cocked his head. “You know this man?”


    “Why would a colonel in FSB-2 hire himself out to an American?”


    “Not just an American,” the Colombian said. “Secretary of Defense Ervin Reynolds Halliday, who as we both know is among the most powerful men on the planet. And he wasn’t hiring himself out.”


    But it couldn’t be Boris, Bourne told himself. Boris was a friend, he’d helped Bourne in Reykjavik and then in Moscow, where he’d surprised Bourne by showing up at a meeting with Dimitri Maslov, with whom he was clearly friendly. Were they more than friends? Was Boris a partner of Yevsen, along with Maslov? Bourne felt cold sweat break out on his back. The spider’s web he’d stepped into was growing exponentially with each interconnecting strand he discovered.


    “But here…” Hererra had turned away for a moment, rummaging through the drawer of the escritoire. When he turned back, he had a manila folder in one hand and a micro-recorder in the other. “Take a look at these.”


    Bourne opened the folder when the Colombian handed it to him and saw what were clearly surveillance photos, black and white, grainy, but clear enough to see two men talking in earnest conversation. Though the faces were in close-up the low light rendered everything slightly fuzzy.


    “They met in a Munich beer hall,” Hererra said helpfully.


    Bourne recognized the shape and features of Boris’s face. The other man, older, taller, was probably American. It was, indeed, the secretary of defense, Bud Halliday. Then he saw the electronic date-stamp, which was several days before he was shot.


    “Photoshopped,” he said, handing back the photos.


    “In these times, all too possible, I admit.” Hererra presented him with the micro-recorder as if it were a prize. “Perhaps this will convince you the photos are undoctored.”


    When Bourne pressed the play button, this is what he heard above the reduced background clamor:


    “Terminate Jason Bourne and I will use the full might of the American government to put Abdulla Khoury where he belongs.”


    “Not good enough, Mr. Smith. An eye for an eye, this is the true meaning of quid pro quo, yes?”


    “We don’t assassinate people, Colonel Karpov.”


    “Of course not. No matter, Secretary Halliday. I have no such compunctions.”


    After a slight pause, Halliday said: “Yes, of course, in the heat of the moment I forgot our protocols, Mr. Jones. Send me the entire contents of the hard drive and it will be done. Agreed?”


    “Agreed.”


    Bourne pressed stop and looked at Hererra. “What hard drive are they talking about?”


    “I have no idea, but as you can imagine I’m trying to find out.”


    “How did you come into possession of this material?”


    A slow smile reemerged on the Colombian’s face as he put a forefinger across his lips.


    “Why would Boris want to kill me?”


    “Colonel Karpov didn’t inform me when he asked for the favor.” Hererra shrugged. “But as a matter of routine I ran a check on the phone he was calling from. It was a satellite phone and it was located in Khartoum.”


    “In Khartoum,” Bourne said. “Perhaps at Seven Seventy-nine El Gamhuria Avenue, Nikolai Yevsen’s headquarters.”


    Hererra’s eyes opened wide. “Now, truly, I am impressed.”


    Bourne lapsed into a meditative silence. Could there be a connection between Boris and Nikolai Yevsen? Could they be collaborators instead of adversaries? What grand scheme could bring these two disparate men together, could cause Boris to try to kill him and, once discovering that he was still alive, hire the Torturer to finish the job?


    Something didn’t make sense, but there was no time now to figure out what because Tracy was opening the French door to enter the room, and Hererra, smiling at her, said, “Has your principal made a decision?”


    “He wants the Goya.”


    “Excellent!” Don Hererra rubbed his hands together. He was grinning like a cat that has caught a particularly rare and tasty morsel. “The world has no idea who Noah Petersen is, but I have a suspicion our friend here does.” He lifted his eyebrows as he gazed at Bourne.


    “Not talking?” He shrugged. “No matter. Mr. Petersen is Señorita Atherton’s principal.”


    Tracy stared at Bourne. “You know Noah? How is that possible?”


    “His real name is Noah Perlis.” Bourne, thunderstruck, looked at both of them in turn. The spider’s web had presented an entirely new dimension. “He works for a private American military contracting company by the name of Black River. I’ve had some dealings with him in the past.”


    “What do you know?” Hererra said. “The world is filled with chameleons and, not surprisingly, they all know one another.” He turned from Bourne and gave Tracy a mock bow. “Señorita Atherton, why don’t you tell the gentleman where you’re to deliver the Goya?” When she hesitated, he laughed good-naturedly. “Go on, you’ve nothing to lose. We all trust one another here, don’t we?”


    “I’m to deliver the Goya by hand to Khartoum,” Tracy said.


    Bourne could hardly catch his breath. What in the world was going on? “Please don’t tell me you’re to deliver it to Seven Seventy-nine El Gamhuria Avenue.”


    Tracy’s mouth opened wide in an O of astonishment.


    “How did he know?” Hererra shook his head. “That’s a question we’d all like answered.”

  


  



  



  BOOK THREE


  
    CHAPTER 21

  


  
    Americans!” Soraya said. “God in heaven, what madness is this?”


    She half expected Amun to make an acerbic comment, but he remained mute, watching her with his large scarab eyes.


    “A cadre of American military men who just happen to be on leave here in Al Ghardaqah are given a mission that begins in Khartoum two weeks or so before an Iranian Kowsar 3 missile brings down an American passenger jet in Egyptian airspace. It’s unthinkable.” She raked a hand through her thick black hair. “For God’s sake, Amun, say something.”


    They were sitting at a seaside restaurant, eating because they knew they had to. Soraya had no appetite and, she saw, Amun apparently didn’t have much more. Three of his men were sitting nearby, guarding Stephen, who was scarfing down a meal as if it was going to be his last. The sun was a ruddy, flattened disk near the horizon. The cloudless sky arched above them, vast and somehow desolate.


    Chalthoum pushed his food around his plate. “I still think he’s lying to save his skin,” he said sourly.


    “What if he’s not? The dive shop owner corroborated his story. There were four Americans diving off the boat approximately two weeks ago. They dived for three days, paid cash, and left abruptly, without talking to anyone.”


    “Sounds like anyone and everyone.” Amun shot a poisonous glance over at the prisoner. “It does make a compelling story, doesn’t it?”


    “Amun, I don’t think we can afford to take the chance he’s lying. I think we should go to Khartoum.”


    “And abandon the probability that Iranian terrorists were here in Egypt?” He shook his head. “Not a chance.”


    Soraya was already on her phone, punching in Veronica Hart’s number. If she was going to go to Khartoum—with or without Amun—she had to confirm her decision with the DCI. Heading into Sudan was serious business.


    She frowned as the phone continued to ring and no voice mail intervened. At length, a male voice answered.


    “Who is this?”


    “Soraya Moore. Who the hell are you?”


    “It’s Peter, Soraya. Peter Marks.” Marks was the chief of CI operations, smart and reliable.


    “What are you doing answering the DCI’s private cell?”


    “Soraya, DCI Hart is dead.”


    “What?” The blood drained from Soraya’s face and all at once she felt the breath rush out of her. “Dead? How could—?” Her voice sounded thin, attenuated, faraway. Dimly, she realized she was in shock. “What happened?”


    “There was an explosion—a car bomb, we think.”


    “Oh, my God!”


    “There were two individuals with her: Moira Trevor and someone by the name of Humphry Bamber, a software designer with his own boutique firm.”


    “Are they alive or dead?”


    “Alive, presumably,” Marks said, “though that’s pure speculation. We have no idea where they are. For all we know, they were responsible for the DCI’s death.”


    “Or they fled for their lives.”


    “Another possibility,” Marks conceded. “At the very least, they need to be brought in and questioned as the only witnesses to the incident.” He paused for a moment. “The thing is, the Trevor woman was involved with Jason Bourne.”


    Events were moving faster than Soraya could follow in her current state. “How is that relevant?” she said curtly.


    “I don’t know if it is, but she was also involved with Martin Lindros. Some months ago, DCI Hart was investigating the connection.”


    “I was part of that investigation,” Soraya said. “There was nothing to it. Moira Trevor and Martin were friends, period.”


    “And yet, both Lindros and Bourne are now dead.” Marks cleared his throat. “Did you know Ms. Trevor was with Bourne when he was killed?”


    A tremor of premonition chilled her. “I didn’t, no.”


    “I’ve done some digging. It turns out that Ms. Trevor used to work at Black River.”


    Soraya’s mind was reeling. “So did DCI Hart.”


    “Interesting, no? There’s more: Ms. Trevor and Bamber were admitted to the ER at George Washington University Hospital less than twenty minutes after the blast. No one saw them leave, but—and here’s the really good part—a man who flashed a government ID asked for them by name less than five minutes after they began treatment.”


    “Someone followed them.”


    “I would say so,” Marks said.


    “What was the man’s name and what department of the government is he with?”


    “The billion-dollar question. No one could remember, the place was a madhouse. So I checked myself. Either no one is owning up to this agent or he wasn’t government. On the other hand, it wouldn’t surprise me to learn that the DoD has secretly authorized some Black River ops to carry government IDs.”


    Soraya took several deep breaths both to calm herself and to allow her mind to start making connections. “Peter, the DCI sent me to Egypt to try to find out about the indigenous Iranian freedom fighters Black River made contact with, but in my most recent conversation with her she agreed to let me explore a theory that the Iranian terrorists who shot down our jet had help transshipping the missile, possibly from the Saudis.”


    “Jesus, and…?”


    “The reason I was calling her now is that there’s a possibility that the Iranians weren’t involved at all.”


    “What?” Marks exploded. “You’ve got to be kidding.”


    “I wish I were. Two weeks ago, four American military men on leave were suddenly sent on a mission that began in Khartoum.”


    “So?”


    “Amun Chalthoum and I have been operating under the supposition that the Saudis helped the Iranian terrorists transport the Kowsar 3 missile through Iraq and across the Red Sea, to someplace along the east coast of Egypt. His people have been swarming the coast all day with nothing to show for it, so we’ve been searching for alternatives. The only other access into Egypt is from the south.”


    She heard Marks’s sharp intake of breath. “That would be Sudan.”


    “And Khartoum would be the logical staging area, the place where the Kowsar 3 could be flown in under everyone’s radar.”


    “I don’t understand. What’s the connection between our military and Iranian terrorists?”


    “That’s just the point, there isn’t any,” Soraya said. “We’re looking at a scenario that doesn’t involve either Iranians or Saudis.”


    Marks laughed uneasily. “What are you implying, that we shot down our own jet?”


    “The government wouldn’t,” she said perfectly serious. “But Black River might.”


    “That theory is almost as crazy,” he said.


    “What if the terrible incidents back home are connected to what’s happened over here?”


    “That’s something of a stretch, even for you.”


    “Listen to me carefully, Peter. DCI Hart was concerned about the current relationship between the NSA—specifically Secretary Halliday—and Black River. Now she’s the victim of a car bomb.” She allowed that pronouncement to hang in the air for a moment before continuing. “The only way to get to the bottom of the mystery is eyes on the ground. I need to go to Khartoum.”


    “Soraya, Sudan is far too dangerous for a director to—”


    “Typhon has an agent in place in Khartoum.”


    “Good, let him investigate.”


    “This is too big, Peter, the ramifications too grave. Besides, after all that’s happened, I don’t trust anyone.”


    “What about this Chalthoum character? He’s the head of al Mokhabarat, for chrissakes.”


    “Believe me, he has as much to lose from this situation as we do.”


    “It’s incumbent on me to point out that your agent in Khartoum can’t guarantee your safety.”


    By his tone, she knew he’d acquiesced. “No one can, Peter. Keep DCI Hart’s phone with you. I’ll keep you apprised.”


    “Okay, but—”


    As Soraya severed the connection, she looked at Amun. “The director of Central Intelligence was just killed in Washington by a car bomb. This situation stinks, Amun. We’re not up against Iranian terrorists, I know it. Will you come with me to Khartoum?”


    Amun rolled his eyes, then threw his hands into the air. “Azizti, what choice have you left me?”


    



    



    After Moira and Humphry Bamber exited the taxi in Foggy Bottom, he led her west across the bridge and into Georgetown. He was nervous, walking so quickly that several times she had to take him by the arm to slow him down because he was too terrified to listen to her. Along the way she checked plate-glass windows and cars’ side-mirrors for any signs of a tail, both vehicular and pedestrian. At least twice she had them walk around the block or enter a shop as a double blind, to make certain they were absolutely clean. Only then would she allow Bamber to take her to their destination.


    This turned out to be on R Street: a redbrick Federal-style town house with a copper mansard roof and four dormer windows where fat-breasted pigeons sat, cooing drowsily. They climbed the slate steps, and Bamber used the brass knocker on the polished wooden door. In a moment it swung inward to reveal a slender man with longish brown hair, green eyes, and angular cheekbones.


    “H, you look—What happened to you?”


    “Chrissie, this is Moira Trevor. Moira, meet Christian Lamontierre.”


    “The dancer?”


    Bamber was already on the threshold. “Moira saved my life. Can we come in?”


    “Saved your…? Of course.” Lamontierre stepped back into the small, jewel-like entryway. He did so with a grace and power no untrained human being could muster. “Where are my manners?” His face was clouded by worry. “Are you two all right? I can call my doctor.”


    “No doctor,” Moira said.


    As their host closed the heavy door, Bamber double-locked it.


    Seeing this, Lamontierre said, “I think we could use a drink.” He gestured, leading the way into a beautifully appointed living room in dove gray and cream. It was a world of calm and elegance. Books on ballet and modern dance were scattered about the coffee table; on shelves were photos of Lamontierre on stage and in informal poses with Martha Graham, Mark Morris, Bill T. Jones, and Twyla Tharp, among others.


    They sat on gray-and-silver–striped sofas while Lamontierre crossed to a sideboard, then abruptly turned.


    “You two look like you need a rest and some food. Why don’t I toddle on off to the kitchen and make us all something to eat?”


    Without waiting for a reply, he left them alone, for which Moira was grateful, since she had a number of questions she wanted to ask Bamber without causing him embarrassment.


    Bamber was one step ahead of her. Sighing as he leaned back against the sofa, he said, “When I hit my thirties, it began to dawn on me that men weren’t designed to be monogamous, either physically or emotionally. We were designed to propagate, to continue the species at all costs. Being gay doesn’t change that biological imperative.”


    Moira recalled him telling her that he was taking her somewhere even Stevenson hadn’t known about. “So you’ve been having an affair with Lamontierre.”


    “It would’ve killed Steve to talk about it.”


    “You mean he knew?”


    “Steve wasn’t stupid. And he was intuitive, if not about himself, then about those around him. He might have suspected, or not. I don’t know. But his self-image wasn’t the best; he was always concerned that I would leave him.” He rose, poured some water for both of them, brought the glasses back, and handed one to her.


    “I wouldn’t have left him, not ever,” he said as he sat down.


    “I’m not going to judge you,” Moira said.


    “No? Then you’d be the first.”


    Moira took a long drink of water; she was parched. “Tell me about you and Noah Perlis.”


    “That fucker.” Bamber pulled a face. “A tidy little war, that’s what Noah wanted from me, something he could tie up in a bow and present as a gift to his client.”


    “You got paid well enough.”


    “Don’t remind me.” Bamber drained his glass. “That blood money’s going straight to AIDS research.”


    “Back to Noah,” Moira said gently.


    “Right.”


    “Please explain the phrase, ‘a tidy little war.’ ”


    At that moment, Lamontierre called to them and they rose wearily, Bamber leading the way down a hall, past a bathroom, and into the kitchen at the rear of the town house. Moira was eager to hear Bamber’s reply, but her stomach was growling, and in order to regain her strength she knew she needed to get some food in her.


    When she’d been house hunting, Moira had been inside homes like this one. Lamontierre had had a skylight installed, so instead of the dark and gloomy space it must once have been, the kitchen was now bright and cheery. It was painted a rich egg-yolk yellow, with backsplashes behind the umber granite countertops of glass tiles in a complex Byzantine pattern of golds, greens, and blues.


    They sat at an antique parquet wood table. Lamontierre had made scrambled eggs with turkey bacon and whole-grain toast. As they ate, he kept stealing worried glances at Bamber because when he asked what had happened Bamber said: “I don’t want to talk about it.” And then because Lamontierre looked hurt, added: “It’s for your own good, Chrissie, trust me.”


    “I don’t know what to say here,” Lamontierre said. “Steve’s death—”


    “The less said about that the better,” Bamber cut in.


    “I’m sorry. That’s all I was going to say. I’m sorry.”


    Bamber finally looked up from his plate and tried for a bleak smile. “Thank you, Chrissie. I appreciate it. I apologize for being such a godawful shit.”


    “He’s been through a lot today,” Moira said.


    “We both have.” Bamber’s gaze returned to his plate.


    Lamontierre looked from one to the other. “Okay, then, I have to practice.” He stood up. “If you need me, I’ll be in the studio downstairs.”


    “Thanks, Chrissie.” Bamber gave him a tender smile. “I’ll be down in a while.”


    “Take your time.” Lamontierre turned to Moira. “Ms. Trevor.”


    Then he left the kitchen. They saw he hadn’t touched his food.


    “That went well,” Moira said, trying, and failing, to lighten the mood.


    Bamber put his head in his hands. “I acted like a total jerk. What’s happening to me?”


    “Stress,” Moira offered. “And a whole lot of delayed shock. It’s what happens when you try to stuff two pounds of shit in a one-pound bag.”


    Bamber laughed briefly, but when he brought his head up, his eyes were enlarged with tears. “What about you? Are car bombs part of your daily routine?”


    “Frankly, they used to be. Car bombs and so much more.”


    He stared wide-eyed at her for a moment. “Jesus, what did Noah get me involved in?”


    “That’s what I need you to tell me.”


    “He said he had a client who—he wanted to run real-life scenarios, as close to real-world simulations as possible. I told him there wasn’t anything on the market that would fit his criteria, but that I could build him a program that could.”


    “For a fee.”


    “Of course, for a fee,” Bamber said shortly. “I’m not running a not-for-profit.”


    Moira wondered why she was being so harsh on him. Fleetingly, she realized that her ill temper had nothing at all to do with Bamber. She had called Dr. Firth in Bali, anxious to talk to Willard for an update on Jason’s recovery, only to be told that Willard had returned to DC. Firth didn’t know where Bourne was—or claimed not to, anyway. She’d tried Bourne’s cell several times since then, but the call went straight to his voice mail. This made her terribly uneasy, though she tried to calm herself with the thought that if Jason was with Willard he was safe and in good hands.


    “Go on,” she said now, abruptly ashamed and vowing to be kinder to Bamber.


    Bamber rose, collected their plates, and took them to the double sink, where he scraped what was left of the food into the Disposall, then placed plates and silverware into the dishwasher. When he was finished clearing the table, he stood behind his chair, hands wrapped around the top slat of the back, his knuckles standing out starkly. His renewed fear created a circuit of nervous energy he was barely able to contain.


    “To be honest, I thought his client wanted to test out a new hedge fund formula. I mean Noah offered so much money, so I thought, what the hell, I’ll have my fuck-you money in a month or two and then no matter what happens in my business I’ll have this substantial stash. It’s tough working freelance, the minute a downturn hits, the business dries up like you wouldn’t believe.”


    Moira sat back for a moment. “Didn’t you know that Noah worked for Black River?”


    “He presented himself as Noah Petersen. That’s all I knew.”


    “You mean you don’t run ID checks on your clients?”


    “Not when they deposit two and a half million dollars in my bank account.” He shrugged. “Besides, I’m not the FBI.”


    Moira could see his point. In any case, she knew firsthand how persuasive Noah could be, how good he was at being someone else. He loved playing roles as much as a Hollywood actor. That way he never had to be himself.


    “At any time during the creation of Bardem did you get a hint that the program wasn’t meant for a hedge fund?”


    A certain sadness came into Bamber’s face, and he nodded. “But not until near the end. Not even when Noah gave me instructions from his client for the second revision. He told me I needed to expand the parameters of the real-life data to include government responses to terrorist attacks, military incursions, and the like.”


    “And that didn’t set off alarm bells?”


    Bamber sighed. “Why should it? These factors are important to hedge funds since they would significantly impact the financial markets, and it’s my understanding that some hedge funds are set up to take advantage of short-term market dislocations.”


    “But at some point you came to a different conclusion.”


    Bamber paced around the kitchen, rearranging items that didn’t need rearranging. “The anomalies kept piling up with each revision, I can see that quite clearly now.” He stopped talking abruptly.


    “But at the time?” she prompted.


    “I kept telling myself everything was okay,” he said with a good degree of anguish. “I put my head deeper into the increasingly complex algorithms of Bardem. At night, when doubts began to plague me, I focused on the two and a half mil I’d put to work in Treasury bills, my fuck-you money.” He leaned over the sink, his head down. “Then a couple of days ago I hit a tipping point and I knew I couldn’t let things go on the way they had been. I didn’t know what to do.”


    “So you told Steve about Bardem, and Steve did the search on Noah you’d failed to perform and discovered that he worked for Black River.”


    “And Steve being Steve, he couldn’t sit on the information. He was too frightened to go to his superiors, so he passed a thumb drive on to the man he’d gone to when his internal search at the DoD turned up nothing on Noah.”


    “Jay Weston,” Moira said. “Of course! I poached Jay from Hobart, another private contractor to the military. He’d have ID’d Noah right away.”


    “And now Steve is dead,” Bamber moaned, “because of my stupidity and my greed.”


    Flushed with rage, Moira got up and crossed the kitchen. “Dammit, Bamber, get a grip on yourself. The last thing I need from you is self-pity.”


    He turned on her. “What’s the matter with you, don’t you have even an ounce of humanity? My partner was just murdered.”


    “I don’t have time for sentiment or—”


    “And if I remember right a friend of yours was blown six ways from Sunday right in front of you. Don’t you have any remorse, any pity? Is there anything inside you except exacting your revenge on Noah?”


    “What?”


    “I mean that’s it, isn’t it? That’s what this is all about—you and Noah at each other’s throats and never mind the collateral damage. Well, fuck him and fuck you!”


    As he stalked out of the kitchen Moira grabbed on to the sink in order to keep her feet. All at once the kitchen began to tumble over, she seemed to lose her bearings, to have become unmoored so that she could no longer distinguish the floor from the ceiling.


    My God, she thought, what’s happening to me? And immediately an image of Ronnie Hart came to her, those lambent eyes watching her from inside the white Buick, Ronnie knowing the end had come and helpless to stop it. The explosion bloomed again in her mind, blotting out sight, sound, and thought.


    Why didn’t I save her? Because there wasn’t time. Why didn’t I try, anyway? Again, there was no time and Bamber had grabbed her. Why didn’t I break free? Because the wall of percussion had already hit her, hurling her backward, and if she had been any closer she would have been caught up in the conflagration, she’d be dead now or, worse, lying in a burn unit, her skin ripped and charred, covered in third-degree burns that would kill her slowly and painfully.


    Still. Ronnie was dead. She had survived. Where was the justice in that? The rational part of her brain told the grieving, irrational part that the world was chaos, it didn’t care about justice, which was, in any case, a human concept and, therefore, subject to its own form of irrationality. None of this interior debate could stem the tears that stung her eyes, ran down her cheeks, and set her to shivering as if she were ill.


    Bamber’s words came back to haunt her. Was this what it was all about, a blood feud between her and Noah? All at once she was back in Munich with Bourne, climbing the rolling stairs to the airplane bound to take them to Long Beach, California. Then Noah had appeared in the doorway and she recalled the poisonous look in his eye. Had it been jealousy? She’d been far too distracted then, far too intent on her immediate goal of getting to Long Beach. But now that curdled expression on his face recurred to her like the acrid taste of spoiled food. How could she be certain she wasn’t misinterpreting this remembered moment between them? Because, now she thought of it, his reaction to her leaving Black River was personal, as if he were her spurned lover. And so moving on from there, could her decision to start a rival company by poaching a select few of the best people from Black River have been in retaliation for Noah not making a play for her when he could have? All at once, she recalled the conversation she’d had with Jason that night in Bali when they’d been alone in the pool together. When she’d told him of her idea to start a rival company to Black River, he’d warned her that she would make an enemy of Noah, and he was right. Had he known then how Noah felt about her? And what had she felt about Noah? “I gave up trying to please him six months before I quit Black River. It was a fool’s game,” she’d told Jason that night. What precisely had she meant by that? Hearing it now reverberate in her mind, mixing with all the other subtle revelations, it sounded like something a hurt lover would say.


    God almighty, the collateral damage she and Noah had wrought!


    Slowly, like a punctured tire, the unreasoning anger went out of her, her grip loosened, and she slid to the floor. If her back hadn’t been braced against the wooden cabinets, she would have pitched over.


    It seemed a long time later—but surely it couldn’t have been—when she became aware that somebody was in the kitchen with her. In fact, two somebodies. They were crouched down beside her.


    “What happened?” Bamber asked. “Are you all right?”


    “I slipped and fell, that’s all.” Moira’s eyes were perfectly dry now.


    “I’ll fetch you a brandy.” Lamontierre, in a white unitard and ballet slippers, a towel draped around his neck, headed back into the living room.


    Moira, shrugging off Bamber’s proffered hand, levered herself to her feet. Lamontierre returned with a snifter half filled with an amber liquid, some of which she drank immediately. The fire worked its way down her throat and flooded her body, bringing her fully back to herself.


    “Mr. Lamontierre,” she said, “thank you for your hospitality, but to be honest I need to talk to Mr. Bamber in private.”


    “Of course. If you’re all right…”


    “I am.”


    “Excellent, then I’ll go shower. H, if you want to stay here for the time being…” He regarded Moira for a moment. “Actually, both of you are welcome here for as long as you need.”


    “That’s extremely generous of you,” Moira said.


    “It’s nothing.” He waved away her words. “I’m afraid I don’t have any fresh clothes for you.”


    Moira laughed. “I can take care of that easily enough.”


    “Well, then.” Lamontierre gave Bamber a brief hug, and left them alone.


    “He’s a good man,” Moira said.


    “Yes, he is,” Bamber acknowledged.


    By unspoken mutual consent, they returned to the living room, where they collapsed, exhausted, on the sofas.


    “What happens now?” Bamber said.


    “You help me find out exactly what Noah Perlis is using Bardem for.”


    “Really?” His entire body stiffened. “And how do you propose I do that?”


    “How about hacking into his computer?”


    “How easy for both of us that would be!” He shifted his position, perching himself on the edge of the cushion. “Unfortunately, it’s impossible. Noah uses a laptop. I know this because he has me send the updated versions of Bardem directly to it.”


    “Ugh!” Though Wi-Fi networks were notoriously porous, Black River’s was not. It had established its own worldwide network that was, as far as she knew, impenetrable. Of course, in theory no network was 100 percent secure, but it might take a platoon of hackers years to get through. Unless…


    “Wait a minute,” she said, suddenly excited. “If you had a laptop loaded with the Black River Wi-Fi encryption, would that help?”


    Bamber shrugged. “Probably, but how on earth are you going to get your hands on one?”


    “I used to work for Black River,” she said. “I cloned the hard drive from my laptop before I sent it back.” She considered the remaining obstacle to this possible solution. “The only problem is every time a Black River agent leaves the company the encryption is updated.”


    “Doesn’t matter. If they’re using the same root algorithm, which I’m sure they are, I should be able to crack it.” He shook his head. “Not that it matters.” His voice had soured. “We can’t go back to our respective apartments, remember? Noah’s people are sure to be waiting for us in both places.”


    Moira stood, looked around for her coat. “Nevertheless,” she said, “I’ve got to try.”

  


  
    CHAPTER 22

  


  
    On the one-hour flight from Seville to Madrid, Bourne realized that Tracy was no longer wearing her wedding band. When he asked her about it, she plucked it out of her handbag.


    “I usually wear it when I’m traveling to discourage unwanted conversations,” she said, “but there’s no reason to wear it now.”


    From Madrid they were booked on an Egyptair flight to Cairo. Once there, they were set to be taken to a military airfield just outside the Cairo International Airport, where a charter flight was waiting to fly them to Khartoum. She had already had her visas, and Don Hererra was kind enough to expedite Bourne’s—still under the name of Adam Stone, of course. He’d also provided Bourne with a satellite phone, because his cell would have only spotty coverage in Africa.


    As Tracy put the ring away, she brought her briefcase onto her lap. “I’m sorry about that call to Professor Zuñiga.”


    “Why? It wasn’t your fault.”


    She sighed. “I’m afraid it was.” With a sheepish look, she opened the briefcase. “I’m afraid I have a rather awful confession to make.” She took out the sheets Bourne had already seen: the X-rays of the Goya and the letter from the professor.


    As she handed them over, she said, “You see, I’d already met him. Those are the X-rays he took, that’s his letter authenticating the Goya. He was really very excited by the find—so much so, in fact, that he actually wept when I took it away from him.”


    Bourne turned his laser gaze on her. “Why didn’t you tell me this in the first place?”


    “I thought you were a rival. I was under strict orders to avoid a bidding war at all costs. So you can see why I didn’t want to reveal anything that would drive up the price.”


    “And later?”


    She sighed again, taking the sheets back and stowing them carefully away. “Later, it was already too late. I didn’t want to admit that I’d lied to you, especially after you’d saved us both at the corrida.”


    “That was my fault,” he said. “I should never have involved you in my dealings.”


    “It makes no difference now. As it turns out, I am involved.”


    That was hard to argue with. Still, he didn’t like her traveling with him to Khartoum, to the heart of Nikolai Yevsen’s arms empire, into what must certainly be the center of the web he’d been thrust into by the bullet that almost killed him. Khartoum was where Yevsen’s headquarters lay, at 779 El Gamhuria Avenue. According to Tracy, that was where Noah Perlis was going to accept the Goya. From what Don Hererra said it was also likely that Boris Karpov was there; last month, he’d told Bourne he’d just come back from Timbuktu, in Mali, and now Bourne had seen the photos, had heard the tape of Boris bartering a deal with Bud Halliday. Bourne still hadn’t figured out how he would handle a situation where a trusted friend was the man who was trying to kill him. The question of the Torturer still nagged at him. Why would Boris hire someone else when he could go after Bourne himself?


    “But speaking of lying,” Tracy said now, “why did you lie to me about why you really wanted to see Don Hererra?”


    “Would you have taken me to see him if I’d told you the truth?”


    “Probably not.” She smiled. “So now that we’ve admitted our mistakes, why don’t we start fresh?”


    “If you wish.”


    She gave him a pensive look. “Would you rather not?”


    He laughed. “All I meant was that lying comes easily to both of us.”


    It took a moment but color rose to her cheeks. “My line of work—and clearly yours—is infested with unscrupulous people, con men, swindlers, even violent criminals. Hardly surprising since, these days especially, artwork commands such astronomical prices. I’ve had to learn methods of protection against these dangers, one of which is becoming a convincing liar.”


    “I couldn’t have said it better myself,” Bourne said.


    They broke off the conversation as a flight attendant approached to ask them what they’d like to drink.


    When she’d brought what they’d ordered, Bourne said, “I have to wonder why you’re working for Noah Perlis.”


    She shrugged and sipped at her champagne. “He’s a paying client like any other.”


    “I wonder whether that’s the truth or a lie?”


    “It’s the truth. At this stage, I have nothing to gain by lying to you.”


    “Noah Perlis is a very dangerous individual who works for an ethically unsound company.”


    “Perhaps, but his money is as good as the next person’s. What Noah does is none of my business.”


    “It is if it brings you into the line of fire.”


    Tracy’s frown deepened. “But why should it? This is a straightforward job, pure and simple. I think you’re reacting to shadows that aren’t there.”


    When it came to Noah Perlis, no job was straightforward. Bourne had learned that from Moira. But he felt nothing would be served in continuing this topic with Tracy. If Noah was playing her, he’d find out soon enough. He was disturbed by the insertion of Noah Perlis’s name in the mix. Nikolai Yevsen was a top arms dealer, Dimitri Maslov, the head of the Kazanskaya mob; he could explain away even Boris’s tangential involvement. But what was Noah Perlis, a high-level operative of Black River, doing with these unsavory Russian criminals?


    “What is it, Adam, you look perplexed?”


    “I had no idea,” Bourne said, “that Noah Perlis was an art collector.”


    Tracy frowned. “Do you think I’m lying?”


    “Not necessarily,” he said. “But I’m willing to bet someone is.”


    



    



    Arkadin received the call from Triton right on schedule. The pestilential Noah might be arrogant, patronizing, disrespectful, possessive of his power and his influence, but at least he was punctual. A sad victory, really, because it was so minuscule to everyone but himself. He was a man for whom mystery was important enough that it had taken on mythic proportions. In the way Arkadin was a physical chameleon, having learned to remake his face, his gait, his very mien, depending on the role he was playing, so Noah was a vocal chameleon. He could be social and hearty, convincing and ingratiating, anything and everything in between, depending on the role he was playing. It took an actor, Arkadin thought, to mark another actor.


    “The president’s UN address had the desired effect,” Noah told Arkadin. Rather than listening, he was always telling Arkadin something. “Not only are the American allies on board, but most of the neutrals and even a couple of the normally antagonistic nations. You have eight hours to finalize the squad’s training. By then the plane will be on the landing strip, ready to take you to your drop point in the red zone. Are we clear?”


    “Never clearer,” Arkadin said automatically.


    He was no longer interested in the drivel Noah was spouting. He had his own plans to go over for the ten thousandth time, the crucial alteration to the joint American-Russian foray into Iran. He knew he’d only have one shot at victory, only one brief window while the chaos was at its height to implement his plan. Failure never entered his mind, because it would spell certain death for him and for every one of his men.


    He was fully prepared, unlike Mischa and Oserov when, on the fly, they’d created their straw man in an attempt to spring him from his basement prison in Nizhny Tagil.


    



    



    Word of the increasingly grisly and bizarre murders of Stas’s men had raced around Nizhny Tagil with such unstoppable virulence that it even filtered down to Arkadin, securely hidden like a rat in the basement of the gang’s headquarters. The news was disturbing to him, so much so, in fact, that it was the one thing that pried him from his dank and dreary haven. Who could be poaching on his territory? It was his job to make life for Stas’s gang a living hell; no one else had the right.


    So up he went into the thickly hellish atmosphere of Nizhny Tagil. Night shrouded him, along with a noxious ashy drizzle that did little to obscure the skyline’s fiery beacons: smokestacks belching ferrous sulfur into the air. Like church bells in some other, more salubrious town, the blinding searchlight beams emanating atop the walls of the high-security prisons that ringed the benighted city marked off time at regular, soul-destroying intervals.


    Arkadin still thought of it as the late Stas Kuzin’s gang, even though a moron named Lev Antonin had taken over by dint of brute force. Three men had died violently in his ascent to power—needlessly, as Arkadin well knew, because if you had a brain that worked it wasn’t difficult to figure out how to finesse your way to being Stas’s successor. Lev Antonin wasn’t one of those men, so in some sense he was the right man to lead Kuzin’s band of cutthroats, sadists, and homicidal dimwits.


    It was the death of the gang’s head enforcer, along with his family, that galvanized Arkadin: You didn’t need to be a rocket scientist to figure out that Lev Antonin was going to be the unknown killer’s next target. Whoever he was, he was going about his business in methodical fashion. With each victim he was moving up the ladder of the gang’s hierarchy, the surest way to instill fear even in those who considered themselves inured to fear.


    In the dead of night Arkadin approached Lev Antonin’s house, a large, unspeakably ugly two-story affair that equated brutal modern architecture with style. He spent a good forty minutes reconnoitering the block, checking out the house from all angles, calculating the risk factors involved in every vector of approach. All the security lights had been switched on; the stucco looked flat and two-dimensional in the blue-white glare.


    As it happened, there was a half-dead cherry tree on one side of the house. It was an elderly, twisted specimen, as if it were a proud but exhausted veteran of many wars. Halfway up its height, its intertwined branches made a Gordian knot sturdy enough to support several men. They were thick enough that the night caught in its web, repulsing in its sphere even the man-made glare.


    As a boy, whenever he managed to escape the prison-like confines of his parents’ home, Arkadin would climb trees, rocks, hills, and mountains, the steeper the better. The more death defying the more he loved it and the higher he was prodded to climb. If he died in the attempt at least he’d die on his own terms, doing what he loved, not beaten to death by his mother.


    Without hesitation, he mounted the nether side of the tree, where its thick trunk afforded him deep shadow. Climbing hand over hand, he felt once again the old exhilaration he’d experienced when he was nine and ten, before his mother, discovering him slipping out of the house yet again, had broken his leg.


    Once inside the Gordian knot, he paused to survey the scene. He was more or less at the level of the second-story windows, which were, of course, all shut tight against both intruders and the city’s toxic ash. Not that a closed window was much of a problem for Arkadin; what mattered far more was choosing one that fronted an empty room.


    He moved closer, looking through the glass from one darkened room to another. There were four windows, two and two, in line with the second story—which he guessed meant two rooms, doubtless bedrooms. Lights out didn’t necessarily guarantee an empty room. Peeling off a bit of bark from the branch nearest his right shoulder, he tossed it against the glass of the second window of the first pair. When nothing happened, he peeled off another piece, larger this time, and threw it harder. It hit the pane with a clearly discernible smack. He waited. Nothing.


    Now he made his way through the front half of the Gordian knot until he was almost up against the window pane. Here the knotty branches had been sawed or clipped back, presenting their sheared side to the house. There was a gap of perhaps eighteen inches between the lopped-off stumps and the light-mottled wall of the house into which the windows were set like the dull eyes of a cuboid doll.


    As Arkadin set himself in a convenient crotch, he saw his reflection staring back at him as if from out of some mythic, sentient forest. The paleness of his face startled him. It was as if he were looking at a future version of himself who was already dead, a version from whom the fire of life had been suddenly and cruelly drained, not by time but by circumstance. In that face he recognized not himself, but some stranger who had stepped into his life and, like a puppet master, had directed his hands and feet onto a ruinous path. A moment later the image or illusion vanished and, leaning across the gap, he jimmied open the window, slid it up, and clambered silently inside.


    He found himself in a very ordinary bedroom with a bedstead, a pair of lamps on nightstands, a dresser, all on a circular hooked rug. Nevertheless, at that moment it looked to him like a room in a sultan’s palace. He sat on the corner of the bed for a moment, luxuriating in the give of the mattress, inhaling the homey swirl of perfume and body powder, which made him salivate like a beast scenting blood. Oh, for a hot bath, or even a shower!


    A narrow floor-length mirror announced the door to a closet, which he opened. He had, quite naturally, a marked aversion to closets, a confined space into which his mother locked him as punishment. But here he steeled himself, reaching in to run his open hand along the downy backs of the hanging clothes: dresses, slips, nightgowns, pale and shimmering as his face had been in reflection. What he breathed in, however, along with traces of perfume and powder was the odor of solitude so familiar to someone like him. In his crummy basement lair this scent was altogether familiar, almost a given, but here in a family home it seemed strange and ineffably sad.


    He was just about to turn away and go about his business when he sensed something in the well of darkness below. Tensed and ready for anything, he crouched down and, pushing aside a handful of hideous tweed skirts, perceived a pale oval face rising out of the gloom. It belonged to a small child. They stared at each other for a moment, transfixed. He recalled that Lev Antonin had four children—three girls and a rather sickly boy who, had his father been anyone else, would have had his life made miserable by his peers. It was this very boy whom he now faced, crouched in a closet as he himself had once been.


    A sense of loathing for his past overcame even his hatred of Lev Antonin.


    “Why are you hiding in here?” he whispered.


    “Shhh, me and my sisters’re playing a game.”


    “They haven’t found you?”


    He shook his head, then he grinned fiercely. “And I’ve been up here a long time.”


    It was a sound rising up the stairwell from the first floor that refroze them both, a noise so unexpected it intruded upon this momentary and unaccustomed conversation. It was a moan, a female voice caught not in the midst of sex, but in abject terror.


    “Stay here,” Arkadin said. “Whatever you do, don’t come downstairs until I come get you, okay?”


    The boy, clearly frightened now, nodded.


    Quitting the bedroom, Arkadin stole along the hall. The lights might have been extinguished all through the second story, but downstairs they blazed like a house on fire. As he approached the wooden balustrade he heard the moan again, more distinctly this time, and now he began to wonder what Lev Antonin could be doing to his wife to cause her such excruciating terror. Where were the other children while Lev Antonin was punishing his wife? No wonder they hadn’t come upstairs looking for their brother.


    Light rose up the stairs in decreasing amounts as Arkadin crept down bent almost double so he wouldn’t be seen. He was not more than a third of the way down when he was greeted by a strange tableau. A man was standing with his back to Arkadin. In front of him was Joškar, Lev Antonin’s wife, hog-tied to a ladder-backed kitchen chair. The gag that had been over her mouth was halfway off, hence the moans emanating from her mouth. One eye was swollen and there were cuts on her face out of which drooled smears of blood. Huddled around her, like chicks around a hen, were three of her four children, all of whose ankles were tied together. Thus hobbled, they couldn’t move and, given the menacing stance of the man looming over them, surely wouldn’t. Where was Lev Antonin?


    The man took a lazy swing at Joškar Antonin’s head. “Stop your whining,” he said. “Your fate is sealed. No matter what your husband decides, you and these brats—” He kicked out, the sharp toe of his shoe making contact with a hip bone here, a rib there. The children, already crying, began to sob in earnest, and their mother moaned again. “You and these brats are finished. Dead, six feet under, get me?”


    As Arkadin listened to the man’s manifesto, something important occurred to him. The man, whoever he was, must be an outsider; otherwise he’d know that one of Lev Antonin’s children was still free. Could he be the one who had been killing the gang members? At that moment it seemed to Arkadin to be a good bet, one he ought to put his money on.


    Retracing his steps, he returned to the bedroom closet, where he instructed Lev Antonin’s son to come with him, but to stay quiet no matter what happened. Keeping the cringing boy behind him, he went silently down the steps until he was perhaps halfway down. Nothing much had changed in the scene below, except the gag was back in place and there was more blood on Joškar’s face.


    When Lev Antonin’s son tried to peep out from behind him, Arkadin pushed him back out of sight behind his legs.


    Crouching down, he whispered, “Don’t move until I tell you it’s okay.”


    He recognized the look of abject fear in the boy’s eyes and something tugged at him, an emotion perhaps, buried beneath the silt of his past. Ruffling the boy’s hair, he stood and drew the Glock he’d tucked into the waistband of his pants at the small of his back.


    Rising to his full height, he said, “Why don’t you take a step away from those people.”


    The man whirled around, his face twisted into an ugly mask for a split second before the soon-to-be-familiar smile full of condescension replaced it. Arkadin recognized that expression and what it revealed about the man behind it. Here was a man who lived for subjugation; the blunt instrument he used to gain it: fear.


    “Who the fuck’re you, and how did you get here?” Despite being surprised, despite staring down the barrel of a Glock, there wasn’t an iota of concern either on his face or in his voice.


    “My name is Arkadin, and what the fuck’re you doing here?”


    “Arkadin, is it? Well, well…”


    His smile turned smugly ironic. It was the kind of smile, Arkadin thought, that begged to be expunged, preferably with a balled fist.


    “My name’s Oserov. Vylacheslav Germanovich Oserov, and I’m here to get you the fuck out of this shithole.”


    “What?”


    “That’s right, jerk-off, my boss, Dimitri Ilyinovich Maslov, wants you back in Moscow.”


    “Who the hell is Dimitri Ilyinovich Maslov?” Arkadin said. “And why should I give a fuck?”


    At this, Oserov’s mouth opened and a sound not unlike fingernails drawn down a blackboard emanated from it. With a start, Arkadin realized the other man was laughing.


    “You really are a hick. Maybe we should leave you here with all the other cretins.” Oserov shook with mirth. “For your information Dimitri Ilyinovich Maslov is the head of the Kazanskaya.” He cocked his head. “Ever hear of the Kazanskaya, sonny?”


    “Moscow grupperovka.” Arkadin spoke on autopilot. He was in shock. The head of one of the capital’s premier mob families had heard of him? He had sent Oserov—and presumably someone else, since Oserov had said “we”—here to fetch him? Either idea seemed improbable, but taken together the scenario seemed absurd.


    “Who else is with you?” Arkadin said, trying desperately to recover his wits.


    “Mischa Tarkanian. He’s with Lev Antonin negotiating your safe passage out, not that you seem worth the effort, now that you’ve made an appearance.”


    There was no particular reason for Arkadin to believe that Mischa Tarkanian wasn’t somewhere on the ground floor—in the toilet, perhaps. “Here’s what’s confusing about your story, gospodin Oserov. I’m wondering why this Maslov sent an incompetent to do a man’s job?”


    Before the Muscovite could form a reply, Arkadin reached around behind him, grabbed the boy by the back of his shirt, and brought him into the light. He needed to regain control, and the boy was his ace in the hole.


    “Lev Antonin has four children, not three. How could you make such a basic mistake?”


    Oserov’s left hand, which had been at his side, out of Arkadin’s sight, gave a flick and the knife with which he had been cutting Joškar’s face whirred through the air. Arkadin jerked the boy away, but it was too late, the blade buried itself to the hilt, and the child was torn from his grasp.


    With a feral shout, Arkadin discharged his Glock, then leapt after it as if he could ride the bullet straight into Oserov’s black soul. The bullet missed, but he didn’t. He landed atop the Muscovite and both of them went flying across the floorboards. They fetched up against sofa legs as thick and sturdy as a babushka’s ankles.


    Arkadin allowed Oserov to go on the offensive the better to get a sense of his style, strength, and coordination. Oserov proved to be a street fighter, vicious but undisciplined, someone who obviously relied on power and animal cunning rather than his wits to win battles. Arkadin took a few on the chin and the ribs, deflecting at the last instant a rabbit punch aimed squarely at his kidneys. Then he went to work on Oserov.


    He was motivated not only by rage and a need for revenge, but by a sense of shame and humiliation for quite deliberately putting the boy in harm’s way, relying on the twin elements of surprise and firepower to maintain control of the situation. Plus, he had to admit that he had been completely blindsided by the Muscovite killing a child in cold blood. Terrifying him, yes, roughing him up a little, maybe, but throwing a knife through his heart? Never.


    His knuckles were split and bloodied but he scarcely noticed. As he systematically pummeled the man beneath him he was overcome with images of his childhood, of the young ashen-faced boy he’d once been, who’d been terrorized by his mother, locked in her closet for hours, sometimes for days with scurrying, avid rats that had finally eaten three toes off his left foot. Lev Antonin’s boy had put his faith in Arkadin and now he was dead. This outcome was unconscionable, and the only possible redemption was Oserov’s death.


    And he would have killed Oserov, too, without remorse or consideration of the consequences of beating to death someone owned body and soul by Dimitri Maslov, head of the Kazanskaya. In a murderous rage, Arkadin cared nothing for Maslov, the Kazanskaya, Moscow, or anything else. All he could see was that face in the closet upstairs. Whether it was the boy’s or his own he could no longer tell.


    Then something hard and heavy hit him in the side of the head and everything went black.

  


  
    CHAPTER 23

  


  
    Moira lived in a Georgetown town house of red-brown brick on Cambridge Place, NW, near Dumbarton Oaks. More than a home, it was her sanctuary, a place where she could curl up on the chenille sofa, a snifter of amber brandy in her hand, and lose herself in a good novel. Traveling almost constantly, such nights had become rarer and rarer, making them, when they did come, all the more precious.


    Now, as twilight gave way to a glittering evening, she was haunted by the thought that someone was watching her house. Which was why she circled the block twice in a new rental car, because if the house really was under surveillance a second drive-by would surely arouse suspicion. As she went by the second time, she heard a car start up and, checking the rearview mirror, she saw a black Lincoln Town Car pull out of its parking spot almost directly across from her house and take up position several car-lengths behind her. She smiled to herself as she wove her way through Georgetown, whose maze-like streets she knew intimately.


    She’d left Bamber at Lamontierre’s house. He’d offered to come along even though he was clearly scared to death. “I appreciate the offer,” she had said in all seriousness, “but you can help me most by staying safe and sound. I have no intention of allowing Noah’s people anywhere near you.”


    Now as she took the Town Car through a series of evasive maneuvers she was doubly glad she’d made him stay away, even though this plan would have been far easier to execute with someone else driving the car. They could have left her off and driven on, leading the Town Car away while she doubled back to her house to fetch her Black River laptop. But nothing came easy in life, at least not in her life and not in anyone else’s she knew, so why bother complaining about it. Take the hand you’re dealt and then finesse it, that was what she’d always done, that was what she’d do now.


    Night closed in as she drove down streets that became narrower and narrower as they approached the canal. Finally, she wheeled around a corner, made another left, braked to a halt, and, with the headlights still blazing, got out of the car in time for the driver of the Lincoln, its headlights off, to catch a glimpse of her as it nosed around the corner.


    It came to an abrupt halt just as she ducked into a doorway, and two men in dark suits got out and jogged down the cobbles toward the spot where she’d disappeared. They discovered a metal door deep in the shadows, and drew their snub-nosed sidearms. The one with a shaved head pressed his back against the building’s brickwork while the other one tried the knob. Shaking his head, he raised his right leg and kicked the door open so hard it slammed back against the inside wall. Weapon at the ready, he stepped aggressively into the stygian blackness. As he did so, the door swung hard into his face, breaking his nose. His jaws clamped shut, his teeth snapping off the tip of his tongue.


    His howl of pain was short-lived. Moira drove a knee into his groin and, as he reflexively bent double, brought her joined fists down onto the back of his neck.


    The bald man heard a muffled metallic clang, and without further hesitation, he stepped into the open doorway and fired three shots point-blank into the blackness to center, right, and left. He heard nothing, saw nothing, and, in a tense crouch, made his run into the interior.


    Moira slammed the spade-shaped end of the shovel she’d stumbled over into the back of the bald man’s head. He pitched headfirst onto the bare concrete floor. As she picked her way through the darkness and out into the gathering night, she heard the sound of police sirens. Doubtless, someone had heard the shots and called 911.


    She walked back to her car at a brisk pace, an absorbed look on her face, as if she were late for a dinner rendezvous. It was crucial now to appear normal, to blend into the heavy traffic on M Street, until she lost herself amid the cobbled streets, shining in the light of old-fashioned street lamps.


    Another ten minutes brought her back to her block, which she circled warily, on the lookout for another car with the lights off, someone in it, a sudden movement inside so he wouldn’t be seen. But all appeared normal and serene.


    She parked and took another look around before mounting the steps to her front door. Turning the lock, she opened the door and, drawing her Lady Hawk from its thigh holster, stepped inside. Closing the door softly behind her, she double-locked it, then stood for some time with her back against it, listening to the house breathe. One by one she identified the homey sounds of the hot-water circulator, the refrigerator condenser, the heating fan. Then she sniffed the air to see if there was the trace of an odor that didn’t belong to her or her things.


    Satisfied at last, she flipped the switch and the entryway and hallway were flooded with a warm, yellowish light. She let out the long breath she’d been unconsciously holding in. Moving silently through the house, she checked every room, every closet on the ground floor; she made sure the door to the basement was securely locked. Then she ascended the stairs. Halfway up, she heard a noise and froze in midstep, her heart hammering in her breast. It came again, and she identified it as a branch scratching at the rear wall, where a narrow alley ran behind the row of town houses.


    Resuming her climb, she took the staircase step by step, counting down from the top to make certain she bypassed the one tread that creaked. At the top of the stairs, something happened. The hot-water circulator cycled off, and the resulting silence seemed to her eerie and ominous. Then, like an old friend, it returned, reassuring her.


    As she had on the ground floor, she moved from room to room, turning on lights, checking behind furniture, even, she thought, idiotically, under her bed. There was nothing and no one. The window to the left of her bed was unlatched, and she slid the semicircular tab home.


    Her Black River laptop was on the back shelf of her closet, under a line of shoe boxes. Picking her way across the room, she turned the doorknob, pulled the door open, and stepped in, leading with her weapon. She swept one hand across her hanging clothes, dresses, suits, skirts, and jackets all familiar to her, but which had now taken on a sinister aspect as curtains behind which someone could hide.


    No one jumped out at her, causing her to expel a small laugh of relief. Her gaze moved upward to the line of shoe boxes on the back shelf above her hanging clothes, and there was the laptop just as she’d left it. She was reaching up to grab it when she heard the sharp crackle of breaking window glass and the dull thud as someone landed on the carpet. She whirled, stepped forward, only to have the closet door slam shut in her face.


    Her hand went to the doorknob and pushed, but something was keeping the door shut, even when she put her shoulder to it. Stepping back, she fired off four shots at the knob. The sharp scent of cordite tickled her nose, and her ears rang with noise. She pushed the door again. It was still firmly shut, but now she had other things to think about. The light filtering in from the tiny gap between door and frame was systematically vanishing. Someone was taping up the gap.


    And then, down at floor level, the slightly wider gap began to go dark, except for a space that was soon filled by the open end of the crevice attachment of her vacuum cleaner. A moment later a portable generator coughed to life and, with a mounting horror, Moira sensed the oxygen in the closet being sucked out. Carbon monoxide was being pumped in through her own vacuum cleaner attachment.


    



    



    When Peter Marks found the Metro police report on Moira Trevor he was dumbfounded. He’d just returned from the White House, where he’d had a ten-minute evening interview with the president regarding the vacancy at the top of CI. He knew he wasn’t the only candidate, but no one else at CI was talking. Still, he assumed the other six heads of the CI directorates were in line for similar interviews, if they hadn’t already answered the president’s summons. Of them all, he figured Dick Symes, the chief of the Intelligence Directorate, who was the interim DCI, would get the post. Symes was older, with more experience than Peter himself, who had only recently risen to the hallowed level of chief of operations under Veronica Hart’s tragically short tenure as DCI. She hadn’t even had time to vet candidates for deputy director, and now she never would. On the other hand, unlike Symes, he’d been handpicked and trained by the Old Man himself, and he knew the reverence in which the president held the longtime DCI.


    Peter was not certain he wanted the Big Chair, anyway, simply because it would take him another giant step away from the field, which was his first love. “No matter how high you climb,” the Old Man had told him, “you never outgrow your first love. You simply learn to live without it.”


    On the other hand, maybe having doubts about occupying the Big Chair was a way of insulating himself from disappointment in the event he wasn’t chosen to succeed Hart. Doubtless that was why he buried himself in the Moira Trevor files the moment he sat down at his desk. The Metro police report, almost perfunctorily brief, wasn’t part of the stack of printouts and electronic data his staff had amassed for him; he’d had to go looking for it himself. Not that he was looking for a police report per se, but having exhausted the so-called leads overflowing his in-box, he had decided to go on a fishing expedition, just as he’d learned to do when he was a rookie field agent. “Never rely on intel other people feed you unless you absolutely can’t get it yourself,” the Old Man had lectured when he’d first brought Marks into the fold. “And never, ever rely on other people’s intel when your life is on the line.” Excellent advice, which Marks had never forgotten. And now, behold, the Metro police report from yesterday describing a two-car crash in which a man named Jay Weston, a former employee of Hobart Industries and current employee of Heartland Risk Management, was killed and Moira Trevor, founder and president of Heartland, was injured. Two oddities: First, Weston hadn’t died from injuries sustained in the crash; he’d been shot to death. Second, Ms. Trevor had claimed—“loudly and repeatedly,” as the first-on-the-scene officer wrote—that a uniformed motorcycle cop had fired the shot through the driver’s-side front window into Mr. Weston’s head. Basic forensic evidence at the scene confirmed Ms. Trevor’s story, at least as far as the shot was concerned. As for the motorcycle cop, the report went on to say that no such department individual was even in the vicinity anywhere near the time of the shooting.


    When Marks came to the end of the report, there was an even more baffling oddity. There had been no follow-up, no reinterview of Ms. Trevor, no investigation into Mr. Weston’s recent whereabouts that day or into his background in general. Apart from this brief report, it was as if the incident had never occurred.


    Marks picked up the phone and called the appropriate Metro precinct, but when he asked for the author of the report, he was told the officer, as well as his partner, had been “reassigned.” No further information was available. He asked for Lieutenant McConnell, their immediate superior, but McConnell refused to tell Marks where they had gone or what had happened to them, either, and no amount of threats could open him up.


    “My orders come straight from the commissioner himself,” McConnell said with no rancor, only weariness in his voice. “That’s all I know, pal. I only work here. You got a beef, it’s with him.”


    



    



    For a minute everything went black, then powerful hands gripped Arkadin beneath the armpits and hauled him roughly off the Muscovite. When he blindly rushed back toward his antagonist he received a kick to his rib cage that caused him to fall short, to wind up on his back gasping for air.


    “What in the name of Saint Stephen is going on here?” a voice roared.


    He looked up to see another man, feet spread, hands closed into fists, looming over him. He wasn’t Lev Antonin so Arkadin figured he must be Mischa Tarkanian.


    “My name is Leonid Danilovich Arkadin,” he said, through gasps. “Your poorly trained animal, Oserov, just put a knife into that boy’s heart.” As Tarkanian glanced over at the small crumpled form on the stairs, Arkadin continued: “That’s Lev Antonin’s son, in case you have any interest.”


    Tarkanian jerked as if struck by an electrical current. “Oserov, for the love of—”


    “If you don’t finish off what I started,” Arkadin said, “I will.”


    “The fuck you will,” Tarkanian roared. “You’ll lie there and keep still until I tell you otherwise.” Then he knelt beside Oserov. There was a lot of blood, and his right collarbone was sticking through the skin. “You’re lucky he’s still breathing.”


    Arkadin wondered whether Tarkanian was talking to him or to himself. He wondered if it mattered, then realized that it certainly didn’t to him.


    “Oserov, Oserov.” Tarkanian was shaking his compatriot. “Shit, his face looks like a piece of ground meat.”


    “I do good work,” Arkadin said.


    While Tarkanian shot him a violent look, he got to his feet.


    Tarkanian raised a warning forefinger. “I told you—”


    “Relax, I’m not going near him,” Arkadin said with a wince of pain, and went over to Joškar Antonin. Kneeling down, he untied her, then unwound her gag.


    At once, her wail of grief and despair filled the room. She rushed past the men, mounting the stairs to take her dead son in her arms. And there she sat, sobbing uncontrollably, rocking her child against her breast, insensible to anything else.


    The other three children were crouched at Arkadin’s feet, weeping and sniffling. He turned his attention from mother and son to free the three girls, who immediately rushed to their mother’s side, brushing their hands over their brother’s hair, briefly holding his legs before resting their heads against their mother’s thigh.


    “How did this happen?” Tarkanian said.


    Again, Arkadin couldn’t tell whether he was talking to him or to himself. Nevertheless, he spoke up, recounting everything that had happened as he’d seen and experienced it. He was quite detailed, he left nothing out, and he was absolutely truthful, intuiting that this was the best—indeed, the only—course to take.


    When he was finished, Tarkanian sat back on his hamstrings. “Dammit to hell, I knew Oserov was going to present a problem. My error was in underestimating its size and scope.” He looked around at the homey surroundings, made bleak now by the bloodstains, the female keening, and the stench of death. “Essentially, we’re screwed. Once Lev Antonin gets wind of what Oserov did to his family, our safe passage out of this shithole of a town will evaporate faster than you can say Not with My Wife, You Don’t!”


    Arkadin said, “Tony Curtis, Virna Lisi, George C. Scott.”


    Tarkanian raised his eyebrows. “Norman Panama.”


    “I love American comedies,” Arkadin said.


    “So do I.”


    As if acknowledging the inappropriateness of this conversation, Tarkanian hastily added, “All we’ll have are those memories, and then not even those once Lev Antonin and his crew get ahold of us.”


    Arkadin’s mind was in full gear. He was in the middle of yet another life-or-death crisis, but unlike the two Muscovites he was in his own territory. He could abandon them, of course, and go on the run. But then what, back to his hole in the basement? He shuddered, knowing he couldn’t spend another minute in enforced confinement. No, like it or not, his fate was now bound to these people because they were his ticket out of here, because they would take him all the way to Moscow.


    “On the way in I saw Joškar’s car in the driveway,” he said. “Is it still here?”


    Tarkanian nodded.


    “I’ll gather her and the children. Find her purse, the car keys ought to be in there.”


    “You do realize that I’m not leaving without Oserov.”


    Arkadin shrugged. “That piece of shit is strictly your business. You want him along, you can carry him, because if I get near him again I swear to you I’ll finish the job I started.”


    “That won’t sit well with Maslov, I promise you.”


    Arkadin had just about enough of these interlopers. He got up into Tarkanian’s face. “Fuck Maslov, your worry should be Lev Antonin.”


    “That cretin!”


    “Here’s a news flash: A cretin can kill you just as efficiently as a genius—and usually a whole lot quicker, because a cretin has no conscience.” He pointed to Oserov. “Just like your boy over there. An attack dog has more sense than he does.”


    Tarkanian gave Arkadin a penetrating look, as if he were seeing him for the first time. “You intrigue me, Leonid Danilovich.”


    “Only my friends call me Leonid Danilovich,” Arkadin said.


    “So far as I can see, you don’t have any friends.” Tarkanian went searching for Joškar’s handbag and found it on the floor just past the end of the sofa where it had apparently been knocked off the end table. Opening it, he dug around, a moment later lifting out the car keys in triumph. “Maybe, if we all get lucky, that will change.”


    



    



    Asphyxiated in her own home was not a fate Moira had ever contemplated. Her eyes were watering and she was slightly dizzy from holding her breath for so long. Holstering her Lady Hawk, she hauled out a low stepstool leaning against the rear wall, shook it open in the center of the small space, and climbed up until she could reach the ceiling—which, like the rest of the closet, was lined with cedar. A buzzing in her ears had already begun, product of a lack of oxygen, as she felt for the outline of the square in the cedar planking that was invisible from below. Tracing a line to the center of the square, she used both fists to pop the hatch she’d built in the closet. Pulling out the laptop, she hauled herself up into the crawl space in which she stored her bulky winter items in the summer months. Crawling across the bare plywood floor, she jammed the hatch back into place, collapsed onto her side, and gasped air into her burning lungs.


    She gave a little moan, knowing she couldn’t afford to stay there long: The carbon monoxide would seep into the crawl space soon enough. The small storage area gave out onto a jungle gym of beams and raised roof joists, across which she now crawled with great care.


    Because she had built the storage space herself, she was familiar with every square inch of it. On either end, as the building code specified, there were venting triangles. She didn’t know whether they’d be large enough for her to squeeze through, but she knew she had to try.


    The distance wasn’t great, but, sweating, her heart pounding, it seemed to take her forever to traverse the treacherous expanse of crisscrossing beams to the far end, where a glimmer of streetlight announced the venting triangle. That light drew her like a moth, growing in size as she approached it. Still, when she arrived her heart sank, because it didn’t look nearly large enough to accommodate her body. She hooked her nails around the nether side of the metal band that described the triangle, and pulled it off. A freshet of cool night air brushed her face like a lover’s caress, and for a moment she lay still, simply breathing.


    Setting the triangle carefully aside, she slid headfirst through the opening. Now she could see that she was at the rear of her house, overhanging the narrow alley where she and her neighbors put out their garbage for the sanitation truck that weekly rumbled down the cobbles, disturbing the residents’ sleep every Thursday at daybreak.


    The glow of her neighbors’ security lights streamed harshly into the interior, illuminating the laptop as she placed it on the lip of the opening. It was then that she saw to her consternation and alarm that the laptop’s hot-swappable hard drive was missing. She checked and checked again as one will when a wallet is lost, because the enormity of the loss is such a shock.


    Then with a grunt of disgust, she shoved the laptop away. All this effort, putting herself in harm’s way—and for nothing!


    With her hands against the brickwork of the facade, she began to lever herself out, rounding her shoulders to get them through the triangle at its widest point, no mean trick—she had barely enough room to squeeze them through. Then she grasped one of the decorative stone outcroppings to increase her leverage. Now she had to contend with her hips, which didn’t look as if they’d make it.


    She was struggling with this problem of solid geometry when she heard a sound directly below her. Twisting her neck painfully, she saw that her rear door was opening. Someone was coming out—a figure in black. Though he looked severely foreshortened because of her awkward view from above, she could see him clearly enough. He stood motionless on the back step, peering around.


    Now she turned back to her task, desperate to free herself. Resettling her grip on the ornamental stone lip, she redoubled her effort to haul her lower body through the opening. Unfortunately, this resulted in her hips getting stuck in the triangle. Belatedly, she saw how she should have twisted to have the best shot at getting through. She tried to push herself back, to free herself, but she was stuck. Down below, the man in black had lit a cigarette. By the way he was glancing up and down the alley, she figured that he must be waiting for the Lincoln Town Car to pick him up. As she continued to struggle, she saw him pull out his cell phone. Any moment now he would punch in his confederates’ number and, finding they didn’t answer, would take off on his own. With him would go her hard drive and any chance of hacking into Noah’s Wi-Fi network.


    The man in black put his phone to his ear, and she willed herself to relax, to exhale, so her body would soften. There! She was free! Now she twisted her hips and hauled herself through. Hanging precariously from the stone ornamentation, she heard the man’s soft voice spiral up to her, along with the smoke from his cigarette. Knowing she was out of time, she let go and, plunging downward, landed on him.


    As he fell to the cobbles, his cell phone flew through the air, shattering some feet away. His head hit the street with a sickening smack.


    Jolted, aching, and slightly disoriented, she crawled over the corpse of the man in black, and in so doing found his cell phone. She stared at it curiously for a moment. If she was holding his cell, what had flown through the air?


    Staggering to her feet, she zigzagged her way to where the splintered plastic and metal shards lay shining on the cobbles. On one of the small rectangular pieces was a thick red lightning bolt from upper right corner to lower left, symbol of all of Black River’s specially designed hardware.


    “Oh, God,” she moaned. “No.”


    Sinking to her knees, she scooped up the disks, remnants of her hard drive, which was split open, unusable, unsalvageable, utterly ruined.

  


  
    CHAPTER 24

  


  
    While Bourne and Tracy waited in the first-class lounge in Madrid for their Egyptair flight, Bourne excused himself and walked toward the men’s room. He passed the shiny ranked shelves displaying newspapers from all over the world, in a great many languages, but all with more or less the same screaming headlines: “Negotiations Break Down,” or “On The Brink,” or “Last Diplomatic Hope Gone,” but which invariably included the words “Iran” and “War.”


    When he was out of Tracy’s sight, he extracted his cell and called Boris’s number. There was no answer, no ring even, which meant that Boris had his phone off. He thought a moment and, walking to the windows so that he was away from everyone, he scrolled through his phone’s address book until he brought up another Moscow number.


    “What the hell?” a crusty old voice shouted down the line.


    “Ivan, Ivan Volkin,” he said. “It’s Jason Bourne, Boris’s friend.”


    “I know whose friend you are. I’m old, not senile. Besides, you caused enough mayhem when you were here three months ago to remain indelible in the mind of an Alzheimer’s patient.”


    “I’m trying to get in touch with Boris.”


    “What else is new?” Volkin said tartly. “Why don’t you try calling him instead of bothering me?”


    “I wouldn’t be calling you if he answered his cell.”


    “Ah, then you don’t have his satellite phone number.”


    Which meant, Bourne thought, that Boris had returned to Africa. “You mean he’s back in Timbuktu?”


    “¿Timbuktu?” Volkin said. “Where did you get the idea Boris had been in Timbuktu?”


    “From Boris himself.”


    “Hah! No, no, no. Not Timbuktu. Khartoum.”


    Bourne leaned against the glass chilled by the fierce air-conditioning of the lounge. He felt as if the ground were sliding out from under his feet. Why did all strands of the spider’s web lead to Khartoum?


    “What’s Boris doing in Khartoum?”


    “Something he doesn’t want you, his good friend, to know about.” Volkin laughed throatily. “Obviously.”


    Bourne took a stab in the dark. “But you know.”


    “Me? My dear Bourne, I’m retired from the world of the grupperovka. Who’s got the bad memory, me or you?”


    There was something very wrong with this conversation, and a moment later Bourne knew what it was. Surely, with all his contacts, Volkin must have heard of Bourne’s “death.” And yet there was no surprise in his voice when Bourne announced himself, no awkward questions being asked. Which meant he already knew Bourne had survived the attack on Bali. That meant Boris knew.


    He tried another tack. “Do you know a man named Bogdan Machin?”


    “The Torturer. Of course I know him.”


    “He’s dead,” Bourne said.


    “No one’s going to mourn, believe me.”


    “He was sent to Seville,” Bourne said, “to kill me.”


    “Aren’t you already dead?” Volkin said with an ironic twist.


    “You knew I wasn’t.”


    “Me, I still have a couple of brain cells left, which is more than could be said for the late, unlamented Bogdan Machin.”


    “Who told you? Boris?”


    “Boris? My dear fellow, Boris went on a weeklong drunk when he heard—through me, I might add—that you’d been killed. Now, of course, he knows better.”


    “So Boris wasn’t the one who shot me.”


    The explosion of laughter obliged Bourne to hold the phone away from his ear for a moment.


    When Volkin had calmed down, he said, “What an absurd notion! You Americans! Where on earth did you come up with that bit of insanity?”


    “Someone in Seville showed me surveillance photos of Boris in a Munich beer hall with the American secretary of defense.”


    “Really? On what planet would that happen?”


    “I know it sounds crazy but I heard a tape of them talking. Secretary Halliday ordered my death and Boris agreed to it.”


    “Boris is your friend.” Volkin’s tone had turned deadly serious. “He’s Russian; friendships don’t come easily to us, and they’re never betrayed.”


    “It was a barter,” Bourne persisted. “Boris said he wanted Abdulla Khoury, the head of the Eastern Brotherhood, killed in return.”


    “It’s true Abdulla Khoury was killed recently, but I assure you that Boris would have no reason to want him dead.”


    “Are you certain?”


    “Boris has been working on anti-narcotics, yes? You know this or, at least, must have surmised as much. You’re a clever one, hah! The Eastern Brotherhood was funding its Black Legion terrorists through a drug pipeline that ran from Colombia to Mexico to Munich. Boris had someone inside the cartel who provided him with the other end of the pipeline, namely Gustavo Moreno, a Colombian drug lord living in a vast hacienda outside Mexico City. Boris attacked the hacienda with his elite team of FSB-2 men and shut Moreno down. But the really big prize—Moreno’s laptop with the details of every inch of the pipeline—eluded him. What happened to it? Boris spent two days searching every inch of the compound, to no avail, because before he died Moreno insisted it was in the hacienda. It wasn’t, but Boris being Boris caught a whiff of a strange scent.”


    “Which eventually brought him to Khartoum.”


    Volkin deliberately ignored the comment. Perhaps he thought the answer was self-evident. Instead, he said: “Do you have the date this alleged meeting between Boris and the American secretary took place?”


    “It was stamped on the photos,” Bourne said. When he told Volkin, the Russian said emphatically, “Boris was here with me for three days, including that date. I don’t know who was sitting down with the American secretary of defense, Bourne, but as sure as Russia is corrupt it wasn’t our mutual friend Boris Karpov.”


    “Who was it then?”


    “A chameleon, certainly. Do you know any, Bourne?”


    “Besides myself, I do. But, unlike me, he’s dead.”


    “You seem certain of that.”


    “I saw him fall from a great height into the water off the Port of Los Angeles.”


    “That is not the same as death. By God, you, of all people, should know,” Volkin said.


    A cold chill swept down Bourne’s spine.


    “How many lives have you had, Bourne? Boris tells me many. I think it must be the same with Leonid Danilovich Arkadin.”


    “Are you telling me that Arkadin didn’t drown? That he survived?”


    “A black cat like Arkadin has nine lives, my friend, possibly even more.”


    So it was Arkadin who’d tried to kill him on Bali. Though the picture had suddenly become clearer, there was still something wrong, something missing.


    “Are you sure of all this, Volkin?”


    “Arkadin is now the new head of the Eastern Brotherhood, how’s that for being sure?”


    “All right, but why would he hire the Torturer when he seems to want so desperately to kill me himself?”


    “He wouldn’t,” Volkin said. “The Torturer is much too unreliable, especially against a foe like you.”


    “Then who hired him?”


    “That, Bourne, is a question even I cannot answer.”


    



    



    Having decided to take to the field himself in an effort to find the missing Metro police officers, Peter Marks was waiting in front of the bank of elevators to take him to the ground floor when an elevator door slid open. The only person inside was the enigmatic Frederick Willard, up until three months ago the Old Man’s mole inside the NSA’s Virginia safe house. The older man was, as usual, dapper, urbane, utterly self-contained. He wore an impeccable gunmetal-gray, chalk-striped three-piece suit over a crisp white shirt and a conservative tie.


    “Hello, Willard,” Marks said as he stepped into the elevator. “I thought you were on leave.”


    “I got back several days ago.”


    From Marks’s point of view, Willard was remarkably well suited to play the role of steward in the safe house, evincing an old-school professorial air, musty and rather boring. It wasn’t difficult to see how he melted into the woodwork. Being invisible made it so much easier to eavesdrop on intimate conversations.


    The door slid shut and they descended.


    “I imagine it’s been difficult getting back into the swing of things,” Marks said, more to be polite to the older man than anything else.


    “Frankly, it was like I was never gone.” Willard glanced over at Marks with a grimace, as if he’d just come from the surgeon’s office and his agony was of such magnitude that he could not hide it. “How did your interview with the president go?”


    Surprised that Willard knew about it, Marks said, “Well enough, I suppose.”


    “Not that it matters, you’re not getting the post.”


    “It figures. Dick Symes was the logical front-runner.”


    “Symes is out, too.”


    Marks’s acceptance turned to consternation. “How do you know that?”


    “Because I know who did get the post and, fuck us all, it isn’t anyone from inside CI.”


    “But that makes no sense.”


    “On the contrary, it makes perfect sense,” Willard said, “if your name happens to be Bud Halliday.”


    Marks turned toward the older man. “What’s happened, Willard? Come on, man, out with it!”


    “Halliday has used Veronica Hart’s sudden death to his advantage. He’s proposed his own man, M. Errol Danziger, and after meeting with Danziger the president’s agreed.”


    “Danziger, the NSA’s current deputy director of signals intelligence for analysis and production?”


    “That’s the one.”


    “But he knows nothing about CI!” Marks cried.


    “I believe,” Willard said with some asperity, “that’s precisely the point.”


    The doors opened and the two men stepped out into the marble-and-glass reception area, as chilly as it was vast.


    “Under the circumstances, I think we need to talk,” Willard said. “But not here.”


    “Certainly not.” Marks was about to propose a meeting for later, but then changed his mind. Who better than this mysterious veteran with a thousand and one sources, who knew all of Alex Conklin’s back-channel intelligence secrets, to help him find the missing cops? “I’m off on an investigation in the field. Care to join me?”


    A smile creased Willard’s face. “Ah, me, it’ll be just like I’ve dreamed!”


    When Arkadin approached Joškar, she spat at him, then turned her face away. All her four children—the three girls and the dead son—were clustered around her like foam surrounding a basalt outcropping rising from the sea. They, the living, little ones, rose up as he approached as if to protect her from an assault or an unwanted intrusion.


    Tearing off one shirtsleeve, Arkadin leaned in and dabbed the blood off her face. It was when he touched the point of her chin to turn her face back toward him that he saw the deep bruises on her face, the welts on her neck. Rage at Oserov flared anew inside him, but then he noticed that the welts and bruises weren’t recent—he was certain they hadn’t been made in the last several days. If Oserov hadn’t caused them then, in all likelihood, her husband, Lev Antonin, had.


    Her eyes met his for a moment, and in them he saw a bleak reflection of the bedroom upstairs, filled with both her intimate scent and her abject solitude.


    “Joškar,” he said, “do you know who I am?”


    “My son,” she said, hugging him to her breast. “My son.”


    “We’re going to get you out of here, Joškar, you and your children. You don’t have to be afraid of Lev Antonin anymore.”


    She stared at him, as dumbfounded as if he’d told her she was getting her lost youth back. The crying of her youngest girl brought her around. She looked at Tarkanian who, with her car keys in one hand, had slung Oserov over his shoulder.


    “He’s coming with us? The man who killed my Yasha?”


    Arkadin said nothing, because the answer was clear.


    When she turned back to him, a light had gone out in her eyes. “Then my Yasha comes, too.”


    Tarkanian, bent over like a coal miner, was already carrying his heavy load to the front door. “Leonid Danilovich, come on. The dead have no place among the living.”


    But when Arkadin took Joškar’s arm, she snatched it away.


    “What about that piece of filth? The moment he killed my Yasha he died, too.”


    With a grunt, Tarkanian opened the door. “We don’t have time for negotiation,” he said brusquely.


    “I agree.” Arkadin took Yasha into his arms. “The boy comes with us.”


    He said it in such a tone that Tarkanian gave him another of his penetrating looks. Then the Muscovite shrugged. “She’s your responsibility, my friend. All of them are your responsibility now.”


    They trooped out to the car, Joškar herding her three confused and shivering daughters. Tarkanian placed Oserov in the trunk and tied the lid to the bumper with a length of twine he’d found in a kitchen drawer so that his compatriot would have fresh air. Then he opened the two doors on the near side, and went around to slide behind the wheel.


    “I want to hold my son,” Joškar said as she urged her daughters into the backseat.


    “Better that I take him up front,” Arkadin said. “The three girls need your undivided attention.” When she hesitated, pushed the hair back from her son’s forehead, he said, “I’ll take good care of him, Joškar. Don’t worry. Yasha will be right here with me.”


    He got into the front passenger’s seat and, with the boy cradled in one arm, closed the door. He noted that they had almost a full tank of gas. Tarkanian fired the ignition, let out the clutch, and put the car in gear. They took off.


    “Get that thing off me,” Tarkanian said as they took a corner at speed and Yasha’s head brushed against his arm.


    “Show some fucking respect,” Arkadin snapped. “The boy can’t hurt you.”


    “You’re as loony as a tyolka in heat,” Tarkanian retorted.


    “Who’s got a friend locked in the trunk?”


    Tarkanian honked the horn mightily at a truck lumbering in front of him. Maneuvering around, he braved oncoming traffic to pass the huge vehicle, ignoring the angry blare of horns and the near misses as cars coming the other way scrambled to get out of his way.


    When they were back on their side of the road, Tarkanian glanced over at Arkadin. “You’ve got a soft spot for this kid, huh.”


    Arkadin did not respond. Though he was staring straight ahead, his gaze had turned inward. He was acutely aware of Yasha’s weight, even more his presence, which had opened a door into his own childhood. When he looked down at Yasha’s face it was as if he were looking at himself, carrying his own death with him like a familiar companion. He wasn’t frightened of this boy, as Tarkanian clearly was. On the contrary, it seemed important for him to hold Yasha, as if he could keep safe whatever remained of a human being, especially such a young and innocent one, after death. Why did he feel that way? And then a murmuring from the backseat compelled him to lean over to peer at the reflections in the rearview mirror. He saw Joškar with her three young daughters gathered around her, her arms encompassing them, sheltering them from further harm, fear, and indignities. She was telling them a story filled with bright fairies, talking foxes, and clever elves. The love and devotion in her voice was like an alien communication from a distant, unexplored galaxy.


    All of a sudden a profound wave of sorrow swept through him, so that he bent his head over Yasha’s thin blue eyelids, as if in prayer. In that moment, the boy’s death and the part of his childhood his mother had torn from his breast merged, became one, indistinguishable both in his febrile mind and his damaged soul.


    Humphry Bamber was waiting anxiously for Moira when she returned to Lamontierre’s brownstone.


    “So, how did it go?” he said, as he ushered her into the living room. “Where’s the laptop?”


    When she handed him the wrecked disk, he turned it over and over. “You’ve got to be kidding.”


    “I wish I was,” Moira said wearily.


    She sat heavily on the sofa while he went to fetch her a drink. When he returned, he sat opposite her. His face looked haggard and drawn, the first signs of constant anxiety.


    “These disks are utterly useless,” he said, “you realize that?”


    She nodded and sipped at her drink. “Just like the cell I got off the guy who pulled the hard drive from my laptop. It was a burner.”


    “A what?”


    “A disposable cell phone you can buy in practically any drug- or convenience store. It has a set number of pre-paid minutes. Criminals use them and discard them daily; that way their conversations can’t be tapped and their whereabouts can’t be traced.”


    She waved her own words away. “Not that it matters now. Where tapping into Noah’s computer is concerned, we’re essentially screwed.”


    “Not necessarily.” Bamber hunched forward. “At first, when you left I thought I’d go out of my mind. I kept replaying you pulling me out of the Buick, seeing Hart behind the wheel, and then the whole thing exploded to hell.” His eyes slid away. “My stomach rebelled. Maybe that wasn’t such a bad thing because while I was splashing cold water on my face I got the idea.”


    Moira put her empty glass down beside the wreck of the hard drive disks. “What idea?”


    “Okay, it occurred to me that each time I deliver a new iteration of Bardem, Noah insists that I download it directly to his laptop.”


    “Security reasons, I’m sure. So?”


    “Well, in order for the program to install correctly, he’s got to shut down all other programs.”


    Moira shook her head. “I’m still not following.”


    Bamber drummed his fingers for a moment as he thought of a suitable example to illustrate his point. “Okay, you know how when you install some programs, the install shield asks you to shut down all programs including your virus protection?” When she nodded, he went on. “That’s to ensure they load properly. It’s the same with Bardem, only to the nth degree. It’s so complex and so sensitive that it needs a completely clear field, as it were, to install properly. So here’s my thought. I could contact Noah and tell him I found a bug in his current version of Bardem, that I need to send him an update. Usually, the new version overwrites the previous one, but with a bit of work I think I can upload his version while I download the new one.”


    Moira, suddenly galvanized, sat up straight. “Then we’ll have everything that’s in his program, including the scenarios he’s been running. We’ll know precisely what he’s planning, and where!”


    She jumped up and kissed Bamber on the cheek. “That’s brilliant!”


    “Plus, I could embed a tracer in the new version that would let us track what he’s inputting in real time.”


    She knew just how clever—and paranoid—Noah was. “Could he find out about the tracer?”


    “Anything’s possible,” Bamber said, “but it’s highly unlikely.”


    “Then let’s not get too cute.”


    He gave her a slightly embarrassed nod. “Anyway, it’s all pie in the sky,” he said. “I’ve got to get to my office and find a way to reassure Noah that everything’s okay with me.”


    Moira’s mind was already spinning out possible scenarios. “Don’t worry about that. You concentrate on the nuts and bolts of the two-way transfer. I’ll take care of Noah.”


    



    



    After reading everything he could about the rapidly escalating Iran situation in the International Herald Tribune he’d picked up in the lounge in Madrid, Bourne sat brooding all during the flight to Khartoum. Once or twice, he became aware that Tracy was trying to engage him in conversation, but he didn’t care to answer. He was wondering why the possibility of Arkadin surviving his trial at sea hadn’t occurred to him; after all, the precise same thing had happened to him off Marseilles, when he’d been pulled half dead out of the water by the crew of a fishing boat. He’d been nursed back to health by a local doctor, as inveterate a drunk as Dr. Firth, only to discover that the trauma he’d suffered had caused amnesia. His memories of his life had been wiped out. Once in a while something familiar would trigger a shard of memory, but when it did surface, it most often arrived in incomplete fits and starts. Since then he’d struggled to find out who he was, and though many years had passed he seemed no closer to the truth—the identities of Jason Bourne and, to a limited extent, David Webb were all he could remember. It had seemed to him that the path that would lead him to himself lay through his memories on Bali.


    But first, there was the matter of Leonid Arkadin to consider. That Arkadin wanted him dead was beyond doubt, but he also intuited that more was going on here than a simple case of revenge. Though he’d learned that nothing with Arkadin was simple, there was an over-arching plan to this particular web in which he found himself that transcended even Arkadin, who seemed to be one strand among many that was leading Bourne to Khartoum.


    Whether or not Don Fernando Hererra was in league with Arkadin—and it seemed a sure bet that Arkadin had sent him the photos and audio “incriminating” Boris—was for the moment beside the point. Now that he knew Arkadin was behind the attempt on his life, he had to assume that a trap was being laid for him at 779 El Gamhuria Avenue. Whether that trap was Arkadin’s alone, or whether it included Nikolai Yevsen, the arms dealer, and Noah Perlis, he didn’t yet know. But it was interesting to speculate on what business Noah had with Yevsen. Was it personal or on behalf of Black River? Either way, the two constituted a sinister team, one that he needed to know more about.


    And what was Tracy’s role in all this? She had taken possession of the fantastic Goya only after she had electronically transferred the required sum to Don Hererra’s bank account and he had ordered his banker to deposit the funds into a second account, the number of which was unknown to her. That way, Hererra had said with a sly smile, he was assured that the money had actually been delivered and would remain his. His years in the oil fields had turned the Colombian into a sly old fox who considered every angle and planned for every contingency. Bourne thought it ironic that he held a peculiar affection for Hererra even though clearly the Colombian and Arkadin were in some sense allies. He hoped he’d run into Hererra again one day, but in the meantime he needed to deal with Arkadin and Noah Perlis.


    



    



    The dying sun, red as a fireball, was moving ponderously downward to the earth when Soraya and Amun Chalthoum reached Chysis Military Airdrome. Chalthoum showed his credentials and was directed to a small parking lot. After passing through another security check, they were striding across the tarmac toward the plane Chalthoum had ordered to be fueled and ready to take off when Soraya saw two people walking on a tangent course toward a waiting Air Afrika jet. The woman was thin, blond, and quite striking. She was closer to Soraya so, for a moment, her male companion was blocked from her view. Then the vectors changed as they neared one another. Soraya caught a glimpse of the man’s face and, stricken, felt her knees grow momentarily weak.


    Chalthoum, at once noticing her faltering stride, turned back to her.


    “What is it, azizti?” he said. “You’ve no blood in your face.”


    “It’s nothing.” Soraya breathed deeply and slowly in an attempt to calm herself. But since the new DCI had called and summarily ordered her back to DC without giving her a chance to explain the situation, nothing could calm her now. And then she saw Jason Bourne walking along the tarmac at a military airport outside Cairo. At first she thought, It can’t be him. It must be someone else. But as he neared her and his features became more detailed, she realized there could be no doubt.


    My God, my God, she thought. What’s happening? How could Jason be alive?


    She had to restrain herself from calling out his name, from rushing up to him and embracing him. He hadn’t contacted her, so there must be a reason—a damn good one, she suspected—he didn’t want her to know that he was alive. He was talking intently with his companion and so hadn’t yet seen her—or if he had, he was pretending that he hadn’t.


    On the other hand, she had to find a way to get him the number of her satellite phone. But how to do it without either Amun or Jason’s companion knowing?


    



    



    Your silence is painful,” Tracy said.


    “It’s that bad?” Bourne didn’t look at her, but rather stared straight ahead at the red-and-white fuselage of the Air Afrika jet, waiting like a large and dangerous cat just off the head of the main runway of the military airstrip. He’d spotted Soraya the moment she and the tall, lanky Egyptian had passed through security and come onto the tarmac, and he was trying to ignore her because the last thing he wanted now was for someone from CI—even Soraya—to see him.


    “You haven’t said a word for hours.” Tracy sounded genuinely hurt. “It’s as if there’s a glass wall around you.”


    “I’ve been trying to figure out the best way of protecting you once we arrive in Khartoum.”


    “Protect me from what?”


    “Not what. Who,” Bourne said. “Don Hererra lied about the photos and the audio, so who knows what else he’s lied about?”


    “Whatever you have going doesn’t have anything to do with me,” Tracy said. “I’m going to stay as far away from your business as I can because, quite frankly, it scares the hell out of me.”


    Bourne nodded. “I understand.”


    She had the carefully packed Goya safely tucked under her arm. “The difficult part of my job is finished. All that’s left to do now is to deliver the Goya, collect the remainder of my fee from Noah, and fly home.”


    It was at that precise moment that Tracy looked up and said, “That exotic-looking woman keeps staring at you. Do you know her?”

  


  
    CHAPTER 25

  


  
    There was no help for it, Bourne thought, now that Tracy had noticed. Soraya and the Egyptian were only paces away, so Bourne strode up to Soraya.


    “Hello, sis,” he said, kissing her warmly on both cheeks. Then, before she had time to respond, he turned to her companion and held out his hand. “Adam Stone. I’m Soraya’s half brother.”


    The Egyptian shook his hand briefly. “Amun Chalthoum.” But his eyebrows shot up. “I didn’t know Soraya had a brother.”


    Bourne’s laugh was easy. “I’m the black sheep, I’m afraid. No one in the family likes to talk about me.”


    By this time Tracy had come up beside him, and he introduced everyone.


    Taking him up on his cue, Soraya said to him, “There’s a problem with Mom’s health I think you ought to know about.”


    “Excuse us a moment, would you?” Bourne said to Tracy and Chalthoum.


    When the two of them were far enough away to afford them adequate privacy, Soraya said, “Jason, what the hell?” She was still looking at him as if she couldn’t quite believe what her eyes were telling her.


    “It’s a long story,” he said, “and we don’t have the time now.” He led Soraya a few more paces away from the other two. “Arkadin is still alive. He almost succeeded in killing me on Bali.”


    “No wonder you don’t want anyone to know you’re still alive.”


    Bourne glanced at Chalthoum. “What are you doing here with that Egyptian?”


    “Amun’s with Egyptian intelligence. We’re trying to find out who actually shot down the American jet.”


    “I thought the Iranians—”


    “Our forensics team determined that it was an Iranian Kowsar 3 missile that brought down the plane,” Soraya said, “but now, inexplicably, it looks as if a cadre of four American military men might have brought it into Egypt through Sudan. That’s why we’re on our way to Khartoum.”


    Bourne could feel the strands of the spider’s web coming into sudden focus, and he bent toward Soraya as he said softly and urgently, “Listen carefully. Whatever Arkadin is up to involves both Nikolai Yevsen and Black River. I’ve been wondering what would bring these three together. It could be that the cadre you’re looking for aren’t military per se, but are Black River personnel.” He directed her attention to the red-and-white jet where he and Tracy had been headed. “Air Afrika is rumored to be owned by Yevsen, which would make sense—he needs a way to transship the illegal arms consignments to his clients.”


    While Soraya studied the plane, he continued: “If you’re right about the American cadre, then where do you think they could possibly obtain an Iranian Kowsar 3 missile—from the Iranians themselves?” He shook his head. “Yevsen is probably the only arms dealer in the world with enough contacts and power to get one.”


    “But why would Black River—?”


    “Black River’s only there to do the heavy lifting,” Bourne said. “It’s whoever hired them that’s guiding everything. You’ve read the headlines. I think someone high up in the US government wants to go to war with Iran. You’ll know better than me who it might be.”


    “Bud Halliday,” Soraya said. “The secretary of defense.”


    “Halliday’s the one who ordered my death.”


    She goggled at him for a moment. “Right now this is all speculation, so it’s nothing I can use. I need proof of these connections, so we’ll need to stay in touch. I’m reachable on a sat phone,” she said at length, and rattled off a string of numbers for him to memorize. He nodded, giving her the number of his own sat phone, and was about to break away when she said, “There’s something else. DCI Hart has been killed by a car bomb. A man named M. Errol Danziger is the new DCI and he’s already recalled me from the field.”


    “An order you’re clearly refusing to obey. Good for you.”


    Soraya grimaced. “Who knows what kind of trouble it’s going to get me into.” She took his arm. “Jason, listen, this is the hardest part. For some reason Moira was with DCI Hart when the car bomb detonated. I know Moira survived the blast, because she checked herself into and out of an ER right afterward. But now she’s gone completely off the grid.” She squeezed his arm. “I thought you’d want to know.”


    She kissed him as he had kissed her moments before. As she walked back to the Egyptian, who had clearly become impatient at the delay, Bourne felt as if he had vacated his body. He seemed to be looking down on the three people on the tarmac as if from a great height. He saw Soraya say something to Chalthoum, saw the Egyptian nod, saw them both head toward a small military jet. He saw Tracy staring after them, an expression of both curiosity and consternation on her face; he saw himself standing apart, as still as if he had been suspended in amber. He observed all these things without a trace of emotion or awareness of consequence, flooded as he was by images of Moira in Bali with the sun in her eyes, turning them luminous, lambent, phosphorescent, unforgettable. It was as if in his memory he needed to protect her, or at least keep her safe from the dangers of the outside world. It was an absurd impulse, but, he told himself, a wholly human one. Where was she? How badly was she injured? And over all, the terrifying question loomed: Was the car bomb that killed Veronica Hart meant for Moira? Adding to his concern, when he’d called, her number was out of service, which meant she’d changed phones.


    So deep had he sunk into himself that it was several moments before he realized that Tracy was talking to him. She stood facing him, her face a mask of concern.


    “Adam, what’s going on? Did your sister give you bad news?”


    “What?” He was still slightly distracted by the swirl of emotions that had been loosed from his tight control. “Yes, she told me that yesterday our mother passed away unexpectedly.”


    “Oh, I’m so sorry. Is there anything I can do to help?”


    His mouth smiled, though he remained far away. “That’s very kind, but no. There’s nothing anyone can do now.”


    



    



    M. Errol Danziger had a soul like an angry fist. From adolescence onward, he had made it his business to know everything there was to know about Muslims. He had studied the histories of Persia and the Arabian Peninsula; he spoke both Arabic and Farsi fluently, could recite entire sections of the Qur’an by heart, as well as a multitude of Muslim prayers. He had absorbed the essential differences between Sunni and Shi’a, and despised them both with equal fervor. For years now he had used his knowledge of the Middle East in the service of a destructive force against those who wished his country harm.


    His intense—some believed obsessive—antipathy toward Muslims of all stripes might very well have stemmed from his high school years in the South, when a rumor that he harbored Syrian blood raced around the schoolyard, causing him to be the butt of endless jokes and taunting. Finally, inevitably, systematically, he was isolated, then ostracized, from social life. That the rumor was based on the truth—Danziger’s paternal grandfather was of Syrian descent—made his misery complete.


    He buried his curdled heart at precisely 8 am when he took formal control of CI. He had still to appear on Capitol Hill, to be asked absurd and irrelevant questions by preening legislators looking to impress their constituents with probing questions fed them by their assistants. But that dog-and-pony show, Halliday had assured him, was a mere formality. The secretary of defense had amassed more than enough votes to push through his confirmation without a struggle or even much debate.


    At precisely 8:05 am he convened a meeting of the senior staff in the largest of the conference rooms at CI headquarters, an elongated oval without windows because glass was an excellent carrier of sound waves and an expert with field glasses trained on the room could read lips. Danziger was quite clear as to the attendees: the heads of the seven directorates, their immediate subordinates, and the chiefs of all the departments attached to the various directorates.


    The spacious room was illuminated by indirect lights hidden by massive soffits built into the circumference of the ceiling. Specially designed and manufactured carpeting was so dense it absorbed nearly all sound, so that all those present were forced to focus their entire attention on whoever was speaking.


    On this particular morning that was M. Errol Danziger, also known as the Arab, who, as he looked around the oval table, saw nothing but pale and anxious faces whose owners were still trying to digest the shocking news of his being anointed by the president as the next DCI. To a man—and of this he was quite certain—they had been expecting one of the seven, most likely Dick Symes, chief of intelligence and the most senior of the heads of the seven directorates, to be convening this meeting.


    Which was why his gaze fixed on Symes last, why, as he commenced his inaugural address to the troops, he kept his eyes firmly fixed on Symes. After studying the CI organizational chart, he had made up his mind to reach out to Symes, to make of him an ally, because he would need allies, would need to gather to his side a cadre of the CI faithful whom he could bend to his will, whom he could slowly indoctrinate in the new ways, and who, as disciples of the new religion he meant to bring to CI, would spread the gospel as chosen ones should. They would do his work for him, work that would be too difficult, if not impossible, for him to accomplish on his own. Because his mission was not to replace CI personnel, but to convert from within, until a new CI emerged along the lines of the blueprint Bud Halliday had drawn up for him.


    To this end, he had already decided to promote Symes to DDCI, after a suitable time. In this way, through flattery and then recruitment, he meant to cement his power at CI.


    “Good morning, gentlemen. I suspect you have heard rumors—and here I hope I’m wrong, but in the event I’m not, my aim this morning is to set the record straight. There will be no firings, no transfers, no forced reassignments, although in the natural course of events, there will inevitably be, as we move forward, reassignments, as, I understand, there have always been here, and, indeed, in any organically evolving organization. In preparation for this moment, I’ve studied the hallowed history of CI, and I can confidently state that no one understands the legacy of this great organization better than I do. Let me assure you—and my door is always open for discussion on this and any other topic that may be of concern to you—that nothing will change, that the legacy of the Old Man, who, I might add, I venerated from the time I was a young man fresh out of college, remains paramount in my mind, which leads me to say in all honesty and humility that it is a privilege and an honor to be among you, to become a part of you, to lead this great organization into the future.”


    The men ranged around the table sat in complete silence, trying to parse this long-winded preamble while, at the same time, trying to register it on their individual bullshit meters. It was a curious fact that Danziger had absorbed the involuted rhythm of Arabic so thoroughly that it had infected his English, especially when he was addressing a group. Where a word would do, a sentence would present itself; where a sentence would do, a paragraph appeared.


    As a palpable feeling of relief washed over the conference room, he sat down, opened the file in front of him, and paged through the first half of it. All at once, he looked up. “Soraya Moore, the director of Typhon, isn’t present because she is currently on assignment. You should know that I’ve canceled that assignment and ordered her to return at once for a thorough debriefing.”


    He watched some heads turning in consternation, but there was no murmuring at all. Taking one last glance down at his notes, he said, “Mr. Doll, why isn’t your boss, Mr. Marks, in attendance this morning?”


    Rory Doll coughed into his fist. “I believe he’s in the field, sir.”


    As the Arab looked at Doll, a fair-haired wisp of a man with electric blue eyes, he smiled winningly. “You believe he’s in the field or you know he’s in the field?”


    “I know it, sir. He told me himself.”


    “All right, then.” Danziger’s smile hadn’t budged. “Where in the field?”


    “He didn’t specify, sir.”


    “And I assume you didn’t ask him.”


    “Sir, with all due respect, if Chief Marks wanted me to know, he would’ve told me.”


    Without taking his eyes off Marks’s second, the Arab closed the file in front of him. It seemed as if the entire room were holding its collective breath. “Quite right. I approve of sound security procedure,” the new DCI said. “Please ensure Marks comes to see me the moment he returns.”


    His gaze broke away from Doll at last and roved around the table, engaging in turn each of the senior officers. “All right, shall we proceed? From this moment on all the resources of CI will be bent toward the undermining and destruction of the current regime in Iran.”


    A frisson of excitement raced like wildfire from officer to officer.


    “In a few moments I’ll outline to you the overarching operation to exploit a new pro-American indigenous Iranian underground, ready and able, with our support, to topple the regime from inside Iran.”


    



    



    When it comes to the police commissioner in this town,” Willard said, “throwing your weight around is worse than useless. I say that because the PC is used to getting his own way, even with the mayor. He isn’t intimidated by feds, and he’s not shy about saying so.”


    Willard and Peter Marks were mounting the stone steps of a brownstone far enough off Dupont Circle not to be snooty, but close enough to be a recipient of the area’s innate urbanity. This was wholly Willard’s doing. Having ascertained that Lester Burrows, the police commissioner, was gone for the day, Willard had directed them to this block, to this specific brownstone.


    “That being the case, the only smart way to play him is with psychology. Honey is a powerful incentive inside the Beltway, never more so than with the Metro police.”


    “You know Commissioner Burrows?”


    “Know him?” Willard said. “He and I trod the boards in college; we played Othello together. He was a helluva Moor, let me tell you, scary-good—I knew his rage was genuine because I knew where he came from.” He nodded, as if to himself. “Lester Burrows is one African American who has transcended the utter poverty of his childhood in every sense of the word. That’s not to say he’s forgotten it, not by a long shot, but, unlike his predecessor, who never met a bribe he didn’t take, Lester Burrows is a good man underneath the mean streak he’s cultivated to protect himself, his office, and his men.”


    “So he’ll listen to you,” Marks said.


    “I don’t know about that”—Willard’s eyes twinkled—“but he sure as hell won’t turn me away.”


    There was a brass knocker in the shape of an elephant that Willard used to announce their presence.


    “What is this place?” Marks asked.


    “You’ll see soon enough. Just follow my lead and you’ll be okay.”


    The door opened, revealing a young African American woman dressed in a fashionable business suit. She blinked once and said, “Freddy, is that really you?”


    Willard chuckled. “It’s been a while, Reese, hasn’t it?”


    “Years and years,” the young woman said, a smile creasing her face. “Well, don’t just stand there, come on in. He’s going to be tickled beige to see you.”


    “To fleece me, you mean.”


    Now it was the young woman’s turn to chuckle, a warm, rich sound that seemed to caress the listener’s ear.


    “Reese, this is a friend of mine, Peter Marks.”


    The young woman stuck out her hand in a no-nonsense fashion. She had a rather square face with an aggressive chin and worldly eyes the color of bourbon. “Any friend of Freddy’s…” Her smile deepened. “Reese Williams.”


    “The commissioner’s strong right hand,” Willard supplied.


    “Oh, yes.” She laughed. “What would he do without me?”


    She led them down a softly lit, wood-paneled hallway, decorated with photos and watercolors of African wildlife, most predominantly elephants, with a smattering of rhinos, zebras, and giraffes thrown in.


    They arrived soon after at double pocket doors, which Reese threw open to a blue cloud of aromatic cigar smoke, the discreet clink of glassware, and the fast-paced dealing of cards on a green baize table in the center of the library. Six men—including Commissioner Burrows—and one woman sat around the table, playing poker. All of them were high up in various departments of the district’s political infrastructure. The ones Marks didn’t know on sight, Willard identified for him.


    As they stood on the threshold, Reese went ahead of them, crossing to the table, where Burrows sat, patiently playing his hand. She waited just behind his right shoulder until he’d raked in the considerable pot, then leaned over and whispered in his ear.


    At once the commissioner glanced up and a wide smile spread over his face. “Goddammit!” he exclaimed, pushing his chair back and rising. “Well, wash my socks and call me Andy, if it isn’t Freddy Fucking Willard!” He strode over and engulfed Willard in a bear hug. He was a massive man with a bowling-ball head, who looked like an overstuffed sausage. His freckle-dappled cheeks belied the master manipulator’s eyes and the pensive mouth of a seasoned politician.


    Willard introduced Marks and the commissioner pumped his hand with that sinister warmth peculiar to people in public life, which flicks on and off with the quickness of a lightning strike.


    “If you’ve come to play,” Burrows said, “you’ve come to the right joint.”


    “Actually, we’ve come to ask you about Detectives Sampson and Montgomery,” Marks said impulsively.


    The commissioner’s brow pulled down, darkening into a furry mass. “Who are Sampson and Montgomery?”


    “With all due respect, sir, you know who they are.”


    “Son, are you some sort of psychic?” Burrows turned on Willard. “Freddy, who the hell is he to tell me what I know?”


    “Ignore him, Lester.” Willard inserted himself between Marks and the commissioner. “Peter’s been a little on edge since he went off his medication.”


    “Well, get the man back on it, stat,” Burrows said. “That mouth is a fucking menace.”


    “I will certainly do that,” Willard said as he grabbed Marks to keep him out of the line of fire. “In the meantime, do you have room for one more at the table?”


    



    



    Noah Perlis, sitting in the lime-scented shade of the lavish rooftop garden at 779 El Gamhuria Avenue, could see all of Khartoum, smoky and indolent, laid out before him to his right, while to his left were the Blue and White Nile rivers that divided the city into thirds. In central Khartoum the hideous Chinese-built Friendship Hall, and the weird futuristic Al-Fateh building, so like the nose cone of an immense rocket, mixed uneasily with the traditional mosques and ancient pyramids of the city, but the unsettling juxtaposition was a sign of the times—hidebound Muslim religion seeking its way in the alien modern world.


    Perlis had his laptop open, the latest iteration of the Bardem program running the last of the scenarios: the incursion by Arkadin and his twenty-man cadre into that section of Iran where, like Palestine, the milk and honey flowed, in the form of oil.


    Perlis never did one thing when he could do two or, preferably, three at once. He was a man whose mind was so quick and restless that it needed a kind of internal web of goals, puzzles, and conjectures to keep from imploding into chaos. So while he studied the probabilities of Pinprick’s end phase the program was spitting out he thought about the devil’s deal he’d been forced to make with Dimitri Maslov and, by extension, Leonid Arkadin. First and foremost, it galled him to partner with Russians, whose corruption and dissolute lifestyle he both loathed and envied. How could a bunch of scummy pigs like that be so awash in money? While it was true that life was never fair, he mused, sometimes it could be downright malevolent. But what could he do? He’d tried many other routes but, in the end, Maslov had been the only way to get to Nikolai Yevsen, who felt about Americans the way he, Perlis, felt about Russians. Accordingly, he’d been forced to make a deal with too many partners—too many partners for whom double dealing and backstabbing had been ingrained in their nature virtually from birth. Contingencies had to be made against the threat of such treachery, and that meant triple the planning and man-hours. Of course, it also meant he’d been able to triple the fee he was charging Bud Halliday, not that the price meant anything to the secretary, the way the US Mint was printing up dollars as if they were confetti. In fact, at the last Black River board meeting, members of the steering committee were so concerned with the threat of hyperinflation that they had voted unanimously to convert their dollars into gold bullion for the next six months while they put their clients on notice that starting September 1, the company would accept fees only in gold or diamonds. What bothered him about that meeting was that Oliver Liss, one of the three founding members and the man he reported to, was absent.


    Simultaneously, he was thinking of Moira. Like a cinder in his eye, she had become an irritant. She was firmly lodged in a corner of his mind ever since she had abruptly quit Black River and, after a short hiatus, had started her own company in direct competition with him. Because, make no mistake, Perlis had taken her defection and subsequent treachery personally. It hadn’t been the first time, but he vowed to himself that it would be the last. The first time… well, there were good reasons not to think about the first time. He hadn’t for years and he wasn’t about to start now.


    Besides, how else should he take actions that directly drained him of his best personnel? Like a jilted lover, he seethed for revenge, his long-withheld affection for her curdled into outright hatred—not only of her, but of himself. While she was under his control, he’d played his cards too close to the vest—had, he had to admit bitterly, misplayed them altogether. And now she was gone, out of his control and in complete opposition to him. He took whatever solace he could salvage from the fact that her lover, Jason Bourne, was dead. He wished her only ill now, he wanted to see her not simply defeated but humiliated beyond redemption; nothing less would appease his appetite for vengeance.


    When his satellite phone rang, he assumed it was Bud Halliday, giving him the signal to launch the final phase of Pinprick, but instead he discovered Humphry Bamber on the line.


    “Bamber,” he shouted, “where the hell are you?”


    “Back at my office, thank God.” Bamber’s voice sounded thin and metallic. “I finally managed to escape because the woman Moira Something was too badly hurt in the explosion to hold on to me for long.”


    “I heard about the explosion,” Noah said truthfully, though of course he didn’t add that he’d ordered it to keep Veronica Hart and Moira from finding out about Bardem from Bamber. “Are you all right?”


    “Nothing a few days’ rest won’t cure,” Bamber said, “but listen, Noah, there’s a glitch in the version of Bardem you’re running.”


    Noah stared out at the rivers, the beginning and the end of life in North Africa. “What kind of a glitch? If the program needs another security patch, forget it, I’m almost finished using it.”


    “No, nothing like that. There’s a calculation error; the program isn’t producing accurate data.”


    Now Noah was alarmed. “How the hell did that happen, Bamber? I paid through the nose for this software and now you tell me that—”


    “Calm down, Noah, I’ve already solved the internal error and corrected it. All I need to do now is to upload it to you, but you’ll have to shut down all your programs.”


    “I know, I know, and Jesus, I ought to know the protocol by now considering how many versions of Bardem we’ve been through.”


    “Noah, you have no idea how complex this program is—I mean, come on, literally millions of factors had to be incorporated into the software’s architecture, and per your orders at the speed of light, too.”


    “Can it, Bamber. The last thing I need now is a lecture from you. Just get the fucking thing done.” Perlis’s fingers were running over his laptop’s keyboard, shutting down programs. “Now, you’re sure the latest parameters I’ve loaded into the program will be there when I bring up the new version?”


    “Absolutely, Noah. That’s why Bardem has one monster-size cache.”


    “Nothing better be missing,” Noah said, and silently he added, Not at this late date. We’re almost at the finish line.


    “Just let me know when you’re ready,” Bamber prompted.


    All the programs were closed, but it took several minutes of going through one deliberately convoluted protocol after another until he exited the proprietary Black River security software. While this was happening, he muted his line with Bamber and dialed a number on a second satellite phone.


    “Someone needs to be put to sleep,” he said. “Yes, right away. Hold on and I’ll transfer the particulars in a minute.”


    He unmuted the line with Bamber. “All set,” he said.


    “Then here we go!”

  


  
    CHAPTER 26

  


  
    Khartoum had about it the air of a disreputable mortuary. The sweet rot of death was everywhere, mingled with the sharp odor of gun barrels. Baleful shadows hid men smoking as they observed the night-lit street with the inscrutable look of a hunter searching for prey. Bourne and Tracy, in a jangling three-wheeled raksha, going at a hellish speed against traffic, rushed down avenues filled with donkey-pulled carts, wheezing minibuses, men in both traditional and Western dress, and vehicles belching blue smoke.


    They were both tired and on edge—Bourne had had no luck contacting either Moira or Boris, and, despite what she’d claimed, Tracy’s experience in Seville seemed to have made her anxious about meeting Noah.


    “I don’t want to be caught napping when I walk in the door,” she’d said as they checked into a hotel in the main section of the city. “That’s why I told Noah I wasn’t coming over until tomorrow morning. Tonight I need a good night’s sleep more than I need his money.”


    “What did he say?”


    They rode up in the mirrored elevator, heading for the top floor, which Tracy had requested.


    “He wasn’t happy, but what could he say?”


    “He didn’t offer to come here?”


    Tracy’s nose wrinkled. “No, he didn’t.”


    Bourne thought that odd. If Noah was so anxious to take possession of the Goya, why wouldn’t he offer to complete the transaction at the hotel?


    They had adjoining rooms with nearly identical views of al Mogran—the junction of the Blue and White Nile rivers—and a connecting door that locked from either side. The White Nile flowed north from Lake Victoria, while the Blue Nile flowed west from Ethiopia. The Nile itself, the main river, continued north into Egypt.


    The decor in the room was shabby. Judging by both the style and the wear, it certainly hadn’t been updated since the early 1970s. The carpets stank of cheap cigarettes and even cheaper perfume. Putting the Goya on the bed, Tracy crossed directly to the window, unlocked it, and pushed it up as far as it would go. The rush of the city was like a vacuum, sucking all the hums out of the room.


    She sighed as she returned to sit beside her prize. “I’ve been traveling too much, I miss home.”


    “Where is that?” Bourne asked. “I know it’s not Seville.”


    “No, not Seville.” She pushed her hair back off the side of her face. “I live in London, Belgravia.”


    “Very posh.”


    She laughed wearily. “If you saw my flat—it’s a tiny thing, but it’s mine and I love it. There’s a mews out back with a flowering pear tree that a pair of house martins nest in come spring. And a nightjar serenades me most evenings.”


    “Why would you ever leave?”


    She laughed again, a bright, silvery sound that was easy on the ears. “I have to earn my way in the world, Adam, just like everyone else.” Lacing her fingers together, she said more soberly, “Why did Don Hererra lie to you?”


    “There are many possible answers.” Bourne stared out the window. The bright lights illuminated the bend in the Nile, reflections of the city dancing across the dark, crocodile-infested water. “But the most logical one is that he’s somehow allied with the man I’m trying to find, the one who shot me.”


    “Isn’t that too much of a coincidence?”


    “It would be,” he said, “if I wasn’t being set up for a trap.”


    She seemed to digest this news for a moment. “Then the man who tried to kill you wants you to come to Seven Seventy-nine El Gamhuria Avenue.”


    “I believe so.” He turned to her. “Which is why I’m not going to be with you when you knock on the front door tomorrow morning.”


    Now she appeared alarmed. “I don’t know whether I want to face Noah alone. Where are you going to be?”


    “My presence will only make things dangerous for you, believe me.” He smiled. “Besides, I’ll be there, I just won’t go in through the front door.”


    “You mean you’ll use me as a distraction.”


    She was not only uncommonly smart, Bourne thought, but quick as well. “I hope you don’t mind.”


    “Not at all. And you’re right, I will be safer if I go in alone.” She frowned. “Why is it, I wonder, that people feel the need to lie altogether?” Her eyes found his. She seemed to be comparing him with someone else, or perhaps only with herself. “Would it be so terrible if everyone just told each other the truth?”


    “People prefer to remain hidden,” he said, “so they won’t get hurt.”


    “But they get hurt just the same, don’t they?” She shook her head. “I think people lie to themselves as easily as—if not more easily than—they do to others. Sometimes they don’t even know they’re doing it.” She cocked her head to one side. “It’s a matter of identity, isn’t it? I mean, in your mind you can be anyone, do anything. Everything is malleable, whereas in the real world, effecting change—any change—is so bloody difficult, the effort is wearying, you get beaten down by all the outside forces you can’t control.”


    “You could adopt an entirely new identity,” Bourne said, “one where effecting change is less difficult because now you re-create your own history.”


    She nodded. “Yes, but that has its own pitfalls. No family, no friends—unless, of course, you don’t mind being absolutely isolated.”


    “Some people don’t.” Bourne looked beyond her, as if the wall with its cheap print of an Islamic scene was a window into his thoughts. Once again, he wondered who he was—David Webb, Jason Bourne, or Adam Stone. His life was a fiction, no matter in which direction he looked. He’d already determined that he couldn’t live as David Webb, and as for Jason Bourne, there was always someone, somewhere in the world, hidden in the shadows of his forgotten former life, who wished him ill or wanted him dead. And Adam Stone? He might be called a blank slate, but that would be, in practice, untrue because the people who encountered this identity reacted to him—reacted to whoever the real Bourne was. The more he was with people like Tracy, the more he learned about himself.


    “What about you?” she said now as she joined him at the window. “Do you mind being alone?”


    “I’m not alone,” he replied. “I’m with you.”


    She laughed softly and shook her head. “Listen to you, you’ve perfected the art of answering personal questions without revealing one iota of yourself.”


    “That’s because I never know who I’m talking with.”


    She watched him for a moment out of the corner of her eyes as if trying to figure out the real meaning of what he’d just said, then she stared out the window at the two Niles winding their way through North Africa, like a story you read while falling asleep.


    “At night, everything becomes transparent, or insubstantial.” Reaching out, she touched their reflections in the window. “And yet our thoughts—and why is it especially our fears?—are somehow magnified, taking on the proportions of titans, or gods.” She stood very close to him, her voice lowered almost to a whisper. “Are we good or evil? What’s really in our hearts? It’s dispiriting when we don’t know, or can’t decide.”


    “Perhaps we’re both good and evil,” Bourne said, wondering about himself, about all his identities, and where the truth lay, “depending on the time and the circumstance.”


    



    



    Arkadin was lost in the star-dazzled Azerbaijani night. Starting promptly at five in the morning, he and his one-hundred-strong cadre of hardened soldiers had hiked into the mountains. Their mission, he’d told them, was to find the snipers hiding along their route and shoot them with the long-range paintball guns that looked and felt exactly like AK-47s that had been shipped at his request to Nagorno-Karabakh. Twenty members of the indigenous tribe, equipped with paintball sniper rifles, had secreted themselves along the route. When Arkadin had handed them out, he’d had to explain their use to men who thought them both amusing and idiotic. Still, within half an hour the tribesmen had become proficient with the pseudo-weapons.


    His men had missed the first two snipers completely, so two of the hundred had been “killed” before they hunkered down and learned from their inattention and lapses in judgment.


    This exercise had lasted all day and into the swiftly falling dusk, but Arkadin drove them on, deeper and deeper into the mountains. They stopped once for fifteen minutes, to eat their rations, then it was on again, climbing ever upward toward the clear, shining vault of heaven.


    Toward midnight, he called a completion to the exercise, graded each man as to performance, stamina, and ability to adapt to a changing situation, then allowed them to make camp. As usual, he ate little and slept not at all. He could feel his body’s aches and strains, but they were small and, it seemed to him, very far away, as if they belonged to someone else, or to a different Arkadin he knew only in passing.


    Dawn had arrived before he stilled his feverishly working mind and, marshaling his energies, pulled out his satellite phone and punched in a specific set of numbers, connecting him to an automated “zombie” line that switched his call several times. With each switch, he was required to punch in a different code, which allowed him to continue the call. At length, after the last code was digested by the closed system at the other end of the line, he heard a human voice.


    “I didn’t expect to hear from you.” There was no rebuke in Nikolai Yevsen’s voice, only a faint curiosity.


    “Frankly,” Arkadin said, “I didn’t expect to call.” His head tilted up, he was staring at the last stars as they were banished by the pink and blue light. “Something has come to my attention I thought you should know.”


    “As always, I appreciate your thoughtfulness.” Yevsen’s voice was as harsh as a saw cutting through metal. There was about it something feral, a fearsome kind of power that was his alone.


    “It has come to my attention that the woman, Tracy Atherton, is not alone.”


    “How is this information of interest to me?”


    Only Yevsen, Arkadin thought, could convey a lethal stillness with the mere tone of his voice. In the course of his freelance career with the Moscow grupperovka he had gotten to know the arms dealer well enough to be exceedingly wary of him.


    “She’s with a man named Jason Bourne,” he said now, “who is out for revenge.”


    “We all are, in one way or another. Why would he seek it here?”


    “Bourne thinks you hired the Torturer to kill him.”


    “Where would he get that idea?”


    “A rival, possibly. I could find out for you,” Arkadin said helpfully.


    “It doesn’t matter,” Yevsen said. “This Jason Bourne is already a dead man.”


    Exactly what I wanted to hear, Arkadin thought as he could not stop his mind from turning toward the past.


    



    



    Approximately five hundred miles from Nizhny Tagil, when daylight had bled into dusk and dusk fell victim to night, Tarkanian drove toward the village of Yaransk to look for a doctor. He had stopped three times on the way, so everyone could relieve themselves and get a bite to eat. At those times, he checked on Oserov. The third stop, near sunset, he’d found that Oserov had peed himself. He was feverish and looked like death.


    During the long drive at high speed over incomplete highways, rough detours, and suspect roads, the children had been remarkably quiet, listening with rapt attention to their mother spin tales—fabulous adventures and magnificent exploits of the god of fire, the god of wind, and especially the warrior-god, Chumbulat.


    Arkadin had never heard of these gods and wondered whether Joškar had made them up for her daughters’ benefit. In any event, it wasn’t just the three girls who were held rapt by the stories. Arkadin listened to them as if they were news reports from a distant country to which he longed to travel. In this way, for him, if not for Tarkanian, the long day’s journey into night passed with the swiftness of sleep.


    They arrived in Yaransk too late to find a doctor’s office open, so Tarkanian, asking several pedestrians, followed their directions to the local hospital. Arkadin was left with Joškar in the car. They both climbed out to stretch their legs, leaving the girls in the backseat, playing with the sets of painted wooden nesting dolls Arkadin had bought them during one of the rest stops.


    Her head was partly turned away from him as she glanced back at her children. Shadows hid most of the damage done to her face, while the sodium lights drew out the exoticism of her features, which seemed to him a curious mixture of Asian and Finnish. Her eyes were large and slightly uptilted, her mouth was generous and full-lipped. Unlike her nose, which seemed formed to protect her face from life’s tougher blows, her mouth exuded a sensuality bordering on the erotic. That she seemed quite unaware of this quality in herself made it all the more magnetic.


    “Did you make up the stories you were telling your children?” he asked.


    Joškar shook her head. “I was told them when I was a little girl, looking out at the Volga. My mother was told them by her mother, and so on back in time.” She turned to him. “They’re tales of our religion. I’m Mari, you see.”


    “Mari? I don’t know it.”


    “My people are what researchers call Finno-Ugrik. We’re what you Christians call pagans. We believe in many gods, the gods of the stories I tell, and the demi-gods who walk among us, disguised as humans.” When she turned her gaze on her girls something inexplicable happened to her face, as if she had become one of them, one of her own daughters. “Once upon a time, we were eastern Finns, who over the years intermarried with wanderers from the south and east. Gradually, this mixture of Germanic and Asian cultures moved to the Volga, where our land was eventually incorporated into Russia. But we were never accepted by the Russians, who hate learning new languages and fear customs and traditions other than their own. We Mari have a saying: ‘The worst your enemies can do is kill you. The worst your friends can do is betray you. Fear only the indifferent, because at their silent consent, treachery and death flourish!’ ”


    “That’s a bleak credo, even for this country.”


    “Not if you know our history here.”


    “I never knew you weren’t ethnic Russian.”


    “No one did. My husband was deeply ashamed of my ethnic background, just as he was ashamed of himself for marrying me. Of course, he told no one.”


    Looking at her, he could see why Lev Antonin had fallen in love with her. “Why did you marry him?” he said.


    Joškar gave an ironic laugh. “Why do you think? He’s ethnic Russian; moreover, he’s a powerful man. He protects me and my children.”


    Arkadin took her chin, moving her face fully into the light. “But who protects you from him?”


    She snatched her face away as if his fingers had burned her. “I made certain he never touched my children. That was all that mattered.”


    “Doesn’t it matter that they should have a father who, unlike Antonin, genuinely loves them?” Arkadin was thinking of his own father, either falling-down drunk or absent altogether.


    Joškar sighed. “Life is full of compromises, Leonid, especially for the Mari. I was alive, he’d given me children whom I adore, and he swore to keep them from harm. That was my life, how could I complain when my parents were murdered by the Russians, when my sister disappeared when I was thirteen, probably abducted and tortured because my father was a journalist who repeatedly spoke out against the repression of the Mari? That was when my aunt sent me away from the Volga, to ensure I stayed alive.”


    Arkadin watched one of the girls playing in the backseat of the car. Her two sisters had fallen asleep, one against the door, the other with her head on her sleeping sister’s shoulder. In the pale, ethereal light slanting in they looked like the fairies in their mother’s stories.


    “We must find a place soon to immolate my son.”


    “What?”


    “He was born on the solstice of the fire-god,” she explained, “so the fire-god must take him across into the death-lands, otherwise he will wander the world forever alone.”


    “All right,” Arkadin said. He was impatient to get to Moscow, but considering his complicity in Yasha’s death he felt he was in no position to refuse her. Besides, she and her family were his responsibility now. If he refused to take care of them, no one else would. “As soon as Tarkanian and Oserov return we’ll head out into the woods so you can find a suitable spot.”


    “I will need you to help me. Mari custom dictates a male’s participation. Will you do this for Yasha, and for me?”


    Arkadin watched the play of light and dark chasing themselves across the flat planes of her face as vehicles swept by, their headlights pushing back the oncoming night. He didn’t know what to say, so he nodded mutely.


    In the near distance, the spire of the Orthodox church rose up like a reproachful finger, in admonition to the world’s sinners. Arkadin wondered why so much money was spent in the service of something that couldn’t be seen, heard, or felt. Of what use was religion? he wondered. Any religion?


    As if reading his thoughts, Joškar said, “Do you believe in something, Leonid—god or gods—something greater than yourself?”


    “There’s us and there’s the universe,” he said. “Everything else is like those stories you tell your children.”


    “I saw you listening to those stories, Leonid. They caught and held something inside you even you might not know about.”


    “It was like watching movies. They’re entertainment, that’s all.”


    “No, Leonid, they are history. They speak of hardship, migration, sacrifice. They speak of deprivation and subjugation, of prejudice and of our unique identity and our will to survive, no matter the cost.” She studied him closely. “But you’re Russian, you are the victor, and history belongs to the victor, doesn’t it?”


    Funny, he didn’t feel like a victor, and he never had. Who had ever stood up and spoken for him? Weren’t your parents supposed to be your advocates, weren’t they supposed to protect you, not imprison you and abandon you? There was something about Joškar that touched a place inside him that, as she’d said, he hadn’t known existed.


    “I’m a Russian in name only,” he said. “There is nothing inside me, Joškar. I’m a hollow man. In fact, when we place Yasha on the funeral pyre and light the wood I’ll envy him the pure and honorable method of his dissolution.”


    She looked at him with her bourbon eyes and he thought, If I see pity in her face I’ll have to strike her. But no pity was evident to him, just a singular curiosity. He glanced down and saw that she was holding out her hand to him. Without knowing why, he took it, felt her warmth, almost as if he could hear the blood singing in her veins. Then she turned, went back to the car, and gently drew out one of her daughters, whom she deposited in his arms.


    “Hold her like this,” she directed. “That’s right, shape your arms into a cradle.”


    She turned and stared up into the night sky where the first saltings of stars were becoming visible.


    “The brightest ones come out first, because they’re the bravest,” she said in the same voice she used when telling her stories of gods, elves, and fairies. “But my favorite time is when the most timid appear, like a band of gossamer lace, the last decoration of night before morning comes and spoils it all.”


    Through this all, Arkadin held the slender-limbed child in his arms, his skin brushed by her diaphanous hair, her small fist already curled around one of his calloused forefingers. She lay within the heart of him. He could feel her deep, even breathing, and it was as if a core of innocence had been returned to him.


    Without turning around, Joškar said softly, “Don’t make me go back to him.”


    “No one is sending you back. What makes you say that?”


    “Your friend wants no part of us. I know, I see how he looks at me, I feel his contempt burning my skin. If it weren’t for you, he’d have dumped us at one of the rest stops and I’d have no choice but to go back to Lev.”


    “You’re not going back to him,” Arkadin said, hearing the sleeping girl’s heartbeat close to his own. “I’ll die before I let that happen.”


    



    



    This is where we part company,” Bourne said to Tracy the next morning. As close as he could tell, they were five blocks from 779 El Gamhuria Avenue. “I told you I wasn’t going to put you at risk. I’ll make my own way into the building.”


    They had exited their raksha when El Gamhuria Avenue had become permanently blocked by a military rally that had attracted a huge, vocal crowd, gathered around a portable dais on which stood a pantheon of officers in khaki, dark green, and blue uniforms, depending on their rank. These officers, their freshly shaved faces shining in the sun, huge smiles on their faces, waved to the crowd as if they were genial uncles. With all the noise and confusion it was impossible to understand what they were shouting or celebrating. Nearby, on a side street, a manned tank, bristling with weaponry, hunkered like a fat tomcat licking its chops. They paid their fare and, skirting the agitated crowd, picked their way along the palm-lined avenue.


    Bourne glanced at his watch. “What time do you have?”


    “Nine twenty-seven.”


    “Do me one favor.” Bourne adjusted his watch slightly. “Give me fifteen minutes, then walk directly to Seven Seventy-nine, go in through the front door, and announce yourself to the receptionist. Hold the receptionist’s attention and don’t let go until either Noah sends for you or he comes out to get you.”


    She nodded. Her nervousness had returned. “I don’t want anything to happen to you.”


    “Listen to me, Tracy. I’ve told you that I don’t trust Noah Perlis. I particularly don’t like the fact that he wouldn’t come to the hotel last night to complete the deal.”


    With him as a shield, she raised her dress to reveal a gun in a sleek holster strapped to a thigh. “When you’re a transporter of precious objects, you can’t be too careful.”


    “If Seven Seventy-nine Gamhuria has any kind of security, they’d find that,” he said.


    “No, they won’t.” She tapped the butt. “It’s ceramic.”


    “Clever girl. I assume you know how to use it.”


    She laughed at the same time she gave him a withering look.


    “Please be careful, Adam.”


    “You, too.”


    Then he walked off into the crowd, disappearing almost at once.

  


  
    CHAPTER 27

  


  
    Seven seventy-nine El Gamhuria Avenue was a large, three-tiered structure of modernist lines constructed of chunky concrete and green-glass blocks. Above the first floor, the second and third stepped back, like a ziggurat. There was about the building the unmistakable feeling of a fortress, both in design and in intent, which the rooftop garden, whose treetops were visible from the street, did little to allay.


    However, it was the garden that seemed most vulnerable to Bourne, who, immersed in the hectic street traffic, had quickly made two circuits of the building. There were, of course, entrances other than the gleaming wenge-wood front doors—two for deliveries, in fact—but they were both exposed and guarded.


    A large truck was parked at one of these freight entrances, made humpbacked by the oversize refrigeration unit on its top. Bourne judged distances and vectors as he crossed the street, approaching the truck from the side facing away from the building. Two men were busy unloading large crates from the open back of the truck, overseen by a grim-looking security guard. Bourne made a mental note of everyone’s position relative to the truck as he passed by.


    Several hundred yards down the street, one of the city’s numerous doorway lurkers leaned in the shadows, smoking languidly. He watched with bored suspicion as Bourne approached him.


    “¿Tour?” he said in very bad English. “Best guide in all of Khartoum. Anything you want to see I take, even forbidden.” His grin seemed like more of a yawn. “You like forbidden, yes?”


    “How about a cigarette?”


    The sound of his own language surprised the lurker so much he righted himself and his half-glazed eyes seemed to clear. He handed Bourne a cigarette, which he lit with a cheap plastic lighter.


    “You like money better than you like standing in this doorway?”


    The lurker nodded with a quick, disjointed bob of his head. “Show me a man who doesn’t revere money and I’ll mourn his death.”


    Bourne fanned out some bills and the lurker’s eyes widened; the poor man couldn’t help it, it was a reflex action. Bourne was willing to bet he’d never imagined possessing so much money.


    “Certainly.” The man licked his lips. “All the forbidden places in Khartoum will be open to you.”


    “I’m only interested in one,” Bourne said. “Seven Seventy-nine El Gamhuria Avenue.”


    For a moment the man blanched, then he licked his lips again and said, “Sir, there is forbidden and then there is forbidden.”


    Bourne increased the number of bills he fanned out. “This amount will cover it, won’t it.” It wasn’t a question; neither was it a statement. It was, rather, a command, which caused the lurker to twitch uncomfortably. “Or should I find someone else?” Bourne added. “You did say that you were the best guide in the city.”


    “That I am, sir!” The lurker snatched the bills and stuffed them away. “No one else in the entire city could get you in to Seven Seventy-nine. They are most careful about visitors, but”—he winked—“my cousin’s cousin is a guard there.” He pulled out a cell phone, made a local call, and talked rapid-fire Arabic. There ensued a short argument that seemed to concern money. Then the lurker put away his cell and grinned. “This is no problem. My cousin’s cousin is downstairs now, while the truck you see there is unloading. He says it’s an excellent time, so we go now.”


    Without another word Bourne followed him back down the street.


    



    



    Checking her watch one last time, Tracy strode across El Gamhuria Avenue and opened the wooden front door. Directly inside was a metal detector overseen by two grim-faced guards, which she and the wrapped Goya went through without incident. This place didn’t seem like the headquarters of any airline she’d ever encountered.


    She walked up to the circular desk, as high and harsh looking as the exterior of the building itself. A young man with an unfriendly, angular face glanced up at her approach.


    “Tracy Atherton. I have an appointment with Noah Per—Petersen.”


    “Passport and driver’s license.” He held out a hand.


    She expected him to check her ID then hand the documents back to her, but instead he said, “These will be returned to you at the end of your visit.”


    She hesitated for just a moment, feeling as if she’d turned over the keys to her apartment in Belgravia. She was about to protest, but the man with the unfriendly face was already on the intrabuilding phone. The moment he cradled the receiver his demeanor changed. “Mr. Petersen will be down to fetch you momentarily, Ms. Atherton,” he said with a smile. “In the meanwhile, please make yourself comfortable. There’s tea and coffee, as well as a variety of biscuits on the sideboard against the wall. And if there’s anything else you require, just ask.”


    She kept up a monologue of meaningless chatter, all the while taking in her surroundings, which seemed as oppressive in their way as the interior of a church. Instead of being dedicated to the glory of God, the architecture seemed to deify money. In just the same way churches—particularly those of the Roman Catholic religion—were meant to draw a reverence from the parishioner, to put him squarely in his lowly place vis-à-vis the divine, so the Air Afrika headquarters sought to intimidate and demean those penitents entering its portals who could not conceive of the half-a-billion-dollar cost of construction.


    “Ms. Atherton.”


    She turned to see a slim man, handsome despite his hatchet face, with salt-and-pepper hair and an amiable demeanor.


    “Noah Petersen.” He smiled winningly and stuck out his hand for her to shake. It was firm and dry. “I put great store in punctuality as a human trait.” He lifted a hand, indicating they should walk back the way he had come. “It says so much about an orderly mind.”


    He slipped a metal key-card in a slot, and after a moment of clicks a red light turned green. He leaned on part of the wall, which turned out to be a door set flush with the massive concrete panels on either side. Inside, Tracy was obliged to put her package through an X-ray scanner, then they rode up to the third floor in a small elevator. Exiting, he took her down a corridor with twelve-foot mahogany doors. These doors had neither a name nor a number on them and, after negotiating several turns, she had the sensation of being in a labyrinth. Music was playing out of hidden speakers. Occasionally they passed a photo close-up of part of an Air Afrika plane with a half-clad model posing beside it.


    The conference room into which he led her was decorated for a party, with colored balloons, the long table covered with a gaily striped cloth and groaning with a seemingly endless array of savory food, sweetmeats, and fruit.


    “Having the Goya here at last is cause for celebration,” Noah said, which was apparently all the explanation she was going to get. He pulled a slim briefcase out from under the striped cloth and, setting it on the one clear space on the tabletop, twiddled the combination lock and disengaged the snaps.


    Inside, Tracy saw, was the cashier’s check for the balance of her fee, made out to her. Seeing this, she stripped off the packing to reveal the Goya.


    Noah barely glanced at it. “Where’s the rest?”


    She handed over the document of authenticity, signed by Professor Alonzo Pecunia Zuñiga of the Museo del Prado in Madrid. Noah studied it for a moment, nodded, and put it alongside the painting.


    “Excellent.” He reached into the attaché case and handed her the check. “I believe this concludes our business, Ms. Atherton.” At that moment, his cell rang and he excused himself. His brows knit together. “When?” he said into the phone. “Who? What do you mean alone? Dammit, didn’t I—All right, don’t fucking move until I get there!” He cut the connection, his face dark.


    “Is something wrong?” Tracy asked.


    “Nothing that need concern you.” Noah managed a smile through his annoyance. “Please make yourself comfortable here. I’ll come and fetch you when it’s safe.”


    “Safe? What do you mean?”


    “There’s an intruder in the building.” Noah was already hurrying across the room to the door. “Not to worry, Ms. Atherton, it seems we already have him cornered.”


    



    



    We were picked up the moment we arrived in KRT,” Amun Chalthoum said as he and Soraya drove into the city. KRT was the aviation acronym for the Khartoum International Airport, which had been appropriated by the Sudanese themselves.


    “I saw them,” Soraya said. “Two men.”


    “They were joined by two others.” Chalthoum glanced in the rearview mirror. “All four of them are in a gray 1970s-vintage Toyota Corolla three car-lengths behind us.”


    “The men at the terminal looked local.”


    Chalthoum nodded.


    “I find that odd, because no one locally knew we were coming to Khartoum.”


    “Not true.” A small, secretive smile played about the Egyptian’s lips. “As the head of al Mokhabarat, I was obliged to tell a superior I was leaving the country, if only temporarily. The man I chose to tell is the one I have suspected for some time of secretly undermining me.” His eyes once again flicked to the image in the rearview mirror. “Now, at last, I have my proof of his treachery. Nothing will stop me from bringing one of these miscreants back to Cairo to denounce him.”


    “In other words,” Soraya said, “we need to let them catch us.”


    Amun’s smile broadened. “Catch up to us,” he corrected, “so we can catch them.”


    



    



    The poker game had given up the ghost an hour ago, leaving the house off Dupont Circle redolent of the scents of men—and women—hard at play: cigar ash, leftover pizza, stale but honest sweat, and the ephemeral but powerful odor of money.


    Four people draped themselves over purple velvet art deco sofas: Willard, Peter Marks, Police Commissioner Lester Burrows, and Reese Williams, whose house, surprisingly, this turned out to be. Between the four principals, on a low table, sat a bottle of scotch, a bucket half full of ice, and four fat old-fashioned glasses. Everyone else had packed up what was left of their poker stakes, if any, and had staggered home. It was just after twelve on a night without either moon or stars, the clouds so thick and low that even the lights of the district were reduced to murky smudges.


    “You won the last hand, Freddy,” Burrows said, addressing the ceiling as he reclined against the sofa’s curled back, “but you haven’t told me the consequences of seeing you after the final round of raises. I was tapped out, so you put in for me. Now I owe you.”


    “I want you to answer Peter’s question about the two missing officers.”


    “Who?”


    “Sampson and Montgomery,” Marks provided helpfully.


    “Oh, them.”


    The commissioner was still staring absently at the ceiling while Reese Williams, her legs curled up under her, watched the scene with an enigmatic expression.


    “There’s also the matter of a motorcycle cop shooting a man named Jay Weston, which caused the accident Sampson and Montgomery were dispatched to investigate,” Marks continued. “Only there was no investigation; it was strangled.”


    Everyone in the room knew what “strangling an investigation” meant.


    “Freddy,” Burrows said to the ceiling, “is this also part of what I owe you?”


    Willard’s eyes were fixed on Reese Williams’s unexpressive face. “I ponied up a ton of money for you to see me, Lester.”


    The commissioner sighed and finally relinquished his gaze from the ceiling. “Reese, you know you have a rather large crack up there.”


    “There are cracks throughout this house, Les,” she said.


    Burrows seemed to consider this for some time before saying to the other two men, “Be that as it may, there will be no cracks in the information shared here. Whatever I share with you gentlemen is strictly off the record, not for attribution, and however the hell else you want to say it.” He sat up abruptly. “Bottom line: Afterward I will not only repudiate the statement, I’ll go out of my way to prove it false and to run into the ground those who claimed I did say it. Are we clear?”


    “Perfectly,” Marks said, while Willard nodded his assent.


    “Detectives Sampson and Montgomery are currently fishing on the Snake River in Idaho.”


    “Are they really fishing,” Marks asked, “or are they dead?”


    “Jesus Christ, I talked to them yesterday!” Burrows said heatedly. “They wanted to know when they could come home. I told them there was no rush.”


    “Lester,” Willard said, “they’re not in Idaho on your dime.”


    “Uncle Sam has deeper pockets than I do,” the commissioner conceded.


    Willard was watching emotions crossing like clouds across Burrows’s face. “Precisely what piece of Uncle Sam?”


    “No one told me, and that’s the truth,” Burrows grumped, as if no one told him anything of any real importance. “But I remember the representative’s name, if that’s of any help.”


    “At this stage,” Willard said heavily, “anything might prove useful, even a pseudonym.”


    “Well, dammit, no one tells the truth in this town!” Burrows lifted an accusing finger. “And let me tell you two right now that no police officer of mine shot your Mr. Weston, of that I’m damn sure. I conducted my own investigation into that allegation.”


    “Then someone was impersonating one of your police officers,” Willard said calmly, “to point everyone in the wrong direction.”


    “You spooks.” Burrows shook his head. “You live in your own world with its own rules. Christ, what a tangled web!” He shrugged, as if shaking off his consternation. “That name, then. The man who made the arrangements for my detectives said his name was Noah Petersen. That ring a bell, or was he just blowing spook smoke up my ass?”


    



    



    Bourne had parted company with the lurker, as his cousin’s cousin had first ensured that both truckers were inside the building, unloading crates, then furtively led the way into the building through the service entrance. Grabbing hold of the truck’s rear door handle, he vaulted up, grabbing on to the rim of the top and rolling his body onto the truck’s roof. By climbing onto the refrigeration unit, he was able to reach a concrete abutment on the building’s facade, by which means he gained the setback along the second floor. Using the spaces between the concrete slabs, he picked his way farther up the building’s side until he got to the third-floor setback, where he repeated the procedure until, reaching up, he levered himself over the parapet onto the tiled floor of the roof garden.


    Unlike the architecture of the building itself, the garden was a delicate mosaic of colors and textures, perfectly manicured, fragrant, and shaded from the glaring sun. Bourne, crouching in a patch of the deepest shadow, breathed in the heady scent of lime as he studied the garden’s layout. Save for him, the roof was deserted.


    Two small structures were cleverly integrated into the garden’s design: the door down into the building and, as he discovered, a toolshed for the staff who pruned the trees, plants, and flowers. He headed to the doorway, saw that it was protected by a standard circuit-breaker alarm. The moment he opened the door from the outside, the alarm would be triggered.


    Backtracking to the toolshed, he took a pruner and a wire stripper to the parapet. There, at the crevice where it met the tiled floor of the roof, he found the wires that connected the garden’s lights. Using the pruning shears, he cut off a six-foot length of wire. As he walked back to the doorway, he stripped the insulation off both ends.


    At the door, he felt above for the alarm wire, stripping off two sections of the insulation and attaching the bare ends of the length of lighting wire he’d cut to the bare alarm wire. When he was certain the connections were secure, he cut the alarm wire midway between the jerry-rigged splices he’d made.


    Cautiously, he opened the door only wide enough to slip inside. The splices had worked; the alarm was silent. He crept down the narrow, steep staircase to the third floor. His first order of business was to find Arkadin, the man who’d lured him here, so he could kill him. The second was finding Tracy and getting her out.


    Tracy was standing by the window, looking out at the chaotic street, when she heard the door open behind her. Assuming it was Noah, she turned back into the room, only to confront a man with a shaved head, a goatee, black shot through with white, a ring of diamonds in the lobe of one ear, and a tattoo of a fanged bat on the side of his neck. With his wide shoulders, barrel chest, and thick legs, he looked like a wrestler or one of those mutant extreme fighters she’d seen once or twice on American TV.


    “So you’re the one who brought my Goya,” the Bat-man said as he sauntered over to the table where the painting lay in all its grotesque grandeur. He had a way of walking, a rolling gait one saw only on musclemen and sailors.


    “That’s Noah’s,” Tracy said.


    “No, my dear Ms. Atherton, it’s mine,” the Bat-man said in grating, thickly accented English. “Perlis merely bought it for me.” He held the painting up in front of him. “It’s my payment.” His chuckle was like the gurgle of a dying man. “A unique prize for unique services rendered.”


    “You know my name,” she said, moving toward the table with its platters and thick glass bowls of food, “but I don’t know yours.”


    “Are you certain you want to know it?” He continued to examine the Goya with a connoisseur’s practiced eye. And then, without allowing her space to answer: “Ah, well, then, it’s Nikolai Yevsen. Perhaps you’ve heard of me, I own Air Afrika, I own this building.”


    “Frankly, I never heard of you or of Air Afrika. My business is art.”


    “Is that so?” Yevsen placed the Goya back onto the table, across which he faced her. “Then what are you doing with Jason Bourne?”


    “Jason Bourne?” She frowned. “Who’s Jason Bourne?”


    “The man you brought here with you.”


    Her frown deepened. “What are you talking about? I came alone. Noah can vouch for that.”


    “Perlis is busy at the moment, interrogating your friend Mr. Bourne.”


    “I don’t—” The rest of her words choked in her throat when she saw a snub-nosed .45 in his left hand.

  


  
    CHAPTER 28

  


  
    If your business is art,” Yevsen said, “what are you doing with an assassin, a spy, a man with no scruples, no heart? A man who would put a bullet through your head as soon as look at you.”


    “But who’s threatening to shoot me?” Tracy said. “You or him?”


    “You brought him here to kill me.” Yevsen had a face that conveyed brute force, blunt power. He was a man used to getting what he wanted from anyone, at any time. “I have to ask myself why you would do that.”


    “I don’t know what you mean.”


    “Who are you working for? Really.”


    “I work for myself. I have for years.”


    Yevsen pursed his lips, which were thick as slabs of raw meat, and as ruddy. “Let me make this easy for you, Ms. Atherton. In my world there are only two kinds of people: friends and enemies. You have to decide which one you are, right now, this minute. If you don’t answer truthfully I will put a bullet through your right shoulder. Then I’ll ask again. Silence or a lie will only gain you a bullet through your left shoulder. Then I’ll go to work on that beautiful face of yours.” He waggled the gun at her. “One thing is certain, when I get through with you, you won’t be a pretty sight.” That ghastly chuckle again. “No Hollywood casting agents will come calling, that I can guarantee you.”


    “The man I’m with is Adam Stone, that’s really all I know.”


    “See, the problem, Ms. Atherton, is that I’m not feeling it—the truth, I mean.”


    “That is the truth.”


    He took a step toward her so that he was pressed up against the far side of the table. “Now you’ve offended me. You think I’ll believe you brought someone here without knowing anything about him but his name—which in fact isn’t his name at all.”


    Tracy closed her eyes. “No, of course not.” She took a deep breath and stared straight into Yevsen’s coffee-colored eyes. “Yes, I knew his real name was Jason Bourne, and, yes, it was my job not only to bring Noah the Goya, but to ensure Bourne would get here.”


    Yevsen’s eyes narrowed. “Why was Bourne sent here? What is he after?”


    “Don’t you know? You sent one of your Russian assassins, a man with a scar and a tattoo of three skulls on his neck, to kill Bourne in Seville.”


    “The Torturer?” Yevsen’s face twisted in obvious disgust. “I’d sooner cut off my arm than hire that piece of filth.”


    “All I know is that he thinks the man who tried to kill him is here. The same man who must have hired the Torturer.”


    “That’s not me. He’s been given the wrong information.”


    “Then I don’t understand why I was hired to make sure he got here.”


    Yevsen shook his head. “Who hired you to do this?”


    “Leonid Arkadin.”


    Yevsen aimed the .45 at her right shoulder. “Another lie! Why would Leonid Danilovich hire you to ensure Bourne arrived here?”


    “I don’t know, but…” Gauging his response, noting the look on his face, caused her to make a delayed connection. “Wait a minute, it must have been Arkadin who told you I had Bourne with me. He must be the one who hired the Torturer, which means he must be here, lying in wait for Bourne.”


    “Being so close to death has made you desperate. At this very moment, Leonid Danilovich is in Nagorno-Karabakh, Azerbaijan.”


    “But don’t you see, Arkadin is the only one who knew Bourne was with me.”


    “This is bullshit! Leonid Danilovich is my partner.”


    “Why would I make up a lie like that? Arkadin paid me twenty thousand in diamonds.”


    Yevsen recoiled as if he’d been struck. “Diamonds are Leonid Danilovich’s signature—how he gets paid and how he pays. Damn him to hell, what’s that lying sack of shit up to? If he thinks he can double-cross me—”


    And at that moment Tracy saw Bourne sprinting down the hallway. Yevsen recognized the surprise in her eyes and began to turn toward the door, his .45 at the ready.


    



    



    Noah Perlis’s sense of triumph vanished as soon as he saw a Sudanese lurker and one of the guards that Yevsen’s security personnel had cornered on the street level just inside loading dock A.


    “What the hell is this?” he said in Sudanese Arabic. With a wave of his hand, he sent some of the security people out into the street to check for anyone else who had no business being on the block. Then he confronted the guard, quickly determining that he knew nothing. The chief of security—who had, by that time, joined him—fired the man on the spot.


    Addressing the lurker, he said, “Who are you and what are you doing on these premises?”


    “I… I lost my way, sir. I was talking with my cousin’s cousin—the man who was just fired, which, I think when you hear my story, you’ll agree is too harsh a punishment.” The man kept his eyes lowered and his shoulders hunched in a pose of servility. “My cousin’s cousin had to urinate, you see, but he didn’t want to turn me away because I needed money to pay for my child’s—”


    “That’s enough!” Noah slapped him hard across the face. “Do you think I’m some tourist you can gull with your idiotic stories?” He slapped the man again, harder this time, so that his teeth clacked together and he winced. “Tell me what you’re doing here or I’ll turn you over to Sandur.” The chief of security grinned, showing black gaps between his teeth. “Sandur knows what to do with vermin like you.”


    “I don’t—”


    This time Noah’s fist slammed into the lurker’s mouth, spraying bits of teeth and blood onto the man’s filthy shirt. “There’s a full moon tonight, but don’t count on seeing it.”


    The lurker had just launched into his story about being accosted by an American who wanted to get inside 779 El Gamhuria Avenue when the contingent of security people Noah had sent out into the street returned. One of the men leaned over and whispered something into his ear.


    At once Noah grabbed the lurker and threw him into the arms of Sandur. “Here, take care of him.”


    “Sir, have pity,” the lurker protested, “I don’t deserve this, I swear I’m telling the truth.”


    But Noah was no longer concerned with the lurker or who had tried to gain access to the Air Afrika headquarters. An urgent sense of self-preservation had taken hold of him. He approached the glare of the loading dock and peered out from the shadows. Sure enough, as the security man had said, there was a minibus parked across the street. It was full of people—all male—which was what had raised a red flag for the guard. Then Noah saw the flash of metal—the muzzle of an AK-47—and his worst fears were confirmed. Someone was planning an imminent raid on the Air Afrika offices. He was so stunned he couldn’t even think of who might have the knowledge and the wherewithal to attempt what most considered unthinkable. But that wasn’t the issue now. He needed to get away from ground zero before he was caught in the crossfire between Yevsen’s mercenaries and the raiding party crowded into the Sudanese minibus across the street.


    



    



    Bourne, combing the third floor of the building while keeping out of the way of both the staff and the security personnel, heard a deep, rough-edged voice coming from a large room ahead of him. When he heard Tracy’s voice in the interval between the male voice’s questions, he broke into a flat-out run because he was certain that she had been captured by Arkadin as the last bit of bait for him.


    As he burst through the open doorway, he curled himself into a ball, rolling fast into the room then unfolding himself all in one smooth motion. He saw a burly man with a bat tattooed on the side of his neck turn and fire at him. He ducked, rolling toward the conference table laden with food. In that moment he saw Tracy pull her ceramic gun out of a thigh holster. He heard the report of another gunshot and launched himself, his body low and twisting, into the massive legs of the Bat-man, taking him down just as he fired at Tracy, who instinctively turned away. The bullet went low into one of the heavy glass bowls, sending shards exploding in all directions.


    Bourne and Bat-man crashed to the floor with Bourne trying to wrest the .45 out of his left hand. The gun went off again, the bullet whining past Bourne’s ear, rendering him temporarily deaf. Bat-man drove his right hand into Bourne’s ribs, Bourne slammed his knuckles into Bat-man’s jaw, then followed it with three quick chops with the edge of his hand to the side of Bat-man’s neck. Using all his strength, his adversary inched the muzzle of the .45 toward Bourne’s temple. Bourne drove it back, but three successive punches to the same spot on his rib cage caused him to suck in air and, all at once, the muzzle was aimed at his head. Bat-man bore down on the trigger with his left forefinger.


    That was when Bourne found his shoulder wound. Driving his finger into the pulpy mass caused Bat-man to howl like a wolf at bay, and Bourne was able to slap the .45 out of his hand. But with a great heave of his body, Bat-man shoved Bourne off, lunged for the gun, and, grabbing it by its barrel, struck Bourne on the temple with the butt end. Bourne’s head snapped back, bouncing off the floor, but Bat-man kept up the attack, already sensing victory. Bourne, his consciousness wavering, crawled away, as if seeking safety beneath the conference table. Bat-man grunted with each blow he delivered, rising up as he swung the heavy butt down again and again.


    Bourne, feeling consciousness slipping further and further away into a red haze of agony, crawled the few more inches he needed to grab Tracy’s ceramic gun, which was lying on the floor. With grim determination, he pointed it up at Bat-man and shot him point-blank in the face.


    The air was filled with a storm of blood, bone, and bits of pink brain matter. Bat-man had reared up to deliver another titanic blow, but the force of the bullet arched his head and torso back and away. Then Bourne heard, as if through a ton of cotton wool, what sounded like a sack of wet cement hitting the floor.


    For a moment, he lay on his back, one leg raised, his heart pumping like a sprinter’s at the finish line. Pain suffused him, radiating out from the bullet wound he’d sustained in Bali. His violent actions and the beating he had taken had a deleterious effect on his healing, just as Dr. Firth had warned. Just like after the second surgery, he felt like he’d been struck by a speeding train.


    Then he breathed, and heard his blood singing the song of life in his inner ears. And then came the fiery touch of Shiva, removing the chill of death from his bones, as if this spirit—or, as Suparwita believed, god—had protected him once again, extending his strong hand to take Bourne’s and bring him back fully into the land of the living.


    All at once, hearing conflicting rounds of semi-automatic fire coming from the hallway, he twitched, stirred, and, rising on one elbow, groaned deeply. His head was swimming and he seemed afloat in blood—not his blood, Bat-man’s, dead as yesterday’s news, faceless, all but unrecognizable.


    It was then, amid the semi-automatic fire that seemed both closer and more frenzied, that he looked around for Tracy. She was lying on her side beyond the table.


    “Tracy,” he said, and then more urgently, “Tracy!”


    Her right arm moved in response. He crawled painfully under the table, across the floor glittering with knife-like glass shards that tore into the heels of his hands and his shins.


    “Tracy.”


    Her eyes stared straight ahead, but as he rose up into her field of vision, her eyes tracked him and a small smile lit her face.


    “There you are.”


    He reached down, putting one arm beneath her shoulders, but when he moved to pick her up, her face contorted and she cried out.


    “Oh, God—God help me!”


    “What is it? What’s the matter?”


    She stared at him mutely, a web of pain clouding her eyes.


    He lifted her torso as gently as he could, and that was when he saw the two large shards of glass sticking out of her back like dagger blades. Wiping the sweat off her brow, he said, “Tracy, I want you to move your feet. Can you do that for me?”


    He looked at her feet, but nothing happened.


    “What about your legs?”


    Nothing. He pinched the flesh of her thigh. “Do you feel that?”


    “What… what did you do?”


    She was paralyzed. At least one of the glass spears had severed key nerves. And the other one? He moved, trying to get a better look at how deeply the glass was embedded. These were good-size pieces, six to eight inches long, he judged, and they were buried deep. He recalled Tracy turning away, then the bullet from Yevsen’s gun slamming into the heavy glass bowl. The impact had acted like the detonation of a nail bomb, impaling her on two of the larger projectiles.


    The thunder of the semi-automatic fire was very close now, though more intermittent.


    “I’ve got to get you to a hospital,” Bourne said, but as he tried to lever her from her half-sitting position she vomited a gout of blood, and he eased back, cradling her in his arms.


    “I’m not going anywhere.”


    “I’m not going to let you—”


    “You know it and I know it.” Tracy’s eyes were bloodshot, cratered with dark circles like deep bruises. “I don’t want to be alone, Jason.”


    He held her as she relaxed back against him. “Why did you call me that?”


    “Yes, I know your real name, I have from the moment I met you, which wasn’t a coincidence. Keep still,” she said, cutting him off, “I have things to tell you and there isn’t much time.” She licked her bloody lips. “Arkadin hired me to make sure you got here. Nikolai Yevsen, the man you just killed, told me that Arkadin is in Nagorno-Karabakh, Azerbaijan, why I don’t know, but he isn’t here.”


    So she’d been working for Arkadin all along. Bourne shook his head grimly at how well he’d been played. He’d been made to suspect her and then been given a perfectly plausible explanation as to why she’d lied about knowing the Goya was real. At that, he’d stupidly let down his guard. He saw Arkadin’s hand in these delicate threads and admiration mingled with his anger at himself.


    Tracy’s eyes suddenly opened so wide he could see the bloodshot whites all the way around. “Jason!”


    Her breathing had become shallow and erratic. She tried to smile. “It’s in our darkest hour that our secrets eat us alive.”


    He put two fingers against her carotid. Her pulse was weak and irregular. She was slipping away. All at once their conversation of last night came back to him—“Why is it, I wonder, that people feel the need to lie altogether?” she had said—and he knew absolutely that she had wanted to tell him then. “Would it be so terrible if everyone just told each other the truth?” Their entire conversation had been about her double life, and her inability to confess it to him. “What about you?” she had said. “Do you mind being alone?”


    He struggled to understand the situation—to understand her—but all human beings were too complicated to be summed up by one thought, or even one string of thoughts. Once again, he was struck by all the myriad strands that went into the weave of a human life—Tracy’s no less than anyone else’s—perhaps more so in her case because, like him, she lived a double life. Like Don Hererra and the Torturer, she had been part of Arkadin’s spider’s web, an attempt to manipulate him into doing—what? He still didn’t know. But here was one of his enemy’s pawns, lying still and dying in his arms. It was obvious now—and, in retrospect, last night—that she felt conflicted about the role Arkadin had hired her to play. Her ambivalence struck him like a blow to his stomach. She had fooled him but, as she had wondered last night, had she in the process been fooling herself? These were questions that went to the heart of his own dilemma: the not-knowing, the always being on the verge of another identity and, in consequence, losing the people around him. Death was always and ever around him, the other side of Shiva, who was the destroyer as well as the harbinger of resurrection.


    All at once Tracy gave a great shiver in his arms, as if she were exhaling for the last time. “Jason, I don’t want to be alone.”


    Her plaintive words thawed his icy heart. “You’re not alone, Tracy.” He bent over her, his lips touching her forehead. “I’m here with you.”


    “Yes, I know, it’s good, I feel you around me.” She gave a sigh, akin to a cat’s purr of contentment.


    “¿Tracy?” He took his lips away so he could look into her eyes, which were fixed, staring at infinity. “Tracy.”

  


  
    CHAPTER 29

  


  
    It’s coming through!” Humphry Bamber said.


    “How much of it?” Moira asked.


    Bamber watched the numbers scrolling across his screen as the download bar registered the illicit transfer from Noah Perlis’s laptop.


    “All of it,” he said as the green bar reached the 100 percent level. “Now to get under the hood and see what’s going on.”


    Her adrenaline was running high, and she lost patience with the minutes ticking off, pacing around the perimeter of his work space, which smelled of hot metal and spinning hard drives, the scent of money in the twenty-first century. The room was in the rear of the office, its dusky north light forming wan pools in between the shadows thrown by the stacks of electronic equipment, whose fans and motors whirred and hummed like a menagerie. The only two spaces on the walls not filled with instruments or shelves overloaded with computer peripherals, containers of blank DVDs, and USB and power cords of all lengths and descriptions, were taken up by a window and a framed photograph of Bamber at college in full football gear down in a three-point stance. He was even more handsome then than he was now.


    When Moira’s circuit of the room took her past the window, she paused, staring out across the street onto which the building backed. In the facing building, fluorescent lights were on, revealing an office filled with filing cabinets, hulking Xerox machines, and identical desks. Middle-aged people rushed back and forth, clutching files or reports the way a drowning man clutches a piece of driftwood. On the floor above that living death, she saw through high loft windows into an artist’s atelier, where a young woman was throwing paint onto a massive canvas propped against a dead-white wall. Her concentration was so intense, lost within the vision she was trying to reproduce, that she appeared unaware of her surroundings.


    “How are you coming?” Moira asked as she turned back into the room.


    Bamber, concentrating as intensely as the artist across the street, needed a bit of prompting to answer. “A few more minutes and I’ll know,” he mumbled at last.


    Moira nodded. She was about to continue her anxious perambulation when a sudden movement brought her attention back to the street. A car had drawn up near the end of the block and a man had emerged. Something about the way he moved set off alarm bells in her head. He had a way of turning his head in minute increments, as if he was looking at everything and nothing, that made the hair stir at the nape of her neck. When he reached Bamber’s building, he stopped. Keeping close to the rear door, he took out a set of picks and inserted one, then another in the lock, until he found the right one to simulate the hills and valleys of the key.


    Reaching down, Moira drew her Lady Hawk out of its thigh holster.


    “Almost done!” There was a defiant note of triumph in Bamber’s voice.


    The door opened and the man entered the building.


    



    



    Noah Perlis seems to be the nexus of this crisis,” Peter Marks said. “He engineered Jay Weston’s death, he pulled the rug out from under the Metro police, and he’s infiltrated Moira’s new organization and got her on the run.”


    “Noah is Black River,” Willard said. “And as secretive and powerful as that band of mercenaries is, I very much doubt that even they have the muscle to accomplish all that without questions being asked.”


    “You don’t think Perlis is behind this?”


    “I didn’t say that.” Willard rubbed the stubble on his cheek. “But in this case I have to believe that Black River had major help.”


    The two men were facing each other in a brown tufted Naugahyde booth in a late-night bar, listening to a mournful Tammy Wynette song on the jukebox and the insistent growl of garbage trucks rumbling past. A couple of skinny whores were dancing together, having given up on the night. An old man with a shock of unruly white hair was on a stool, bent over his drink; another, who’d put the dollar in the juke, was dueting with Tammy in a passable Irish tenor, tears in his eyes. The smell of old booze and older despair clung to every bit of run-down furniture in the place. The bartender, one foot on the inside rail, was peering over his belly to read a newspaper with all the enthusiasm of a stoned student cracking open a text-book.


    “From what I’ve gleaned,” Willard continued, “Black River’s major client now is the NSA, in the person of the secretary of defense, who has been championing them to the president.”


    Marks fairly goggled. “How d’you know all this?”


    Willard smiled as he rolled his shot glass between his fingers. “Let’s just say that being a mole inside the NSA safe house for all these years gives me a couple of legs up—even on the likes of you, Peter.” He slid out of the banquette, went past the two whores, who both blew him a kiss. The juke was now playing Don Henley’s “The Boys of Summer,” which appeared to make the Irish tenor weep all the harder as he sang along.


    When Willard returned to the banquette it was with a bottle of single-malt. He filled his shot glass and topped off Marks’s. “Before we go any further,” he said, “I’m wondering why you haven’t reported our startling information regarding Noah Perlis and Black River to the Arab.”


    “M. Errol Danziger is the new DCI,” Marks said thoughtfully, “but I’m not sure I want to report anything to him, especially if the NSA is involved. He’s Secretary Halliday’s man through and through.”


    Willard took a sip of his single-malt. “So what are you going to do? Quit?”


    Marks shook his head. “I love CI too much. It’s my life.” He inclined his head. “I’d ask the same of you: Are you going to quit?”


    “Indeed not.” Willard threw down some more whisky. “But I do plan to go my own way.”


    Marks shook his head. “I’m not following you.”


    Something had surfaced on Willard’s face, a certain contemplative air, or perhaps his innate secretiveness was battling with an urge to recruit, because he said, “Did you know Alex Conklin?”


    “No one knew Conklin—not really.”


    “I did. I don’t say that as a boast, just hard fact. Alex and I worked together. I knew what he was building with Treadstone. I’m not certain I approved then, but I was much younger. I hadn’t experienced the things Alex had. In any case, he confided all of Treadstone’s secrets to me.”


    “I thought the Treadstone files were destroyed.”


    Willard nodded. “The ones the Old Man didn’t shred, Alex did. Or that was his story, anyway.”


    Marks considered this for a moment. “Are you saying the Treadstone files still exist?”


    “Alex, being Alex, had prepared a duplicate set of files. Only two people know where the files are stored, and one of them is dead.”


    Marks downed his single-malt then sat back, regarding Willard with care. “You want to reboot Treadstone?”


    Willard refilled their glasses from the bottle. “It’s already rebooted, Peter. I want to know whether you want to become part of Treadstone.”


    



    



    They’ve been here no more than forty-eight hours, possibly as little as twenty-four.” Yusef, Soraya’s agent in place in Khartoum, was a small man with skin the color of thoroughly cured leather. He had large, liquid eyes and very small ears, but he heard everything. He was one of Typhon’s top agents because he was clever and resourceful enough to make use of the youth underground that had energized the city through its connection to the Internet. “It’s the quicklime, you see. Whoever dumped them wanted them completely destroyed in a way that even fire couldn’t accomplish, because the quicklime will eat away everything, including bone and teeth, that could be used to ID the remains.”


    Soraya had made contact with Yusef on the way in from the airport and, at Amun Chalthoum’s urging, had set up a meet with him, despite the men following them—actually because of them. “These men have been sent by my enemies,” Amun had said to her in the car. “I want them close enough so we can grab them.”


    Yusef had heard about the dead men from a young boy who’d come across the grave while he and some friends were exploring the Ansar forts near Sabaloga Gorge; the forts had once been used to attack the troopships on their way to relieve the British General Gordon and his exhausted men in 1885. The young boy and his friend lived in the adjacent village, but a network of kids in Khartoum soon learned of the discovery of the bodies in their Internet chat room.


    After handing them a pair of Glocks and extra ammunition, Yusef had led the way about fifty miles north, through the desert with its harsh winds and brutal sun. They used two four-wheel-drive vehicles, as Yusef had advised, because the rough roads and the unreliability of Sudanese vehicles made traveling in just one foolhardy.


    “You see how much of the men is left,” Yusef said now, as they stared into the shallow pit that had been hastily dug in the packed-earth floor inside one of the old crumbling forts, “despite the quicklime.”


    Soraya waved away a cloud of flies as she crouched down. “Enough to see they’ve all been shot in the back of the head.” Her nose wrinkled. At least the quicklime had taken care of the stench of rotting bodies.


    “Execution, military-style,” Chalthoum said. “But are we certain these four men are the ones we’re after?”


    “They’re the ones, all right,” Soraya said. “The decomposition is still minimal. I recognize beef-fed men from the heartland of America when I see them.” She looked up at Amun. “There’s only one reason for Americans being executed military-style in Khartoum and brought here.”


    Chalthoum nodded. “To sew up a major loose end.”


    At that moment Yusef, responding to the vibrating ring of his cell, put the phone to his ear, then snapped it shut. “My lookout says your company’s here,” he told them.


    



    



    Bourne looked up as a familiar figure filled the doorway. The man with the dark, forbidding caterpillar eyebrows was holding an AK-47 and wearing a Kevlar vest. He stared at the figure of Bat-man sprawled on the floor.


    “Nikolai, you cocksucker,” he said in guttural Russian, “who the fuck killed you before I could bring you back to Mother Russia? Now I have been deprived of the pleasure of making you sing your head off.”


    Then, seeing Bourne, he stopped dead in his tracks.


    “Jason!” Colonel Boris Karpov bellowed like a Russian ox. “I should have known you’d be at the heart of this bloody maze.”


    His gaze moved downward, taking in the blood-soaked form of the young woman cradled in Bourne’s arms. At once, he yelled for a medic.


    “It’s too late for her, Boris,” Bourne said in a deadened voice.


    Karpov came across the room and knelt beside Bourne. His blunt fingers moved delicately over the shards of glass embedded in Tracy’s back.


    “What a terrible way to die.”


    “They’re all terrible, Boris.”


    Karpov handed Bourne a hip flask. “Too true.”


    The medic from Boris’s assault team, also in riot gear, showed up out of breath. He went to Tracy, tried to find a pulse, and shook his head sadly.


    “Casualties?” Karpov asked, without taking his eyes off Bourne.


    “One dead, two wounded, not seriously.”


    “Who died?”


    “Milinkov.”


    Karpov nodded. “Tragic, but the building is secured.”


    Bourne felt the fire of the slivovitz all the way down to his stomach. The growing warmth felt good, as if he’d regained solid footing.


    “Boris,” he said softly, “have your man take Tracy. I don’t want to leave her.”


    “Of course.” Karpov signaled to the medic, who lifted Tracy from Bourne’s lap.


    Bourne watched her as she was carried out of the conference room. He felt her loss, her struggle to come to terms with her duplicitous life and her sense of isolation, living half in the shadows of a world most people were unaware of, let alone able to understand. Her struggle was his struggle, and the pain she felt because of her life was one with which he was all too familiar. He didn’t want to see her go, didn’t want to let go of her, as if a part of him, suddenly found, had been ripped away just as abruptly.


    “What is this?” Boris said, holding up the painting.


    “It’s a Goya, a previously unknown work of the famous Black Paintings series, which makes it virtually priceless.”


    Boris grinned. “I hope you don’t covet this, Jason.”


    “To the victor belong the spoils, Boris. So Yevsen was your mission in Khartoum.”


    Karpov nodded. “I’ve been working in North Africa for months now, trying to track down Nikolai Yevsen’s arms-smuggling suppliers, clients, and pipeline. And you?”


    “I spoke to Ivan Volkin—”


    “Yes, he told me. That old man has a soft spot for you.”


    “When Arkadin discovered that his attempt on my life had failed, he came up with another plan, which was to get me here. Why, I don’t know.”


    With a quick glance over to the corpse lying on the other side of the room, Karpov said, “It’s a mystery, one of many here. We were hoping to find both Yevsen’s supplier and client list, but the hard drives on his remote servers appear to have been wiped clean.”


    “It wasn’t Yevsen who did it,” Bourne said. He rose, and Boris with him. “He was here with Tracy, he had no idea about your raid.”


    Boris scratched his head. “Why would Arkadin send you here, especially in the company of that beautiful young woman?”


    “Pity we can’t ask Yevsen,” Bourne said. “Which begs the question: Who wiped Yevsen’s servers clean? Someone made off with his entire network. It had to have been one of Yevsen’s own men—someone high up who had the access codes to the servers.”


    “Anyone who ever dared move against Nikolai Yevsen wound up disappeared.”


    “As long as he was alive.” Bourne, whose mind finally had identified enough of the silken strands to make sense of the spider’s web, tilted his head and beckoned Karpov to walk with him. “But look at him now, he isn’t a danger to anyone, including Arkadin.”


    Boris’s countenance grew dark. “¿Arkadin?”


    Together they walked down the corridor, manned now by Boris’s military cadre, to the men’s room.


    “I’ll have my medic check you out.”


    Bourne waved away his words. “I’m fine, Boris.” He was marveling at the scope of Arkadin’s demonic genius.


    Inside, Bourne went to the line of sinks and began to wash the blood and bits of glass off himself. As he did so, Karpov handed him a roll of paper towels.


    “Think about it, Boris, why would Arkadin trick me into coming here—especially, as you said, with a beautiful young woman?” It pained Bourne to talk about Tracy, but as much as she was still on his mind, he had a mystery to unravel—and a deadly enemy to confront.


    A light suddenly came on behind Karpov’s eyes. “Arkadin was banking on you killing Yevsen?”


    Bourne splashed tepid water over his face, feeling the small cuts and bruises stinging like nettles. “Or Yevsen killing me. Either way, he’d win.”


    Karpov shook himself like a dog coming out of the rain. “If what you theorize is true, he might have known of my raid. He wouldn’t want Yevsen singing about him or anyone else. Dammit, I’ve seriously underestimated that man.”


    Bourne turned his blood-streaked face toward the colonel. “He’s more than a man, Boris. Like me, he’s a graduate of Treadstone. Alex Conklin trained Arkadin, just like he trained me, to become the ultimate undercover killing machine, carrying out covert operations impossible for anyone else to accomplish.”


    “And just where is this devilish graduate now?” Boris asked.


    Bourne wiped his face down with a fistful of paper towels. They came away pink. “Tracy told me before she died. Yevsen said he was in Nagorno-Karabakh, Azerbaijan.”


    “Mountain country, I know it well,” Boris said. “I discovered the area was one of Yevsen’s prime stopovers for the Air Afrika flights transshipping his illegal arms throughout this continent. It’s home to a number of indigenous tribes—all of them fanatic Muslims.”


    “That makes sense.” Bourne regarded his face in the mirror, taking stock of the damage, which was superficial but extensive. Whose reflection stared back at him? Tracy surely would have empathized with that question, no doubt having many times asked it of herself. “Ivan told me that Arkadin has taken over the Eastern Brotherhood, which means he’s also the leader of their Black Legion terrorists. Maybe he’s trying to branch out into Yevsen’s multibillion-dollar business.”


    Then Bourne saw the Goya that Karpov had propped up against the tile wall. “Do you know a man named Noah Petersen, or Perlis?”


    “No, why?”


    “He’s a senior officer in Black River.”


    “The American risk management company—also known as private contractors for your government—also known as mercenaries.”


    “Right on all three counts.” Bourne led the way back out into the corridor, which stank of gunpowder and death. “Tracy was bringing the Goya to Noah, but I believe now it was actually a payment to Yevsen for services rendered. That’s the only logical explanation for Noah being here.”


    “So Yevsen, Black River, and Arkadin are in something together.”


    Bourne nodded. “Did you or your men encounter an American when you raided the building?”


    Karpov pulled a small walkie-talkie off its Velcro patch on his vest and spoke into it. After the crackle of an answer had been received, he shook his head. “You’re the only American in the building, Jason. But there’s a Sudanese of questionable character who claims he was being interrogated by an American just before the raid began.”


    Perlis must have been lured away by Bourne’s diversion with the lurker. Where had he gone? Bourne could feel himself approaching the center of the web, where the lethal spider patiently lay in wait. “And since Black River’s main client is the NSA, there’s a good chance it has to do with the ratcheted-up tension in Iran.”


    “You think Nikolai Yevsen is arming a Black River raiding party ready to invade Iran?”


    “Highly unlikely,” Bourne said. “The NSA can provide more than enough state-of-the-art armaments that Yevsen could never get his hands on. Besides, for that they wouldn’t need Arkadin’s help. No, the Americans have identified the missile that brought down the plane—it’s Iranian, a Kowsar 3.”


    Karpov nodded. “Now it’s starting to make sense. This Goya is payment to Yevsen for supplying the Kowsar 3.”


    At that moment, Karpov spotted one of his men jogging along the hallway toward him. He stared at Bourne for a moment, then handed his commander a sheet of curling thermal paper—clearly a printout from a portable printer.


    “Get Lirov,” Karpov said as he scanned the document. “Tell him to bring his full kit. I want this man checked out from stem to stern.”


    The soldier nodded wordlessly and sped off.


    “I told you I didn’t need—”


    Karpov held up a hand. “Hold on, you’ll want to hear this. My IT man was able to salvage something from Yevsen’s servers after all—apparently they weren’t completely wiped.” He handed Bourne the sheet of thermal paper. “Here are Yevsen’s last three transactions.”


    Bourne did a quick scan of the information. “The Kowsar 3.”


    “Right. Just as we surmised, Yevsen acquired an Iranian Kowsar 3 and sold it to Black River.”


    



    



    Where are you going?” Humphry Bamber said, twisting around in his seat. “And why are you holding a gun?”


    “Someone knows you’re here,” Moira said.


    “Dear God.” Bamber moaned and began to get up.


    “Stay right there.” Moira held him down with a firm hand. She could feel the chills running through him in waves. “We know someone’s coming and we know what he wants.”


    “Yeah, me dead. You don’t expect me to sit here and wait for a bullet in the back.”


    “I expect you to do what you’ve done before, help me.” She looked down into his pinched face. “Can I count on you?”


    He swallowed hard and nodded.


    “Okay, now show me the bathroom.”


    



    



    Dondie Parker liked his work—almost too much, some said. Others, like his boss, Noah Perlis, appreciated the almost religious fervor with which he committed to his assignments. Parker liked Perlis. It seemed to him as if the two of them occupied the same gray space at the fringe of society, the place where both of them could make anything happen—the one with his command, the other with his hands and his weapons of choice.


    After Parker got through the rear entrance to Humphry Bamber’s building, he considered his life’s work, which he privately likened to a polished wooden box filled with a collection of the most expensive and aromatic cigars. The climax of each assignment, the death of each target, lay in that box for him to revisit anytime he chose. To take out, one by one, smell, roll between his fingers, and taste. They took the place of military ribbons—medals of valor—commemorating actions necessary, as Noah had said to him time and again, to the welfare and security of the homeland. Parker liked the word homeland. It was so much more powerful, more evocative, more virile than the word nation.


    Parker removed his shoes, tied the laces together, and, slinging them over his shoulder, climbed the stairs. When he reached the second floor, he went down the hallway to the far end, where a window overlooked the fire escape. Unlatching the window, he threw it open and climbed out, making his way up floor by floor, like a fly climbing a wall.


    Noah Perlis had found Dondie Parker in one of the local ghetto gyms. Parker was part of a boxing club, the leading contender in the regional welterweight division. He was an exceptional boxer because he learned fast, had tons of stamina, and had found a way to channel his murderous aggression. On the other hand, he wasn’t crazy about concussions and fractured ribs, so when Noah showed up and expressed an interest in him, Parker was only too happy to listen to his proposition.


    To say that Dondie Parker owed Noah everything would not be overstating the case, a fact that was ever on Parker’s mind, never more so than when, as now, he was carrying out an assignment that came directly from Noah. Noah reported to only one man, Oliver Liss, who was so far up the Black River food chain he seemed to be in another universe altogether. Parker was so accomplished that every now and then Oliver Liss would call him in and give him a personal assignment, which Parker carried out immediately and without telling anyone, including Noah. If Noah knew about these extracurricular assignments, he never said anything to Parker, and Parker was happy to leave those horrific sleeping dogs lie.


    He’d reached the floor of Humphry Bamber’s office. And now, after one more recheck of the building layout Noah had sent to his cell, he crept down to the other end of the fire escape, where he peered in a window. He saw all manner of electronic equipment, most of it up and running, so he knew Bamber had to be there. He untied his laces and slipped on his shoes. Then, taking out his jimmy-picks, he forced open the window with minimal difficulty. Drawing his custom SIG Sauer, he climbed through.


    He turned as he heard the sound of someone urinating. Grinning to himself, he made his way toward the sound of urine striking porcelain. The only thing better would be to drill Bamber while he was on the throne.


    The door was ajar and, peering in, he could see a wedge of light, Bamber spread-legged in front of the toilet. He could just make out a corner of the sink and, against the rear wall, the bathtub with a shower curtain of gaily dancing fish so cute he had to resist the urge to puke.


    He peered into the space between the door and the jamb created by the hinges. Seeing no one hiding behind the door, he nudged it open with his free hand while he leveled the SIG at Bamber’s head.


    “Hey, pussycat.” His chuckle came from deep in his throat. “Noah says hello and good-bye.”


    Bamber flinched, just like Parker was expecting him to, but instead of turning to face him, he collapsed as if poleaxed. As Parker was goggling at him, the gaily dancing fish folded up like an accordion. Parker had a split-second look at a woman staring at him. He just had time to think, Who the fuck is this? Noah didn’t tell me—when the eye of her Lady Hawk spit flame and he spun around in an ungainly pirouette from the bullet fracturing his cheekbone.


    He screamed, not in pain or fear, but in rage. He emptied his gun, squeezing off shot after shot, but there was blood in his eyes. He didn’t feel a thing—the burst of adrenaline and other endorphins made him for the moment immune to the pain. Ignoring Bamber, curled up in a fetal position under the toilet, he leapt at the woman—a woman, for chrissakes!—swinging the butt of his SIG at the curve of her chin. She retreated, only to slam against the tiled wall and slip on the treacherous curve of porcelain, falling to one knee.


    Parker took another vicious swing at her with the SIG. She ducked away, but not before the front sight laid a gash across the bridge of her nose. He saw the glazed look come into her eyes and he knew he had her. He was just about to plant the thick sole of his shoe in her solar plexus when the eye of her Lady Hawk spat fire again.


    Parker never felt a thing. The bullet exploded through his right eye and took off the back of his head.

  


  
    CHAPTER 30

  


  
    You realize,” Bourne said, brandishing the sheet of thermal paper as he and Boris Karpov clattered down the stairs at 779 Gamhuria Avenue, “that this information could have been left for you to find.”


    “Of course. Yevsen could have left it,” Karpov said.


    “I was thinking of Arkadin.”


    “But Black River is his partner.”


    “So was Yevsen.”


    The medic had done his best to patch up Bourne’s face before Bourne shooed him away—at least he’d stopped the bleeding and administered a shot to prevent any possibility of infection.


    “One thing about Arkadin, he’s consistent,” Bourne said. “What I’ve learned about the way he sets up operations is that he makes sure he has a stalking horse, a diversionary target whom he directs his enemies toward.” He slapped the printout. “Black River could be his new stalking horse, the people he wants you to go after rather than finding him.”


    “The other possibility,” Boris said, “is that he’s knocking off his partners one by one.”


    They had passed through the lobby and out into the scalding afternoon sun, where traffic was at a standstill and passersby were gathering as each minute passed, gaping at Boris’s heavily armed contingent.


    “That brings up another question,” Karpov said as they climbed into the minibus he’d commandeered and which had become his mobile headquarters. “How the hell does Arkadin fit into this puzzle? Why would Black River need him?”


    “Here’s a possibility,” Bourne said. “Arkadin’s in Nagorno-Karabakh, a remote area of Azerbaijan that, as you said, is dominated by tribal chieftains, all fanatic Muslims—just like the Black Legion terrorists.”


    “How would the terrorists be involved?”


    “That’s something we’ll have to ask Arkadin himself,” Bourne said. “To do that we’ll have to fly to Azerbaijan.”


    Karpov ordered his IT man to bring up real-time satellite pictures of the Nagorno-Karabakh region in order to figure the best route to the specific area Yevsen used.


    The IT man was zooming in on the area when he said, “Hold on a second.” His fingers blurred over the keys, shifting the images on the screen.


    “What is it?” Karpov said with some impatience.


    “A plane just took off from the target area.” The IT man swiveled to another laptop and keyed into a different site. “It’s an Air Afrika jet, Colonel.”


    “Arkadin!” Bourne said. “Where’s the flight headed?”


    “Hold on.” The IT man switched to the third computer, bringing up an image similar to those on an air controller’s screen. “Just let me extrapolate from the jet’s current heading.” His fingers danced some more over the keyboard. Then he swiveled back to the first laptop and an area of landmass filled the screen. The image pulled back until the IT man pointed at a place in the lower right-hand quadrant of the screen.


    “Right there,” he said. “Shahrake Nasiri-Astara, just off the Caspian Sea, in northwest Iran.”


    “What in the name of all that’s unholy is there?” Karpov said.


    The IT man, moving to the second laptop, plugged in the name of the area, hit the enter key, and scrolled through the resulting news stories. There were precious few, but one of them provided the answer. He looked up into his commander’s face and said, “Three whopping huge oil fields and the beginnings of a transnational pipeline.”


    I want you out of here.” Amun Chalthoum’s eyes sparked in the semi-darkness of the old fort. “Instantly.”


    Soraya was so taken aback that it was a moment before she said, “Amun, I think you’re confusing me with someone else.”


    He took her by the elbow. “This is no joke. Go. Now.”


    She extricated herself from his grip. “What am I, your daughter? I’m not going anywhere.”


    “I won’t risk the life of the woman I love,” he said. “Not in a situation like this.”


    “I don’t know whether to be flattered or offended. Maybe I’m both.” She shook her head. “Nevertheless, we came here because of me, or have you forgotten?”


    “I don’t forget anything.” Chalthoum was about to continue when Yusef cut him off.


    “I thought you’d planned for these people to catch up to you.”


    “I did,” Chalthoum said impatiently, “but I didn’t count on getting trapped in here.”


    “Too late for regrets now,” Yusef whispered. “The enemy has entered the fort.”


    Chalthoum held up four fingers, to let Yusef know how many men had been following them. Yusef gave a curt nod and gestured for them to follow him. While the men moved out, Soraya bent and, ripping off a piece of one of the men’s shirts, scooped some quicklime into the makeshift sling.


    As they reached the doorway, she said very clearly, “We should stay here.”


    They turned, and Amun looked at her as if she were insane. “We’ll be trapped like rats.”


    “We’re already trapped like rats.” She swung the sling back and forth. “At least here we have the high ground.” She gestured with her chin. “They’ve already dispersed themselves. They’ll pick us off one by one before we can get to even one of them.”


    “You’re right, Director,” Yusef said, and Chalthoum looked like he wanted to swat him across the face.


    She appealed to Chalthoum directly. “Amun, get used to it. This is how it is.”


    



    



    Three of the four men, having found shadowed nests for themselves, lay in wait, sighting down the long barrels of their rifles. The fourth man—the beater—moved cautiously from desolate room to ruined room, across abandoned sand-piled spaces without roofs. Always the wind was in his ears, and the grit of the desert in his nose and throat. Granules, shot by the wind, insinuated themselves inside his clothes and formed a familiar layer as they clung to his sweaty skin. His job was to find the targets and drive them into the crisscrossing lines of fire set up by his comrades. He was cautious, but not apprehensive; he’d done this work before and he’d do it again many times before old age made this life impossible. But he knew by then he’d have more than enough money for his family and even his children’s families. The American paid well—the American, it seemed, never ran out of money, just as the fool never bargained down his price. The Russians, now—they knew how to drive a hard bargain. He’d sweated through many a negotiation with the Russians, who claimed they didn’t have money, or, anyway, enough to pay him what he asked. He would settle on a price that made them all happy and then he went about the business of killing. It’s what he did best, after all—the only thing he was trained for.


    He’d secured more than half the fort and was frankly surprised that he’d not yet come upon even a sign of the targets. Well, one of them was an Egyptian, he’d been told. He didn’t like Egyptians, they smeared you with their honeyed words all the while lying through their teeth. They were like jackals—grinning as they tore the flesh off you.


    He turned down a short corridor. When he was no more than halfway along, he heard the sound of the flies buzzing and knew, even though he failed to catch a whiff of rotting flesh, that there must have been a death up ahead of him, and quite recently, too.


    Gripping his handgun more tightly, he continued down the hallway with his spine pressed up against one wall, squinting into the gloom. Here and there, sunlight fluttered and twittered like birds in a tree, where the ceiling or wall was cracked or even, in some places, broken open, as if by the hammering fist of a murderous giant.


    The sound of the flies had become a hum, as of some great, nebulous creature that waxed and waned as it fed and drowsed. He paused, listening and, in his own unscientific way, counting their number. Something big had died in that room ahead of him, possibly more than one big thing. A human being?


    He pulled the trigger of his handgun, the brief light-flare, the report, transforming the entire area. He was like a beast marking its territory, warning other predators of its presence, wanting to instill fear. If the targets were in that room, they were trapped. He knew that room—just as he knew every room in this and the other forts in the area. There was only one entrance and he was five steps away from it.


    Then a figure shot out from the open doorway, and he squeezed off four accurate shots in rapid succession that made it dance and jerk.


    



    



    It was Soraya who followed the dead American Chalthoum had heaved out of the doorway. Swinging her makeshift sling amid the hail of bullets, she let fly its load of quicklime into the face of the shooter. The instant the caustic calcium oxide struck his body fluids—the sweat on his cheeks and the tears in his eyes—a chemical reaction caused the blooming of a terrible heat.


    The shooter screamed, dropped his gun, and instinctively clapped his hands to his burning face, trying to scrub off the substance. This only made matters worse for him. Soraya scooped up his gun and shot him in the head, putting him out of his misery, as she would a crippled horse.


    Her low whistle brought Chalthoum and Yusef out of the burial chamber. “One down,” she said. “Three to go.”


    



    



    Are you all right?” Moira stepped out of the bathtub and helped Humphry Bamber to stand.


    “I think I ought to be asking you that question,” he said, glancing with a shudder at the shattered head of the intruder. Then he turned and vomited into the toilet.


    Moira turned on the cold water in the sink, drenched a hand towel, and placed it on the back of his neck. He took it and held it against the bridge of her nose as they left the bathroom.


    She put her arm around his wide shoulders. “Let’s get you back to somewhere safe.”


    He nodded like a lost little boy as they picked their way through the office. They were almost at the door when she glanced at the wall of computers.


    “What did you find out? What’s inside Noah’s version of Bardem?”


    Bamber broke away, went to the laptop hooked up to all the other equipment, and disconnected it. Closing it, he tucked it under his arm.


    “If you don’t see it for yourself, you won’t believe it,” he said as they hurried out of the office.


    



    



    I’m not interested in Treadstone or what Alex Conklin was up to,” Peter Marks said.


    Willard appeared unfazed. “But you are, I assume, interested in saving CI from the Philistines.” It was almost as if he’d anticipated Marks’s response.


    “Of course I am.” Marks turned his empty glass over when Willard tried to fill it with the bottle’s last round of whisky. “Do you have something in mind—something, I assume, to do with Black River’s complicity in domestic murder, especially, goddammit, the DCI’s death?”


    “The DCI is M. Errol Danziger.”


    “Don’t remind me,” Marks said sourly.


    “I have to. He’s the eight-hundred-pound gorilla in CI’s shop, and believe me when I tell you he’s going to beat all you fine young gentlemen into banana paste if nothing’s done to stop him.”


    “What about you?”


    “I am Treadstone.”


    Marks stared bleakly at the older man. Whether it was all the single-malt he’d consumed or having his face pushed into reality, he felt sick to his stomach. “Go on.”


    “No,” Willard said emphatically. “Either you’re in or you’re out, Peter. And before you answer, please understand that there’s no backing out, no room for second thoughts. Once you’re in, that’s it, no matter the cost or the consequences.”


    Marks shook his head. “What choice do I have?”


    “There’s always a choice.” Willard poured himself the last of the liquor and took a deep sip. “What there isn’t—and this goes for me as well as for you—is an opportunity to look back. From this moment on, there is no past. We move forward, only forward, into the dark.”


    “Jesus.” Marks felt a shiver run down his spine. “This sounds like I’m making a deal with the devil.”


    “That’s very funny.” Willard smiled and, as if on cue, produced a three-page document, which he spread on the table facing the younger man.


    “What the hell is this?”


    “Also funny.” Willard placed a pen on the table. “It’s a contract with Treadstone. It’s non-negotiable and, as you can see in clause thirteen, nonrevokable.”


    Marks peered at the contract. “How is that enforceable? Will you threaten to take my soul?” He laughed, but it was too brittle to hold any humor. Then he squinted, reading one paragraph after another.


    “Jesus,” he said when he was finished. He looked at the pen, then at Willard. “Tell me you have a plan to get rid of M. Errol-fucking-Danziger or I’m out of here right now.”


    “Lopping off one head of the hydra will be useless because it will only grow another.” Willard picked up the pen and held it out. “I will get rid of the hydra itself: Secretary of Defense Ervin Reynolds Halliday.”


    “Many have tried, including the late Veronica Hart.”


    “They all thought they had evidence that he was operating beyond the law, a well-trod path that Halliday knows far better than they did. I’m taking an altogether different route.”


    Marks looked deep into the other man’s eyes, trying to judge his seriousness. At length, he took the pen and said, “I don’t care what route we take as long as Halliday ends up being roadkill.”


    “Tomorrow morning,” Willard said, “you’ll need to keep that sentiment in mind.”


    “Is that a whiff of sulfur I smell?” But Marks’s laugh was distinctly uneasy.


    



    



    I know this man.” Yusef brushed the quicklime paste off the dead gunman’s face with the tip of his boot. “His name’s Ahmed, he’s a freelance assassin who usually works for the Americans or the Russians.” He grunted. “Now and again at the same time.”


    Chalthoum frowned. “Has he worked for the Egyptians before?”


    Yusef shook his head. “Not to my knowledge.”


    “You don’t use him, do you?” Soraya was examining what was left of Ahmed’s face. “I don’t remember seeing his name on any of your reports.”


    “I wouldn’t trust this scum to bring me a disk of bread,” Yusef said with a curl of his upper lip. “In addition to being a professional murderer, he’s a liar and a thief, always, even when he was a small boy.”


    “Remember,” Chalthoum said with a grim look at Soraya, “I want at least one of them alive.”


    “First things first,” she said. “Let’s just concentrate on getting out of here alive ourselves.”


    He was still trying without success to brush the odors of quicklime and death off his clothes, but this business allowed Soraya to take the lead—which, again, was something he deplored. Ever since they’d arrived in Khartoum something had taken possession of him, a sense of protectiveness toward Soraya that clearly made her uncomfortable. Possibly it was being away from Egypt; he was in unknown territory, after all, and he knew only too well that he was most sure of himself in his own territory.


    She heard him call softly to her but resisted the urge to turn and look at him. Instead she moved steadily forward in a semi-crouch until she came to the first courtyard. There were positions to the left and right on either wall where snipers would have an excellent field of view. She fired a shot at each spot in turn, but there was no answering fire. That was it for the shooter’s .45, so she dropped it and took out the Glock that Yusef had given her. After double-checking that it was loaded she moved out across the expanse of the grim-looking courtyard, keeping to the shadows thrown by the walls. Not once did she look back, trusting that Amun and Yusef were not far behind her and would provide cover if she got into trouble.


    Moments later the second, central courtyard, larger and more intimidating than the first, presented itself. Again she fired shots at the likely sniper positions, again without any result.


    “There’s only one more,” Yusef said. “It’s smaller, but because it’s at the front there are more places to defend it.”


    Soraya saw at once that he was right, and that no matter what they did they’d never be able to reach the parapets on either wall without being shot dead.


    “What now?” she said to Amun.


    Before he could think of a reply, Yusef said, “I have an idea. I knew Ahmed all his life, I think I can imitate his voice.” He looked from Chalthoum to Soraya. “Shall I give it a shot?”


    “I don’t see how it can hurt,” Chalthoum said, but Yusef didn’t move until Soraya nodded her assent.


    Then he brushed by ahead of her and, crouching in the shadowy mouth where the corridor debouched onto the courtyard, he raised his voice. It wasn’t his voice, but one neither of them had heard before.


    “It’s Ahmed—please, I’m hurt!” Nothing but echoes. He turned to Soraya. “Quick!” he whispered. “Give me your shirt.”


    “Take mine,” Chalthoum said with a glower.


    “Hers will be better,” Yusef said. “They’ll see it’s the female’s.”


    Soraya did as he asked, unbuttoning her short-sleeved shirt and handing it over.


    “I’ve killed them!” Yusef called in Ahmed’s voice. “See here!” Soraya’s shirt fluttered onto the cobbles of the courtyard like a bird settling onto its nest.


    “If you’ve killed them,” a voice came from their left, “come out!”


    “I can’t,” Yusef replied, “my leg is broken. I’ve dragged myself this far, but I’ve fallen and I can’t take another step! Please, brothers, come fetch me before I bleed to death!”


    For a long time nothing happened. Yusef was about to shout again when Chalthoum cautioned silence.


    “Don’t oversell it,” he whispered. “Be patient now.”


    More time passed, it was difficult to say how much since in their situation time was bent like taffy, minutes seeming like an hour. At length, they discerned movement on their right. Two men could be seen making their way down to the ground. They moved cautiously, keeping their sides toward the mouth of the hallway. The third man—the one who had queried Yusef—was nowhere in sight. Clearly, he was covering them from his hidden position on the left.


    Chalthoum motioned silently to Yusef, who lay down and moved slightly so that the two men could see that one leg was drawn up under the other. Soraya and Chalthoum retreated several steps into the gloom.


    “There he is!” one of the men cried to the man covering them—who was, it appeared, their leader. “I can see Ahmed! He’s fallen, just as he said!”


    “I don’t see any other movement,” the leader’s voice floated down from the parapet. “Go get him, but make it quick!”


    Running in a semi-crouch, the two men approached Yusef.


    “Hold it!” their leader said, and they obediently squatted on their hams, their rifles laid across their thighs, their avid eyes on their fallen comrade.


    There was movement from the left as the leader abandoned his eyrie, clattering down stone steps to the courtyard.


    “Ahmed,” one of the men whispered, “are you all right?”


    “No,” said Ahmed. “The pain in my leg is terrible, it’s—”


    But he’d said enough at close range for the other man to move back a pace.


    “What is it?” his companion said, aiming his rifle into the mouth of the hallway.


    “I don’t think that’s Ahmed.”


    That was when Chalthoum and Soraya, Glocks firing, moved out on either side of Yusef. The two crouching men were struck immediately, and Chalthoum kicked their weapons away from where they lay sprawled on the ground. The leader, scurrying to find cover where there was none, fired off-balance and Chalthoum went down with a grunt.


    Soraya, running, aimed and fired at the leader, but it was Yusef, from his prone position, who shot the leader in the chest. The man spun around and fell. At once Soraya veered toward him.


    “Check Amun!” she called to Yusef as she stooped, picking up the leader’s rifle. He was writhing, bleeding from his right side, but he was breathing. The bullet hadn’t punctured a lung.


    She knelt down beside him. “Who hired you?”


    The man looked up at her and spat in her face.


    A moment later she was joined by the two men. Amun had been shot in the thigh, but the bullet had gone through and the wound, Yusef said, looked clean. He’d tied off the area above the wound with a makeshift tourniquet made from her shirt.


    “Are you all right?” she said, looking up at Chalthoum.


    He nodded in his usual dour way.


    “I’ve asked him who hired him,” she said, “but he’s not talking.”


    “Take Yusef and see about the other two.” Chalthoum was staring intently at the fallen leader.


    Soraya knew that look of determination. “Amun…”


    “Just give me five minutes.”


    They needed the information, there was no question about that. Soraya nodded reluctantly and, with Yusef, walked back to where the other two men lay near the mouth of the hallway. There wasn’t much to see. Both had taken multiple shots to the abdomen and chest. Neither was alive. As they gathered up the rifles, they heard a muffled cry that, in its inhumanity, sent shivers down their spines.


    Yusef turned to her. “This Egyptian friend of yours, he can be trusted?”


    Soraya nodded, already sick at what Amun was doing with her consent. There was silence then, except for the desperate voice of the wind, keening through the abandoned rooms. After a time, Chalthoum returned to them. He was limping badly, and Yusef handed him a rifle to lean on.


    “My enemies had nothing to do with this,” he said in a voice that had not been changed one iota by what he’d just done. “These men were hired by the Americans, specifically a man known ridiculously as Triton. Mean anything to you?”


    Soraya shook her head.


    “But these might.” She saw four small rectangular metal objects swinging from a length of cord. “I found these around the leader’s neck.”


    She examined them when he handed them over. “They look like dog tags.”


    Amun nodded. “He said they came from the four Americans who were executed back there. These bastards murdered them.”


    But she had to admit the tags weren’t like any she had ever seen. Instead of carrying name, rank, and serial number, they were laser-engraved with what looked like—


    “They’re enciphered,” she said, her heart beating fast. “These might be the key to proving who launched the Kowsar 3, and why.”

  


  



  



  BOOK FOUR


  
    CHAPTER 31

  


  
    Leonid Danilovich Arkadin roamed the passenger area of the Air Afrika flight that had been sent for him and his cadre in Nagorno-Karabakh. He knew their destination was Iran. Noah Perlis was certain that Arkadin didn’t know the specific site, but Noah was wrong. Like many Americans in his position, Noah believed himself smarter than those who weren’t American and able to manipulate them. Where Americans got that idea was something of a mystery, but having spent time in DC, Arkadin had some ideas. America’s smug sense of isolation might have been shaken by the events in 2001, but not its sense of privilege and entitlement. When he’d been there, he’d sat in district restaurants, eavesdropping on conversations as part of his Treadstone training. But at the same time he’d listen to the neocons—men of power, substance, and influence who were convinced that they had the keys to how the world worked. For them, everything was childishly simple, as if there were only two immutable variables in life: action and reaction, both of which they understood completely, and for which they planned. And when the reactions were not what their brain trust had anticipated—when their plans blew up in their faces—instead of admitting their error, in a tide of amnesia they redoubled their efforts. To him, it was madness that turned these people deaf and blind to real events as they unfolded.


    Perhaps, he thought now, as he checked and rechecked the readiness of his men and their equipment, Noah was one of the last of his kind, a dinosaur unaware that his age was ending, that the glacier that had been forming on the horizon was about to plow him under.


    Just like Dimitri Ilyinovich Maslov.


    



    



    She has to go back,” Dimitri Ilyinovich Maslov said, “she and the three girls. Otherwise there will be no peace with Lev Antonin.”


    “Since when does a shit-kicker like Antonin dictate to you,” Arkadin said, “the head of the Kazanskaya grupperovka?”


    Arkadin had the sensation that Tarkanian, who stood by his side, had winced. The three men were surrounded by sound, amplified to an earsplitting level. In the Pasha Room of Propaganda, an elitny club in downtown Moscow, there were only two other men—both Maslov’s muscle. All the other attendees—of which there were more than a dozen—were young, long-legged, blond, busty, gorgeous, and sexually desirable, which pretty much defined them: tyolkas all. They were clothed—or, more accurately, semi-clothed—in provocative outfits, whether miniskirts, bikinis, see-through tops, plunging necklines, or completely backless dresses. They wore high heels, even the ones in bathing suits, and plenty of makeup. Some reluctantly returned to their high school classes each day.


    Maslov stared hard at Arkadin, assuming that like everyone else he confronted, he could intimidate him just by a look. Maslov was wrong, and he didn’t like being wrong. Ever.


    He took one step toward Arkadin, which was an aggressive step, though not a threatening one, and his nose wrinkled. “What’s that fire smoke I smell on you, Arkadin, are you a fucking woodsman on top of everything else?”


    



    



    Five miles from the Orthodox cathedral, Arkadin had taken Joškar into the dense pine forest. She was cradling Yasha in her arms and he was holding an ax he’d drawn out of the trunk of her car. Her three daughters, sobbing hysterically, trailed along behind the adults in single file.


    When they’d left the parked car, Tarkanian had yelled after them, “Half an hour, after that I’m getting the fuck out of here!”


    “Will he really leave us here?” she asked.


    “Do you care?”


    “Not as long as you’re with me.”


    At least, that’s what he thought she’d said. She’d spoken so softly that the wind had taken her words almost as soon as they were out of her mouth. Wings fluttered by overhead as they tramped beneath the swaying pine branches. Once they crunched through the thin crust, the snow was soft as down. Overhead, the sky was as woolly as Joškar’s coat.


    In a small clearing she set her son down on a bed of snowy pine needles.


    “He always loved the forest,” she said. “He used to beg me to take him to play in the mountains.”


    As he set about finding felled trees, deadwood, and chopping it up into foot-long logs, Arkadin remembered his own all-too-infrequent trips to the mountains around Nizhny Tagil, the only place where he could take a deep breath without the oppressive weight of his parents and his birthplace withering his heart and sickening his spirit.


    Within twenty minutes he had a bonfire going. The girls had stopped their sobbing, their tears freezing like tiny diamonds on their ruddy cheeks. As they stared, fascinated, into the building flames, the frozen tears melted, dripping from their rounded chins.


    Joškar delivered Yasha into his arms while she said the prayers in her native language. She held her daughters close to her as she intoned the words, which gradually became a song, her strong voice lifted through the pine boughs, echoing into the thick clouds. Arkadin wondered if the fairies, elves, gods, and demi-gods she had invoked in her stories were somewhere close, watching the ceremony with sorrowful eyes.


    At length, Joškar instructed Arkadin on what to say when she placed Yasha onto the funeral pyre. The girls were crying again as they watched their brother’s little body being consumed by the flames. Joškar said a final prayer, and then they were done. Arkadin had no idea how much time had passed, but Tarkanian and the car were still waiting for them when they broke out of the tree line and returned to civilization.


    



    



    I made a promise to her,” Arkadin said.


    “This fucking baby factory?” Maslov scoffed. “You’re stupider than you look.”


    “You’re the one who risked two of your men—one of them totally incompetent—to bring me back here.”


    “Yes, you shithead, not you and four civilians who belong to someone else.”


    “You talk about them as if they’re cattle.”


    “Hey, fuck you, bright boy! Lev Antonin wants them back, and that’s where they’re going.”


    “I’m responsible for her son’s death.”


    “Did you kill the little fucker?” Maslov was fairly shouting now. The muscle had been drifting closer and the tyolkas were doing their best to look in another direction.


    “No.”


    “Then you’re not responsible for his death. End of fucking story!”


    “I made a promise that she wouldn’t be sent back to her husband, she’s dead scared of him. He’ll beat her half to death.”


    “What the fuck does that mean to me?” In his fury, Maslov’s mineral eyes seemed to shoot sparks. “I have a business to run.”


    Tarkanian stirred. “Boss, maybe you should—”


    “What?” Maslov turned on Tarkanian. “Are you gonna tell me what I should do, too, Mischa? Fuck you! I asked you for something simple: Bring this kid back from Nizhny Tagil. And what happens? The kid beats the shit outta Oserov and you come back like a fucking pack mule with a shitload of problems I don’t need.” Having effectively silenced Tarkanian, he turned back to Arkadin. “As for you, you better get your fucking head screwed on right, bright boy, or I’ll send you back to the shithole you crawled out of.”


    “They’re my responsibility,” Arkadin said levelly. “I’ll take care of them.”


    “Listen to him!” Now Maslov was shouting. “Who died and made you boss? And whatever gave you the crooked idea that you have a say in anything that happens here?” His face was red, almost swollen. “Mischa, get this motherless fuck out of my sight before I rip him apart with my bare hands!”


    Tarkanian dragged Arkadin out of the Pasha Room and took him over to the long bar on one side of the main room. A stage, lit up like it was New Year’s Eve, featured a tall nubile tyolka with very little on, who spread her mile-long legs to a beat-heavy song.


    “Let’s have a drink,” Tarkanian said with forced joviality.


    “I don’t want a drink.”


    “It’s on me.” Tarkanian caught the bartender’s eye. “Come on, my friend, a drink is just what you need.”


    “Don’t tell me what I need,” Arkadin said, his voice suddenly raised.


    The absurd argument carried on from there, escalating enough so that a bouncer was summoned.


    “What seems to be the trouble?” He might have been addressing both of them but, because he knew Tarkanian by sight, his eyes were firmly fixed on Arkadin.


    With a venomous glare, Arkadin reacted. He grabbed the bouncer and slammed his forehead against the edge of the bar with so much force that nearby drinks trembled and the closest ones tipped over. Then he kept slamming it until Tarkanian managed to pull him off.


    “I don’t have a problem,” Arkadin said to the stunned and bleeding bouncer. “But it’s clear you do.”


    Tarkanian hustled him out into the night before he could do any more damage.


    “If you think I’m ever going to work for that pile of dogshit,” Arkadin said, “you’re sorely mistaken.”


    Tarkanian held up his hands. “Okay, okay. Don’t work for him.” He guided Arkadin down the street, away from the club’s entrance. “However, I don’t know how you’re going to make a living. Moscow is a different—”


    “I’m not staying in Moscow.” Breath, condensing in the chill, was shooting out of Arkadin’s nostrils like steam. “I’m going to take Joškar and the girls and—”


    “And what? Where will you go? You have no money, no prospects, nothing. How will you feed yourselves, let alone the kids?” Tarkanian shook his head. “Take my advice, forget about those people, they belong to your past, to another life. You’ve left Nizhny Tagil behind.” He peered into Arkadin’s eyes. “That’s what you’ve wanted all your life, isn’t it?”


    “I’m not letting Maslov’s people take them back. You don’t know what Lev Antonin’s like.”


    “Maslov doesn’t care what Lev Antonin’s like.”


    “Fuck Maslov!”


    Tarkanian rounded on him. “You really don’t get it, do you? Dimitri Maslov and his kind own Moscow lock, stock, and vodka. That means they own Joškar and her girls.”


    “Joškar and the girls aren’t part of his world.”


    “They are now,” Tarkanian said. “You dragged them into it.”


    “I didn’t know what I was doing.”


    “Well, that’s clear enough, but you have to face facts: What’s done is done.”


    “There must be a way out of this.”


    “Really? Even if you had money—say, if I were stupid enough to give you some—what would it accomplish? Maslov would send his people after you. Worse, considering how you provoked him, he might come after you himself. Trust me when I tell you that’s not what you want for them.”


    Arkadin felt like pulling his hair out by the roots. “Don’t you understand? I don’t want them going back to that fucker.”


    “Have you considered that it might be the best outcome?”


    “Are you out of your mind?”


    “Look, you yourself said that Joškar told you Lev Antonin promised to protect her and her children. You know what she is, and the girls have her blood. If her secret gets out she’ll never be able to have a normal life among ethnic Russians. Face it, you can’t protect them from Maslov, but they’ll be safe enough back in Nizhny Tagil, where no one is going to say a word against her for fear of her husband. And listen, she’s smart enough to tell him that she and the kids were abducted to ensure your safe passage. Chances are he won’t lift a hand to her.”


    “Until the next time he’s drunk or depressed or just in the mood for a little fun.”


    “That’s her life, not yours. Leonid Danilovich, I’m talking to you as one friend to another. This is the only way. You managed to escape Nizhny Tagil; not everyone can be so fortunate.”


    The fact that Tarkanian was telling the truth only made Arkadin angrier. The problem was he didn’t know what to do with that anger, so he began to turn it inward. More than anything, he wanted to see Joškar again, he wanted to hold her youngest girl in his arms again, to feel her warmth, her heartbeat. But he knew that it was impossible. If he met with her again, he’d never be able to let her go. Maslov’s people would surely kill him and the family would be shipped back to Lev Antonin anyway. He felt like a rat in a maze with no beginning and no end, only an eternal race chasing his own tail.


    This was Dimitri Maslov’s doing. At that moment he vowed that no matter how long it took he’d make Maslov pay: Death would come to him only when he’d been systematically stripped of everything he held dear.


    Two days later he watched from the shadows across the street—Tarkanian at his elbow, either for moral support or to drag him back if he got any ideas at the last minute—as Joškar and the three girls were led into a large black Zil. Two of Maslov’s muscle were with them, plus the driver. The girls, bewildered, allowed themselves to be stowed in the car as docilely as lambs to the slaughter.


    For her part, Joškar, with hands on the car’s roof, one foot already inside, paused and looked around for him. As she did so, Arkadin saw not the look of despair he had been expecting, but rather an expression of infinite sadness, which tore through him like phosphorus, burning his insides as black as Yasha’s flesh. He’d deceived her, broken his promise.


    In his mind he heard her voice as if she were calling to him now: “Don’t make me go back to him.”


    She’d believed in him, trusted him, and now she had nothing.


    She ducked down, and he lost sight of her. The car door slammed, the Zil drove off, and he had nothing as well. This was brought home to him in an even more vicious fashion when, six weeks later, Tarkanian informed him that Joškar had shot her husband to death, then turned the gun on her children and herself.

  


  
    CHAPTER 32

  


  
    Shahrake Nasiri-Astara at last! Noah Perlis had been to many exotic destinations in his time, but this area of northwestern Iran wasn’t one of them. In fact, apart from the stark towers of the oil wells and the attendant petroleum particulates, it was so ordinary looking it could have been somewhere in rural Arkansas. However, Noah had no time to be bored. An hour ago, he’d received a call from Black River informing him that Dondie Parker, the man he’d sent to kill Humphry Bamber, had failed to check in as he should have following the completion of his assignment. To Noah, this meant two things: One, Bamber was still alive, and, two, he’d lied about getting away from Moira, because there was no way he could have survived Dondie Parker on his own. Extrapolating from these hypotheses brought him to another hypothesis of vital and immediate importance to him: the possibility that the newest version of Bardem was poisoned in some way he’d never be able to discover.


    Lucky for him his innate paranoia forced him to back up everything, even his computer. No point in letting his enemies know he was on to them. He’d shut down the laptop on which Bamber had uploaded the poisoned software and switched to his fully loaded second laptop, which was still running the previous version of Bardem.


    He sat inside a canvas tent on a camp chair, much as he imagined Julius Caesar had sat, mapping out his successful military campaigns, centuries ago. Instead of a map of Gaul hand-drawn by Greek cartographers, he had a handmade software program analyzing this oil-rich part of the world running on his laptop. Caesar, a brilliant general in any age, would have understood instantly what he was up to, of that he had no doubt.


    He had three scenarios running simultaneously on Bardem, all of them different in small but crucial ways. Much depended on how the Iranian government responded to the incursion—if they found out about it in time. That was the issue, really: timing. It was one thing to be on Iranian soil, quite another to start a military operation on it. The point of Pinprick was its small footprint, hence its name. Did an elephant even feel a pinprick? You could be sure it didn’t. Unfortunately, Noah couldn’t be as certain that the Iranian government wouldn’t feel Pinprick until Arkadin’s force of twenty men had established their beachhead and begun redirecting the oil pipeline.


    Because the objective of Pinprick had always been the oil in the Iranian fields here in Shahrake Nasiri-Astara. There was nothing else of value here, militarily or otherwise. That was what was so brilliant about Danziger’s plan—the seizure of these rich oil fields under the cover of a larger military incursion by America and a sizable coalition of allies in response to Iran’s alleged act of war against the United States and, indeed, all civilized nations. If the Iranians could shoot down an American passenger jet over Egyptian airspace, what would stop them from downing the jets of other nations that opposed their nuclear program? This had been the cornerstone of the president’s argument to the United Nations, one that had proved so compelling that it had eaten through all the knee-jerk pacifistic, foot-dragging bullshit that usually infested the international body of navel-gazers and do-nothings.


    Through his machinations, Iran had been proven to be a true outlaw nation in the eyes of the world. So much the better for everyone. The country’s regime was a menace; if the rest of the world needed a bit of goading to get off their fat backsides and take matters into their own hands, well, that was the way of the world. One of Black River’s specialties—one that set it apart from any other private risk management firm—was its ability to alter facts to create a reality that could be molded to a client’s wishes. This was what Bud Halliday had asked of Black River, why the NSA was paying it a fortune through one of many blind trusts that could in no way be traced back to the secretary or anyone at NSA. So far as any paper trail was concerned—there was always a paper trail, electronic or otherwise, that was a given—Black River’s client was Good Shepherd Holdings, PLC, on the Inner Hebrides island of Islay, which, if anyone cared to make the trek, consisted of a three-room office in a drafty stone building, where three men and a woman wrote and managed insurance policies for local distilleries throughout the islands.


    As for the democratic indigenous group Halliday so heartily touted to the president, it and the meetings its leaders had with Black River personnel were a part of Pinprick. In other words, they were a figment of Danziger’s imagination. Danziger had argued that the creation of the indigenous group was vital both to get the president moving further in the direction of war and as a reason to shovel virtually unlimited funds to Black River, to cover the massive expenditures for its partners: Yevsen, Maslov, and Arkadin, all of whom were paid by Good Shepherd.


    One of Perlis’s men entered the tent to tell him that Arkadin’s plane would be arriving within fifteen minutes. Perlis nodded, silently dismissing him. He had disliked using Dimitri Maslov, not because he felt he couldn’t trust him, but because it galled him that he needed Maslov to deal with Yevsen. Worse, Maslov had brought in Leonid Arkadin, a man Perlis had never met, but whose curriculum vitae in the shadow world of wet work was both impressive and worrying. Impressive because he’d never failed to successfully complete an assignment; worrying because he was a wild card—in his own way, eerily similar to the late Jason Bourne. Both men had proved themselves unreliable at taking orders and sticking to the game plan they’d been given. They were both master improvisers, certainly an element in their success, but also a nightmare for anyone attempting to handle them.


    Thinking of the Russians caused him to consider the raid on Nikolai Yevsen’s headquarters in Khartoum. He hadn’t stayed around to find out who had staged it or what had happened, instead racing safely to the airport, where a Black River light transport was waiting for him just off the runway. When he’d tried to contact Oliver Liss, he’d gotten Dick Braun instead. Braun was another of the triumvirate who had founded Black River, but Perlis had never reported to him before. Braun wasn’t happy, but then he already knew that the raid had been staged by a contingent of the Russian FSB-2 that, it turned out, had been on the trail of Yevsen’s business for over two years. Noah also learned that Yevsen had been killed in the raid, a mildly surprising turn of events, but one that he, unlike Braun, welcomed. As far as he was concerned the arms dealer’s death meant one less partner, one less potential security problem to deal with. He could neither fathom nor condone Braun’s white-hot fury at Dimitri Maslov’s displeasure. So far as Noah was concerned, the head of the Kazanskaya grupperovka was just another money-hungry Russian thug. Sooner or later he’d have to be dealt with—not that he said this to his boss; such a comment would only further inflame the situation. What neither he nor Braun knew was the identity of the American who had infiltrated the Air Afrika building immediately prior to the FSB-2 raid. It was too late to think about what the American might have wanted.


    Unfortunately for Noah, Braun was fully briefed and, before Noah could ask him where Liss was, Braun asked him for an update on the situation with Humphry Bamber, to which Noah replied that Bardem was as secure as it had ever been.


    “Does that mean he’s been terminated?” Braun said bluntly.


    “Yes,” Noah lied, not wanting to get into that thorny issue on the cusp of Pinprick’s operational phase. He killed the call before Braun could interrogate him further.


    Briefly, he felt a stab of concern at Oliver Liss’s continuing absence, but right now he had more pressing problems, namely Bardem. Running the three scenarios again gave him a probability success rate of 98 percent, 97 percent, and 99 percent. The main military incursion, he knew, was going to take place on two pincer-like fronts: on the borders with Iraq and Afghanistan. One was far to the south, the other clear across the country, in the east. All three scenarios were the same, except in two crucial details: how long Perlis and his team had to secure the oil fields and redirect the oil pipeline before the besieged Iranian military got wind of what was happening, and what shape their military would be in once they became aware of the oil field takeover. Still, by that time Halliday would have diverted the American forces set to rendezvous with the nonexistent indigenous group to provide support and lock down the area.


    Someone else entered the tent. Anticipating a progress report on Arkadin’s flight, he glanced up and started, suddenly certain that it was Moira. His heart racing and adrenaline pumping through him, he realized that it was only Fiona, another member of his elite team who had accompanied him here. Fiona, a redhead with fine features and porcelain skin heavily laced with freckles, looked nothing like Moira, and yet Moira was who he’d seen. Why was she still on his mind?


    For many years he’d believed that he could not feel anything other than physical pain. He felt nothing when his parents died, or when his best friend in high school was killed in a hit-and-run accident. He remembered standing in burnished sunshine, watching his coffin being lowered into the ground, staring at the epic breasts of Marika DeSoto, their classmate, and wondering what they felt like. It was easy for him to stare at Marika’s breasts because she was crying; all the kids were crying, apart from him.


    He was certain there was something wrong with him, some missing element or essential connection to the outside world that allowed everything to pass him by like two-dimensional images on a movie screen. Until Moira, who had somehow infected him like a virus. Why would he care what she was doing, or how he had treated her when she was under his command?


    Liss had warned him about Moira or, more accurately, his relationship with her, which Liss had termed “unhealthy.” “Fire her and fuck her,” Liss had said in his usual economic style, “or forget her. Either way, get her out of your head before it’s too late. This happened to you once before, to disastrous results.”


    The problem was that it was already too late; Moira was lodged in a place inside himself even he couldn’t get to. Other than himself, she was the only living person who seemed three-dimensional, who actually lived and breathed. He desperately wanted her near him, but had no idea what he’d do when she was. Whenever he confronted her now he felt like a child, his ferociously cold anger hiding his fear and insecurity. Possibly one could say he wanted her to love him, but being unable to love even himself, he had no clear conception of what love might consist of, what it would feel like, or even why he should desire it.


    But of course, at the throbbing core of him he knew why he desired it, why, in fact, he didn’t love Moira or even the thought of her. She was merely a symbol of someone else, whose life and death threw a shadow over his soul as if she were the devil or, if not the devil, then surely a demon, or an angel. Even now she had such a perfect hold on him that he could not even speak her name, or think of it, without a spasm of—what? fear, fury, confusion, possibly all three. The truth was that it was she who had infected him, not Moira. Terrible truth be known, his rage at Moira in the form of this unwavering vendetta was really a rage against himself. He had been so certain that he’d hidden the thought of Holly away forever, but Moira’s betrayal had cracked open the receptacle in which he stored her memory. And just this memory caused him to touch the ring on his forefinger with the same trepidation a cook might use to test the handle of a burning hot saucepan. He wanted it out of his sight; he wished, in fact, that he’d never seen it or learned of it, and yet it had been years in his possession and not once had he taken it off for any reason. It was as if Holly and the ring had fused, as if, defying the laws of physics or biology or whatever science, impossible as it might seem, her essence remained in the ring. He looked down at it. Such a small thing to have defeated him so utterly.


    He felt feverish now, as if the virus were advancing to another, terminal stage. He stared at the Bardem program without his usual concentration. “Just remember this last bit of advice, mate,” Liss had said to him. “More often than not, women are the downfall of men.”


    Was it all coming apart, was there nothing but loss in the world? Thrusting the laptop aside, he stood and strode out of the tent into the alien atmosphere of Iran. The architectural spider-webs of the oil rigs circled the area like prison towers. The sound of their pumping filled the oily air with the low, steady rumble of mechanical animals prowling around their cages. The screech and clang of outmoded trucks shifting ill-maintained gears punctuated the afternoon, and the smell of crude was always in the air.


    And then, above it all, came the scream of the jet engines as the Air Afrika plane appeared like a silver tube against the hazed and mottled blue of the sky. Arkadin and his men were moments away from landing. Soon the air would be thick with tracer fire, explosions, and shrapnel.


    It was time to go to work.


    



    



    Please tell me this is a joke,” Peter Marks said when he and Willard walked into the Mexican restaurant and saw the man sitting alone at the rear banquette. Apart from this figure, Marks and Willard were the only customers in the place. The room smelled of fermented corn and spilled beer.


    “I don’t make jokes,” Willard said.


    “That really sucks, especially right at this moment.”


    “Don’t ask me to do better,” Willard said with some asperity, “because I can’t.”


    They were in a part of Virginia unknown to Marks. He had no idea a Mexican restaurant would be open for breakfast. Willard raised an arm, a clear invitation for Marks to head on back. The man sitting alone was dressed in an expensive bespoke charcoal-blue suit, a pale blue shirt, and a navy tie with white polka dots. A small enamel replica of the American flag was pinned to his left lapel. He was drinking something out of a tall glass with a sprig of green growing out of the top. A mint julep, Marks would have thought, except that it was seven-thirty in the morning.


    Despite Willard’s pressure, Marks balked. “This man is the enemy, he’s the fucking anti-Christ as far as the intelligence community is concerned. His company flouts the law, does all the things we can’t do, and gets paid obscene amounts of money to do them. While we slave away in the shit-filled belly of the beast, he’s out there buying his Gulfstream Sixes.” He shook his head, stubborn to the last. “Really, Freddy, I don’t think I can.”


    “Any route that leads to roadkill—weren’t those your words?” Willard smiled winningly. “Do you want to win this war or do you want to see the Old Man’s dream flushed into the NSA recycle bin?” His smile turned encouraging. “One would think that after serving all this time in, as you say, the shit-filled belly of the beast, you might crave a little fresh air. Come on. After the first shock, it won’t be so bad.”


    “Promise, Daddy?”


    Willard laughed under his breath. “That’s the spirit.”


    Taking Marks’s arm he steered him across the linoleum tiles. As they approached the banquette, the solitary man seemed to appraise them both. With his dark, wavy hair, wide forehead, and rugged features, he looked like a film star; Robert Forster came immediately to mind, but there were bits and pieces of others, Marks was certain.


    “Good morning, gentlemen. Please sit down.” Oliver Liss not only looked like a film star, he sounded like one. He had a deep, rich voice that rolled out of his throat with controlled power. “I took the liberty of ordering drinks.” He lifted his tall, frosty glass as two others were set down in front of Marks and Willard. “It’s iced chai with cinnamon and nutmeg.” He took a swig of his drink, urging them to do the same. “It’s said that nutmeg is a psychedelic in high doses.” His smile managed to convey the notion that he’d successfully tried out the theory.


    In fact, everything about Oliver Liss exuded success to the most exacting degree. But then he and his two partners hadn’t built Black River from the ground up on trust funds and dumb luck. As Marks sipped at his drink, he felt as if a nest of pit vipers had taken up residence in his abdomen. Mentally, he cursed Willard for not preparing him for this meeting. He tried to dredge up everything he’d read or heard about Oliver Liss, and was dismayed to discover that it was precious little. For one thing, the man kept out of the limelight—one of the other partners, Kerry Mangold, was the public face of Black River. For another, very little was known about him. Marks recalled Googling him once and discovering a disconcertingly short bio. Apparently an orphan, Liss was raised in a series of Chicago foster homes until the age of eighteen, when he got his first full-time job working for a building contractor. Apparently the contractor had both contacts and juice, because in no time Liss had begun working in the campaign of the state senator, for whom the contractor had built a twenty-thousand-square-foot home in Highland Park. When the man was elected he took Liss with him to DC, and the rest was, as they say, history. Liss was unmarried, without family affiliations of any kind, at least not that anyone knew about. In short, he lived behind a lead curtain not even the Internet could pierce.


    Marks tried not to wince when he drank the chai; he was a coffee drinker and hated any kind of tea, especially ones that tried to masquerade as something else. This one tasted like a cupful of the Ganges.


    Someone else might have said, Do you like it? just to break the ice, but it seemed Liss was uninterested in icebreaking or any other form of conventional communication. Instead he directed his eyes, the same deep shade of blue as the background of his tie, to Marks and said, “Willard tells me good things about you. Are they true?”


    “Willard doesn’t lie,” Marks said.


    This brought the ghost of a smile to Liss’s lips. He continued to sip his vile chai, his gaze never wavering. He seemed not to have to blink, a disconcerting asset in anyone, especially someone in his position.


    The food came, then. It appeared as if Liss had ordered not only their drinks but their breakfast as well. This consisted of buttered fresh corn tortillas and scrambled eggs with peppers and onions, drenched in an orange chile sauce that just about incinerated the lining of Marks’s mouth. Following the first incautious bite, he swallowed hard and stuffed his face with tortillas and sour cream. Water would just spread the heat from his stomach to his small intestine.


    Graciously, Liss waited until Marks’s eyes had stopped watering. Then he said, “You’re quite right about our Willard. He doesn’t lie to his friends,” just as if there had been no gap in the conversation. “As for everyone else, well, his lies seem like the soul of truth.”


    If Willard was flattered by this talk, he gave no indication. Rather, he contented himself by eating his food as slowly and methodically as a priest, his expression Sphinx-like.


    “However, if you don’t mind,” Liss continued, “tell me something about yourself.”


    “You mean my bio, my curriculum vitae?”


    Liss showed his teeth briefly. “Tell me something about yourself I don’t know.”


    Clearly, he meant something personal, something revealing. And it was at this precise moment that Marks realized that Willard had been in discussions with Oliver Liss before this morning, perhaps for some time. “It’s already rebooted,” Willard had said to him, referring to Treadstone. Once again he felt blindsided by the quarterback of his own team, not a good feeling to have at a meeting with the import of this one.


    He shrugged mentally. No use fighting it, he was here, he might as well play out the string. This was Willard’s show, anyway, he was just along for the ride. “One week shy of my first wedding anniversary I met someone—a dancer—a ballet dancer, of all things. She was very young, not yet twenty-two, a good twelve years my junior. We saw each other once a week like clockwork for nineteen months and then, just like that, it was over. Her company went on tour to Moscow, Prague, and Warsaw, but that wasn’t the reason.”


    Liss sat back and, drawing out a cigarette, lit it in defiance of the law. Why should he care? Marks thought acidly. He is the law.


    “What was the reason?” Liss said in an oddly soft tone of voice.


    “To tell you the truth, I don’t know.” Marks pushed his food around his plate. “It’s a funny thing. That heat—one day it was there, the next it wasn’t.”


    Liss blew out a plume of smoke. “I assume you’re divorced now.”


    “I’m not. But I suspect you already knew that.”


    “Why didn’t you and your wife split up?”


    This was what Liss’s information couldn’t tell him. Marks shrugged. “I never stopped loving my wife.”


    “So she forgave you.”


    “She never found out,” Marks said.


    Liss’s eyes glittered like sapphires. “You didn’t tell her.”


    “No.”


    “You never felt the urge to tell her, to confess.” He paused reflectively. “Most men would.”


    “There was nothing to tell her,” Marks said. “Something happened to me—like the flu—then it was gone.”


    “Like it never happened.”


    Marks nodded. “More or less.”


    Liss stubbed out his cigarette, turned to Willard, and regarded him for a long moment. “All right,” he said. “You have your funding.” Then he rose and, without another word, walked out of the restaurant.


    



    



    It’s the oil fields, stupid!” Moira slapped her forehead with the palm of her hand. “Good God, why didn’t I see that all along, it’s so damn obvious!”


    “Obvious now that you know everything,” Humphry Bamber said.


    They were in Christian Lamontierre’s kitchen, eating roast beef and Havarti cheese sandwiches on sprouted-wheat bread Bamber had made from the well-stocked fridge, washed down with Badoit, a French mineral water. Bamber’s laptop was on the table in front of them, Bardem up and running through the three scenarios Noah had inputted into the software program.


    “I thought the same thing the first time I read Israel Zangwill’s The Big Bow Mystery.” Humphry Bamber swallowed a mouthful of sandwich. “It’s the first real locked-room mystery, although others as far back as Herodotus in the fifth century bce, believe it or not, toyed with the idea. But it was Zangwill who in 1892 introduced the concept of misdirection, which became the touchstone for all stories of so-called impossible crimes from then on.”


    “And Pinprick is classic misdirection.” Moira studied the scenarios with mounting fascination and dread. “But on such a massive scale that without Bardem no one would be able to figure out that the real reason for invading Iran was to confiscate their oil fields.” She pointed at the screen. “This area—Noah’s target area, Shahrake Nasiri-Astara—I’ve read a couple of intelligence reports about it. At least a third of Iran’s oil comes from there.” She pointed again. “See how small a geographic area it is? That makes it both vulnerable to an assault by a relatively small force and easily defendable by that same small force. It’s perfect for Noah.” She shook her head. “My God, this is brilliant—demented, horrific, unthinkable even, but decidedly brilliant.”


    Bamber went and got another bottle of Badoit out of the fridge. “I don’t understand.”


    “I’m not yet certain of all the details, but what’s clear is that Black River has made a deal with the devil. Someone high up in the US government has been pushing for us to do something about Iran’s fast-progressing nuclear program, which threatens to destabilize the entire Middle East. We—and other right-minded governments—have been making noises in the correct diplomatic channels for Iran to cease and dismantle its nuclear reactors. Iran’s response has been to thumb its nose in our faces. Next, we and our allies tried economic embargoes, which only made Iran laugh because we need their oil, and we’re not the only ones. Worse, they have the strategic option of closing down the Straits of Hormuz, which would have the effect of shutting down oil shipments from all the OPEC nations in the region.”


    She got up and put her plate into the sink, then returned to the table. “Someone here in Washington decided that patience was getting us nowhere.”


    Bamber frowned. “And?”


    “So they decided to force the issue. They used the downing of our airliner to go to war against Iran, but they’re also apparently running a side mission.”


    “Pinprick.”


    “Exactly. What Bardem is telling us is that under the chaos of the ground invasion, a small cadre of Black River operatives—with the full consent of the government—is going to take over the oil fields in Shahrake Nasiri-Astara, giving us far more control over our economic destiny. With this Iranian oil, we’ll no longer have to kowtow to the Saudis, the Iranians, Venezuela, or any OPEC nation, for that matter. America will be oil-independent.”


    “But the oil field land-grab is illegal, isn’t it?”


    “Duh. However, for some reason that doesn’t seem to be concerning anyone at the moment.”


    “Well, what are you going to do now?”


    That was, of course, the billion-dollar question. In another time, another place she would have called Ronnie Hart, but Ronnie was dead. Noah—she was quite certain it was Noah—had seen to that. She missed Ronnie now, more than ever, but the selfish reason for her emotion shamed her, and she turned away from the acknowledgment. That’s when she thought of Soraya Moore. She’d met Soraya through Bourne, and liked her. That they’d shared a past hadn’t bothered her in the slightest; she wasn’t the jealous type.


    How to get in touch with Soraya? Opening her cell, she called CI headquarters. The director, she was told, was out of the country. When she told the operative that her call was urgent, he told her to wait. A little over sixty seconds later, he was back on the phone.


    “Give me the number where Director Moore can reach you,” he said.


    Moira recited her cell phone number and cut the connection, fully expecting that her request would be promptly lost in the maze of paperwork and requests that must constantly flood Soraya’s electronic in-box. She was therefore stunned when her cell phone rang ten minutes later, showing an out of area logo on her tiny screen.


    She put the cell to her ear. “Hello?”


    “¿Moira? It’s Soraya Moore. Where are you? Are you in trouble?”


    Moira laughed in relief to hear the other woman’s voice. “I’m in DC and yes, I’ve been in trouble, and out. Listen, I have some news for you.” Quickly and methodically, she started at the beginning, outlining what she knew about Jay Weston’s murder—and what she was now certain was Steve Stevenson’s murder—as well as what she knew of Ronnie Hart’s death. “It all boils down to this software program Noah Perlis commissioned.” She went on to describe what Bardem did, how she had obtained a copy of it, and what it had revealed about Black River’s plans to confiscate the Iranian oil fields.


    “What I can’t figure is how such a complex plan could have been hatched after the terrorist attack on the airplane outside Cairo.”


    “It wasn’t,” Soraya said. “I’m currently in Khartoum and here’s why.” And she told Moira what she and Amun Chalthoum had discovered regarding the Iranian Kowsar 3 missile and the four-man American cadre that had smuggled it over the Sudanese border into Egypt. “So you see it’s bigger even than Black River and elements inside the government. Even Noah couldn’t have gotten to Nikolai Yevsen without the help of the Russians.”


    Now Moira understood why no one was concerned about the illegality of the oil field land-grab. If the Russians were in on Pinprick they would deflect world opinion in the right direction.


    “Moira,” Soraya said now, “we found the four men outside Khartoum. They were shot once in the head, execution-style, and their bodies dumped in with quicklime. But we managed to salvage something odd from each of them. They look like dog tags, only the writing on them is enciphered.”


    Moira felt her heart thumping hard in her chest. “They sound like the tags Black River gives to its field personnel.”


    “Then we could prove it was Black River personnel who fired that missile. We could avert this ill-advised and self-serving war.”


    “I’d have to see them to make sure,” Moira said.


    “I’ll overnight them to you,” Soraya said. “My pal here tells me he can expedite the shipment so you’ll get the tags tomorrow morning.”


    “That would be fantastic. If they are what they seem to be, I can get them processed in hours. I’ll just have to make sure they’re delivered into the right hands.”


    “That wouldn’t be CI,” Soraya said. “There’s a new director, M. Errol Danziger. Though his appointment hasn’t yet been officially announced, he’s already taken over—and he’s Secretary Halliday’s man.” She took a breath. “Listen, do you need protection? I can have some of my people to wherever you are within twenty minutes.”


    “Thanks very much, but the way things are going the fewer people who know where I am, the better.”


    “Understood.” There was another, longer pause. “I’ve been thinking a lot about Jason recently.”


    “Me, too.” Moira was thinking how happy she was that Jason wasn’t a part of all this. He needed his time to heal, both physically and mentally. Being a hairbreadth from dying wasn’t something you got over in a few weeks or even months.


    “There’s a lot about him to remember.” Half a world away, Soraya was thinking she’d call Jason and update him just as soon she concluded this conversation.


    “You and I share that, don’t we?”


    “Don’t forget about him, Moira,” Soraya said just before she rang off.

  


  
    CHAPTER 33

  


  
    Arkadin, alighting from the Air Afrika jet, despised Noah Perlis on sight. For that reason, he was at his most cordial when he, at the head of his twenty-man cadre, met with the Black River operative. At the same time, he was trying his best to ignore the eerie similarities between this section of Iran and Nizhny Tagil, with its sulfurous stench, the particulate-filled air, the ring of oil wells that seemed so much like the guard towers on the high-security prisons surrounding his home city.


    The rest of Arkadin’s contingent was still in the plane, where they were looking after the pilot and navigator, as they had the entire flight, to make sure they didn’t warn anyone about the larger-than-normal cargo. At a pre-arranged signal, the men would come pouring out of the belly of the plane, not unlike the Greek warriors who had been taken inside the impregnable walls of Troy in the wooden horse.


    “It’s good to meet you at last, Leonid Danilovich,” Perlis said in passable Russian as he gripped Arkadin’s hand. “Your reputation precedes you.”


    Arkadin smiled his most welcoming smile and said, “I think you ought to know Jason Bourne is here—”


    “What?” Perlis looked as if the world had dropped away from him. “What did you say?”


    “—or if he isn’t here yet, he soon will be.” Arkadin kept the smile on his face even as Perlis tried to yank his hand away from the death grip Arkadin had on it. “It was Bourne who infiltrated the Air Afrika building in Khartoum. I know you must have been wondering who it was.”


    Perlis appeared to be struggling to understand what Arkadin was up to. “That’s nonsense. Bourne is dead.”


    “On the contrary.” Arkadin jerked back hard on Perlis’s trapped hand. “And I ought to know. I shot Bourne in Bali. I, too, thought he’d died, but, like me, he’s a survivor, a man with nine lives.”


    “Even if all this is true, how would you know Bourne was in Khartoum, let alone at the Air Afrika building?”


    “It’s my business to know these things, Perlis.” He laughed. “Now I’m being coy. Actually, I sent Bourne on a course expressly designed to lead him to Khartoum, to the Air Afrika building, to—and this is most important of all—Nikolai Yevsen.”


    “Yevsen is at the heart of our plan, why would you do such an idiotic—”


    “I wanted Bourne to kill Yevsen. And that’s precisely what he did.” Arkadin’s smile spread all the way up to his eyes. This arrogant American looks good with all the blood drained from his face, he thought. “I have all of Yevsen’s computer files—all his contacts, clients, and suppliers. Not that that’s a wide circle of people, as you can imagine, but by now they’ve all been informed of Nikolai Yevsen’s death. They’ve also been told they’ll be dealing with me from now on.”


    “You—you’re taking over Yevsen’s business?” Despite what he’d just heard, Perlis couldn’t stop himself from laughing in Arkadin’s brutal face. “You have delusions of grandeur, my friend. You’re nothing but an uneducated, low-IQ Russian hood who’s inexplicably come into some good luck. But in this business good luck will get you only so far, then it’s time for the professionals to take you out.”


    Arkadin resisted the urge to turn the American’s face into bloody pulp. That time would come, but first he required an audience for what he was about to do. Still holding on to Perlis’s hand, he thumbed open his cell phone and sent a three-digit text message. A moment later the belly of the Air Afrika jet seemed to split open with the remaining eighty men in Arkadin’s private army.


    “What’s this?” Perlis said, as he watched his own personnel being overpowered, disarmed, thrown to the ground, where they were systematically bound and gagged.


    “It isn’t only Yevsen’s business I’m taking over, Mr. Perlis, it’s these oil fields. What’s yours is now mine.”


    



    



    The Russian Mi-28 Havoc combat helicopter carrying Bourne and Colonel Boris Karpov, two of his men, as well as a two-man crew and a full complement of weapons, banked low over the Iranian oil fields in Shahrake Nasiri-Astara, and immediately they saw the two planes—one the Air Afrika jet Karpov’s IT man in Khartoum had tracked here, the other a Sikorsky S-70 Black Hawk painted matte black but with no markings: Black River transport.


    “According to my intel in Moscow, the American-led allied forces have not yet crossed over into Iranian territory,” Karpov said. “We may still have time to avert this catastrophe.”


    “If I know anything about Noah Perlis, he’s sure to have made contingency plans.” Bourne, peering down at the swiftly changing terrain, was mulling over everything Soraya had told him. At last he had all the pieces of the puzzle, save one: Arkadin’s angle. He had to have one, Bourne was as certain of that as he was of anything in this delicately constructed spider’s web.


    And there was the spider, he thought, as the Havoc swept down like a bat out of hell, passing directly over the figures of Arkadin and Perlis. As Karpov directed the pilot to land, Bourne felt the deep throbbing pain in his chest wound, returning like an old enemy to dog him. Ignoring it, he tried to work out what was going on. Five men and one woman were lying facedown on the ground, trussed like suckling pigs ready for the rotisserie. Bourne counted a hundred heavily armed men in camo uniforms that were clearly not American military issue.


    “What the fuck is happening down there?” Boris had just now switched his attention to the same scene that absorbed Bourne. “And there’s that fucker, Arkadin.” He clenched his fist. “How I want his nuts in a sling, and now by God I’ll have them.”


    By this time the Havoc had come under small-arms fire and the pilot, sitting in his raised cabin in the rear, was taking evasive maneuvers, the two TV3-117VMA turboshaft engines whining in response. Neither Bourne nor Karpov was particularly concerned by the semi-automatic fire, since the Havoc was outfitted with an armored cabin able to withstand the impact of 7.62 and 12.7mm bullets as well as 20mm shell fragments.


    “Are you all set?” Karpov asked Bourne. “You look ready for anything, just like an American should.” And he laughed tonelessly.


    The weapons man yelled a warning. Looking to where he was pointing, they saw one of the men slide a Redeye missile into its launcher, and his compatriot swing it up onto his shoulder, aim it at them, and pull the trigger.


    



    



    The moment Arkadin saw the Redeye rammed home into its launcher, he delivered a vicious uppercut to Perlis’s jaw and, releasing his hand as the American went down, ran toward the man who was about to fire at the Havoc. He shouted for the man to stop, but it was useless, the noise of the helicopter rotors was too loud. He knew what had happened. His men had seen the Russian combat Havoc and had reacted instinctively against an enemy.


    The Redeye shot into the air, detonating against the Havoc’s fuel tanks. That was a mistake because the Havoc’s tanks were insulated with polyurethane foam to protect them from being set on fire. Plus, any rents in the tanks themselves were instantly closed with latex in the self-healing covers. Even if the blast had ruptured one of the fuel lines, which seemed likely because the Havoc was at a low altitude when it was hit, the fuel feed system operated in a vacuum, which prevented the fuel from leaking into areas where it could be ignited.


    In the aftermath of the hit, the Havoc swung back and forth like a disoriented insect; then what Arkadin feared most happened: two Shturm anti-tank missiles streaked out from the underbelly of the wounded Havoc toward the surface. The resulting detonations took out three-quarters of Arkadin’s cadre.


    



    



    Bourne, thrown face-first against a bulkhead, felt the explosion of pain in his chest radiating out into his arms. For an instant he thought the trauma to his wound had caused a heart attack. Then he got himself under control, mentally tamped down on the pain, and, extending a hand, pulled Karpov off the deck of the Havoc. Smoke drifted into the cabin, which made it more difficult for him to catch his breath, but it wasn’t immediately clear whether it was from damage the helicopter had sustained or from the shallow craters on the ground where the Shturms had struck.


    “Set this bucket down, and I mean now!” Karpov ordered over the racket of the engines.


    The pilot, who had been battling the controls ever since they were hit, nodded and they descended vertically. The moment they made contact with a bone-rattling jar, Karpov wrenched the door open and dropped to the ground. Bourne followed him with a grimace of pain. His breath was hot in his throat. Both of them ran, crouched over, under the aircraft’s wind-sweep, until they were outside the circumference of the rotors.


    What they came upon was hell on earth. Or, rather, war. In the air, the virile whoosh of the missiles had been exhilarating, especially as retaliation for the first strike, but here on the ground, without the cool detachment of a God’s-eye view, all was devastation. Great mounds of black earth, scorched and smoking as if from the pits of the underworld, half-covered random bits and pieces of bodies, as if some insane creature had decided to improve on the human form by first dismantling it. The stench of roasted flesh mingled with the foul odors of excrement and exploded ordnance.


    To Bourne, the scene had the nightmarish quality of Goya’s half-mad Black Paintings come to life. When so much death presented itself, when all was horror in every direction, the mind interpreted it as surreal in order not to go mad.


    The two men spotted Arkadin at the same time and took off after him. The problem was that the pain in Bourne’s chest was growing in size and heat. Whereas only moments before it had seemed to be the size of a pinball it now seemed larger than a fist. It seemed, moreover, to have encompassed his heart. As he went down on one knee, he saw Karpov vanish into a plume of black, oily smoke. He couldn’t see Arkadin, but what was left of his cadre was engaged with the Iranian oil field guards in a pitched hand-to-hand battle for every inch of territory that hadn’t been turned into an infernal pit. As for the Black River operatives, none that he could see remained alive, having been either killed in the missile attack or executed by Arkadin’s forces. All was chaos.


    Bourne forced himself to his feet, staggering past the bodies into the curling smoke that reached up into the sky. What he encountered on the other side was not encouraging. Boris lay on the slope of one of the craters, one leg at an unnatural angle underneath the other. White bone shone through. Standing astride him was Leonid Danilovich Arkadin. In Arkadin’s hand was a .38 SIG Sauer.


    “You thought you could fuck me up, Colonel, but I’ve waited a long time for this moment.” Arkadin’s voice could just be heard over the screams and the harsh, rat-a-tat sounds of weapons of war. “And now my time is here.”


    He turned abruptly, facing Bourne, and a slow smile spread across his face as he squeezed off three shots in a tight triangle into Bourne’s chest.

  


  
    CHAPTER 34

  


  
    Bourne was blown back off his feet by the concussion of the bullets striking him. Searing pain racked him; he must have passed out for a moment, because the next thing he knew Arkadin had climbed up to the lip of the crater, looking down at him with an odd expression that might have been pity or even disappointment.


    “Here we are,” he said as he walked toward Bourne. “Karpov isn’t going anywhere and Perlis’s men are dead, if not buried. They’re both dead men. So now it’s just you and me, the first and last Treadstone graduates. But you’re on the verge of death as well, aren’t you?” He crouched down. “You are complicit in Devra’s death and I made you pay, but there’s something I want to know before you die. How many more graduates are there? Ten? Twenty? More?”


    Bourne could barely speak, he felt paralyzed. There was blood all over the front of the jacket Boris had given him.


    “I don’t know,” he managed to get out. Breathing was more difficult than he’d expected, and the pain was incredible. Now that he was in the center of the web, now that he had found the clever spider who crouched there spinning his intricate strands, he felt helpless.


    “You don’t know.” Arkadin cocked his head to one side, mocking him. “Well, here’s what I know and, unlike you, I don’t mind sharing. I imagine you think I hired the Torturer, but nothing could be farther from the truth. Why would I hire someone to do something I’m itching to do myself? Doesn’t make sense, does it? But here’s what does make sense: The Torturer was hired by Willard. Yes, that’s right, the man who remade you in Bali, after you somehow survived a bullet to the heart. How did you manage that, by the way? Never mind. In a moment, when you’re dead, it’ll be irrelevant.”


    Ordnance—mortars perhaps—from the Iranians came whistling through the sky, detonating at two different flanking points not a hundred yards away. Arkadin never flinched or even blinked. He merely waited for an abatement of the screaming.


    “Where was I? Oh, yes, Willard. Here’s another news flash for you: Willard knew I was alive and that I was the one who’d pulled the trigger in Bali. How did he know? The typical Treadstone way, he interrogated the man I hired to make sure you were really dead. He called me on my own man’s cell, can you believe the balls on that fuck!”


    Not far away, aircraft engines whined into life. The Black Hawk’s rotors started spinning. Now Bourne knew where Perlis had gone.


    “I imagine you’re wondering why he didn’t tell you? Because he was testing you—just like he was testing me. He wanted to see how long it would take you to find out about me because he already knew how long it took me to find out about you.” Arkadin sat back on his heels. “Clever little fucker, I’ll give him that.


    “Well, now that we’ve gotten to know each other a little better, it’s time to end it. There’s only so much time I can spend with my doppelgänger without getting sick to my stomach.”


    He got to his feet. “I’d make you crawl, but I’m quite sure in your condition you can’t manage it.”


    That was when Bourne rose up as if he’d returned from the dead, and lunged at him.


    



    



    Arkadin, in shock, raised the SIG and fired. Once again Bourne was knocked off his feet, once again he rose to one knee and then to his feet.


    “Good Christ!” Arkadin said. His eyes harbored a hunted and dangerous look. “What the fuck are you?”


    Bourne reached out and grabbed at the gun. At precisely that moment, a shot rang out, spinning Arkadin around. Blood leaked from a wound in his shoulder. He shouted, struck out at Bourne, then fired off two shots at Boris Karpov who, despite his broken leg, had crawled up the side of the charred crater. Arkadin’s SIG clicked hollowly; the magazine was empty.


    The Black Hawk lifted off and, swinging around, began a raking fire of machine-gun bursts at the remaining members of Arkadin’s cadre. It made no difference to the Black River gunner aboard the helicopter that Arkadin’s men were still engaged with the Iranian guards—both were being systematically mowed down.


    Throwing the useless SIG into Bourne’s face, Arkadin raced toward what remained of his men. Bourne took three steps after him and fell to his knees. His heart felt as if it was about to burst. Despite the Kevlar vest and packets of pig blood Karpov had insisted he put on under his jacket, the impact of the four shots Arkadin had fired at him had torn open his original wound. He could barely catch his breath.


    The Black Hawk was swinging around for another run at the men on the ground, but now Arkadin had slammed a missile into the shoulder launcher. Bourne knew that it was imperative for Arkadin to protect what was left of his cadre—without them, there was nothing he could do here. He couldn’t hold the oil fields by himself. His only chance now was to bring the Black Hawk down.


    With an extreme force of will, he rose and loped toward a tangle of dead soldiers. Picking up an AK-47, he aimed it at Arkadin and pulled the trigger. The magazine was empty. Throwing it aside, he wrenched a Luger from a holster on one of the soldiers, checked that it was loaded, and ran toward where Arkadin stood, spread-legged, the rocket launcher on his right shoulder.


    Bursts of machine-gun fire from the Black Hawk tracered through the air as Bourne ran and squeezed the Luger’s trigger, forcing Arkadin to fire the missile at a run. Possibly the launcher had sustained damage or else the missile itself was defective because it missed the helicopter. Without breaking stride, Arkadin tossed aside the launcher and, with almost the same motion, ripped a submachine gun out of a fallen soldier’s grip. He fired at Bourne on the run, forcing Bourne to scramble for cover. Arkadin kept firing until the clip ran out, then Bourne was up and running, though he could scarcely catch his breath. He fired, still on the run, but Arkadin was lost in a plume of dense black smoke. Above their heads the Black River helicopter lifted away in the direction of the oil wells.


    There were no Black River personnel left alive that Bourne could see, and Arkadin’s cadre lay strewn on the smoking ground. Bourne ran into the smoke and immediately his eyes began to tear; his breath felt ragged in his throat as his lungs labored. In that moment he sensed something coming at him from out of the swirling blackness, and he ducked, but not quite in time.


    Arkadin’s two-handed blow caught him on the shoulder, spinning him around. For the moment, the Luger was useless, and Arkadin delivered a punch to the side of Bourne’s head, staggering him further. Bourne felt as if both his head and his chest were about to explode, but when Arkadin lunged for the Luger, he struck out with the barrel, flaying open a long bloody wound on Arkadin’s cheek, so deep he could see bone.


    Arkadin reeled backward into the thick black pall, and Bourne squeezed off the Luger’s last three rounds. He careered through the smoke, searching for his foe, coming at last out of the plume. He turned in all directions, but Arkadin was nowhere to be seen.


    All at once he was on his knees, felled by the pain in his chest. His head hung down, the agony all-encompassing. In his mind he saw the fire creeping through him, threatening to consume him, and he thought of what Tracy had said as she lay in his arms, dying: “It’s in our darkest hour that our secrets eat us alive.”


    And then in the center of that fire a face appeared—a face made of fire. It was the face of Shiva, the god of destruction and resurrection. Was it Shiva who lifted him to his feet? He’d never know, because one moment he was on the verge of collapse, the next he stood swaying on his feet.


    And it was then that he saw Boris lying at the edge of the crater, his head covered in blood.


    



    



    Ignoring his own pain, Bourne dug his hands under Karpov’s armpits and hauled him up. Then, with the tracers buzzing through the air overhead, he dipped his knees and threw Boris over his shoulder. Gritting his teeth, he began to pick his way past the dead and the dying, the still-smoldering remnants of human beings, toward the Russian helicopter.


    Several times, he was forced to stop either by the hail of machine-gun fire or by the pain that gripped his heart like a vise cinched so tight he could scarcely breathe. Once, he went down on one knee, and the blackened hand of a soldier—of which side it was impossible to tell—grabbed at the fabric of his trousers. Bourne tried to brush it away, but the fingers stuck to him like glue. All around him half-shattered faces seemed to turn to him, shrieking in the silent agony of their death throes. They were all the same now, these victims of violence that was always, at heart, senseless. Their allegiances were rendered irrelevant by chaos, blood, and fire, erasing not only their humanity but also their beliefs—that one thing that drove them, whether it be politics, religion, or simply money. They were all jumbled together under a lowering sky filled with the ashes of their compatriots and their enemies.


    Finally, he peeled the soldier’s grip off him and, rising unsteadily, continued on his agonizing journey over the blasted landscape. Visibility was now an issue, what with the oily smoke that choked the already filthy air. As if in a dream, the Russian helicopter seemed to fade in and out of focus, to be at first near at hand, then thousands of yards distant. He ran, stopped, crouched over, panting, then ran on again, feeling like Sisyphus rolling the boulder up the hill but never getting to the top. His goal still seemed a mile away, and so he kept on, one foot in front of the other, stumbling and loping with his ungainly burden, zigzagging through the zone of death this mini-war had produced. And at last, lungs bursting, eyes tearing, he saw Boris’s men pour out of the shelter of the helicopter to meet him and their fallen commander. They took him off Bourne’s numb shoulder, and he fell to his knees. Two of Boris’s men lifted him to his feet and fed him water.


    But more bad news awaited him here. Boris’s crew had been forced to abandon the Havoc, which had been rendered inoperable by the missile strike. Bourne, looking around while he tried to regain his breath, directed them to the Air Afrika jet, sitting idle three hundred yards away.


    They encountered no one around the jet or on the gangway. The door gaped open. Inside, they discovered why: The crew had been bound and gagged, presumably by Arkadin and his cadre. Bourne gave the order to free them.


    They lay the colonel down on the floor of the Air Afrika jet and the medic crouched over him, beginning his examination.


    After five anxious minutes, when he tested and probed, he looked up at Bourne and the men hovering around. “The leg is a simple break and is no problem,” he said. “As for his wound, it could have been worse. The bullet grazed the side of his head, but didn’t crack the skull. That’s the good news.” His hands continued to work on his fallen commander. “The bad news is he’s got a serious concussion. Pressure is building in his brain; I’m going to have to relieve it by drilling a small hole”—he pointed to a spot on Boris’s right temple—“just here.” He took a closer look at Bourne and clucked his tongue. “Still and all, I can only do triage. We need to get him to a hospital as quickly as possible.”


    Bourne went up front and gave the Air Afrika pilot and navigator orders to take them back to Khartoum. At once, they began their pre-flight checklist. The engines came on one by one.


    “Please strap yourself in,” the medic said when Bourne returned. “I’ll see to you as soon as I’ve got Colonel Karpov’s condition stabilized.”


    Bourne was in no condition to argue. He collapsed into a seat, stripped off his jacket and the spent packets of pig blood Arkadin’s bullets had ripped open. He said a silent prayer to the spirit of the pig who’d given its life to spare his own, and could not help seeing in his mind’s eye the great carved pig at the pool in Bali.


    He unstrapped the Kevlar vest and buckled up, but his gaze never left Karpov’s prone form. He looked deathly pale, there was blood all over him, and for the first time in Bourne’s spotty memory he looked truly vulnerable. Bourne found himself wondering whether he’d looked like that to Moira after he’d been shot in Tenganan.


    As they began to roll down the runway, he had the presence of mind to call Soraya on his sat phone and tell her what happened.


    “I’ll get to General LeBowe, who’s commanding the allied forces, and tell him to stand down,” Soraya said. “He’s a good man, he’ll listen. Especially when I tell him that by tomorrow morning we’ll have enough hard evidence to prove it was Black River, not Iranian terrorists, who fired the Kowsar 3.”


    “A lot of people in the US government are going to have egg on their faces,” Bourne said wearily.


    “With what we have, I’m hoping more than egg for some of them,” Soraya said. “Anyway, it wouldn’t be the first time and it sure as hell won’t be the last.”


    He heard three huge blasts from somewhere outside. Looking through the Perspex window he saw Perlis’s parting gift: the Black Hawk had fired missiles into each of the wells. They were now all on fire. Doubtless this was his way of ensuring that, even if he survived, Arkadin wouldn’t get his hands on them.


    “Jason, you told me Colonel Karpov will be okay, but are you all right?”


    Bourne, sitting in the cabin of the jet that was just now airborne, had no idea what to say.


    How many times do you have to die, he thought, before you learn how to live?


    



    



    The moment Moira ripped open the package Soraya had sent her and pulled out the titanium tags, she knew she had the last piece of physical evidence to take Noah and Black River down. The tags were Black River, all right. After she had decoded them, had gotten the names and serial numbers of the four operatives, she took the tags and Humphry Bamber’s laptop with Bardem to the only person she knew she could absolutely trust: Frederick Willard.


    Willard accepted her evidence with a controlled amount of glee and, it seemed to her, a curious equanimity that spoke of a degree of foreknowledge. In due course Willard presented the evidence against Black River to a multiplicity of sources, to ensure the evidence would not somehow be deliberately mislaid or otherwise disposed of.


    



    



    Soraya and Amun Chalthoum returned to Cairo. Despite the fact that Soraya’s people had gathered compelling evidence on the identity of Chalthoum’s enemy, it was not a happy time for them personally. Soraya knew that he’d never leave Egypt, that he felt comfortable only in his homeland. Besides, he still had political battles to fight here, and she knew that even if she hadn’t helped him, he’d never run away from them. She also knew that she’d never leave America to live here with him.


    “What are we going to do, Amun?” she said.


    “I don’t know, azizti. I love you in a way I’ve never loved anyone in my life. The thought of losing you is unbearable.” He took her hand. “Move here. Live with me. We’ll get married and you’ll have babies and we’ll raise them together.”


    She laughed and shook her head. “You know I wouldn’t be happy here.”


    “But think how beautiful our children will be, azizti!”


    She laughed again. “Idiot!” She kissed him on the lips. She’d meant it as a friendly kiss, but it turned into something else, something deeper, something ecstatic, and it lasted a long time.


    When at last they broke apart, she said, “I have an idea. We’ll meet once a year for a week, a different place each year, or wherever you wish.”


    He looked at her for a long time. “Azizti, there is nothing else for us, is there?”


    “Isn’t this enough? This has to be enough, you must see that.”


    “I see very clearly.” He sighed and held her tight. “We’ll make it enough, won’t we?”


    



    



    Three days later the Black River scandal hit the Internet and newswires with the force of a hurricane, overshadowing even the disbanding of the allied forces on Iran’s borders, which had already been parsed to death by the news media’s talking heads.


    “This is it,” Peter Marks told Willard, “both Black River and Secretary Halliday are going down.”


    He was surprised when Willard gave him an inscrutable look. “I hope you’re not eager to back out of our deal, princeling.”


    That cryptic remark became clear when, hours later, Secretary of Defense Bud Halliday held a press conference condemning Black River’s role in what he termed “a stupefying abuse of power that goes so far beyond the parameters of the company’s stated mission that steps are being taken to dismantle it. I’ve spoken personally to the attorney general, who confirmed to me that both civil and criminal charges are at this moment being prepared against members of Black River, including the principals. I want to make perfectly clear to the American people that the NSA hired Black River in good faith on the basis of that organization’s assurances that they had met with and had come to an agreement with leaders of a pro-democracy group inside Iran. Documentation was provided as to dates, times, names of the principals, and issues discussed, all of which I have turned over to the attorney general as evidence against Black River. I want to assure the American people that at no time did I or anyone in the NSA know that this was a total fabrication on the part of Black River. To that end, a blue-ribbon panel is at this moment being created to investigate the entire matter. My pledge to you today is that the perpetrators of this unthinkable plot will be punished to the full extent of the law.”


    Not surprisingly, no link was ever discovered between the NSA, let alone Halliday himself, and Black River other than the one he publicly described. And to Marks’s astonishment, the principals charged by the attorney general were Kerry Mangold and Dick Braun. Nowhere was there a mention of Oliver Liss, the third member of Black River’s triumvirate.


    When Marks asked Willard about this, he received the same inscrutable look, which sent him scrambling to Google stories on Black River. What he discovered, after an exhaustive search, was a small article buried in The Washington Post of several weeks back. It seemed that Oliver Liss had tendered his resignation without notice from the company he had helped found “for personal reasons.” Try as he might, Marks could find no mention anywhere of what those personal reasons might be.


    That’s when Willard, with a Cheshire Cat grin, told him there weren’t any.


    “I trust you’re ready to start work,” Willard said, “because Treadstone is back in business.”

  


  
    CHAPTER 35

  


  
    On a magnificent sunny day in Bali when May had just begun to bud, Suparwita arrived at the sacred temple of Pura Lempuyang. Not a cloud was in the sky as he climbed the dragon staircase and passed through the carved stone portal to the second temple high on the mountainside. Mount Agung, clear, completely free of clouds, and blue as the Strait of Lombok, rose up in all its splendor. Then, as Suparwita made his way toward a group of kneeling penitents, a shadow fell across the stones and he saw that Noah Perlis was waiting for him.


    “You don’t look surprised.” Perlis wore his Balinese sarong and T-shirt as uncomfortably as a drug addict wears a suit.


    “Why would I be surprised,” Suparwita said, “when I knew you would return?”


    “I had nowhere else to go. Back in the States I’m a wanted man. I’m a fugitive now, that’s what you wanted, isn’t it?”


    “I meant for you to be an outcast,” Suparwita said. “The two are not the same.”


    Perlis sneered. “You think you can punish me?”


    “I have no need of punishing you.”


    “I should have killed you when I had the chance, years ago.”


    Suparwita regarded him with his large liquid eyes. “It wasn’t enough that you killed Holly?”


    Perlis appeared startled. “You have no proof of that.”


    “I don’t need what you call proof. I know what happened.”


    Perlis took a step toward him. “Which is what, exactly?”


    “You followed Holly Marie Moreau back here from Europe. What you were doing with her there I can’t presume to know.”


    “Why not?” The sneer hadn’t left Perlis’s face. “You claim to know everything else.”


    “Why did you follow Holly back here, Mr. Perlis?”


    Perlis kept his mouth shut, then he shrugged as if feeling that it no longer mattered. “She had come into possession of something of mine.”


    “And how did that happen?”


    “She stole it, goddammit! I came back here to retrieve what was mine. I had every right—”


    “To kill her?”


    “I was going to say that I had every right to take back what she had stolen. Her death was an accident.”


    “You killed her without purpose,” Suparwita said.


    “I got it back from her. I got what I wanted.”


    “But of what use was it? Did you ever crack its secret?”


    Perlis remained silent. If he knew how to mourn, he would have done so already.


    “This is why you’ve come back here,” Suparwita said, “not just to Bali, but to the very spot where you murdered Holly.”


    Perlis suddenly experienced a flicker of anger. “Are you a policeman now as well as a holy man or whatever it is you call yourself?”


    Suparwita produced the ghost of a smile that held nothing for Perlis to cling to. “I think it’s fair to say that what Holly took from you, you yourself stole.”


    Perlis went white. “How could you possibly… how could you possibly know that?” he whispered.


    “Holly told me. How else?”


    “Holly didn’t know that, only I knew it.” He tossed his head contemptuously. “Anyway, I didn’t come here to be interrogated.”


    “Do you know now why you came?” Suparwita’s eyes burned so brightly their fire was scarcely dimmed by the sun.


    “No.”


    “But you do.” Suparwita raised an arm, pointing to the bulk of Mount Agung rising in the stone archway.


    Perlis turned to look, shading his eyes from the glare, but when he turned back Suparwita had vanished. The people were still at their endless praying, the priest was absorbed in God alone knew what, and the man beside him was counting his money in a mesmerizingly slow, even rhythm.


    Then, as if without his own volition, Perlis found himself walking toward Mount Agung, the carved stone gate, and the top of the stairs where, years before, Holly Marie Moreau had been sent to her death.


    



    



    Perlis awoke with a shout of false denial trapped in his throat. Despite the air-conditioning of his room, he was sweating. He had bolted to a sitting position from a deep sleep or, more accurately, from the deep dream of Suparwita and Pura Lempuyang. He felt the pain around his pumping heart that always accompanied the aftermath of these dreams.


    For a moment, he couldn’t recall where he was. He’d been on the run ever since he’d ordered the Iranian oil fields set on fire. What had gone wrong? He’d asked himself that painful question a thousand times and finally, he was left with one answer: Bardem had failed to predict this outcome because of the introduction of two almost identical variables outside the million parameters with which it had been programmed—Bourne and Arkadin. In the world of finance, the appearance of a game-changing event that no one was anticipating was called a Black Swan. In the hermetic world of esoteric software programmers, a circumstance outside the parameters that crashed the program was called Shiva, the Hindu god of destruction. For one Shiva to appear was rare enough, but two was unthinkable.


    Days and nights had passed as if in one of Perlis’s dreams; often now he was unsure as to which was a dream and which waking life. In any event, nothing seemed real anymore, not the food he ate, the places in which he stayed, the shallow sleep he managed to snatch. Then yesterday he’d arrived in Bali, and for the first time since the Black Hawk lifted off from the ruins of Pinprick, something changed inside him. His work at Black River had been his family, his comrades—he was able to see nothing beyond its parameters. Now, without it, he had ceased to exist. But no, it was far worse than that, because come to think of it, for all the time he’d worked at Black River, he’d made himself cease to exist. He’d reveled in all the roles he’d had to play because they took him further and further away from himself, a person he’d never liked or had much use for. It was the real Noah Perlis—pathetic weakling that he was, not heard from since his childhood—who had fallen in love with Moira. Joining Black River was like donning armor, a protection against the weakling full of feelings that lurked like a spineless wretch inside him. Now that he no longer had Black River, he’d been stripped of that armor, and his little pink mewling self was exposed. A switch had been thrown, from positive to negative, and all the energy that used to come to him was flowing out of him.


    He swung his legs out of bed and walked to the window. What was it about this place? He’d been to many paradisiacal islands in his time—spots strewn all across the globe in diamond-like glitter. But Bali seemed to throb against his eyes with an ethereal presence. He was a man who did not believe in the ethereal. Even as a child, he’d been pragmatic. He had spent virtually his entire adult life isolated, without family or friends; a situation entirely of his own making, since both friends and family had the habit of betraying you without even knowing it. Early on in his life, he’d discovered that if you felt nothing you couldn’t get hurt. Nevertheless, he had been hurt, not only by Moira.


    He showered and dressed, then went out into the moist heat and the glare. The sky was precisely as cloudless as it had been in his dream. In the far distance, he could see the blue bulk of Mount Agung, a place of eternal mystery to him, and of fear, because it seemed to him that something he didn’t want to know about himself dwelled on that mountain. This thing—whatever it was—drew him as powerfully as it repelled him. He tried to regain some semblance of equilibrium, to push down the emotions that had erupted inside him, but he couldn’t. The fucking horses had bolted from the stable and without the iron discipline of Black River, without his armor, there was no getting them back in. He stared down at his hands, which shook as violently as if he had the DTs.


    What’s happening to me? he thought. But he knew that wasn’t the right question to ask.


    “Why did you come?” That was the right question, the one Suparwita had asked him in his dream. From what he’d read on the subject all the people in your dreams were aspects of yourself. This being so, he had been asking himself the question. Why had he returned to Bali? When he’d left after Holly Marie’s death he was certain that he’d never return. And yet, here he was. Moira had hurt him, it was true, but what had happened with Holly had hurt him most of all.


    He ate a meal without tasting it, and by the time he had reached his destination, he could not have said what it was. His stomach felt neither full nor empty. Like the rest of him, it seemed to have ceased to exist.


    Holly Marie Moreau was buried in a small sema—cemetery—southwest of the village where she’d been raised. As a rule, modern-day Balinese cremated their dead, but there were pockets of people—original Balinese like those in Tenganan, those who weren’t Hindu—who did not. Balinese believed that seaward-west was the direction of hell, so sema were always built—when they were built at all—to the seaward-west of the village. Here, in the south of Bali, that was southwest. The Balinese were terrified of cemeteries, certain that the uncremated bodies were the undead, wandering around at night, being raised from their graves by evil spirits, led by Rudra, the god of evil. Consequently, the place was utterly abandoned—even, it appeared, by birds and wildlife.


    Thick stands of trees were everywhere, casting the sema in deepest shadow, so that it seemed lost in the inky blues and greens of a perpetual twilight. Apart from one grave site, the place had a distinctly unkempt aspect that bordered on the disreputable. This particular grave site bore the headstone of Holly Marie Moreau.


    For what seemed an eternity, Perlis stood staring at the slab of marble engraved with her name and dates of birth and death. Beneath the impersonal information was one word: beloved.


    As with whatever was waiting for him on Mount Agung, he felt an inexorable pull and repulsion toward her grave. He walked slowly and deliberately, his pace seemingly dictated by the beat of his heart. All at once, he stopped, having glimpsed, or thought he glimpsed, a shadow darker than the others flit from tree to tree. Was it something or nothing, a trick of the crepuscular light? He thought of the gods and demons said to inhabit semas and laughed to himself. Then he saw the shadow, more clearly this time. He could not make out the face but saw the long, streaming hair of a young woman or a girl. The undead, he told himself, as a continuation of the joke. He was quite close to Holly’s grave, practically standing on top of it, and he looked around, concerned enough to draw his gun, wondering if the sema was as deserted as it appeared.


    Making up his mind at last, he went past the gravestone, picking his way through the trees, following the direction of the girl-shadow he’d seen, or thought he’d seen. The land rose quickly to a ridge, more heavily forested than that of the sema. He paused at the crest for a moment, unsure which way to go because his view was obstructed by trees stretching away in every direction. Then, out of the corner of his eye, he saw another flicker of movement, and he turned his head like a dog on point. Only a bird, perhaps? But cocking an ear, he heard no birdsong, no rustle of leaves in the underbrush.


    He pushed on, following the flicker, walking sure-footedly down into a steep-sided ravine filled with even thicker stands of trees.


    Then, up ahead, he saw her hair flying, and he called her name, though it was foolish and completely unlike him.


    “Holly!”


    Holly was dead, of course. He knew that better than anyone else alive, but this was Bali and anything was possible. He began to run after her, his legs and heart pumping. He ran between two trees and then something slammed the back of his head. He pitched forward into blackness.


    



    



    Who knew her better,” said a voice in his head, “you or me?”


    Perlis opened his eyes and, through the pain dizzying him, saw Jason Bourne.


    “You! How did you know I’d be here?”


    Bourne smiled. “This is your last stop, Noah. The end of the line.”


    Perlis glanced around. “That girl—I saw a girl.”


    “Holly Marie Moreau.”


    Perlis saw his gun lying on the ground and lunged for it.


    Bourne kicked him so hard, the crack of two ribs echoed off the tree branches. Perlis groaned.


    “Tell me about Holly.”


    Perlis stared up at Bourne. He could not keep the grimace of pain off his face, but at least he didn’t cry out. Then a thought occurred to him.


    “You don’t remember her, do you?” Perlis tried to laugh. “Oh, this is too good!”


    Bourne knelt down beside him. “Whatever I can’t remember you’re going to tell me.”


    “Fuck you!”


    Now Perlis did cry out as Bourne’s thumbs pressed hard into his eyeballs.


    “Now look!” he commanded.


    Perlis blinked through eyes streaming with tears and saw the girl-shadow climbing down from one of the trees.


    “Look at her!” Bourne said. “Look what you’ve made of her.”


    “¿Holly?” Perlis couldn’t believe it. Through watering eyes he saw a lithe shape, Holly’s shape. “That isn’t Holly.” But who else could it be? His heart hammered in his chest.


    “What happened?” Bourne said. “Tell me about you and Holly.”


    “I found her wandering around Venice. She was lost, but not in the geographic sense.” Perlis heard his own voice thin and attenuated, as if it were being transmitted through a poor cell connection. What was he doing? That switch had been thrown, the energy flowing out of him, just like these words he’d kept inside himself for years. “I asked her if she wanted to make some quick money and she said, Why not? She had no idea what she was getting into, but she didn’t seem to care. She was bored, she needed something new, something different. She wanted her blood to flow again.”


    “So you’re saying all you did was give her what she wanted.”


    “That’s right!” Perlis said. “That’s all I ever gave anybody.”


    “You gave Veronica Hart what she wanted?”


    “She was a Black River operative, she belonged to me.”


    “Like a head of cattle.”


    Perlis turned his head away. He was staring at the girl-shadow, who stood watching him, as if in judgment of his life. Why should he care? he wondered. He had nothing to be ashamed of. And yet he couldn’t look away, he couldn’t rid himself of the notion that the girl-shadow was Holly Marie Moreau, that she knew every secret he had chained in the prison of his heart.


    “Like Holly.”


    “What?”


    “Did Holly belong to you, too?”


    “She took my money, didn’t she?”


    “What did you pay her to do?”


    “I needed to get close to someone, and I knew I couldn’t do it myself.”


    “A man,” Bourne said. “A young man.”


    Perlis nodded. Now that he’d embarked on this path he seemed to need to keep going. “Jaime Hererra.”


    “Wait a minute. Don Fernando Hererra’s son?”


    “I sent her to London. In those days, he wasn’t yet working in his father’s firm. He frequented a club—gambling was a weakness he couldn’t yet fight. Even though he was underage, he didn’t look it, and no one challenged his fake ID.” Perlis paused for a moment, struggling to breathe. His left arm, underneath his body, moved slightly as he tried to ease his suffering. “Funny thing, Holly looked so innocent, but she was damn good at what I’d sent her to do. Within a week she and Jaime were lovers, ten days after that she moved into his flat.”


    “And then?”


    Perlis appeared to be having an increasingly difficult time catching his breath. He continued to stare, not at Bourne, but at the girl-shadow, which seemed to him all that was left of the world.


    “Is she real?”


    “It depends what you mean by real,” Bourne said. “Go on, what did Jaime Hererra have that you wanted Holly to steal?”


    Perlis said nothing, but Bourne saw him curl the fingers of his right hand, pushing them into the leafy forest floor.


    “What are you trying to hide, Noah?”


    Perlis’s left hand, which had been lying under him, swung out, a switchblade biting through Bourne’s clothes into the flesh of his side. Perlis began to twist the knife, trying to find a way through muscle, sinew, and bone to one of Bourne’s vital organs. Bourne struck him a horrific blow to the head, but Perlis, with a burst of superhuman strength, only plunged the knife in deeper.


    Bourne took Perlis’s head between his hands and, with a powerful twist, snapped his neck. At once, the life force ebbed and Perlis’s eyes grew dim and all-seeing. There was a bit of foam at the corner of his mouth, either from his excessive effort or from the madness that had begun to infect him at the end of his days.


    Gasping, Bourne let his head go and drew out the blade from his side. He started to bleed, but not badly. He grabbed Perlis’s right hand and dug the fist out of the dirt. One by one, he opened the fingers. He’d expected there to be something held against the palm—whatever it was that Perlis had taken back from Holly—but there was nothing. Circling his index finger, the one he’d been so anxious to hide, was a ring. It was impossible to slip off, so Bourne used the switchblade to cut off the finger. What he held up into the emerald and sapphire light was a plain gold band, not unlike ten million wedding rings all around the planet. Could this be the reason Perlis had killed Holly? Why? What might have made it worth a young woman’s life?


    He turned it over and over, tumbling it between his fingers. And then he saw the writing on the inside. It went all the way around the circumference. At first he thought it was Cyrillic, then possibly an ancient Sumerian language, long-dead and forgotten except by the most esoteric specialists, but in the end the characters were unfathomable. A code, then, surely.


    As Bourne continued to hold the ring aloft, he became aware of the girl-shadow approaching. She stopped a number of paces away, and because he could see the fear on her face, he rose with a grunt of pain and walked over to her.


    “You’ve been very brave, Kasih,” he told the Balinese girl who had led him to the bullet casing in the village of Tenganan, where he’d been shot.


    “You’re bleeding.” She pressed a handful of aromatic leaves she had gathered to his side.


    He took her hand and together they began their trek back to her family compound at the top of the terraced rice paddy not far from Tenganan. His free hand pressed the poultice of herbs to his fresh wound, and he could feel the blood coagulating, the pain receding. “There’s nothing to be afraid of,” he said.


    “Not when you’re here.” Kasih threw one last glance over her shoulder. “Is the demon dead?” she asked.


    “Yes,” Bourne said, “the demon is dead.”


    “And he won’t come back?”


    “No, Kasih, he won’t come back.”


    She smiled, content. But even as he said it, he knew it for a lie.
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    Prologue


    
      
        Bangalore, India


        
          


        

      

    

  


  Night descended like a curtain of scuttling insects, coming alive with the setting of the sun. The noise was atrocious, as was the stench of unwashed bodies, human excrement, rotting food, and decomposing bodies. The garbage of Bangalore shifted back and forth like a sludgy tide.


  Leonid Danilovich Arkadin sat in a darkened room that smelled of hot electronics, stale smoke, and cooling dosas. Firing up a cigarette with his chrome lighter, he stared down at the ribbed skeleton of Phase Three, part of the ever-expanding Electronic City rising out of the slums clinging to Bangalore like a disease. Electronic City, built in the 1990s, was now the world capital of technology outsourcing; virtually every major high-tech company had IT offices here, making it the hub of the technical support industry spawned by technologies that morphed every six months.


  Gold from concrete, Arkadin thought, dazzled. He’d read up on the history of alchemy, because of its transformative nature it had become a special interest of his. At this early hour of the evening—early, that is, for the outsourcing crowd whose offices by and large filled the buildings to capacity—the lobby and corridors were as quiet and still as they would be if they were in New York City at 3 AM. The outsourcing crowd was geared to the workday in the United States, which made them as virtual as ghosts when they were at their consoles, cordless earphones wrapped around their heads.


  After the fiasco in Iran, when he had royally screwed Maslov, he had set up operations here, away from those he wished eventually to hunt, who were already hunting him: Dimitri Ilyinovich Maslov and Jason Bourne.


  From his suite of offices he had a perfect view of the block-square work site, a pit excavated out of the earth where the footings for the foundations of another office tower were being laid. Usually the site was lit by glaring floodlights, so the crews could work through the night, but work had stopped unexpectedly two weeks ago and hadn’t yet resumed. As a result the excavation had been invaded by the city’s ragtag army of beggars, whores, and gangs of young kids trying to fleece everyone who passed by.


  Now and again, as he let the smoke drift from his nostrils, he could hear the stealthy cat-like padding of his men strategically placed throughout the suite, but he was alone in this room with Hassan, a large, square software magician who smelled faintly of circuits and cumin. Arkadin had brought his men with him, loyal Muslims all, which presented a problem only insofar as the native Hindus hated Muslims. He’d looked into using a detail of Sikh mercenaries, but he couldn’t find it in himself to trust them.


  Hassan had proven invaluable. He had been the computer programmer for Nikolai Yevsen, the late and unlamented arms dealer whose business Arkadin had appropriated out from under Maslov. Hassan had made a copy of all the customer, supplier, and contact data on Yevsen’s mainframe before wiping it clean. Now Arkadin was working Yevsen’s list, raking in unimaginable mountains of money by supplying war matériel for virtually every local warlord, despot, and terrorist organization around the globe.


  Hassan sat hunched over his computer, using encrypted software slaved to the remote servers Arkadin had set up in a secure location. He was a man who lived to work. In the weeks since Hassan’s defection and Yevsen’s death in Khartoum, Arkadin had never once seen him leave these offices. He slept after eating a light lunch, from one to three thirty precisely, then it was back to the computer.


  Arkadin’s attention was only partially on Hassan. On a sideboard nearby lay a laptop, with hot-swappable drive bays, into which he’d slid the hard drive from the laptop one of his men had stolen from Gustavo Moreno just before the Colombian drug lord was shot to death in his Mexico City compound. Turning to it, Arkadin felt his face bathed in the eerie blue electronic glow, hard as marble, hard as his father’s callused fist.


  Stubbing out his cigarette, he scrolled through the files, which he’d already pored through again and again; he had a number of computer hacks on his payroll, but he hadn’t allowed any of them—even Hassan—to comb through this particular hard drive. He went back to the ghost file that had reluctantly shown its enigmatic face only under the duress of a powerful anti-virus program. He could see it now, but it was still locked away, encrypted with a logarithm his cryptographic software still hadn’t been able to crack despite running for more than twenty-four hours.


  Moreno’s laptop, which was hidden in a safe place, was as mysterious as this ghost file. It had a slot in the side that lacked the receptor for a USB plug-in and was too big to accommodate an SD card, too small to be a fingerprint reader. Clearly, it was a custom retrofit, but for what?


  What the hell was in that file, anyway? he wondered. And where would a drug lord get an unbreakable logarithm like this one—not at your local hacker’s mart in Cali or Mexico City, that was for sure.


  Lost in thought as he was, Arkadin’s head nevertheless came up as if he scented the sound, rather than heard it. His ears practically twitched like a hunting dog’s, and then, moving back into the shadows, he said, “Hassan, what’s that light moving down in the construction site?”


  Hassan glanced up. “Which one, sir? There are so many fires…”


  “There.” Arkadin pointed. “No, farther down, stand up and you’ll see it clearly.”


  The moment Hassan rose, leaning forward, a spray of semi-automatic fire demolished the office windows, spraying Hassan, the desk, and the surrounding carpet with an ice storm of glass crystals. Hassan, slammed backward, lay on the carpet, gasping and drooling blood.


  Arkadin ejected the hard drive just before a second hail of bullets flew through the shattered windows, gouging the wall opposite. Taking shelter within the desk’s leg hole, he took up a [image: image]korpion vz. 61 submachine gun and shot to ribbons the computer Hassan was working on. By this time staccato semi-automatic gunfire had begun to erupt from within the office suite itself. The overlapping noises resounded, peppered with shouted commands and the screams of the dying. No help from his men, that much was clear enough. But he did recognize the language in which the laconic orders were being delivered: Russian. And more specific than that, Moscow Russian.


  Arkadin thought Hassan was speaking or at least making sounds, but whatever he was saying was lost within the explosions of gunfire. Since the attackers were Russian, Arkadin had no doubt they were after Yevsen’s priceless information. He was now trapped inside a pincer assault both from within the suite and from the grounds outside the blown-out windows. He had only moments in which to act. Rising, he scuttled over to where Hassan lay, his hot, bloodshot eyes staring up at him.


  “Help… help me.” Hassan’s voice was thick with blood and terror.


  “Of course, my friend,” Arkadin said kindly, “of course.”


  With luck, his enemies would have mistaken Hassan for him, which would buy him the precious time to escape. But not if Hassan began to scream. Jamming the hard drive deep into his pocket, he pressed his shoe onto Hassan’s throat until Hassan arched back and his eyes nearly bugged out of his head. But with his windpipe crushed, he could make no sound. Behind him, Arkadin heard a confused swirl of sounds on the other side of the door. His men would defend him to the death, he knew, but in this case they seemed to have been caught off guard and might even be outnumbered. He had only seconds to act.


  As in all modern office buildings, the large windows were sealed shut, possibly as a safeguard against suicide attempts, which now and then occurred in any event. Arkadin cranked open a side window and slipped out into the unquiet night. Six floors below him was the excavation pit from which the cavernous new building would rise. Enormous earthmoving machines reared up amid the makeshift cardboard hovels and cook fires like long-necked dragons slumbering in the semi-darkness.


  The sleek, post-modern building had no horizontal sills outside the window, but between the windows were lengths of decorative outcroppings of concrete and steel running vertically. Arkadin swung onto one just as a fistful of bullets pinged through the door to his office—his men had lost their valiant battle with the intruders.


  The smells of the Bangalore night, of ghee, frying dosas, betel juice, and human waste, rose up from the excavation pit six floors below like a noxious mist as he began to shinny down the concrete-and-steel column. At that moment he became aware of crisscrossing beams of light below him: Having determined that they hadn’t shot him to death up in his office, they were beginning the search for him in earnest on the ground. Acutely conscious of how exposed and vulnerable he was clinging like a spider to the side of the building, he stopped at the fourth-floor level. The panes were smaller and more evenly spaced here because this floor was given over to the air-conditioning system, the water and electrical systems, and the like. He kicked at the windowpane on the floor below using the toe of his boot, but to no avail, the glass was impervious to the blows. Lowering himself farther, he swung his foot into a metal plate below the window. It dented, a corner twisted up but would not come off, so he scuttled down until, in this precarious position, he was able to insert his fingers into the space between the metal and the wall. Applying pressure, he levered the plate off. Now he was confronted with an oblong hole that appeared to be just large enough for his body. Grabbing onto the pillar with both hands, he swung his feet into the gap, pushed, inserting his legs, then his buttocks. Only then did he let go of the pillar.


  For a moment his head and torso dangled in space, long enough for him to see, even upside down, the searchlights rising toward him, creeping up the facade of the building. An instant later he was dazzled, caught in their light. He heard raised voices, guttural shouts in Russian before he gathered himself and pushed himself fully into the gap. Followed closely by the explosive sounds of gunfire, he tunneled into utter darkness.


  He lay still, regaining his breath and equilibrium. Then, using his feet and knees, he urged himself through the space, wriggling first one shoulder, then the other. This method served him well for three or four feet, until he came up against what seemed to be a barrier. Craning his neck, he could just make out a faint patch of gray floating somewhere in the blackness ahead of him, which meant he hadn’t come up against a barrier at all—the space had narrowed unexpectedly. He pushed with his legs, but this only seemed to wedge his shoulders in more securely, so he stopped and did nothing at all, willing his body to relax while his mind ran through strategies to extricate himself.


  He began a series of deep-breathing exercises, slowing with each exhale. He willed himself to think of his body as boneless, as infinitely malleable, until his mind was utterly convinced. Then he contracted his shoulders, bringing them in toward his chest as he’d once seen a contortionist do in the Moscow circus. Slowly, ever so gently, he pushed with the outer edges of his boot soles. At first nothing happened; then, contracting farther, he began to inch forward, coming through the narrow section and out the other side. Soon enough after that the top of his head butted against the inner grille. Drawing his legs up as far as the confined space allowed, he imagined them going through the grille. Then all at once he slammed his legs straight, battering the grille with such force it popped off, and he tumbled into what appeared to be a closet, stinking of hot metal and grease.


  Closer inspection revealed that the cubicle was an electrical switch station for the elevator. Coming out the other side, he found himself in the elevator shaft. He could hear the shouts of the Russian assassins. The elevator car was moving downward toward the fourth floor; the men outside must have informed those inside of where he had reentered the building.


  He looked around and saw a vertical ladder bolted to the wall directly across from where he stood. But before he could make a move the hatch on the roof of the elevator car swung up and one of the Russians poked his head and torso out. Seeing Arkadin, he brought up a submachine gun.


  Arkadin ducked as a burst of gunfire sparked off the wall at the spot his head had just been. In a crouch, he aimed from the hip and sent a hail of bullets into the Russian’s face. The top of the car was almost level with him, and he vaulted upward, landing on it. The moment his boot touched the roof, a burst of bullets exploded upward through the open hatch almost knocking him off his feet, but he kept going. Taking another long stride to the far edge of the roof, he leapt across the gap to the vertical ladder, down which he immediately scrambled. Behind him, the elevator car began to descend. When it was a good six feet below him it stopped.


  He braced himself, swung his upper torso around, and the moment he saw movement out of the open hatch, sent three quick bursts pinging against the roof. Then he continued down the ladder, dropping two and three rungs at a time in order to make himself a more difficult target to track.


  Answering fire started up, sparking against the metal rungs as he spidered his way down. Then abruptly the firing stopped, and risking a glance upward, he saw at once that one of the surviving Russians had crawled out of the open hatch and swung down onto the vertical ladder, coming after him.


  Arkadin paused long enough to raise his weapon, but before he could fire the Russian let go of his hold and, plummeting down, grabbed onto him, almost ripping his arms out of their sockets. He swung wildly with the added weight and the momentum from the falling body, and in that moment the Russian swatted the weapon out of his hand. It went banging down the shaft, clanging and caroming this way and that. At the same time, the elevator resumed its descent.


  The Russian had one hand pressed against Arkadin’s throat, while the other ripped a K-Bar knife out of its sheath. The Russian pushed Arkadin’s chin up, exposing his throat. The thick, wicked blade arced through the air and Arkadin drove one knee upward. The Russian’s body bent like a bow, intersecting with the bottom of the elevator as it came down.


  Even braced as he was, Arkadin was almost dragged into the side of the elevator as the Russian’s body was ripped from him. For a moment he dangled upside down, and only his ankles hooked through a rung of the ladder saved him. He let himself swing while he oriented himself, then he reached out, his powerful hands gripping the ladder as he unhooked his ankles and swung down until he was right-side up again. The strain on his shoulders was enormous, but this time he was prepared and did not falter. His feet found a rung below him and he resumed his downward climb.


  Below him the elevator continued its descent to the ground floor, but no one poked their head out of the open hatch. Landing on the roof, he peered cautiously inside. He counted two bodies; neither one was left alive. He dropped down, stripped one of the corpses of its weapon, then hit the BASEMENT button.


  



  The basement of the tower was a vast, fluorescent-lighted parking garage. It was not, however, well used, since most people who worked in the building couldn’t afford cars. Instead they called taxi services to take them to and from work.


  Apart from his own BMW, two gleaming Mercedeses, a Toyota Qualis, and a Honda City, the garage was bereft of vehicles. Arkadin checked them; all were empty. Avoiding his car, he broke into the Toyota and after several moments of fiddling with the electronics managed to defeat the starter cutoff switch. Settling himself behind the wheel, he put the car in gear, drove across the bare concrete and onto the up-ramp to the street.


  With a spray of sparks from the undercarriage Arkadin bounced out at the rear of the building onto the roughly paved street. Directly ahead of him lay the construction pit. So many fires flared among the rubble and the gigantic machines, the entire site seemed in danger of bursting into flame.


  To either side of him he heard the throaty roar of powerful motorcycle engines as two Russians rode their mechanical beasts toward him in a pincer movement. It seemed clear that they had been waiting for him at either end of the street so that no matter which way he turned, left or right, they could head him off. Pressing the accelerator to the floor, he drove straight ahead, crossing the street, and crashed through the flimsy fence that encircled the building site.


  Immediately the Toyota’s nose dipped down as the car descended almost precipitously into the pit. The shocks took most of the force of its landing, but Arkadin still bounced in his seat as the car hit bottom and, tires squealing, leveled out. Behind him the two motorcycles lifted into the air as they followed him into the pit—landing, bouncing—and took off after him.


  He headed directly toward one of the fires, scattering vagrants as he went. Passing through the flames, he veered hard to his left, threading the proverbial needle between two huge machines and—just managing to avoid one of the slicks of greasy garbage—turned hard right toward another fire and another group of lost souls.


  Glancing in his side mirror, he saw one of the motorcycles still on his tail. Had he lost the other one? Approaching the flames, he waited until the last minute, when the glare was at its height, then jammed on the brakes. As people ran in every direction, the motorcycle, with its driver half blinded, plowed into the rear of the Toyota, launching the Russian off the seat. Tumbling head-over-heels, he smashed into the top of the Toyota, bounced, and slid off.


  Arkadin was already out of the car. He heard the rider groaning, trying to get up off the dirt, and kicked him hard in the side of the head. He was on his way back to the car when the shots struck the fender near him. He ducked; the assault rifle he’d pulled off the dead man in the elevator lay on the passenger’s seat out of reach. He tried to crab-walk to the driver’s door, but each time he was driven back by shots that plunged into the Toyota’s side.


  He lay down, scrambled underneath the car as the syrupy, pungent air struck him another hammer blow. Emerging on the opposite side, he hauled open the rear door of the Toyota, and almost got his head shot off. He dived back under the car to regroup and within seconds realized that he had been given no choice but to abandon the car. Understanding that this was what his adversary wanted, he determined how to neutralize, or at the very least minimize, the mounted Russian’s advantage.


  For a moment he closed his eyes, picturing where the Russian cyclist must be by the direction from which the bullets came. Then, turning ninety degrees, he pulled himself out from under the Toyota by hooking his fingers around the front bumper.


  Bullets caused the windshield to shatter, but due to the safety glass it held together in a spiderweb so complex that it turned the windshield opaque, cutting off his pursuer’s view of his escape. Down low was the dense, stinking mass of the homeless, downtrodden, disaffected. He saw their faces as he ran, zigzagging madly through the morass of skeletal humanity, pale as ash. Then he heard the guttural cough of the motorcycle engine through the chatter of Hindi and Urdu. These goddamn people were moving like a sea, parting as he scrambled through their midst, and it was this movement that the Russian was following like the ping on a sonar screen.


  In the near distance he could make out a support structure of metal beams attached to the deep-set concrete footings, and he ran toward them. With a throaty roar, the motorcycle broke free of the surf of people, zooming after him, but by that time he had vanished into the jungle gym structure.


  The Russian slowed as he approached the beams. To his left was a temporary fence of corrugated iron, already rusting in the gluey Indian air, so he turned to the right and began a tour around the side of the metal beams. He peered down into the darkness of the abyss into which the massive footings had been set like molars. His AK-47 was at the ready.


  He was halfway along when Arkadin, lying along an upper beam like a leopard, leapt onto him. As the Russian’s body twisted backward, his hand reflexively squeezed the throttle, and the motorcycle surged forward, its balance off as the momentum of Arkadin’s leap tipped its front end up. The chassis accelerated as it spun out from under them, and they were both thrown against the metal beams. The Russian’s head struck the middle of a beam, and the AK-47 flew out of his hand. Arkadin tried to lunge at him but discovered that a shard of metal had penetrated the flesh at the back of his thigh all the way to the bone. He was impaled. With a violent wrench that momentarily took his breath away, he pulled the shard out of his leg. The Russian rushed him while he was still seeing sparks in front of his eyes and his breath felt like steam in his lungs. He was pounded by a flurry of blows to the side of the head, his ribs, his sternum before he swung the metal shard around, driving it into the Russian’s heart.


  The Russian’s mouth opened in surprise, his eyes looked at Arkadin with incomprehension, just before they rolled up in his head and he sank to the blood-soaked ground. Arkadin turned and walked toward the ramp to the street, but he felt as if he had been injected with a paralytic. His legs were stiff, barely responding to commands from a brain that seemed increasingly encased in sludge. He felt cold and unfocused. He tried to catch his breath, couldn’t, and fell over.


  All around him, it seemed, fires burned, the city was on fire, the night sky was the color of blood, pulsing to the beat of his laboring heart. He saw the eyes of those he’d killed, red as the eyes of rats, crowding in on him. I don’t want to share the darkness with you, he thought as he felt himself about to plunge into unconsciousness.


  



  And perhaps it was this thought alone that caused him to pause, to take deep breaths, and then, in that moment of repose or weakness, to improbably accept water from those crowding around him, who, he saw now, weren’t the familiar dead, but the unfamiliar living. Filthy, ragged, and without hope they might be, but they recognized an underdog when they saw one, and this brought out their innate altruism. Instead of picking him clean like a flock of vultures, they had taken him into their hearts. Isn’t it the downtrodden, the ones who can least afford to give up anything, who are more willing to share what they have than the millionaires inhabiting the gated towers on the other side of the city? This was Arkadin’s thought as he took their gift of water, in return giving them a wad of rupees from his pocket. Not long after, he felt strong enough to call the local hospital. Then he ripped off an arm of his shirt and wrapped it around his leg to stanch the bleeding in his thigh. There was a pack of boys, runaways or children whose parents had been killed in one of the many sectarian skirmishes that from time to time swept through the neighborhoods, a whirlwind of hate and blood. They watched him as if he were the hero of a video game, as if he were not quite real. They were afraid of him, but they were also drawn like moths to a flame. He motioned to them and they surged forward as if each one were a leg of some giant insect. They had the Russian’s motorcycle in their midst, and he saw that they had it surrounded, that they were protecting it.


  “I won’t take the bike away from you, it’s yours,” he said in Hindi. “Help me out to the street.”


  By then the sound of a siren had become a wail, and with the lost boys supporting him he limped out of the pit into the arms of the medical team, who bundled him into the back of the ambulance, where they laid him down, one of them taking his pulse, checking his heart, while the other began to assess the wound.


  Ten minutes later he was being wheeled into the emergency room on a collapsible gurney, then transferred facedown to one of the ER’s beds. The arctic air woke him as if from a high fever. He watched the comings and goings in the ER as he was given an injection of local anesthetic, then a surgeon washed his hands in the disinfectant gel from a dispenser affixed to a column, snapped on gloves, and began the process of cleaning, disinfecting, and suturing the wound.


  The procedure allowed Arkadin time to reflect on the raid. He knew that it was Dimitri Ilyinovich Maslov who had ordered the assault. Maslov was the head of the Kazanskaya, the Moscow mafia, known colloquially as the grupperovka. Maslov was his onetime employer, from whom Arkadin had taken the illegal arms business. This business was critical to Maslov because the Kremlin was coming down hard on the grupperovka, slowly yet inexorably stripping the families of the power base they had built up since glasnost. But over the years Dimitri Maslov had proved himself different from the heads of the other grupperovka, who were all either losing power or already in prison. Maslov prospered, even in these difficult times, because he still had the political muscle to defy the authorities or at least keep them at bay. He was a dangerous man and an even more dangerous enemy.


  Yes, Arkadin thought now, as the surgeon cut the suture cords, Maslov surely ordered the raid, but he didn’t plan it. Maslov had his hands full with political enemies closing in on all sides; besides, it was a long time since he’d been on the streets and he’d lost that keen edge only the streets can provide. Who, Arkadin asked himself, had he given this job to?


  At that moment, as if by divine intervention, he received his answer because, there, standing in the shadows of the ER, unseen or ignored by the hurrying staff and groaning patients, was Vylacheslav Germanovich Oserov, Maslov’s new underboss. He and Oserov had a long, vengeful history reaching back to Arkadin’s home city of Nizhny Tagil; nothing but hatred and venom lay between them. Still vivid in his memory was their most recent encounter—a nasty incident in the highlands of northern Azerbaijan where he was training a raiding party for Maslov while scheming to double-cross him. He’d called Oserov out, almost beaten him to a pulp—the latest in a long line of violent responses to the atrocities Oserov had perpetrated many years ago in Arkadin’s hometown. Of course Oserov was the perfect man to plan the raid, which, he was certain, included his own death whether or not Maslov had ordered it.


  Oserov, who stood in the shadows, arms crossed over his chest, appeared to be looking at nothing, but in fact he was observing Arkadin with the single-minded concentration of a hawk tracking its prey. The face was pocked and scarred, the knotty evidence of murders, street brawls, and near-death encounters, and the corners of his wide, thin-lipped mouth turned up in the familiar hateful smile that seemed both condescending and obscene.


  Arkadin was shackled by his trousers. They were rucked around his ankles because it had been too awkward to get them off him completely. He felt no pain in his thigh, of course, but he didn’t know how the shot he’d received would affect his ability to sprint or run.


  “That’s it,” he heard the surgeon say. “Keep the wound well dry for at least a week. I’m prescribing an antibiotic and a painkiller. You can pick them up from the pharmacy on your way out. You’re lucky, the wound was clean-edged and you got here before any infection could set in.” Then the surgeon laughed. “No marathons for a while, though.”


  A nurse applied a surgical pad, which she set in place with surgical tape.


  “You shouldn’t feel a thing for another hour or so,” she said. “Be sure to start both your prescriptions before then.”


  Oserov unwound his arms and came off the wall. He was still not looking directly at Arkadin, but his right hand was in the pocket of his trousers. Arkadin had no idea what sort of weapon he carried, but he wasn’t about to wait around to find out.


  He asked the nurse to help him on with his trousers. When he’d buckled his belt and sat up, she turned to leave. A certain tension came into Oserov’s body. As Arkadin slid off the bed onto his feet he whispered in the nurse’s ear, “I’m an undercover cop. That man over there has been sent by criminals to kill me.” When the nurse’s eyes opened wide, he added, “Just do what I tell you and everything will be fine.”


  Keeping her between him and Oserov, Arkadin moved to his right. Oserov matched him step for step.


  “You’re heading away from the exit,” the nurse whispered to him.


  Arkadin kept going, nearing the column where the surgeon had disinfected his hands from the dispenser. He could tell the nurse was becoming more and more agitated.


  “Please,” she whispered, “let me call security.”


  They were standing beside the column. “All right,” he said and pushed her so hard she stumbled into a crash cart, sending another nurse and a doctor tumbling. In the confusion he saw a security guard appear from the hallway and Oserov coming toward him, a wicked-looking stiletto in his hand.


  Arkadin grabbed the disinfectant dispenser and ripped it free of its brackets. He swung it hard, slamming it into the head of the security guard, who skidded on the linoleum floor as he went down. Tucking the dispenser under one arm, Arkadin vaulted over the guard’s prone body and took off for the hallway.


  Oserov was right behind him, gaining with every step. Arkadin realized that he had unconsciously slowed his pace, worried that he would rip out the stitches. Disgusted with himself, he shouldered past a pair of startled interns and put on a burst of speed. The hallway in front of him was clear, he dug in his pocket for his lighter, flicked on the flame. Then he pumped disinfectant out of the dispenser’s nozzle. He could hear the pounding of Oserov’s shoes, almost imagine the quickening of his breath.


  All at once he turned and, in one motion, lit the highly flammable sanitizer, thrust out the dispenser, and threw it at his oncoming pursuer. He turned and ran, but the explosion caught him anyway, hurling him halfway down the corridor.


  A fire alarm sounded, blasting through the cacophony of shouts, screams, running feet, flailing bodies, and flickering flames. He took off, but slowed to a walk as he rounded a corner. Two security guards and a pack of older doctors pushed by him, nearly knocking him off his feet. Blood started to trickle down his leg, hot and vital. Everything he saw was crystal clear, hard-edged, iridescent, pulsing with life. He held the door open for a woman in a wheelchair who held her baby in her arms. She thanked him and he laughed with such intensity that she laughed, too. At that moment a squad of grim-faced police came off the street through the door he was holding open, rushing right by him.


  



  



  BOOK ONE


  
    CHAPTER 1

  


  
    Yes,” Suparwita said, “that is the ring Holly Marie Moreau’s father gave her.”


    “This ring.” Jason Bourne held up the object in question, a simple gold band with engraving around the inside. “I have no memory of it.”


    “You have no memory of many things in your past,” Suparwita said, “including Holly Marie Moreau.”


    Bourne and Suparwita were sitting cross-legged on the floor of the Balinese shaman’s house deep in the jungle of Karangasem, in southeast Bali. Bourne had returned to the island to trap Noah Perlis, the spy who had murdered Holly years ago. He had pried the ring out of Perlis’s grasp after he had killed him not five miles from this spot.


    “Holly Marie’s mother and father arrived here from Morocco when she was five,” Suparwita said. “They had the look of refugees.”


    “What were they fleeing from?”


    “Difficult to say for certain. If the stories about them are true, they chose an excellent place to hide from religious persecution.” Suparwita was known formally as a Mangku, both a high priest and a shaman, but also something more, impossible to express in Western terms. “They wanted protection.”


    “Protection?” Bourne frowned. “From what?”


    Suparwita was a handsome man of indeterminate age. His skin was a deep nut brown, his smile wide and devastating, revealing two rows of white, even teeth. He was large for a Balinese, and exuded a kind of otherworldly power that fascinated Bourne. His house, an inner sanctum surrounded by a lush, sun-dappled garden and high stucco walls, lay in deepest shadow so that the interior was cool even at noontime. The floor was packed dirt covered by a sisal rug. Here and there odd items of indeterminate nature—pots of herbs, clusters of roots, bouquets of dried flowers pressed into the shape of a fan—sprouted from floor or walls as if alive. The shadows, which filled the corners to overflowing, seemed constantly in motion as if formed from liquid rather than air.


    “From Holly’s uncle,” Suparwita said. “It was from him they took the ring in the first place.”


    “He knew they stole it?”


    “He thought it was lost.” Suparwita cocked his head. “There are men outside.”


    Bourne nodded. “We’ll deal with them in a minute.”


    “Aren’t you concerned they’ll burst in here, guns drawn?”


    “They won’t show themselves until I’ve left here; they want me, not you.” Bourne touched the ring with his forefinger. “Go on.”


    Suparwita inclined his head. “They were hiding from Holly’s uncle. He had vowed to bring her back to the family compound in the High Atlas Mountains.”


    “They’re Berbers. Of course, Moreau means ‘Moor,’ ” Bourne mused. “Why did Holly’s uncle want to bring her back to Morocco?”


    Suparwita looked at Bourne for a long time. “I imagine you knew, once.”


    “Noah Perlis had the ring last, so he must have murdered Holly to get it.” Bourne took the ring in his hand. “Why did he want it? What’s so important about a wedding ring?”


    “That,” Suparwita said, “is a part of the story you were trying to discover.”


    “That was some time ago. Now I wouldn’t know where to start.”


    “Perlis had flats in many cities,” Suparwita said, “but he was based in London, which was where Holly went when she traveled abroad during the eighteen months before she returned to Bali. Perlis must have followed her back here to kill her and obtain the ring for himself.”


    “How do you know all this?” Bourne asked.


    Suparwita’s face broke into one of his thousand-watt smiles. All at once he looked like the genie conjured up by Aladdin. “I know,” he said, “because you told me.”


    



    



    Soraya Moore noticed the differences between the old Central Intelligence under the late Veronica Hart and the new CI under M. Errol Danziger the moment she walked into CI headquarters in Washington, DC. For one thing, security had been beefed up to the point that getting through the various checkpoints felt like infiltrating a medieval fortress. For another, she didn’t recognize a single member of the security personnel on duty. Every face had that hard, beady look only the US military can instill in a human being. She wasn’t surprised by this. After all, before being appointed as DCI by the president, M. Errol Danziger had been the NSA’s deputy director of Signals Intelligence, with a long and distinguished career in the armed forces and then in the DoD. He also had a long and distinguished career as a brass-balled sonovabitch. No, what startled her was simply the speed with which the new DCI had installed his own people inside CI’s formerly sacrosanct walls.


    From the time that it had been the Office of Strategic Services during World War II, the agency had been its own domain, entirely free of interference from either the Pentagon or its intelligence arm, the NSA. Now, because of the growing power of Secretary of Defense Bud Halliday, CI was being merged with NSA, its unique DNA being diluted. M. Errol Danziger was now its director, and Danziger was Secretary Halliday’s creature.


    Soraya, the director of Typhon, a Muslim-staffed anti-terrorist agency operating under the aegis of CI, considered the changes Danziger had instigated during the several weeks she had been away in Cairo. She felt lucky that Typhon was semi-independent. She reported directly to the DCI, bypassing the various directorate heads. She was half Arab and she knew all her people, had in most instances handpicked them. They would follow her through the gates of hell, if she asked it of them. But what about her friends and colleagues inside CI itself? Would they stay or would they go?


    She got off at the DCI’s floor, drenched in the eerie green light filtered through bullet- and bombproof glass, and came up against a young man, reed-thin, steely-eyed, with a high-and-tight marine haircut. He was sitting behind a desk, riffling through a stack of papers. The nameplate on his desk read: LT. R. SIMMONS READE.


    “Good afternoon, I’m Soraya Moore,” she said. “I have an appointment with the DCI.”


    Lt. R. Simmons Reade glanced up and gave her a neutral look that nevertheless seemed to hold the hint of a sneer. He wore a blue suit, a starched white shirt, and a red-and-blue regimental striped tie. Without glancing at his computer terminal he said, “You had an appointment with Director Danziger. That was fifteen days ago.”


    “Yes, I know,” she said. “I was in the field, cleaning up the loose ends of the mission in northern Iran that had to be—”


    The light’s greenish tint made Reade’s face seem longer, sharper, dangerous, almost like a weapon. “You disobeyed a direct order from Director Danziger.”


    “The new DCI had just been installed,” she said. “He had no way of knowing—”


    “And yet Director Danziger knows all he needs to know about you, Ms. Moore.”


    Soraya bristled. “What the hell does that mean? And it’s Director Moore.”


    “Not surprisingly, you’re out of date, Ms. Moore,” Reade said blandly. “You’ve been terminated.”


    “What? You’ve got to be joking. I can’t—” Soraya felt as if she were being sucked down a sinkhole that had just appeared beneath her feet. “I demand to see the DCI!”


    Reade’s face got even harder, like a pitchman for the “Be All You Can Be” slogan. “As of this moment, your clearance has been revoked. Please surrender your ID, company credit cards, and cell phone.”


    Soraya leaned forward, her fists on the sleek desktop. “Who the hell are you to tell me anything?”


    “I’m the voice of Director Danziger.”


    “I don’t believe a word you say.”


    “Your cards won’t work. There’s nowhere to go but out.”


    She stood back up. “Tell the DCI I’ll be in my office when he decides he has time to debrief me.”


    R. Simmons Reade reached down beside his desk and lifted a small, topless cardboard box, which he slid across to her. Soraya looked down and almost choked on her tongue. There, neatly stacked, was every personal item she’d had in her office.


    



    



    I can only repeat what you yourself told me.” Suparwita stood up and, with him, Bourne.


    “So even then I was concerned with Noah Perlis.” It wasn’t a question and the Balinese shaman didn’t treat it as such. “But why? And what was his connection to Holly Marie Moreau?”


    “Whatever the truth of it,” Suparwita said, “it seems likely they met in London.”


    “And what of the odd lettering that runs around the inside of the ring?”


    “You showed it to me once, hoping I could help. I have no idea what it means.”


    “It isn’t any modern language,” Bourne said, still racking his damaged memory for details.


    Suparwita took a step toward him and lowered his voice until it was just above a whisper. Nevertheless, it penetrated into Bourne’s mind like the sting of a wasp.


    “As I said, you were born in December, Siwa’s month.” He pronounced the god Shiva’s name as all Balinese did. “Further, you were born on Siwa’s day: the last day of the month, which is both the ending and the beginning. Do you understand? You are destined to die and be born again.”


    “I already did that eight months ago when Arkadin shot me.”


    Suparwita nodded gravely. “Had I not given you a draft of the resurrection lily beforehand, it’s very likely you would have died from that wound.”


    “You saved me,” Bourne said. “Why?”


    Suparwita gave him another of his thousand-watt grins. “We are linked, you and I.” He shrugged. “Who can say how or why?”


    Bourne, needing to turn to practical matters, said, “There are two of them outside, I checked before I came in.”


    “And yet you led them here.”


    Now it was Bourne’s turn to grin. He lowered his voice even further. “All part of the plan, my friend.”


    Suparwita raised a hand. “Before you carry out your plan, there is something you must know and something I must teach you.”


    He paused long enough for Bourne to wonder what was on his mind. He knew the shaman well enough to understand when something grave was about to be discussed. He’d seen that expression just before Suparwita had fed him the resurrection lily concoction in this very room some months ago.


    “Listen to me.” There was no smile on the shaman’s face now. “Within the year you will die, you will need to die in order to save those around you, everyone you love or care about.”


    Despite all his training, all his mental discipline, Bourne felt a wave of coldness sweep through him. It was one thing to put yourself in harm’s way, to cheat death over and over, often by a hairbreadth, but it was quite another to be told in unequivocal terms that you had less than a year to live. On the other hand, he had the choice to laugh it off—he was a Westerner, after all, and there were so many belief systems in the world that it was easy enough to dismiss 99 percent of them. And yet, looking into Suparwita’s eyes, he could see the truth. As before, the shaman’s extraordinary powers had allowed him to see the future, or at least Bourne’s future. “We are linked, you and I.” He had saved Bourne’s life before, it would be foolish to doubt him now.


    “Do you know how, or when?”


    Suparwita shook his head. “It doesn’t work like that. My flashes of the future are like waking dreams, filled with color and portent, but there are no images, no details, no clarity.”


    “You once told me that Siwa would look after me.”


    “Indeed.” The smile returned to Suparwita’s face as he led Bourne into another room, filled with shadows and the scent of frangipani incense. “And the next several hours will be an example of his help.”


    



    



    Valerie Zapolsky, Rory Doll’s personal assistant, brought the message to DCI M. Errol Danziger herself, because, as she said, her boss did not want to entrust the news to the computer system, even one as hackproof as CI’s.


    “Why didn’t Doll bring this himself?” Danziger frowned without looking up.


    “The director of operations is otherwise engaged,” Valerie said. “Temporarily.”


    She was a small dark woman with hooded eyes. Danziger didn’t like that Doll had sent her.


    “Jason Bourne is alive? What the fuck—!” He leapt off his chair as if he’d been electrocuted. As his eyes scanned the report, which was brief and lacking actionable detail, his face grew red with blood. His head fairly trembled.


    Then Valerie made the fatal mistake of trying to be solicitous. “Director, is there anything I can do?”


    “Do, do?” He looked up as if coming out of a stupor. “Sure, here’s what, tell me this is a joke, a sick, black joke on Rory Doll’s part. Because if not, I sure as hell am going to fire your ass.”


    “That will be all, Val,” Rory Doll said, appearing in the doorway behind her. “Go on back to the office.” Her expression of deliverance only partially assuaged his guilt at thrusting her into the line of fire.


    “Goddammit,” Danziger said. “I swear I will fire her.”


    Doll strolled into the office and stood in front of Danziger’s desk. “If you do, Stu Gold will be on you like flies on shit.”


    “Gold? Who the fuck is Stu Gold and why should I give a shit about him?”


    “He’s CI’s lawyer.”


    “I’ll fire his ass, too.”


    “Impossible, sir. His firm has an ironclad contract with CI, and he’s the only one with clearance all the way up—”


    The DCI’s hand cut across the air in a vicious gesture. “You think I can’t find just cause to can her?” He snapped his fingers. “What’s her name?”


    “Zapolsky. Valerie A. Zapolsky.”


    “Right, what is that, Russian? I want her re-vetted down to the brand of toenail polish she uses, understood?”


    Doll nodded diplomatically. He was slender and fair-haired, which only caused his electric-blue eyes to blaze like flares. “Absolutely, sir.”


    “And God help you if there’s a spot, however small, or even a question, on that report.”


    Ever since Peter Marks’s recent defection the DCI had been in a foul mood. Another director of ops had not yet been named. Marks had been Doll’s boss and Doll knew that if he could prove his loyalty to Danziger, he’d have a good shot at Marks’s position. Grinding his teeth in silent fury, he changed the subject. “We need to talk about this new bit of intel.”


    “This isn’t a file photo, is it? This isn’t a joke?”


    “I wish it were.” Doll shook his head. “But, no, sir. Jason Bourne was photographed applying for a temporary visa at Denpasar Airport in Bali, Indonesia—”


    “I know where the hell Bali is, Doll.”


    “Just being complete, sir, as per your instructions to us on first-day orientation.”


    The DCI, though still fuming, said nothing. He held the report, and its attendant grainy black-and-white photo of Bourne, in his fist—his mailed fist, as he liked to call it.


    “Continuing, as you can see by the electronic legend in the lower right-hand corner, the photo was taken three days ago, at two twenty-nine PM local time. It took our signals department this long to ensure there was no transmission error or interception.”


    Danziger took a breath. “He was dead, Bourne was supposed to be dead. I was sure we’d shut him down forever.” He crushed the photo, threw it in the hopper attached to the paper shredder. “He’s still there, I assume you know that much.”


    “Yes, sir.” Doll nodded. “At this moment he’s on Bali.”


    “You have him under surveillance?”


    “Twenty-four hours a day. He can’t make a move without us knowing about it.”


    Danziger considered for a moment, then said, “Who’s our wet-work man in Indonesia?”


    Doll was ready for this question. “Coven. But, sir, if I may point out, in her last written report filed from Cairo, Soraya Moore claimed that Bourne had a major hand in preventing the disaster in northern Iran that brought down Black River.”


    “Almost as dangerous as his rogue status is Bourne’s ability to—how shall I put it?—influence women unduly. Moore is certainly one of them, which is why she was fired.” The DCI nodded. “Activate Coven, Mr. Doll.”


    “Can do, sir, but it will take him some time to—”


    “Who’s closer?” Danziger said impatiently.


    Doll checked his notes. “We have an extraction team in Jakarta. I can get them on a military copter within the hour.”


    “Do it, and use Coven as backup,” the DCI ordered. “Their orders are to bring Bourne in. I want to subject him to extensive, ah, questioning. I want to pick his brains, I want to know his secrets, how he manages to keep evading us, how at every turn he cheats death.” Danziger’s eyes glittered with malice. “When we’re done with him we’ll put a bullet through his head and claim the Russians killed him.”

  


  
    CHAPTER 2

  


  
    The long bangalore night was nearly at an end. Thick with the stench of raw sewage, disease, and human sweat, dense with terror, displaced rage, thwarted desire, and despair, the ashen dawn did nothing to return color to the city.


    Finding a physician’s surgery, Arkadin broke in and took what he needed: sutures, iodine, sterile cotton, bandages, and antibiotics to take the place of the ones he hadn’t been able to pick up at the hospital. Loping through the wheezing streets, he knew he needed to stop the bleeding of the wound at the back of his thigh. It wasn’t life threatening, but it was deep, and he didn’t want to lose any more blood. Even more, though, he needed a place to hide, where he could stop the clock that Oserov had set ticking, a place of respite where he could assess his situation. He cursed himself for having been caught flat-footed by the enemy. But he was also acutely aware that his next step was a crucial one, disaster could so quickly compound itself into a catastrophe of deathly proportions.


    With his local security penetrated, he could no longer trust any of his usual contacts in Bangalore, which left only one option: the place where he maintained absolute leverage. On the way, entering an encrypted number that gave him access to a relay of secure signal routers, he called Stepan, Luka, Pavel, Alik, as well as Ismael Bey, the figurehead leader of the Eastern Brotherhood, which he controlled.


    “We’re under attack from Maslov, Oserov, the entire Kazanskaya,” he told each one brusquely and without preamble. “As of this moment we’re in a state of war.”


    He had trained them well, none of them asked superfluous questions, merely acknowledged the order with curt replies. Then they rang off in order to commence the preparations Arkadin had blueprinted for them months ago. Each captain had his specific role to play, each was activating his piece of a plan that literally stretched across the globe. Maslov wanted war, that’s precisely what he was going to get, and not merely on a single front.


    Arkadin shook his head and barked a laugh. This moment was always in the wind, as inevitable as their next breath. Now that it was upon him there was a palpable sense of relief. No more grinning through gritted teeth, no more pretending a friendship where only bitter enmity existed.


    You’re a dead man, Dimitri Ilyinovich, Arkadin thought. You just don’t know it yet.


    A touch of watery pink had tinged the sky, and he was almost at Chaaya’s. Time to make the difficult call. He punched in an eleven-digit number. A male drone at the other end said “Federal Anti-Narcotics Agency” in Russian. The now infamous FSB-2 that, under its leader, a man named Viktor Cherkesov, had become the most powerful and feared agency within the Russian government, surpassing even the FSB, the KGB’s successor.


    “Colonel Karpov, if you please,” Arkadin said.


    “It’s four AM. Colonel Karpov is unavailable,” the drone said in a voice not unlike one of the undead from a George Romero film.


    “So am I,” Arkadin said, honing his sardonic edge, “but I’m making the time to talk to him.”


    “And who might you be?” the emotionless voice said in his ear.


    “My name is Arkadin, Leonid Danilovich Arkadin. Go find your boss.”


    There was a quick catch of the drone’s breath, then, “Hold the line.”


    “Sixty seconds,” Arkadin said, looking at his watch and starting the countdown, “no more.”


    Fifty-eight seconds later a series of clicks was followed by a deep, gruff voice that said, “This is Colonel Karpov.”


    “Boris Illyich, we’ve almost met so many times over the years.”


    “Would that I could cross out the almost. How do I know I’m speaking to Leonid Danilovich Arkadin?”


    “Dimitri Maslov is still giving you fits, isn’t he?”


    When Karpov gave no response, Arkadin continued. “Colonel, who else could give you the Kazanskaya on a silver platter?”


    Karpov laughed harshly. “The real Arkadin would never turn on his mentor. Whoever you are, you’re wasting my time. Good-bye.”


    Arkadin gave him an address hidden in the industrial outskirts of Moscow.


    Karpov was silent for a moment, but Arkadin, listening carefully, could hear the harsh soughing of his breathing. Everything depended on this conversation, on Karpov believing that he was, in fact, Leonid Danilovich Arkadin and that he was telling the truth.


    “What am I to make of this address?” the colonel said after a time.


    “It’s a warehouse. From the outside it looks exactly like the hundred or so on either side of it. Inside, as well.”


    “You’re boring me, gospadin Whoever-You-Are.”


    “The third door on the left near the back will take you into the men’s room. Go past the urinal trough to the last stall on the right, which has no toilet, only a door in the rear wall.”


    There was only a moment’s hesitation before Karpov said, “And then?”


    “Go in heavy,” Arkadin said. “Armed to the teeth.”


    “You’re saying that I should take a squad with—”


    “No! You go alone. Furthermore, you don’t sign out, you don’t tell a soul where you’re going. Tell them you’re going to the dentist or for an afternoon fuck, whatever your comrades will believe.”


    Another pause, this one dark with menace. “Who’s the mole inside my office?”


    “Ah, now, Boris Illyich, don’t be so ungrateful. You don’t want to spoil my fun, not after the gift I’ve just given you.” Arkadin took a breath. Having witnessed the colonel take the bait, he judged the moment right to sink the hook all the way in. “But were I you, I wouldn’t use the singular—moles is more like it.”


    “What—? Now, listen to me—!”


    “You’d best get rolling, Colonel, or your targets will have packed up for the day.” He chuckled. “Here’s my number, I know it didn’t come up on your phones. Call me when you return and we’ll talk names and, quite possibly, much, much more.”


    He cut the connection before Karpov could say another word.


    



    



    Near the end of the workday Delia Trane was sitting at her desk looking over a three-dimensionally rendered computer model of a diabolically clever explosive device, trying to find a way to disarm it before the timer went off. A buzzer deep inside the bomb would sound the instant she failed—if she cut the wrong wire with her virtual cutter or moved it inordinately. She herself had created the software program that had rendered the virtual bomb, but that didn’t mean that she wasn’t having the devil’s own time figuring out a way to disarm it.


    Delia was a plain-looking woman in her midthirties with pale eyes, short-cropped hair, and skin deeply burnished by the genes from her Colombian mother. Despite her relative youth and her often ferocious temper, she was one of the ATF’s most coveted explosives experts. She was also Soraya Moore’s best friend, and when one of the guards from reception called to say Soraya was in the lobby she asked him to send her right up.


    The two women had met through work, had sparked off each other’s feistiness and independence, recognizing and appreciating kindred spirits, so difficult to find in the hermetically sealed public sector inside the Beltway. Because they had met on one of Soraya’s clandestine assignments they had no need to conceal from each other their life’s work and what it meant to them, the number one relationship killer in DC. Further, both of them realized that, for better or for worse, their entire lives were bound up in their respective services, that they were unsuited for anything but work they couldn’t talk about with civilians, which in a way validated their existence, their independence as women, and their importance irrespective of the gender bias that existed here as virtually everywhere else in Washington. Together they daily took on the DC establishment like a pair of Amazons.


    Delia returned to the contemplation of her model, which to her was like an entire world in miniature. Within seconds she was completely immersed in her problem, so she didn’t give a second thought to what her friend was doing here at this time of day. When a shadow fell over her work she looked up into Soraya’s face and knew something was terribly wrong.


    “For God’s sake, sit down,” she said, pulling over a spare chair, “before you fall down. What the hell happened, did someone die?”


    “Only my job.”


    Delia looked at her quizzically. “I don’t understand.”


    “I’ve been canned, fired, sent to the showers,” Soraya said. “Terminated without extreme prejudice—but certainly with prejudice,” she added with grim humor.


    “What the hell happened?”


    “I’m Egyptian, Muslim, a woman. Our new DCI doesn’t need any other reasons.”


    “Not to worry, I know a good lawyer who—”


    “Forget it.”


    Delia frowned. “You’re not going to let them get away with this. I mean, it’s discrimination, Raya.”


    Soraya waved a hand. “I’m not spending the next two years of my life going up against CI and Secretary Halliday.”


    Delia leaned back. “It goes that high up, huh?”


    “How could they do this to me?” Soraya said.


    Delia rose and went around her desk to hug her friend. “I know, it’s like being jilted by a lover, someone you thought you knew but who turned out to be using you and, worse, was betraying you all the while.”


    “Now I know how Jason felt,” Soraya said morosely. “All the times he’s pulled CI’s hand out of the fire and what did he get for it? He was hunted down like a dog.”


    “Good riddance to CI, I say!” Delia kissed the top of her friend’s head. “Time to start over.”


    Soraya looked up at her. “Really? Doing what, exactly? This shadow world is all I know, all I want to do. And Danziger’s so pissed off I didn’t come back to CI when he ordered me to that he’s put me on a clandestine service blacklist, making it impossible for me to work in the governmental intelligence community.”


    Delia looked thoughtful for a moment. “Tell you what, I need to do some things down the hall, make a call, and we’ll go for some drinks and dinner. Then I have someplace special to take you. How’s that sound?”


    “Better than going home, stuffing my face with ice cream, and staring at TV.”


    Delia laughed. “That’s my girl.” She waved a finger in the air. “Don’t you worry, we’ll have so much fun tonight you won’t remember to be sad.”


    Soraya gave her a rueful smile. “What about bitter?”


    “Yeah, we can take care of that, too.”


    



    



    Bourne sprinted out of Suparwita’s house without looking to either the left or the right. To the people watching he would appear to be a man on an urgent mission. He suspected that they would want to follow him to his next destination.


    He could hear them trailing him through the forest, drawn in closer by his focused behavior. He hurried through the underbrush, wanting them close to him so that his agitation would become their agitation. His life wasn’t in danger, he knew, until they had interrogated him. They wanted to know what he knew about the ring. No doubt they felt they were being discreet, but nothing was a secret in Bali. Bourne had heard that they had been asking about it in Manggis, the local village. Once he’d learned they were Russians, he had little doubt that they worked for Leonid Arkadin. He had last seen his enemy, the first graduate of Treadstone’s ultimate soldier program, in the battle-torn area of northern Iran.


    Now, in the midst of the emerald-and-umber Balinese jungle, Bourne made a hard right, heading for an enormous berigin—what Westerners called a banyan—the Balinese symbol of immortality. He leapt into the berigin’s many arms, working his way up through the labyrinth of branches until he was high enough to get a panoramic view of the area. Birds called to one another and insects droned. Here and there spears of sunlight pierced the many-layered canopy, turning the soft ground the color of chocolate.


    A moment later he spied one of the Russians, stalking cautiously through the dense undergrowth, making his way around stands of thickly foliaged trees. He cradled the barrel of an AK-47 in the crook of his left arm, the forefinger of his right hand lay against the trigger, ready to spray bullets at the slightest noise or disturbance. He advanced slowly toward Bourne’s berigin. Every so often he glanced up into the trees, his scowling eyes dark and searching.


    Bourne moved silently through the branches, positioning himself. He waited until the Russian was directly beneath him before he fell like one of the spears of sunlight. His heels struck the Russian’s shoulders, dislocating one, throwing him off his feet. Rolling himself into a ball, Bourne took the brunt of the fall on one shoulder blade, tumbling harmlessly head-over-heels. He was up and at the Russian before the stalker could regain his breath. Nevertheless the Russian’s training asserted itself, his leg flicking out and catching Bourne in the sternum.


    Bourne grunted. The Russian, teeth gritted against the pain, sought to gain his feet, and time seemed to stand still, as if the primordial forest around them were holding its breath. Bourne’s right arm lashed out, the edge of his hand breaking the bones in the Russian’s dislocated shoulder. The Russian moaned, but at the same time he drove the butt of the assault rifle into Bourne’s side.


    Leaning heavily on the AK-47, the Russian rose to his feet, stumbled over to where Bourne lay tangled in vines. He pointed the muzzle of the rifle but, as he did so, Bourne aimed a scissors kick at his adversary’s knee, bringing the Russian down to his level. A short burst from the rifle scythed upward, raining bits of leaves, bark, and branches onto both of them. The Russian swung the AK-47, trying to use it as a battering ram, but Bourne was already inside the arc of his swing. A swift strike with the edge of his hand broke the Russian’s collarbone, and the heel of Bourne’s other hand slammed into his nose with such force, it drove cartilage and bone into the Russian’s brain. As he keeled over, dead, Bourne snatched the assault rifle out of his bloody grip. He could see the crude tattoo of a serpent wrapped around a dagger that the Russian had gotten in prison, proof positive that he was a member of the grupperovka.


    Bourne was unwrapping the vines around him when he heard a guttural voice from behind.


    “Drop your weapon,” it said in Moscow-accented Russian.


    Bourne turned slowly and saw the second Russian stalker. He must have followed the sound of the gunfire.


    “I said drop it,” the Russian growled. He, too, held an AK-47, which was aimed at Bourne’s midsection.


    “What do you want?” Bourne said.


    “You know very well what I want,” the Russian said. “Now drop your weapon and hand it over.”


    “Hand what over? Just tell me what you want and I’ll give it to you.”


    “I’ll take the ring now. Right after you drop my partner’s rifle.” He made a beckoning motion. “Come on, fucker. Otherwise I’m going to shoot one leg off, then the other, and if that fails—well, you know how painful a gut wound can be, how long you’ll linger in agony before you bleed to death.”


    “Your partner. Too bad about him,” Bourne said, at the same time letting the AK-47 slip out of his grip.


    It was pure instinct, the Russian couldn’t help glancing over at his fallen companion. As he did so the motion of the AK-47 made him look down. That was when Bourne whipped the vine up and out. It caught the Russian around the neck, and with a powerful pull Bourne jerked him forward, right into his fist. The Russian doubled over. Bourne, dropping the vine, drove both fists down on the back of his neck.


    The Russian crumpled, and Bourne, crouched over him, rolled him onto his back. The man was still dazed, gasping and flopping like a fish on the bottom of a boat. Bourne slapped him into full consciousness, then pressed a knee into his sternum, using his full weight.


    The man stared up at him out of blue eyes. His face was unnaturally ruddy, and he could not hold back a dribble of blood from the corner of his mouth.


    “Why did Leonid send you?” Bourne said in Russian.


    The man blinked. “Who?”


    “Don’t do that.” Bourne pressed down and the man groaned. “You know perfectly well who I mean. Leonid Arkadin.”


    For a moment the Russian stared up at him, mute. Then, despite his dire circumstances, he laughed. “Is that what you think?” Tears rolled from the corners of his eyes. “That I work for that shitbag?”


    The Russian’s response was too spontaneous, too unexpected to be false. Besides, why would he lie? Bourne paused for a moment, reassessing the situation. “If not Arkadin,” he said slowly and carefully, “then who?”


    “I’m a member of the Kazanskaya.” There was no mistaking the pride in his voice; this, too, was genuine.


    “So Dimitri Maslov sent you.” Not long ago Bourne had met the head of the Kazanskaya in Moscow under unpleasant circumstances.


    “In a manner of speaking,” the Russian said. “I report to Vylacheslav Germanovich Oserov.”


    “Oserov?” Bourne had never heard of him. “Who is he?”


    “Director of operations. Vylacheslav Germanovich plans every phase of the Kazanskaya action while Maslov handles the increasingly annoying government.”


    Bourne considered for a moment. “Okay, so you report to this Oserov. Why was it funny that I thought Arkadin had sent you?”


    The Russian’s eyes blazed. “You’re as ignorant as a head of cabbage. Oserov and Arkadin hate each other’s guts.”


    “Why?”


    “Their feud goes back a long way.” He spat out some blood. “Interrogation finished?”


    “What’s the nature of their enmity?”


    The Russian grinned up at him through bloody teeth. “Get the fuck off my chest.”


    “Sure thing.” Bourne stood up, grabbed the Russian’s AK-47, and slammed the butt into the side of his head.

  


  
    CHAPTER 3

  


  
    I should have known,” Soraya said.


    Delia turned to her, a twinkle in her eye. “Known what?”


    “That an inveterate player like you would take me to the best private poker game in the district.”


    Delia laughed as Reese Williams led them down a wallpapered hallway peppered with paintings and photos of African wildlife, predominantly elephants.


    “I’ve heard about this place,” Soraya said to Williams, “but this is the first time Delia’s seen fit to bring me here.”


    “You won’t be sorry,” Williams said over her shoulder, “that I promise you.”


    They were in her Federalist brownstone off Dupont Circle. Reese Williams was the strong right arm of Police Commissioner Lester Burrows, indispensable to him in many ways, not the least through her extensive contacts within the upper echelons of DC’s politicos.


    Williams threw open the double pocket doors, revealing a library that had been converted into a gambling den, complete with a green baize table, comfortable chairs for six, and clouds of aromatic cigar smoke. As they entered the only sounds in the room were the click of chips and the barely audible flutter of a deck of cards being expertly shuffled, then dealt to the four men sitting around the table.


    Besides Burrows, Soraya recognized two senators, one junior, one senior, a high-powered lobbyist, and, her eyes opened wide, was that—?


    “Peter?” she said incredulously.


    Peter Marks looked up from counting his chips. “Good God. Soraya.” At once he stood up, said, “Deal me out,” and came around the green baize table to embrace her. “Delia, how about taking my place?”


    “With pleasure.” She turned to her friend. “Peter’s a regular here and I called him from the office. I thought you could use seeing an old compatriot.”


    Soraya grinned and kissed Delia on the cheek. “Thanks.”


    Delia nodded and left them, sitting down at the table. She took her usual stacks of chips from the bank, signing an IOU for the amount.


    “How are you?” Marks said, holding Soraya at arm’s length.


    Soraya surveyed him critically. “How do you think I am?”


    “I heard through my pals in CI what Danziger did to you.” He shook his head. “I can’t say that I’m surprised.”


    “What d’you mean?”


    Marks led her across the hall to a quiet corner in the deserted sitting room, where they were ensured complete privacy. French windows looked out on a shadowy alley of greenery. The room was wallpapered a warm persimmon color, the walls covered with photos of Reese Williams in Africa amid crowds of tribesmen. In some of them she was also with an older man, possibly her father. Plush sofas and several deep-cushioned armchairs of striped fabric were arrayed before a fireplace with a marble mantelpiece. A low polished wooden table and a sideboard with two trays of liquor bottles and cut-crystal glasses completed the picture. No amount of municipal salary or rake-offs could account for this magnificent house. Soraya thought Reese must come from enormous wealth.


    They sat side by side on a deep-cushioned sofa, turned partly toward each other.


    “Danziger’s just looking for excuses to get rid of CI’s top management,” Marks said. “He wants his people—and by that I mean Secretary Halliday’s people—in positions of power, but he knows he has to tread carefully to avoid it looking like a wholesale slaughter of the old guard, even though that’s been the plan all along. It’s why I bailed when I knew he was coming in.”


    “I’ve been in Cairo, I didn’t know you’d left CI. Where did you land?”


    “Private sector.” Marks paused for a moment. “Listen, Soraya, I know you can keep a secret, so I’m willing to go out on a limb here and tell you.” He paused, his eyes flicking toward the door, which he’d carefully closed behind them.


    “So?”


    Marks leaned in farther, so their faces were close together. “I’ve joined Treadstone.”


    For a moment, there was nothing but shocked silence and the tick-tock of the brass ship’s clock on the marble mantel. Then Soraya tried a laugh. “Come on, Treadstone is dead and buried.”


    “The old Treadstone, yes,” he said. “But there’s a new Treadstone, resurrected by Frederick Willard.”


    Willard’s name wiped the smile from Soraya’s face. She knew of Willard’s reputation as the Old Man’s Treadstone sleeper agent inside the NSA, who had been instrumental in exposing the former director’s criminal interrogation techniques. But since then he’d seemed to vanish off everyone’s radar. So Peter’s information was all too credible.


    She shook her head, her expression troubled. “I don’t understand. Treadstone was an illicit operation, even by CI’s covert standards. It was shut down for very good reasons. Why on earth would you sign up for it now?”


    “Simple. Willard hates Halliday as much as I do—as much as you do. He’s promised me that he’s going to use Treadstone’s resources to destroy Halliday’s credibility and his power base. That’s why I want you to join us.”


    She was taken aback. “What? Join Treadstone?” As he nodded, her eyes narrowed in suspicion. “Wait a minute. You knew I was going to get canned the minute I walked through the doors to HQ.”


    “Everyone knew, Soraya, except you.”


    “Good Lord.” She jumped up and began to stalk around the room, running her fingertips over the tops of the books on the shelves, the contours of bronze elephants, the textures of the heavy drapes without even being aware of it. Peter had the good sense to say nothing. Finally, she turned to him from across the room and said, “Give me one good reason why I should join you—and please don’t state the obvious.”


    “Okay, putting aside the fact that you need a job, step back and think for a minute. When Willard makes good on his promise, when Halliday is gone, how long d’you think Danziger will last at CI?” He stood up. “I don’t know about you, but I want the old CI back, the one the Old Man ran for decades, the one I can be proud of.”


    “You mean the one that used Jason over and over again whenever it suited its purpose.”


    He laughed, deflecting her blade of cynicism. “Isn’t that one of the things intelligence organizations do best?” He came toward her. “Come on, tell me that you don’t want the old CI back.”


    “I want to be running Typhon again.”


    “Yeah, well, you don’t want to know how Danziger’s going to fuck up the Typhon networks you built up.”


    “To tell you the truth, Typhon’s future is all I’ve been thinking about since I walked out of HQ this afternoon.”


    “Then join me.”


    “What if Willard fails?”


    “He won’t,” Marks said.


    “Nothing in life is assured, Peter, you of all people should know that.”


    “Okay, fair enough. If he fails, then we all fail. But at least we’ll feel that we’ve done whatever we could to bring back CI, that we haven’t simply knuckled under to Halliday and an NSA run rampant.”


    Soraya sighed, picked her way across the carpet to join Marks. “Where the hell did Willard get the funding to resurrect Treadstone?”


    Just by asking the question she saw she had agreed to his offer. She knew she was hooked. But while weighing this understanding, she almost missed the pained look on Peter’s face. “I’m not going to like it, am I?”


    “I didn’t like it, either, but…” He shrugged. “Does the name Oliver Liss mean anything to you?”


    “One of the principals of Black River?” She goggled at him. Then she burst out laughing. “You’re kidding, right? Jason and I were instrumental in discrediting Black River. I thought the three of them were all indicted.”


    “Liss’s partners were, but he severed all ties to Black River months before the shit you and Bourne threw hit the fan. No one could find a trace of his participation in the illegal activity.”


    “He knew?”


    Peter shrugged. “Possibly he was simply lucky.”


    She gave him a penetrating look. “I don’t believe that and neither do you.”


    Marks nodded.


    “You’re damn right I don’t like it. What does that say about Willard’s sense of ethics?”


    Marks took a deep breath and let it out slowly. “Halliday plays as dirty as anyone I’ve ever known. Whatever it takes to defeat him, bring it on, I say.”


    “Even making a deal with the devil.”


    “Perhaps it takes one devil to destroy another devil.”


    “Whatever the truth of what you say, this is a treacherous slope, Peter.”


    Marks grinned. “Why d’you think I want you on board? At some point I’m going to need someone to pull me out of the shit before it closes over my head. And I can’t think of a better person to do that than you.”


    



    



    Moira Trevor, Lady Hawk pistol strapped into her thigh holster, stood looking at the empty offices of her new but compromised company, Heartland Risk Management, LLC. The space had so quickly become toxic that she wasn’t sad to leave it, only dismayed because she had been in business for less than a year. There was nothing here now but dust, not even memories she could take with her.


    She turned to leave and saw a man filling the open doorway to the outside hall. He was dressed in an expensively cut three-piece suit, spit-shined English brogues, and despite the clear weather he carried a neatly rolled umbrella with a hardwood handle.


    “Ms. Trevor, I presume?”


    She stared hard at him. He had hair like steel bristles, black eyes, and an accent she couldn’t quite place. He was holding a plain brown paper bag, which she eyed with suspicion. “And you are?”


    “Binns.” He offered his hand. “Lionel Binns.”


    “Lionel? You must be joking, no one’s named Lionel these days.”


    He looked at her unblinkingly. “May I come in, Ms. Trevor?”


    “Why would you want to do that?”


    “I’m here to make you an offer.”


    She hesitated for a moment, then nodded. He crossed the threshold without seeming to have moved.


    Peering around, he said, “Oh, dear. What have we here?”


    “Desolation Row.”


    Binns gave her a quick smile. “I’m an early Dylan fan myself.”


    “What can I do for you, Mr. Binns?”


    She tensed as he lifted the brown paper bag and opened it.


    Taking out two paper cups, he said, “I brought us some cardamom tea.”


    The first clue. “How nice,” Moira said, accepting the tea. She took off the plastic top to peer inside. It was pale with milk. She took a sip. And very sweet. “Thank you.”


    “Ms. Trevor, I am an attorney. My client would like to hire you.”


    “Lovely.” She looked around Desolation Row. “I could use some work.”


    “My client wants you to find a notebook computer that was stolen from him.”


    Moira paused with the cup halfway to her lips. Her coffee-colored eyes watched Binns with uncommon scrutiny. She had a strong face with a personality to match.


    “You must have me confused with a private detective. There’s no shortage of those in the district, any one of them—”


    “My client wants you, Ms. Trevor. Only you.”


    She shrugged. “He’s barking up the wrong tree. Sorry. Not my line of work.”


    “Oh, but it is.” There was nothing sinister or even discomforting in Binns’s face. “Let me see if I have this right. You were a highly successful field operative for Black River. Eight months ago you left and started Heartland by poaching the best and the brightest from your former employer. You didn’t back down when Black River tried to intimidate you, in fact you fought back and were instrumental in bringing to light the company’s criminal dealings. Now, for his trouble, your old boss Noah Perlis is dead, Black River has been disbanded, and two of its founding principals are under indictment. Stop me if I’ve gotten anything wrong so far.”


    Moira, astonished, said nothing.


    “From where my client sits,” he continued, “you’re the perfect candidate to find and retrieve his stolen laptop.”


    “And where, exactly, does your client sit?”


    Binns grinned at her. “Interested? There’s quite a handsome remuneration for you.”


    “I’m not interested in money.”


    “Despite needing the work?” Binns cocked his head. “But never mind, I wasn’t speaking of money, though your entire usual fee will be paid in advance. No, Ms. Trevor, I’m talking about something more valuable to you.” He looked around the empty room. “I’m talking about the reason you’ve moved out of here.”


    Moira froze, her heartbeat accelerating. “I don’t know what you mean.”


    “You have a traitor in your organization,” Binns said without inflection. “Someone on the NSA’s payroll.”


    Moira frowned. “Just who is your client, Mr. Binns?”


    “I’m not authorized to reveal his identity.”


    “And I suppose you’re also not authorized to tell me how he knows so much about me?”


    Binns spread his hands.


    She nodded. “Fine. I’ll find my goddamn traitor myself.”


    Oddly, this response brought a cat-like smile to Binns’s face. “My client said that would be your answer. I didn’t believe him, so now I’m out a thousand dollars.”


    “I’m sure you’ll find a way to make it up in fees.”


    “Once you get to know me, you’ll realize I’m not that sort of man.”


    “You’re being overly optimistic,” Moira said.


    He nodded. “Possibly.” Retreating to the doorway, he lifted a hand. “If you’ll accompany me…” When she made no move to follow him, he added, “Just this once, I beg you to indulge me. It will only take fifteen minutes of your time, what do you have to lose?”


    Moira couldn’t think of a damn thing, so she allowed him to usher her out.


    



    



    Chaaya lived in the penthouse of one of Bangalore’s glittering high-rise mini-cities, a gated residential community guarded day and night against the city’s multitude of ravages. But whether the precautions kept the city out or imprisoned the denizens in its citadel, Arkadin thought, was only a matter of perspective.


    Chaaya opened the door to his knock, as she always did no matter what time he appeared. She had no choice, really. She came from a wealthy family and lived in the lap of luxury, but all of that would evaporate if they knew her secret. She was Hindu and the man she was in love with was Muslim, a mortal sin in the eyes of her father and three brothers should they become aware of her transgression. Though Arkadin had never met her lover, he had arranged that her secret be kept safe; Chaaya owed him everything, and acted accordingly.


    Lush-figured, dusky-hued, in a gauzy dressing gown, her eyes still heavy with sleep, she moved through her skylit apartment with the sensual grace of a Bollywood actress. She was not particularly tall, but her bearing gave that illusion; when she walked into a room heads turned, both male and female. Whether she liked Arkadin, what she thought of him altogether, was of absolutely no interest to him. She feared him, which was all that was required.


    It was brighter up here above the rooftops, giving the false impression that the day had already started. But then this apartment, mirroring both their lives, was full of fake impressions.


    She saw his bloody leg at once and took him into her spacious bathroom, all mirrors and pink-and-gold veined marble. While he stripped off his trousers, she ran hot water. She had a deft touch with the sutures, and he asked her if she’d done this before.


    “Once, long ago,” she said enigmatically.


    That was why he had come here now, at this moment, when trust was at a premium. He and Chaaya recognized something in each other, something of themselves, dark and broken. They were both outsiders, uncomfortable in the world most people inhabited, they’d rather skim along the margins, half hidden by the flickering shadows that terrified everyone else. They were apart, strangers perhaps even to themselves, but companionable with each other because of that very fact.


    While she washed him and worked on closing his wound, he considered his next move. He needed to get out of India, of that there was no doubt. Where would that shithead Oserov guess he might go? Campione d’Italia in Switzerland, where the Eastern Brotherhood maintained a villa, or perhaps its headquarters in Munich. By necessity Oserov’s list of options would be short; even Maslov had his limits as far as sending hit squads around the world on what might be a wild goose chase. He’d never been one to squander manpower or resources, which was why he still headed the single most powerful grupperovka family in an era when the Kremlin was aggressively dismantling the mob.


    Arkadin knew he had to remove himself to a location that was absolutely secure. He had to choose a place neither Oserov nor Maslov would ever consider. And he would tell no one in his organization—at least, not until he could figure out how Oserov had been tipped to his temporary HQ here in Bangalore.


    So he had to arrange for travel out of the city, and the country. But first he had to retrieve Gustavo Moreno’s laptop from its hiding place.


    When Chaaya was finished and they had moved into the living room, he said, “Please fetch the present I gave you.”


    Chaaya cocked her head, a small smile playing around the corners of her mouth. “Are you saying that I can finally open it? I’ve been dying of curiosity.”


    “Bring it here.”


    She rushed out of the room and a moment later returned with a rather large silver-colored box tied with a purple ribbon. She sat across from him, tense and expectant, the box lying across her thighs. “Can I open it now?”


    Arkadin was eyeing the package. “You’ve already opened it.”


    A look of fear crossed her face as swiftly as a gull scuds across a dock. Then she forced a smile onto her beautiful face. “Oh, Leonid, I couldn’t help myself, and it’s such a beautiful robe, I’ve never felt silk like it, it must have cost you a fortune.”


    Arkadin held out his hands. “The box.”


    “Leonid…” But she did as he bade. “I never took it out, I just touched it.”


    He untied the ribbon, which he saw she’d retied with great care, then set the top aside.


    “I love it so, I’d have killed anyone who came near it.”


    Actually, he’d counted on that. When he’d given it to her with the instructions not to open it he’d seen the covetousness in her eyes and knew then that she’d never have the fortitude to comply. But he also knew that she’d guard it with her life. That was Chaaya through and through.


    The robe, which was in fact exceptionally expensive, was folded meticulously into thirds. He removed the laptop, which he’d carefully hidden within its luxurious folds, then handed her the robe.


    Busy unscrewing the underside of the laptop so he could insert the hard drive into its original home, he hardly heard her squeals of delight or the thank-yous she showered on him.


    



    



    DCI M. Errol Danziger most often ate lunch at his desk while poring over intelligence reports from his directorate chiefs, comparing them with their counterparts he had sent over daily from the NSA. However, twice a week he ate his midday meal outside CI headquarters. He always went to the same restaurant—the Occidental on Pennsylvania Avenue—and dined with the same person, Secretary of Defense Bud Halliday. Danziger—all too aware of how his predecessor had been killed—traveled the sixteen blocks to these meetings in an armored GMC Yukon Denali accompanied by Lieutenant R. Simmons Reade, two bodyguards, and a secretary. He was never alone; it disturbed him to be alone, a condition he had brought with him from a childhood filled with the shadows of parental strife and abandonment.


    Soraya Moore was waiting for his arrival. She had obtained the DCI’s schedule from her former director of ops, who was running Typhon on a temporary basis. Seated at a table at the Willard Hotel’s Café du Parc, which abutted the Occidental’s outdoor section, she noted the arrival of the Denali on the dot of 1 PM. As the rear door opened, she rose, and by the time the entourage was grouped on the sidewalk she was as close to the DCI as the bodyguards would allow. In fact, one of them, with a chest as broad as the table where she’d been seated, had already stepped in front of her, facing her down.


    “Director Danziger,” she said loudly over his shoulder, “my name is Soraya Moore.”


    The second bodyguard had a hand on his firearm when Danziger ordered them both to stand down. He was a short, square man with sloping shoulders. He’d made it his business to study Islamic culture, which only increased his unwavering antipathy for a religion—more, a way of life—he found backward, even medieval in its conventions and customs. It was his firm belief that Islamics, as he privately called them, could never reconcile their religious beliefs with the pace and progress of the modern world, no matter what they claimed. Behind his back, but not without some admiration, he was known as the Arab because of his avowed desire to rid the world of Islamic terrorists and any other Islamics foolish enough to get in his way.


    Stepping between his bodyguards, Danziger said, “You’re the Egyptian who felt it necessary to stay in Cairo despite being recalled.”


    “I had a job to do, on the ground, in the field, where the bullets and bombs are real, not computer-generated simulations,” Soraya said. “And for the record I’m American, same as you.”


    “You’re nothing like me, Ms. Moore. I give orders. Those who refuse to take them can’t be trusted. They don’t work for me.”


    “You never even debriefed me. If you knew—”


    “Get it through your head, Ms. Moore, you no longer work for CI.” Danziger, leaning forward, had taken on the pugnacious stance of a boxer in the ring. “I have no interest in debriefing you. An Egyptian? God alone knows where your loyalty lies.” He leered. “Well, maybe I do. With Amun Chalthoum, perhaps?”


    Amun Chalthoum was the head of al Mokhabarat, the Egyptian secret service in Cairo, with whom Soraya had recently worked and with whom she had stayed in Cairo when Danziger had summarily ordered her home prematurely, in contradiction of CI’s mission guidelines. In the performance of her mission, she and Amun had fallen in love. She was shocked, or perhaps stunned was a better word for it, that Danziger was in possession of such personal information. How in the hell had he found out about her and Amun?


    “Birds of a feather,” he said. “Far from the professional behavior I expect from my people, fraternizing—is that the right word for it?—with the enemy.”


    “Amun Chalthoum isn’t the enemy.”


    “Clearly he isn’t your enemy.” He stepped back, a clear sign for his bodyguards to close ranks, blocking whatever limited access she’d had to him. “Good luck getting another government position, Ms. Moore.”


    R. Simmons Reade smirked in the background before turning away, following in the DCI’s wake as, surrounded by his entourage, Danziger strode into the Occidental. The bystanders closest to them were staring at her. Putting a hand to her face, she discovered that her cheeks were burning. She had wanted her day in court; however, this was his court and she had seriously misjudged both his intelligence and the scope of his knowledge. She had mistakenly assumed that Secretary Halliday had inveigled the president to install nothing more than a cat’s-paw, a dimwit whom Halliday would have no trouble controlling. More fool her.


    As she walked slowly away from the scene of the disaster, she vowed she’d never make that mistake again.


    



    



    The man on the phone, whoever he was, was right about one thing: The warehouse on the outskirts of Moscow was indistinguishable from those around it, marching away in neat rows. Boris Karpov, hidden in the shadows across from the front door, checked the address he had written down during his phone conversation with the man who called himself Leonid Arkadin. Yes, he had the right location. Turning, he signaled to his men, all of whom were heavily armed, armored in bulletproof vests and riot helmets. Karpov had a nose for traps and this one stank of it. There was no way he would have come alone, no matter how well armed, no way he was going to stick his neck into a noose devised for him by Dimitri Maslov.


    Why was he here then? he asked himself for the hundredth time since the call. Because if there was a chance the man actually was Leonid Danilovich Arkadin and he was telling the truth, then it would be a criminal mistake not to follow up on the lead. The FSB-2 and Karpov in particular had been after Maslov, after the Kazanskaya as a whole, for years now, with little success.


    He had been given a mandate—to bring Dimitri Maslov and the Kazanskaya to justice—by his immediate superior, Melor Bukin, the man who had lured him away from FSB with a promotion to full colonel and a command of his own. Karpov had watched the meteoric rise of Viktor Cherkesov and was determined to get on board. Cherkesov morphed the FSB-2 from an anti-drug directorate into a national security force that rivaled the vaunted FSB itself. Bukin was a childhood friend of Cherkesov’s—which more often than not was how these things worked in Russia—and now he had Cherkesov’s ear. Bukin, being Karpov’s mentor, had brought Karpov that much closer to the top of FSB-2’s pyramid of power and influence.


    Bukin was on the phone when Karpov had told him where he was going and why. He’d listened briefly, then waved a cursory benediction.


    Now, having silently deployed his squad in a close perimeter around the target, Karpov led his men in a frontal assault on the warehouse. He directed one of his men to shoot out the lock on the front door, then he took them inside. He signaled to his men to take each aisle between the stacked crates. It was hours after the end of the normal workday, so they didn’t expect workers, and they weren’t disappointed.


    When all of his men inside had appeared and checked in, Karpov led them through the door into the bathroom, which was where the voice had said it would be. The urinal trough was on the left, while opposite was the line of stalls. His men banged open the doors as they proceeded down the line, but all were empty.


    Karpov paused before the last stall, then charged through. Just as the voice had described, there was no toilet, only another door set flush with the rear wall. Karpov, a cold ball of dread beginning to form in his stomach, disintegrated the lock with a furious burst from his AK-47 assault rifle. At once he shouldered his way through to find an interior set up with an office against the rear wall, raised off the floor and accessed by a metal ladder.


    No one was in the office. The phones had been pulled from the wall outlets, the upended file cases and desks, their drawers open, mocked him with their complete barrenness, the obvious haste with which they had been denuded. He turned slowly in a circle, his practiced eye running over everything. Nothing, there was nothing.


    Contacting his men at the perimeter, he confirmed what the ice ball growing in his stomach already told him: No one had entered or left the warehouse from the time they had arrived in the area.


    “Fuck!” Karpov set one ample buttock on the corner of a desk. The man on the phone had been right all the way down the line. He had warned Karpov not to tell anyone, warned him that Maslov’s people might be warned. He had to have been Leonid Danilovich Arkadin.


    



    



    The Rolls-Royce was gargantuan, something out of the automotive Jurassic age. It stood gleaming like a silver train at the curb outside the office building. Stepping ahead of her, Lionel Binns opened the curbside rear door. As Moira bent and stepped inside, a wash of incense rolled over her. She sat down on the leather seat as the attorney closed the door after her.


    As she settled herself, her eyes slowly adjusting to the murky gloom, she found herself sitting beside a rather large, blocky man with walnut-colored skin and windswept eyes, dark as the inside of a well. He had a great shock of dark hair, almost ringlets, and a beard long, thick, and as curly as Nebuchadnezzar’s. Now the cardamom tea made sense to her. He was some sort of Arab. Inspecting further, she noticed that his suit, though clearly Western, draped his shoulders and chest like a Berber robe.


    “Thank you for coming,” he said in a great, booming voice that echoed off the finely polished walnut surfaces of the spacious interior, “for taking a small leap of faith.” He spoke with a heavy, almost guttural accent, but his English was impeccable.


    A moment later the driver, unseen behind a walnut panel, pulled the Rolls out into traffic, heading south.


    “You are Mr. Binns’s client, correct?”


    “Indeed. My name is Jalal Essai, my home is in Morocco.”


    Yes, indeed. Berber. “And you had a laptop that was stolen.”


    “That’s right.”


    Moira was sitting with her right shoulder against the door. She felt abruptly chilled; the interior now seemed suffocatingly small, as if the man’s presence had spilled out of his body, invading and darkening the backseat, stealing over her, worming its way inside. She tried to catch her breath and managed only to shiver. The air seemed to fizz or shimmer, as if she were seeing a desert mirage. “Why me? I still don’t get it.”


    “Ms. Trevor, you have certain, shall we say, unique abilities that I believe will be invaluable in finding my laptop and returning it to me.”


    “And those abilities would be…”


    “You have successfully taken on both Black River and the NSA. Do you think that I could find a single private detective who has also done so?” He turned and smiled at her with a set of large, brilliant white teeth shining out of a dusky cardamom face defined by flat planes, high cheekbones, and deep-set eyes, hooded as a hawk’s. “No need to answer, that wasn’t a question.”


    “Okay, I’ll ask you a question: Do you believe that clandestine agencies were involved in the theft?”


    Essai appeared to consider this for some time, though Moira had the distinct impression that he knew for certain.


    “It’s possible,” he said at length. “Even likely.”


    Moira crossed her arms over her breasts as if to protect herself from the way his logic was chipping away at her resolve, the waves of dark energy emanating from him like nothing she had felt before, as if she were sitting too near a particle collider. She shook her head emphatically. “Sorry.”


    Essai nodded. It seemed as if nothing she said or did surprised him.


    “In any event, this is for you.”


    He handed over a manila folder, which Moira eyed with mounting suspicion and an eerie dread. Why did she feel like Eve taking the apple of knowledge? Nevertheless, as if her hands were obeying someone else’s command, she took possession of the folder.


    “Please. There are no strings,” Essai said. “Rest assured.”


    She hesitated a moment, then opened it. Inside was a surveillance photo of one of the top operatives she’d poached from Black River meeting with the director of field operations for the NSA.


    “Tim Upton? He’s the NSA mole? This wasn’t Photoshopped, was it?”


    Essai said nothing, so she dropped her gaze to read the accompanying sheet of observed times and places when Upton met clandestinely with various members of the NSA. She sighed deeply, sitting back against the cushion, and slowly closed the file.


    “This is extremely generous of you.”


    Essai shrugged as if it were nothing. And as if on cue the Rolls slowed and pulled to the curb.


    “Good-bye, Ms. Trevor.”


    Moira actually got as far as grabbing the door handle before she turned back to the bearded man and said, “So what is it that makes this laptop of yours so valuable?”


    Essai’s smile shone like a beacon.

  


  
    CHAPTER 4

  


  
    Bourne arrived in London on a depressingly murky, windblown morning. A misty rain swirled along the Thames, obscuring Big Ben, and the low sky, heavy as lead, pressed down against the modern rise of the city. The air stank of petrol and coal dust, but possibly it was just the industrial grit whipped up by the wind.


    Suparwita had told him the address of Noah Perlis’s flat. It was the only specific clue he had left himself from that now forgotten time in his life. Sitting in the back of a taxi on the way in from Heathrow, he stared out at the passing scenery without seeing anything. There seemed whole stretches now when he forgot that he’d had a life before his amnesia, but then, like a slap in the face, a shard of it would unexpectedly surface to remind him of what he was missing, what he could never retrieve. In that first instant he felt diminished, a man living half a life, living with a shadow he could never see or even barely feel. Yet it was there, a part of him he could touch only briefly and in frustratingly limited fashion—flashes in the farthest periphery of his vision.


    This was what had happened to him in Bali when, trying to find Suparwita several weeks ago, he had ascended to the first temple at the Pura Lempuyang complex. He stood on the very spot he had been dreaming about and discovered that in the time before his amnesia he had been supposed to meet Holly Marie Moreau there. A memory had surfaced. He recalled watching from too great a distance to help her as she fell down the steep flight of stone steps to her death. In fact, as he had subsequently discovered, Noah Perlis, hidden in the shadows of the high carved stone gates, had pushed her.


    Perlis’s flat was in Belgravia, an area of West London between Mayfair and Knightsbridge, in what had once been a merchant’s Georgian mansion but which, in modern times, had been carved into individual living quarters. The shining white building featured a deep terrace that overlooked a tree-lined square. Belgravia was filled with glowing white Georgian row houses, embassies, and posh hotels, a lovely walking neighborhood.


    The front-door lock posed no problem, neither did the one on Perlis’s second-floor flat. Bourne walked into a generously proportioned sitting room, neatly and fashionably furnished, probably not by Perlis himself who surely hadn’t the time for such domestic matters. Despite the sunlight, the air was cold, somber, thick and sluggish with abandonment, the vague sorrow of the forgotten or the disappeared. A small vibration hovered at the edge of Bourne’s senses as if left over from the last time Perlis had been here. There was nothing now but a whisper of wind through the old window sashes and the somnolent stirring of dust motes in the diagonal ribs of light.


    Though there was a distinctly masculine feel to the place—whiskey-colored leather sofa, burly woods, deep hues on the walls—Bourne couldn’t help but suspect a female touch in the accessories, the pewter candelabra with ivory-colored candles half burned down, the delicate swirl of Moroccan lamps, Mexican kitchen tiles bright as a tropical bird’s plumage. But it was the bathroom, with its retro pink-and-black glass tiles, and neat as a pin, that clearly revealed the flourishes of the woman’s hand. While he was there, he checked behind the toilet tank and, lifting the lid, inside it to see if Perlis had taped anything in those favorite hiding places.


    Finding nothing, he moved on to Perlis’s bedroom, which interested him the most. Bedrooms were where people—even ones as professional and security-minded as Perlis—tended to hide their intimate possessions, the items that if discovered might give themselves away as clues to the inner self.


    He started with the closet, with its rows of black or dark blue trousers and jackets—but no suits—all this year’s fashions. Someone had been shopping for Perlis, as well. Pushing aside the rack of clothes, Bourne tapped on the back wall, checking for hollow areas, finding none. He did the same with the side walls, then lifted the shoes pair by pair to check the floor for a hidey-hole. Next, he went through the chest of drawers, feeling under each for anything Perlis might have taped there. At the rear of the bottom drawer he found a Glock. Checking it, he discovered that it was well oiled and loaded. He pocketed it.


    Finally, he came to the bed, swinging aside the mattress to check the box spring for papers, photos, thumb drives, or a hidden compartment that might contain them. Under the mattress was a childish place to hide anything of value, but that was precisely why most people did it. Old habits died hard. He moved the box spring off the metal frame so he could flip it over, but found nothing out of the ordinary. Putting the bed back together, he sat on the edge and contemplated the seven framed photos on the top of the dresser. They were lined up in such a way that they were likely the last things Perlis saw before he went to sleep and the first things he saw when he woke up in the morning.


    Perlis himself appeared in all but one. He had been walking in Hyde Park with Holly Marie Moreau. They had stopped in front of one of the soapbox ministers, and obviously Noah had grabbed someone from the crowd to take the shot. In another—clearly self-timed—they were boating, perhaps upriver on the Thames. Holly was laughing, possibly at something Noah had said. She seemed at ease, which Bourne, knowing Perlis and the end of their tragic history, found deeply unsettling.


    The third photo showed Noah shoulder-to-shoulder with a handsome young man in a fashionable three-piece suit. His skin was dark, with exotic features. Something in his face spoke to Bourne, as if he’d seen him in his unremembered life, or at least someone like him. Another shot of the two of them with arm candy, in a swank London nightclub. There was some kind of a gaming table in the background, where bettors hovered tensely, bent at the waist like the elderly. Bourne looked more closely at the arm candy. The two women were half hidden behind the men, slightly out of focus, but as he scrutinized the photo more closely he recognized Holly… and Tracy. Which came as a shock to him. He’d met Tracy a month ago on a plane to Seville and they had become allies as they traveled together to Khartoum, where she had died in his arms. It was only later that he had discovered she was taking orders from Arkadin.


    So Tracy, Perlis, Holly, and the unknown young man had been a foursome. What strange stroke of fate had brought them together, had caused them to be friends?


    Next came a portrait of the young man, watching the camera with a mixture of suspicion and sardonic amusement, a mocking smile that only scions of wealthy families are rich enough to use as either weapon or lure. The seventh and last photo was of the three of them, Perlis, the young man, Holly Marie Moreau. Where was Tracy? Taking the photo, no doubt, or maybe she was away on one of her innumerable trips. Their faces were lit up from below by the candles of an ornate cake. It was Holly’s birthday. She was between the two men, slightly bent, one hand pushing back her long hair, her cheeks billowed out while she prepared to blow out the candles. She had a faraway look as she considered what to wish for. She looked very young and totally innocent.


    Bourne considered the lineup once again, then he rose and in random order took them apart. Taped to the back of the birthday photo was a passport in Perlis’s name, a spare. Pocketing it, Bourne reassembled the elements and replaced the framed photo, staring intently at it. What was Holly Marie Moreau like? How had Perlis met her? Had they been lovers, friends, or had he used her? Had she used him? He ran his hand through his hair, rubbing at his scalp as if he could stimulate his brain into remembering what it clearly couldn’t. He had a moment of pure panic, as if he were in a tiny boat set adrift on a fogbound sea, his sight obscured in every direction. Try as he might he could not recall his time with her. In fact, if it hadn’t been for the persistent dream of her death he’d had in Bali, he wouldn’t have remembered her at all. Was there no end to the nightmare of not remembering, of people appearing out of the dense fog of his past, hovering like ghosts caught in the corners of his vision? Usually he had his emotions under control, but he knew why this time was different: He could still feel the life draining out of Tracy Atherton as he held her in his arms. Had he held Holly the same way as she lay broken at the foot of the Balinese temple’s steep staircase?


    He sat on the bed, hunched over, staring into a well of memories, of people close to him who were now dead—because of him? Because they had loved him? He’d loved Marie, of that there was no question. But what about Tracy? Could you love someone after only days, a week? Even a month seemed too short a time to know. And yet Tracy remained in his mind, vibrant and infinitely sad, someone he wanted to touch, to talk with, and couldn’t. He rubbed the heels of his hands into his eyes. And then there was the agony of knowing that Holly had meant something to him, that she had walked beside him, possibly laughing as she had with Noah Perlis, but he would never know. His only memory was of her falling down the temple steps, falling, falling… And now he was alone again, because he didn’t want Moira to suffer the fate of all the others who had tried to get close to him. Alone, always and forever…


    Tracy had shivered against him, as if she had been exhaling for the last time. “Jason, I don’t want to be alone.”


    “You’re not alone, Tracy.” He remembered his lips pressing against her forehead. “I’m here with you.”


    “Yes, I know, it’s good, I feel you around me.” Just before she died she had given a sigh, akin to a cat’s purr of contentment.


    The curtains in Noah Perlis’s flat twitched and shivered as if alive, and a harsh, flat laugh escaped his pulled-back lips. Had Holly whispered to him as Tracy had: “It’s in our darkest hour that our secrets eat us alive.” Little did Tracy know that every hour of his amnesiac life was his darkest hour, that the secrets eating him alive were secrets even from him. He missed Tracy, missed her with the sharpness of a stiletto slipped between his ribs so that he gasped out loud. The curtains shivered in the wind through the sash and it was as if Tracy were here with him again, looking at him with her huge blue eyes, her wide megawatt smile so like Suparwita’s. In the wind he heard her laugh, felt the back of her hand brush against his cheek, cooling his flesh.


    He had only known her a very short time, but those days had consisted of the compressed time in battle, when staying alive became the be-all and end-all of existence, when every moment contained the taint of death, when company mates become lifelong friends.


    Tracy had touched him in a place both heavily defended and starkly tender. She had wormed her way inside him and now remained there, coiled and breathing, even after death.


    And then, so close to her, hearing her voice in his mind, he remembered something she had said the night before she’d been killed: “I live in London, Belgravia. If you saw my flat—it’s a tiny thing, but it’s mine and I love it. There’s a mews out back with a flowering pear tree that a pair of house martins nest in come spring. And a nightjar serenades me most evenings.”


    He caught his breath. Was it really a coincidence that both Tracy and Perlis lived in Belgravia? Bourne didn’t believe in coincidences, especially not with this group of people: Tracy, Holly, Perlis, the Hererras, Nikolai Yevsen, Leonid Arkadin. Perlis and Yevsen were dead, as were Tracy and Holly, and Arkadin was God only knew where. That left the Hererras as the living tendons that held this constellation together.


    Only the photo of the handsome young man with the mocking half smile was left unexplored. Where had he seen that face before? It was maddeningly familiar and yet subtly changed, as if he’d seen the man when he was younger… or older! In a sudden frenzy he slid out the cardboard backing and discovered a small key taped to the back of the photo. He peeled it off. The size indicated that it was from either a public locker at one of the airports or the train station or… There was a paper tag attached by a small piece of thin wire that had a series of numbers handwritten on it in ink. Safe-deposit box. He turned the key over. Imprinted on its obverse was a logo consisting of two tiny interlinked letters: AB.


    Everything clicked into place. This man was Diego Hererra, son and heir of Don Fernando Hererra, who had dealt in illicit gun trafficking with the late great Nikolai Yevsen, the legendary arms dealer whom Bourne had killed last month. Don Hererra’s legitimate business was the Aguardiente Bancorp: AB. He had given Diego the job of running Aguardiente’s London office.


    Noah Perlis was friends with Diego Hererra, and they both knew Holly. Picking up the photo of the three of them at Holly’s birthday, he looked from one face to another and saw the identical complicit look in their eyes. Perlis had been friends with Holly and he had killed her. That complicit look of friendship… and then murder.


    And then it hit him with the force of an express train. He was part of this constellation. According to Suparwita, Holly had been given the ring by her father, Perlis had killed her to get it, and now he had it. Slowly, he took out the ring and rolled it between his fingers. What did the engraving mean?


    The photo of the three of them—Perlis, Diego, and Holly—mocked him. What had been the basis of their friendship? Was it a sexual three-way, a physical attraction that in the end had meant nothing to Perlis, or had he become Holly’s friend for a specific reason? And how did these three relate with Tracy? Something was going on here that Bourne didn’t understand, something intimate and at the same time repellent. One thing he knew for certain, however: Understanding their connection to one another was vitally important to discovering the secret of the ring.


    



    



    The man known to CI Ops Directorate as Coven had arrived in Bali just in time to turn around and follow Bourne to London. Now he sat in his rental car, binoculars to his eyes, watching the second-floor window of the late Noah Perlis’s Belgravia flat. The curtains moved again, and he tried to make out who was in the apartment. On his lap was a PDF of the Perlis file he had requested. He now knew everything CI knew about Perlis—which admittedly wasn’t much, but it was enough to make Coven wonder why Perlis had come to Jason Bourne’s attention. Though his original mission had been to incapacitate Bourne and bring him back to CI in cuffs, this was changed after he’d asked for the file on Perlis. Directly following his request, DCI Danziger had come on the line and quizzed him mercilessly about why he was interested in Perlis. Normally Coven didn’t stick his nose into executive matters, preferring to infiltrate, accomplish his wet work as quickly, cleanly, and efficiently as possible, and get out, no questions asked. But in a way he couldn’t define, this situation was different. The moment DCI Danziger himself seized control of the operation, his hackles rose. Then DCI Danziger confirmed his suspicion and fueled his curiosity by changing the mission midstream: His orders were now to find out the connection between Bourne and Perlis before Coven brought the rogue agent in.


    Darkness at noon. The lowering clouds let go the first stuttering spurt, then the rain started in earnest, pocking the sidewalks, running in the gutters, hurling itself onto the car’s roof, against the windshield, turning the world smeary, draining it of color.


    Coven had been an agnostic when it came to the changing of the guard at DCI level. Wet work was wet work; he didn’t think that his job, a universe away from the district, would be jeopardized no matter who was running the show. But that was before DCI Danziger had issued new orders, which he considered unprofessional at best, a potential disaster at worst.


    Now, squinting through the rain as Bourne emerged from the building, Coven found himself wondering at DCI Danziger’s hidden agenda. It wouldn’t be the first time a DCI had one, but this man was new, hadn’t come up through the ranks, had hardly earned loyalty from people like Coven who risked their lives in the field every hour of every day and night. The thought that this interloper might be running him as part of his own designs pissed Coven off royally. So the moment he spied Bourne exiting the building, he decided to handle the assignment his way and screw DCI Danziger and his secret agenda. If Bourne had something he wanted that badly, Coven would do well to take it for himself.


    



    



    My family’s entire history is on that laptop,” Jalal Essai said.


    “That would hardly be a reason for Black River and the NSA to be after it,” Moira countered.


    “No, of course not.”


    Essai sighed as he sat back against his chair. They were seated at a corner table in the heart of the terrace restaurant at Caravanserai, a small, exclusive boutique hotel in Virginia, which Essai owned. Ivy-covered brick walls rose on three sides, the fourth being taken up by a row of enormous French doors that led to the restaurant’s interior section.


    Mint tea had been set before them, along with an elegant menu of the day’s fresh offerings, but Moira was far more interested in her host. He was more relaxed now, either because she was on the verge of agreeing to his proposal or because they were in surroundings he could control. While the restaurant’s interior was a bit more than half filled, theirs was the only occupied table on the flagstone terrace. A veritable fleet of servers stood by, waiting to be summoned by their master. There was something distinctly Eastern in the tone of the service that made it easy to imagine they were outside the borders of the United States. Far outside.


    “I could lie but I have too much respect for you.” Essai moistened his lips with the tea. “The history of my family is of interest—quite possibly great interest—to elements of your government, as well as to a number of individuals and organizations in the private sector.”


    “Why would that be?” Moira asked. “And please be specific.”


    Essai smiled. “I knew the moment we met that I would like you, and I was right.”


    “Did you make a bet with Mr. Binns?”


    Essai laughed, a dark, bronze-edged sound that sounded uncannily like a gong being struck. “He told you about our bet, did he?” He shook his head. “Our Mr. Binns is a conservative sort, one wager is all he would accede to.”


    Moira noted the our but decided to ignore it for the moment. “Let’s get back to basics.”


    Essai took more of his tea. As with most Arabs, direct conversations were not a part of his repertoire; he preferred a circuitous route that would allow both parties time to gain valuable knowledge before closing a business deal. Moira knew this, of course, but Binns and Essai had blindsided her and she didn’t like it. She needed to regain the ground she had lost during the string of surprises Essai had sprung on her in the Rolls, and she calculated that the best way do this was to dictate the pace and flow of the conversation.


    “This has something to do with Noah, doesn’t it?” she said suddenly. “I worked for him at Black River and he was involved with the laptop, which is why you chose me, correct?”


    Essai looked at her directly. “You are the right person for this job for many reasons, as I told you. One of them is, yes, your relationship with Noah Perlis.”


    “What did Noah do? Was he the one who stole the laptop?”


    Essai had picked up his menu and perused it. “Ah, the Dover sole is a special today. I highly recommend it.” He looked up, his dark eyes serious. “It’s plated with authentic Moroccan couscous.”


    “Then how could I refuse?”


    “Splendid!” He looked genuinely delighted and, when he turned, a server was at his right elbow. He ordered for them, then handed the server their menus. When they were alone again he steepled his fingers and said, in much the same tone of voice, “Your late, and I gather unlamented, boss Mr. Perlis was very much involved.”


    Moira found herself leaning forward in anticipation. “And?”


    He shrugged. “We cannot go forward, you and I, until our deal is ratified. Will you or won’t you agree to find my laptop?”


    Moira felt herself breathe, but it was as if she were detached from her body, as if she were looking down at this scene from a height. This was it: She could say no, even now. But she found that she didn’t want to walk away from this assignment. She needed work, needed a new door opened for her, and since this man had given her information that could save her new company from ruin she thought she might as well say yes.


    “All right,” she heard herself say. “But I want double my usual fee.”


    “Done.” Essai nodded, as if he was expecting this answer all along. “Most gratifying, Ms. Trevor. I thank you from the bottom of my heart.”


    “Thank me when I’ve returned your laptop,” she said. “Now about Noah.”


    “Your Mr. Perlis was something of a pilot fish. That is to say, he thrived on going after other people’s initiatives.” He spread his hands. “But I’m not telling you anything you don’t already know, am I?”


    Moira shook her head.


    “This was no exception. Mr. Perlis came to the game a bit on the late side.”


    A warning bell went off in Moira’s head. “How late?”


    “The mission to find and obtain my notebook by illegal means was the brainchild of CI. More accurately, the small DoN—”


    “DoN?”


    “Dead of Night,” Essai explained. “This term isn’t known to you?” He waved a hand: It was of no matter. “The DoN arm known as Treadstone.”


    Moira felt stunned. “Alex Conklin wanted your laptop?”


    “That’s right.” Essai sat back as the appetizers of prawn salad, the heads still on, were placed in front of them. The server vanished without a word.


    “And he engineered the raid?”


    “Oh, no, not Conklin.”


    Essai took up his fork with his right hand and for a moment concentrated on deftly separating the heads from the bodies of his prawns. With one head still impaled on the tines of his fork, his gaze met hers again in such a shocking manner that she instinctively moved back, as if scrambling out of the line of fire.


    “It was your friend Jason Bourne who came into my house, where my family eats and sleeps and laughs.”


    In that frozen moment, while her heart seemed to cease beating, she knew the dislocated feeling for what it really was: the terrifying moment when your car’s brakes fail and, accelerating beyond your control, you see another vehicle about to slam into you head-on.


    “Where my wife sews my clothes, where my daughter rests her head on my lap, where my son is day by day learning to be a man.” A dark vibration, as of a vengeance-filled scream, turned his voice ragged. “Jason Bourne violated every sacred tenet of my life when he stole my laptop.” He lifted the shrimp head as if it were a banner on the field of war. “And now, Ms. Trevor, by all that’s holy you’re going to get it back.”

  


  
    CHAPTER 5

  


  
    The City of London, just over a mile square, is the historic core of what is now London proper. In medieval times it encompassed London, Westminster, and Southwark, guarded by a defensive wall built by the Romans in the second century, around which the modern metropolis threw its many arms like a spider extending its web. These days the City, slightly expanded, was the financial hub of London. Aguardiente Bancorp, being largely a commercial rather than a retail bank, had its one and only branch on Chancery Lane, just north of Fleet Street. From its large, stately windows, which faced southwest, Bourne could imagine rising the Temple Bar, the historic gate that a century ago linked the City, the financial center, to the road to Westminster, London’s political seat. The Temple Bar, named after the Temple Church, once home of the Knights Templar, was soberly presided over by statues of a griffin and a pair of dragons. Bourne did not, of course, look like Bourne, but rather Noah Perlis, the result of having made a number of purchases at a theatrical makeup shop in Covent Garden.


    The gray stone and black marble interior of the bank was equally sober, as befitted an institution that counted as its clients a majority of the international companies doing business in the City. The ecclesiastical vaulted ceiling was so high, it seemed hazed like the sky outside—which, having delivered its burden, hovered now like the ravens in the Tower of London. Bourne crossed the softly echoing floor to the Safe Deposit desk, where a gentleman straight out of a Charles Dickens novel stood with shoulders as thin as a coat hanger, a sallow complexion, and a pair of beady eyes that looked like they had seen everything life had to offer pass them by.


    Bourne introduced himself using Perlis’s passport as proof of identity. The Dickens cartoon pursed his lips as he squinted at the fine print, his liver-colored hands tilting the open passport into the light. Then abruptly he closed it, said, “One moment please, sir,” and vanished into the mysterious interior of the bank.


    In the low glass barrier guarding each side of the sallow clerk’s window Bourne watched the dim reflections of the people—both customers and bank personnel—behind his back, moving about their business. As he did so, his gaze fell upon a face he had seen before. He’d glimpsed it once inside the shop on Tavistock Street earlier this morning. There was absolutely nothing unusual about it, in fact it was ordinary in every way imaginable. Only Bourne, and perhaps a handful of others with similar experiences and skills, would detect the intentness of the gaze, the way the eyes sliced and diced the vast lobby of the bank into a neat mathematical grid. Bourne watched the eyes moving back and forth in a familiar pattern. The man was figuring possible pathways to him, distances of escape routes to the exits, the placements of the bank guards, and so on.


    A moment later the Dickens cartoon returned with no discernible change in his face, which remained as closed as the bank’s vault.


    “This way, sir,” he said in a watery voice that reminded Bourne of a man gargling. He opened a panel in the marble half wall, and Bourne stepped through. He shut it with a soft click of a locking mechanism before leading Bourne between rows of polished wooden desks at which sat a platoon of men and women in dark, conservatively cut suits. Some were talking on phones, others addressing customers who sat on the other side of their desks. None of them looked up as the sallow clerk and Bourne passed them by.


    At the end of the regiment of desks, the Dickens cartoon pressed a buzzer beside a door with a pebbled-glass panel that revealed the light from within but nothing else. The buzzer was answered, the door swung open, and the clerk stood aside.


    “Straight ahead, then left. The corner office.” And then with a vicious little smile: “Mr. Hererra will receive your request.” He even talked like a Dickens character.


    With a quick nod, Bourne took his left and proceeded to the corner office, whose door was closed. He rapped on it, heard the one word, “Come,” and entered.


    On the other side of the door he found himself in a large, expensively furnished office with a stupendous view of the bustling City, both its historic spires and its odd post-modern skyscrapers, the past and future commingling, it seemed to Bourne, uneasily.


    In addition to the usual practical office ensemble of desk, chairs, credenzas, cabinets, and the like was a clubby section off to the right dominated by a leather sofa and matching chairs, a glass-and-steel coffee table, lamps, and a sideboard set up as a bar.


    As Bourne walked in Diego Hererra, looking even more like his father than he did in the photos, rose, came out from behind his desk, and with a big smile extended his hand for Bourne to shake.


    “Noah,” he said with a deep hearty voice. “Welcome home!”


    The moment Bourne took his hand the tip of a switchblade was pressed against his jacket in the spot over his right kidney.


    “Who the hell are you,” Diego Hererra said.


    Bourne’s face held no emotion. “Is this any way for a banker to act?”


    “Fuck that.”


    “I’m Noah Perlis, just like my passport—”


    “The hell you are,” Diego Hererra said flatly. “Noah was killed in Bali by person or persons unknown less than a week ago. Did you kill him?” He dug the point of the switchblade through Bourne’s jacket. “Tell me who you are or I’ll bleed you like a pig at slaughter.”


    “Lovely,” Bourne said as he wrapped an arm around Diego Hererra’s knife arm, locking it in place. When the banker tensed, he said, “Make a move and I’ll fracture your arm so badly it will never work right.”


    Diego Hererra’s dark eyes blazed with barely suppressed fury. “You fucker!”


    “Calm down, Señor Hererra, I’m a friend of your father’s.”


    “I don’t believe you.”


    Bourne shrugged. “Call him, then. Tell him Adam Stone is in your office.” Bourne had little doubt that Hererra’s father would recognize the alias Bourne had used when he met him in Seville several weeks ago. When Diego Hererra made no sign of acquiescence, Bourne switched tactics. His tone was now distinctly conciliatory. “I was a friend of Noah’s. Some time ago he’d delivered a set of instructions to me. In the event of his death I was to go to his apartment in Belgravia, where I would find in specific places a duplicate of his passport and the key to a safe-deposit box that resides here. He wanted me to take possession of whatever was in the box. That’s all I know.”


    Diego Hererra remained unconvinced. “If you were a friend of his, how is it he never spoke of you?”


    “I imagine it was to protect you, Señor Hererra. You know as well as I do what a secretive life Noah led. Everything was neatly compartmentalized, friends and associates included.”


    “What about acquaintances?”


    “Noah had no acquaintances.” This Bourne had intuited from his brief but intense encounters with Perlis in Munich and Bali. “You know that as well as I do.”


    Diego Hererra grunted. Bourne was about to add that he’d been a friend of Holly’s, but some sixth sense born of years of experience warned him against it. Instead he added, “Besides, I was a good friend of Tracy Atherton’s.”


    This seemed to affect Diego Hererra. “Is that so?”


    Bourne nodded. “I was with her when she died.”


    The banker’s eyes narrowed. “And where was that?”


    “The headquarters of Air Afrika,” Bourne said without a moment’s hesitation. “Seven seventy-nine El Gamhuria Avenue, Khartoum, to be exact.”


    “Christ.” At last Diego Hererra relaxed. “That was a tragedy, a first-class tragedy.”


    Bourne let go of his arm, and Hererra closed the switchblade, then gestured for them to cross to the clubby nook. As Bourne sat, he stood in front of the bar.


    “Even though it’s early, I think we could use a drink.” He poured three fingers of Herradura Seleccion Suprema añejo sipping tequila into two thick old-fashioned glasses, handed one to Bourne, then sat down himself. After they’d both savored the first sip, he said, “What happened at the end, can you tell me?”


    “She was delivering a painting,” Bourne said slowly. “She got caught in a crossfire when the offices were raided by Russian security forces who were after Nikolai Yevsen.”


    Diego Hererra’s head came up. “The arms smuggler?”


    Bourne nodded. “He was using his company, Air Afrika, to pick up and deliver the contraband.”


    The banker’s eyes clouded over. “Who was she working for?”


    Bourne lifted his glass to his lips, watching Diego’s face carefully without seeming to do so. “A man by the name of Leonid Danilovich Arkadin.” He took another sip of the aged tequila. “Do you know him?”


    Diego Hererra frowned. “Why do you ask?”


    “Because,” Bourne said slowly and distinctly, “I want to kill him.”


    He’s alive, Leonid Arkadin thought. Vylacheslav Germanovich Oserov didn’t burn to death in that Bangalore hospital corridor. Fuck me, he’s still alive.


    He was staring down at a surveillance photo of a man the right side of whose face was horribly disfigured. But I did him some serious hurt, he thought, touching his own leg wound, which was healing nicely, that’s for certain.


    He had installed himself in an old convent, dusty and dry as an outdated philosophical text, risen on the outskirts of Puerto Peñasco, a coastal town in the northwest of the Mexican state of Sonora. But then virtually everything in Puerto Peñasco was outdated. An unlovely industrial sprawl, it was redeemed by its broad white beach and warm water.


    Puerto Peñasco was off the edge of most people’s maps, but that was only one of the reasons he had chosen it. For another, at this time of the year college students poured across the border from Arizona to take advantage of the surf, the high-rise hotels, and a police force that looked the other way as long as sufficient numbers of American dollars changed hands. With so many young people around, Arkadin felt relatively safe; even if by some means Oserov and his hit squad managed to find him, as they had in Bangalore, they’d stick out like monks on spring break.


    How Oserov had tracked him down in India was still a vexing mystery. Yes, Gustavo Moreno’s laptop was safe and he’d been able to reconnect with the remote server that contained the contracts with his arms clients, but half a dozen of his men were gone and, worse, his vaunted security clearly had a hole. Someone within his organization was funneling information to Maslov.


    He was about to go down to the beach when his cell phone rang, and because reception was spotty in this odd backwater, he stayed where he was, staring out at tiers of clouds in the west lit like neon signs.


    “Arkadin.”


    It was Boris Karpov; he felt a certain satisfaction. “Did you keep your destination to yourself?” The pregnant pause was all he needed. “Don’t tell me, no one was there, everything was cleaned out.”


    “Who are they, Arkadin? Who are Maslov’s moles inside my organization?”


    Arkadin mused for a moment, letting the colonel feel the sharpness of the hook. “I’m afraid it’s not as simple as that, Boris Illyich.”


    “What do you mean?”


    “You should have gone alone, you should have believed what I told you,” Arkadin said. “Now your end of the bargain has become so much more complicated.”


    “What bargain?” Karpov asked.


    “Take the next international flight you can get on.” Arkadin watched the sunset splash the clouds with more and more color until they became so supersaturated, they made his eyes throb. Still, he refused to look away, the beauty was overwhelming. “When you arrive at LAX—I assume you know what that is.”


    “Of course. It’s the international airport in Los Angeles.”


    “When you get to LAX call the number I’m about to give you.”


    “But—”


    “You want the moles, Boris Illyich, so let’s not equivocate. Just do it.”


    Arkadin closed the connection and walked across the sand. Bending over, he rolled up his trousers. He could already feel the wavelets break over his bare feet.


    



    



    Arkadin may not have killed Tracy himself,” Bourne said, “but he’s the one responsible for her death.”


    Diego Hererra sat back for a moment, his glass balanced on one knee as he held it reflectively. “You fell in love with her, didn’t you?” He held up a hand, palm outward. “Don’t even bother answering, everyone fell in love with Tracy, without even trying she had that effect.” He nodded as if to himself. “Speaking for myself, I think that was the part that made it the most devastating. Some women, you know, they’re trying so hard you can practically taste the desperation, and what a turnoff that is. But with Tracy it was another matter entirely. She had…” He snapped his fingers several times. “… what do you call it?”


    “Confidence.”


    “Yes, but more than that.”


    “Self-possession.”


    Diego Hererra considered this for a moment, then nodded vigorously. “Yes, that’s it, she was almost preternaturally self-possessed.”


    “Except when she got airsick,” Bourne said, thinking of how she had vomited on the horrendous flight from Madrid to Seville.


    This caused Diego to throw his head back and laugh. “She hated planes, all right—pity she was on them so often.” He took some more tequila into his mouth, savoring the taste before swallowing. Then he put aside his glass. “I imagine you want to get on with the posthumous assignment our mutual friend charged you with.”


    “The sooner the better, I suppose.” Bourne rose and, together with Diego Hererra, went out of his office, along several corridors, hushed and shadowed, down a long ramp that ended in the open vault. Bourne took out his key, but he saw that he had no need of telling Diego the box number because the banker went right to it. Bourne inserted the key into one of the locks and Diego put his master key into the other.


    “Together on the count of three.”


    They both turned their keys in concert, and the small metal door opened. Diego removed the long box and took it over to a row of small curtained alcoves that ran along one side of the wall. Setting the box down on a ledge inside one of the alcoves, he said, “It’s all yours, Señor Stone.” He gestured. “Please ring this bell when you’re finished and I’ll personally fetch you.”


    “Thank you, Señor Hererra.” Bourne entered the alcove, closed the curtain, and sat in the wooden armchair. For a moment, while he listened for Diego Hererra’s soft footfalls receding into the distance, he did nothing. Then, leaning forward, he opened the safe-deposit box. Inside was a small book and nothing more. Lifting it out, Bourne opened it to the first page. It seemed to be a kind of diary or, reading a bit farther, a history of sorts, accumulated one incident at a time, from various sources, it appeared. Bourne came to the first of the names and the hairs on his arms stirred. Involuntarily, he glanced around the cubicle, though there was no one around but him. And yet there was a distinct stirring, a restless energy as the ghosts and perhaps goblins emerged from Perlis’s very private notes, accumulating around his feet like starving dogs.


    Leonid Arkadin, Vylacheslav Germanovich Oserov—or Slava, as Perlis called him—and Tracy Atherton. With a line of sweat appearing at his hairline, Bourne began to read.


    



    



    Damp sand and salt water squooshed between Arkadin’s toes, girls in tiny bikinis and thin dudes in surfer shorts down to their bony knees played volleyball or jogged up and down the beach, just above the high-tide line, beer cans clutched in their hands.


    Arkadin was brimming with rage at the corner Maslov and, especially, Oserov had backed him into. He had no doubt that Oserov had convinced Maslov to go after him directly. A frontal assault wasn’t Maslov’s style; he was more cautious than that, especially in times so fraught with danger for him and the Kazanskaya. The government was gunning for him, just waiting for him to make a mistake. So far, with a combination of indebted friends and Teflon guile, he had managed to stay one step ahead of the Kremlin—neither its inquisitors nor its prosecutors had been able to manufacture charges against him that would stick. Maslov still had too much dirt on enough key federal judges to stave off those forays.


    Without having thought about it consciously, Arkadin had waded out into the ocean, so that the water rose above his knees, soaking his trousers. He didn’t care; Mexico afforded a breadth of freedom he’d never before tasted. Maybe it was the slower pace or a lifestyle where pleasure came from fishing or watching the sunrise or drinking tequila long into the night while you danced with a dark-eyed young woman whose multicolored skirts lifted with each twirl she made around you. Money—at least the amounts of money he was used to—was irrelevant here. People made a modest living and were content.


    It was at that moment that he saw her, or thought he saw her, emerging from the surf like Venus lifted on her gleaming pink shell. The red sun was in his eyes and he was obliged to squint, to shade his eyes with one hand, but the woman he saw emerging was Tracy Atherton: long and sleek, blond and blue-eyed with the widest smile he’d ever seen. And yet it couldn’t be Tracy, because she was dead.


    He watched her coming toward him. At one point she turned and looked directly at him and the resemblance fell apart. He turned away into the last of the canted sunlight.


    



    



    Arkadin had met Tracy in St. Petersburg, at the Hermitage Museum. He had been in Moscow two years, working for Maslov. She was there to view the czarist treasures, while he was there for an onerous rendezvous with Oserov. But then all his meetings with Oserov were onerous, often ending in violence. Maslov’s chief assassin at the time had killed a child—a little boy no more than six years old—in cold blood. For this obscenity, Arkadin had beaten his face to a pulp and dislocated his shoulder. He would have killed him outright if his friend Tarkanian hadn’t intervened. Ever since that incident the resentment between the two men continued to build until most recently igniting in Bangalore. But Oserov, like a vampire, could not be easily killed. With an ironic laugh, Arkadin decided that next time he’d pound a wooden stake through Oserov’s heart. That Dimitri Maslov had continually forced them to work together, Arkadin was convinced, was a deliberate act of sadism for which Maslov would one day pay.


    That icy winter’s morning in St. Petersburg he had arrived early to ensure that Oserov hadn’t set up some arcane form of trap. Instead he found a tall slim blonde with huge cornflower-blue eyes and an even wider smile contemplating a portrait of Empress Elizabeth Petrovna. The blonde wore an ankle-length deerskin coat with a high collar dyed an improbable sky blue, beneath which, just peeking out, was a blood-red silk shirt. Without preamble she asked him what he thought of the portrait.


    Arkadin, who had taken absolutely no notice of the painting or of anything else of a decorative nature in the vast rooms, peered at the portrait and said, “That was painted in 1758. What possible meaning could it have for me?”


    The blonde turned, contemplating him with the same disarming intensity she had given to the painting. “This is the history of your country.” She pointed with a slim, long-fingered hand. “Louis Tocque, the man who painted this, was one of the leading artists of the day. He traveled all the way from Paris to Russia at the behest of Elizabeth Petrovna to paint her.”


    Arkadin, ignoramus that he was, shrugged. “So?”


    The blonde’s smile widened even more. “It’s a measure of Russia’s world status and power that he came. In those days France was quite enamored with Russia and vice versa. This painting should make all Russians proud.”


    Arkadin, about to make an acerbic retort, instead bit his tongue and returned his gaze to the regal woman in the painting.


    “She’s beautiful, isn’t she?” the blonde said.


    “Well, I’ve never met anyone remotely like her. She doesn’t seem real.”


    “And yet she was.” The blonde made a gesture as if to guide his eyes back to the empress. “Imagine yourself in the past, imagine yourself in the painting standing next to her.”


    And now, as if looking at the empress for the first time, or through the blonde’s eyes, Arkadin heard himself agree. “Yes,” he said. “Yes, I suppose she is beautiful.”


    “Ah, then my time here has been a success.” The blonde’s smile hadn’t faded one iota. She extended her hand toward him. “I’m Tracy Atherton, by the way.”


    For a moment Arkadin considered giving a false name, which he did almost by rote. Instead he’d said, “Leonid Danilovich Arkadin.”


    The air had suddenly been perfumed with the tincture of history, a spicy, mysterious scent of rose and cedar. Much later he’d worked out what it was that drew him as well as shamed him. He felt like a student, too ignorant or truant to have learned his lessons. Around her he’d always felt his lack of formal education, like a nakedness. And yet, even from that first meeting, he sensed a use for her, that he could absorb what she had learned. He learned from her the value of knowledge, but part of him never forgave her for the way she made him feel, and he used her mercilessly, treated her cruelly, as he bound her ever closer to him.


    This clarity came later, of course. At the moment all he felt was an onrush of anger and, without a word, he whirled away from her, stalking off to find Oserov, whose company, for the moment, seemed preferable to this creature’s.


    But finding Oserov did nothing to allay his sudden discomfort, so he insisted on changing protocol, removing them from the Hermitage altogether. They walked out onto Millionnaya Street, where he found a café before their lips and cheeks grew too chapped from the icy wind.


    Snow had begun to fall with an odd dry rustle like predators snuffling in the underbrush, and Arkadin would never forget how Tracy Atherton had materialized out of it. Her deerskin coat swayed about her ankles like icy surf.


    In those days, directly after Dimitri Maslov had sent Oserov and Mischa Tarkanian to liberate him from the prison of his hometown of Nizhny Tagil, Oserov was his superior, a fact that Oserov lorded over him. Oserov was in the middle of lecturing him on how to properly kill a politician, the reason for their trip to St. Petersburg. This particular politician had stupidly aligned himself against Maslov, and so had to be eliminated as quickly and efficiently as possible. Arkadin knew this, and Oserov knew he knew it. Nevertheless, the shit gleefully drove home his points with mind-numbing repetitiveness, as if Arkadin were a backward and insolent five-year-old.


    Not many people would have dared interrupt Oserov, but Tracy did. Entering the café, she spotted Arkadin, strode confidently up to their table, and said, “Why, hello, fancy meeting you here,” in her soft British accent.


    Oserov, pausing in mid-rant, looked up at her with a glare that would turn most people to stone. Tracy merely widened her smile and, pulling up a chair from a nearby table, said, “You don’t mind if I join you, do you?” She sat down and ordered a coffee before either of them uttered a word.


    The moment the waiter left, Oserov’s face darkened ominously. “Listen, I don’t know who you are or why you’re here, but we’re in the middle of important business.”


    “I saw that,” Tracy said blandly, waving a hand. “Go ahead, don’t mind me.”


    Oserov pushed his chair back with a teeth-grinding scrape. “Hey, fuck off, lady.”


    “Calm down,” Arkadin began.


    “And you, shut the fuck up.” Oserov stood, leaning over the table. “If you don’t leave now—right this fucking second—I’m going to throw you out on your pretty little ass.”


    Tracy stared up at him without blinking. “There’s no need for that kind of language.”


    “She’s right, Oserov. I’ll escort her—”


    But just at that moment Tracy took hold of the end of Oserov’s tie, which was threatening to dip into her coffee, and Oserov lunged at her, grabbing at the collar of her coat and hauling her to her feet. Her silk shirt ripped, the violent action bringing them unwanted attention from the café’s patrons and staff. Their mission was supposed to be under the radar, and Oserov was ruining that.


    Arkadin, on his feet, said softly, “Let her go.” When Oserov maintained his grip, he added, even more quietly, “Let her go, or I’ll knife you right here.”


    Oserov looked down at the point of a switchblade that Arkadin had aimed at his liver. His face darkened further, and something malefic bloomed in his hard, glinting eyes.


    “I won’t forget this,” he said in an eerie tone as he released her.


    Since he was still staring into Tracy’s face it was unclear to whom Oserov was speaking, but Arkadin suspected he was addressing both of them. Before anything worse happened Arkadin came around the table and, taking Tracy by the elbow, walked her out of the café.


    The snow was swirling down with singular intent, and almost immediately their hair and shoulders were coated with it.


    “Well, that was interesting,” she said.


    Arkadin, searching her face, could find no fear in it. “You’ve made a very bad enemy, I’m afraid.”


    “Go back inside,” Tracy said, as if she hadn’t heard him. “Without your coat you’re liable to freeze to death.”


    “I don’t think you understand—”


    “Do you know Doma?”


    He blinked. Did she never listen to what anyone said to her? But the tide she rode was taking him farther and farther from the known shore. “The restaurant on the Hermitage embankment? Everyone knows Doma.”


    “Eight o’clock tonight.” She gave him one of her patented smiles and left him there in the snow, observed by the glowering Oserov.


    



    



    The girl whom he’d mistaken for Tracy was long gone, but Arkadin could still make out the damp traces of her narrow footprints in the sand beyond the high-tide line. There were jellyfish in the water now, opalescent and glowing. In the distance a Mexican woman sang a sad ranchera from the speakers of a radio. The jellyfish seemed to be swaying to the music. Night was falling, a black sky studded with stars heading his way. Arkadin returned to the convent to light candles instead of switching on the electric lights, listen to sad rancheras instead of turning on the TV. Seemingly overnight Mexico had seeped into his blood.


    I’m beginning to understand why Arkadin and Oserov are mortal enemies, Bourne thought as he looked up from Perlis’s notebook. Hate is a powerful emotion, hate makes normally smart people stupid, or at least makes them less vigilant. Perhaps I’ve finally found Arkadin’s Achilles’ heel.


    He’d read enough for the moment. Closing the lid on the safe-deposit box, he pocketed the book and rang the bell to indicate that he was finished. While on the surface it seemed odd that Perlis would use such an old-fashioned method to record what he obviously considered vital intelligence, on further consideration it made perfect sense. Electronic media were all too prone to hacking in so many forms that a handwritten copy was the answer. Kept in a vault, it was perfectly secure, and if the need arose it could be irrevocably destroyed with nothing but a match. These days going low-tech was often the best defense against computer hackers, who could infiltrate the most sophisticated electronic networks and retrieve even supposedly deleted files.


    Diego Hererra pulled aside the curtain, took the metal box, returned it to its numbered niche, closed the door behind it, and the two men secured the box with their respective keys.


    As they walked out of the vault Bourne said, “I need a favor.”


    Diego glanced at him expectantly, but noncommittally.


    “There is a man who has been following me. He’s in the bank, waiting for me to return.”


    Now Diego smiled. “But of course. I can show you to the door used by customers who require, shall we say, a higher degree of discretion than is the norm.” They were almost at his office when a ripple of concern crossed his face. “Why is this man following you, may I ask?”


    “I don’t know,” Bourne said, “though I seem to collect people like him like flies.”


    Diego gave a low laugh. “Noah often said more or less the same thing.”


    Bourne realized that this was as close as Diego Hererra was going to get to asking him if he worked for Perlis’s outfit. He was beginning to like Diego as much as he liked his father, however, that was no reason to tell him the truth. He nodded as if in tacit answer to Diego’s unspoken question.


    “I don’t know who he is, either, but it’s important I find out,” Bourne said.


    Diego spread his hands. “I am at your service, Señor Stone,” he said in true Catalan style.


    Diego may be living in London, Bourne thought, but his heart is still in Seville.


    “I need to get this man out of your bank and onto the street before I leave. A fire alarm would do nicely.”


    Diego nodded. “Consider it done.” He lifted a finger. “On the condition that you come to my house tomorrow evening.” He gave Bourne an address in Belgravia. “We have friends in common, it would be rude of me not to offer my hospitality.” Then he grinned, showing even, white teeth. “We’ll have a bite to eat, then, if you fancy a flutter, we’ll go out to the Vesper Club on the Fulham Road.”


    Diego had a take-charge attitude that was more no-nonsense than egotistical, again very much like his father. This was in line with the profile he’d gleaned from his Web search some weeks ago, but the Vesper Club, a members-only casino strictly for high-rollers, was not. Bourne stuck the anomaly in the back of his mind and prepared to go into action.


    



    



    The fire alarm went off in Aguardiente Bancorp. Bourne and Diego Hererra watched as the guards swiftly and methodically herded everyone out the front door, Bourne’s tracker among them.


    Bourne emerged from the side entrance of the bank, and as the clients milled around the sidewalk, unsure what to do next, he located his tail, keeping the crowd between them. The man was watching the front entrance for Bourne, all the while in a position to check out the bank’s side entrance.


    Slipping through the crowd, which had now doubled in size due to curious pedestrians and drivers gawking from their stopped cars, Bourne came up behind the tracker and said: “Walk straight ahead, up the road toward Fleet Street.” He dug his knuckle into the small of the man’s back. “Everyone will think a silenced pistol shot is a lorry backfiring.” He slammed the heel of his hand against the back of the man’s head. “Did I tell you to turn around? Now start walking.”


    The man did as Bourne ordered him, snaking into the fringes of the crowd and picking his way, more quickly now, up Middle Temple Lane. He was broad-shouldered with a dirty-blond crew cut, a face empty as an abandoned lot, with rough skin as if he had an allergy or had been in the wind for too many years. Bourne knew he’d try something, and sooner rather than later. A businessman, lost on his cell phone, hurried toward them, and Bourne felt Crew-Cut leaning toward him. Crew-Cut deliberately bumped against the businessman, allowed himself to be jostled sideways by the collision, and was in the process of turning back on Bourne, his right arm bent, his fingers coming together to form a cement block, when Bourne slammed him behind the knee with the sole of his shoe. At almost the same instant Bourne caught his right arm in a vise created by his elbow and forearm, and cracked the bone.


    The man buckled over, groaning. When Bourne bent to lift him to his feet, he would have driven his knee into Bourne’s groin, but Bourne sidestepped and the knee struck him painfully, if harmlessly, on the thigh instead.


    At that point Bourne became aware of a car racing the wrong way down the street, too fast in fact to slow down, let alone stop before it hit them. He threw the man’s body into the path of the oncoming vehicle and, using the man’s shoulders as a base, vaulted over the hood. With a screech of brakes, the car tried valiantly to decelerate. The moment his shoes hit the top of the car bullets pierced it from the interior, trying to find him, but he was already sliding down the trunk.


    Behind him he heard the liquid thunk! as the car slammed into the body, then the stink of burning rubber flayed off the tires. Risking a glance over his shoulder he saw two men emerge, armed with Glocks—the driver and the shooter. As they turned toward him, the huge knot of patrons and staff that had been standing outside Aguardiente Bancorp came streaming up the street, voices raised, cell phone cameras clicking like a forest of cicadas, trapping the two men, pinning them in place. Now curious pedestrians appeared from Fleet Street. Within moments the familiar high–low clamor of police klaxons filled the air, and Bourne, worming into the midst of the throng, slipped quietly away, turned the corner onto Fleet Street, and melted into the city.

  


  
    CHAPTER 6

  


  
    I’ve lost touchwith him,” Frederick Willard said.


    “You’ve lost touch with him before,” Peter Marks pointed out, he thought helpfully.


    “This is different,” Willard snapped. He was wearing a conservatively cut chalk-striped suit, a starched blue shirt with white collar and cuffs, and a navy-blue bow tie with white polka dots. “Unless we’re both careful and clever, this is liable to become permanent.”


    Since coming aboard the resurrected Treadstone, Marks had learned quickly that it was a mortal sin to mistake Willard’s age for a loss of vigor. The man might be in his sixties but he could still outrun half the field agents at CI, and as for critical brain function—the ability to think through a problem to its best solution—Marks thought him as good as Alex Conklin, Treadstone’s founder. On top of all that, he possessed the uncanny ability to ferret out his adversary’s weak spots, finding the most novel ways of exploiting them. That Willard was something of a sadist, Marks had no doubt, but that was nothing new in their line of shadow work where sadists, masochists, and every other psychological variant congregated like flies on a rotting corpse. The trick, Marks had found, was discovering the quirk of each person’s personality before he used it to bury you.


    They had arranged themselves on a sofa in the foyer of a members-only—and from the looks of things men-only—organization to which Oliver Liss belonged.


    “The Monition Club,” Marks said during his hundredth glance around. “What the hell kind of place is this?”


    “I don’t know,” Willard said waspishly. “I’ve been trying to find out all day without discovering a scrap of information about it.”


    “There must be something. Who owns this building, for instance?”


    “A holding company in Grenada.” Willard grunted. “Clearly a shell corporation, and the trail gets more convoluted after that. Whoever these people are they definitely don’t want to be known.”


    “No law against that,” Marks said.


    “Perhaps not, but it strikes me as both strange and suspect.”


    “Maybe I should look into it further.”


    The interior was as echoey as a cathedral and, with its stone-block walls, Gothic arches, and gilded crosses, resembled an ecclesiastical institution. Thick carpets and oversize furniture abetted the oppressive hush. Now and again someone strode by, spoke briefly to the uniformed woman behind the high desk in the lobby’s center, then passed into the shadows.


    The atmosphere reminded Marks of the prevailing mood of the new CI. From what he’d gleaned from his former colleagues, a new set of unsmiling faces in the support staff and an almost bitter level of gloom infected the hallways. This toxic tone somewhat assuaged the guilt he’d been feeling about bailing on CI, especially because he hadn’t been there for Soraya when she’d returned from Cairo. On the other hand, Willard had assured him that he’d be of more help to her now that he’d moved on. “This way your wisdom and advice will seem more objective and therefore have more weight,” Willard had said. As it turned out, he’d been right. Marks was quite sure that he was the only one who could have persuaded her to join Treadstone.


    “What are you thinking?” Willard said unexpectedly.


    “Nothing.”


    “Wrong answer. Our number one priority is to figure out a way to reestablish clandestine contact with Leonid Arkadin.”


    “What makes Arkadin so important? Besides, of course, the fact that he’s Treadstone’s first graduate and the only one that got away.”


    Willard glared. He didn’t care for his own words being thrown back in his face, especially by an inferior. That was the problem with Willard—one of his many quirks—as Marks, as quick a study as had ever entered CI’s ranks, had come to understand: Willard was convinced of his superiority, and he treated everyone accordingly. That there might be a grain or two of truth to his belief only solidified his fierce control. In fact, Marks guessed that this arrogance was what had allowed Willard to infiltrate and maintain his position as steward inside the NSA for so many years. It had to be so much easier to take orders from your masters when you knew you were in the process of fucking them over.


    “It pains me to have to spell this out for you, Marks, but inside Arkadin’s mind lie the last secrets of Treadstone. Conklin submitted him to a raft of psychological techniques that are now lost.”


    “What about Jason Bourne?”


    “Because of how Arkadin turned out, Conklin didn’t use that technique set on Bourne, so in that sense the two of them are different.”


    “How so?”


    Willard, whose attention to detail was legendary, shot his cuffs so that they were of precisely equal lengths. “Arkadin has no soul.”


    “What?” Marks shook his head as if he hadn’t heard correctly. “Unless I miss my guess, there’s no known technique scientific or otherwise for destroying a soul.”


    Willard rolled his eyes. “For God’s sake, Peter, I’m not talking about a machine out of a science-fiction novel.” He rose to his feet. “But ask your parish priest the next time you see him. You’ll be surprised at his answer.” He beckoned for Marks to do the same. “Here comes our new lord and master, Oliver Liss.”


    Marks glanced at his watch. “Forty minutes late. Right on time.”


    Oliver Liss lived on the wrong coast. He looked, acted, and possibly even thought of himself as if he were a movie star. He was handsome in that way the Hollywood elite cultivated, except that he didn’t seem to work at it. Maybe it was simply superb genes. In any event, when he entered a room he required no other entourage than his own personal sun burning at his back. He was tall, lean, and athletic, engendering bitter envy in those men he met. He liked his drinks strong, his meat red, and his women young, blond, and buxom. He was, in short, precisely the sort of man Hugh Hefner had envisioned when he created Playboy.


    Cranking up a mechanical smile without breaking stride, Liss gestured for them to follow him past Cerberus’s gates and into the Monition Club proper. It was breakfast time. Apparently, following Monition Club tradition, that meal was taken on an enclosed brick terrace, which overlooked a cloistered atrium whose center was as neatly laid out as an herb garden, though this time of the year there was scarcely anything to see but fallow ground and a geometry of low cast-iron fences, presumably to keep the mint out of the sage.


    Liss led them to a spacious table of inlaid stone. He exuded the scents of beeswax and expensive cologne. Today he was dressed like a country gentleman in flannel trousers, tweed jacket, and a tie with a print of hungry-looking foxes. His expensive ox-blood loafers shone like mirrors.


    After they ordered, drank their fresh-squeezed juice, and sipped their bracing French-press coffee, he came right to the point. “I know you have been busy moving into our new offices, taking possession of the electronics and so forth, but I want you to set all that aside. I’m hiring an office manager for that, anyway, you’re both far too valuable to waste.” His voice was as rich and lustrous as his shoes. He rubbed his hands together, a beloved uncle delighted at the latest family reunion. “I want you both concentrated on one matter and one matter only. It seems that with his untimely demise Noah Perlis left some loose ends.”


    Willard was taken slightly aback. “You’re not asking us to swim in Black River’s toxic waste, are you?”


    “Not in the least. I spent six months untangling myself from the organization I helped found because I could see the train wreck coming. Imagine how that feels, gentlemen.” He raised a finger. “Oh, yes, Frederick, in your case you have a glimmering of what I’ve been going through.” He shook his head. “No, Noah was handling this particular bit of business for me personally, no one else in Black River had a clue.” He sat back as their breakfasts were served, then, over his perfectly cooked eggs Benedict, he continued. “Noah had a ring. He obtained this ring at great cost and, I believe, personal tragedy. It is, not to put too fine a point on it, a singular ring. Though on the outside it looks like a simple gold wedding band, it is something far different. Here, take a look at these.” He passed around several color photos of the item in question.


    “As you can see, there are a series of symbols—graphemes, if you want to be technical—engraved around the inside.”


    “What is a grapheme?” Marks asked.


    “The basic unit of language, any language, really.”


    Willard squinted. “Yes, but what the devil language is it?”


    “Its own, manufactured out of ancient Sumerian, Latin, and God alone knows what other dead language, possibly one that’s been lost to the modern world.”


    “You want us to drop everything for this?” Marks looked incredulous. “Who do you think we are, Indiana Jones?”


    Liss, who had been in the process of chewing a bite of food, smirked. “This is not so old as that, my smart-aleck friend. In fact, it probably hasn’t been in existence more than a decade or two.”


    “A ring?” Willard shook his head. “What do you want with it?”


    “Eyes Only.” Liss winked and tapped the side of his nose. “In any event, Noah had the ring when he was killed by Jason Bourne. It’s clear that Bourne killed him in order to get the ring.”


    Marks shook his head. His lack of antipathy toward Bourne was well known. “Why would he do that? He must have had a good reason.”


    “What you need to keep in mind is that Bourne has murdered again, without provocation.” Liss looked hard at him. “Find Bourne and you’ll find the ring.” He carefully broke a yolk and dipped a triangle of toast into it. “I got a tip that Bourne was seen in the Heathrow arrivals terminal, so it’s a good bet he’s gone to Noah’s apartment in Belgravia. Start there. I’ve sent all the particulars to your cells and booked you on an evening flight to Heathrow so you’ll be bright-eyed, bushy-tailed, and ready to hit the tarmac at a full sprint when you arrive tomorrow morning.”


    Willard put aside the photos and made a face that sent warning bells ringing in Marks’s head.


    “When you agreed to fund Treadstone,” Willard said in a quietly ominous voice, “you agreed that I would be in charge of operations.”


    “Did I?” Liss rolled his eyes as if trying to recall. Then he shook his head. “No. No, I didn’t.”


    “Is this… What is this, some kind of joke?”


    “I don’t think so, no.” Liss popped the toast triangle into his mouth and chewed luxuriously.


    “I have a very specific agenda.” Willard carefully enunciated each word with a cutting edge. “A particular reason for jump-starting Treadstone.”


    “I’m well aware of your obsession with this Russian Leonid Arkadin, but the fact is, Frederick, you didn’t jump-start Treadstone. I did. Treadstone is mine, I fund it lock, stock, and ammunition. You work for me, to think otherwise is to gravely misjudge the parameters of your singular employment.”


    Marks suspected that it had dawned on Willard that by switching from CI to Oliver Liss, he’d merely exchanged one hated taskmaster for another. And as he himself had said when he’d recruited Marks, there was no turning back from a deal with the devil. They were both in this to the bitter end, into whatever circle of hell that might lead them.


    Liss was also watching Willard. He smiled benignly and pointed with the eggy tines of his fork. “You’d better eat up, your breakfast is getting cold.”


    After catching a bite to eat, during which time he read more of Perlis’s account of the blood feud between Arkadin and Oserov, Bourne returned to Belgravia, this time to the street where Tracy Atherton had lived. It was green and cool through the mist that swirled in the gutters and entwined around the chimneys of the row houses. Her house was neat and trim, identical to its neighbors. A steep flight of steps ran up to the front door where, he observed, there was a brass plate with the names of the people inhabiting the six flats.


    He pressed the bell for T. ATHERTON, as if she were still alive and he was arriving to spend the afternoon with her in cozy repose, drinking, eating, making love, and talking about art and its long, complex history. He was surprised, then, when the buzzer sounded, unlatching the front door. Pushing his way inside, he found himself in a narrow vestibule, dim and damply chilly in the way only London indoor spaces can be in winter or spring.


    Tracy’s flat was on the third floor, up flights of narrow, very steep stairs, the treads of which creaked beneath his weight now and again. He found it all the way in the rear and he recalled her saying, “There’s a mews out back with a flowering pear tree that a pair of house martins nest in come spring.” He imagined the house martins would be nesting there right about now. It was a bittersweet thought.


    The door opened a crack as he was warily approaching. The figure that revealed itself was backlit and for a moment he stood stock-still, his heart racing, because he was quite certain he was looking at Tracy. Tall, willowy, blond hair.


    “Yes? May I help you?”


    Her eyes broke the spell; they were brown, not blue, and they weren’t as large as Tracy’s. He felt himself breathe again. “My name is Adam Stone. I was a friend of Tracy’s.”


    “Oh, yes, Trace told me about you.” She did not offer her hand. Her expression was carefully neutral. “I’m Chrissie Lincoln, Tracy’s sister.”


    Still, she did not move out of the doorway. “She met you on a flight to Madrid.”


    “Actually, the flight was from Madrid to Seville.”


    “That’s right.” Chrissie watched him warily. “Trace traveled so much, it was a good thing she liked flying.”


    Bourne could see that he was being tested. “She hated flying. She got sick on the flight five minutes after she introduced herself.” He waited for her to say something, then: “May I come in? I’d like to speak to you about Tracy.”


    “I suppose.” She stood back, almost reluctantly.


    He walked in and she closed the door behind him. Tracy had been right, the flat was tiny, but as beautiful as she had been. Furniture in butter yellows and deep oranges, crisp cream curtains framed each window, throw pillows here and there in polka dots, animal prints, and stripes added bright bits of color. He walked across the living room and into her bedroom.


    “Are you looking for something in particular, Mr. Stone?”


    “Call me Adam.” Somehow he knew there would be French doors out onto the back, and there was the pear tree in the mews. “I’m looking for the house martins.”


    “I beg your pardon?” Her voice was pitched a bit higher, thinner, and her speech was more rapid than her sister’s had been.


    “Tracy said that come spring a pair of house martins nested in that pear tree.”


    She was at his shoulder. Her hair smelled of lemon. She wore an inexpensive cotton man’s shirt with the sleeves rolled up, revealing sun-browned arms, jeans, not the fashionable low-riding ones, but sturdy Levi’s with the cuffs rolled up, cheap flats, scuffed and worn at the heels, and was in a light sweat as if she had been cleaning or rooting around for some time. She wore no jewelry, not even a wedding band. And yet her last name was Lincoln, not Atherton.


    “Do you see a sign of them?” she asked in a brittle voice.


    “No,” he said, turning away.


    She frowned momentarily and remained silent for a long time.


    “Chrissie?”


    When she didn’t answer he went and got her a glass of cold water from the kitchen. She took it without comment and drank it slowly and methodically, as if it were medicine.


    When she put the glass down, she said to him, “I’m afraid this was a mistake letting you in. I’d prefer if you left.”


    Bourne nodded. He’d seen the flat; he didn’t know what he’d expected to find, maybe it was nothing at all, save the scent of her, lingering long after she had left. The night they had shared in Khartoum was far more intimate than if they had made love, an act that despite its name could seem impersonal, even detached. The revelation that came later, that Tracy had been working for Leonid Arkadin, had come like a cold slap across the face. But in the weeks after her death he’d been haunted by the notion that something was wrong with that equation. Not that he doubted she’d been in Arkadin’s employ, but deep down he couldn’t escape the notion that the story wasn’t that simple. It was altogether possible that he’d come here looking for some form of proof, a confirmation of his suspicion.


    They had moved back to the front door now, and now Chrissie opened it for him. As he was about to step out, she said, “Mr. Stone—”


    “Adam.”


    She tried to smile and failed, her face seemed tight and pained. “Do you know what happened in Khartoum?”


    Bourne hesitated. He stared out into the hallway, but what he was seeing was Tracy’s face, spattered with blood, as he cradled it in his lap.


    “Please. I know I’ve been less than hospitable. I—I’m not thinking straight, you see.” She stood back for him to reenter.


    Bourne turned back one hand on the partially open door. “Her death was an accident.”


    Chrissie looked at him fearfully, expectantly. “You know this?”


    “I was there.”


    He saw the blood leave her face. She was staring at him fixedly, as if she couldn’t look away, as if with a terrible clarity she saw an accident about to happen.


    “Will you tell me how she died?”


    “I don’t think you want to hear the details.”


    “Yes,” she said. “I do. I—I need to know. She was my only sibling.” She shut the door and locked it and went over to an armchair, but she did not sit down. Rather, she stood behind it, staring into the middle distance. “I’ve been in a kind of personal hell since I got the news. A sister’s death, it’s—well, it’s not like any other death. I—I can’t explain it.”


    Bourne watched her as she stood, her fingers dug into the high, arched back of the chair.


    “She was struck by shards of glass, one went through her. She bled out in minutes; there was nothing anyone could do.”


    “Poor Trace.” She was gripping the chair back so hard, her knuckles had turned white. “I begged her not to go, just as I begged her not to take that cursed assignment.”


    “What assignment?”


    “That bloody Goya.”


    “Why did she tell you about the Goya?”


    “It wasn’t the painting, but the assignment. She said it was going to be her last. She wanted me to know that. Because she knew I disapproved of what she did, I suppose.”


    She shuddered. “Evil thing, that Black Painting.”


    “You say that as if it were alive.”


    She turned back to him. “In a sense it was, because it was connected with that man.”


    “Arkadin.”


    “She never told me his name. From what I could gather he gave her extremely dangerous assignments, but he paid her so well she accepted them all, at least that’s what she told me.”


    “You didn’t believe her?”


    “Oh, I believed her, all right, when we were young we made a pact never to lie to each other.” Her hair was a shade darker than her sister’s, and thicker, lush even, and her face was a bit less angular, softer, more open. It was also more careworn. She moved more quickly than Tracy, or perhaps it was that she moved in nervous bursts as if set off by a series of tiny interior explosions. “The problem arose when we grew up. I’m positive there were a great many things about her private life she refused to share.”


    “You didn’t push it.”


    “Secrecy was her choice,” she said defensively. “I honored her wishes.”


    He followed her back into the bedroom. She stood looking around as if dazed, as if she’d lost her sister and now inexplicably couldn’t find her. Light slanting in through the window was splintered in lozenges and rectangles by the pear tree. It was mellow, toned, like the surface of a sepia print. She moved into one of those luminous geometric shapes now.


    Her arms wound around her waist as if she were trying to hold in her emotions. “But of one thing I’m quite certain. That man’s a monster, she’d never have worked for him voluntarily. I’m sure he must have had something on her.”


    An echo of his own suspicions. Maybe she had something to tell him after all. “Can you think of what it might be?”


    “I already told you, Trace was the most secretive person on earth.”


    “So there was nothing, no odd response to your questions, nothing of that nature.”


    “No.” Chrissie drew the word out into two syllables. “I mean there was one thing, but, well, it’s kind of ridiculous.”


    “Ridiculous? How so?”


    “I remember one time we were together and, for once, there didn’t seem to be anything to talk about after I’d exhausted the news about me. I was bored with all that, anyway, it was old news to me. I guess I got a bit frustrated, because I said, laughing, you know, something about was she hiding someone up her sleeve.”


    Bourne cocked his head. “And?”


    “Well, I mean she didn’t think it was funny, did she? She didn’t laugh, that’s for sure. I’d meant a boyfriend or a husband but she said, quite fiercely, that I was the only family she had.”


    “You don’t think—”


    “No, I don’t,” Chrissie said emphatically. “That wouldn’t be like her at all. She didn’t get on well with Mum and Dad, she was offended by everything about them. And they were deeply offended by her rebelliousness. I was the good daughter. I became a professor at Oxford, following in my father’s footsteps. But Trace… God only knows what they thought she was up to. Anyway, from the time she was thirteen or so they would fight like cats and dogs, until one day she stormed out of the house and never went back. No, I can tell you that she didn’t want a family of her own.”


    “And you find that sad.”


    “No,” Chrissie said, rather defiant. “I find it admirable.”


    



    



    Well, at least we get to go after Bourne,” Marks said. “That’s some consolation, he’s one half of the Treadstone equation, isn’t he?”


    “Don’t be dense,” Willard snapped. “Liss didn’t even bother to mention it as a peace offering because he knew I’d laugh in his face. He knows I’m the only person on earth—at least one under his control—who can get to Bourne without having his neck or back broken. No, he planned this out from the beginning, it was his whole reason for agreeing to back Treadstone in the first place, and I played right into his hand.”


    “That’s a pretty damn high price to pay for a ring,” Marks said. “It must be very rare, costly, or important.”


    “I’d like to have another look at that photo of the engraving,” Willard mused. “That’s our best chance of finding out something about the ring, since Liss won’t tell us.”


    They had been walking across the Mall, from the Washington Monument toward the Lincoln Memorial, hands in overcoat pockets, backs bowed against the wind, but at the last instant they had decided to make a detour to the Vietnam Veterans Memorial. Along the way they had, each in his own way, checked for tags and tails. They didn’t trust anyone, least of all Oliver Liss.


    They stopped, and Willard stared at the wall, somber in its eternal shadows, sighed deeply, and closed his eyes. A small, secret smile crept across his lips with the stealth of a cat. “He thinks he’s checkmated me, but I’ve got a queen he can’t control.”


    Marks shook his head. “I have no idea what you’re talking about.”


    Willard’s eyes popped open. “Soraya Moore.”


    Marks looked at him, alarmed. “Oh, no.”


    “I told you to try to recruit her and you did.”


    A pair of vets in uniform, one pushing the other, who was in a wheelchair, came down the long, graceful ramp into the full majesty of the wall and stopped in front of the names. The vet in the wheelchair was without legs. He handed his friend a small bouquet and a miniature American flag on a wooden stand. His friend laid them at the foot of the wall where their compatriots’ names were engraved for all time.


    There was a glitter in Willard’s eyes as he turned away from the scene. “I have her first assignment: Find Leonid Arkadin.”


    “You said you’d lost him,” Marks pointed out. “Where is she going to start looking?”


    “That’s her problem,” Willard said. “She’s a smart girl, I’ve been following her career since she came to prominence at Typhon.” He smiled. “Have a little faith, Peter. She’s first-rate material, plus, she’s got a built-in advantage over you or me. She’s a very good-looking female—highly desirable—which means Arkadin will have her scent before she comes within a block of him.”


    His brain was traveling at speed in its own peculiar orbit. “I want her with him, Peter. I want her attached to Arkadin, she’s going to tell me what he’s doing and why he’s doing it.”


    The two vets’ heads were bowed, locked within their private memories as tourists and relatives of other fallen filed by, some touching names here and there. A Japanese tour leader, yellow pennant held high, gathered her photo-clicking flock to her.


    Marks ran a hand through his hair. “You can’t expect me—What? Jesus, you want me to pimp her out?”


    Willard looked like he was sucking on a lemon. “Since when did you become a Boy Scout? Not in CI, surely. The Old Man would’ve had your heart for lunch.”


    “She’s a friend of mine, Fred. Longtime.”


    “There are no friends in this business, Peter, just the bitterly oppressed. I am Liss’s slave and you are mine and she is yours. That’s how it works.”


    Marks looked as glum as Willard had at the end of their breakfast with Liss.


    “You will give her her assignment before we leave for the airport—” Willard glanced at his watch. “—which gives you less than six hours to prep for London and do the deed.” His smile was all teeth. “More than enough time for a clever fellow like you, wouldn’t you say?”

  


  
    CHAPTER 7

  


  
    Time for me to go,” Bourne said. “We should both get some sleep.”


    “I don’t want to go to sleep,” Chrissie said and, with a bleak smile, sang, “Bad dreams in the night.” She cocked her head inquiringly. “Kate Bush. Do you know her songs?”


    “That’s from ‘Wuthering Heights,’ isn’t it?”


    “Yes, my daughter, Scarlett, is a big fan. Not much Kate Bush up at Oxford, I can tell you.”


    It was after midnight. He had ventured out to an Indian restaurant, bought their dinner, and had taken it back to Tracy’s flat, where, after swallowing a couple of desultory bites, Chrissie watched him eat. Considering the violent events earlier, outside the bank, it was best if he didn’t venture too far afield, even back to his hotel.


    Watching her sitting across from him on the sofa, he recalled another fragment of the conversation he’d had with Tracy in Khartoum the night before she died:


    “In your mind you can be anyone, do anything. Everything is malleable, whereas in the real world, effecting change—any change—is so bloody difficult, the effort is wearying.”


    “You could adopt an entirely new identity,” he had replied, “one where effecting change is less difficult because now you re-create your own history.”


    She had nodded. “Yes, but that has its own pitfalls. No family, no friends—unless, of course, you don’t mind being absolutely isolated.”


    “The night before she died,” he said now, “she told me something that led me to believe that in another time, another place she would have enjoyed having her own family.”


    For a moment it seemed as if all the air had gone out of her. “Well, that’s bloody irony for you.” Then, recovering somewhat, she went on, “You know, the funny thing is—well, it’s bloody tragic, when I think about it now—I sometimes envied her. She wasn’t tied down, had never married, she could go where she pleased, when she pleased, and she did. She was like a skyrocket, in that way, because of how she loved to walk on the wild side. It was as if danger was—I don’t know—an aphrodisiac, or maybe it was more like the feeling people get when they ride a roller coaster, that sense of going so fast they’re almost, but not quite, out of control.” She gave a bitter little laugh. “The last time I rode a roller coaster I got sick to my stomach.”


    Part of him genuinely felt for her, but another part, the professional part, the Bourne identity, in other words, was seeking a way to worm his way farther in, a probe to see if there was anything else Chrissie could tell him about Tracy and her mysterious relationship with Leonid Arkadin. He saw her only as a means to an end, a stepping-stone, not a human being. He hated himself for feeling that way, and yet his dispassion was part of what made him successful. This was who he was, or at least what Treadstone had made of him. In any event, for good or for ill, he was damaged, trained, highly skilled. Just like Arkadin. And yet there was a gulf between them—an abyss so vast, Bourne could not see its bottom or even guess at its depth. He and Arkadin faced each other across this divide, invisible perhaps to anyone but themselves, searching for ways to destroy each other without destroying themselves in the process. There were times when he wondered whether that would be possible, whether to rid the world of one, both had to go.


    “You know what I wish?” She turned to him. “Remember that film Superman, not a great film, admittedly, but anyway, Lois Lane dies and Superman is so grief-stricken that he launches himself into the air. He flies around the earth, faster and faster, faster than the speed of sound, faster than the speed of light, so fast that he reverses time to the moment just before Lois will be killed, and he saves her.” Her eyes had settled on his face, but it was something else she was seeing. “I wish I were Superman.”


    “You’d turn back time and save Tracy.”


    “If I could. But unlike what the screenwriters allowed Superman to do in the film, if I couldn’t, well, at least… at least I’d understand what the bloody hell to do with this grief.” She tried to take a deep breath but succeeded only in choking on her tears. “I feel weighed down, as if I have an anchor tied to my back, or Tracy’s body, cold and stiff and… never moving ever again.”


    “That feeling will pass,” Bourne said.


    “Yes, I suppose it will, but what if I don’t want it to?”


    “Do you want to follow her down into darkness? What about Scarlett, what will happen to her then?”


    Chrissie got red in the face and jumped up. Bourne followed her as she stalked into the bedroom, where he found her staring out the French doors at the pear tree, flooded now in silvery moonlight. “Bloody hell, Trace, why are you gone? If she were here now I swear I’d wring her neck.”


    “Or at least make her promise to have nothing more to do with Arkadin.”


    Bourne hoped injecting Arkadin’s name back into the conversation would lead her back to a memory she might have overlooked. He sensed they might be at a crucial juncture. He had no intention of leaving, as long as she didn’t throw him out. He didn’t think she would, he was her only link with her sister now, he’d been there when Tracy had died. That meant the world to her, he sensed that it brought the two of them closer, made Tracy’s sudden death a bit more bearable.


    “Chrissie,” he said gently, “did she ever tell you how she met him?”


    She shook her head, then said, “Maybe in Russia. Saint Petersburg? She’d gone there to have a look at the Hermitage. I remember because I was all set to go with her when Scarlett came down with an ear infection, high fever, disorientation, the works.” She shook her head. “God, what different lives the two of us have led! And now… now it’s come to this. Scarlett will be devastated.”


    Then she frowned. “Why did you come here, Adam?”


    “Because I wanted something to remind me of her, because I had nowhere else to go.” He realized, a bit belatedly, that it was the truth, or at least as much of it as he was prepared to share with her.


    “I didn’t, either,” she said with a sigh. “Scarlett was visiting my folks when the call came. She was having a grand time, still is, judging by our last texts.” Her eyes were on him, but again her attention was fixed somewhere else. “Of course you can have a look around, take whatever keepsake you want.”


    “I appreciate that.”


    She nodded absently, then turned back to her contemplation of the mews and its budding pear tree. A moment later she gave a tiny gasp. “There they are!”


    Bourne rose and joined her at the window.


    “They’ve returned,” he said. “The house martins.”


    



    



    Arkadin woke at dawn, climbed into swim shorts, and went out for a run in the surf. The sky was filled with cormorants and pelicans. Greedy gulls walked along the sand, plucking at the remnants of last night’s drunken parties. He ran south until he reached the outskirts of one of the big resort clubs, then turned around. After that he plunged into the water and swam for forty minutes. When he returned to the convent there were more than twenty messages waiting for him on his cell phone. One was from Boris Karpov. He showered and dressed, then chopped up fresh fruit. Pineapple, papaya, bananas, oranges. He ate the sweet chunks with a large dollop of yogurt. Ironically, he was learning to eat healthily in Mexico.


    Wiping his mouth with the back of his hand, he took up his phone and made his first call. He was informed that the most recent shipment from Gustavo Moreno’s pipeline had not reached the client. It had been delayed, or possibly it had gone missing. At the moment, he was told, it was impossible to say. He ordered his man to keep him informed, then disconnected.


    Reflecting that he’d have to deal with the missing shipment himself and, if warranted, dole out harsh punishments, he punched in Karpov’s number.


    “I’m in LAX,” Boris Karpov said in his ear. “Now what?”


    “Now we meet face-to-face,” Arkadin said. “There’s a late-morning flight to Tucson. Call ahead, order a rental car—a two-seater convertible, the older and more battered the better.” He gave Karpov instructions and driving directions. “Approach with the top down. Be prepared to wait at the rendezvous point for an hour, maybe more, until I determine that you have fulfilled all the terms of our meet. Is that clear?”


    “I’ll be there,” Karpov said, “before sundown.”


    



    



    Bourne was still up, listening to the sounds of the flat, the building, the neighborhood, listening to London itself inhale and exhale as if it were a great beast. He turned his head when Chrissie appeared in the living room. An hour before, close to four, she had gone into the bedroom, but by the bedside lamp and the dry rustle of pages turning, he’d known she hadn’t fallen asleep. Possibly she hadn’t even tried.


    “Haven’t you gone to sleep yet?” Her voice was soft, almost burred, as if, in fact, she had just woken up.


    “No.” He was sitting back on the sofa, his mind still and dark as the bottom of the sea. But sleep hadn’t come. Once, he thought he’d heard her sigh, but it was only the city breathing.


    She came and sat down at the other corner of the sofa, tucked her legs under her. “I’d like to be in here, if it’s all right.”


    He nodded.


    “You haven’t told me anything about yourself.”


    Bourne said nothing; he didn’t feel inclined to lie to her.


    Outside a car passed, then another. A dog barked in the silence. The city seemed stilled, as if frozen in ice, not even its heart beating.


    The ghost of a smile played across her wide lips. “Just like Trace.”


    After a time, her eyelids grew heavy. She curled up like a cat with her head on her arms. Now she did sigh and, within moments, was fast asleep. A short time later, so was he.


    



    



    You must be insane,” Soraya Moore said. “I’m not going to seduce Arkadin for you, Willard, or anyone else.”


    “I understand your concern,” Marks said. “But—”


    “No, Peter, I don’t think you do. I really and truly don’t. Otherwise there would be no but.”


    She got up and walked to the railing. They had been sitting on a bench down by the canal in Georgetown. Lights glittered and boats lay still and sleeping in their berths. Behind them, young people strolled by, drinking and nuzzling. Occasional bursts of laughter erupted from a scrum of teenagers some distance away who appeared to be texting one another. The night was blessedly mild with just a hint of clouds scudding across the filthy-looking sky.


    Marks rose and followed her. He sighed, as if he were the aggrieved party, which further antagonized her.


    “Why is it,” she said hotly, “that women are so devalued, men only use them for their bodies.”


    It wasn’t a question and Marks knew it. He suspected that a good deal of her anger stemmed from the fact that it was him—a good and trusted friend—asking this of her. And of course that had been Willard’s scheme. He knew this assignment would be offensive to Soraya, more so than, perhaps, to other women who had a less positive self-image; he knew that Marks was the only person who would be able to sell it to her. Indeed, Marks was quite certain that if Willard had given her this assignment directly she would have told him to go fuck himself and left without a backward glance. And yet, as Willard must have foreseen, here she was. Though visibly fuming, she hadn’t told him to fuck off.


    “For centuries, as women were systematically held down by men, they devised their own unique ways to get what they wanted: money, power, a decision-making position in a male-dominated society.”


    “I don’t need a lecture on women’s role in history,” she snapped.


    Marks decided to ignore her comment. “Whatever else you might think, the indisputable fact is that women possess a unique ability.”


    “Would you please stop saying unique?”


    “An ability to attract men, to seduce them, to find the chinks in their armor, and to use that weakness against them. You know better than I what a potent weapon sex can be when applied judiciously. This is especially true in the clandestine services.” He turned to her. “In our world.”


    “Jesus Christ, you are the little fucker, aren’t you?” She leaned on the railing, fingers enlaced, as a man might, with a man’s confidence that was typical of her.


    Marks pulled out his cell, brought up a head shot of Arkadin, handed it to her. “Handsome sonovabitch, isn’t he? Magnetic, too, so I’m told.”


    “You disgust me.”


    “That sort of outrage doesn’t become you.”


    “But screwing Arkadin does?” She thrust the cell back at him, but he didn’t reach for it.


    “Fight against it all you want, the fact remains that espionage work is what you do, this is what you are. More to the point, this is the life you chose. No one ever twisted your arm.”


    “No? What are you doing now?”


    He took a calculated risk. “I haven’t given you an ultimatum. You can get up and walk away anytime.”


    “And then what? I’ll have nothing, I’ll be nothing.”


    “You can return to Cairo, marry Amun Chalthoum, have babies.”


    He said this not unkindly, but the concept itself was unkind, or rather despicable. In any event, this was how it struck her. And all at once the full realization of how thoroughly M. Errol Danziger had fucked her dealt her its last, worst body blow. She was done at CI, which was bad enough, but he had made sure that she couldn’t get a position at a competing government agency. One of the private risk management firms was also out of the question; she wasn’t about to get involved with an organization of mercenaries like Black River. She turned away and bit her lip in order to hold back her tears of frustration. She felt the way she imagined women had felt down through the ages when they had ventured into a man’s world, taking orders, biting back their opinions, hoarding secrets revealed in the whispered aftermath of sex, until the day came…


    “This guy isn’t unknown to you,” Marks said, careful to keep the urgency he felt out of his voice. “He’s as bad as they get, Raya. This playing up to him, it’s a good thing you’ll be doing.”


    “That’s what you all say.”


    “No, we all do what needs to be done. That’s the beginning and the end of it.”


    “Easy for you to say, you’re not being asked to—”


    “You don’t know what I’ve been asked to do.”


    She turned away again. He watched her staring out at the canal, at the smears of lights on the water. Off to their left, the kids burst out into a rolling wave of laughter that seemed to gain in intensity as it circled the group.


    “What I wouldn’t give to be one of them now,” Soraya said softly. “Not a care in the fucking world.”


    And Marks breathed a silent sigh of relief, knowing now that she would swallow the bitter pill he offered. She would take the assignment.


    



    



    Curious. Very curious, indeed.” In the warm light of the morning sun Chrissie was studying the engraving on the inside of the gold band Bourne had taken from Noah Perlis.


    “I know linguistics,” Bourne said, “but this isn’t a known language, is it?”


    “Well, it’s hard to say. There are some characteristics of Sumerian, possibly Latin as well, though it’s really neither.” She looked up at him. “Where did you get this?”


    “It makes no sense, does it?”


    She shook her head. “No, it doesn’t.”


    She had made coffee while Bourne rooted around in the freezer. He came up with a pair of crumpets, though judging by the ice crystals clinging to the bag they had been in there for some time. They found some jam and ate standing up, both of them filled with nervous energy. Neither of them mentioned last night. Then Bourne had showed her the ring.


    “But that’s only my opinion and I’m far from an expert.” She handed the ring back to Bourne. “The only way to find out for sure is to take it up to Oxford. I have a friend who’s a professor at the Centre for the Study of Ancient Documents. If it can be deciphered, he’s sure to know.”


    



    



    It was after midnight when Lieutenant R. Simmons Reade tracked his boss down at an all-night squash court in Virginia, where the DCI worked out for two strenuous hours with one of the resident instructors three times a week. Reade was the only one inside CI who could deliver bad news to DCI Danziger without a qualm. He had been Danziger’s prize pupil when Danziger was briefly teaching at the NSA’s clandestine Academy for Special Operations, which the Old Man, who had contempt for everything the NSA stood for, used to call the Academy for Special Services, so he could jokingly refer to it as ASS.


    Reade sat through the end of the last game, then made his presence known to the DCI by walking out onto the court, which was hot and smelled of sweat despite the fierce air-conditioning.


    Danziger tossed his racquet at the instructor, wrapped a towel around his neck, and walked over to his adjutant.


    “How bad?” No preliminaries were needed; the fact that Reade had sought him out at this hour, that he had chosen to come in person rather than through a phone call, was enough to clue him in.


    “Bourne has neutralized the extraction team. They’re either dead or in police custody.”


    “Jesus Christ,” Danziger said, “how does Bourne do it? No wonder Bud needed me to take over.”


    They walked over to a bench and sat. No one else was on the court, the only sound came from the hum of the air-conditioning vents.


    “Is Bourne still in London?”


    Reade nodded. “As of this moment, yes, sir, he is.”


    “And Coven is there, Lieutenant?”


    Danziger only called him by his rank when he was truly pissed off. “Yes, sir.”


    “Why didn’t he intervene?”


    “The site was too public, there were too many witnesses for him to try to snatch Bourne off the street.”


    “Other options?”


    “Woefully lacking,” Reade said. “Shall I do something about that? I can reach out to our people at NSA for—”


    “In time, Randy, but for now I can’t shake the tree and bring in my men wholesale, not politic, as Bud is quick to remind me. No, we have to make the best of the hand we’ve been dealt.”


    “Judging by his kill record, sir, Coven is damn good.”


    “Fine.” The DCI slapped his thighs and stood up. “Set him loose on Bourne. Tell him he has a free hand, whatever it takes to bring Bourne in.”

  


  
    CHAPTER 8

  


  
    After Peter Marks had given her the assignment to find and attach herself to Arkadin, Soraya Moore had returned to Delia Trane’s apartment where she had been holed up. For the last two hours she had been on her plugged-in cell phone with a number of her field agents at Typhon. Though Typhon was no longer hers, the same could not be said for the people she had hired, trained, and mentored for the highly specialized jobs monitoring and infiltrating the various Sunni and Shi’a cadres, insurgent groups, jihadists, and extreme splinter politicos in virtually every country in the Middle and Far East. No matter what their current orders were or who was now in charge of Typhon, their loyalty was to her.


    Currently she was talking to Yusef, her contact in Khartoum. Arkadin was well known in that part of the world now that he supplied the majority of the armament.


    “Arkadin isn’t anywhere in the Middle East,” Yusef said, “or holed up in the mountains of Azerbaijan, for that matter.”


    “And he’s not anywhere in Europe, Russia, or Ukraine, I’ve already made certain of that,” Soraya said. “Do you know why he’s gone to ground?”


    “Dimitri Maslov, his old mentor, has taken out a fatwa, or whatever the Russians call it, on him.”


    “I can understand why,” Soraya said. “Maslov hired him to get the arms business from Nikolai Yevsen, which is what he was doing in Khartoum several weeks ago. Instead he made off with Yevsen’s entire client list, which was stored on a computer server.”


    “Well, the word is that Maslov caught up with Arkadin in Bangalore, but was unable to either kill or capture him, so now he’s vanished.”


    “In this day and age,” Soraya said, “no one can vanish, at least for long.”


    “Well, at least now you know where he isn’t.”


    “True enough.” Soraya thought a moment. “I’ll get someone to run through immigration security tapes in the Americas, maybe Australia, too, and see what they come up with.”


    



    



    David Webb had been to Oxford University, the oldest institution of higher learning in the English-speaking world, twice that Bourne could recall, though, of course, there could have been more visits. In those days the Centre for the Study of Ancient Documents had been located in the university’s Classics Centre at the Old Boys’ School in George Street. Now it was housed in a new home, the ultramodern Stelios Ioannou School for Research in Classical and Byzantine Studies at 66 St Giles’, as incongruous to the study of ancient languages as it was to Oxford’s stately eighteenth- and nineteenth-century buildings. This part of St Giles’ was in the center of Oxford, an ancient city whose charter had been enacted in 1191. The center was known as Carfax, a word derived from the French carrefour, meaning “crossroads.” And indeed, the four great thoroughfares of Oxford, including High Street, met at this juncture, as famous in its own way as Hollywood and Vine, and with a whole lot more history.


    Chrissie had phoned her friend, a professor by the name of Liam Giles, before they started out from London. Oxford was only fifty-five miles away, and it took them just over an hour to get there using her old Range Rover. Tracy had given it to her when she started traveling so much.


    The city was precisely as he remembered it, transporting all who arrived there back in time to an age of top hats, robes, horse-drawn carriages, and communications by post. It was as if it and all its inhabitants had been preserved in amber. Everything about Oxford belonged to another, simpler age.


    By the time Chrissie found a parking spot the sun had begun to peer out from behind voluminous clouds, and the day had begun to warm, as if it might really be spring. They found Professor Liam Giles ensconced in his office, a large space set up as a workroom-cum-laboratory. Shelves were filled with manuscripts and thick hand-bound books. He was bent over one of them, scrutinizing a copy of a papyrus with a magnifying glass.


    According to Chrissie, Professor Giles was the Richards-Bancroft Chair of the department, but as he glanced up Bourne was surprised to see a man of barely forty. He sported a prominent nose and chin and was balding, small round glasses pushed up onto his ever-expanding forehead. He had fur on his forearms, which were also short, like a kangaroo’s.


    Bourne’s one concern about returning to Oxford had been that someone would recognize him as David Webb. But even though faculty members hung on decade after decade the university was huge, encompassing many colleges, and they were far from All Souls, the college where he had made several guest lectures.


    In any event, Giles accepted him as Adam Stone. He seemed genuinely happy to see Chrissie, asking after her solicitously, and after Scarlett, whom he clearly knew personally.


    “Tell her to stop by sometime,” he said. “I have a little surprise for her that I think she’ll like. I know she’s eleven, but she’s got the mind of a fifteen-year-old, so this ought to tickle her pink.”


    Chrissie thanked him, then introduced the enigma of the ring’s curious engraving. Bourne handed the ring over and Giles, switching on a special lamp, studied the engraving on the inside first with the naked eye, then through a jeweler’s loupe. He went to a shelf, took down textbooks, leafed through them, his forefinger moving down the large pages of dense paragraphs and small, hand-drawn illustrations. He went back and forth between the texts and the ring for some time. At last he looked up at Bourne and said, “I think it will help if I can take some pictures of the item in question. Do you mind?”


    Bourne told him to go ahead.


    Giles took the ring to a curious mechanism, which looked like the end of a fiber-optic cable. He carefully clamped the ring so that the filament was in its center. Then he handed them goggles with treated dark lenses, slipped on a pair himself. When he was sure they were protected, he typed two commands on a computer keyboard. A series of mini-flashes of blinding blue light ensued, and Bourne knew that he had activated a blue laser.


    The silent outburst was over almost as soon as it had begun. Giles removed his goggles, and they did the same.


    “Brilliant,” the professor said as his fingers flew over his keyboard. “Let’s have a look, shall we?”


    He turned on a plasma screen inset into the wall, and a series of high-definition photographs—close-ups of the engraving—appeared. “This is how the writing appears to the naked eye, being engraved on a three-hundred-and-sixty-degree surface. But what,” he said, “if it was meant to be read—or seen—on a flat surface, like most writing?” Here he manipulated the digital images until they merged into one long strip. “What we’re left with is what appears to be one long word, which seems improbable.” He zoomed in. “At least, that’s how it appears on the circular surface of the ring. However, now, in its flat form, we can see two breaks, so that what we’re actually looking at are three distinct groups of letters.”


    “Words,” Bourne said.


    “It would seem so,” Giles said with a mysterious lilt in his voice.


    “But I see some cuneiforms,” Chrissie said. “I reckon they’re Sumerian.”


    “Well, they certainly look Sumerian,” Giles said, “but in fact they’re Old Persian.” He slid one of the open texts toward her. “Here, take a look.” As she was doing that he addressed Bourne. “Old Persian is derived from Sumero-Akkadian, so our dear Christina can be forgiven her error.” The affection with which he said this punctured the pompousness of the statement. “However, there’s a crucial difference between the two without which decipherment is impossible. Akkadian cuneiforms represent entire syllables, whereas the cuneiforms of Old Persian are semi-alphabetic, which means each one represents a letter.”


    “What are the Latin letters doing mixed in?” Chrissie said. “And those unknown symbols, are they a language?”


    Giles smiled. “You, Mr. Stone, have presented me with a most curious—and I must say damn exciting—mystery.” He pointed to the screen. “What you see here is a composite of Old Persian, Latin, and—well, for lack of a better term, something else. I reckon I’m familiar with every ancient language mankind has discovered and cataloged, and this one is a definite outlier.” He waved a hand. “But I’ll get back to that presently.”


    He moved his mouse pointer horizontally just below the engraving. “The first thing I can tell you is that there is no such thing as a composite language—cuneiform and letters just don’t mix. So if this isn’t a language, per se, exactly what is it?”


    Bourne, who had been studying the line of the engraving, said, “It’s a cipher.”


    Giles’s eyes widened behind the lenses of his glasses. “Very good, Mr. Stone. I applaud you.” He nodded. “Indeed, this seems to be a cipher, but like everything else about this engraving, it’s of a curious sort.” Here he once again manipulated the image, literally rearranging the blocks, separating the Old Persian cuneiforms and Latin letters into two distinct groups, the third group being the “letters” of the outlier language.


    “Severus,” Bourne said, reading the Latin word from the scramble.


    “Which could mean any number of things,” Chrissie said, “or nothing.”


    “True enough,” Giles said. “But now we come to the Old Persian.” He manipulated the cuneiforms. “See here, now we have a second word: Domna.”


    “Wait a minute.” Chrissie thought for a moment. “Septimius Severus was made a Roman senator by Marcus Aurelius in about 187. Subsequently he rose to become emperor in 193, and he ruled until his death eighteen years later. His reign was a strict military dictatorship, a response to the horrific corruption of his predecessor, Commodus. On his deathbed he famously advised his sons to ‘Enrich the soldiers and scorn all other men.’ ”


    “Lovely,” Giles said.


    “Some interesting things about him. He was born in what is now Libya, and when he increased the size of the Roman army he added auxiliary corps, soldiers from the far eastern borders of Rome’s empire, which must have included many from North Africa and beyond.”


    “How is that relevant?” Giles said.


    Now it was Chrissie’s turn to have a mysterious lilt to her voice. “Septimius Severus was married to Julia Domna.”


    “Severus Domna,” Bourne said. Something went off in the back of his head, deep down, beyond the veils his memory could not penetrate. Maybe it was a flash of déjà vu, or maybe a warning. Whatever it was, like all the free-floating bits of his previous life that suddenly, mysteriously surfaced, it would become an itch he couldn’t scratch. He’d have no choice but to run it to ground until he unearthed its link to him.


    “Adam, are you all right?” Chrissie was looking at him with a puzzled, almost alarmed expression.


    “I’m fine,” he said. He’d have to watch himself with her; she was as perceptive as her sister. “Is there more?”


    She nodded. “And it gets more interesting. Julia Domna was Syrian. Her family came from the ancient city of Emesa. Her ancestors were king-priests of the powerful temple of Baal, and so very influential throughout Syria.”


    “So,” Bourne said, “here we have an engraving—both a cipher and an anagram—made up of an ancient Western and Eastern language, merged.”


    “Just the way Septimius Severus and Julia Domna merged West and East.”


    “But what does it mean?” Bourne mused. “It seems that we’re still lacking the key.” He looked at Giles expectantly.


    The professor nodded. “The third language. I reckon you’re right, Mr. Stone. The key to the meaning of Severus Domna must lie in the third word.” He handed the ring back to Bourne.


    “So the language is still a mystery,” Chrissie said.


    “Oh, no. I know exactly what it is. It’s Ugaritic, an extinct written proto-language that arose in a small but important section of Syria.” He looked at Chrissie. “Just like your Julia Domna.” He pointed. “You can see here—and here—and again here—that Ugaritic is an important link between the earliest proto-languages and the written word as we know it today because it’s the first known evidence of the Levantine and South Semetic alphabets. In other words the Greek, Hebrew, and Latin alphabets find their sources in Ugaritic.”


    “So you know that this word is Ugaritic,” Bourne said, “but you don’t know what the word is.”


    “Again, yes and no.” Giles walked up to the screen, and as he pointed to each Ugaritic character he pronounced the letter. “So I know all the letters, you see, but like the two others, this word is an anagram. Though Ugaritic appears briefly in the study of Middle Eastern languages, the study of Ugaritic on its own is quite a specialized field, and rather a small one, I’m afraid, because of the prevailing belief that it is a dead end—a facilitation language, rather than an active one. There are only two or three Ugaritic scholars in the world and I’m not one of them, so for me to decipher the anagram would take an inordinate amount of time—which, frankly, I don’t have.”


    “I’m surprised there’s anyone studying it,” Chrissie said.


    “Actually, there’s only one reason there are any scholars at all.” Giles walked back to his computer keyboard. “There is a small group that believes Ugaritic has, uh, shall we say magic powers.”


    “What,” Bourne said, “like black magic?”


    Giles laughed. “Oh my, no, Mr. Stone, nothing so fantastic. No, these people believe that Ugaritic is a key part to the workings of alchemy, that Ugaritic was created for priests, chants to make manifest the divine. They believe, further, that alchemy itself is a blending of Ugaritic—articulating the right sounds in the proper order—and the specific scientific protocols.”


    “Lead into gold,” Chrissie said.


    The professor nodded. “Among others things, that’s right.”


    “Once again, the blending of East and West,” Bourne said, “like Severus and Domna, like Old Persian and Latin.”


    “Intriguing. I hadn’t thought of it in that light, but yes. It sounds far-fetched, I know, and you have to take an enormous leap of faith, but, well, now that you’ve brought up Julia Domna and her origins, look here.” Giles worked the keyboard. The screen changed to a map of the Middle East that quickly zoomed in on modern-day Syria, and then, zooming in farther, a specific section of the country. “The epicenter of the Ugaritic language was the part of Syria that includes the Great Temple of Baal, considered by some to be the most powerful of the old pagan gods.”


    “Do you know any of these Ugaritic experts, Professor?” Bourne asked.


    “One,” Giles said. “He’s, how shall I say, eccentric, as they all are in this arcane and rather outré field. As it happens, he and I play chess online. Well, it’s a form of proto-chess, actually, enjoyed by the ancient Egyptians.” He chuckled. “With your permission, Mr. Stone, I’ll e-mail him the inscription right now.”


    “You have my blessing,” Bourne said.


    Giles composed the e-mail, attached a copy of the inscription, and sent it off. “He loves puzzles, the more obscure the better, as you can imagine. If he can’t translate it, no one can.”


    Soraya, propped up on the bed in the guest room at Delia’s apartment, was dreaming of Amun Chalthoum, the lover she had left behind in Cairo, when her cell phone began to throb on her lap. Hours ago she had switched it to vibrate mode so as not to disturb her friend, fast asleep in her bedroom.


    Her eyes snapped open, the veils of her dream parted, and, putting the cell to her ear, she said, “Yes,” very softly.


    “We’ve got a hit,” the voice said in her ear. It was Safa, one of the women in Typhon’s network, whose family had been killed by terrorists in Lebanon. “At least it’s a possible. I’m uploading several images to your laptop now.”


    “Hold on,” she said.


    Soraya had a phone company Internet card plugged into her laptop, and she switched it on. A moment later she was connected. She saw that the file was delivered and opened it. There were three photos. The first was a file shot, head and shoulders, of Arkadin, the same one Peter had showed her, so it must be the only decent shot they had of him. This version was larger and clearer, however. Marks was right, he was a handsome specimen: hooded eyes, aggressive features. And blond. Positive or negative? She wasn’t sure. The other two were obvious CCTV photos, the images flat, the colors poorly rendered, of a man, large and muscular, wearing one of those inexpensive sports hats with a Dallas Cowboys logo, which he probably bought at the airport. She couldn’t see enough of his face to make a positive ID. But in the second CCTV image, he’d tipped his hat back on his head to scratch his scalp. His hair was very black, very shiny, as if it had just been dyed. He must have thought he was out of camera range, she thought as she studied the face. She compared it with the file shot.


    “I think it’s him,” she said.


    “So do I. The images are from the Immigration cameras at the Dallas/Fort Worth airport eight days ago.”


    Why would he fly into Texas, Soraya wondered, rather than New York or LA?


    “He came in on a flight from Charles de Gaulle Airport in Paris under the name Stanley Kowalski.”


    “You’re joking,” Soraya said.


    “I kid you not.”


    The man definitely had a sense of humor.

  


  
    CHAPTER 9

  


  
    Leonid Arkadin watchedwith slitted eyes as the battered dirt-brown convertible came bouncing along the road that led to the wharf. The sun was a bloody flag on the horizon; it had been another scorching day.


    Fitting the binoculars to his eyes, he watched Boris Karpov park the car, get out, and stretch his legs. With the top down and no trunk to speak of, the colonel had no choice but to come alone. Karpov looked around, for a moment looked right where Arkadin lay stretched out, before his eyes moved on without seeing him. Arkadin was perfectly camouflaged on the corrugated tin roof of a fish shed, peering out from the space below the hand-painted sign that said, BODEGA—PESCADO FRESCO A DIARIO.


    Flies buzzed busily, the stink of fish enveloped him like a noxious cloud, and the heat of the day, stored up by the tin, burned into his belly, knees, and elbows like a furnace floor, but none of these distractions interfered with his surveillance.


    He watched as Karpov lined up for the sunset cruise, paid his fare, and climbed on board the schooner that daily took to the Sea of Cortés. Aside from the crew of grizzled Mexicans and sailors, Karpov was the oldest man on board by a good thirty years. A fish out of water was the only way to describe him, standing on the deck amid the partying bikini-clad girls and their drunken, hormonal escorts. The more uncomfortable the colonel was, the better Arkadin liked it.


    Ten minutes after the schooner cast off and set sail, he climbed off the fish shack and strolled down to the wharf, where the cigarette—a long, sleek, fiberglass boat that was, basically, all engine—was docked. El Heraldo—God knew where the Sonoran man got that name—was waiting to help him cast off.


    “Everything’s all set, boss, just like you wanted.”


    Arkadin smiled at the Mexican and clamped a powerful hand on his shoulder. “What would I do without you, my friend?” He slipped El Heraldo twenty American dollars.


    El Heraldo, a small, barrel-chested man with an old salt’s wide, bandy-legged stance, grinned hugely as Arkadin climbed into the cigarette. Finding the pre-stocked ice chest, he opened it, dug down deep, and stowed an item he’d packed inside a waterproof zip-lock bag. Then he went to the wheel. A long, deep, phlegmy growl rolled up through the water at the stern, along with a blue drift of smoke from the marine fuel as he started the engines. El Heraldo cast off the lines fore and aft, and waved to Arkadin who steered the boat clear of the docks, threading through the buoys that marked the brief channel. Ahead lay the deep water, where the warm colors of the setting sun stippled the cobalt-blue waves.


    The waves were so small, they could have been in a river. Like the Neva, Arkadin thought. His mind returned to the past, to St. Petersburg at sunset, a velvet sky overhead, ice in the river, when he and Tracy sat facing each other at a window table at the Doma, overlooking the water. Apart from the Hermitage, the embankment was dominated by buildings with ornate facades that reminded him of Venetian palazzos, untouched by Stalin or his communist successors. Even the Admiralty was beautiful, with none of the brutalist military architecture found in similar buildings festering in other large Russian cities.


    Over blini and caviar she talked about the exhibits at the Hermitage, whose history he absorbed completely. He found it amusing that not far away on the bottom of the Neva lay the corpse of the politician, wrapped and tied like a sack of rotten potatoes, weighed down with bars of lead. The river was as peaceful as ever, lights from the monuments dancing on its surface, hiding the murky darkness beneath. He wondered briefly if there were fish in the river and, if so, what they’d make of the grisly package he’d delivered into their world earlier that day.


    Over dessert she said, “I have something to ask you.”


    He had looked at her expectantly.


    She hesitated, as if unsure how to proceed or whether to go on at all. At length, she took a sip of water and said, “This isn’t easy for me, though, oddly, the fact that we hardly know each other makes it a bit easier.”


    “It’s often easier to talk to people we’ve just met.”


    She nodded, but she was pale and the words seemed to have gotten stuck in her throat. “It’s a favor, really.”


    Arkadin had been waiting for this. “If I can help you, I will. What sort of favor?”


    Out on the Neva a long sightseeing boat plowed slowly by, its spotlights illuminating great swaths of the river and the buildings on either embankment. They might have been in Paris, a city in which Arkadin had managed to lose himself many times, if only for a short time.


    “I need help,” she said in a lost little voice that caused him to put his elbows on the table and lean toward her. “The kind of help your friend—what did you say his name was?”


    “Oserov.”


    “That’s right. I’ve always been good at summing people up very quickly. Your friend Oserov strikes me as the kind of man I need, am I right?”


    “What kind of man is that?” Arkadin said, wondering what she was getting at and why this normally articulate woman was now having such a hard time finding the words she needed.


    “Disposable.”


    Arkadin laughed. She was a woman after his own mind. “What do you need him for, exactly.”


    “I’d rather tell him personally.”


    “The man hates your guts, so you’re better off telling me first.”


    She looked out at the river and the opposite bank for a moment, then turned back to him. “All right.” She took a deep breath. “My brother’s in trouble—serious trouble. I need to find some way—some permanent way—of extricating him.”


    Was her brother some sort of criminal? “So the police won’t find out, I’m guessing.”


    She laughed without any humor. “I wish I could go to the police with this. Unfortunately, I can’t.”


    Arkadin hunched his shoulders. “What’s he gotten into?”


    “He’s in over his head with a loan shark—he’s got a gambling problem. I gave him some money to help him out but he just blew through that and when he came up short yet again, he stole a piece of artwork I was delivering to one of my clients. I’ve mollified the client, thank God, but if it ever came out I’d be finished.”


    “I imagine it gets worse from here.”


    She nodded woefully. “He went to the wrong people to fence it, got a third of what he should have gotten, an amount that wasn’t nearly enough. Now, unless something drastic is done, the lender will have him killed.”


    “This lender, he’s powerful enough to make that happen?”


    “Oh, yes.”


    “All the better.” Arkadin smiled. He thought helping her would be fun, but also, like a chess player, he could already see how he could bring her into checkmate. “I’ll take care of it.”


    “All I want you to do,” she said, “is introduce me to Oserov.”


    “I’ve just told you, you don’t need him. I’ll do this favor for you.”


    No,” she said firmly. “I don’t want you involved.”


    He spread his hands. “I already am involved.”


    “I don’t want you involved any deeper than you are.” The low lamplight fell across her as if they were in an intimate scene in a play, as if she were about to say the things that would make the audience gasp after holding its collective breath. “And as for Oserov, unless I’ve mistaken him, he likes money more than he hates me.”


    Arkadin laughed again, despite himself. He was going to tell her she was forbidden to talk with Oserov, but something in her eyes stopped him. He suspected that she would get up, walk away, and he’d never see her again. And he very much did not want that to happen, because this opportunity to hold something vital over her, to use her, would be lost.


    



    



    The increased jouncing of the cigarette boat returned Arkadin’s attention to the present. He had crossed the wake of the schooner and was now bearing down across its port flank. He got on the two-way radio and spoke to the schooner’s captain, with whom he had made prior arrangements.


    Five minutes later he was bobbing alongside the schooner, a rope ladder had been lowered, and Boris Karpov’s rather corpulent body was climbing down.


    “A fine place for two Russians to meet, eh, Colonel?” he said with a grin and a wink.


    “I admit I was looking forward to meeting you,” Karpov said, “under vastly different circumstances.”


    “Me in manacles or dead in a pool of blood, I can only imagine.”


    Karpov seemed to be having trouble breathing. “You’ve amassed quite the reputation for mayhem and murder.”


    “It’s difficult for any one person to live up to those rumors.” Arkadin was amused to see that Karpov, rather green around the gills, seemed in no mood for banter. “Don’t worry, seasickness lasts only as long as we’re on the water.”


    He chuckled as the ladder was hoisted up. He pulled away from the schooner, cutting a pale wake through the water. The bow lifted as the cigarette began to slice through the waves, and Karpov sat down with an audible thump, head between his legs.


    “Stand up,” Arkadin suggested, “and keep your eye on a fixed spot on the horizon—that freighter, for instance. That’ll minimize the nausea.”


    After a moment, Karpov did just that.


    “Don’t forget to breathe.”


    Arkadin steered them south by southeast and when he judged he’d put enough distance between the cigarette and the schooner, he cut the engines to just above an idle, turned, and regarded his passenger.


    “One thing I have to say about our government,” he said, “it trains its employees to follow orders to the letter.” He made a little mock-bow. “Congratulations.”


    “Fuck you,” Karpov said before he turned toward the water and vomited copiously over the side.


    Arkadin dragged out the ice chest that El Heraldo had stocked, and drew out a bottle of chilled vodka. “We don’t stand on ceremony at sea. Here’s a little bit of home, it’ll help settle your stomach.” He handed the bottle to Karpov. “But do me a favor and rinse your mouth before you take a swig.”


    Karpov scooped a handful of seawater into his mouth, swished it around, and spat it out. Then he unscrewed the cap and took a long swig. His eyes closed as he swallowed.


    “That’s better.” He returned the bottle to Arkadin. “Now to business, the sooner I get back on dry land the better.” But before Arkadin could reply, he turned and vomited again, hanging over the side of the cigarette, sweaty and limp. He moaned. And then again when Arkadin patted him down, looking for a weapon or an electronic recording device.


    Finding none, Arkadin stepped away and waited until Karpov had rinsed his mouth out again, then said, “It seems we’d better get you to land sooner rather than later.”


    Returning the bottle to the ice chest, he offered a handful of cubes to the colonel, then got back to driving the boat. He headed due south now, following a line of white-and-gray pelicans, flying in perfect formation, low to the inky water, at length turning in at the estuary of Estero Morua where he moored in shallow water. By that time darkness had engulfed the eastern sky. In the west it looked like a banked fire, all smoldering embers, glimmering dimly in a vain attempt to keep back the fall of night.


    They waded ashore with Arkadin carrying the ice chest on one brawny shoulder. The moment he hit the beach Karpov sat down in the sand, or perhaps collapsed might have been a better word for it. He appeared bedraggled and still slightly ill as he clumsily pulled off his sopping shoes and socks. Arkadin, who wore rubber sandals, had no such problem.


    Arkadin went about gathering a pile of driftwood and setting it alight. He had finished one Dos Equis and had popped the cap on another when the colonel asked, rather weakly, for a bottle.


    “Better to have a bite to eat first.”


    Arkadin proffered a small wrapped parcel, but Karpov just shook his head.


    “As you wish.” Arkadin stuck his nose into a burrito of carne asada wrapped in a freshly baked tortilla and inhaled deeply.


    “Good God,” Karpov said, averting his face.


    “Ah, Mexico!” Arkadin dug into the burrito with gusto. “Pity you didn’t listen to me when you raided Maslov’s warehouse,” he said between enormous chews.


    “Don’t even start on that.” Karpov bit off his words as if each one were Arkadin’s head. “The most likely scenario was that you were setting a trap for me on Maslov’s orders. What did you expect me to do?”


    Arkadin shrugged. “Still, opportunity wasted.”


    “What did I just say?”


    “What I mean is with a man like Maslov you’re not going to get more than two.”


    “I know what the fuck you meant,” the colonel said hotly.


    Arkadin took this with admirable equanimity. “Water under the bridge.” He popped the top on another Dos Equis and handed it over.


    Karpov closed his eyes for a moment; it looked like he was mentally counting to ten. When he opened his eyes, he said in as even a tone of voice as he could muster, “I’ve come all this way to listen, so you’d damn well better have something of value to tell me.”


    Having wolfed down his burrito, Arkadin brushed off his hands and took another beer to wash down the food. “You want the names of the moles—I don’t blame you, I’d want them if I were in your shoes—and I’ll give them to you, but first I want some assurances.”


    “Here it comes,” Karpov said wearily. He rolled the bottle across his sweating forehead. “All right, what’s the price?”


    “Permanent immunity for me.”


    “Done.”


    “And I want Dimitri Maslov’s head on a platter.”


    Karpov gave him a curious look. “What is it between the two of you?”


    “I want an answer.”


    “Done.”


    “I need a guarantee,” Arkadin insisted. “Despite all your efforts, he’s still got a fucking platoon of people—from FSB apparatchiks to regional politicos to federal judges—in his pocket. I don’t want him squirming off the chopping block.”


    “Well, that depends on the quality, detail, and amount of intel you provide me, doesn’t it?”


    “Don’t worry about that, Colonel. Everything I have is rock-solid and as damaging to him as it gets.”


    “Then, as I said, it’s done.” Karpov swigged down some beer. “Anything else?”


    “Yes.”


    Karpov, who had taken up one of his sea-soaked shoes, nodded sadly. “There always is, isn’t there?”


    “I want Oserov to myself.”


    Karpov frowned as he extracted a bit of seaweed from inside the ruined shoe. “Oserov is Maslov’s second in command, keeping him out of the bull’s-eye is going to be a bit tricky.”


    “I could give a shit.”


    “Please try to surprise me,” Karpov said drily. He considered a moment, then, making up his mind, nodded decisively. “All right, then.” He raised a finger. “But I need to warn you that when I make my move you’ll have twelve hours maximum to take care of him. After that, he’s mine along with the rest of them.”


    Arkadin extended his hand and took Karpov’s, whose grip was strong and callused, a workingman’s grip. He liked that. A government employee he might be, but he was no drone: This was a man who would not fuck him, of that Arkadin was certain.


    In that precise moment Karpov sprang at Arkadin, one hand around his neck, gripping his chin and lifting it while the other hand held a razor blade to his exposed throat.


    “Inside your shoe.” Arkadin sat perfectly still. “Very low-tech, very good.”


    “Listen, you fucking goon, I don’t take kindly to being fucked over—you set me up to fail at the warehouse. Now Maslov has been warned, he’s going to be on his guard, which is going to make bringing him down all the more difficult. You’ve done nothing but treat me with disrespect. You’re a fucking murderer, the lowest form of what passes for life in a whole stinking pile of shit. You intimidate people, torture them, torment them, then kill them as if human life has no meaning. I feel unclean just being near you, but I want Dimitri Maslov more than I want to kill you, so I’ll just have to live with the decision. Life is full of compromises and with each one your hands dip deeper into blood, I’ve come to terms with that. But if you and I are going to work together, you’re going to give me the respect I deserve or I swear on my father’s grave I’ll slit your throat right here, right now, turn my back and forget I ever met you.” He put his face next to Arkadin’s. “Are we clear, Leonid Danilovich?”


    “You’re not going to be able to make a move against Maslov with the moles in place.” Arkadin was looking straight ahead, which meant up at the night sky, where stars glittered like faraway eyes, watching the foibles of humankind with contempt or at least indifference.


    Karpov jerked his head. “Are we clear?”


    “Crystal.” He relaxed somewhat as the colonel put away the blade. He had been correct about Karpov’s essential nature: This was no man to be bullied, not even by the fearsome Russian bureaucracy. Arkadin silently saluted him. “Your first problem is to poison the moles in the FSB-2’s kitchen.”


    “You mean the baseboards.”


    Arkadin shook his head. “If that were the case, my dear Colonel, your problems would all be simple ones. However, I do mean the kitchen, because Maslov owns one of the chefs.”


    There was silence for a time, just the soft lapping of the water, the last of the gulls’ cries as they bedded down for the night. The moon emerged from behind a low bank of clouds, casting a bluish mantle over them even as it chipped away at the black sea, strewing pinpoints of light across its choppy surface.


    “Which one?” Karpov said after a long time.


    “I’m not sure you want to hear this.”


    “I’m not sure, either, but what the fuck, it’s too late to stop now.”


    “It is, isn’t it?” Arkadin took out a pack of Turkish cigarettes and offered one to the colonel.


    “I’m trying to cut down on my bad habits.”


    “A futile preoccupation.”


    “Say that when you have high blood pressure.”


    Arkadin lit up, put the pack away, and took a deep drag. As the smoke drifted out of his nostrils, he said, “Melor Bukin, your boss, reports to Maslov.”


    Karpov’s eyes blazed. “You shit, are you fucking with me again?”


    Without a word Arkadin dug out the plastic bag he’d stowed in the bottom of the ice chest, zipped it open, and handed over the contents. Then he added several pieces of driftwood to the fire, which was waning.


    Karpov moved a bit nearer to the fire in order to have a better look. Arkadin had handed him one of those cheap cell phones bought in any convenience store, a burner, which meant its calls couldn’t be traced. He thumbed it on.


    “Audio and video,” Arkadin said as he used a stick to better arrange the wood. Planning for this day or one like it, he had used this cell to clandestinely record certain meetings between Maslov and Bukin that he’d attended. He knew there would be no doubt in the colonel’s mind when he finished viewing the evidence.


    At length, Karpov looked bleakly up from the tiny screen. “I’ll need to keep this.”


    Arkadin waved a hand. “All part of the service.”


    Somewhere far off, the drone of a small plane came to them, a sound no more significant than a mosquito’s whine.


    “How many more?” Karpov asked.


    “I know of two—their names are in the phone’s directory—but there may be more. I’m afraid you’re going to have to ask your boss.”


    Karpov’s brow furrowed. “That won’t be easy.”


    “Even with this evidence?”


    Karpov sighed. “I’m going to have to take him by surprise, cut him off completely before he has a chance to contact anyone.”


    “Chancy,” Arkadin said. “On the other hand, if you go to President Imov with the evidence he’ll be so outraged he’s sure to let you do whatever you want with Bukin.”


    Karpov appeared to be considering this approach. Good. Arkadin smiled inwardly. Melor Bukin had risen up through the apparatchik ranks mainly because of the president, before he’d been chosen by Viktor Cherkesov, the head of FSB-2. Inside the Kremlin a war was being waged between Cherkesov and the FSB’s Nikolai Patrushev, a well-known disciple of Imov’s. Cherkesov had built a formidable power base without the president’s patronage. Arkadin had his own reason for wanting Bukin disgraced. When Karpov threw Bukin in prison, his mentor, Cherkesov, would not be far behind. Cherkesov was the one thorn in his side he hadn’t been able to extricate, but now Karpov would take care of that for him.


    Yet he had no time to gloat. His restless mind had already turned to more personal matters. Namely, the various routes he might take to avenge himself on Karpov for holding a knife to his throat. His mind was already afire with visions of slitting the colonel’s throat with his own razor blade.

  


  
    CHAPTER 10

  


  
    Moira and Jalal Essai sat together in the temporary quarters of his DC hotel suite. Between them were Essai’s netbook and the netbook that Moira had bought the day before, one she knew was absolutely clean. She had already souped it up far beyond its original specs.


    She was going to ask him how to get started, because she had to assume that all her systems had been compromised, but she needn’t have bothered. As it turned out he had a lot of information about the laptop, all of which he shared with her. Latterly it had fallen into the hands of Gustavo Moreno, a Colombian drug lord living in the outskirts of Mexico City. Moreno had been killed some months ago when his compound had been raided by a party of officers disguised as Russian oilmen.


    “The raiding party was headed by Colonel Boris Karpov,” Essai said.


    Curious, Moira thought. But then she knew how small and insular this world was. She knew about the colonel from Bourne; they were friends, as much as two people like that could be friends.


    “So Karpov has the laptop.”


    “Unfortunately, no,” Essai said. “The laptop was taken from Moreno’s compound, by one of his own people, sometime before the raid.”


    “One of his own people who was obviously working for who—a rival?”


    “Possibly,” Essai said. “I don’t know.”


    “What’s the thief’s name?”


    “Name, photo, everything.” Essai turned the laptop’s screen toward her and brought up the image. “But it’s a dead end, literally. His body was found a week after the raid.”


    “Where?” Moira said.


    “Outside of Amatitán.” Essai pulled up Google Earth and punched in a set of coordinates. The globe of the planet revolved until the northwest coast of Mexico came into view. He pointed. Amatitán was in Jalisco, in the heart of tequila country. “Right here. As it happens on the estancia of Moreno’s sister, Berengária, although now that she’s married Narsico Skydel, the tequila magnate, she goes by the name of Barbara Skydel.”


    “I seem to recall a memo at Black River about Narsico. He’s the cousin of Roberto Corellos, the jailed Colombian drug lord, isn’t that right?”


    Essai nodded. “Narsico has been trying to distance himself from his infamous cousin for some time. He hasn’t been back in Colombia in ten years. Five years ago, apparently finding it too difficult to outrun his family’s reputation, he changed his name and bought into the largest tequila distillery in Mexico. Now he owns it outright and over the past two years has been expanding its reach.”


    “Marrying Berengária couldn’t have helped him,” Moira pointed out.


    “I don’t know. She’s proved herself to be a shrewd businesswoman. Most people’s best guess is that she’s the one behind the expansion. I think she’s more willing to take calculated risks than he is, and so far she hasn’t made a single misstep.”


    “How was her relationship with Gustavo?”


    “By all reports the two siblings were close. They bonded early, after their mother died.”


    “Do you think she was involved in his business?”


    Essai folded his arms over his chest. “Difficult to say. Whatever involvement she might have had was certainly not evident, there’s nothing whatsoever to link her with Gustavo’s drug trafficking.”


    “But you did say that she was a canny businesswoman.”


    He frowned. “You think she had the mole inside her own brother’s shop?”


    Moira shrugged. “Who can say?”


    “Neither of them would be that stupid.”


    Moira nodded. “I agree, though if someone wants us to think one of them had the mole murdered, it seems talking to them would be useful. But first I want to pay a visit to Roberto Corellos.”


    Essai smiled the dark smile that chilled Moira’s soul. “I think, Ms. Trevor, that you’ve already begun to earn your fee.”


    



    



    Bourne and Chrissie were on their way back in a driving rainstorm that had come upon them virtually without warning when Bourne’s cell rang.


    “Mr. Stone.”


    “Hello, Professor,” Bourne said.


    “I have some news,” Giles said. “I’ve received an e-mail back from my chess partner. It seems that he has solved the riddle of the third word.”


    “What is it?” Bourne asked.


    “Dominion.”


    “Dominion,” Bourne repeated. “So the three words engraved on the inside of the ring are: Severus Domna Dominion. What does it mean?”


    “Well, it could be an incantation,” Giles said, “or an epithet, a warning. Even—and I’m being deliberately fanciful here—the instructions for turning lead into gold. Without additional information I’m afraid there’s no way of knowing.”


    The road ahead was smeared with rain, the wipers slapped back and forth on their prescribed arc. Bourne checked the side mirror, as he did automatically every thirty seconds or so.


    “There is an interesting tidbit about Ugaritic my friend provided, though I can’t see how it’s relevant. The basis of its interest for him and his colleagues is that there are documents—or fragments thereof—they claim come from the court of King Solomon. It seems that Solomon’s astrologers spoke Ugaritic amongst themselves, that they believed in its alchemical powers.”


    Bourne laughed. “With all the legends of King Solomon’s gold, I can see where the scientists of an early age believed alchemy was the key to turning lead into gold.”


    “Frankly, Mr. Stone, I told him the same thing.”


    “Thank you, Professor. You’ve been most helpful.”


    “Anytime, Mr. Stone. A friend of Christina’s is a friend of mine.”


    As Bourne put away his cell, he saw that the black-and-gold truck that had pulled into their lane three vehicles back some minutes ago was now right behind them.


    “Chrissie, I’d like you to get off the motorway,” he said quietly. “When you do, pull over.”


    “Are you feeling all right?”


    He said nothing, his eyes flicking to the side mirror. Then he reached out and stopped her from using the turn signal. “Don’t do that.”


    Her eyes opened wide and she gave a little gasp. “What’s going on?”


    “Just do what I tell you and everything will be all right.”


    “Not reassuring.” She moved into the left-hand lane as the next exit sign became visible through the rain. “Adam, you’re scaring me.”


    “That wasn’t my intention.”


    She took the ramp, which immediately curved around to the left, and pulled onto the shoulder. “Then what is your intention?”


    “To drive,” he said. “Move over.”


    She got out of the Range Rover, covered her head, which was tucked down between her hunched shoulders, and went around, jumping into the passenger’s side. Her door was not even fully closed when Bourne saw the truck making its way around the curve of the off-ramp. Immediately he put the vehicle in gear and pulled out.


    The truck was directly behind him as if tethered to the Range Rover with a grappling hook. Bourne put on a burst of speed, went through a light on the red, then onto the motorway’s entrance ramp. Traffic was moderate and he was able to weave in and out of the lanes. He was just thinking that a truck was an impractical vehicle to pursue them when a gray BMW pulled up abreast of them.


    As the window slid down, Bourne yelled for Chrissie to get down. He pushed her, then bent low over the wheel as gunshots shattered his side window, showering him with glass pellets and fistfuls of rain. At that moment he saw the black-and-gold truck coming up fast behind him; they meant to box him in.


    Both vehicles rocked back and forth, their sides scraping together dangerously. Bourne risked a glance in the rearview mirror. The black-and-gold truck was right on their tail.


    “Brace yourself,” he said to Chrissie, who was bent over as far as her seat belt would allow, her arms over her head.


    He angled the car, then slammed on the brakes. For a split second the Range Rover skidded on the wet tarmac, then he had compensated. The offside rear bumper crumpled on impact with the truck, the Range Rover swerved at a sharp angle so that, as he had calculated, the driver’s-side rear bumper plowed into the BMW with tremendous force, as if it had been shot out of a cannon. Impelled by the crash, the BMW veered hard right and, out of control, slammed into the guardrail with such force that the entire driver’s side was staved in. A fireworks of sparks, a shrieking of tortured metal as the BMW bounced off the guardrail and spun. The front end was heading directly for the Range Rover and Bourne turned the wheel hard to the right, cutting off a yellow Mini. There was a horrific screech of tires, horns blared, fenders were dented or flattened in a chain reaction. Bourne accelerated into the gap, switched lanes again, then as he cleared more of the traffic moved back across to the fast lane.


    “Jesus,” Chrissie whispered. “Jesus Christ.”


    The Range Rover was still rocking on its shocks. Bourne could no longer see the smashed-up BMW or the black-and-gold truck in the rearview mirror.


    



    



    After a crash or an accident, even a near miss, everything goes quiet, or possibly the human ear, traumatized like the rest of the organism, goes temporarily deaf. In any event, it was dead silent in the SUV as Bourne exited the motorway, turned off the access road as soon as he could, and rolled along streets lined with wholesalers and warehouses, where no one shouted in fear, no horns blared angrily or brakes screeched, where order still reigned and the chaos of the motorway seemed to belong to another universe. He didn’t stop until he found a deserted block and pulled over.


    Chrissie was silent, her face dead white. Her hands trembled in her lap. She was near to weeping with both terror and relief.


    “Who are you?” she said after a time. “Why is someone trying to kill you?”


    “They want the ring,” Bourne said simply. After what had just happened she deserved at least a modicum of the truth. “I don’t know why yet, I’m trying to figure that out.”


    She turned to him. Her eyes had paled, too, or perhaps that was simply a trick of the light. Bourne didn’t think so.


    “Was Trace involved with this ring?”


    “Maybe, I don’t know.” Bourne started the car and pulled out into the street. “But her friends were.”


    She shook her head. “This is all going much too fast for me. Everything’s turned upside down, I can’t seem to get my bearings.”


    She ran her hands through her hair, then noticed something odd. “Why are we heading back toward Oxford?”


    He gave her a wry look as he headed toward the on-ramp of the motorway. “Like you, I don’t like people shooting at me.


    “I need to get a better look at the BMW and our friend inside.” Noting her terrified expression, he added, “Don’t worry. I’ll get out near the crash site. Are you okay to drive?”


    “Of course.”


    He turned left and rolled onto the motorway, in the direction of Oxford. The worst of the rain had drifted away; only a light drizzle remained. He slowed the wipers down. “I’m sorry for the damage.”


    She shuddered and gave him a grim smile. “It couldn’t be helped, could it?”


    “When is Scarlett due back from your parents’ house?”


    “Not until next week, but I can pick her up anytime,” she said.


    “Fine.” Bourne nodded. “I don’t want you to go to your house in Oxford. Is there someplace else you can stay?”


    “I’ll go back to Tracy’s flat.”


    “That’s out, as well. These people must have picked me up there.”


    “What about my parents’ house?”


    “That’s no good, either, but I want you to pick Scarlett up from them and go somewhere else, somewhere you haven’t been before.”


    “You don’t think—?”


    Very deliberately, he produced the Glock he’d found in Perlis’s flat and placed it in the glove compartment.


    “What are you doing?”


    “We were being followed, possibly all the way from Tracy’s flat. There’s no point in taking a chance these people know about Scarlett—and where your parents live, for that matter.”


    “But who are they?”


    He shook his head.


    “This is a nightmare, Adam.” Her voice was brittle, as if her words were made of glass. “What on earth was Trace mixed up in?”


    “I wish I had an answer for you.”


    Traffic on the opposite side of the motorway was at a standstill, which told him that they were nearing the crash site. Directly ahead the vehicles on their side were all but inching along, which would make it less difficult for him to get out and for Chrissie to take the wheel.


    “What about you?” she asked as he put the Range Rover in neutral.


    “Don’t worry about me,” he said. “I’ll make my way back to London.” Her worried expression revealed that she didn’t believe him. He gave her his cell number. But when he saw her dig a pen out of her handbag he added, “Memorize it, I don’t want you writing it down.”


    They got out of the Range Rover and she slid behind the wheel. “Adam.” She reached out and grabbed his arm. “For God’s sake, take care of yourself.”


    He smiled. “I’ll be fine.”


    But she wouldn’t let him go. “Why are you pursuing this?”


    He thought about Tracy dying in his arms. He carried her blood on his hands.


    Ducking his head through the window, he said, “I owe her a debt I can never repay.”


    



    



    Bourne vaulted over the median onto the other side of the rain-slick motorway. As he approached the crash site his mind was racing, taking in the welter of ambulances, emergency vehicles, and police cars. The personnel had come from all over the surrounding area, which was a stroke of luck for what he had in mind. The crash site had not yet been cordoned off. He saw a body laid out on the ground, covered by a tarp. A squad of forensics personnel patrolled the area adjacent to the corpse, taking notes or digital photos, marking out small bits of forensic evidence with numbered plastic cones, and conferring among themselves. Each fragment of evidence—drops of blood, shards of a broken taillight, bits of shredded fabric, the litter of a shattered car window, an oil slick—was being photographed from several angles.


    Bourne moved to the side of one of the emergency vehicles and unobtrusively slipped into the cab, rooting through the glove compartment for a form of ID. Finding nothing there, he moved on to the sun visors. One of them had a rubber band around it. Pulling it down, he found several cards, one of which was an expired ID. It always amazed him that people grew so attached to their own history, they were reluctant to part with any tangible evidence of it. Hearing someone approaching, he grabbed a pair of latex gloves, slid over and out the other side. As he did so, he clipped the ID to his coat and walked purposefully into the melee of official personnel trying to make sense of the mess left on the smeared tarmac of the motorway.


    He squinted at the BMW; the guardrail had finally impaled it like a harpoon, wrecking it entirely. Bourne saw where he’d driven Chrissie’s car into the corner of the rear bumper. Squatting down next to it, he vigorously scrubbed off the few flecks of paint from her vehicle. He had just finished memorizing the plate number when a local police inspector crouched down beside him.


    “What d’you reckon?” He was a whey-faced man with bad teeth and breath to match. He looked as if he had been raised on tepid beer, bangers and mash, and treacle.


    “The speed must have been fantastic in order to do this damage.” Bourne spoke in a hoarse voice, using his best South London accent.


    “Cold or allergies?” the local inspector said. “Either way, you should take care of yourself in the bloody-minded weather.”


    “I’ll need to see the victims.”


    “Righto.” The inspector rose on creaky knees. The backs of his hands were chapped and reddened, the result of a long, hard winter stuck in an underheated office. “This way.”


    He led Bourne through the knots of people to where the corpse was still laid out. He lifted the tarp for Bourne to have a look. The body was broken up. Bourne was surprised to see that the man was older, he guessed in his late forties or early fifties—extremely odd for an executioner.


    The inspector’s wrists rested on his bony knees. “With no ID, it’ll be a bitch trying to notify his wife.”


    The corpse wore what appeared to be a gold wedding band on the third finger of his left hand. Bourne thought that interesting, but he wasn’t about to share his opinion, or anything else for that matter, with the inspector. He had to get a look at the inside of the ring.


    “I’m going in,” Bourne said.


    The inspector guffawed.


    Bourne slipped off the ring. This ring was far older than the one he already had. He held it up to see more clearly. It was scratched and worn, thinned out over time. It took gold maybe a hundred years or more to get this thin. He tipped the ring. It was engraved on the inside. He could make out the Old Persian and Latin, yes. He peered more closely, rotating the ring between his fingers. There were only two words, Severus Domna. The third one, Dominion, was missing.


    “Find anything?”


    Bourne shook his head. “I thought maybe there’d be some sort of engraving—‘To Bertie, from Matilda,’ something of that sort.”


    “Another dead end,” the inspector said sourly. “Christ on a crutch, my knees are killing me.” He stood up with a little groan.


    Now Bourne knew what Severus Domna must stand for: a group or a society. Whatever you wanted to call them, one thing was clear—they had gone to great lengths to keep themselves secret from the world at large. And now, for whatever reason, they had surfaced, risking their secretive status—all for the ring engraved with their name and the word Dominion.

  


  
    CHAPTER 11

  


  
    Oliver Liss, striding down North Union Street in Alexandria’s Old Town, checked the time and, a moment later, stepped into one of those large chain drugstores that carried most everything. He went past the dental hygiene and foot care sections, picked out a cheap cell phone with thirty prepaid minutes, and took it up to the checkout counter where an Indian woman rang it up, along with a copy of The Washington Post. He paid cash.


    Back out on the street, the paper tucked under one arm, he pulled apart the plastic blister pack and walked back beneath a dull and starless sky to where he’d parked his car. He got in and attached the phone to his portable charger, which would give it a full charge in less than five minutes. While he waited, he put his head back against the seat and closed his eyes. He hadn’t had much sleep last night or, for that matter, any night since he’d agreed to fund the resurrected Treadstone.


    Not for the first time he wondered whether he had done the right thing, and then he tried to recall the last time he’d made a business decision of his own free will. More than a decade ago he’d been approached by a man who called himself Jonathan, though Liss soon enough surmised that wasn’t his name at all. Jonathan said that he was part of a large multinational group. If Liss played his cards right, if he pleased Jonathan and, therefore, the group, Jonathan would ensure that the group became Liss’s permanent client. Jonathan had then suggested to him that he found a private risk management firm under cover of which the business could become a private contractor for the US armed forces in overseas hot spots. That was how Black River had been formed. Jonathan’s group had provided the seed money, just as Jonathan had promised, and brought in the two partners. It was this same group that, through Jonathan, had given him advance warning of events taking place that would blow Black River out of the water sooner rather than later. The group had extricated him without him being implicated in any future investigation, congressional hearings, the filing of criminal charges, trials, and the inevitable incarcerations.


    Then, only weeks after his parachute to safety, Jonathan had presented another suggestion, which wasn’t a suggestion at all, but an order: provide seed money for Treadstone. He hadn’t even heard of Treadstone, but then he’d been given an enciphered file detailing its creation and workings. That was when he’d learned that only one member of Treadstone remained alive: Frederick Willard. He contacted Willard and the rest had unfolded just as predicted.


    Every once in a while he allowed himself the luxury of wondering how this group possessed such a staggering wealth of classified information. What were its sources? It seemed irrelevant whether the information was about American, Russian, Chinese, or Egyptian secret service agencies, to name just a few. The intelligence was always of the highest caliber and always correct.


    The most mysterious aspect of this entire chapter of his life was that he’d never met any of these people face-to-face. Jonathan made suggestions, via the phone, to which he acceded without the faintest hint of a protest. He was not a man who enjoyed being enslaved—but he did savor every moment of being alive, and without these people he long ago would have been a dead man. He owed everything to Jonathan’s group.


    Jonathan and his colleagues were hard taskmasters—utterly serious, intent on their goals—but they were generous with their rewards. Over the years the group had recompensed Liss beyond his wildest dreams—and that was another aspect of its existence that only added to the mystery: the group’s seemingly limitless wealth. Just as importantly, the group protected him, a promise Jonathan had made to him, a promise borne out when he had been extracted from the disaster that landed his two former Black River partners in federal penitentiaries for the rest of their lives.


    A low beep alerted him that the cell phone was fully charged. Disconnecting it from the charger, he turned it on and punched in a local number. After two rings, the line connected and he said: “Delivery.” There was a short pause, then an automated female voice said, “Ecclesiastes three: six-two.”


    It was always a book of the Bible, he had no idea why. He disconnected, picked up the paper. “Ecclesiastes” referred to the sports section. “Three: six-two” meant third column, sixth paragraph, second word.


    Running his forefinger down the specified column he discovered today’s code word: steal.


    He picked up his cell and punched in a ten-digit number. “Steal,” he said when the line engaged after one ring. Instead of a voice he heard a series of electronic clicks and pops as the complex network of servos and switchers rerouted his call again and again to a remote location that was God alone knew where. Then the icy sound of encrypting devices being engaged and, at last, a voice said:


    “Hello, Oliver.”


    “Good afternoon, Jonathan.”


    The enciphering slowed the speech down, stripping it of emotion and tone, rendering it unrecognizable, closer to the voice of an automaton.


    “Have you sent them on their way?”


    “They took off an hour ago, they’ll be in London early tomorrow morning.” It was the voice that had sent him the dossier on the ring in the first place. “They have their orders, but…”


    “Yes?”


    “All Willard talks about is Arkadin and Bourne and the Treadstone program that created them. According to him, he’s discovered a method to make them even more… useful, I think was the term he used.”


    Jonathan chuckled. At least Liss assumed it was a chuckle, though it came across to him as a dry rustle, as of a swarm of insects infesting high grass.


    “I want you to stay out of his way, Oliver, is that clear?”


    “Sure it’s clear.” Liss rubbed his forehead with his knuckles. What the hell was Jonathan’s purpose here? “But I’ve told him to put his plans on hold until the ring is found.”


    “Just as you should have done.”


    “Willard wasn’t happy.”


    “You don’t say.”


    “I have a feeling that he’s already plotting to bolt the farm.”


    “And when he does,” Jonathan said, “you will do nothing to stop him.”


    “What?” Liss was stunned. “But I don’t understand.”


    “Everything is as it should be,” Jonathan said just before he disconnected.


    



    



    Soraya, in the Dallas/Fort Worth airport, approached every rental-car agency with a photo of Arkadin. No one recognized him. She had something to eat, bought a paperback novel and a Snickers bar. While she ate the bar slowly, she strolled over to the desk of the airline Arkadin had flown in on and asked for the supervisor on duty.


    This turned out to be a large man named Ted, who appeared to be an ex-football-lineman going to fat, as they all did sooner or later. He appraised her through the dusty lenses of his glasses and, after asking her name, suggested they go back into his office.


    “I’m with Continental Insurance,” she said, snapping off a chunk of her Snickers. “I’m trying to locate a man named Stanley Kowalski.”


    Ted sat back for a moment, laced his thick hands over his stomach, and said, “You’re kidding me, right?”


    “No,” Soraya said, “I’m not.” She gave him the flight info on Kowalski.


    Ted sighed and shrugged. Swiveling around, he checked his computer terminal. “Well, how about that,” he said, “there he is, just like you said.” He turned back to her. “Now, how can I help you?”


    “I’d like to find out where he went from here.”


    Ted laughed. “Now I know this is some kind of joke. This airport is one of the largest and busiest in the world. Your Mr. Kowalski could have gone anywhere, or nowhere at all.”


    “He didn’t rent a car,” Soraya said. “And he didn’t make a connection to a national carrier because he went through Immigration right here in Dallas. Just to make sure, though, I checked the CCTV logs for that day.”


    Ted frowned. “You sure are thorough, give you that.” He thought a moment. “But now I’m going to tell you something I bet you didn’t know. We have a number of regional carriers flying out of here.”


    “I checked their CCTV logs as well.”


    Ted smiled. “Well, I know you didn’t check the CCTV for our charter flights, ’cause they don’t have ’em.” He began to write on a slip of paper he tore off a pad. Then he handed it over. “These are their names.” He winked at her. “Good huntin’.”


    



    



    She hit the jackpot at the fifth name Ted had given her. A pilot there remembered Arkadin’s face, though he didn’t give his name as Stanley Kowalski.


    “Said his name was Slim Pickens.” The pilot screwed up his face. “Weren’t there an actor by that name?”


    “Coincidence,” Soraya said. “Where did you take Mr. Pickens?”


    “Tucson International Airport, ma’am.”


    “Tucson, huh?”


    Soraya thought, Why in hell would Arkadin want to go to Tucson? And then, as if a switch had been thrown in her head, she knew.


    Mexico.


    



    



    Having checked into a small hotel in Chelsea, Bourne stood under a hot shower, sluicing away the sweat and grime of his ordeal. The muscles in his neck, shoulders, and back throbbed with a deep-seated ache in the aftermath of the collision and his long run off the motorway.


    Just thinking the words Severus Domna sent echoes through his mind. It was maddening not being able to pluck the memories out of his fogbound past. He was certain that he had once known about it. Why? Had the group been the target of a Treadstone mission Conklin had sent him on? He had obtained the Dominion ring somewhere, from someone, for some specific reason, but beyond those three vague facts was only an impenetrable mist. Why had Holly’s father stolen the ring from his brother? Why had he given it to Holly? Who was her uncle, what was the ring to him? Bourne couldn’t ask Holly. That left her uncle, whoever he was.


    He turned off the water, stepped out of the stall, and vigorously rubbed himself down with a towel. Perhaps he should return to Bali. Were either of Holly’s parents still alive, still living there? Suparwita might know, but he had no phone, there was no way to contact him save to return to Bali and ask him in person. Then it came to him. There was a better way to get the information he needed, and the plan he was formulating would serve two purposes because it would trap Leonid Arkadin.


    His mind still working at a fever clip, he put on clothes he had bought at Marks & Spencer in Oxford Street on his way to the hotel. These included a dark-colored suit and black turtleneck. He polished his shoes with the kit provided in the room, then took a taxi to Diego Hererra’s house in Sloane Square.


    This proved to be a redbrick Victorian affair with a steeply pitched slate roof and a pair of conical turrets, sticking up into the night sky like horns. A brass door-knocker in the shape of a stag’s head looked stoically out on all visitors. Diego himself opened the door to Bourne’s knock.


    He smiled thinly. “No worse for the wear and tear of yesterday’s adventure, I see.” He waved a hand. “Come in, come in.”


    Diego wore dark trousers and an elegant evening jacket probably more appropriate to the Vesper Club. Bourne, however, still held the clothing instincts of an academic professor and was as uncomfortable in formal dress wear as he would have been in a medieval suit of armor.


    He led Bourne through an old-fashioned parlor, lit by antique lamps with frosted-glass shades, into a dining room dominated by a polished mahogany table over which hung a crystal chandelier, now dimly lit, casting the light of a thousand stars across jewel-toned wallpaper and oak wainscoting. Two place settings beckoned. While Bourne sat, Diego poured them glasses of an excellent sherry to go with the small plates of grilled fresh sardines, papas fritas, paper-thin slices of rosy Serrano ham, small disks of fat-speckled chorizo, and a platter of three Spanish cheeses.


    “Please help yourself,” Diego said when he joined Bourne at the table. “This is the custom in Spain.”


    As they ate Bourne was aware of Diego watching him. At length, Diego said, “My father was very pleased that you came to see me.”


    Pleased or interested? Bourne wondered. “How is Don Fernando?”


    “As always.” Diego was eating like a bird, picking at his food. He either had no appetite or had something important on his mind. “He’s quite fond of you, you know.”


    “I lied to him about who I was.”


    Diego laughed. “You do not know my father. I’m quite sure he was interested only in whether you were friend or enemy.”


    “I am Leonid Arkadin’s enemy, as he well knows.”


    “Precisely.” Diego spread his hands. “Well, we all have that in common. This is the tie that binds.”


    Bourne pushed away his plate. “Actually, I was wondering about that.”


    “In what way, may I ask?”


    “We’re all bound by our acquaintance with Noah Perlis. Your father knew Perlis, didn’t he?”


    Diego didn’t miss a beat. “As a matter of fact he didn’t. Noah was my friend. We’d go to the casino—the Vesper Club—and gamble the night away. This is what Noah liked to do best when he was in London. The moment I knew he was coming I’d set it all up—his credit line, the chips.”


    “And, of course, the girls.”


    Diego grinned. “Of course the girls.”


    “Didn’t he want to see Tracy—and Holly?”


    “When they were here, but most times they weren’t.”


    “You were a foursome.”


    Diego frowned. “Why would you think that?”


    “Judging by the photos in Noah’s flat.”


    “What are you implying?”


    Something almost imperceptible had crept into Diego’s demeanor. A tension akin to a subtle ripple emanating from the core of him. Bourne was pleased that his probing had struck a nerve.


    Bourne shrugged. “Nothing, really, other than in those photos you all looked very close.”


    “As I said, we were friends.”


    “Closer than friends, I would think.”


    At that moment Diego glanced down at his watch. “If you fancy a bit of a flutter, now’s the time to take ourselves to Knightsbridge.”


    



    



    The Vesper Club was a very posh casino in London’s very posh West End. It was one of those discreet affairs, hardly noticeable from the street, the polar opposite of the exclusive velvet-rope nightclubs in New York and Miami Beach that revel in their crassness.


    Inside it was all butter-soft leather banquettes at the restaurant, a long, snaking brass-and-glass, neon-lit bar, and a number of gaming rooms clad in marble, mirrors, and stone columns with Doric capitals. They passed among the slots. Off to one side was the electronic gaming room whose high-decibel rock music and neon lights seemed to blink Go! Bourne peered in, saw that it was patrolled by a guard. He guessed the club figured the younger clients were more apt to get rowdy than the older, more established ones.


    They went down several steps into the more sedate but no less opulent main gaming area, featuring all the usual suspects: baccarat, roulette, poker, blackjack. The oval room was filled with the low buzz of bets being made, roulette wheels spinning, the calls of the croupiers, and the ubiquitous clink of glassware. They wound their way through this expanse to a green baize door guarded by a large man in a tuxedo. The moment he caught sight of Diego, he smiled and gave a small deferential nod.


    “How are you this evening, Mr. Hererra?”


    “Quite all right, Donald.” He gestured. “This is my friend Adam Stone.”


    “Good evening, sir.” Donald opened the door, which swung inward. “Welcome to the Vesper Club’s Empire Suite.”


    “This was where Noah liked to play poker,” Diego said over his shoulder. “Only high stakes, only expert players.”


    Bourne looked around at the dark walls, the solid-marble floor, three kidney-shaped tables; the hunched shoulders and concentrated expressions of the men and women who sat around the green baize analyzing the cards, sizing up their opponents and placing their bets accordingly. “I wasn’t aware that Noah had the kind of money to be a high-roller.”


    “He didn’t. I staked him to it.”


    “Wasn’t that risky?”


    “Not with Noah.” Diego grinned. “When it came to poker he was an expert’s expert. Before an hour went by I’d get my money back and then some. I’d go and play with the profit. It was a good deal for both of us.”


    “Did the girls come here?”


    “What girls?”


    “Tracy and Holly,” Bourne said patiently.


    Diego looked thoughtful. “Once or twice, I suppose.”


    “You don’t remember.”


    “Tracy liked to gamble, Holly didn’t.” Diego’s shrug was an attempt to conceal his growing discomfort. “But surely you know this already.”


    “Tracy didn’t like to gamble.” Bourne kept any hint of accusation out of his voice. “She hated her job, which caused her to gamble almost every day.”


    Diego turned back to him, a look of consternation on his face, or was it fear?


    “She worked for Leonid Arkadin,” Bourne continued. “But surely you knew this already.”


    Diego licked his lips. “Actually, I had no idea.” He looked as if he wanted to sit down. “But how… how is this possible?”


    “Arkadin was blackmailing her,” Bourne said. “He had something on her, what was it?”


    “I… I don’t know,” Diego said in a shaky voice.


    “You need to tell me, Diego. It’s vitally important.”


    “Why? Why is it vitally important? Tracy is dead—she and Holly are both dead. And now Noah, too. Shouldn’t they all be left in peace?”


    Bourne took a step toward him. Though he lowered his voice, it was full of menace. “But Arkadin is still alive. He was responsible for Holly’s death. And it was your friend Noah who murdered Holly.”


    “No!” Diego stiffened. “You’re wrong, he couldn’t possibly—”


    “I was there when it happened, Diego. Noah pushed her off a flight of steps at the top of a temple in East Bali. That, my friend, is fact, not the fiction you’ve been feeding me.”


    “Drink,” Diego said in a voice made thin and hoarse by his consternation.


    Bourne took him by the elbow and walked him over to the small bar at the rear of the Empire Suite. Diego lurched on stiff legs as if he were already drunk. As soon as he collapsed on a stool he ordered a double whiskey—no refined sherry for him now. He drank the whiskey off in three long gulps, then asked for another. He would have downed all of that, as well, if Bourne hadn’t pulled the glass out of his unsteady hand and set it down on the black granite bartop.


    “Noah killed Holly.” Diego was slumped over, staring into the depths of the whiskey, into a past that he’d thought he knew. “What a fucking nightmare.”


    Diego did not seem to be a man prone to foul language. He was clearly out of his element, which indicated that he wasn’t privy to his father’s illicit arms trafficking. Neither, apparently, did he know what Noah had done for a living.


    Suddenly his head swung around and he looked at Bourne. “Why? Why would he do that?”


    “He wanted something she had. Apparently she wouldn’t give it to him voluntarily.”


    “So he killed her?” Diego looked incredulous. “What kind of man would do something like that?” He shook his head slowly and sadly. “I can’t conceive of anyone wanting to harm her.”


    Bourne noticed that Diego hadn’t said, I can’t conceive of Noah wanting to harm her. “Clearly,” he said, “Noah was not who you thought he was.” He refrained from adding, Neither was Tracy.


    Diego grabbed the glass and finished off the second double. “Good God,” he whispered.


    Very gently Bourne said, “Tell me about the four of you, Diego.”


    “I need another drink.”


    Bourne ordered him a single this time. Diego lunged for the glass like a life jacket thrown to a drowning man. At one of the tables a woman in a glittery gown cashed in, rose, and walked out. Her place was taken by a man with the shoulders of a football player. A heavyish older woman with frosted hair, who had apparently just come in, sat down at the middle table. All three tables were full up.


    Diego took two convulsive swallows of whiskey, then said in a voice bled dry, “Tracy and I had a thing, nothing serious, we saw other people—at least she did. It was very off-and-on, very casual. We had a few giggles, nothing more. We didn’t want it to disturb our friendship.”


    Something in his voice alerted Bourne. “That’s not all of it, is it?”


    Diego’s mournful expression deepened, and he looked away. “No,” he said. “I fell in love with her. I didn’t mean to, I didn’t even want to,” he added, as if it had been within his power to choose. “She was so nice about it, so kind. But still…” His voice drifted away on a tide of sad memories.


    Bourne thought it time to move on. “And Holly?”


    Diego seemed to snap out of his daze. “Noah seduced her. I saw it happening, I thought it was amusing, in a way, that no harm would come of it. Please don’t ask me why.”


    “What happened?”


    Diego sighed. “As it turned out Noah had a thing for Tracy, a very bad thing. For her part she wanted nothing to do with him, she told him flat-out.” He took another gulp of his whiskey. He was drinking it as if it were water. “The thing she wouldn’t say, even to me, was that she didn’t really like Noah, or at least she didn’t trust him.”


    “Which meant?”


    “Tracy was very protective of Holly, she saw Noah moving in on Holly because he couldn’t have her. She felt Noah was just being cynical and self-destructive while Holly was taking the liaison far more seriously. She believed it would end in tears—Holly’s tears.”


    “Why didn’t she step in, tell Noah to back off?”


    “She did. He told her—far too bluntly, if you ask me—to stay out of it.”


    “Did you talk to him?”


    Diego looked even more miserable than before. “I should have, I know, but I didn’t believe Tracy, or maybe I chose not to believe her because if I did, then the situation had already gotten so messy and I didn’t…”


    “What, you didn’t want to get your hands dirty?”


    Diego nodded, but he wouldn’t meet Bourne’s eyes.


    “You must have had your own suspicions about Noah.”


    “I don’t know, perhaps I did. But the fact is I wanted to believe in us, I wanted to believe that everything would work out all right, that we would make it all right because we cared about one another.”


    “You cared about one another all right, but not in the right way.”


    “Looking back now everything seems twisted, no one was who they said they were, or liked what they said they liked. I don’t even understand what drew us together.”


    “That’s the point, isn’t it?” Bourne said, not unkindly. “Each one of you wanted something from someone else in the group; in one way or another all of you used your friendships as leverage.”


    “Everything we did together, everything we said or confided to one another was a lie.”


    “Not necessarily,” Bourne said. “You knew Tracy was working for Arkadin, didn’t you?”


    “I told you I didn’t.”


    “When I asked you what Arkadin had on her, do you remember what you said?”


    Diego bit his lip, but said nothing.


    “You said that Tracy was dead—that she and Holly were both dead, and shouldn’t they be left in peace?” He peered into Diego’s face. “That’s a response of a man who knows exactly what he’s been asked.”


    Diego slapped the flat of his hand onto the bartop. “I promised her I wouldn’t tell anyone.”


    “I understand,” Bourne said gently, “but keeping it a secret now doesn’t help her.”


    Diego passed a hand across his face, as if trying to wipe away a memory. At the second table from them a man said, “I’m out,” pushed his chair back, rose, and stretched.


    “All right.” Diego’s eyes met Bourne’s. “She said that Arkadin had helped get her brother out of terrible trouble and now he was using that against her.”


    Bourne almost said, But Tracy didn’t have a brother. He caught himself and said, “What else?”


    “Nothing. It was after… before we went to sleep. It was very late, she’d had too much to drink, she’d been depressed all evening and then as soon as we finished she couldn’t stop crying. I asked her if I’d done anything wrong, which only made her cry harder. I held her for a long time. When she calmed down she told me.”


    Something was very wrong. Chrissie said they had no brother, Tracy told Diego they did. One of the two sisters was lying, but which one? What possible reason could Tracy have for lying to Diego, and what reason would Chrissie have to lie to him?


    At that moment Bourne saw movement out of the corner of his eye. The man who had cashed in was making his way toward the bar, and within another two steps Bourne knew that he was heading straight for them.


    Though the man wasn’t large he gave a formidable appearance. His black eyes seemed to smolder out of a face the color of tanned leather. His thick hair and close-cropped beard matched the color of his eyes. He had a hawk-like nose, a wide thick-lipped mouth, and cheeks like slabs of concrete. A small diagonal scar bisected one furry eyebrow. He moved with a low center of gravity, his arms loose and relaxed, though not swinging or even moving at all.


    And it was this gait, this way of holding himself that marked him as a man of professional intent, a man with whom death walked from dusk until dawn. It was also these things that triggered a memory, causing it to pierce the maddening veils of Bourne’s amnesia.


    A shiver of recognition passed down Bourne’s spine: This was the man who had helped him obtain the Dominion ring.


    Bourne moved away from Diego. This man, whoever he was, didn’t know him as Adam Stone. As Bourne approached him, he extended his hand and a smile creased his face.


    “Jason, at last I’ve caught up with you.”


    “Who are you? How do you know me?”


    The smile lost its luster. “It’s Ottavio. Jason, don’t you remember me?”


    “Not at all.”


    Ottavio shook his head. “I don’t understand. We worked together in Morocco, an assignment from Alex Conklin—”


    “Not now,” Bourne said. “The man I’m with—”


    “Diego Hererra, I recognize him.”


    “Hererra knows me as Adam Stone.”


    Ottavio nodded, at once focused. “I understand.” He glanced over Bourne’s shoulder. “Why don’t you introduce us?”


    “I don’t think that would be wise.”


    “Judging by Hererra’s expression, it will look odd if you don’t.”


    Bourne saw that he had no choice. Turning on his heel, he led Ottavio back to the bar.


    Bourne introduced them, “Diego Hererra, this is Ottavio—”


    “Moreno,” Ottavio said, extending his hand for Diego to take.


    As Diego did so his eyes opened wide in shock and his body slumped down onto the stool. That was when Bourne saw the scarred man pull out the slender, ceramic blade of the knife, which through sleight of hand he had palmed and slipped through Diego’s chest. Its tip was curved slightly upward, mimicking his smile, which now seemed ghastly.


    Bourne grabbed him by the shirtfront and hauled him off his feet, but the scarred man would not let go of Diego’s hand. He was immensely powerful, his grip was like a vise. Bourne turned to Diego but saw that the life was already fleeing his body, the knife tip had probably pierced his heart.


    “I’ll kill you for this,” Bourne whispered.


    “No you won’t, Jason. I’m one of the good guys, remember?”


    “I don’t remember a thing, not even your name.”


    “Then you’ll just have to trust me. We’ve got to get out—”


    “I’m not letting you go anywhere,” Bourne said.


    “You have no choice but to trust me.” The scarred man glanced toward the door, which had just opened. “Regard the alternative.”


    Bourne saw Donald the bouncer come into the Empire Suite. He was accompanied by two other brawny men in tuxedos. All of them, Bourne noted with an electric shock that passed clear through him, were wearing gold rings on the forefingers of their right hands.


    “They’re Severus Domna,” the scarred man said.

  


  



  



  BOOK TWO


  
    CHAPTER 12

  


  
    In the absolute stillness of inaction, the only sound was the whisper of gamblers losing money. Ottavio handed Bourne a pair of specially baffled earplugs, along with the whispered word: “Now.”


    Bourne fitted the plugs into his ear canals. He saw what looked like a ball bearing palmed out of Ottavio’s pocket, held between the forefinger and middle finger of his left hand. Only its rough surface and the earplugs gave clues to what it might be: a USW, an ultrasonic weapon.


    At that moment Ottavio let the USW drop to the floor, where it rolled across the slick marble squares toward the three Severus Domna agents standing between them and the green baize door. The USW activated as soon as it hit the floor, sending out an AFS, an area field of sound, that affected the inner ears of everyone in the room, causing them to collapse in waves of dizziness.


    Bourne followed Ottavio past the tables, leaping over prone bodies. Donald and the other two bouncers were on the floor with the gamblers and the dealers, but as the scarred man stepped over a bouncer the man reached up and, pulling hard on the back of his jacket, toppled him backward, then struck him hard just above the right ear. Bourne sidestepped Ottavio’s falling body. As the bouncer rose, Bourne recognized him as the man patrolling the electronic gaming room; he wore earplugs to mute the rock music. They weren’t the kind Bourne and the scarred man were using, but they had dampened the field enough for him to overcome his disorientation.


    Bourne slammed his fist into the bouncer’s side. The bouncer grunted, and when he turned, he held a Walther P99 in his hand. Bourne drove the edge of his hand down onto the bouncer’s wrist. He wrested the Walther away from him and swung its butt into the bouncer’s face, but he ducked away out of reach. Bourne drove him against the wall; the bouncer hit him hard on the right biceps and Bourne’s arm went numb. The bouncer, seeking to build on his advantage, drove his fist toward Bourne’s solar plexus, but Bourne deflected the blow, buying himself time to regain feeling in his right arm.


    They fought savagely and silently in a room bizarrely filled with people slumped over the gaming tables or puddled on the floor like spilled Jell-O. Their soundless fury was a blur of intense motion in a room otherwise devoid of it, lending the vicious give-and-take of hand-to-hand combat an eerie quality, as if they were battling underwater.


    Oxygenated blood was rushing back into Bourne’s right arm when the bouncer got himself inside Bourne’s defense and landed a powerful blow in the same spot. Bourne’s arm dropped as if it were made of stone, and he could see the grin of triumph informing the bouncer’s face. He feinted right, which didn’t fool the man, whose grin widened. Bourne’s left elbow connected with his throat, breaking the hyoid bone. The bouncer made an odd, clicking sound as he went down and stayed down.


    By this time Ottavio had regained his feet and was shaking off the effects of the blow to his head. Bourne pulled open the door and, together, they went out into the casino’s main room, walking quickly but not fast enough to draw attention to themselves. The sonic field hadn’t penetrated here. Everything was moving at a normal pace, no one yet suspected what had happened in the Empire Suite, but Bourne knew it was just a matter of time before the head of security or one of the managers went looking for Donald or one of the other two bouncers.


    Bourne tried to hurry them along, but the scarred man hung back.


    “Wait,” he said, “wait.”


    They had removed their earplugs and the scrapes and rustlings of the rarefied world around them plunged in on them like the roar of angry surf.


    “We can’t afford to wait,” Bourne said. “We need to get out of here before—”


    But it was already too late. A man with a ramrod-straight back and the clear no-nonsense air of authority was striding across the main room toward them. There were too many people around for a confrontation, nevertheless Bourne saw Ottavio heading toward the manager.


    Bourne cut him off and, smiling broadly, said, “Are you the floor manager?”


    “Yes. Andrew Steptoe.” He made an attempt to look over Bourne’s shoulder at the green baize door outside of which Donald should have been stationed. “I’m afraid I’m rather busy at the moment. I—”


    “Donald said someone would call you over.” He took Steptoe’s elbow and, inclining his head toward him, said in a confidential whisper, “I’m in the middle of one of those high-stakes battles that come along once in a great while, if you understand me.”


    “I’m afraid I don’t—”


    Bourne turned him away from the door to the Empire Suite. “But of course you do, a mano-a-mano duel over the poker table, I know you do. It’s a matter of money, you see.”


    Money was the magic word. He had Steptoe’s full attention now. Behind the manager’s back he could see the scarred man break out into a sly smile. He walked Steptoe closer and closer to the cashier, which was on the right side of the slots room, conveniently located near the entryway so that the clientele could buy chips on their way in and the occasional winners could cash out as they left—if they made it past all the other glittering lures the gambling profession threw at them.


    “How much money?” Steptoe could not keep a note of greed out of his voice.


    “Half a million,” Bourne said without hesitation.


    Steptoe didn’t know whether to frown or lick his chops. “I’m afraid I don’t know you…”


    “James. Robert James.” They were nearing the cashier’s cage and, by proximity, the front door. “I’m an associate of Diego Hererra’s.”


    “Ah. I see.” Steptoe pursed his lips. “Even so, Mr. James, this establishment does not know you personally. You understand, we cannot put up such a large amount—”


    “Oh, no, that’s not what I meant to imply.” Bourne feigned shock. “Rather I need your permission to leave the premises during the game in order to obtain the amount in question, so that I can remain in the game.”


    Now the manager did frown. “At this time of night?”


    Bourne radiated confidence. “A wire transfer can be effected. It will only take twenty minutes—thirty, at most.”


    “Well, it’s highly irregular, don’t you know.”


    “Half a million pounds, Mr. Steptoe, is a large amount of money, as you yourself pointed out.”


    Steptoe nodded. “Quite so.” He sighed. “I suppose that under the circumstances it can be allowed.” He waggled a forefinger in Bourne’s face. “But be quick about it, sir. I can give you no more than half an hour.”


    “Understood.” Bourne shook the manager’s hand. “Thank you.”


    Then he and the scarred man turned, went up the steps, across the entryway, through the glass doors, and into the windswept London night.


    Several blocks away, as they turned a corner, Bourne rammed the scarred man hard against the side of a parked car and said, “Now tell me who you are and why you killed Diego.”


    As the scarred man reached for his knife Bourne gripped his wrist. “Let’s have none of that,” he said. “Give me answers.”


    “I would never harm you, Jason, you know that.”


    “Why did you kill Diego?”


    “He’d been told to bring you to the club at a certain time tonight.”


    Bourne remembered Diego looking down at his watch and saying, “Now’s the time to take ourselves to Knightsbridge.” An odd way to put it, except if this man was telling the truth.


    “Who told Diego to bring me there?” But Bourne already knew.


    “The Severus Domna got to him—I don’t know how—but they gave him precise instructions on how to betray you.”


    Bourne remembered Diego picking at his food as if he had something important on his mind. Had he been anticipating the betrayal? Was Ottavio right?


    The scarred man stared into Bourne’s face. “You really don’t know me, do you?”


    “I told you I didn’t.”


    “My name is Ottavio Moreno.” He waited a beat. “Gustavo Moreno’s brother.”


    A tiny tremor of recognition raced through Bourne as the veils of his amnesia stirred and tried to part.


    “We met in Morocco.” Bourne’s voice was barely a whisper.


    “Yes.” A smile creased Ottavio Moreno’s face. “In Marrakech, we traveled into the High Atlas Mountains together, didn’t we?”


    “I don’t know.”


    “Good God!” Ottavio Moreno’s face registered surprise, perhaps even shock. “And the laptop? What about the laptop?”


    “What laptop?”


    “You don’t remember the laptop?” He grabbed Bourne by the arms. “Jason, come on. We met in Marrakech in order to get the laptop.”


    “Why?”


    Ottavio Moreno frowned. “You told me it was a key.”


    “Key to what?”


    “To the Severus Domna.”


    At that moment they heard the familiar high–low wail of police sirens.


    “The mess we left behind in the Empire Suite,” Moreno said. “Come on, let’s go.”


    “I’m not going anywhere with you,” Bourne said.


    “But you must, you owe me,” Ottavio Moreno said. “You killed Noah Perlis.”


    



    In other words,” Secretary of Defense Bud Halliday said as he scanned the report in front of him, “between retirements, normal attrition, and requests for transfer—all of which, I see, have been not only granted but expedited—a quarter of the Old Man’s CI has moved on.”


    “And our own personnel have moved in.” DCI Danziger did not bother to keep the satisfaction out of his voice. The secretary appreciated confidence as much as he disliked indecision. Danziger took back the report and carefully folded it away. “It will be only a matter of months, I believe, before that number will increase to fully a third of the old guard.”


    “Good, good.”


    Halliday rubbed his large, square hands over the remnants of his Spartan lunch. The Occidental was abuzz with the jawing of politicos, reporters, flacks, power brokers, and industry influence peddlers. All of them had paid their respects to him in one circumspect manner or another, whether it was with a slightly terrified smile, an obeisant nod of the head, or, as in the case of the elderly and influential Senator Daughtry, a quick handshake and a down-home how-dee-do. Swing-state senators accumulated power even during non-election years, both parties seeking to curry favor. It was simply standard operating procedure inside the Beltway.


    For some time, then, the two men sat in silence. The restaurant began to thin out as the denizens of the DC political pits straggled back to work. But soon enough their place was taken by tourists in striped shirts and baseball caps they’d bought from the vendors down by the Mall imprinted with CIA or FBI. Danziger returned to his lunch, which, as usual, was more substantial than Halliday’s unadorned strip steak. All that was left on the secretary’s plate were several pools of blood, clotted with congealed fat.


    Across the table Halliday’s mind had drifted to the dream he couldn’t remember. He had read articles that dreams were a necessary part of sleep—REM sleep, the eggheads called it—without which a man would, eventually, go insane. On the other hand, it was certainly true that he couldn’t recall a single dream. His entire sleeping existence was a perfect blank wall on which nothing was ever scrawled.


    He shook himself like a dog coming out of the rain. Why did he care? Well, he knew why. The Old Man had once confided in him that he suffered from the same strange illness—that’s what the Old Man called it, an illness. Strange to think that the two of them had once been friends, more than friends, come to think of it—what had they called it then? Blood brothers. As young men they had confided all their little tics and habits, the secrets that inhabited the dark corners of their souls. Where had it all gone wrong? How had they become the bitterest of enemies? It might have been the gradual divergence of their political views, but friends often dealt with disagreement. No, their separation had to do with a sense of betrayal, and in men such as they were, loyalty was the ultimate—the only—test of friendship.


    The truth was they had betrayed what they had built as young men, as their idealism was burned away in the crucible of the nation’s capital, where they had both chosen to serve lifetime sentences. The Old Man had been an acolyte of John Foster Dulles while he had attached himself to Richard Helms—men with wildly divergent backgrounds, methodologies, and, most importantly, ideologies. And since they were in the business of ideology and that business was their life there was no recourse but to turn on each other, to try with every fiber of their being to prove the other wrong, to bring him down, to destroy him.


    For decades the Old Man had outwitted him at every turn, but now the tables were turned, the Old Man was dead, and he had the prize he’d set his gaze on so long ago: control of CI.


    Danziger clearing his throat brought Halliday back from the chasm of the past.


    “Is there anything we’ve failed to cover?”


    The secretary regarded him as a child studies an ant or a beetle, with the curiosity reserved for a species so far below him that it seemed inconceivably distant. Danziger was far from a stupid man, which was why Halliday had chosen him as his knight to move back and forth across the chessboard of the American clandestine services. But apart from his usefulness on the board, he viewed Danziger as entirely expendable. Halliday had closed himself off the moment he felt the Old Man’s betrayal. He had a wife and two children, of course, but he scarcely thought of them. His son was a poet—good Christ, a poet, of all things! And his daughter, well, the less said about her and her female partner the better. As for his wife, she had betrayed him as well, giving birth to two disappointments. These days, apart from formal functions where the strict code of Washington family values required her to be on his arm, they lived entirely separate lives. It had been years since they had slept in the same room, let alone the same bed. Occasionally they found themselves having breakfast together, a minor torture Halliday escaped as quickly as he could.


    Danziger was leaning forward confidentially across the table. “If there’s anything I can help you with, you only have to—”


    “I think you’ve confused me with a friend,” Halliday snapped. “The day I ask for your help is the day I put a gun in my mouth and pull the trigger.”


    He slid out of the booth and walked away without a backward glance, leaving Danziger to pay the check.


    



    Alone for the moment while Boris Karpov slept inside the convent, Arkadin poured himself a mescal and took the drink out into the steamy Sonora night. Dawn would soon be scything through the stars, extinguishing them as it went. The shorebirds were already awake, flocking out of their nests to sweep along the beachfront.


    Arkadin, breathing deeply of the salt and the phosphorus, punched in a number on his cell. The phone rang for a very long time. Knowing there would be no voice mail, he was about to hang up when a raspy voice sounded in his ear.


    “Who in the unholy name of Saint Stephen is this?”


    Arkadin laughed. “It’s me, Ivan.”


    “Why, hello, Leonid Danilovich,” Ivan Volkin said.


    Volkin had once been the most powerful man in the grupperovka. Unaffiliated with any family, he had for many years been a negotiator, both between families and between the bosses of certain families and the most corrupt businessmen and politicians. He was a man, in sum, to whom practically anyone in power owed favors. And though long retired, he had defied convention by becoming even more powerful as his age advanced. He was also particularly fond of Arkadin, whose strange ascent in the underworld he’d followed since the day Maslov had him brought to Moscow from his hometown of Nizhny Tagil.


    “I thought you might be the president,” Ivan Volkin said. “I told him I couldn’t help him this time.”


    The thought of the president of the Russian Federation calling Ivan Volkin for a favor caused Arkadin to chuckle all the more. “Pity for him,” he said.


    “I did some digging regarding your problem as you outlined it to me. You do indeed have a mole, my friend. I was able to narrow the candidates down to two, but that’s as far as I was able to get.”


    “That’s more than enough, Ivan Ivanovich. You have my undying gratitude.”


    Volkin laughed. “You know, my friend, you’re just about the only person on earth I don’t want anything from.”


    “I could give you virtually anything you want.”


    “As I well know, but to tell you the truth it’s a relief to have someone in my life who owes me nothing and to whom I owe the same. Nothing changes between us, eh, Leonid Danilovich.”


    “No, Ivan Ivanovich, it doesn’t.”


    After Volkin had given Arkadin the names of the two suspects, he said, “I have one more bit of information that will be of interest to you. I find it curious that I cannot tie either of these suspects to the FSB or, for that matter, any Russian secret service whatsoever.”


    “Then who is running the spy in my organization?”


    “Your mole has been extremely careful to keep his identity a secret—he wears dark glasses and a sweatshirt with a hood over his head, so there’s no good photo of him. However, the man he’s been meeting has been identified as Marlon Etana.”


    “Odd name.” It rang a bell deep inside Arkadin’s mind, but he was unable to access it.


    “Odder still is that I cannot find a single scrap of information on Marlon Etana.”


    “Ah, a pseudonym, surely.”


    “One would have expected that, yes,” Volkin said. “However, that would mean a legend to give the pseudonym reality. I have found nothing, except that Marlon Etana is a founding member of the Monition Club, which has many branches throughout the world, but whose headquarters seems to be in Washington, DC.”


    “A deep-cover arm of CI or one of the many Hydra heads of the American Department of Defense.”


    Ivan Volkin made an animal sound deep in his throat. “When you find out, Leonid Danilovich, be sure to let me know.”


    



    Be sure to let me know,” Arkadin had said to Tracy some months ago. “Anything and everything you find out about Don Fernando Hererra, even the most minute, seemingly irrelevant bit of information.”


    “Including the regularity of his bowel movements?”


    He sat watching her, his feral eyes glittering, not moving, not blinking. They were seated at a café in Campione d’Italia, the picturesque Italian tax haven tucked away in the Swiss Alps. The tiny municipality rose steeply off the glassy ultramarine-blue surface of a clear mountain lake, studded with vessels of all sizes from rowboats to multimillion-dollar yachts, complete with the helipads, the copters, and, on the largest of these, the females to go with them.


    For the five minutes before she had arrived, Arkadin had been watching an obscenely large yacht on which two long-stemmed models preened as if for paparazzi. They had the kind of perfectly bronzed skin only the kept woman knows how to acquire. As he sipped a small cup of espresso, which was all but lost in his large, square hand, he thought, It’s good to be the king. Then he saw the naked hairy back of this particular king and turned away in disgust. You can take the man out of hell but you can’t take hell out of the man. This was the operative phrase for Arkadin.


    Then Tracy had shown up and he forgot the hell of Nizhny Tagil that plagued him like a recurring nightmare. Nizhny Tagil was where he had been born and raised, where he’d lost three toes to rats when his mother had locked him in a closet, where he had killed and was almost killed so many times he’d lost count. Nizhny Tagil was where he had lost everything, where, one could say, he had died.


    He had ordered Tracy an espresso with sambuca, which was what she liked. As he stared into her beautiful face, he continued to be confounded by his conflicting feelings. He was drawn to her, intensely, but he also hated her. He hated her erudition, her vast knowledge. Every time she opened her mouth she reminded him of how little formal education he’d had. And to make matters much worse, he learned something valuable every time he was with her. How often do we despise our teachers, who lord it over us with their superior knowledge, who throw that knowledge and their experience in our faces. Every time he learned something, he was reminded of how inexorably tied to her he was, how much he needed her. Which was why he treated her as a bipolar might. He loved her, rewarded her with more and more money at the completion of each assignment, showered her with gifts between assignments.


    She had never slept with him. He hadn’t tried to seduce her, fearing that in the throes of passion his iron control might weaken, that he would grab her by the throat and throttle her until her tongue poked out and her eyes rolled up in her head. He would regret her death. Over the years she had proved indispensable. With the inside knowledge she had given him, he’d been able to blackmail her wealthy art clients, and those he chose not to suborn he used as patsies, delivering drugs all over the world secreted in the crates that held their precious artwork.


    Tracy ran the crescent of lemon rind around the rim of her cup. “What’s so special about Don Fernando?”


    “Drink your espresso.”


    She stared down at her cup but didn’t touch it.


    “What’s the matter?” he said at last.


    “Let’s skip him, shall we?”


    He waited a moment, quietly. Then, suddenly leaning forward, he grasped her knee beneath the table in an agonizing grip. Her head snapped up, her eyes engaged with his.


    “You know the rules,” he said with soft menace. “You don’t question assignments, you take them.”


    “Not this one.”


    “All of them.”


    “I like this man.”


    “All. Of. Them.”


    She stared at him, unblinking.


    He despised most of all when she got like this, that enigmatic mask that came down over her face, making him feel like a dim-witted child who had failed to learn how to read properly. “Have you forgotten the damaging evidence I have on you? Do you want me to go to your client and tell him how you accommodated your brother when he stole your client’s painting to cover his debts? Do you really want to spend the next twenty years of your life in prison? It’s more terrible than you can imagine, believe me.”


    “I want out,” she said in a strangled voice.


    He had laughed. “God, you’re a stupid cow.” Once, just once, he thought, I’d like to make you cry. “There is no out. You signed on, a contract in blood, metaphorically speaking.”


    “I want out.”


    He sat back, releasing her knee. “Besides, Don Fernando Hererra is only a secondary target—at least, for now.”


    She had begun to shake, very slightly, and there was a tic under her left eye. She took up her espresso and drained the cup. There was a slight clatter when she set it down.


    “Who are you after?”


    Close, this time, he thought. Very close. “Someone special,” he had said. “A man who calls himself Adam Stone. And this assignment is a bit different.” His hands had spread wide apart. “Adam Stone is not his real name, of course.”


    “What is it?”


    Arkadin’s smile held real malice. He turned his head and ordered them two more espressos.


    Dawn was spreading its wings over Puerto Peñasco as Arkadin’s brief flare of memory subsided into darkness. A freshening breeze off the water brought the scent of a new day. There had been women in his life—Yelena, Marlene, Devra, others, surely, though their names now escaped him—but no one like Tracy. Those three—Yelena, Marlene, and Devra—had meant something to him, though he’d be hard put to say precisely what. Each in her own way had changed the course of his life. Yet none had enriched it. Only Tracy, his Tracy. He clenched his fist. But she hadn’t been his Tracy, had she? No, no, no. Good Christ, no.


    



    Rain drummed against the roof of the cottage, fat drops sliding down the windows. A rumble of approaching thunder. The lace curtains stirred. In the dead of night Chrissie lay fully dressed on one of the twin beds, staring at the window, speckled as a robin’s egg. Scarlett lay curled on the other bed, breathing evenly in her sleep. Chrissie knew she should be sleeping, that she needed her rest, but after the incident on the motorway her nerves would not stop singing. Several hours ago she had contemplated taking half a lorazepam to calm herself into sleep, but the thought of drifting off made her more anxious.


    The singing of her nerves had only increased when she’d picked Scarlett up from her parents. Her father, always well attuned to her moods, had suspected something was up with her the moment he opened the door to her knock, and he was not convinced when she tried to reassure him that everything was fine. She could still see his thin, oblong face as he stood looking after her while she bundled Scarlett into the Range Rover. It was the same stricken look he’d had standing over Tracy’s coffin as it was lowered into the ground. As she got in behind the wheel, Chrissie breathed a sigh of relief that she’d had the foresight to park the SUV so that he couldn’t see the scrapes along one side. She waved cheerfully to him as she drove away. He was still standing in the doorway when she went around a curve and disappeared from his view.


    Now, hours later and miles away, she lay on the bed in a house owned by a girlfriend who was away in Brussels on business. She’d been able to pick up the keys from the woman’s brother. In the dark she lay listening to all the tiny creaking and moaning, whispers and hissing of a strange house. The wind clawed at the window sashes, trying to find a way in. She shivered and pulled a blanket tighter around her, but the blanket didn’t warm her. Neither did the central heating. There was a chill in her bones, caused by her vibrating nerves, and the dread that stalked her thoughts.


    “We were being followed, possibly all the way from Tracy’s flat,” Adam had said. “There’s no point in taking a chance these people know about Scarlett—and where your parents live, for that matter.”


    The thought that these people who had wanted to shoot Adam might know about her daughter gave her a sick feeling in the pit of her stomach. She wanted to feel safe here, wanted to believe that there was no danger now that she had separated herself from him, but the doubts continued to prey on her. Another roll of thunder, closer this time, and then another burst of rain rattled the windowpane. She sat up, gasping. Her heart was pounding, and she reached for the Glock that Adam had given her for protection. She had some experience with guns, though mostly rifles and shotguns. Against her mother’s objections, her father had taken her hunting on winter Sundays, when the frost was brittle and the sun was weak and drained of color. She remembered the quivering flank of a deer, and how she had flinched when her father had fired a shot into its heart. She remembered the look in its eye as her father had taken his skinning knife to its belly. Its mouth was half open as if it had been about to ask for mercy before it was shot.


    Scarlett whimpered in her sleep, and Chrissie rose and, leaning over, stroked her hair as she always did when her daughter was having a bad dream. Why were children burdened with nightmares, she wondered, when there was so much time for nightmares in adult life? Where was the carefree childhood she’d had? Was it a mirage? Had she also had nightmares, night terrors, anxieties? She could not now remember, which was a blessing.


    She knew one thing, though, Tracy would have laughed at her for even having such thoughts. “Life isn’t carefree,” she could hear her sister saying. “What are you thinking? Life is difficult, at best. At its worst, it’s a bloody nightmare.”


    What would have led her to say such a thing? Chrissie asked herself. What misfortunes had befallen her while I had my head stuck in my Oxford texts? All at once she was overcome with the conviction that she had failed Tracy, that she should have seen the signs of her stress, her difficult life. But, really, how could she have helped her? Tracy had been lost in a world so distant, so alien, Chrissie was sure she would have found it incomprehensible. Just as she could make no sense of what had happened today. Who was Adam Stone? She had no doubt that he’d been friends with Tracy, but she suspected now that he was more—a compatriot, business partner, maybe even her boss. Something he hadn’t told her, hadn’t wanted to tell her. All she knew for certain was that her sister’s life had been a secret, and so was Adam’s. They had been part of the same alien world, and now all unknowing she had been dragged into it. She gave a shiver again and, seeing that Scarlett had quieted, lay beside her so that they were back-to-back. Her daughter’s warmth seeped slowly into her, her eyelids grew heavy, and she began to drowse, sinking slowly, inexorably into the delicious cushion of sleep.


    A sharp noise startled her awake. For a moment she lay completely still, listening to the rain, the wind, Scarlett breathing along with the cottage. She listened for the noise. Had she dreamed it or had she been asleep at all? After what seemed a long time, she got out of Scarlett’s bed, reached over, and slid her hand under the pillow for the Glock. Padding silently toward the half-open bedroom door, she peered out at the wedge of pale light from the lamp she’d kept on in the bedroom across the hall so she and Scarlett could find the bathroom without barking their shins.


    She moved into the hallway, listened fiercely. She became aware of sweat snaking down her sides from underneath her arms. Her breath felt hot in her throat. Every second that ticked by ratcheted up her anxiety, but also the hope that she had dreamed the noise. Gliding along the hallway, she peered down the stairs at the darkened living room. Standing at the head of the stairs, undecided, she had just about convinced herself that she’d been dreaming when she heard the small noise again.


    Slowly she put one bare foot after the other as she descended from semi-darkness into blackness. She needed to get all the way down the stairs before she could reach the switch that turned on the living room lights. The staircase loomed before her, seeming steeper, more treacherous in the dark. Briefly she thought about going back upstairs to look for a flashlight, but felt that she might lose her nerve if she turned around now. She kept descending, tread by tread. They were of wood, polished to a high gloss, without the benefit of a runner. Once, she slipped and, pitching forward, almost lost her balance. Grabbing for the railing, she held on while her pulse beat wildly in her ears.


    Calm down, she told herself. Just bloody well calm those nerves, Chrissie. There’s no one there.


    The noise came again, louder this time because she was closer to it, and she knew: Someone was inside the house.


    



    Just after sunset, on the day Karpov had begun his long trek back to Moscow, Arkadin and El Heraldo set off in the cigarette. Arkadin maneuvered the slender powerboat beyond the slips without running lights, which was illegal, but necessary. Besides, as he had quickly learned, in Mexico the line between legal and illegal moved more times than the front lines of a war. Not to mention the fact that what was illegal and what was enforceable were often at odds.


    The cigarette’s powerful GPS system was deeply hooded, so that no illumination leaked out into the blue velvet of dusk. Stars had gathered in the eastern sky, eager to display their splendor.


    “Time,” Arkadin said.


    “Eight minutes,” El Heraldo replied, consulting his watch.


    Arkadin altered their course by a couple of degrees. They were already past the perimeter of the policía patrols, but still he did not turn on any lights. The GPS screen told him everything he needed to know. The multi-baffled mufflers El Heraldo had installed on the exhaust were working to perfection; the cigarette made scarcely any noise as it skimmed over the water at high speed.


    “Five minutes,” El Heraldo intoned.


    “We’ll be in visual range in a moment.”


    That was El Heraldo’s cue to take the wheel while Arkadin peered through a pair of military high-power night-vision binoculars toward the south.


    “Got ’em,” he said, after a moment.


    At once El Heraldo cut their speed by half.


    Arkadin, peering through the binoculars at the oncoming boat—a yacht that must have cost upward of fifty million dollars—saw the infrared flashes, two long, two short, visible only to him.


    “All’s well,” he said. “Full stop.”


    El Heraldo cut the engines, and the cigarette cut through the swells on its own momentum. Dead ahead the yacht loomed up out of the darkness. It, too, had all its lights extinguished. As Arkadin prepared himself, El Heraldo put on the night goggles and manned the infrared beacon. The yacht was equipped with an identical beacon, which was how the two boats drew alongside each other without lights and without incident.


    A rope ladder was unfurled over the yacht’s port side, and El Heraldo made it fast to the cigarette. A man, dressed in black, handed down a small carton. El Heraldo received it on his shoulder, then placed it on the cigarette’s deck.


    Using a pocketknife, Arkadin slit the carton open. Inside were cans of prepackaged organic corn tortillas. Arkadin opened one, pulled out the roll of tortillas. Inside the roll were stacked four plastic-wrapped packages of a white powder. He stuck the blade of his knife into a packet and tasted its contents. Satisfied, he waved a prearranged signal to the crew member on the yacht. Inserting the bag of cocaine back into the can, he returned it to the carton, and El Heraldo lifted it up to the crewman.


    A short whistle came from the yacht as the crewman vanished up the ladder, and Arkadin waited. Moments later two rather large bundles were lowered via a portable winch. The bundles, lying horizontal, were each perhaps six feet in length. They were cradled in a net as if they were a pair of tuna.


    When the bundles reached the cigarette’s deck, El Heraldo rolled them off the net, which was immediately winched back up to the yacht. Then El Heraldo detached the rope ladder, which was also withdrawn.


    Another whistle, longer this time, came from the yacht. Behind the wheel, El Heraldo started the engines, put the cigarette into reverse, and began to back away from the yacht. When they had reached an adequate distance, the yacht began to move forward, continuing its journey northward, up the coast of Sonora.


    As El Heraldo turned the cigarette around, heading them east, back toward shore, Arkadin took up a flashlight and, squatting down, slashed the coverings at one end of the bundles. Then he shone the flashlight on what was inside.


    The faces of the two men appeared pale in the light, except where their beards had started to grow. They were still groggy with the anesthetic they had been given when they had been abducted in Moscow. Nevertheless their eyes, which hadn’t seen light for some days, screwed up, watering unstoppably.


    “Good evening, gentlemen,” Arkadin said, invisible behind the dazzle of the beam of light. “At last you have reached the end of your journey. For one of you, at least. Stepan, Pavel, you were two of my captains, two of my most trusted men. And yet one of you has betrayed me.”


    He showed them how the light turned the blade of his knife into a white streak. “In the next hour or so one of you will confess and will tell me everything he knows about his betrayal. A quick, painless death will be his reward. If not… has either of you ever known anyone who has died of thirst? No? God help you, that’s not the way any human being should die.”


    



    For an instant Chrissie froze, unsure what to do as her fight and flight responses warred with each other. Then she took a deep breath and thought about the situation rationally. Retreating wouldn’t help; she’d be trapped on the second floor, and whoever had invaded the cottage would be that much closer to Scarlett. Her only thought now was for her daughter. Whatever happened, she knew she had to keep her safe.


    She took a tentative step down, then another. Five treads to go before she could flick the lights on. With her back to the wall, she slowly descended. The noise came again and she froze. It sounded as if someone had come in through the kitchen door and now moved into the living room. She raised the Glock, swinging it in a slow arc as she squinted into the gloom. But apart from the partial outline of the sofa and one wing of an armchair opposite the fireplace, she could make out nothing, certainly no movement, no matter how furtive.


    Another step down, another step closer to the light switch. She was only one tread away from it now, her torso leaning forward, free hand outstretched when, with an indrawn gasp, she started back. Someone was close to her, at the bottom of the stairs. In a confused swirl she felt movement on the other side of the newel post, and she raised the Glock, aiming it.


    “Who’s there?” Her voice startled her, as if it belonged to a dream or to someone else. “Stay where you are, I’ve got a gun.”


    “Cookie, where in the bloody hell did you get a handgun?” her father said from out of the darkness. “I knew something was wrong. What’s going on?”


    She flipped on the light and saw him standing there, his face pale and pinched with concern.


    “Dad?” She blinked, as if she couldn’t believe it was really him. “What are you doing here?”


    “Cookie, where’s Scarlett?”


    “Upstairs. She’s sleeping.”


    He nodded. “Good, let’s keep it that way.”


    He gripped the barrel of the Glock and pushed it down to her side. “Now come on over here. I’ll light a fire, and you’ll tell me what sort of trouble you’re in.”


    “I’m not in any trouble, Dad. Does Mum know you’re here?”


    “Your mum is as worried about you as I am. Her way of dealing with things is to cook, which she’s doing right now. I’m meant to bring you and Scarlett back home with me.”


    Like a sleepwalker, she came down off the stairs and into the living room. Her father was turning on lamps. “I can’t do that, Dad.”


    “Why not?” He waved a hand. “Never mind, I didn’t think you would.” He stooped, putting some logs into the grate. Then he checked around. “Where are the matches?”


    He padded into the kitchen. She could hear him pulling out drawers and rummaging through them.


    “It’s not that I’m not grateful, Dad. But really, you’re an idiot for coming out here in the middle of the night. What did you do, follow me? And how did you get in here?” She followed him into the kitchen.


    A callused hand came over her mouth and, at the same time, the Glock was wrenched out of her grip. A deep swirl of masculine scent. Then she saw her father lying unconscious on the floor and she began to struggle.


    “Stay still,” a voice whispered in her ear. “If you don’t, I’ll take you upstairs and blow your daughter’s face off while you watch.”

  


  
    CHAPTER 13

  


  
    When Soraya arrived at the Tucson airport, she went straight to the line of rental-car booths and showed the photo of “Stanley Kowalski” around to all the personnel without getting a hit. That name was not on their books—not that she had expected it to come up. A professional of Arkadin’s skill level wouldn’t be careless enough to rent a car under the same false name he’d used at Immigration. Undaunted, she sought out the managers of each company. Because she had the date and the time that Arkadin passed through the airport, she had arranged to arrive at more or less the same hour. She asked the managers who had been on duty nine days ago. The same personnel were on duty save one, a woman with the unlikely name of Biffy Flisser, who had quit to take a hospitality position at the Best Western airport hotel. None of the salespeople recognized Arkadin.


    The manager was gracious enough to call the Best Western, and Biffy Flisser was waiting for Soraya when she walked into the cool, airy lobby. They sat in the lounge and had drinks while they spoke. Biffy had a pleasant nature and readily agreed to help Soraya with her search.


    “Yeah, I know him,” she said, tapping the surveillance photo on Soraya’s phone. “I mean, I don’t really know him, but yeah, he rented a car on that date.”


    “You’re sure.”


    “Positive.” Biffy nodded. “He wanted a long-term lease. A month or six weeks, he said. I told him in that case we could give him a special rate and he seemed pleased.”


    Soraya waited a moment. “Do you recall his name?” she asked casually.


    “This is important, isn’t it?”


    “It would certainly help me out.”


    “Let me see.” She drummed her lacquered fingernails against the tabletop. “Frank, I think, Frank something…” She concentrated all the harder, then brightened. “That’s it! Frank Stein. Frank Norman Stein, actually.”


    Frank N. Stein. Soraya burst out into laughter.


    “What?” Biffy seemed confused. “What’s so funny?”


    This Arkadin was a real card, Soraya thought on her way back to the airport. Then she was brought up short. Or was he? Why would he deliberately use a name that might stick out? Possibly he planned to ditch the car somewhere across the border.


    She felt suddenly deflated. Even so, she continued her investigation. Seeking out the rental-car manager, she gave him the fake name Arkadin had used. “What car did he rent?”


    “Just a moment.” The manager turned to his computer terminal, input the name and the date. “A black Chevy, an old one, an ’87. A heap, really, but apparently that satisfied him.”


    “You keep cars that long?”


    The manager nodded. “For one thing, here in the desert they don’t rust. For another, since so many of our cars are stolen, it pays to rent out the old ones. Besides, customers like the gentle prices.”


    Soraya copied down the information, including the license plate tag, but without much hope that if she even found the car it would lead to Arkadin. Then she rented a car of her own, thanked the manager, and walked into a café, where she sat down and ordered an iced coffee. She’d learned the hard way not to order iced tea outside New York, Washington, or LA. Americans liked their iced tea achingly sweet.


    While she waited, she opened a detailed map of Arizona and northern Mexico. Mexico was a big country, but she guessed Arkadin might be somewhere within a hundred-mile radius of the airport. Otherwise, why specifically choose Tucson when he could have flown into Mexico City or Acapulco? No, she decided, his destination had to be northwestern Mexico, possibly even just across the border.


    Her iced coffee came, and she drank it black and unsugared, savoring the acidic bite that chased its way down her throat and into her stomach. She drew a circle around the airport that encompassed one hundred miles. That was her search area.


    



    The moment Soraya left his office, the manager took out a small key from his trouser pocket and unlocked the lowest drawer on the right side of his desk. Inside were files, a handgun registered in his name, and a head shot photo. He brought the photo into the light, staring at it for several moments. Then, pursing his lips, he turned the photo over, read the local number off to himself, and dialed it on his office phone.


    When the male voice answered, he said, “Someone came looking for your man—the man in the photo you gave me… She said her name was Soraya Moore, she gave me no reason to disbelieve her… No official ID, no… I did just as you said… No sweat on that score… No, of course you don’t understand. What I mean is that it’ll be easy, I rented her a car…”


    “… a Toyota Corolla, silver-blue, license tag… D as in David, V as in Victor, N as in Nancy, three-three-seven-eight.”


    There was a bit more, but it was of no interest to Soraya. The tiny electronic bug she had affixed to the underside of the manager’s desk was working perfectly, the manager’s voice came through with crystal clarity. Pity she couldn’t hear the voice on the other end of the line. However, she now knew that someone had staked out the Tucson airport, possibly others near the border with Mexico. She also knew that whoever these people were they were going to follow her into Mexico. One thing stood out: The person the manager had called didn’t understand American jargon. That left out Mexicans, who this close to the border made an almost fetishistic habit of learning every possible English colloquialism and street phrasing. The person had to be a foreigner, possibly Russian. And if, as she suspected, he was one of Arkadin’s people put in place to look out for Dimitri Maslov’s hit squad, this just might be her lucky day.


    



    The first thing Peter Marks did on disembarking at London’s Heathrow Airport was call Willard.


    “Where are you?” Marks said.


    “The less you know the better.”


    Marks bridled at that. “The last thing anyone needs in the field is to fly blind,” he snapped.


    “I’m trying to protect you from Liss. When he calls you—and believe me he will—you’ll tell him truthfully that you don’t know where I am, and for you that will be the end of it.”


    Peter showed his official government ID to Immigration, and they stamped his passport and waved him through. “But not for you.”


    “Let me worry about that, Peter. You have enough on your plate getting the ring from Bourne.”


    “I have to find him first,” Marks said, approaching the baggage carousel.


    “You’ve had dealings with Bourne,” Willard said. “I trust you’ll find him.”


    Marks was outside now, in a typically dreary London morning. He glanced at his watch. It was appallingly early and already the sky was spitting rain in fitful bursts.


    “No one really knows Bourne,” he said, “not even Soraya.”


    “That’s because nothing about him makes sense,” Willard pointed out. “He’s completely unpredictable.”


    “Well, you can hardly complain. I mean Treadstone made him this way.”


    “It absolutely did not,” Willard said hotly. “Whatever happened to him, the form of amnesia he’s suffered has changed him irrevocably. Speaking of which, I want you to see a Chief Inspector Lloyd-Philips. Bourne may have been involved in a murder at the Vesper Club in the West End last night. Start looking for him there.”


    Marks made several quick notes on the palm of his hand. “You’re the one who isn’t understandable.” He was standing in line for a taxi, periodically shuffling forward. Speaking in a low voice, he covered his mouth with his hand. “You went out of your way to help him in Bali, now you seem to want to examine him like a circus freak.”


    “He is a freak, Peter. A very dangerous freak—he’s already murdered Noah Perlis and now he may be implicated in another death. How much more proof do you need that he’s out of control? I don’t want you to forget that fact or lose sight of our goal. The Treadstone training made him into an ultimate warrior, but then something unforeseen—a freak of fate or nature, whatever you choose to call it—altered him further. He became something unknown, something more. Which is why I’ve pitted him against Arkadin. As I’ve already explained to you, Arkadin, being the first of Treadstone’s graduates, was subjected to a form of extreme training that—well, after he escaped and disappeared, Conklin decided to modify the training, to scale it back, make it less… extreme.”


    Having reached the head of the line, Marks slid into the backseat of the taxi and gave the address of a small hotel he liked in the West End.


    “If Treadstone is to go forward, if it’s to be successful, if it’s to fulfill its promise, we must find out who will prevail.” Willard’s voice buzzed in Marks’s ear like a wasp beating against a windowpane. “Depending on who is left alive, we’ll know how to proceed.”


    Marks stared out the window, seeing nothing. “I want to get this straight. If Arkadin prevails, you’ll go back to the initial training methodology.”


    “With several minor tweaks I’ve got in mind.”


    “But what if Bourne kills Arkadin? You don’t know—”


    “That’s right, Peter, we’ll be faced with an X-factor. The process will, therefore, take longer. We’ll have to study Bourne in a controlled environment. We’ll—”


    “Wait a minute. Are you talking about imprisoning him?”


    “Subjecting him to repeated batteries of psychological tests, yes, yes.” Willard sounded impatient, as if he’d made his point but Marks was too stupid to get it. “This is the essence of Treadstone, Peter. This is what Alex Conklin devoted his life to.”


    “But why? I just don’t get it.”


    “The Old Man didn’t either, not really.” Willard sighed. “Sometimes I think Alex was the only American to learn from the tragic mistakes of the war in Vietnam. It was his special genius, you see, to anticipate Iraq and Afghanistan. He saw the new world coming. He knew that the old methods of waging war were as antiquated, as certain to fail as the Napoleonic code.


    “While the Pentagon was spending billions on stockpiling smart bombs, nuclear submarines, stealth bombers, supersonic jet fighters, Alex was concentrated on building the one weapon of war he knew would be effective: human beings. Treadstone’s mission from the very first day of its inception was to build the perfect human weapon: fearless, merciless, skilled at infiltration, subterfuge, misdirection, mimicry. A weapon of a thousand faces who could be anyone, go anywhere, kill any target without remorse, and return to take on the next mission.


    “And now you see what a visionary Alex was. What he saw has, indeed, come to pass. What we create in the Treadstone program will become America’s most potent weapon against its enemies, no matter how clever they are, no matter how remote their location. Do you think I’m going to bury something invaluable? I made a deal with the devil so that Treadstone would be resurrected.”


    “And what,” Marks said, “if the devil has other ideas for Treadstone?”


    “Then,” Willard replied, “the devil will have to be dealt with in some manner.” There was a slight pause. “Arkadin or Bourne, it makes no difference to me. Only the outcome of their struggle for survival interests me. And either way, I will have them—one or the other—as the prototype for the graduates Treadstone will produce.”


    



    Start at the beginning,” Bourne said. “This has all the earmarks of a nightmare.”


    “The long and the short of it,” Ottavio Moreno said with a sigh, “is that you had no right to kill Noah Perlis.”


    The two men were in a safe house in Thamesmead, a small developed area directly across the river from the London City Airport. It was one of those modern crackerjack boxes being thrown up all over the sprawling suburbs that were as flimsy as they looked. They had driven there in Moreno’s gray Opel, as anonymous a car as you were likely to find in London. They’d eaten some cold chicken and pasta out of the fridge, washed it down with a bottle of decent South African wine, and then had retired to the living room where they literally threw themselves onto the sofas.


    “Perlis killed Holly Moreau.”


    “Perlis was business,” Ottavio Moreno pointed out.


    “So, I think, was Holly.”


    Ottavio Moreno nodded. “But then it became personal, didn’t it?”


    Bourne had no good reply to that, since the answer was obvious to both of them.


    “Water under the bridge,” Moreno said, taking Bourne’s silence as acquiescence. “The point that you’ve forgotten is that I hired Perlis to find the laptop.”


    “He had no laptop; he had the ring.”


    Moreno shook his head. “Forget the ring and try to remember the laptop.”


    Bourne felt as if he were sinking deeper and deeper into quicksand. “You mentioned the laptop before, but I have no memory of it.”


    “In that event I imagine you have no memory of how you stole it from Jalal Essai’s home.”


    Bourne shook his head helplessly.


    Moreno dug his thumbs into his eyes for a moment. “I see what you meant when you said start at the beginning.”


    Bourne, saying nothing, watched him carefully. The constant problem with people arising out of his past was this: Who were they really and were they telling him the truth? A man with no memory isn’t difficult to lie to. In fact, Bourne reflected, it was probably fun to lie to an amnesiac and watch his reactions.


    “You were given an assignment to get the laptop computer.”


    “By whom?”


    Moreno shrugged. “Alex Conklin, I imagine. Anyway, we made contact in Marrakech.”


    Morocco again. Bourne sat forward. “Why would I contact you?”


    “I was Alex Conklin’s contact there.” When Bourne gave him a skeptical look, he added, “I’m a half brother. My mother is a Berber, from the High Atlas Mountains.”


    “Your father got around.”


    “Make a joke, okay, it’s all right, I won’t gut you.” Ottavio Moreno laughed. “Christ, this is a fucked-up world.” He shook his head in disbelief. “Okay, look, my friend. My father had his thumb in a shitload of pies, most of them illegal, yes, I freely admit it. So what? So his business ventures took him to many places around the world, some of them strange.”


    “Business wasn’t the only thing he had a healthy appetite for,” Bourne said.


    Ottavio Moreno nodded. “Too true. He had an eye for exotic women.”


    “Are there any other little half Morenos running around?”


    Moreno laughed. “There very well might be, knowing my father. But if there are, I don’t know about them.”


    Bourne decided there was nothing more to be gained by taking the subject of the elder Moreno’s love life any farther. “Okay, you say that you were Conklin’s contact in Marrakech.”


    “I don’t say it,” Ottavio Moreno said with a slight frown, “I was that man.”


    “I suppose you can’t produce any canceled checks from the Treadstone account.”


    “Ha, ha,” Moreno said, but it wasn’t a laugh. He took out a pack of Gauloises Blondes, shook one out, and lit up. He stared at Bourne while he blew smoke at the ceiling. At length, he said, “Am I wrong in thinking we’re on the same page?”


    “I don’t know. Are we?”


    Bourne got up and went into the kitchen to get himself a glass of cold water. He was angry at himself, not Moreno. He knew he was at his most vulnerable at this juncture. He didn’t like being vulnerable. More to the point, in his line of work he couldn’t afford to be.


    Returning to the living room, he sat down on an armchair facing the sofa where Ottavio Moreno still sat smoking slowly, as if in meditation. In Bourne’s absence he’d turned on the TV to the BBC news. The sound was off, but the images of the Vesper Club were all too familiar. Lights were flashing off the tops of emergency vehicles and police cars. Personnel emerged from the club’s front door carrying a stretcher. The body on it was draped in a cloth that covered its face. Then the scene switched to a newsreader in the BBC studios, mouthing whatever had been written for him moments before. Bourne gestured and Moreno turned up the volume, but there was nothing for them in the story, and Moreno muted the sound again.


    “It will be harder than ever to get out of London now,” Bourne said shortly.


    “I know more ways to get out of London than they do.” He gestured at the cop being interviewed on the screen.


    “So do I,” Bourne said. “That isn’t the issue.”


    Moreno leaned forward, stubbed out the butt in an ugly free-form ashtray, and lit another. “If you’re waiting for me to apologize, you’re going to be disappointed.”


    “Too late for apologies,” Bourne said. “What’s so important about the laptop?”


    Moreno shrugged.


    “Perlis had the ring,” Bourne said. “He killed Holly to get it.”


    “The ring is a symbol of the Severus Domna, all members wear it or carry it unobtrusively.”


    “That’s it? If there’s nothing else important about it, why did Perlis murder Holly for it?”


    “I don’t know. Maybe he thought it would somehow lead him to the laptop.” Again Moreno stubbed out his cigarette. “Look, is all this distrust because Gustavo was my half brother?”


    “I wouldn’t rule it out,” Bourne said.


    “Yeah, well, my big brother was a fucking thorn in my side ever since I can remember.”


    “Then it’s a good thing for you he’s dead,” Bourne said drily.


    Moreno eyed Bourne for a moment. “Jesus Christ, you think I’ve taken over his drug business.”


    “I’d be a fool if the thought hadn’t crossed my mind.”


    Moreno nodded morosely. “Fair enough.” He sat back and spread his hands wide. “Okay, then, how can I prove myself?”


    “Up to you.”


    Moreno crossed his arms over his chest and thought a moment. “What do you remember about the four of them: Perlis, Holly, Tracy, and Diego Hererra?”


    “Virtually nothing,” Bourne said.


    “I imagine you asked Diego about them. What did he tell you?”


    “I know about their friendship, their romantic entanglements.”


    Moreno frowned. “What romantic entanglements?”


    When Bourne told him, he laughed. “Mano, your boy Diego dropped one steaming pile of shit on your doorstep. There was no romance among the four of them. There was only friendship—until, that is, Holly started wearing the ring. One of them, maybe Tracy, I don’t know, became interested in the engraving on the inside. The more interested she became in it, the more Perlis’s curiosity was piqued. He took a photo of the engraving and brought it to Oliver Liss, his boss at the time. This led directly to the tragedy of Holly’s death.”


    “How do you know all this?”


    “I worked for Black River until Alex Conklin recruited me as a Treadstone agent in place. That gave the old boy a good deal of satisfaction—he despised Liss, as corrupt and exploitative an individual as you’re likely to meet in this business. He feasted off other people’s misery, hosed the government mercilessly, and directed his operatives to commit crimes and atrocities the government dared not do itself. Until you helped sink Black River, Liss was about the most successful modern-day agent of chaos, and believe me that’s saying a lot.”


    “That still doesn’t explain how—”


    “Back in the day, Perlis reported to me, before Liss took charge of him directly and used him to carry out private missions.”


    Bourne nodded. “The ring was one of those private missions.”


    “It became one. Perlis needed help, so he came to me. I was the only one he trusted. He told me that the moment Liss saw the ring he flipped out. That was when he ordered Perlis to find the laptop.”


    “The one you helped me steal from Jalal Essai.”


    “That’s right.”


    Bourne frowned. “But what happened to it?”


    “You were supposed to deliver it to Conklin personally, but you didn’t.”


    “Why not?”


    “You discovered something about the laptop—something, you told me, that it was probable Conklin didn’t want you to know. You took it upon yourself to change the mission on the fly.”


    “What did I discover?”


    Moreno shrugged. “You never told me, and I was too well trained to ask.”


    Bourne was sunk deep in thought. The enigma of the ring was growing with every moment. Considering Liss’s reaction when he saw the ring, it seemed likely that it was in some way connected to the laptop. That was if Moreno was telling him the truth. He felt as if he were in a hall of mirrors, each reflection distorted in a different way so that it was no longer possible to discern reality from carefully constructed fantasy, truth from cleverly worded fiction.


    On the TV screen the newsreader had gone on to other stories, in other lands, but the images of Diego Hererra’s corpse being taken out of the Vesper Club continued to flicker through Bourne’s mind. Had it been necessary to kill him, as Moreno had said, or did Moreno have another, darker motive he was keeping from Bourne? The only way to find out the truth was to keep Moreno close to him, and to continue questioning him as subtly as possible until a chink in his armor appeared—or until he proved himself truthful.


    “What do you know about Essai?” Bourne asked.


    “Besides being a member of the Severus Domna ruling council, not much. He comes from an illustrious family, which dates back all the way to the eleven hundreds, if I’m not mistaken. His ancestors took part in the Moorish invasion of Andalusia. One of them ruled there for a number of years.”


    “What about in more modern times?”


    “These days no one’s interested in the Berbers or the Amazigh, which we call ourselves.”


    “And what of Severus Domna itself?”


    “Ah, well, there I can be of some help. First off, I should point out that very little is known about the group. They fly so far below the radar that whatever footprints they leave are all but invisible or easily wiped away. No one knows how large the group is, but members are scattered in virtually every corner of the globe, all in positions of power in governments, businesses, media, and criminal activities. Any industry you care to name they’re in.”


    “What’s their aim?” Bourne was thinking of the word Dominion inscribed on the inside of his ring. “What do they want?”


    “Power, money, control of world events. Who knows, but that’s a better guess than any other. It’s what everyone wants, isn’t it?”


    “If you’re a student of history,” Bourne conceded.


    Ottavio Moreno laughed. “So many aren’t.”


    Bourne took a breath and let it out slowly. He wondered what it was he’d found out about the laptop that had led him to change the mission. He wasn’t aware of changing any of the Treadstone missions he’d been sent on, if only because he remembered that up until Conklin’s murder he and the Treadstone boss had been on good terms, even friendly ones.


    When he mentioned this, Moreno said, “You told me to tell Conklin that Essai didn’t have the laptop, that you didn’t know what had happened to it.”


    “And did you?”


    “Yes.”


    “Why would you do that? Treadstone was paying your salary, Conklin was your boss.”


    “I’m not altogether certain,” Ottavio Moreno confessed. “Other than there’s a fundamental difference between field and office personnel. The one doesn’t necessarily understand the motives of the other, and vice versa. Out here, if we don’t have each other’s backs, we’re dead meat.” He put the pack of Gauloises away. “When you told me you’d found something fundamental enough to change the mission I believed you.”


    



    So you have come to see the famous Corellos.”


    Roberto Corellos, Narsico Skydel’s cousin, smirked at Moira. He sat in a comfortable armchair. The room, spacious, filled with light, with its deep-pile rug, porcelain lamps, paintings on the walls, looked like someone’s living room. But as Moira was about to discover, Bogotá’s prisons weren’t like any others in the world.


    “The American press wants to speak with the famous Corellos, now that he’s in La Modelo, now that it’s safe.” He drew a cigar from the breast pocket of his guayabera shirt and with great fanfare bit off the end and lit up, using an old Zippo lighter. With another smirk, he said, “A present from one of my many admirers.” It wasn’t immediately clear whether he meant the robusto or the Zippo.


    He blew a cloud of aromatic smoke toward the ceiling and crossed one linen-clad leg over the other. “What newspaper are you with again?”


    “I’m a stringer for The Washington Post,” Moira said. These credentials had been presented to her by Jalal Essai. She didn’t know where he had obtained them and she didn’t care. All that concerned her was that they would hold up under scrutiny. He assured her that they would, and so far he’d been right.


    She had arrived in Bogotá less than twenty-four hours ago and had obtained immediate permission to interview Corellos. She was mildly surprised that no one seemed to care one way or the other.


    “It’s fortunate that you came now. In a week or so I’ll be out of here.” Corellos stared at the glowing tip of the cigar. “This has been something of a vacation for me.” He waved a hand. “I have everything I could want—food, cigars, bitches to fuck, anything and everything—and I don’t have to lift a finger to get them.”


    “Charming,” Moira said.


    Corellos eyed her. He was a handsome man, in a rough, hard-muscled way. And with his dark, smoldering eyes and intense masculine presence, he was certainly charismatic. “You have to understand something about Colombia, Señorita Trevor. The country isn’t in the hands of the government, no, no, no. In Colombia power is split between FARC, the Revolutionary Armed Forces of Colombia, and the drug lords. Left-wing guerrillas and right-wing capitalists, something like that.” His laugh was as raucous and as joyful as a macaw’s cry. He seemed completely relaxed, as if he were at home, instead of in Bogotá’s most notorious prison. “FARC controls forty percent of the country, we control the other sixty.”


    Moira was skeptical. “That seems something of an exaggeration, Señor Corellos. Should I take everything you tell me with a grain of salt?”


    Corellos reached behind him and placed a Taurus PT92 semi-automatic pistol on the table between them.


    Moira felt sucker-punched.


    “It’s fully loaded, you can check it if you want.” He seemed to be enjoying her shocked reaction. “Or you can take it—as a souvenir. Not to worry, there’s plenty more where that came from.”


    He laughed again. Then he pushed the Taurus to one side. “Listen, señorita, like most gringos I think you’re a bit out of your league here. Just last month we had a war in here—the FARC guerrillas against the, uh, businessmen. It was a full-scale conflict, complete with AK-47s, fragmentation grenades, dynamite, you name it. The guards, such as they are, backed away. The army surrounded the prison but wouldn’t venture inside because we’re better armed than they are.” He winked at her. “I’ll bet the justice minister didn’t tell you about that.”


    “No, he didn’t.”


    “I’m not surprised. It was a bloody fucking mess in here, let me tell you.”


    Moira was fascinated. “How did it end?”


    “I stepped in. FARC listens to me. Escúchame, I’m not against them—certainly not what they stand for. The government is a dirty joke, they’ve got that part right, at least. They know I’ll stand with them, that I’ll rally my people to support them—so long as they leave us alone. Me, I don’t give a fuck about politics—right-wing, left-wing, fascist, socialist, I leave the semantics to the people who have nothing better to do with their stinking lives. Me, I’m too busy making money, that’s my life. Everyone else can rot in hell.”


    He tapped the ash off his cigar into a brass ashtray. “I respect FARC. I have to, I’m a pragmatist. They own most of Bogotá, we don’t. And they’re the ones with their own prison release program. An example: Two weeks ago, in La Picota, the other prison here, the fucking FARC blew out an entire wall, freeing ninety-eight of their comrades. To a gringo such a thing sounds preposterous, impossible, am I right? But that’s life in Colombia.” He chuckled. “Say what you will about FARC, they’ve got balls. I respect that.”


    “In fact, Señor Corellos, unless I’ve misunderstood you, that’s the only thing you respect.” Without another word, Moira reached for the Taurus, broke it down, and put it back together, all the while staring unblinkingly into Corellos’s eyes.


    When she put the pistol back down on the table, Corellos said, “Why do you want to speak with me, señorita? Why did you really come? It isn’t to write a story for a newspaper, is it?”


    “I need your help,” she said. “I’m looking for a certain laptop computer Gustavo Moreno had. Just before he died, it disappeared.”


    Corellos spread his hands. “Why come to me?”


    “You were Moreno’s supplier.”


    “So?”


    “The man who stole the laptop—one of Moreno’s men working for someone else, someone unknown—was found dead on the outskirts of Amatitán, on the estancia owned by your cousin Narsico.”


    “That pussy, taking a gringo name! I want nothing to do with him, he’s dead to me.”


    Moira considered a moment. “It seems to me that implicating him in the murder of this man might be a good way to get back at him.”


    Corellos snorted. “What, and leave it to the Mexican police to figure it out and arrest him? Please! When it comes to solving crimes they’re complete idiots, all they know how to do is take bribes and siestas. Plus, Berengária would be suspect, too. No, if I wanted Narsico dead you would have found him in Amatitán.”


    “So who’s running Moreno’s business, who are you selling to now?”


    Corellos blew cigar smoke, his eyes half lidded.


    “I’m not interested in putting anyone in jail,” she said. “In fact, it would be fruitless, wouldn’t it? I’m just interested in finding the laptop, and there’s a trail I have to follow.”


    Corellos stubbed out his cigar. When he made a gesture someone—significantly, not a guard—came in with a bottle of tequila and two shot glasses, which he placed between Corellos and Moira. “I’m ordering food. What would you like?”


    “Whatever you’re having.”


    He nodded, spoke to the young man, who nodded and slipped unobtrusively out. He leaned forward and poured tequila. When they had both drained their glasses, he said, “You have to understand the depth of my hatred for Narsico.”


    She shrugged. “I’m a gringa, we don’t take such things so seriously. What I do know is that you haven’t had him killed.”


    He waved away her words. “This is what I mean by understanding. Killing’s too good for a shithead like him.”


    She was beginning to get a glimmer of where this conversation was going. “So you have something else planned.”


    That macaw laugh again. “It’s already done. Whoever said that revenge is a dish best served cold had no Colombian blood running through him. Why wait when opportunity stares you in the face?”


    The young man returned with a tray laden with food—an array of small dishes, from rice and beans to fried chilies and smoked seafood. He set the tray down, and Corellos waved him away. Immediately Corellos picked out a plate of shrimp in a fiery red sauce and ate them, head and all. As he sucked the sauce off his fingertips, he continued. “Do you know the best way to get to a man, señorita? It’s through his woman.”


    Now she understood. “You seduced Berengária.”


    “Yes, I cuckolded him, I shamed him, but that’s not all I did. Narsico wanted desperately to outrun his family, so I made sure that he couldn’t.” Corellos’s eyes sparkled. “I set Berengária Moreno up as her brother’s successor.”


    And you did it damn well, Moira thought. Essai said there was no hint of her involvement. “Do you think she had the mole inside her brother’s operation?”


    “If she wanted a list of Gustavo’s clients she only had to ask him, which she didn’t, at least while he was alive.”


    “Then who would?”


    He looked at her skeptically. “Oh, I don’t know, a thousand people, maybe more. You want me to write you a list?”


    Moira ignored his sarcasm. “What about you?”


    He laughed. “What? Are you kidding? Gustavo was making me a fortune by doing all the heavy lifting. Why would I fuck with that?”


    Did Corellos know that Moreno’s client list was on the laptop, or had he assumed it? Moira wondered. Essai didn’t look like the kind of man who was after a Colombian drug lord’s business; he had the aspect of someone who’d been ripped off and wanted his property back. She leaned forward, elbows on the table. “Escúchame, hombre. Someone made off with that laptop. If it wasn’t Berengária then it has to be someone else who wants Gustavo’s business, and it’s just a matter of time before he acts.”


    Corellos took up a plate of fried chilies and popped them one after another into his mouth. His expressive lips were slick with grease. He didn’t appear interested in wiping them off.


    “I don’t know anything about this,” Corellos said coldly.


    Moira believed him. If he had known, he would already have done something about it. She rose. “Maybe Berengária does.”


    His eyes narrowed. “The fuck she does. Whatever she knows, I know.”


    “You’re a long way from Jalisco.”


    Corellos laughed unpleasantly. “You don’t know me very well, do you, chica.”


    “I want that laptop, hombre.”


    “That’s the spirit!” He made a sound deep in his throat astonishingly like a tiger purring. “The hour’s growing late, chica. Why don’t you stay the night? I guarantee my accommodations are better than any this city has to offer you.”


    She smiled. “I think not. Thank you for your hospitality—and your honesty.”


    Corellos grinned. “Anything for a beautiful señorita.” He lifted a warning finger. “Cuidad, chica. I don’t envy you. Berengária’s a fucking piranha. Give her the slightest opening and she’ll eat you up, bones and all.”


    



    When Peter Marks arrived at Noah Perlis’s flat, he found it crawling with CI agents, two of whom he knew. One, Jesse McDowell, he knew very well. He and McDowell had worked together on two field assignments before Marks was promoted upstairs into management.


    When McDowell saw Marks, he beckoned to him and, taking him aside, said in a hushed tone of voice, “What the hell are you doing here, Peter?”


    “I’m on assignment.”


    “Well, so are we, so you better get the hell out of here before one of Danziger’s gung-ho newbies gets curious about you.”


    “Can’t do that, Jesse.” Peter craned his neck, peering over McDowell’s shoulder. “I’m looking for Jason Bourne.”


    “Good bleeding luck with that, laddie.” McDowell shot him a sardonic look. “How many roses should I send to the funeral?”


    “Listen, Jesse, I just flew in from DC, I’m tired, hungry, cranky, and in no fucking mood to play games with you or any of Danziger’s little tin soldiers.” He made to take a step around McDowell. “D’you think I’m afraid of any of them, or of Danziger?”


    McDowell raised his hands, palms outward. “Okay, okay. You’ve made your point, laddie.” He took Marks by the elbow. “I’ll fill you in on everything, but not here. Unlike you, Danziger still owns my ass.” He steered Marks out the door and into the hallway. “Let’s go down to the pub and lift a few. When I get a pint or two in me, I’ll screw me courage to the wall.”


    The Slaughtered Lamb was just the sort of London pub that had been written about for centuries. It was low, dark, ripe with the scents of fermented beer and very old cigarette smoke, some of which still seemed to hang in the air in a boozy mist.


    McDowell chose a table against one wood-paneled wall, ordered them pints of the room-temperature brew and, for Marks, a plate of bangers and mash. When the food came, Marks took one whiff of the meat and his stomach turned. He had the waiter take the plate away, and settled for a couple of cheese rolls.


    “This investigation’s part of Justice’s ongoing case against Black River,” McDowell said.


    “I thought that case had been wrapped up.”


    “So did everyone else.” McDowell drained his pint and ordered another. “But it appears that someone very high up is gunning for Oliver Liss.”


    “Liss left Black River before any of the shit hit the fan.”


    McDowell took possession of the new pint. “Suspicion has been thrown his way. Point being that he may have gotten out, but it still is likely that he was one of the architects of Black River’s dirty dealings. Our job is to confirm that conjecture with hard evidence, and since Noah Perlis was Liss’s personal lapdog, we’re tossing his place.”


    “Needle in a haystack,” Marks said.


    “Mebbe so.” McDowell gulped down his beer. “But one thing we did find there was a photo of this bloke Diego Hererra. You heard he was knifed to death last night in a posh West End casino by the name of the Vesper Club?”


    “I hadn’t heard,” Marks said. “What’s it to me?”


    “Everything, laddie. The man who was seen knifing Diego Hererra was with Jason Bourne. They left the club together just minutes after the murder.”


    



    Soraya drove due south as, she intuited, Arkadin—going by the name Frank N. Stein—had. Twilight was falling gently as a leaf as she pulled into Nogales. She was still in Arizona. Just across the border was the sister town, Nogales, in the Mexican state of Sonora.


    She parked and strolled through the dusty central square. Finding an open-air café, she sat and ordered a plate of tamales and a Corona. Her Spanish was a good deal better than her French or her German, which meant that it was very good, indeed. And here her dark skin, Egyptian blood, and prominent nose were easily mistaken for Aztec. She sat back and allowed herself to breathe while she watched the comings and goings of people on errands, shopping, strolling hand in hand. There were many old people, sitting on benches, playing cards or chatting. Vehicles passed—old, dented cars and dusty, rusting trucks loaded with produce. Nogales’s business was agriculture, shipments from its sister town continuously coming across the border for packaging and transshipping all across the United States.


    She had finished her last tamale and was on her second Corona when she saw an old black Chevy, dusty and hulking, but the plates didn’t match and she went back to her beer. She declined dessert but ordered coffee.


    The waiter was setting the tiny cup in front of her when, over his shoulder, she saw another black Chevy. She stood up as he walked away. The plate matched the one on the car Arkadin had rented, but the driver was an eighteen-year-old punk. He parked near the café and got out. His hair was crested, his arms covered in tattoos of snakes and plumed birds. Soraya recognized the quetzal, the sacred bird of the Aztecs and Maya. Downing her espresso in one shot, she left some bills on the table and walked over to the punk.


    “Where did you get that car, compadre?” she asked him.


    He looked her up and down with a sneer. His eyes on her breasts, he said, “What business is it of yours?”


    “I’m not a cop, if that’s what you’re worried about.”


    “Why should I be worried?”


    “Because that Chevy is a rental car from Tucson—you and I both know that.”


    The punk continued his sneer. He looked like he practiced it in front of a mirror every morning.


    “Do you like them?”


    The punk started. “What?”


    “My breasts.”


    He laughed uneasily and looked away.


    “Listen,” she said, “I’m not interested in you or the car. Tell me about the man who rented it.”


    He spat sideways and said nothing.


    “Don’t be stupid,” she said. “You’re already in enough trouble. I can make it go away.”


    The punk sighed. “I really don’t know. I found the car out in the desert. It was abandoned.”


    “How did you start it up—did you hot-wire it?”


    “Nah, I didn’t have to, the key was in the ignition.”


    Now, that was interesting. It probably meant that Arkadin wasn’t coming back for it, which meant that he was no longer in Nogales. Soraya thought for a moment. “If I wanted to cross the border, how would I do it?”


    “The border station’s just a couple miles south—”


    “I don’t want to go that way.”


    The punk squinted, eyeing her as if for the first time. “I’m hungry,” he said. “How about buying me a meal?”


    “Okay,” she said, “but don’t expect anything else.”


    When he laughed, the brittle shell of his forced bravado cracked open. His face was transformed into that of a simple kid who looked at the world through sad eyes.


    She took him back to the café, where he ordered burritos de machaca and a huge plate of cowboy beans larded with chiles pasados. His name was Álvaro Obregón. He was from Chihuahua. His family had migrated north in search of work and had ended up here. Through the intervention of his mother’s brother, his parents worked at a maquiladora packaging fruit and vegetables. According to him, his sister was a slut and his brothers goofed off all day instead of working. He himself was employed by a rancher. He’d come into town to pick up an order of supplies the rancher had phoned in.


    “At first, I was excited about coming here,” he said. “I’d read up about American Nogales and discovered that a lot of really cool people were born here, like Charlie Mingus. His music sounds like shit to me, but you know, he’s famous and all. And then there’s Roger Smith. Imagine banging Ann-Margret, huh! But the coolest is Movita Castaneda. I bet you never heard of her.”


    When Soraya said she hadn’t, he grinned. “She was in Flying Down to Rio and Mutiny on the Bounty, but I only saw her in Tower of Terror.” He mopped up the last of his beans. “Anyway, she married Marlon Brando. Now, there was one cool actor, until he blew up like a blimp, anyway.”


    He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand and smacked his lips. “It didn’t take long for the shine to wear off. I mean, just look around you. What a fucking dump!”


    “You seem to have a good job,” Soraya pointed out.


    “Yeah, you try it. It sucks.”


    “It’s steady work.”


    “A rat makes more money than I do.” He gave a wry, lopsided smile. “But that doesn’t mean I starve to death.”


    “Which brings us back to my original question. I want to get into Mexico.”


    “Why? The place is a fucking shithole.”


    Soraya smiled. “Who do I see?”


    Álvaro Obregón made a show of having to think about it, but Soraya suspected he already knew. He looked out over the square. The lights had come on, people were on their way to dinner or heading home after some last-minute shopping. The air smelled of refried beans and other sharp, acidic scents of norteño cooking. Finally, he said, “Well, there are a couple of local polleros across the border.” These were people whom you paid to guide you across the border without having to bother with customs and Immigration. “But really, there’s only one to use, and you’re in luck, early this morning he brought a family of migrants across from Mexico. He’s here now and I can make the introductions. He’s known as Contreras, though I know for a fact that’s not his real name. I’ve dealt with him personally.”


    On that score Soraya had no doubt. “I’d like you to set up the meet with your compadre Contreras.”


    “It’ll cost you. A hundred American dollars.”


    “Highway robbery. Fifty.”


    “Seventy-five.”


    “Sixty. That’s my last offer.”


    Álvaro Obregón put his hand on the table palm-up, and Soraya laid a twenty and a ten onto it. The bills disappeared so fast they might never have existed.


    “The rest when you deliver,” she said.


    “Wait here,” Álvaro Obregón said.


    “Save time and call him, why don’t you?”


    Álvaro Obregón shook his head. “No cell contact, ever. Rules of the game.” He rose and, seemingly in no particular hurry, sauntered off at the leisurely pace endemic to Nogales.


    For just over an hour Soraya sat alone, soaking up the spangle of the night and the lilt of songs of a local banda, playing a form of brass-heavy music from Sinaloa. A couple of men asked her to dance; politely but firmly she turned them down.


    Then, just as the banda segued into its second cumbia, she saw Álvaro Obregón emerge out of the shadows. He was accompanied by a man, presumably Contreras, the pollero, whom she judged to be in his early to midforties with a face like a map that had been folded and refolded too many times. Contreras was tall and rangy with slightly bowed legs, like a lifetime cowboy. And like a cowboy he wore a wide-brimmed hat, stovepipe jeans, and a western shirt with piping and pearl snaps.


    The man and the boy sat down without a word. Up close Contreras had the sun-bleached eyes of a man used to sagebrush, dust, and the scorching desert. His skin resembled overtanned leather.


    “Boy tells me you want to go south.” Contreras spoke to her in English.


    “That’s right.” Soraya had seen eyes like his before in professional gamblers. They seemed to bore into your skull.


    “When?”


    A man of few words, that was all right with her. “The sooner the better.”


    Contreras lifted his head to the moon, as if he were a coyote about to howl at it. “Just a sliver,” he said. “Tonight’ll be better than tomorrow, tomorrow’ll be better than the next. After that…” He shrugged, as if to say the door would close.


    “What’s your fee?” she asked.


    He gazed at her again in a neutral way. “Can’t bargain with me like you did with the boy.”


    “All right.”


    “Fifteen hundred, half up front.”


    “A quarter, the rest when you’ve brought me safely across.”


    Contreras’s mouth gave a little twitch. “You were right, boy, she is some kinda bitch.”


    Soraya wasn’t offended; she knew it was meant as a compliment. That’s how these people spoke, she wasn’t going to change it and she wasn’t about to try.


    Contreras shrugged then and began to stand up. “I told you.”


    “Tell you what,” Soraya said, “I’ll meet your terms if you take a look at a photo for me.”


    Contreras studied her for a moment, then eased back into the chair. He held out his hand, just as Álvaro Obregón had. The boy learned quickly.


    Soraya scrolled through the photos on her cell until she found the surveillance shot of Arkadin. She laid the phone in the pollero’s palm. “Have you seen him? You might have taken him south maybe nine or ten days ago.” That’s what she surmised from Álvaro Obregón’s tale of the black Chevy abandoned in the desert: Arkadin had found a way into Mexico that bypassed official scrutiny.


    Contreras did not look down at the photo, but kept his colorless eyes on her. “I don’t bargain,” he repeated. “Are you asking me for a favor?”


    Soraya hesitated a moment, then nodded. “I suppose I am.”


    “Don’t do favors.” He glanced down at the photo. “My fee is now two thousand.”


    Soraya sat back and crossed her arms over her chest. “Now you’re taking advantage of me.”


    “Decide,” Contreras said. “A minute more and we’ll call it an even three thousand.”


    Soraya exhaled. “Okay, okay.”


    “Let’s see the color.”


    He meant he wanted to see the money, all of it, to make sure she’d be able to pay. When she had unrolled the hundred-dollar bills to his satisfaction, he nodded.


    “Took him across ten days ago.”


    “Did he say where he was going?”


    Contreras snorted. “Didn’t say a fucking thing, not even when he handed me the money. That was fine by me.”


    Soraya played her last card. “Where do you think he was going?”


    Contreras lifted his head a moment, as if sniffing something on the wind. “Man like him, not into the desert, that’s for sure. I could see he hated the heat. And he sure as hell wasn’t going to work at one of the maquiladoras in Sonora. This was a boss, his own man.” His gaze lowered and he squinted at her. “Like you.”


    “So where does that leave us?”


    “The coast, lady boss. Sure as we’re sitting here he was going to the coast.”


    



    Bourne was asleep when the call from Chrissie came in. The sound of his cell woke him instantly, and he pressed a thumb against his eye as he answered the call.


    “Adam.”


    Instantly alerted by the tension in that one word, he said, “What’s happened?”


    “There’s… there’s someone here who wants to speak with you. Oh, Adam!”


    “Chrissie, Chrissie…”


    An unfamiliar male voice took over: “Stone, Bourne, whatever you’re calling yourself. You’d better get over here. The woman and her daughter are in very deep shit.”


    Bourne gripped the phone more tightly. “Who are you?”


    “My name is Coven. I need to see you, right now.”


    “Where are you?”


    “I’m going to give you directions. Listen carefully, I won’t repeat them.” Coven rattled off a complicated list of highways, roads, turns, and mileage. “I expect you here in ninety minutes.”


    Bourne glanced at Moreno, who was gesturing at him. “I don’t know whether I can make it by—”


    “You’ll make it,” Coven assured him. “If you don’t, the little girl gets hurt. For every fifteen minutes you’re late, she gets hurt worse. Do I make myself clear?”


    “Perfectly,” Bourne said.


    “Good. The clock starts ticking now.”

  


  
    CHAPTER 14

  


  
    Frederick Willard spent eight straight hours connected to the Internet, trying and failing to find out who owned the Monition Club, what the organization did, where it got its money, and who its members were. During that time he took three breaks, two to use the bathroom and one to wolf down some very bad Chinese food he’d ordered online and had delivered. All around him workmen were renovating the new Treadstone offices, installing electronic equipment and specially designed soundproofed doors, and painting walls that the day before had been stripped of wallpaper.


    Willard had the patience of a tortoise, but at last even he gave up. He spent the next forty minutes down on the street, walking around the block, clearing his head of paint fumes and plaster dust while he thought the situation through.


    At the end of that time he returned to his office, printed out his résumé, and then went home to shower, shave, and dress in a suit and tie. He made sure his shoes were highly polished. Then, the résumé folded and tucked in his breast pocket, he drove to the Monition Club and parked in a nearby municipal underground lot.


    There was a certain spring in his gait as he went up the stone steps and into the imposing lobby. The same woman manned the high desk in the center, and he went up to her and asked for the director of public relations.


    “We have no director of public relations,” she said with an unsmiling face. “How may I help you?”


    “I wish to see the person in charge of hiring personnel,” Willard said.


    The woman looked at him dubiously for a moment, then she said, “We aren’t hiring.”


    Willard put some honey into his voice and smiled. “Nevertheless, I would very much appreciate you telling whoever’s in charge that I would like to see him—or her.”


    “You’d need to have a résumé with you.”


    Willard produced it.


    Eyeing it, the receptionist smiled and said, “Your name?”


    “Frederick Willard.”


    “One moment, Mr. Willard.” She dialed an internal extension and murmured into the microphone of her wireless headset. When she had disconnected she looked up at him and said, “Please have a seat, Mr. Willard. Someone will be out shortly.”


    Willard thanked her, then walked back to the same bench where he and Peter Marks had waited for Oliver Liss. The receptionist went back to answering the phone and directing calls. Willard thought this system oddly antiquated. It appeared as if the personnel who worked at the Monition Club did not have direct phone lines.


    This interested him, and he began to study the woman more closely. Though she was young and at first blush looked like the standard-issue receptionist, he was getting the sense that she was something altogether different. For one thing, she seemed to make the decision of whether or not he was going to get past her. For another, it looked as if she was vetting each call.


    After thirty minutes or so a slim young man appeared through a door set flush with one of the wall panels. He was dressed in a charcoal-gray conservatively cut suit. His tie had what appeared to be a gold bar embroidered in its center. He went directly over to the receptionist and, bending forward slightly, spoke to her in a voice so low that even within the confines of the hushed lobby Willard could not hear what he said or what the receptionist replied.


    Then he turned and, with a noncommittal smile on his face, approached Willard.


    “Mr. Willard, please follow me.”


    Without waiting for a reply, he turned on his heel. Willard went across the lobby. As he passed the receptionist’s desk, he saw her watching him.


    The young man took him through the door and down a dimly lit, wood-paneled corridor. It was carpeted and decorated with paintings of medieval hunting scenes. They passed doors on either side. All of them were closed, and Willard could hear nothing at all inside. Either the offices were empty, which he doubted, or the doors were soundproofed—yet another anomaly for a workplace. At least, one that wasn’t part of the clandestine services.


    At length, the young man stopped in front of a door on the left, knocked once, then opened the door inward.


    “Mr. Frederick Willard,” the young man announced in a curiously formal manner as he stepped across the threshold.


    Following him, Willard found himself not in an office but in a library, and a surprisingly large one, at that. Bookshelves lined three of the walls from floor to ceiling. The fourth wall was an immense picture window that looked out on a small but beautifully landscaped cloister garden with a central fountain in the Moorish style. It looked like something out of the sixteenth century.


    In front of this window was a large refectory table of a thick, dark hardwood, polished to a high gloss. Seven high-backed wooden chairs were arranged at regular intervals around the table. In one sat a man with rounded shoulders, thick hair pushed back from his wide forehead in silver wings, and skin the color of honey. A large, very thick book was open in front of him, which he was studying with great concentration. Then he looked up, and Willard was confronted by a pair of piercing blue eyes, a large, hawk-like nose, and a hard smile.


    “Come in, Mr. Willard,” he said, that hard smile fixed in place. “We’ve been expecting you.”


    



    They use pleasure craft—very expensive yachts,” Contreras said.


    “To go up and down the coast,” Soraya said.


    “That’s the safest way to transport goods up from central Mexico, where they’re received from the Colombian cartels.”


    The desert sky was huge, so chock-full of stars that in certain places the night seemed hazed an icy blue. The barest crescent of a moon hung low in the sky, giving off precious little illumination. Contreras checked the dial of his watch; it seemed he had the schedule of the patrolling migras down to a science.


    They were crouched in the deep shadow thrown by a clump of sagebrush and a giant saguaro cactus. When they spoke it was in the barest of whispers. She followed the pollero’s lead so that, like his, her voice sounded no different than the dry desert wind.


    “Your man is into drugs, count on it,” Contreras said. “Why else does a man like him want to sneak into Mexico?”


    It was colder here than she had expected, and she shivered a little.


    “Unless someone was meeting him, he would have gone straight to Nogales, stolen a car, and then headed due west to the coast.”


    Soraya was about to reply when he put a forefinger to his lips. She listened, and a moment later she heard what had alerted him: the soft crunch of boot soles across the ground not far from them. When a spotlight was switched on Contreras didn’t even twitch, which meant he had been expecting it. The light swung in an arc, not at the area where they were hidden, but ahead of them, where the invisible border stretched, desolate and windblown. She heard a grunt, then the light was switched off and the sound of the boot soles faded away.


    She was about to shift position when Contreras grabbed her and held her still. Even in the starry darkness she could feel his eyes glaring at her. She held her breath. A moment later the beam of blinding light re-ignited, sweeping a larger portion of the desert ahead. Then three shots exploded into the night, sending up tiny dust devils where the bullets impacted the earth.


    She heard a brief gurgle, which might have been a laugh. The light was extinguished. Then all was stillness again, and the lonesome soughing of the wind reasserted itself.


    Now we go, Contreras mouthed to her.


    She nodded, following him on cramped legs as they skirted the clump of sagebrush and, circling to the right, dashed across the flat ground from the United States into Mexico. There was nothing at all to mark their transition from one country to another.


    In the distance she heard the howl of a coyote, but couldn’t tell from what side of the border it came. A jackrabbit, springing out of their way, startled her. She found that her heart was racing, and there was an odd sort of singing in her ears, as if her blood were rushing too quickly through her veins and arteries.


    Contreras led her forward at a steady pace, never stopping, never at a loss for direction. His confidence was absolute, and she felt secure within the circumference of it. It was an odd and slightly unsettling feeling, one that made her think of Amun, of Cairo, and of their time in the Egyptian desert. Could it have been just weeks ago? It seemed like such a long time since she’d seen him, and their text messages were becoming fewer and shorter as time went on.


    The night was now starless, as profoundly dark as the bottom of the ocean, as if even hours from now there would be no dawn, no sun rising in the distant eastern sky. A sudden crack of thunder came to her, but it sounded far away, streaking through the sky of another country.


    They walked for a long time, through a flat, monotonous landscape that seemed scarcely alive. At last, Soraya saw the glow of lights, and shortly thereafter Contreras led her into Nogales, Sonora.


    “This is as far as I go,” the pollero said. He was looking not toward the lights, but out into the blackness of the eastern outskirts of town.


    Soraya handed him the balance of his fee, and he pocketed it without counting it.


    “The Ochoa has clean rooms, and the management doesn’t ask questions.” Then he spat casually between his dusty cowboy boots. “I hope you find what you’re looking for,” he said.


    She nodded, watching him head east toward an unknown destination. When the night had swallowed him up, she turned and walked until the dust turned to packed earth and then to streets and sidewalks. She found the Ochoa without difficulty. There was some kind of all-night festival going on. The central square was lit up; at one end a mariachi band played something fast and cacophonous, at the other booths were set up selling freshly made tacos and quesadillas. In between, crowds drifted or danced or staggered, drunk, yelling friendly curses at the musicians or anyone who would listen. Here and there a fight broke out, blood chants rose up. A horse whinnied and, snorting, stamped its hooves.


    The lobby of the Ochoa was all but deserted. The night clerk, a small man with a wiry body and the face of a prairie dog, was watching a Mexican telenovela on a small portable TV with bad reception. He sat rapt in his airless cubicle, seeming not to notice. He scarcely glanced at Soraya, handing her a key when she paid the one-night price of the room, posted on a rate card above his head. He did not ask for her passport or any other form of identification. She could have been a mass murderer for all he cared.


    Her room was on the second floor and, since she’d asked for quiet, in the back. There was, however, no air-conditioning. She opened the window wide and looked out. The room overlooked a dingy alleyway and a blank brick wall, the rear of another building, possibly a restaurant, judging by the long row of garbage cans lined up on one side of a doorway, closed off by only a screen door. A bare fluorescent bulb threw a sickly blue light over the garbage cans. The shadows were as purple as bruises. As she watched, a man in a heavily stained apron pushed open the screen and sat on one of the garbage can lids. He rolled a joint, stuck it in his mouth, and lit up. As he drew in the smoke, his eyes closed. She heard some noises. At one end of the alley a couple was having sex up against the wall. The cook, lost in his pot-induced reverie, ignored them. Maybe he didn’t even hear them.


    She turned away from the window and checked out the room. As Contreras had told her, it was clean and neat, even the bathroom, thank God. Disrobing, she turned on the shower, waited for the water to turn hot, then stepped in, luxuriating in the heat, the grime and sweat sluicing off her. Slowly, her muscles lost their tension and she began to relax. All at once a wave of tiredness swept over her and she realized that she was exhausted. Stepping out of the shower, she gave her body a vigorous toweling off. The thin, rough terry turned her skin red beneath its dusky hue.


    The shower had left the room stifling. With the towel held against her, she crossed to the window to catch the benefits of whatever fitful breeze was blowing. That’s when she saw the two men leaning against the wall of the restaurant. In the illumination cast by the fluorescent bulb she saw that one of them was checking something on his PDA. She ducked back behind the faded curtain an instant before the second man glanced up at her window. She could see his face, dark and closed as a fist. He said something to his companion, which made him look up at her window as well.


    The Ochoa was no longer safe. She backed up, put on her dirty clothes, and went to the door. When she pulled it open, two men rushed in. One held her hands behind her back while the other put a cloth over her mouth and nose. She tried to hold her breath, tried to work herself free of the iron grip holding her fast. She could make no headway. This silent, futile fight went on for some minutes, her thrashing only depleting her lungs’ store of oxygen. Then, despite her willpower, her autonomic system took control and she took a breath, then another. A terrible smell invaded her, she tried to cry out. Tears came to her eyes, rolled down her cheeks. She tried to take a gulp of fresh air. Then the blackness rushed in and her body collapsed into her captors’ arms.


    



    Arkadin saw the dorsal fin cutting through the water. Judging by its size, the shark was a large one, ten or twelve feet long. It was coming straight at the stern of the cigarette. Not surprising, considering the amount of blood in the water.


    Arkadin had worked on Stepan for three hours and the man was a bloody wreck, curled on his side in a fetal position, weeping uncontrollably, blood from a thousand cuts dripping in pink rivulets as it mingled with the seawater on the deck.


    Pavel had witnessed this interrogation—the bloodletting and, eventually, Stepan’s screams of innocence—and then it had been his turn. He had expected Arkadin to use his gutting knife on him, as he had on Stepan, but a key part of interrogation was surprise, the terror of the unexpected.


    Arkadin had tied Pavel’s feet to the winch and had lowered him headfirst over the stern of the boat. He lengthened the time underwater with each plunge, so that by the end of the sixth or seventh Pavel was certain he was going to drown. Then Arkadin had cut him, slashing him under each eye. As the blood ran, he plunged Pavel back underwater. This had continued for perhaps forty minutes. Then the shark showed up. Pavel must have seen the shark. When El Heraldo hauled him up he looked mortally terrified.


    Taking advantage of the weakness, Arkadin punched Pavel three times in rapid succession as hard as he could, breaking two or three of Pavel’s ribs. Pavel began to gasp, his breathing became painfully difficult. Responding to his boss’s signal, El Heraldo lowered Pavel back into the water. The shark nosed in, curious and interested.


    Pavel began a panicked thrashing in the water. The thrashing only made the shark more interested. Sharks had poor eyesight, relying on scent and motion. This one scented fresh blood, and the thrashing led it to believe that its prey was injured. Putting on speed, it headed directly for the injured creature.


    Arkadin saw the sudden acceleration of the dorsal fin and lifted his arm, a signal to El Heraldo, who cranked the winch. Just before his head and shoulders cleared the water, Pavel’s body shuddered and swung wildly as the shark struck. When El Heraldo had Pavel dangling in the air, he gave a strangled cry and, drawing his handgun, leaned over the stern of the cigarette and pumped the magazine empty, firing shot after shot into the creature’s immense bulk.


    As the water churned wildly, turning black with the shark’s blood, Arkadin crossed to the winch, swung it, and lowered a screaming, weeping Pavel to the deck. Arkadin let El Heraldo have his fun. Ever since his younger brother had lost a leg to a tiger shark three years ago, El Heraldo got a murderous look in his eye whenever he saw a dorsal fin. El Heraldo had revealed this grisly piece of family history one night when he was very drunk and very sad.


    Arkadin turned his attention to Pavel. What the repeated near drownings had started, the shark had finished. Pavel was in very bad shape. The shark had taken a chunk of his left shoulder and cheek. He was bleeding profusely, it was the least of his problems. He’d been traumatized by the shark attack. His eyes were wide and staring, darting from place to place but not focusing. His teeth were chattering uncontrollably, and there was the stink of excrement coming off him.


    Ignoring all that, Arkadin squatted down beside his captain and, putting a hand on his head, said, “Pavel Mikhailovich, my very good friend, we have a serious problem to resolve. And only you can resolve it. Either Stepan or you has been passing information to someone outside our organization. Stepan swears it’s not him, which, I’m afraid, leaves you as the guilty party.”


    Pavel, weeping and howling in pain and terror, was unresponsive, until Arkadin bounced the back of his head off the deck.


    “Pull yourself together, Pavel Mikhailovich! Focus! Your life hangs in the balance.” When Pavel’s gaze alighted on him and stayed there, Arkadin smiled and stroked his hair. “I know you’re in pain, my friend, and good God, you’re bleeding like a stuck pig! But that will all be over soon. El Heraldo will patch you up in no time, he’s a master, believe me.


    “Look, Pavel Mikhailovich, here’s the deal. Tell me who you’re working for, what you’ve passed on, tell me everything and we’ll patch you up. You’ll be as good as new. What’s more, I’ll let it be known that Stepan was the mole. Your employer will relax, you’ll continue as before, passing on information, except you’ll be passing on only the information I feed you. How does this sound? Agreed?”


    Pavel moaned and nodded, clearly not trusting himself yet to speak.


    “Good.” Arkadin looked up at El Heraldo. “Have you finished with your fun?”


    “The sonovabitch’s dead.” El Heraldo spat in the water with some satisfaction. “And now its friends have come to feast on it.”


    Arkadin looked back down to Pavel and thought, It’s the same with this sonovabitch.


    



    The man with the piercing blue eyes gestured. “Please sit down, Mr. Willard, would you like something to drink?”


    “I could do with a whiskey,” Willard said.


    The young man whom Willard had followed vanished, only to reappear moments later with a tray on which sat an old-fashioned glass with whiskey, a tumbler of water, and another of ice.


    Someone else seemed to be walking on Willard’s legs, pulling out a chair, and sitting down at the refectory table. The young man set the three glasses in front of Willard, then went out the library door and closed it silently behind him.


    “I don’t understand how you could be expecting me,” Willard said. Then he remembered his eight hours of scouring the Internet in search of information on the Monition Club. “My computer’s ISP number is protected.”


    “Nothing is protected.” The man took hold of the book and, turning it around, pushed it over to Willard. “Tell me what you make of this.”


    Willard looked down at an illustration of a series of letters and odd symbols. He recognized the Latin letters, but the others were unknown to him. Then a little thrill rippled down his spine. Unless he was mistaken, this series was the same as the engraving in the photos Oliver Liss had showed him and Peter Marks.


    He looked up into those electric-blue eyes and said: “I don’t know what to make of it.”


    “Tell me, Mr. Willard, are you a student of history?”


    “I like to think so.”


    “Then you know about King Solomon.”


    Willard shrugged. “More than most, I imagine.”


    The man across from him sat back and laced his fingers over his lean stomach. “Solomon’s life and times are steeped in myth and legend. As in the Bible, it’s often difficult, if not impossible, to discern truth from fiction. Why? Because his disciples had a vested interest in obscuring the truth. By far the most outrageous stories arose concerning the hoard of Solomon’s gold. Vast amounts that supposedly staggered the imagination. Historians and archaeologists now routinely ignore these stories as distorted or patently false. For one thing, where did all this gold come from? Solomon’s legendary mines? Even if the king had harnessed ten thousand slaves, he could not have amassed such a legendary hoard in his brief lifetime. So now it’s taken for gospel that there was no such thing as King Solomon’s gold.”


    He leaned forward and tapped the book illustration with his crooked forefinger. “This string of letters and symbols tells a different story. It is a clue—but, oh, more than a clue, much more. It is a key telling those who would listen that King Solomon’s gold does, indeed, exist.”


    Willard gave an involuntary chuckle.


    “Has something struck you as amusing?”


    “Forgive me, but I find this melodramatic gibberish hard to take seriously.”


    “Well, you’re free to leave whenever you want. Now, if you wish.”


    As the man was turning the open book back toward himself, Willard reached out and stopped him.


    “I’d really rather not.” Willard cleared his throat. “You were speaking of truth versus fiction.” He paused only a moment. “Perhaps it would help if you told me your name.”


    “Benjamin El-Arian. I’m one of a handful of resident scholars the Monition Club employs to deal with matters of ancient history and how it impacts the present.”


    “Again, you’ll forgive me, but I don’t for a moment believe that I was suddenly and out of the blue granted an interview with a simple scholar after trolling through the Internet for eight hours trying to find source material on the Monition Club. No, Mr. El-Arian, though you may well be a scholar, that can hardly be all you are.”


    El-Arian contemplated him for some time. “It seems to me, Mr. Willard, that you’re far too thoughtful and perceptive to find anything I say amusing.” He took the book and turned the page. “And please let us not forget that it was you who came here, seeking knowledge, presumably.” His eyes lit up in what might have been an instant of merriment. “Or were you thinking of seeking employment in order to infiltrate us as you did with the NSA?”


    “I’m surprised you’re aware of that, it was hardly common knowledge.”


    “Mr. Willard,” El-Arian said, “there isn’t anything about you we don’t know. Including your role in Treadstone.”


    Ah, at last we come to the crux of the matter, Willard thought. He waited, his expression perfectly neutral, but watching Benjamin El-Arian as if El-Arian were a spider sitting in the center of his web.


    “I know Treadstone is something of a hot-button issue with you,” El-Arian said, “so I’ll tell you what I know. Please don’t hesitate to correct me if I have any facts wrong. Treadstone was started by Alexander Conklin, inside Central Intelligence. His brainchild gave birth to only two graduates: Leonid Danilovich Arkadin and Jason Bourne. Now you have resurrected Treadstone, under the aegis of Oliver Liss, but almost immediately Liss is dictating to you even more than CI did to your predecessor.” He paused to give Willard time to correct him or make objections. When his guest remained silent, he nodded. “All this is prologue, however.” He tapped the open book again. “Since Liss has given you orders to find the gold ring with this engraving, it might interest you to know that he is not operating as an independent entity.”


    Willard tensed. “So who am I actually working for?”


    El-Arian’s smile held a sardonic edge. “Well, like all things in the matter, it’s complicated. The man who has been providing his funding and intel is Jalal Essai.”


    “Never heard of him.”


    “Nor should you have. Jalal Essai does not move in your circles. In fact, like me, Essai makes it his business to remain unknown to people like you. He’s a member of the Monition Club—or, rather, he was. You see, for some years this particular ring was presumed lost. It’s the only one of its kind, for reasons that will become clear to you momentarily.”


    El-Arian rose and, crossing to a section of the bookcases, pressed a hidden stud. The section swung outward, revealing a tea service consisting of a chased brass pot, a plate with an array of tiny powdered cakes, and six glasses, each narrow as a shot glass but perhaps three times its height. He loaded them onto a tray and brought them back to the table.


    In a ceremonial manner, he poured tea for them both, then gestured toward the plate of cakes for Willard to help himself. He settled himself, sipping and savoring his drink, which, Willard discovered, was sweet mint tea, a Moroccan staple.


    “Back to the matter at hand.” El-Arian took a sweet and popped it in his mouth. “What the ring’s engraving told us was this: King Solomon’s gold is fact, not fiction. The engraving contains specific Ugaritic symbols. Solomon employed a platoon of seers. These seers, or some of them at any rate, were versed in alchemy. They had discovered that intoning certain Ugaritic words and phrases in conjunction with scientific procedures they developed could turn lead into gold.”


    Willard sat stunned for a moment. He didn’t know whether to laugh or cry. “Lead into gold?” he said finally. “Literally?”


    “Literally.” El-Arian popped another sweet into his mouth. “This is the answer to the seemingly unsolvable mystery I proposed before, namely, how Solomon amassed such a hoard of gold in his short lifetime.”


    Willard shifted in his seat. “Is that what you people do here? Chase fairy tales?”


    El-Arian produced one of his enigmatic smiles. “As I said, you’re free to leave anytime you wish. And yet you won’t.”


    Out of sheer spite, Willard got to his feet. “How do you know that?”


    “Simply because, even if you aren’t yet convinced, the idea is too compelling.”


    Willard produced his own enigmatic smile. “Even if it is a fairy tale.”


    El-Arian pushed his chair back and crossed to the part of the bookcases where he had gotten the tea and cakes. Reaching into the shadows, he pulled something out, brought it back, and placed it on the table in front of Willard.


    Willard held El-Arian’s eyes for a moment, then dropped his gaze. He picked up a gold coin. It appeared ancient. On it was imprinted a pentagram star, along with the inscription GRAM, MA, TUM, TL, TRA in the spaces between the points. In the center of the star was a symbol so worn away as to be incomprehensible.


    “That pentagrammic star is the symbol of King Solomon, though various sources depict it as a six-pointed star, a cross engraved with Hebrew letters, even a Celtic knot. But it was the pentagrammic star that was engraved on the ring he always wore, which was said to have magic properties. Among them, it allowed him to trap demons and speak to animals.”


    Willard laughed. “You don’t believe such claptrap.”


    “Certainly not,” El-Arian said. “On the other hand, that gold coin is without doubt part of Solomon’s hoard.”


    “I don’t see how you could be certain,” Willard said. “No expert exists who could verify such a thing.”


    El-Arian’s curious smile returned. “For one thing we have verified its age. But more importantly we discovered something else,” he said. “Turn the coin over please.”


    To Willard’s surprise and bewilderment, the obverse of the coin was totally different.


    “You see, this side isn’t made of gold,” El-Arian said. “It’s made of lead, the original metal before it was transformed into gold.”

  


  
    CHAPTER 15

  


  
    Moira set out from Guadalajara early in the morning, driving into the heart of blue agave country in the Mexican state of Jalisco. The sky was huge, with just a few brushstrokes of cloud floating in the vivid blue. The sun was searing, and the morning grew hot very quickly. Toward noon she was obliged to roll up the windows and turn on the air conditioner. She lost cell service several times, and without her GPS she had some difficulty finding Amatitán.


    She used the time to put her interview with Roberto Corellos into its proper perspective. Why did he tell her that he’d chosen Berengária to keep her brother’s business going? Why on earth would he trust a woman to handle his livelihood? Moira had met many men like Corellos, and none of them was enlightened when it came to females. Screwing, cooking, having babies, that was the extent of their expectations of women.


    She mulled these questions over for hours until at last she caught sight of Amatitán. Corellos had a burning need for revenge. In a hot-tempered man of his blood, revenge was a matter of honor. Cuckolding his cousin wouldn’t be enough for him. It made sense that Corellos would want to ensnare Narsico in the kind of life his cousin had tried so desperately to put behind him. That was revenge.


    If Berengária was, indeed, heir to the drug business, then it followed a man must be running the show behind the scenes. Who? Corellos wasn’t going to tell her, and there was nothing she had to barter with except her body, which she was not about to use. But Berengária was another story. Piranha she might be, but Moira had had dealings with piranhas before. What had aroused her suspicions most was that Corellos hadn’t been concerned that whoever had stolen the laptop now had access to Gustavo’s client list. The only reason for this was that Corellos was already in business with him.


    The endless fields of blue agave passed by on either side. Workers toiled in the fields, sweating and grunting with their efforts. The Skydel estancia was just ahead.


    If, as she now believed, Essai’s laptop—the computer stolen from Gustavo Moreno—contained the drug lord’s client list, then there must be something else on it of great importance to her employer, and she was willing to bet that it wasn’t simply his family history, as he’d claimed. Then why had Essai lied to her? What was he hiding?


    



    Oliver Liss has lied to you from the first day he met you,” Benjamin El-Arian said.


    “I expect everyone to lie to me,” Willard said. “It’s a necessary evil of the life I lead.”


    The two men were walking in the Moorish cloister outside the Monition Club library. Here they were sheltered from the wind. The sun, high in the sky, spilled its warmth onto their shoulders.


    “So you’re at peace with it.”


    “Of course not.” Willard inhaled deeply. There was something planted in the cloister, an herb or spice, whose scent he found pleasant and familiar. “My life is a war. I sift through the lies, I’ve trained myself to see past them. Then I act accordingly.”


    “You already know that Oliver Liss has no intention of allowing you to run Treadstone as you see fit.”


    “Of course, but I needed someone to get Treadstone off flatline. His agenda and mine were never going to coincide. However, it was Liss or no one.”


    “Now there’s someone else,” El-Arian said. “Liss is owned by Jalal Essai. As I told you. Essai was a member of the Monition Club. Currently he’s on his own.”


    “What would make him do that?” Willard asked.


    “The same thing that kept you from walking out of the library.”


    “King Solomon’s gold?”


    El-Arian nodded. “Once he discovered that the Solomon ring wasn’t lost, he decided he wanted the gold for himself.”


    Willard stopped and turned toward El-Arian. “Just how much gold are we talking about here?”


    “It’s difficult to know with any degree of precision, but if I had to guess I’d put the amount somewhere between fifty and a hundred billion dollars.”


    Willard gave a low whistle. “That’s enough incentive for an army to go rogue.” Then he scratched the side of his head. “What I can’t work out is why you’re telling me all this.”


    “Bourne has the Solomon ring,” El-Arian said. “And Treadstone’s other graduate, Leonid Arkadin, is in possession of a certain laptop. Some years ago, Bourne was sent by Alex Conklin to steal the laptop from Jalal Essai. This he did, but for some reason unknown to us he never delivered it to his boss. For years we have searched for it, in vain. It seemed as if it had vanished completely. Then one of our moles sent us information through an agent of ours, Marlon Etana, that Arkadin was in possession of the stolen laptop. How did he obtain it? A Colombian drug lord by the name of Gustavo Moreno was killed in a raid a month or so ago, but the laptop containing his detailed client list was not found in his compound. Somehow Arkadin had it spirited away, and now he’s used it to muscle his way into Moreno’s business.”


    “This is the same laptop that was stolen from Jalal Essai?”


    “It is.”


    “How in God’s name did it end up with Gustavo Moreno?”


    El-Arian shrugged. “A mystery we have yet to solve.”


    Willard mulled this over for a moment. “In any event, you can’t be interested in a list of drug distributors,” he said. “What’s so special about this particular laptop?”


    “The hard drive contains a hidden file that provides a key to the location of King Solomon’s gold.”


    Willard appeared startled. “Are you telling me that Arkadin knows where the gold is?”


    El-Arian shook his head. “I doubt Arkadin knows of the hidden file’s existence. As I said, he stole it to get Moreno’s client list. But even if he did know of the file, he wouldn’t be able to access it. It’s protected.”


    “Nothing is protected,” Willard said, “as you yourself told me.”


    “Except for this file. No decryption program, no computer on earth can unlock it. There is only one way to read the file. The laptop has been fitted with a special slot. Fit the Solomon ring into the slot, an internal reader scans the engraving on the inside, and the file opens.”


    “So Essai had the laptop,” Willard said. “What about the ring?”


    “Jalal Essai had them both.”


    “I don’t see how that makes sense. Why wouldn’t he have gone after Solomon’s gold himself?”


    “Because even if he had opened the file, he wouldn’t have been able to act on it.” El-Arian, moving from sunlight to shadow, seemed to change in size as well as presence, as if there were two of him moving slightly out of sync with each other. “There is a section of the instructions missing from the file.”


    “And Essai doesn’t have it.”


    “No, he doesn’t.”


    “Who does?” Willard asked.


    “It resides in a special room inside a house in Tineghir, a town in the High Atlas Mountains of Morocco.”


    Willard shook his head. “I know it’s easy to ask after the fact, but why was Essai entrusted with the ring and the laptop?”


    “His family is the oldest, the most religiously strict. It was felt that he was the best choice.”


    There was a small silence as both men presumably contemplated the misjudgment that had been made.


    “What I still don’t understand is why all this is happening now. At one point, you must have had both the ring and the laptop. Why didn’t you get the gold then?”


    “We would have, of course,” El-Arian said, “but we were unable to do so. We lacked that section of the instructions. After decades of searching, the full set was discovered by chance after an earthquake in Iran uncovered an archaeological treasure trove of information, much of it spirited out of the great Library at Alexandria before the first fire. One scroll contained information on King Solomon’s court.”


    “And this came to light after the ring disappeared and the laptop was stolen.”


    “That’s right.” El-Arian spread his hands. “So now you see how your agenda and ours coincide. You want to bring Bourne and Arkadin together to learn once and for all who is the ultimate warrior. We want the Solomon ring and the laptop.”


    “Forgive me, but I don’t see the relationship.”


    “We have tried, unsuccessfully, to get the laptop from Arkadin. I’ve lost every man I’ve sent to kill him, and I’m tired of sending people I know to a certain death. Similarly, I know that CI has been trying for years to kill Bourne, also without success. No, the only way for us to obtain what we want is to bring the two men together.”


    “Bourne likely has the Solomon ring with him, but will Arkadin have the laptop?”


    “He doesn’t let it out of his sight lately.”


    They began walking again, around and around the central fountain, where a robin was drinking while nervously watching them. Willard could relate to the bird’s nervousness.


    “If I didn’t believe Oliver Liss,” Willard said, “why should I believe you?”


    “I don’t expect you to believe me,” El-Arian said. “But to prove my sincerity, this is what I propose: You help me get Bourne and Arkadin together—something you want, anyway—and I’ll take Oliver Liss off your back.”


    “How are you going to do that? Liss is a man with a great deal of power.”


    “Believe me, Mr. Willard, Oliver Liss doesn’t know the meaning of power.” Benjamin El-Arian turned. His eyes caught the sunlight and seemed to spark like an engine starting up. “He will be removed from your life.”


    Willard shook his head. “I’m afraid promises aren’t good enough. I’ll be wanting half down, the remainder when I’ve brought Bourne and Arkadin together.”


    El-Arian spread his hands. “We’re talking about a man, not money.”


    “That’s your problem to solve,” Willard said. “I’ll start the ball rolling when—but only when—your actions back up your words.”


    “Well, then.” El-Arian smiled. “I’ll just have to arrange a change of scenery for Mr. Liss.”


    



    The Skydel hacienda sprawled at the center of the immense estancia. It was built in the Spanish colonial style with its white stucco walls, carved wooden shutters, wrought-iron grillwork, and curved terra-cotta roof tiles. A woman in a maid’s uniform opened the door to Moira’s knock and, when she introduced herself, led her across a terrazzo-floored foyer, through a large, cool living room, out onto a flagstone patio that overlooked a clay tennis court, gardens, and a swimming pool where a woman—presumably Berengária Moreno—was doing laps. Beyond this vista stretched the ubiquitous blue agave fields.


    The heady scent of Old World roses came to Moira as she was led toward a man sitting at a glass-and-wrought-iron table, laden with food on Mexican fired-clay plates, and pitchers of red and white sangria stuffed with slices of fresh fruit.


    The man rose at her approach, smiling broadly. He wore a terry-cloth short-sleeved top and surfer’s swimming trunks, revealing a lean, hairy body.


    “Barbara!” he called over his shoulder. “Our guest is here!”


    Then he held out his hand and gripped Moira’s. “Good afternoon, Señorita Trevor. Narsico Skydel. It’s a pleasure to meet you.”


    “The pleasure’s all mine,” Moira said.


    “Please.” He gestured. “Make yourself at home.”


    “Thank you.” Moira chose a chair near him.


    “White or red?”


    “White, please.”


    He poured two glasses of white sangria, handed her one, then sat. “You must be hungry after your long trip.” He indicated the food. “Please help yourself.”


    By the time she had loaded a plate Berengária Moreno—known here as Barbara Skydel—had finished her laps and, toweling off, was coming up the stone pathway to the patio. She was a tall, slim woman, her water-slicked hair pulled back from her handsome face in a ponytail. Moira imagined her with Roberto Corellos, cuckolding her husband. Barbara reached the patio and, barefoot, walked over. Her handshake was cool, firm, and business-like.


    “Narsico’s publicist said you’re writing a piece about tequila, is that right?” Her voice was deep for a woman, and vibrant, as if at an early age she’d been taught to sing.


    “It is.” Moira took a sip of her sangria.


    Launching into his opening pitch, Narsico informed her that tequila was made from the piña, the heart of the agave plant.


    Barbara interrupted him. “What sort of a piece are you writing?” She sat on the opposite side of the table from the two of them, which Moira thought a telling choice. The natural thing would be to sit next to your husband.


    “It’s sociological, really. The origins of tequila, what it has meant to the Mexicans, that sort of thing.”


    “That sort of thing,” Barbara echoed. “Well, to begin with tequila isn’t a Mexican drink at all.”


    “But the Mexicans had to know about the agave plant.”


    “Of course.” Barbara Skydel took a plate and filled it with food from different serving platters. “For centuries the piña had been cooked and sold as candy. Then the Spaniards invaded. It was the Spanish Franciscans who settled in this fertile valley and founded the town of Santiago de Tequila in 1530. It was the Franciscans who conceived of fermenting the piña’s sugars into a potent liquor.”


    “So,” Moira said, “the agave was yet another aspect of Mexican culture appropriated and changed by the conquistadores.”


    “Well, it’s worse than that, really.” Barbara licked her fingertips, reminding Moira of Roberto Corellos. “The conquistadores merely killed the Mexicans. It was the Franciscans who traveled with them, systematically dismantling the Mexican way of life and replacing it with the particularly cruel Spanish version of Catholicism. Ethnically speaking, it was the Spanish church that destroyed Mexican culture.” She smiled with her teeth. “The conquistadores were merely soldiers, they were after Mexican gold. The Franciscans were the soldiers of God, they wanted the Mexican soul.”


    As Barbara poured herself a goblet of blood-red sangria, Narsico cleared his throat. “As you can see, my wife has become a fierce advocate of the Mexican way of life.”


    He seemed embarrassed by this discussion, as if his wife was guilty of bad manners. Moira wondered how long Barbara’s convictions had been a bone of contention between them. Did he disagree with her, or did he think her outspokenness on this issue was bad PR for his company, which was, after all, wholly dependent on consumers?


    “You didn’t always hold that conviction, Señora Skydel?”


    “Growing up in Colombia, I knew only the struggle of my people against our dictator-generals and fascist armies.”


    Narsico sighed theatrically. “Mexico has changed her.”


    Moira did not miss the hint of bitterness in his voice. She studied Barbara as she ate, an elemental act that often revealed more about people than they realized. Barbara ate quickly and aggressively, as if there were a need to defend her food, and Moira wondered what her upbringing had been like. As the only female child she would have been served last, with her mother. Also, she was wholly concentrated on her food, and Moira imagined it was a sensual experience for her. Moira liked the way she ate, she found it endearing, and she thought again of Corellos’s description of her as a piranha.


    At that moment Narsico’s cell phone buzzed, and taking it up, he rose and excused himself. Moira noticed that Barbara ignored him as he walked back inside the hacienda.


    “As you can already see,” Barbara said, “there are a number of ways to tell this story.” She had a very direct way of speaking, and of looking at you when she spoke. “I’d like to influence the way you tell it.”


    “You already have.”


    Barbara nodded. She was one of those fortunate women with excellent bone structure, lucid skin, and a tight, athletic body, all of which naturally defied the passing of time. It was impossible to guess her precise age. Judging by her manner, Moira supposed she might have reached forty, though she looked a good five or six years younger.


    “Where are you from?”


    “Actually, I just came from Bogotá,” Moira said. She knew she was taking a chance, but she didn’t have the time to draw this out, and she felt the need to take advantage of Narsico’s absence. “I saw Roberto Corellos, Narsico’s cousin.” She watched the other woman’s face carefully. “And, coincidentally or not, an old friend of yours.”


    Something dark and cold passed across Berengária Moreno’s face. “I don’t know what you mean, Corellos and I never saw eye-to-eye,” she said coldly.


    “How about mouth-to-mouth?”


    For a long, uncomfortable moment Barbara sat perfectly still. When she opened her mouth again she no longer looked handsome, or even appealing, and Moira knew precisely what Corellos had meant. Here comes the piranha, she thought.


    In a low voice filled with menace Barbara said, “I could have you thrown out on your ass, beaten senseless, or even—” She bit back her words.


    “Or what?” Moira said, egging her on. “Have me killed? Well, we know your husband wouldn’t have the balls to do it.”


    Unexpectedly, Barbara Skydel exploded into laughter. “Oh, Jesus mio, can you imagine?” But almost immediately she sobered up. “Roberto had no business telling you about what happened.”


    “You’ll have to take that up with him.”


    Moira noticed Barbara glance back at the house where Narsico, still on his cell, paced up and down behind one of the French doors.


    Barbara stood. “Why don’t we go for a walk?”


    After hesitating for a moment, Moira drank off the last of her sangria and, rising, followed Barbara down past the tennis court, toward the gardens. When they were far away from the hacienda, in among a dusty stand of dwarf pine trees, Barbara turned to her and said, “You interest me. Who are you, because you sure as hell aren’t a reporter.”


    Moira mentally braced herself for the worst. “What makes you say that?”


    Barbara leaned in toward her in the menacing manner of certain men. “Roberto never would have told a reporter about us. He wouldn’t have told you a goddamn thing.”


    “What can I say?” Moira shrugged. “He liked me.”


    Barbara snorted. “Roberto doesn’t like anyone, and he only loves himself.” She cocked her head, and abruptly her manner changed from menacing to seductive. Backing Moira against the trunk of a tree, she put her hand up, twining a wisp of Moira’s hair around her forefinger. “So then you fucked him, or at least gave him a blow job.”


    “He didn’t touch me.”


    The back of Barbara’s hand stroked Moira’s cheek. Was Barbara jealous, trying to seduce her, or just screwing with her mind?


    “Somehow you got to him. How did you do it?”


    Moira smiled. “I graduated top of my class in charm school.”


    Barbara’s long fingers were like feathers against her cheek and ear. “What did Roberto see in you? He may be a brute and a swine, but one of his great strengths is sizing up people virtually from the moment he meets them. So I’m left wondering why you’ve come here.” She pressed her lips against Moira’s cheek. “It isn’t to interview my husband, I think we’ve established that much.”


    Moira felt she needed to shock Barbara in order to gain the upper hand. “I’ve come to investigate the murder of the man found on your property several weeks ago.”


    Barbara stepped back. “You’re police? The American police are interested in the murder?”


    “I’m not police,” Moira said. “I’m federal.”


    All the breath seemed to go out of Barbara. “Christ,” she said. “That’s how you got to Roberto.”


    Moira said, “Berengária, I want you to take me to the place where the body was found. I want you to take me there now.”


    



    Bourne drove Ottavio Moreno’s gray Opel, following precisely the directions Coven had given him. Beside him, Ottavio was readying all the purchases Bourne had made. There was silence between them, just the thrumming of the tires on the road, the hiss of oncoming traffic working its way through the closed windows.


    “Twenty minutes,” Bourne said finally.


    “We’ll be ready,” Ottavio replied without lifting his head from his work. “Don’t worry.”


    Bourne wasn’t worried, it wasn’t in his nature, or if it had once been, his Treadstone training had long since burned it out of him. He was thinking of Coven, the man with what was without doubt a CI field ops code name. He well knew that CI trained and directed a cadre of field operatives who specialized in wet work. He needed to know everything he could about Coven before their encounter, and there was only one person who could help him.


    Taking out his cell, he punched in a number he hadn’t used in some time. When the familiar voice answered, he said, “Peter, it’s Jason Bourne.”


    



    Peter Marks was on his way to see Chief Inspector Lloyd-Philips, who was waiting for him at the Vesper Club, when the call came in. He fairly vibrated when he heard Bourne’s voice.


    “Where the hell are you?” Marks, in the back of one of those huge London cabs, found himself shouting.


    “I need your help,” Bourne said. “What do you know about Coven?”


    “The CI field op?”


    “You didn’t say our field op. Have you left CI, Peter?”


    “Actually, I quit not so long ago.” Marks had to will his heart rate back down to acceptable levels. He needed to find out where Bourne was and get to him. “Danziger has created a toxic atmosphere that I wouldn’t tolerate. He’s slowly getting rid of anyone loyal to the Old Man.” He coughed as a sudden chill went through him, and he shivered briefly. “You know he canned Soraya.”


    “I didn’t.”


    “Jason, I want you to know… I’m damn glad you’re alive.”


    “Peter, about Coven.”


    “Right, Coven. He’s as dangerous—and as successful—as they get.” Marks thought for a moment. “Hard, remorseless, a real shit.”


    “Would he harm a child?”


    “What?”


    “You heard me,” Bourne said.


    “Jesus, I don’t think so. He’s a devoted family man, if you can believe it.” Marks took a breath. “Jason, what the hell is going on?”


    “I don’t have time now—”


    “Listen, I was sent to London to find out what the hell happened at the Vesper Club.”


    “Peter, the incident at the Vesper Club happened last night. If you really are in London—”


    “I am. I’m on my way to the Vesper Club now.”


    “You were already on the plane when I was at the club, so cut the bullshit, Peter. Who are you working for now?”


    “Willard.”


    “You’re Treadstone.”


    “That’s right. We’re working for the same—”


    “I don’t work for Treadstone, or Willard. In fact,” Bourne went on, “when I see Willard again, I’m going to wring his neck. He sold me out. Why did he do that, Peter?”


    “I don’t know.”


    “Good-bye, Peter.”


    “Wait! Don’t hang up, I need to see you.”


    There was a brief pause. Marks found that his hand was sweating so badly, the phone almost slipped from his grip. “Jason, please. This is important.”


    “Aren’t you going to ask me why I was with the man who knifed Diego Hererra?”


    “You can tell me, if you want. But frankly, I don’t care. I know you must’ve had a good reason.”


    “Good man. Willard is training you well.”


    “You’re right, of course, Willard’s a perfect shit. He’ll do anything to resurrect Treadstone.”


    “Why?”


    Marks hesitated. He’d never liked hitching his star to Willard’s dream, but at the time he felt he’d had no choice. And of course, Willard had played him perfectly, working on his desire to get revenge against Danziger and his puppet master, Bud Halliday. When Willard had promised him that he’d find a way to take Halliday down, and Danziger with him, he was in. But Willard had made a mistake when he’d asked Marks to betray Bourne. Willard, having no loyalty except to the idea of Treadstone, couldn’t conceive of the idea of personal loyalty, let alone have an inkling of its power.


    He took a deep breath and said, “Willard wants to get you and Arkadin together so he can determine once and for all which of Treadstone’s training protocols is superior. If Arkadin kills you, then he’ll go back to the original protocols, make some minor adjustments, and start training recruits.”


    “And if I kill Arkadin?”


    “Then, Jason, he says he’ll have to study you to find out how your amnesia has changed you, so he can alter the Treadstone training program accordingly.”


    “A monkey in a cage.”


    “I’m afraid so, yes.”


    “And you’re meant to take me back to Washington?”


    “No. It’s not that simple. But if you’ll meet me, I’ll explain everything.”


    “Maybe, Peter. If I think I can trust you.”


    “Jason, you can. You absolutely can.” Marks believed this fervently, with every fiber of his being. “When can we—?”


    “Not now. Right now, what I need from you is everything you know about Coven—specifically his methodology, tendencies, and what, if it comes to it, he’s capable of.”


    



    Bourne listened to Peter Marks, filing away everything he said. Then he told him he’d be in touch and disconnected. For a time, he concentrated on the traffic piling up, allowing his subconscious to work on the problem at hand—that is, how to neutralize Coven without jeopardizing Chrissie and Scarlett.


    Then he saw a sign for George Street and immediately recalled his afternoon in Oxford. And yet his thoughts were not of Chrissie and Professor Giles. As if it were yesterday, he recalled his visit to the Centre for the Study of Ancient Documents at the Old Boys’ School in Oxford’s George Street. He’d gone in the guise of David Webb, visiting professor of linguistics, but inside, the Bourne identity had asserted itself. He knew, but he didn’t know how he knew, that in this moment in time he’d still had in his possession the laptop he had stolen from Jalal Essai. He had taken time out from his classes at Oxford to enter the Centre for the Study of Ancient Documents. What had he done there, what was he researching? He couldn’t remember. But he did know that whatever he’d discovered there had led him to keep the laptop. What had he done with it? It was on the cusp of his memory, like the burning edge of the sun in eclipse. He almost had it, almost.


    And then the turnoff Coven had described was coming up on the right, and he had to step away from the cusp, let it go, because it was time to confront Coven.

  


  
    CHAPTER 16

  


  
    We’ll have to walk from here.” Barbara climbed out of the jeep. Despite the lingering heat, she had changed into jeans, cowboy boots, and a plaid shirt, the sleeves rolled up to her elbows.


    Moira followed her. They had driven for perhaps a mile, due west of the hacienda but still well within the boundaries of the immense estancia. In the distance rose dusty blue hills, and the sweet, almost fermented scent of the blue agave thickened the air. The sun wallowed just above the horizon. The ground, storing the heat of the day, was baking. To the west, the sky was white and glaring.


    “Ai, Narsico said this would all blow over, but I knew different.”


    “Why is that?” Moira said.


    “That’s the way things always happen.”


    “What things?” Moira pressed.


    “You get fucked by the smallest things.”


    “Murder is a small thing?”


    Barbara lifted her chin in a gesture of contempt. “You think I give a rat’s ass about someone I don’t even know?”


    “What became of the police investigation?” she asked as they walked through the arid scrubland.


    “The usual.” Barbara squinted into the sun. “An inspector from Tequila asked some questions, but there was no identification on the man, and no one claimed the body. He spent several weeks interviewing us and everyone on our staff. He made a complete nuisance of himself. He kept saying that there was a reason the victim was found on our estancia. We became prime suspects, but he and his kind are so inept that finally he was forced to give up spewing innuendos and speculation. Then, complete silence. So far as I knew, the case was closed.”


    “That’s the Mexican perspective,” Moira said. “For us, the murder has taken on larger implications.”


    The concern Moira had heard before crept back into Barbara’s voice. “Like what?”


    “For one thing, we know that the victim worked for your late brother in his compound outside Mexico City, so a link has been established between you and the victim.”


    “He worked for Gustavo? I had no idea. I had nothing to do with Gustavo’s business dealings.”


    “Really? The fact that you’ve been sleeping with his supplier makes that difficult to believe.”


    “And for another?”


    Moira deliberately kept silent. It appeared that they were approaching the crime scene, or at least the spot where the body had been dumped, because Barbara slowed and began to look around.


    “This is it.” Barbara pointed to a spot a few feet ahead of them. “That’s where the body was found.”


    In this arid climate, footprints from several weeks ago were still visible, but they were inextricably overlaid with the boot prints of the police. Moira picked her way slowly around the periphery, scrutinizing the ground.


    “The earth hasn’t been dug up, or even disturbed very much. It doesn’t look like the crime scene was scoured.”


    “It wasn’t. They dragged us out here while they were here,” Barbara said.


    Moira began her investigation in earnest. Snapping on a pair of latex gloves, she pawed through the dirt, dust, and scrub. By whatever mysterious means, Jalal Essai had obtained copies of the forensic photos of the victim, which showed him lying on his left side. His wrists were tied behind his back and his legs were bent at an angle, his head bent forward. From this, it could be deduced that he had been kneeling at the moment of his demise. Essai had tried to get the autopsy report, as well, but it had been lost by either the coroner’s office or the police, both of which seemed incompetent.


    “Another thing,” she said, wanting to continue to heighten Barbara’s tension, “we know the victim left the compound less than thirty minutes before the raid during which your brother was killed.” She raised her gaze to peer into Barbara’s eyes. “Which means that he had advance warning of the raid.”


    “Why are you looking at me?” Barbara said. “I told you I had nothing to do with Gustavo’s business.”


    “Are you going to keep saying that until I believe you?”


    Barbara folded her arms over her chest. “Damn you to hell, I had nothing to do with this man’s death.”


    Moira was looking for a spent shell casing. The one curious thing about the photos was that it was clear the victim had been shot with a small-caliber handgun. One shot to the base of the skull. The lack of powder or flash burns on either the victim’s skin or his clothes indicated that the killer hadn’t shot at particularly close range, which you would certainly want to do if you meant to kill a man with one shot from a small-caliber weapon.


    Forty minutes of sifting topsoil through her fingers produced nothing. By this time she had made one complete circuit of the crime scene at a calculated distance from where the body was found. Of course, it was possible that the victim had been killed elsewhere and dumped here, but she didn’t think so. If, as she suspected, the killer’s motivation was not only to silence the victim but also to implicate the Skydels, he would want the killing to occur on their property.


    At a wider radius from the kill spot, more scrub grew, and Moira, once again down on her knees, began to excavate around the base of these gray-green plants. The sun was lowering, passing through a stray band of striated cloud. The landscape turned blue-gray in the false twilight. Moira sat back on her hams, waiting for more light. When the sun began to emerge, the crime scene was pierced with brilliant shards of red-gold, scattering across the ground at an acute angle. Their shadows stretched out behind them, attenuated giants.


    Out of the corner of her eye Moira saw a bright flash, instantaneous, like the wink of a diamond facet, and then it was gone. She turned her head and quickly picked her way to the spot where she had seen the flash. Now there was nothing. Still, she drove her fingers into the ground, pushing them forward, turning over the dusty earth.


    And there it was, suddenly, in the palm of her hand, as the granules of dirt fell away. Carefully, she plucked it up between thumb and forefinger and moved it into the sunlight. The flash came again, and she read the markings on the case, her heart beating hard and fast.


    Barbara took a step closer. “What have you found?” Her voice was a little breathless.


    Moira rose to her feet. “Has it ever occurred to you that the victim was deliberately shot on your estancia?”


    “What? Why?”


    “As I said, the victim worked for your brother, Gustavo. However, he was someone else’s creature. This someone tipped the victim to the raid, and the victim escaped. Why was he tipped off, only to be killed within hours of his escape?”


    Barbara, mute, shook her head.


    “When he left Gustavo’s compound he took with him your brother’s laptop, which contained all of Gustavo’s drug contacts.”


    Barbara licked her lips. “The person who controlled him killed him?”


    “Yes.”


    “Shot him to death on my estancia.”


    “Yes. To try to implicate you,” Moira said. “What saved you was luck in the form of the incompetence of the local police.”


    “But why would this person want to implicate me in the murder?”


    “I’m speculating here,” Moira said, “but I’d say he wanted to get you out of the picture.”


    Again, Barbara shook her head, mutely.


    “Consider: The person who has Gustavo’s laptop holds your brother’s business in his hands. His plan was to muscle his way in and get rid of anyone who stood in his way.”


    Barbara’s eyes were wide and staring. “I don’t believe you.”


    “That’s where this shell casing comes in.” Moira held up the item in question. “The forensic photos showed that the victim was shot to death with one bullet to the base of the skull. The oddity was that the killer used a small-caliber handgun, even though he wasn’t standing right behind the victim. I figured that he had to be using special ammunition, and I was right.”


    She placed the spent casing in Barbara’s hand. Barbara held it up and looked at the markings in the last of the fading light.


    “I can’t read the writing.”


    “That’s because it’s Russian Cyrillic. The manufacturer is Tula. This casing is from a very special bullet, a hollow-core that’s filled with cyanide. Not surprisingly, it’s illegal, and only available in Russia. It’s not even sold over the Internet.”


    Barbara looked at her. “The killer is Russian.”


    “The man who muscled his way into Gustavo’s business.” She nodded. “That’s right, I know you’re only fronting your brother’s business. I know you and Roberto have a new partner.”


    That did it. Barbara’s face fell. “Goddammit, I told Roberto that Leonid was out to get him, but he just laughed at me.”


    “Leonid?” Moira’s heart gave a thump in her chest. “Is Leonid Arkadin your partner?”


    “Roberto said, ‘What do you know, you’re a woman, women know what they’re told to know, nothing more.’ ”


    Moira grabbed her arm in order to focus her. “Barbara, is Leonid Arkadin your partner?”


    Barbara looked away. She bit her lip.


    “Is it loyalty or fear that’s keeping your mouth shut?”


    Moira could just make out one curve of Barbara’s thin smile. “I’m loyal to no one. In this business it doesn’t pay. That’s another thing my husband doesn’t understand.”


    “Then you’re scared of Arkadin.”


    Barbara’s head swung around, and there was a violent look in her eyes. “The fucker muscled his way in. He strong-armed Roberto, for Christ’s sake, said he had Gustavo’s client list. Roberto said those were his people. Arkadin said that was in the past. He said that Gustavo was dead, he had the list, and the clients were his, as well. He said the best solution was to share the profits equally, that if Roberto didn’t agree he’d contact them without Roberto’s permission or help and supply them from other sources.


    “Roberto tried three times to kill Arkadin. All the attempts failed. Then Arkadin told him, ‘Fuck you, Gustavo’s clients are mine now, go find yourself some other pigeons to feed.’ I thought Roberto was going to have a coronary. I calmed him down.”


    “Your husband must’ve liked that,” Moira said drily.


    “My husband’s a pussy, as you can see for yourself,” Barbara said. “But he’s devoted to me and he serves his purpose.” She lifted her arms to encompass the whole of the estancia. “Besides, his business would be in the toilet without me.”


    The sun had slid behind the mountains in the west. It was growing dark very quickly now, as if an immense blanket had been thrown across the sky.


    “Let’s get back to the jeep,” Moira said as she took the shell casing from Barbara.


    On the way back to the hacienda, Barbara said, “You know Arkadin, I gather.”


    Moira knew as much as Bourne had told her. “Well enough to know that his next step will be to take over Corellos’s business completely. That’s how Arkadin operates.” It was how he’d appropriated Nikolai Yevsen’s arms distribution in Khartoum. He’d find some way to suborn a La Modelo guard or a FARC inmate or maybe one of Corellos’s many women inside prison, pay them enough to assuage their fear of the drug lord. One day soon, Moira thought, Corellos would wind up dead in his luxurious cell.


    “Arkadin is already pissed at Roberto and me,” Barbara said as she guided the jeep over the unpaved road. “The latest shipment has been delayed. The boat had to pull in for repairs because its engine overheated. If you know anything about Mexico, you know that those repairs weren’t going to happen in a matter of hours, or even overnight. The boat will be ready by tomorrow evening, but I know that’s not going to satisfy him.” Her hands were gripping the wheel so tightly, her knuckles had turned white as bone.


    “I understand, Berengária, honestly I do.”


    “Why do you disrespect me? I’ve been Barbara for years.”


    “I respect your real name. You should embrace it, not reject it.”


    When Berengária did not reply, Moira continued. “Arkadin has his rules, and they’re inflexible. Both you and Roberto will forfeit something for the delay.”


    Berengária stared straight ahead. “I know.”


    “And listen, mami, if this shipment should fail to reach its destination, someone else will be paying you a visit, someone not nearly as kind and understanding as I am. You can be sure that’s how Arkadin wants it and how it’s going to be.”


    Berengária thought for a long time. The sun had already slipped behind the purple mountains. The sky seemed scrubbed of clouds. In the east darkness was gathering. They seemed to drive for a long time, as if Berengária was driving in circles, as if she was reluctant to return to the hacienda. At length, she braked and put the jeep in neutral. Then she turned to Moira.


    “What if,” she said with a particular ferocity, “that’s not how I want it to be?”


    Moira experienced the joy of the wheel turning, of Berengária finally being in her sights. She returned her fierceness with a grin. “There I think I can help you.”


    Berengária stared at her with an intensity that to another woman might have been disturbing. But Moira understood what it was she wanted, what their quid pro quo would be. She admired this woman, and pitied her as well. Difficult enough to be a strong woman in a man’s world, but to maintain your strength in the Latino world was a task worthy of an Amazon. And yet, above and beyond her personal feelings was the knowledge that Berengária was her target. What she needed from Berengária she would get. Now she knew how to get it.


    Leaning over very slowly, she took Berengária’s head in her hands and pressed her lips to hers.


    Berengária’s eyes opened wide for just a split instant before they fluttered closed. Her lips softening, then opening, she gave herself over to the kiss.


    Moira felt the moment of her capitulation with both a sense of triumph and compassion. Then she felt Berengária’s hand on the nape of her neck, the pressure of passion unleashed, and she sighed into Berengária’s sweet mouth.


    



    My name is Lloyd-Philips, Chief Inspector Lloyd-Philips.”


    Peter Marks introduced himself and shook the proffered hand, which was pale, limp, and nicotine-stained. Lloyd-Philips, in a cheap suit, frayed at the cuffs, sported a gingery mustache and thinning hair that might once have been the same color, but now seemed dusted with ash.


    The chief inspector tried to smile, but couldn’t quite make it. Maybe those muscles had atrophied, Marks thought wryly. He showed Lloyd-Philips his bogus credentials, which claimed he worked for a private firm under the auspices of the DoD and, therefore, had the power of the Pentagon behind him.


    They were standing in the deserted lobby of the Vesper Club, which had been cordoned off by the police as a crime scene.


    Marks said: “One of the alleged perpetrators might be a person of interest to my superiors. That being the case, I’d appreciate a look-see at the relevant CCTV tape from last night.”


    Lloyd-Philips shrugged his thin shoulders. “Why not? We’re already printing up flyers with the photos of the two men’s faces to distribute to the metropolitan police and personnel at all train stations, airports, and shipping terminals.”


    The chief inspector led him through the casino proper, down a corridor, and into the back rooms, one of which was hot and smelled of electronics. A technician sat in front of a complex board filled with dials, sliders, and a computer keyboard. Just above were two lines of monitors, each showing a different part of the casino. From what Marks could see, no nook or cranny had been ignored, even the lavatories.


    Lloyd-Philips bent over the technician, murmured something, to which the man nodded and started punching keys. The chief inspector reminded Marks of a character out of any one of a hundred British spy novels. His vaguely dyspeptic expression of long-suffering boredom marked him as a career bureaucrat with one eye closed and the other on his approaching pension.


    “Here we go,” the technician intoned.


    One of the monitors went black, then an image appeared. Marks saw the bar in the high-rollers’ room. Then Bourne and another man he recognized as the now deceased Diego Hererra moved into the frame and stayed there. They were speaking, but they were partly turned away from the camera, and it was impossible to make out what they were saying.


    “Diego Hererra entered the Vesper Club at approximately nine thirty-five last night,” Lloyd-Philips said in his slightly bored donnish voice. “With him was this man.” He pointed to Bourne. “Adam Stone.”


    The video continued. Another man—presumably the killer—came into the picture. It was when he began to approach Bourne and Diego Hererra that things got interesting.


    Marks leaned forward tensely. Bourne had moved in front of Hererra, as if to block the killer’s advance. But something curious happened as they spoke to each other. Bourne’s attitude changed. It was almost as if he knew the killer, but judging by his initial expression that couldn’t be true. Yet Bourne allowed him to come over to the bar, to stand next to Hererra. And then Diego slumped over. Bourne grabbed the killer by the lapels, as he should have done in the first place. But then the second strange thing happened. Bourne didn’t beat the crap out of the killer. Marks was frankly astonished to see the two of them take on the three bouncers who appeared from the casino’s main rooms.


    “And there you have it,” Chief Inspector Lloyd-Philips said. “The perpetrator used some kind of high-frequency sound weapon to render everyone unconscious.”


    “Have you identified the killer?” Marks asked.


    “Not yet. He doesn’t appear on any of our electronic nets.”


    “This club is members-only. The manager must know who he is.”


    Lloyd-Philips looked distinctly annoyed. “According to the club’s records, the suspect’s name is Vincenzo Mancuso, but though there are actually three men with that name in England, none of them matches the man on the tape. Nevertheless, we dispatched inspectors to interview the three Vincenzo Mancusos, only one of whom resides in the London environs. All have alibis that check out.”


    “Forensics?” Marks asked.


    The chief inspector looked ready to bite Marks’s head off. “No suspicious fingerprints were found, and there was no sign of the murder weapon. On my orders the men fanned out within a mile radius of the club, pawing through dustbins, peering down storm drains, and the like. They even dredged the river, though no one had a hope of finding the knife. All searches have so far proved fruitless.”


    “And what of the other man—Adam Stone?”


    “Vanished off the face of the earth.”


    Which means the investigation is at a standstill, Marks thought. This is a high-profile murder investigation. No wonder he’s edgy.


    “Adam Stone is the person of interest to my superiors.” Marks drew the chief inspector away from the technician. “They—and I—would consider it a personal favor if you suppressed Stone’s photo from the flyers.”


    Lloyd-Philips smiled, not a pretty sight. His teeth were as nicotine-stained as his fingertips.


    “I’ve made a career of not giving personal favors. That’s how I keep my nose clean and my pension intact.”


    “Nevertheless, in this instance my superiors at DoD would be grateful if you made an exception.”


    “Listen, laddo, I brought you in here as a courtesy.” The chief inspector’s eyes were suddenly as flinty as his voice. “I don’t care if your superiors are five-bloody-star generals, London’s my bailiwick. My superiors—Her Majesty’s Government—don’t appreciate you lot coming over here and leaning on us like we’re a bunch of colonial yobs. An’ I don’t like it one ickle bit, either.” He lifted a warning finger. “A word in your shell-like: Naff off before I get really hacked and decide to detain you as a material witness.”


    “Thanks for your hospitality, Chief Inspector,” Marks said drily. “Before I go, I’d like a copy of the photos of Stone and the un-ID’d man.”


    “Anything to get you out of my bloody hair.” Lloyd-Philips tapped the tech on the shoulder, the tech asked for the number of Marks’s cell, then pressed a button; a moment later a digital still from the security tape of the two men side by side appeared on Marks’s phone.


    “All right, then.” The chief inspector turned to Marks. “Don’t make me regret what I’ve done. Stay well away from me and my case and you’ll get on well.”


    Back out on the street, the sun was struggling to be seen through masses of streaming cloud. The city roared all around Marks. He checked the photo on his PDA. Then he punched in Willard’s private line and got right to his voice mail. Willard’s phone was off, which, calculating the hour back in Washington, Marks thought odd. He left a detailed message, asking Willard to run the photo of the man who had knifed Diego Hererra through the Treadstone data banks, which had been amassed from those of the usual alphabet soup of CI, NSA, FBI, DoD, plus some others to which Willard had gained access.


    From a detective-inspector outside the club to whom he showed his ID, Marks obtained Diego Hererra’s home address. Forty minutes later he arrived just as a silver Bentley limousine turned the corner and pulled up outside Hererra’s house. The liveried driver emerged, walked smartly around the gleaming grille to open the rear door. A tall, distinguished man who looked like an older version of Diego emerged. With a somber expression and a heavy tread the man climbed the steps to Diego’s front door and inserted a key in the door.


    Before he could disappear inside, Marks strode up and said, “Mr. Hererra, I’m Peter Marks.” When the older man turned around to peer at him, Marks added, “I’m terribly sorry for your loss.”


    The elder Hererra paused for a moment. He was a handsome man, with a leonine shock of white hair, worn long over his collar in the current Catalan style, but he appeared ashen beneath his deep outdoorsman’s tan. “Did you know my son, Señor Marks?”


    “I’m afraid I didn’t have that pleasure, sir.”


    Hererra nodded somewhat absently. “It seemed Diego had very few male friends.” His mouth twitched in a parody of a smile. “His preference was for women.”


    Marks took a step forward and held his creds up for the other to see. “Sir, I know this is a difficult time, and I apologize in advance if I’m intruding, but I need to talk to you.”


    Hererra continued to look through Marks as if he hadn’t heard a word he’d said. Then he seemed to focus. “Do you know something about his death?”


    “This isn’t a conversation for the street, is it, Señor Hererra.”


    “No, of course not.” Hererra’s head twitched. “Please forgive my lack of manners, Señor Marks.” Then he gestured. He had very large, square hands, the capable hands of a skilled laborer. “Come inside and we’ll talk.”


    Marks went up the steps, across the threshold, and into the late Diego Hererra’s house. He heard the older man coming in after him, the door close behind him, and then there was a knife blade across his throat, and Diego Hererra’s father was close behind him, holding him in an astonishingly powerful grip.


    “Now, you sonovabitch,” Hererra said, “you’ll tell me everything you know about my son’s murder, or by Christ’s tears I’ll slit your throat from ear to ear.”

  


  
    CHAPTER 17

  


  
    Bud Halliday sat in a semicircular banquette at the White Knights Lounge, a bar in an out-of-the-way area of suburban Maryland where he often came to unwind. He nursed a bourbon-and-water while he tried to clear his mind of the clutter that had built up over the long day.


    His parents were Mainline Philadelphians who could trace their respective families back to Alexander Hamilton and John Adams, respectively. They had been childhood sweethearts who, with the predictability of their ilk, were divorced. His mother, a society doyenne, now lived in Newport, Rhode Island. His father, plagued with emphysema from years of inveterate smoking, rattled around the family mansion, trailed by oxygen tanks and a pair of full-time Haitian nurses. Halliday saw neither of them. He’d turned his back on the hermetically sealed golden glow of their society world when, to their horror and mortification, he had gleefully enlisted in the marines at the age of eighteen. While at boot camp he had imagined his mother fainting at the news, which gave him a great measure of satisfaction. As for his father, he’d probably chewed off the end of his cigar, blamed his wife for his disappointment, and gone off to the insurance company he owned, and which he ran with ruthless and appalling success.


    Finding that he’d finished his bourbon, Halliday flagged down the waiter and ordered another.


    The twins arrived at the same time as his drink, and he ordered them chocolate martinis. They sat down on either side of him. One was dressed in green, the other in blue. The one in green was a redhead, the other blond. Today, at least. They were like that, Michelle and Mandy. They liked to play off their eerie echoes of each other, but at the same time asserting their differences. They were tall, almost six feet, with figures as lush and luscious as their lips. They could have been models, or possibly even actresses, given the expert way they played roles, but were neither vain nor empty-headed. Michelle was a theoretical mathematician, and Mandy was a microbiologist at the CDC. Michelle, who could have had her pick of chairs at any of the top universities in the country, instead worked for DARPA—the Defense Advanced Research Projects Agency—cooking up new cryptographic algorithms that could foil even the fastest computer, even used in tandem. Her latest used heuristic techniques, meaning it learned from every attempt to break it, as if it were a self-educating entity, changing on the fly. It required a physical key to unlock it.


    Never had two more fertile minds been wrapped in such delectable and erotic packages, Halliday thought as the waiter set their chocolate martinis in front of them. They all raised their glasses in a silent toast to another night together. When they were off duty, the girls loved sex, chocolate, and sex, in that order. But they weren’t off duty yet.


    “What’s your assessment of the ring?” Halliday asked Michelle.


    “It would help,” she said, “if you had given me the real thing instead of a set of photos.”


    “Given that I didn’t, what’s your best guess?”


    Michelle took a sip of her drink as if needing time to set her thoughts in order or to figure out how to express them to Halliday, a mental midget compared with her and her twin.


    “It seems likely to me that the ring is a physical key.”


    Halliday got interested in a hurry. He was keeping a sharp lookout. “Meaning?”


    “Just what I said. It may be the algorithm I’m working on, but the odd inscription on the inside of the ring appears to me to be like the ridges of a key.” Responding to Halliday’s quizzical look, she changed tack. Taking out a felt-tip pen, she drew on Halliday’s napkin.


    “Here we have a common key to a lock. It has ridges cut into it that are unique to it. Most common locks have twelve pins inside the lock cylinder, six upper and six lower. When the key is inserted in the cylinder, the ridges raise the upper pins above the shear line, allowing the shaft inside the cylinder to turn and the lock to open.


    “So now consider each ideogram of the engraving inside the ring as a notch. Slip the ring into the right lock and presto, Open Sesame.”


    “Is this possible?” he asked.


    “Anything’s possible, Bud. You know that.”


    Halliday stared at her drawing, suddenly galvanized. Her theory took a big leap of faith to believe, but the woman was a stone-cold genius. He couldn’t afford to dismiss any theory she put forward no matter how loopy it might sound on first blush.


    “What’s in store for us tonight?” Mandy asked, clearly bored with this topic.


    “I’m hungry.” Michelle pocketed her pen. “I haven’t eaten a thing all day, except for a Snickers I found in my drawer, and that was so stale the chocolate had turned white.”


    “Finish your drink,” Halliday said.


    She feigned a pout. “You know how I get when I drink on an empty stomach.”


    Halliday chuckled. “So I’ve been told.”


    “Well, it’s true and then some,” Mandy said. And in another voice entirely, deeper, with plenty of vibrato, a singer’s voice: “Dat li’l girl, she get freak-eee!”


    “Whereas dis one,” Michelle said in precisely the same voice, “she already got her freak on!”


    Both of them threw their heads back and laughed for precisely the same amount of time. Halliday, watching them, turning his head from side to side, felt a throbbing in his forehead, as if he were observing a tennis match from too close.


    “Ah, there you are!” Mandy said as their foursome was about to be completed.


    “We thought you might not be coming,” Michelle said.


    Halliday palmed his diagram-covered napkin and hid it in his lap. Both the girls noticed but said nothing, simply smiling into the face of the newcomer.


    “There is no power on earth.” Jalal Essai slid into the banquette and kissed Mandy in the place on her neck she liked best. “That could possibly have kept me away.”


    



    Peter Marks stood very still. The man behind him smelled of tobacco and anger. The knife he held to Marks’s throat was razor-sharp, and Marks, who certainly had enough experience in these matters, had no doubt that Hererra would slit his throat.


    “Señor Hererra, there’s no need for these melodramatics,” he said. “I’ll gladly share with you everything I know. Let’s just keep calm and not lose our heads here.”


    “I’m perfectly calm,” Hererra said grimly.


    “All right.” Marks tried to swallow. His throat had dried up. “I’ll admit up front that what I know isn’t very much.”


    “It’s got to be more than that bastard Lloyd-Shithead was willing to share. He told me to concentrate on making arrangements to bring my son back to Spain, which he said wouldn’t be possible until the medical examiner was through with him.”


    Now Marks understood why Hererra was in a fury. “I agree, the chief inspector is something of a dick.” He swallowed. “But he’s of no consequence now. I want to know why Diego was murdered almost as much as you do. Believe me, I’m determined to find out.” This was true. Marks would never find Bourne without discovering what had happened last night in the Vesper Club, and why Bourne would leave with the murderer as if they were friends. Something wasn’t adding up.


    He felt Hererra breathing behind him. It was deep and even, which to Marks was very frightening indeed, because it meant that despite his grief this man was in full possession of all his faculties. This spoke of a powerful personality; it would be suicidal to fuck with him.


    “In fact,” Marks continued, “I can show you a photo of the man who murdered your son.”


    The knife blade trembled a moment in Hererra’s huge fist, then it was withdrawn, and Marks stepped away. He turned to face the older man.


    “Please, Señor Hererra, I understand the depth of your sorrow.”


    “Do you have a son, Señor Marks?”


    “I don’t, sir. I’m not married.”


    “Then you can’t know.”


    “I lost a sister when I was twelve. She was only ten. I was so angry I wanted to destroy everything in sight.”


    Hererra contemplated him for a moment, then said, “So you know.”


    He took Marks into the living room. Marks sat down on a sofa, but Hererra remained standing, looking at the photos of his son and, presumably, his many girlfriends that lined the mantel. For a long time, the two men remained like that, Hererra silent, Marks unwilling to disturb the older man’s grief.


    At length, Hererra turned and, crossing to where Marks sat, said, “I’ll see that photo now.”


    Marks dug out his PDA, scrolled to the media section, and brought up the photo he’d gotten from Lloyd-Philips’s IT tech.


    “He’s on the left,” Marks said, pointing to the as-yet-unidentified man.


    Hererra took the PDA and stared down at the screen for so long that Marks thought he had turned to stone.


    “And the other man?”


    Marks shrugged. “An innocent bystander.”


    “Tell me about him, he looks familiar to me.”


    “Lloyd-Shithead told me his name is Adam Stone.”


    “Is that so.” Something slithered across Hererra’s face.


    Marks impatiently pointed again. “Señor, this is important. Do you know the man on the left?”


    Hererra thrust the PDA back into Marks’s hand, then went to the bar setup and poured himself a brandy. He drank half straight off, then, in an effort to compose himself, set the glass carefully down. “Christ almighty,” he murmured under his breath.


    Marks rose and came over to where he was standing. “Señor, I can help you if you’ll let me.”


    Hererra looked over at him. “How? How can you help me?”


    “I’m good at finding people.”


    “You can find my son’s murderer?”


    “With some help, yes, I believe I can.”


    Hererra appeared to consider this for some time. Then, as if making up his mind, he gave a little nod. “The man on the left is Ottavio Moreno.”


    “You know him?”


    “Oh, yes, señor, I know him very well. Since he was a little boy. I used to hold him in my arms when I was in Morocco.” Hererra picked up his brandy and drained the glass. His blue eyes looked bleak, but Marks caught the storm of anger far back in the shadows beneath the intelligent brow.


    “Are you telling me that Ottavio is the half brother of Gustavo Moreno, the late Colombian drug lord?”


    “I’m telling you that he’s my godson.” The anger boiled forward into the set of his jaw, the slight tremor of his hand. “That’s why I know he couldn’t have killed Diego.”


    



    Moira and Berengária Moreno lay entwined in each other’s arms. The plush owner’s cabin smelled of musk, marine oil, and the sea. Beneath them, the yacht rocked gently as if wanting to lull them to sleep. They knew, each in her own way, that sleep was out of the question. The yacht was due to leave the dock in less than twenty minutes. Slowly, they rose, their bodies love-bruised, their senses on overload, as if they had slipped out of time and place. Wordlessly, they dressed, and minutes later emerged from belowdecks. The velvet sky arched over them with what seemed like protective arms.


    After she had a brief talk with the captain, Berengária nodded to Moira. “They’ve completed all the tests. The engine is in perfect running order. There should be no more delays.”


    “Let’s hope not.”


    Starlight spangled the water. Berengária had flown them in Narsico’s single-engine Lancair IV-P to Lic. Gustavo Díaz Ordaz International Airport on the Pacific coast. From there it was a short drive to the surfer’s paradise of Sayulita, where they met the yacht. All told, the trip took just over ninety minutes.


    Moira stood next to Berengária. The crew, busy preparing to get under way, paid them no mind. It only remained for Berengária to debark.


    “You’ve called Arkadin?”


    Berengária nodded. “I spoke to him while you were freshening up. He’ll be there to meet the boat just before dawn. Of course after the delay, he’s going to want to board and check the entire shipment himself. You must be ready for him before then.”


    “Don’t worry.” Moira touched her arm and produced in the other woman another little tremor. “Who is the recipient?”


    Berengária slid her arm around Moira’s waist. “You don’t really need to know that.”


    When Moira said nothing, Berengária leaned against her and sighed deeply. “My God, what a fucking snake pit this has turned out to be. Fuck men. Fuck them all!”


    Berengária smelled of spice and salt spray, scents Moira liked. She found it intriguing to seduce another woman. There was nothing repellent about it, it was simply part of the job, something different, a challenge for her in every sense of the word. She was a sexual creature but, apart from one pleasant but inconsequential college experiment, had always been heterosexual. There was an edge of danger to Berengária she found attractive. In fact, making love to her was far more satisfying than it had been with a number of men she had bedded. Unlike those men—and excepting Bourne—Berengária knew when to be fierce and when to be tender, she took the time to seek out the secret places that touched Moira’s pleasure centers, concentrating on them until Moira convulsed over and over again.


    Not surprisingly, she was unlike Roberto Corellos’s dismissive description of her as a piranha. She was both tough and vulnerable, a complexity to which a man like Corellos would be deaf, dumb, and blind. She had made her way in a man’s world, having run and ruthlessly expanded her husband’s business, yet she had been as terrified of her brother as she was now of Corellos and Leonid Arkadin. Moira could see that Berengária had no illusions. Her power was as nothing compared with theirs. They commanded a respect among their respective troops that she could never enjoy no matter how hard she tried.


    Once again, Moira felt her mixed emotions of admiration and pity, this time because the moment Moira sailed away to her rendezvous with Arkadin, Berengária would be left to an undetermined fate. Caught between the corrosive power of Corellos and the contemptible weakness of Narsico, the future would not go well for her.


    Which was why she kissed her hard on the lips and held her tight, because it would be for the last time, and Berengária deserved at least that modicum of solace, no matter how fleeting.


    She ran her tongue around Berengária’s ear. “Who is the client?”


    Berengária shivered and held her tighter. At length, she leaned back enough to engage Moira’s eyes. “The client is one of Gustavo’s oldest and best, which is why the delay caused such problems.”


    Tears glittered in her eyes, and Moira knew she understood that tonight had been both the beginning and the end for them. This curious woman had no illusions, yes. And for an instant, Moira felt the pang of loss one feels when an ocean or a continent separates two people who had once held each other.


    In a final acquiescence, Berengária bowed her head. “His name is Don Fernando Hererra.”


    Soraya awoke with the taste of the Sonoran Desert in her mouth. Assaulted by aches and pains, she rolled over onto her back and groaned. She stared up at the four men towering over her, two on each side. They were dusky-skinned, like her, and like her they were of mixed blood. It took one to know one, she thought groggily. These men were part Arab. They looked so much alike, they could have been brothers.


    “Where is he?” one of the men said.


    “Where is who?” she said, trying to identify his accent.


    Another of the men—one on the opposite side—squatted down in the comfortable manner of a desert Arab, his wrists on his knees.


    “Ms. Moore—Soraya, if I may—you and I are looking for the same person.” His voice was calm and assured, and as casual as if they were two friends finding an equitable solution to a recent squabble. “One Leonid Danilovich Arkadin.”


    “Who are you?” she said.


    “We ask the questions,” said the man who had spoken first. “You provide the answers.”


    She tried to get up, but discovered that she had been staked out—cords around her wrists and ankles were wrapped around tent pegs that had been driven into the ground.


    As the first light of dawn leaked into the sky, tendrils of pink crawled toward her like a spider.


    “My name isn’t important,” the man squatting beside her said. One of his eyes was brown, she noticed, the other a watery blue, almost milky, like an opal, as if it had been damaged or ravaged by disease. “Only what I want is important.”


    Those two sentences seemed so absurd she felt the urge to laugh. People were known by their names. Without a name there was no personal history, no profile possible, just a blank slate, which was apparently how he wanted it. She wondered how she could change that.


    “If you won’t talk to me voluntarily,” he said, “we’ll have to try another way.”


    He snapped his fingers, and one of the other men handed him a small bamboo cage. No-Name took it gingerly by the handle and, swinging it past Soraya’s face, set it down between her breasts. Inside was a very large scorpion.


    “Even if it stings me,” Soraya said, “it won’t kill me.”


    “Oh, I don’t want it to kill you.” No-Name unlatched the door and with a pen started to prod the scorpion out. “But if you don’t tell us where Arkadin is hiding, you will begin to have seizures, your heart rate and blood pressure will rise, your vision will become blurred, need I go on?”


    The scorpion was hard and shiny-black, its tail arched high over its carapace. When sunlight touched it, it seemed to glow as if with an inner power. Soraya tried not to watch it, tried to damp down the fright rising inside her. But there was an instinctual response that was difficult to control. She heard her heartbeat pounding in her ears, felt a pain beneath her sternum as the fright built. She bit her lip.


    “And if you should receive multiple stings without treatment, well, who knows how badly you’ll suffer?”


    As delicately as a ballet dancer the creature ventured forth on its eight legs until it stood in the valley between Soraya’s breasts. She fought back the urge to scream.


    



    Oliver Liss sat on a narrow bench in the weight room of his health club. His chest and arms were shiny with sweat. A towel was draped around his neck. He was on his third set of fifteen biceps reps when the redhead walked in. She was tall, with square shoulders, an upright bearing, and an epic rack. He’d seen her here a number of times before. One hundred dollars to the manager, and now he knew her name was Abby Sumner, she was thirty-four, divorced, and childless. She was one of the endless fleet of lawyers toiling for the Justice Department. He had already speculated that her long hours had resulted in her divorce, but it was this same extended work schedule that attracted him. Less time for her to get in his way once the affair started. He had no doubt that it would start, no doubt at all. It was simply a matter of when.


    Liss finished his reps, put the dumbbells back in their slots, then toweled off while he made his recon assessment. Abby had gone straight for the bench press and, having selected weights, slid under the bar. That was Liss’s cue. He rose and, strolling over to the bench press, looked down at her with his actor’s megawatt smile and said, “Do you need a spotter?”


    Abby Sumner looked up at him with large blue eyes. Then she returned his smile.


    “Thank you. I could use one; I’ve just gone up in weights.”


    “It’s a little unusual to see a woman bench-pressing, unless she’s in training.”


    Abby Sumner’s smile remained in place. “I do a lot of heavy lifting at work.”


    Liss laughed softly. She lifted the weights off the rests and began her reps, while he held his hands a bit beneath the bar in case she faltered. “It sounds like I wouldn’t want to get in your way.”


    “No,” she said. “You wouldn’t.”


    She appeared to be having little or no difficulty with the higher weight. Liss’s difficulty lay in keeping his eyes off her breasts.


    “Don’t arch your back,” he said.


    She pulled her spine back down to the bench. “I always do that when I increase weight. Thanks.”


    She finished her first set of eight reps, and he helped her guide the bar back onto the rests. While she took a short breather, he said, “My name’s Oliver and I’d love to take you to dinner sometime.”


    “That would be interesting.” Abby looked up at him. “Unfortunately, I don’t mix business with pleasure.”


    Responding to his quizzical expression, she slid out from under the bar and stood up. She really was an impressive woman, Liss thought. She glanced over to the juice bar, where a clean-cut man was drinking one of those phosphorescent-green glasses of wheatgrass juice. The man drained his glass, set it down, and began to saunter toward them.


    Abby brought her gym bag up onto the bench and, reaching into it, brought out several folded sheets of paper, which she handed to Liss.


    “Oliver Liss, my name is Abigail Sumner. This judicial order from the attorney general of the United States authorizes me and Jeffrey Klein”—here she indicated the wheatgrass drinker, who was now standing beside her—“to take you into custody pending an investigation into allegations made against you while you were president of Black River.”


    Liss gaped at her. “This is nonsense. I was investigated and absolved.”


    “New allegations have come to light.”


    “What allegations?”


    She nodded at the papers she had given him. “You’ll find the list enumerated in the attorney general’s order.”


    He opened the order but couldn’t seem to focus on the letters. He shoved the papers back to her. “This must be some kind of mistake. I’m not going anywhere with you.”


    Klein produced a pair of manacles.


    “Please, Mr. Liss,” Abby said, “don’t make this more difficult on yourself.”


    Liss turned this way and that, as if contemplating escape or a last-minute reprieve from Jonathan, his guardian angel. Where was he? Why hadn’t he warned Liss of this new investigation?


    



    Colonel Boris Karpov returned to Moscow with a heart of stone. His visit with Leonid Arkadin had been sobering on many levels, not the least of which was the terrible bind he was in. Maslov had suborned a number of apparatchiks inside FSB-2, including Melor Bukin, Karpov’s immediate superior. Like all of the intel Arkadin had provided him, the proof was both damning and irrefutable.


    Karpov, in the backseat of the black FSB-2 Zil, stared unseeingly out the window as his driver headed into the city from Sheremetyevo Airport.


    Arkadin had suggested going to President Imov with the evidence Karpov now had in his possession. The very fact that Arkadin suggested it made Karpov suspicious, but even if Arkadin had his own reason for wanting him to go to Imov, he might still do it. The stakes, however, could not be higher, both for his career and for him, personally.


    He had two choices: He could take the evidence against Bukin to Viktor Cherkesov, the head of FSB-2. The problem there, however, was that Bukin was Cherkesov’s creature. If the evidence against Bukin was made public, Cherkesov would, by association, come under suspicion. Whether or not he knew of Bukin’s perfidy, he’d be finished, forced to resign in disgrace. Rather than allow that to happen, Karpov could envision him eliminating the damning evidence against his friend—and that would include Karpov himself.


    He had to admit that Arkadin was correct. Going to President Imov with the evidence was the safest choice, because Imov would be only too happy to bring down Cherkesov. In fact, he very well might be so grateful that he’d name someone inside FSB-2 he could trust—like Karpov—as the new head of the agency.


    The more Karpov thought this through the more sense it made. And yet lurking in the background was the niggling voice that told him once this scenario came to pass, he would owe a great debt to Arkadin. That, he knew instinctively, was not a great position to be in. But only if Arkadin was alive.


    He laughed a little as he told his driver to take a detour to the Kremlin. Sitting back, he punched in the number of the president’s office.


    Thirty minutes later he was admitted into the president’s residence, where a pair of Red Army guards showed him into one of a number of chilly, high-ceilinged anterooms. Over his head, like a frozen giant spider’s web, an ornate crystal-and-ormolu chandelier hung, giving off faceted light that struck the similarly ornate Italianate furniture, upholstered in silks and brocades.


    He sat while the guards, at opposite ends of the chamber, watched him. A clock on a spotted marble mantel tick-tocked mournfully, chiming the half hour, then the hour. Karpov went into a form of meditation he used to pass time during the many lonely vigils he’d had to endure over the years in more foreign countries than he cared to count. Ninety minutes after his arrival a young steward sporting a sidearm appeared to fetch him. Karpov was instantly alert. He was also refreshed. The steward smiled, and Karpov followed him down so many halls and around so many corners, he had difficulty in placing himself within the immense residence.


    President Imov was sitting behind a Louis XIV desk in his comfortably furnished study. A cheerful fire was burning in the hearth. Behind him the magnificent domes of Red Square could be seen rising like strange missiles toward the mottled Russian sky.


    Imov was writing in a ledger with an old-fashioned fountain pen. The steward withdrew without a word, soundlessly closing the double doors behind him. After a moment Imov looked up, removed his wire-rimmed glasses, and gestured to the single armchair set in front of the desk. Karpov crossed the carpet and seated himself without a word, patiently waiting for the interview to begin.


    For a time, Imov regarded him with his slate-gray eyes, which were narrow, slightly elongated. Perhaps he had some Mongol blood in him. In any case he was a warrior, having fought to elevate himself to the presidency, then fought even harder to stay there against several fierce opponents.


    Imov was not a large man, but he was impressive just the same. His personality could fill a ballroom when it suited him. Otherwise, he was content to let the stature of his office suffice.


    “Colonel Karpov, it strikes me as odd that you have come to see me.” Imov held his fountain pen as if it were a dagger. “You belong to Viktor Cherkesov, a silovik who has openly defied Nikolai Patrushev, his opposite number at FSB, and by extension me.” He twirled the pen deftly. “Tell me, then, is there a reason why I should listen to what you have to say, since your boss has sent you here instead of coming himself?”


    “I did not come at the behest of Viktor Cherkesov. In fact, he has no idea I’m here, and I’d rather it stayed that way.” Karpov placed the cell phone with the incriminating evidence against Bukin on the desk between them and withdrew his hand. “Also, I belong to no man, Cherkesov included.”


    Imov’s gaze remained on Karpov’s face. “Indeed. Since Cherkesov stole you away from Nikolai, I must say that’s welcome news.” He tapped the end of the pen against the desktop. “And yet I can’t help but take that statement with a grain of salt.”


    Karpov nodded. “Perfectly understandable.”


    When his eyes moved to the cell phone, Imov’s followed. “And what have we here, Boris Illyich?”


    “Part of FSB-2 is rotten,” Karpov said slowly and distinctly. “It has to be cleansed, the sooner the better.”


    For a moment, Imov did nothing; then he set down the fountain pen, reached out for the cell phone, and turned it on. For a long while after that, there was no sound whatsoever in the study, not even, Karpov noted, the hushed footfalls of the secretarial and support staffs that must infest the place. Possibly, the study was soundproof as well as electronic-bug-proof.


    When Imov was finished, he held the cell phone precisely as he had held the fountain pen, as if it were a weapon.


    “And who, Boris Illyich, do you envision purging the FSB-2 of its rot?”


    “Whomever you choose.”


    At this response, President Imov threw his head back and laughed. Then, wiping his eyes, he reached into a drawer, opened an ornate silver-clad humidor, and withdrew two Havana cigars. Handing one to Karpov, he bit the end off his and lit it with a gold lighter that had been a gift from the president of Iran. When Karpov produced a book of matches, Imov laughed again and pushed the gold lighter across the desk.


    Colonel Boris Karpov found the lighter extraordinarily heavy. He flicked on the flame and luxuriously drew the cigar smoke into his mouth.


    “We should begin, Mr. President.”


    Imov regarded Karpov through a veil of smoke. “No time like the present, Boris Illyich.” He swung around, contemplating the onion domes of Red Square. “Clean the fucking place out—permanently.”


    



    It was ironic, when you thought about it, Soraya thought. Despite having multiple eyes—she could not for the life of her remember how many—scorpions couldn’t see well, depending on tiny cilia on their claws to sense movement and vibration. At the moment that meant the rise and fall of her chest.


    No-Name watched the scorpion with a mixture of impatience and contempt as it sat there, unmoving. Clearly, it didn’t know where it was or what it wanted to do. That’s when he took his pen and jammed the end of it onto the scorpion’s head. The sudden attack startled and infuriated it. The tail twitched and struck, and Soraya gave a little gasp. No-Name used the pen to prod the creature back into its cage. He swung the door closed and latched it.


    “Now,” No-Name said, “either we wait for the venom to take effect, or you tell us where to find Arkadin.”


    “Even if I knew,” Soraya said, “I wouldn’t tell you.”


    He frowned. “You’re not going to change your mind.”


    “Go screw yourself.”


    He nodded, as if having anticipated her stubbornness. “It will be instructive to see how long you last after the scorpion stings you eight or nine times.”


    With a languid pass of his hand, he signaled the scorpion handler, who unlatched the cage’s door and was about to open it when, with a deafening report, he was blown backward in a welter of blood and bone. Soraya turned her head and saw him sprawled on the ground, his entire forehead gone. More shots were fired, and when she turned back the other men lay on the ground. No-Name was clutching his ruined right shoulder, biting his lip in pain. A pair of legs ending in dusty boots came into her field of vision.


    “Who—?” Soraya looked up, but between the first symptoms of the scorpion venom and the sun in her eyes she couldn’t see. Her heart seemed about to pump out of her chest, and her entire body was throbbing as if with a very high fever. “Who—?”


    The male figure squatted down. With the back of his sunburned hand he swatted the cage off her chest. A moment later she felt the ropes that bound her being loosened, and she shook them off. As she squinted up, a cowboy hat was placed over her head, the wide brim shading her from the glaring sunlight.


    “Contreras,” she said, seeing his creased face.


    “My name is Antonio.” He put one arm beneath her shoulders and helped lift her up. “Call me Antonio.”


    Soraya began to weep.


    Antonio offered her his gun, an interesting piece of custom work: a Taurus Tracker .44 Magnum, a hunter’s handgun, with a wooden rifle stock affixed to it. She took the Taurus, and he stood her up. She was staring down at No-Name, who stared back, teeth bared. She felt shaky, her brain was on fire. She watched him watching her. Her forefinger curled around the trigger. She aimed the Tracker and pulled the trigger. As if jerked by invisible strings, No-Name arched up once, then lay still, his blind eyes reflecting the rising sun.


    She stopped crying.

  


  
    CHAPTER 18

  


  
    Coven went about his work with a frightening calm. He had spent the hours after trussing up Chrissie and Scarlett familiarizing himself with the house. As for Chrissie’s father, he’d bound and gagged him and stuffed him in a closet. He left them for forty minutes for a trip to a hardware store, where he bought the largest portable generator he could carry by himself. Returning to the house, he checked on his captives. Chrissie and her daughter were still securely tied to the twin beds upstairs. The father was either asleep or unconscious, Coven didn’t care which. Then he had lugged the generator into the basement and with little difficulty hooked it up to the electrical system, as a backup if the lights went out. He ran a test. The thing ticked like a geriatric grandfather clock. It was severely undersize for its task. Even cutting back on the circuits he connected, he determined that he’d have a maximum of ten minutes of light before the generator conked out. Well, it would have to do.


    Then he went back upstairs and stared at Chrissie and Scarlett while he smoked a cigarette. The daughter, though only a preteen, was prettier than the mother. If he were another sort of person he would avail himself of that very young, tender body, but he despised that degenerate trait in men. He was a fastidious person, a man of moral rectitude. It was how he dealt with his job, how he managed to stay sane in what he considered an insane world. His personal life was pure vanilla, as dull as a bus driver’s gray existence. He had a wife—his high school sweetheart—two children, and a dog named Ralph. He had mortgage payments, a dotty mother to support, and a brother he visited fortnightly in a loony bin, though these days they didn’t call it that. When he came home from a long, hard, often bloody assignment, he kissed his wife hard on the lips, then went to his children and—whether they were playing, sitting in front of the TV, or asleep in bed—bent over them and inhaled their milky-sweet scent. Then he ate a meal his wife had prepared, took her upstairs, and fucked her silly.


    He lit another cigarette from the end of the butt, and stared down at mother and daughter spread-eagled side by side on the twin beds. The girl was a child, inviolate. The thought of harming her was thoroughly repellent to him. As for the mother, she didn’t appeal to him, too skinny and wan looking. He’d leave her to someone else. Unless Bourne forced him to kill her.


    Back downstairs, he rummaged through the larder, opened up a can of Heinz baked beans, and ate the contents cold from the backs of his two fingers. All the while he listened to the tiny sounds around him, breathed in and mentally cataloged the scents in each room. In short, he moved around the house until he’d familiarized himself with every idiosyncrasy, every nook and cranny. Now it was his territory, his high ground, his eventual place of victory.


    Then he returned to the living room and switched on all the lamps. That’s when he heard the gunshot. Rising, he drew his Glock from its leather holster and, pulling back the drapes, peered out the front window. He tensed as he saw Jason Bourne zigzagging at top speed toward the front door. With a squeal of rubber and a spray of gravel, a gray Opel slewed around broadside to the front of the house. The driver’s door opened, and the driver fired a shot at Bourne. He missed. Then Bourne was on the front steps, and Coven went to the door, his Glock at the ready. He heard two more shots and, crouching down, swung the door open. Bourne was sprawled facedown on the steps, a stain of blood spreading over his jacket.


    Coven ducked back as another shot was fired. He darted out even as he squeezed off one shot after another. The gunman ducked back inside the Opel. Coven grabbed Bourne’s jacket with his free hand and hauled him over the sill. He fired off one more shot, heard the gunman put the Opel into gear and speed off. He kicked the door shut behind him.


    He checked Bourne’s pulse, then went to the window. Pulling aside the curtains again, he peered into the driveway but could see no sign of either the gunman or the Opel.


    Turning back into the living room, he bent over to Bourne’s prone form and pressed the muzzle of the Glock to the side of Bourne’s head. He was turning him over when the lights flickered, dimmed, then came on again. From the basement, he heard the grandfather-clock ticking of the backup generator. He had scarcely enough time to register that the power to the house had been cut when Bourne knocked the Glock away and struck him a powerful blow on his sternum.


    



    The man you’re looking for is in Puerto Peñasco, no doubt.” Antonio handed Soraya back her cell phone. “My compadre, the marina’s harbormaster, knows the gringo. He’s taken up residence in the old Santa Teresa convent, which has been abandoned for years. He has a cigarette boat he takes out each evening just after sunset.”


    They were seated in a sunny cantina on Calle de Ana Gabriela Guevara in Nogales. Antonio had spent some time helping Soraya clean up, getting her ice to use in the compress she placed against the spot between her breasts where the scorpion had stung her. The reddish patch did not swell, and whatever symptoms she had felt in the desert were now mostly gone. She also had Antonio buy her half a dozen bottles of water, which she started drinking right away to fight her dehydration and more quickly move the venom out of her system.


    After an hour or so, she felt better. Then she bought new clothes in a store on Plaza Kennedy, and they went to get something to eat.


    “I’ll drive you to Puerto Peñasco,” Antonio said.


    Soraya popped the last bite of her chilaquiles into her mouth. “I think you have better things to do. You’re no longer making money off me.”


    Antonio made a face. On the ride back into Nogales he had told her his real name was Antonio Jardines. He’d taken Contreras as his business name. “Now you offend me. Is this how you treat the man who saved your life?”


    “I owe you a debt of thanks.” Soraya sat back, contemplating him. “What I can’t understand is why you’re taking such a personal interest in me.”


    “How to explain?” Antonio sipped his café de olla. “My life is defined by the space between Nogales, Arizona, and here, in Nogales, Sonora. A fucking boring strip of desert that’s been known to drive men like me to drink. My only concern is the fucking migras and, believe me, that’s not much of anything.” He spread his hands. “There’s something else, too. Life here is full of neglect. In fact, you could say that life here is defined by neglect, the kind that rots the soul and infests all of Latin America. No one gives a shit—about anyone, or anything, except money.” He finished off his café de olla. “Then you come along.”


    Soraya considered this. She took her time because she didn’t want to make a mistake, although she could hardly be certain of anything here. “I don’t want to drive into Puerto Peñasco,” she said finally. She had been thinking about this all through the meal. Antonio finding out that Arkadin had a cigarette sealed the deal. “I want to arrive there by boat.”


    Antonio’s eyes glittered. Then his forefinger made a bobbing motion. “This is what I’m talking about. You don’t think like a woman, you think like a man. This is what I would do.”


    “Can your compadre at the marina arrange it?”


    He chuckled. “You see, you do need my help.”


    Bourne struck a second blow. He had been shot with blanks by Ottavio Moreno and was covered in pig’s blood from a plastic bag he’d punctured. Coven, who didn’t react one way or another to the blows, drove the butt of the Glock down onto Bourne’s forehead. Bourne grabbed his wrist and twisted hard. Then he caught one of Coven’s fingers and broke it. The Glock went flying across the living room floor, fetching up beside the cold grate.


    Bourne pushed Coven off and rose on one knee, but Coven kicked his leg out from under him and Bourne toppled backward. Coven was on him in an instant, driving his fist into Bourne’s face, landing blow after blow. Bourne lay still. Coven rose and aimed a kick at Bourne’s ribs. Without seeming to move at all, Bourne caught his foot before it could land and wrenched the ankle to the left.


    Coven grunted as the anklebones snapped. He landed hard, immediately rolled over, and scrambled on elbows and knees toward where the Glock lay beside the grate.


    Bourne took up a brass sculpture from a chair-side table and threw it. The sculpture slammed into the back of Coven’s head, driving his chin and nose into the floor. His jaws snapped shut and blood gushed from his nose. Undeterred, he grabbed the Glock and, in one fluid motion, swung it around and squeezed off a shot. The bullet struck the table beside Bourne’s head, toppling it and the lamp on it onto Bourne.


    He tried to fire again, but Bourne leapt on him, wrestling him onto his back. He grabbed a fire poker and swung it down hard. Bourne rolled away and the poker bounced against the floor. Coven stabbed out with it, catching Bourne’s jacket, piercing it and pinning him to the floor. He rammed the end of the poker into the wood, then rose painfully over Bourne. Taking up the ash shovel, he brought the long brass handle across Bourne’s throat and, using all his weight, pressed down.


    It was 123 miles from Nogales to Las Conchas, where an associate of Antonio’s compadre had driven the boat they would pick up. She had asked for a big boat, and an ostentatious one, something to catch Arkadin’s attention and keep it until he got a good look at her. In the Nogales Mall, before they had set out, she had bought the most provocative bikini she could find. When she’d modeled it for Antonio, his eyes almost popped out of his skull.


    “¡Madre de Dios, qué linda muchacha!” he had cried.


    Because of the aftereffect of the scorpion sting, she bought a diaphanous cover-up, also some beach towels, a pair of huge Dior sunglasses, a fashionable visor, and a fistful of sunscreen, which she lost no time in slathering on.


    Antonio’s friend was named Ramos, and he had brought exactly the right kind of boat: big and flashy. Its diesels thrummed and gurgled as she and Antonio boarded and were shown around below by Ramos. He was a small, dark, rotund man, with curling black hair, tattoos on his massive arms, and a ready smile.


    “I have guns—pistols and semi-automatics—if you need them,” he said helpfully. “No extra charge, except for spent rounds.”


    Soraya thanked him, but said weapons wouldn’t be necessary.


    Soon after returning above deck they got under way. Puerto Peñasco was just over five miles due north.


    Over the rumble of the diesels, Ramos said, “We have a couple of hours before sunset, when Arkadin usually takes out the cigarette. I have fishing gear. I’ll take you to the fifty-one-mile reef, where there’s plenty of halibut, black sea bass, and red snapper. How about it?”


    Soraya and Antonio fished off the reef for about an hour and a half before they packed it in and swept in toward the marina. Ramos pointed out Arkadin’s cigarette as he cut the speed rounding the headland and nosed in toward the docks. There was no sign of Arkadin, but Soraya could see an older Mexican preparing the boat to get under way. The Mexican was dark-skinned, with a face fissured by hard work, salt wind, and scorching sunlight.


    “You’re in luck,” Ramos said. “He’s coming.”


    Soraya looked in the direction Ramos indicated and saw a powerful-looking man striding down the dock. He wore a baseball cap, black-and-green surfer’s bathing trunks, a torn Dos Equis T-shirt, and a pair of rubber sandals. She slipped off her cover-up. Her dark, oiled skin gleamed sleekly.


    The dock was long, jutting out into the marina, and she had time to study him. He had dark hair, cut very short, a rugged face that gave away nothing, very square shoulders, like a swimmer, but his arms and legs were more like a wrestler’s, long and muscular. He looked as if he had every reason to be confident, walking with a minimum amount of effort, almost gliding, as if his feet were made of ball bearings. There was a source of energy about him, like a ring of fire, that she could not comprehend, but it made her uneasy. She thought there was something familiar about him, which made her unease almost painful. And then, with an electric jolt that frightened her to her core, she knew what it was: He moved just like Jason.


    “Here we go.” Ramos steered the boat in front of the cigarette and put it in idle so that they drifted in toward the slip.


    Arkadin was saying something to the Mexican and laughing when Ramos’s boat caught the periphery of his vision. He looked up, squinting against the oblique sunlight, and at once saw Soraya. His nostrils flared as his gaze took in her aggressive, exotic face, her body, which in the tiny bikini was as good as being naked—even better, Soraya felt, because it left the tiniest bit to his imagination. She raised one arm, as if to keep her visor on her head, but really the gesture accentuated the sensuality of her body.


    And then, just like that, he turned away and said something to the Mexican that made him chuckle. Soraya was disappointed. Her fingers gripped the railing as if she wanted to throttle it.


    “The gringo’s a fucking maricón, that’s all there is to it,” Antonio said.


    Soraya laughed. “Don’t be idiotic.” But his comment had lifted her out of her temporary sense of defeat. “I haven’t given him enough of a challenge.” Then an idea occurred to her and, turning to Antonio, she put her arms on his shoulders. Gazing into his eyes, she said, “Kiss me. Kiss me and don’t stop.”


    Antonio looked happy to oblige. He grabbed her around the waist and planted his lips on hers. His tongue seemed to scald her as it probed between her teeth and into her mouth. Soraya arched her back, molding her body to his.


    Ramos maneuvered the boat a bit too close to the cigarette’s bow, causing the gringo and El Heraldo to turn. As El Heraldo ran to the bow, gesticulating and cursing him mightily, the gringo stood watching Soraya and Antonio locked in their amorous embrace. He seemed interested now.


    Shouting his apologies, Ramos steered the boat back on course and eased it into its slip. A marina hand stood by to loop the mooring ropes fore and aft as Ramos cut the engines, and threw the coils to him. Then Ramos stepped off the boat and headed toward the harbormaster’s office. Arkadin continued to stare at Soraya and Antonio Jardines, though he hadn’t moved an inch.


    “Enough,” Soraya said into Antonio’s mouth. “¡Basta, hombre! ¡Basta!”


    Antonio was reluctant to let her go, and she pushed him away first with one hand, then with both. By the time she had managed to free herself, Arkadin was on the dock, heading their way.


    “Mano, you’re like a fucking pulpo,” she said loudly, only partly for Arkadin’s benefit.


    Antonio, relishing his role, grinned at her and wiped his lips with the back of his hand. Then Arkadin was on board and between them.


    “Maricón, what are you doing here? Get out of my face,” Antonio said.


    Arkadin straight-armed him off the boat and into the water. The Mexican on the cigarette laughed uproariously.


    “That wasn’t a good idea,” Soraya said coldly.


    “He was hurting you.” Arkadin said it as a clear statement of fact.


    “You have no idea what he was doing.” Soraya kept up her frozen exterior.


    “He’s a man, you’re a woman,” Arkadin said. “I know exactly what he was doing.”


    “Maybe I liked it.”


    Arkadin laughed. “Maybe you did. Should I help the sonovabitch back onto the dock?”


    Soraya looked down at Antonio snorting water out of his nose. “I could have done that.” Then she looked back at Arkadin. “Leave the sonovabitch where he is.”


    Arkadin laughed again and offered her his arm. “Maybe you need a change of scene.”


    “Maybe I do. But it won’t be with you.”


    Then she pushed past him, climbed off the boat, and walked slowly and provocatively back up the dock.


    



    Bourne felt his lungs burning. There were black spots in his vision. Soon enough the bar across his throat would crack his hyoid bone, and it would be all over for him. Reaching out, he grabbed Coven’s fractured ankle and squeezed as hard as he could. Coven shouted in surprise and pain, the pressure came off Bourne’s throat as Coven reared back, and, shoving the bar upward, Bourne rolled out from under it.


    Coven, a murderous look in his eye, found the Glock and aimed it at Bourne. At that moment the ticking of the generator ceased and the house was plunged into darkness. Coven squeezed off a shot, narrowly missing Bourne, and Bourne rolled away into deepest shadow. He held still for the space of ten long breaths, then rolled again. Coven fired another shot, but this struck well wide of the mark. It was clear he had no idea where Bourne was located.


    Bourne could hear Coven moving around. Now that the lights had been extinguished, Coven had lost the advantage of being on his territory. Coven would have to think of another way to reestablish his dominant position.


    If Bourne were in his shoes, he’d try to get to Chrissie and Scarlett, use them as leverage to flush him out. He stayed very still, listening intently to the direction in which Coven was moving. It was from left to right. He was passing the fireplace. Where was he headed? Where was he keeping his captives?


    Bourne pictured as much of the ground-floor interior as had registered after Coven had dragged him inside. He could see the fireplace, the two upholstered armchairs, the side table and lamp, the sofa, and the stairs leading up to the second story.


    The creak of a step tread betrayed Coven, and without a second thought Bourne sprang from his hiding place, scooped up the lamp, and jerked its cord out of the electrical socket. He threw it hard against the wall to his left as he leapt up onto the cushion of the armchair. Coven fired two shots in the direction of the crash as Bourne launched himself over the railing of the staircase.


    He slammed into Coven, hurling him against the back wall before landing atop him. Coven, shaken, nevertheless squeezed off two more shots. He missed, but the flashes burned Bourne’s cheek. Coven lunged for Bourne, trying to swat him with the barrel of the Glock. Bourne kicked out, splintering one of the railing balusters. Wrenching it out of its socket, he swung it against the side of Coven’s face. Coven grunted as his own blood spattered the wall and he rolled away from another blow. He lashed out with his foot, slamming the sole of his shoe into Bourne’s face. Tumbling backward, Bourne fell away from him, and, bracing himself against the wall, Coven fired twice more into the confined space of the staircase.


    Either of the shots would have hit Bourne had he not already vaulted over the banister. He hung there in darkness. When he heard Coven scrambling up the stairs, he flexed his arms and, rising up, rolled his body back over the banister. Taking the treads three at a time, he raced up to the second floor. He knew two things now: Coven was going for his hostages, and the Glock had run through its magazine. Coven needed time to reload and was at his most vulnerable.


    But when Bourne reached the second-floor landing there was no discernible movement. He crouched and, listening, waited. More windows meant light, but it was faint and inconstant, as the overgrown tree branches outside scraped against the house. He could see four doors: four rooms, two on either side. He opened the door into the first room on the left, which was empty, put his ear against the inside wall that abutted the next room. He heard nothing. He went back to the doorway. Coven fired at him as Bourne raced across the hallway and into the first room on the right. Bourne had given him time to reload.


    Wasting no time, Bourne crossed to the window, unlatched it, and, opening it wide, climbed through. He was faced with a thick tangle of oak branches into which he climbed. Moving through the oak, he made his way to the window of the second room on the right. A shadow moved in there, and he went very still. Dimly, he could make out a pair of twin beds. He thought he saw figures lying on them: Chrissie and Scarlett?


    Reaching up to the branch lying more or less horizontally over his head, he swung himself back and forth to gain the required momentum, then launched himself feet-first through the window. The old glass shattered into a thousand crystalline fragments, causing Coven to instinctively cover his face with his forearm.


    Landing, Bourne flew across the room, striking Coven shoulder-first. The two men slammed against the far wall and went down in a heap. Bourne punched him three times, then lunged for the Glock. But Coven was ready, and when Bourne’s defense opened up, he struck a hammer blow on his burned and bleeding cheekbone, Bourne went down, and Coven raised the Glock, not at Bourne, but at Scarlett, who lay bound and spread-eagled on the nearest bed. His angle was such that he had no clear shot at Chrissie, who lay on the bed nearer the window.


    Coven was breathing heavily but still managed to say, “All right, get up. You have five seconds to put your hands behind your head. Then I shoot the girl.”


    “Please, Jason, please. Do what he says.” Chrissie’s voice was high, tight with a mortal terror that bordered on hysteria. “Don’t let him hurt Scarlett.”


    Bourne looked at Chrissie, then delivered a scissors kick that jerked Coven’s extended gun arm down and away from Scarlett.


    Coven cursed under his breath as he struggled to regain control of the Glock. That was his mistake. Keeping the scissors grip on Coven’s arm, Bourne jackknifed his body. He head-butted Coven in his already broken and bloody nose. Coven howled in pain but still tried extricating his arm. Bourne smashed the sole of his shoe into Coven’s kneecap, shattering it. Coven collapsed, and Bourne stepped on the knee. Coven’s eyes watered and his jowls shook so hard, shivers went down his body.


    Wrenching the Glock away from him, Bourne pressed its muzzle into Coven’s right eye.


    When Coven tried to make a countermove, Bourne said, “If you do that, you’ll never walk out of the room. Who will take care of your wife and children then?”


    Coven, his visible eye bloodshot and staring, subsided. But as Bourne removed the muzzle, he exploded upward, using his shoulder and hip. Bourne bore the attack with equanimity, allowed Coven to drive him backward, to expend whatever reserve of energy he had left, then brought the butt of the Glock down on Coven’s skull, shattering the orbital bone. Coven tried to scream, but no sound emerged from his mouth. His eyes rolled up into his head as he fell at Bourne’s feet.

  


  
    CHAPTER 19

  


  
    Boris Karpov walked through a windblown Red Square, breathing deeply while he thought of how to proceed against Bukin and, by association, the very dangerous Cherkesov. President Imov had given him everything he asked for, including absolute secrecy until he could ferret out all the moles in FSB-2. The place to start was Bukin. He knew he could break Bukin. Once he did, the other moles would come to light without difficulty.


    A light snow was falling, the flakes, small and dry, swirling in the wind. Lights twinkled off the golden and striped onion domes, and tourists took flash photos of one another against the ornate architecture. He took a moment to drink in the peaceful scene, all too rare in Moscow these days.


    Retracing his steps, he plodded back to his limo. The driver, seeing him returning, fired the ignition. He got out from behind the wheel and opened the rear door for his boss. A tall blonde in a ruddy fox coat and knee-high boots strode past. The driver’s eyes lingered on her as Karpov ducked and climbed in. The door slammed shut behind him.


    He said, “HQ,” when the driver slid behind the wheel. The driver nodded wordlessly, put the limo in gear, and they drove out of the Kremlin.


    It was an eleven-minute drive to FSB-2 headquarters on ulitsa Znamenka, depending on traffic—which, at this hour, wasn’t as bad as it could be. Karpov was lost in thought. He was figuring out a way to get Bukin alone, to cut him off from his contacts. He decided to invite him to dinner. On the way, he would instruct his driver to divert their car to the vast construction site on ulitsa Varvarka, a dead zone for cell phone traffic, so he and Bukin could “discuss” his treachery undisturbed.


    The driver stopped at a red light, but when it turned green he did not put the car in gear. Now, through his smoked-glass window, Karpov saw that a Mercedes limo had drawn up beside them. As he watched, the rear door opened and a figure emerged. It was too dark to see who it was, but a moment later the door to his car was wrenched open—odd since his driver always auto-locked all doors—and the figure, ducking its head, slid onto the seat beside him.


    “Boris Illyich, always a pleasure to see you,” Viktor Cherkesov said.


    He had a smile like a hyena, and he smelled like one, too, Karpov observed.


    Cherkesov, whose yellow eyes made him look ravenous, even bloodthirsty, leaned forward slightly to speak to the driver. “The ulitsa Varvarka, I think. The construction site.” Then he sat back, his repellent smile glimmering in the semi-darkness of the limo’s interior. “We don’t want to be disturbed, do we, Boris Illyich.”


    It was not a question.


    



    Mandy and Michelle were asleep, entwined around each other, which was how they always slept after a long erotic workout. In contrast, Bud Halliday and Jalal Essai had retired to the living room of the apartment they jointly owned under a pseudonym so well documented that the ownership could never be traced back to them.


    Out of courtesy rather than choice, Halliday was sipping a glass of sweet mint tea as he sat opposite Essai.


    “I’ve been meaning to tell you,” Halliday said in his most casual voice. “Oliver Liss is in federal custody.”


    Essai sat up. “What? Why didn’t you tell me right away?”


    Halliday gestured toward the bedroom, where the twins were sound asleep.


    “But… what happened? It seemed he was safe.”


    “These days, it seems, no one is safe.” Halliday was searching for the humidor. “Quite without warning, the Justice Department has opened a new investigation into his associations when he was running Black River.” He looked up suddenly, impaling Essai with his gaze. “Will the investigation ripple out to you?”


    “I’m completely insulated,” Jalal Essai said. “I made certain of this from the beginning.”


    “Okay then. Fuck Liss. We move on.”


    Jalal Essai seemed nonplussed. “You’re not surprised?”


    “I think Oliver Liss has been skating on thin ice for some time.”


    “I need him,” Jalal Essai said.


    “Correction: You needed him. When I said move on, I meant it.”


    Halliday found the leather-bound humidor and extracted a cigar. He offered it to Essai, who declined. Then he nipped off the end, stuck it in his mouth, and lit up. He rolled the cigar through the flame as he puffed away.


    Essai said, “I suppose Liss had outlived his usefulness.”


    “That’s the spirit.” Halliday felt calmer now that he had the smoke inside him. Sex with Michelle always got his heart hammering to the point of pain. The woman was a fucking gymnast.


    Essai helped himself to more tea. “With Liss, I was just following orders from an organization I’ve left behind.”


    “Now the two of us are in business,” Halliday observed.


    Essai nodded. “The business of a hundred billion in gold.”


    Halliday frowned as he stared at the glowing end of his cigar. “You feel no remorse at betraying the Severus Domna? After all, they’re your own kind.”


    Essai ignored the racist remark. He’d become inured to Halliday the way one comes to ignore the ache of a cyst. “My kind are no different from your kind, inasmuch as there are those who are good, those who are bad, and those who are ugly.”


    Halliday guffawed so hard he almost choked on the smoke. He sat forward laughing and coughing. His eyes watered.


    “I must say, Essai, for an Arab you’re quite all right.”


    “I’m Berber—Amazigh.” Essai stated this as fact, without a trace of rancor.


    Halliday eyed him through the smoke. “You speak Arabic, don’t you?”


    “Among other languages, including Berber.”


    Halliday spread his hands, as if the other’s answer proved his point. He and Jalal Essai had met in college, where Essai spent two years as an exchange student. In fact, it was because of Essai that Halliday became interested in what he perceived as the growing Arab threat to the Western world. Essai was Muslim, but strictly speaking an outsider in the highly splintered and religicized Arab world. Through the lens of Essai’s worldview, Halliday recognized that it was only a matter of time before the Arab world’s sectarian battles spilled over their boundaries and became a series of wars. For that very reason he cultivated Essai as a friend and adviser, realizing only much later, when Essai was becoming disinterested in Severus Domna’s objectives, that Essai had been dispatched to the States, to his college specifically, to cultivate him as a friend and ally.


    When greed got the best of Essai, when he confessed what his original motivation had been, all of Halliday’s worst prejudices against Arabs were confirmed. He hated Essai, then. He’d even plotted to kill him. But in the end, he had abandoned his revenge fantasies, seduced, as Essai had been, by King Solomon’s gold. Who could resist such a glittering prize? He and Essai, as Halliday came to realize in a repellent moment of understanding, had more in common than seemed possible, given their disparate backgrounds. Then again they were both soldiers of the night, inhabiting the world of shadows that existed on the edges of civilized society, protecting it from destructive elements both without and within.


    “The Severus Domna is no different from any tyrant—fascist, communist, or socialist,” Jalal Essai said. “It lives to accumulate power, to allow its members to influence world events for the sole purpose of amassing more power. In the face of such power, mere human politics becomes irrelevant, as does religion.”


    Essai sat back, crossing one leg over the other. “In the beginning Severus Domna was motivated by the desire for change, a meeting of the minds between East and West, among Islam and Christianity and Judaism. A noble goal, I admit, and for a time they succeeded, if only in small ways. But then, like all altruistic endeavors, this one fell afoul of human nature.”


    He suddenly sat forward, on the edge of the sofa. “And I tell you this, there is no stronger motivation in human beings than greed, even fear. Greed, like sex, makes men stupid, blind to fear, or to the need for anything else. Greed distorted the goals of Severus Domna to such an extent that they became virtually irrelevant. The members continued to pay lip service to the original mission, but by then Severus Domna was rotten to the core.”


    “What does that make us?” Halliday continued to puff on his cigar. “We’re as greedy as the Severus Domna, perhaps more.”


    “But we’re aware of what drives us,” Jalal Essai said with a glint in his eyes. “We’re both clear-eyed and clearheaded.”


    



    Scarlett stared up at Bourne while he untied her. Her cheeks were tear-streaked. She wasn’t crying now, but she was trembling uncontrollably and her teeth were chattering.


    “Is Mum okay?”


    “She’s fine.”


    “Who are you?” Tears were coming, more fitfully this time. “Who was that man?”


    “My name is Adam, and I’m a friend of your mum’s,” Bourne said. “I asked her to help me and she took me to Oxford to see Professor Giles. You remember him?”


    Scarlett nodded, sniffling. “I like Professor Giles.”


    “He likes you, too. Very much.”


    His voice was soothing, and she seemed to be calming down. “You flew into the room like Batman.”


    “I’m not Batman.”


    “I know that,” she said somewhat indignantly, “but you’ve got blood all over you and you’re not hurt.”


    He plucked at his damp shirt. “It’s not real blood. I needed to fool the man who kidnapped you and your mother.”


    She regarded him appraisingly. “Are you a secret agent like Aunt Tracy?”


    Bourne laughed. “Aunt Tracy wasn’t a secret agent.”


    “Yes, she was.”


    That indignant note in her voice warned Bourne not to treat her like a child.


    “What makes you think that?”


    Scarlett shrugged. “You couldn’t talk to her without her holding something back. I think secrets were all she had. And she was always sad.”


    “Are secret agents sad?”


    Scarlett nodded. “That’s why they become secret agents.”


    There was something pure and profound in that statement, but for the moment Bourne was content to let it go. “Professor Giles and your mum helped me with a problem. Unfortunately, this man wanted something of mine.”


    “He must’ve wanted it badly.”


    “Yes, he did.” Bourne smiled. “I’m very sorry I led you and your mother into danger, Scarlett.”


    “I want to see her.”


    Bourne lifted her into his arms. She seemed cold as ice. He carried her over to the bed by the window. Chrissie was covered in shards of glass. She was unconscious.


    “Mummy!” Scarlett leapt out of Bourne’s arms. “Mummy, wake up!”


    Bourne, noting the edge of terror in Scarlett’s voice, bent over Chrissie. Her pulse was good, her breathing even.


    “She’s okay, Scarlett.” He pinched Chrissie’s cheeks and her eyelids fluttered, then opened. She looked up into his face.


    “Scarlett.”


    “She’s right here, Chrissie.”


    “Coven?”


    “Adam flew through the window like Batman,” Scarlett said, proud of her new knowledge.


    Chrissie frowned, noticing Bourne’s shirt. “All that blood.”


    Scarlett gripped her mother’s hand tightly. “It’s fake, Mum.”


    “Everything’s fine now,” Bourne said. “No, don’t move yet.” He scooped the glass off her as best he could. “All right, unbutton your blouse.” But her fingers trembled too badly for her to grip the buttons properly.


    “My arms are killing me,” she said softly. She turned her head and smiled into her daughter’s face. “Thank God you’re safe, sugarplum.”


    Scarlett burst into fresh tears. Chrissie looked up at Bourne as he undid her buttons, shrugged her out of the blouse so that the last of the glass shards fell harmlessly on either side of her.


    Then he lifted her up. When he’d swung her away from the bed, he put her down. As they stepped over Coven’s lifeless body, Chrissie shuddered. They stopped in the room she had been using to get sweaters for her and Scarlett, who, in a kind of delayed reaction, was leaking tears as she knelt to put on her sweater, which was yellow with a pattern of pink bunnies eating ice-cream cones. Halfway down the stairs she began to whimper.


    Chrissie put an arm around her. “It’s all right, sugarplum. Everything’s all right, Mum has you now,” she whispered over and over.


    When they reached the ground floor, she said to Bourne, “Coven tied my father up, he’s here somewhere.”


    Bourne found him, bound and gagged, in one of the kitchen closets. He was unconscious, either from the blow that caused the bruised swelling on his left temple or from the lack of oxygen. Bourne laid him on the kitchen floor and untied him. It was dark with the power still off.


    “My God, is he dead?” Chrissie said as she and Scarlett ran in.


    “No. His pulse is strong.” He took his finger away from the carotid and began to free him from his bonds.


    Chrissie, her courage disintegrating at the sight of her father so helplessly incapacitated, began to soundlessly weep, but this caused Scarlett to sob, so she bit her lip, holding back more tears. She ran cold water in the sink, soaked a dishcloth, and filled up a glass. Crouching down beside her daughter, she placed the folded towel against Bourne’s cheek, which had started to swell and discolor.


    Her father was thin, in the manner of many older people. His face was time-ravaged and somewhat lopsided, so that Bourne guessed he’d had a stroke not so long ago. Bourne shook him gently, and his eyelids fluttered open, his tongue ran around his dry lips.


    “Can you sit him up?” Chrissie asked. “I’ll get some water into him.”


    Supporting her father’s back, Bourne sat him up slowly and carefully.


    “Dad, Dad?”


    “Where is that sonovabitch who hit me?”


    “He’s dead,” Bourne said.


    “Come on, Dad, drink some water.” Chrissie was observing her father closely, fearful that at any moment he would pass out again. “It’ll make you feel better.”


    But the old man paid her no mind. Instead he was staring intently at Bourne. He licked his lips again and accepted the glass his daughter held for him. His knobby Adam’s apple bobbed spastically as he drank. He choked.


    “Easy, Dad. Easy.”


    His hand fluttered up, and she took the rim of the glass away from his mouth. Then his forefinger unfurled, pointing at Bourne.


    “I know you.” His voice was like sandpaper over metal.


    Bourne said, “I don’t think so.”


    “No, no. You came into the Centre when I ran it. That was years ago, of course, when the Centre was in Old Boys’ School in George Street. But I’ll never forget it because I had to call an ex-colleague by the name of Basil Bayswater, a first-class wanker if ever there was one. He made a killing in the market and retired to Whitney. Spent all his time playing an ancient form of chess or something. Disgraceful waste of time.


    “But you.” His forefinger touched Bourne’s chest. “I never forget a face. I’ll be goddamned. You’re Professor Webb. That’s it! David Webb!”

  


  
    CHAPTER 20

  


  
    Peter Marks received the call from Bourne, brief and succinct, and with mixed feelings agreed to come to the address Bourne gave him. In a way, he was surprised that Bourne had called him back. On the other hand, Bourne didn’t sound like himself, which caused Marks to wonder what sort of situation he was heading into. His relationship with Bourne was all one-way: through Soraya. He knew something of her history with Bourne, and he’d always wondered whether she had allowed her personal feelings to color her opinion of him.


    The official CI line was, and had been for some time, that Bourne’s amnesia had made him unpredictable, and therefore dangerous. He was a rogue agent, loyal to no one and nothing, least of all CI. Though CI had been forced to use him in the past, it was always through deception or coercion, because there seemed no other way to control him. And not even those methods had proved to be a sure thing. Though Marks was personally aware of Bourne’s recent work bringing down Black River and stopping an incipient war with Iran, he knew next to nothing about the man. He was a complete enigma. It was futile to predict his responses in any given situation. And then there was the fact that many people who had tried to get close to him had died sudden and violent deaths. Happily, Soraya wasn’t one of them, but Marks worried that it might be just a matter of time.


    “Bad news?” Don Fernando Hererra said.


    “Just more of the same,” Marks said. “I’ve a meeting to go to.”


    They were seated in the living room of Diego Hererra’s home, surrounded by photos of him. Marks wondered whether being here was painful or comforting for the father.


    “Señor Hererra, before I go, is there anything more you can tell me about your godson? Do you know why he was at the Vesper Club last night, or why he might have stabbed Diego? What sort of relationship did they have?”


    “None, to answer your last question first.”


    Hererra took out a cigarette and lit up but didn’t seem interested in smoking it. His eyes roved the room, as if afraid to alight on any one thing for long. Marks suspected that he was nervous. About what?


    Hererra contemplated Marks for some moments. The ash from his unsmoked cigarette toppled soundlessly to the carpet, where it lay between his feet. “Diego did not know of Ottavio’s existence, at least so far as his relationship to me was concerned.”


    “Then why would Ottavio kill Diego?”


    “He wouldn’t, therefore I refuse to believe that he did.”


    Hererra told his driver to take Marks to the nearest rental-car office. He insisted that he and Marks exchange phone numbers. Those words of disbelief resounded in Marks’s head as he punched the address Bourne had given him into the GPS program on his PDA.


    “I want to stay abreast of your investigation,” Hererra said. “You promised me that you would find my son’s killer. You should know that I take all promises made to me extremely seriously.”


    Marks saw no reason to doubt him.


    Fifteen minutes after he drove out of the rental-car lot, his PDA buzzed and he read a text message from Soraya. Within minutes Willard called him.


    “Progress.”


    “I’ve made contact,” Marks said, meaning Bourne.


    “You know where he is?” A slight quickening of Willard’s voice.


    “Not yet,” Marks lied. “But I will soon.”


    “Good, I’m in time.”


    “Time for what?” Marks asked.


    “The mission has changed somewhat. I need you to facilitate a meeting between Bourne and Arkadin.”


    Marks searched for hidden meaning in Willard’s voice. Something back home had changed. He hated being out of the loop and felt at an immediate disadvantage. “What about the ring?”


    “Are you listening to me?” Willard snapped. “Just do as you’re ordered.”


    Now Marks was certain that he was being denied access to a major development. He felt the old anger against the machinations of his superiors rising up in his throat like bile.


    “Has Soraya Moore made contact?” Willard continued.


    “Yes. I just received the rearranged text message from her.”


    “Contact her,” Willard said. “Coordinate your efforts. You need to get the two men to the following place.” He gave Marks an address. “How you do it is up to you, but I do have some information Arkadin should find interesting.” He told Marks what El-Arian had told him about the missing piece of information without which the file on the laptop’s hard drive was useless. “You have seventy-two hours.”


    “Seventy-two—?” But he was talking to dead air. The conversation was over.


    At the next intersection, Marks checked the GPS map on his PDA to make sure that he hadn’t missed a turn while talking with Willard. The morning had started out sunny, but clouds had rolled in, turning everything to shades of gray. Now a light drizzle blurred the edges of even the sharpest angles on buildings and signs.


    The light turned green and, as he left the intersection behind, he noticed a white Ford moving into his lane right behind him. He knew a tail when he saw one. He’d seen the white Ford before, several vehicles behind him, though now and again he’d lost sight of it behind a large produce truck. The Ford was occupied by only the driver, who wore dark glasses. Stepping on the accelerator, he sent his rental car lurching forward as he ground the gearshift up from first to third more quickly than the transmission could easily handle. There was a moment between second and third when the car hesitated, and he was afraid he’d stripped the gears. Then it leapt forward so fast he almost slammed into the rear end of the truck in front of him. He swerved to the right-hand lane, accelerating further as the white Ford slid in behind him.


    He was in a section of London dense with traffic, boutiques, and larger stores. A sign for an underground garage came up so fast he had to swerve into its entrance at the last possible instant. He scraped the front left fender on the concrete wall, then corrected and hurtled down the ramp into the neon-lit concrete cavern.


    He pulled into a parking spot that was so tight, he had to roll down the window to slide out. By that time, he heard the squeal of tires and figured the white Ford was still hot on his trail. He saw the open stairwell next to the elevator, ducked into it just as a white car flashed by. The stairwell smelled of grease and urine. As he rushed up the stairs two and three at a time, he heard a car door slam and the fast slap of shoe soles against concrete, and then someone was running up the stairs behind him.


    As he was about to whip around a corner, he came upon a homeless man, so drunk he had passed out. Bending over, Marks held his breath as he dragged the drunk up the stairs, placing him across the tread just around the corner. Retreating into shadow on the stairs above, Marks waited, breathing deeply and easily.


    The sounds of pounding footsteps came closer, and Marks tensed himself into a half crouch. His tail raced around the corner and, as Marks had planned, didn’t see the drunk until it was too late. As he stumbled, pitching forward, Marks leapt down the stairs, driving his knee into the top of the man’s head. The tail lurched backward, stumbling again over the drunk and sprawling onto his back.


    Marks saw him pulling a Browning M1900 from beneath his jacket. Marks kicked it upward just before he fired a shot. The noise held and echoed so deafeningly in the confined space, the drunk opened his eyes and sat bolt upright. The man with the Browning grabbed the drunk by the collar and pressed the gun’s muzzle into the side of his head.


    “You’ll come with me now.” He had a heavy accent, Middle Eastern perhaps. “Or I shoot his brains out.” He jerked the drunk so hard, spittle flew from his slack lips.


    “Oi, yer wanker!” the drunk shouted, completely confused. “Piss off!”


    The gunman, as contemptuous as he was incensed, slammed the side of the drunk’s head with the barrel of the Browning. Marks launched himself across the gap. The heel of his hand made contact with the gunman’s chin, shoved it hard upward, exposing his neck. While he wrestled with the gun hand, he drove his fist into the gunman’s throat. The cartilage gave way and the gunman collapsed, gasping without getting oxygen into his system. His eyes were wide and rolling. He could only make animal gruntings, but soon enough even that ceased.


    The drunk whirled with astonishing agility and kicked the gunman in the crotch. “ ’Ow ’bout that now, yer bleedin’ pisspot!” Then, muttering to himself, he stumbled down the stairs without a backward glance.


    Quickly now Marks went through the gunman’s pockets, but all he found was keys to the white Ford and a wad of money. No passport, no identification of any kind. He had dark skin, black curling hair, and a full beard. One thing for sure, Marks thought, he’s not CI. So who was he working for and why the hell was he following me? He wondered who could know he was here except for Willard and Oliver Liss.


    Then he heard the whistle raised by foot police and knew he had to get out of there. Once more, he studied the dead man, wishing there was some identifier, like a tattoo or…


    That’s when he saw the gold ring on the third finger of his right hand and, stooping, worked it off. He hoped there might be a commemorative engraving on the inside.


    There wasn’t. There was something far more interesting.


    Soraya saw Leonid Arkadin again in the lone marina restaurant. Or, rather, he must have been searching for her, because engrossed in her fiery shrimp and yellow rice she didn’t see him enter. Her waiter brought her a drink—a tequini, he said—from the man at the bar. Soraya glanced up, and of course it was Arkadin. She looked into his eyes as she picked up the martini glass. She smiled. That was all the encouragement he needed.


    “You’re persistent, I’ll give you that,” she said when he’d sauntered over.


    “If I were your lover, I wouldn’t let you eat dinner alone.”


    “My ex pool boy? I sent him packing.”


    He laughed and gestured to the booth in which she sat. “May I?”


    “I’d prefer you didn’t.”


    He sat down anyway and put his drink on the table, as if marking out his territory. “If you let me order, I’ll pay for your dinner.”


    “I don’t need you to pay for my dinner,” she said flatly.


    “Need has nothing to do with it.” He lifted his hand and the waiter glided over. “I’ll have steak, bloody, and an order of tomatillos.” The waiter nodded and left.


    Arkadin smiled, and Soraya was astonished at how genuine it seemed. There was a deep warmth to it that frightened her.


    “My name is Leonardo,” he said.


    She snorted. “Don’t be ridiculous. No one in Puerto Peñasco is named Leonardo.”


    He seemed crestfallen, like a little boy caught with his hand in the cookie jar, and now she was beginning to make sense of his approach to women. She could see how magnetic he was, how compelling an impression he made, exuding the security of a powerful man with a softer core of vulnerability. What woman could resist that? She laughed silently to herself and felt better, as if at last she was standing on solid ground, in a place where she could confidently move forward with her assignment.


    “You’re right, of course,” Arkadin said. “It’s actually Leonard, just plain Leonard.”


    “Penny.” She held out a hand, which he held briefly. “What are you doing in Puerto Peñasco, Leonard?”


    “Fishing, sport racing.”


    “In your cigarette.”


    “Yes.”


    Soraya finished up her shrimp just as his steak and tomatillos arrived. The steak, bloody as ordered, was smothered in chilies. Arkadin dug in. He must have a cast-iron stomach, she thought.


    “And you?” he said around bites.


    “I came for the weather.” She pushed the tequini away from her.


    “You don’t like it?”


    “I don’t drink alcohol.”


    “Alcoholic?”


    She laughed. “Muslim. I’m Egyptian.”


    “I apologize for sending you an inappropriate gift.”


    “No need.” She waved away his words. “You couldn’t have known.” Then she smiled. “But you’re sweet.”


    “Ha! Sweet is one thing I’m not.”


    “No?” She cocked her head. “What are you, then?”


    He wiped the blood off his lips and sat back for a moment. “Well, to tell you the truth I’m something of a hard-ass. My partners thought so, especially when I bought them out. So did my wife, for that matter.”


    “She’s also in the past?”


    He nodded as he dug into his food again. “Nearly a year now.”


    “Children?”


    “Are you kidding?”


    Arkadin certainly had a gift for spinning yarns, she thought appreciatively. “I’m not much of a nurturer, either,” she said, somewhat truthfully. “I’m entirely focused on my business.”


    He asked her what that might be without looking up from his steak.


    “Import-export,” she said. “To and from North Africa.”


    His head came up slowly, but very deliberately. She felt her heart beating against her rib cage. It was, she thought, like coaxing a shark onto the hook. She didn’t want to make the slightest mistake now, and felt a little thrill pass through her. She was very close to the precipice, to the moment when her fictional self would fuse with her real self. This moment was why she chose to do what she did. It was why she hadn’t walked away from Peter when he’d recruited her for the assignment, why she had set aside the demeaning aspect of what she was expected to do. None of that mattered. What mattered was standing a hairbreadth from the precipice. This precise moment was what she lived for, and Peter had known this long before she did.


    Arkadin wiped his mouth again. “North Africa. Interesting. My former partners did a fair amount of business in North Africa. I didn’t like their methods—or, to be honest, the people they were dealing with. That was one of the reasons I decided to buy them out.”


    He was quick on his feet, Soraya thought, improvising like crazy. She was liking this conversation more and more.


    “What line are you in?” she asked.


    “Computers, peripherals, computer services, that sort of thing.”


    Right, she thought, amused. She put a thoughtful expression on her face. “Well, I could connect you with some reliable people, if you like.”


    “Maybe you and I could do business.”


    Bite! she thought with some elation. Time to reel in the shark, but very slowly and very carefully.


    “Hm. I don’t know, I’m already near capacity.”


    “Then you need to expand.”


    “Sure. With what capital?”


    “I have capital.”


    She eyed him warily. “I don’t think so. We know nothing about each other.”


    He set his knife and fork down, and smiled. “Then let’s make getting to know each other our first order of business.” He lifted a finger. “In fact, I have something to show you that just might entice you into doing business with me.”


    “And what might that be?”


    “Ah-ah-ah, it’s a surprise.”


    Calling the waiter over, he ordered two espressos without asking her if she wanted one. As it happened, she did. She wanted her senses to be on full alert because she had no doubt that at some point tonight she would have to fend off his amorous advances in a way that would lead him on, not turn him off.


    They chatted amiably while drinking the espressos, finding their way toward feeling comfortable with each other. Soraya, seeing how relaxed he was, allowed herself to relax, as well, at least as far as she was able. Beneath, however, she felt the tension of steel cables singing through her body. This was a man of enormous charm, as well as charisma. She could see how so many women were magnetically drawn into his orbit. But at the same time the part of her that had pulled back, observing at an objective distance, recognized the show he was putting on, and that she was not seeing the real Arkadin. After a time, she wondered whether anyone had. He had so successfully walled himself off from other human beings that she suspected he was no longer accessible even to himself. And at that moment, he seemed to her a lost little boy, long exiled, who could no longer find his way home.


    “Well,” he said as he set down his empty cup, “shall we move on?” He threw some bills onto the table and, without waiting for a reply, slid out of the booth. He held out his hand and, after a moment’s deliberate hesitation, she took it, allowing him to swing her out of her seat.


    The night was mild, without a breath of a breeze, heavy as velvet drapes. The sky was moonless, but the stars blazed in the blackness. They strolled away from the water, and then north, paralleling the beach. To their right, the light-smear of Puerto Peñasco seemed part of a painting, a world apart.


    Streetlights gave way to starlit darkness and then, abruptly, the lights of a large stone structure that looked vaguely religious in nature. She saw the cross set into the stone above the wood-and-iron door.


    “It used to be a convent.” Arkadin unlocked the door and stood aside for her to enter. “My home away from home.”


    The interior was sparsely furnished, but aromatic with incense and candle wax. She saw a desk, several armchairs, a refectory table and eight chairs, a pew-like sofa festooned with ill-matched pillows. All of it was heavy, dark wood. None of it looked comfortable.


    As they walked through the living room, Arkadin lit thick cream-colored candles in iron stands of varying heights. The effect in the convent’s immense stone interior was increasingly medieval, and she smiled to herself, suspecting that he was setting the scene for romance or, in this case, seduction.


    He opened a bottle of red wine and poured it into an oversize Mexican goblet, then he filled another with guara juice. Handing her the juice, he said, “Come. This way.”


    He led her farther into the gloom, pausing to light candles along the way. The far wall was almost all brick fireplace, as enormous as any in an English baronial hall. She could smell the old ash and creosote coating the firebrick after decades of use and, judging by what she saw, years of neglect.


    Now Arkadin lit a particularly large candle and, holding it high as one would a torch, walked toward the shadows of the fireplace. The impenetrable darkness began to give grudging way to the inconstant illumination of the flame.


    As the shadows retreated, a shape took form in the fireplace, a chair. And on the chair sat a figure. The figure was bound to the chair by its ankles. Its arms, presumably bound at the wrists, were behind it.


    As Arkadin brought the candle still closer, the light from the flame rose up from the figure’s ankles to legs, torso, finally revealing its face, bloody and swollen so badly that one eye had closed.


    “How do you like your surprise?” Arkadin said.


    The goblet of juice shattered on the floor tiles as it slipped from Soraya’s grip.


    The man bound to the chair was Antonio.


    



    It was like a chess match, Bourne staring at the old man, trying to place him as the director of the Centre for the Study of Ancient Documents when he had been in Oxford as David Webb, the old man staring at him more certain with every passing second of Bourne’s identity.


    Chrissie was staring at them both, as if trying to figure out which would checkmate the other. “Adam, is my father right? Is your name really David Webb?”


    Bourne saw a way out—the only way—but he didn’t like it. “Yes,” he said, “and no.”


    “Either way, your name isn’t Adam Stone.” Chrissie’s voice held a metallic edge. “Which means you lied to Trace. She knew you as Adam Stone, and that’s how I know you.”


    Bourne turned to look at her. “Adam Stone is as much my name as David Webb used to be. I’ve been known by different names at different times. But they’re only names.”


    “Damn you!” Chrissie got up, turned her back, and stalked into the kitchen.


    “She’s pretty angry,” Scarlett said, watching him with her eleven-year-old face, beautiful yet not fully formed.


    “Are you angry?” Bourne asked.


    “You’re not a professor?”


    “In fact, I am,” Bourne said. “A professor of linguistics.”


    “Then I think it’s cool. D’you have a whole bunch of secret identities?”


    Bourne laughed. He liked this child. “When the need arises.”


    “Bat-Signal!” She cocked her head, and in the straightforward manner of children, said, “Why did you lie to Mum and Aunt Tracy?”


    Bourne was about to say something about Tracy, but just in time reminded himself that as far as Scarlett was concerned her aunt was still alive. “I was in one of my secret identities when I met your aunt. Then Tracy told your mum about me. It was the best way I could get her to listen to me quickly.”


    “If you’re not Professor David Webb who the hell are you?” Chrissie’s father said, visibly gathering himself.


    “I was Webb when I knew you,” Bourne said. “I didn’t come to Oxford, to you, under false pretenses.”


    “What are you doing here with my daughter and granddaughter?”


    “It’s a long story,” Bourne said.


    A spark of cunning came into the old man’s face. “I’ll bet it has something to do with my older daughter.”


    “In a way.”


    The old man clenched a fist. “That damn engraving.”


    A little chill traveled down Bourne’s spine. “What engraving?”


    The old man peered at him curiously. “Do you not remember? I’m Dr. Bishop Atherton. You brought me a drawing of a phrase you said was an engraving.”


    And then Bourne remembered. He remembered everything.

  


  



  



  BOOK THREE


  
    CHAPTER 21

  


  
    Antonio slumped in the furious darkness of the convent’s hearth, a darkness so thick and black it seemed to obliterate not just light, but life itself.


    Soraya took several steps toward him, peering into the gloom.


    “He’s not your pool boy,” Arkadin said. “That’s clear enough.”


    She said nothing, knowing that he had begun to bait her in order to gain information. This, in itself, was a hopeful sign, indicating that Antonio hadn’t talked, despite the beating he’d received.


    Deciding that outrage was her best course, she turned on Arkadin. “What the hell do you think you’re doing?”


    When Arkadin smiled it was like a wolf appearing through pine trees. “I like to know who my prospective partners are.” His smile lengthened, like knives being unsheathed. “Especially ones that fall into my lap so conveniently.”


    “Partners?” She laughed harshly. “You must be fucking dreaming, my Russian friend. I wouldn’t partner with you for—”


    He grabbed her then, pressing his lips against hers, but she was ready for him. She folded herself against him and slammed her knee into his groin. His hands on her trembled for a moment, but he did not let her go. His lupine grin never faltered, but there were tears glittering in the corners of his eyes.


    “You won’t get me,” she said softly but icily, “either way.”


    “Yes, I will,” he said, just as icily, “because you came here to get me.”


    Soraya had nothing to say to this, but she was hoping he was making a stab in the dark, because otherwise she was blown all to hell. “Let Antonio go.”


    “Give me a reason.”


    “We’ll talk.”


    He massaged his groin gently. “We already talked.”


    She bared her teeth. “We’ll try another form of communication.”


    He put a hand on her breast. “Like this?”


    “Untie him.” Soraya tried not to grit her teeth. “Let him go.”


    Arkadin appeared to consider her request. “I think not,” he said after several moments of tense silence. “He means something to you, which makes him valuable as leverage.” Reaching into his pocket, he produced a switchblade. It snikked open and, pushing her away, he advanced on Antonio. “What should I cut off first, do you think? Ear? Finger? Or something even lower down?”


    “If you cut anything off…”


    He turned to her. “Yes?”


    “If you cut anything off you’ll never be able to sleep while I’m lying beside you.”


    He leered at her. “I don’t sleep.”


    She had begun to despair for Antonio’s life when her cell rang. Without waiting for Arkadin to give her permission, she answered it.


    “Soraya.” It was Peter Marks.


    “Yes.”


    “What’s happened?” Intuitive as ever, he’d picked up on the tension in her voice.


    She stared into Arkadin’s eyes. “Everything’s hunky-dory.”


    “Arkadin?”


    “You bet.”


    “Excellent, you’ve made contact.”


    “More than.”


    “There’s a problem, I get it. Well, you’ll have to find your way out of it and fast, because our mission’s become urgent.”


    “What the hell is going on?”


    “You need to get Arkadin to the following address within seventy-two hours.” Then he recited the address Willard had given him.


    “That’s an impossible order to fill.”


    “Obviously, but it’s got to be done. He and Bourne have to meet, and that’s where Bourne will be.”


    A pinpoint of light appeared in the darkness ahead of her. Yes, she thought, it just might work. “Okay,” she said to Peter, “I’ll put a rush on it.”


    “And make sure he takes his laptop with him.”


    Soraya let out a breath. “How d’you propose I do that?”


    “Hey, that’s why you get the big bucks.”


    He rang off before she could tell him to go to hell. With a grunt of disgust, she pocketed her cell.


    “Business problems?” Arkadin said in a mocking tone.


    “Nothing that can’t be solved.”


    “I like your can-do attitude.” Mocking her still, he brandished the switchblade. “Are you going to solve this problem?”


    Soraya put a thoughtful expression on her face. “Possibly.” Walking past him, she went into the hearth, where Antonio watched her with the one eye that wasn’t swollen shut. She was shocked to find him grinning at her.


    “Don’t mind me,” he said in a hoarse voice, “I’m having fun.”


    Without Arkadin being able to see, she put her forefinger to her lips, then pressed it to his. It came away bloody. She turned back to Arkadin. “It all depends on you.”


    “I don’t think so. The ball’s in your court.”


    “Here’s how this will work.” She emerged back into the flickering candlelight. “You let Antonio go and I’ll tell you how to find Jason Bourne.”


    He burst out laughing. “You’re bluffing.”


    “When it comes to someone’s life,” she said, “I never bluff.”


    “Still, what does an importer-exporter know about Jason Bourne?”


    “Simple enough.” Soraya had already worked out her answer. “From time to time, he uses my company as a cover.” This was a plausible enough story to give him reason to believe her.


    “And why does an importer-exporter think I care where Jason Bourne is?”


    She cocked her head. “Do you?” This was no time to back down or show weakness.


    “And what if you’re not what you say you are?”


    “What if you’re not what you say you are?”


    He waggled a forefinger at her. “No, I don’t think you’re an importer-exporter.”


    “All the more intriguing then.”


    He nodded. “I confess I like mysteries, especially when they bring me closer to Bourne.”


    “Why do you hate him so?”


    “He’s responsible for the death of someone I loved.”


    “Oh, come on,” she said. “You never loved anyone.”


    He took a step toward her, but whether it was a threat or simply to get closer to her was difficult to tell.


    “You use people, and when you’re finished with them, you crumple them up like a used Kleenex and throw them in the garbage.”


    “And what of Bourne? He’s exactly like me.”


    “No,” she said, “he’s not like you at all.”


    His smile broadened, and for the first time it was without even a hint of menace or irony. “Ah, finally I have a useful bit of knowledge about you.”


    She almost spit in his face, but she realized that would make him even happier, because it would indicate just how close he’d come to the bone.


    All at once something seemed to change in him. He reached out and ran his fingertips along the line of her jaw. Then, indicating Antonio with the tip of the switchblade, “Go ahead, untie the stubborn fucker.”


    As she entered the hearth one last time and knelt to free Antonio, he added, “I don’t need him anymore. I have you.”


    



    This is how it happened.” Chrissie was standing in the kitchen, facing the window over the sink. There was nothing to see, except the grayness of dawn creeping through the treetops like gauze. She had said nothing when Bourne walked into the room, but she started when she felt him beside her.


    “How what happened?” Bourne said into the silence.


    “How I came to lie to you.” Chrissie turned on the hot water and, placing her hands in the stream, began to wash them as if she were Lady Macbeth. “One day,” she said, “a year or so after Scarlett was born, I looked in the mirror and said to myself, You have a body that’s been abandoned. Perhaps a man can’t understand. I had abandoned my body to motherhood, which means I had abandoned myself.”


    Her hands moved in the water, washing, washing. “From that moment, I began to hate myself, and then, by extension, my life, which included Scarlett. Of course, that was something I couldn’t tolerate. I fought against it and immediately fell into a dreadful depression. My work began to suffer, so obviously that the department chair suggested and then gently but firmly insisted I take a sabbatical. Finally, I agreed, I mean I hadn’t a choice, had I? But when I locked my office door behind me, when I drove out of Oxford, drowsing like Avalon in the mist, I knew something drastic had to be done. I knew it was no coincidence that I had locked myself away in a place that never changed. Like my father, I was safe in Oxford, where everything is pre-planned, pre-ordained, even; where there’s no possibility of even the slightest deviation. That’s why he reacted to Trace’s life choices the way he did. They terrified him, so he lashed out at her. It wasn’t until that day, leaving Oxford behind, that I understood that family dynamic and how it had affected me. It occurred to me that I might have chosen my safe life for him, not for myself.”


    She turned off the water and dried her hands on a dish towel. The backs were red and raw looking. “I need to get my family out of here.”


    “As soon as a friend shows up we’ll leave,” Bourne said.


    “Scarlett.”


    “She’s with your father.”


    She looked back, almost wistfully, through the doorway into the living room. “Scarlett, at least, loves my parents.” She sighed. “Let’s go outside. I’m finding it difficult to breathe in here.”


    Through the kitchen door they emerged into the dewy morning. The air was chill, and when they spoke little puffs of steam emerged from their mouths. The bases of the trees were still black, as if the roots were holding on to the dead of night. Chrissie shivered and wrapped her arms around herself.


    “What happened?” Bourne said.


    “Nothing that made sense, it was simply blind luck that I met Holly.”


    Bourne was startled. “Holly Marie Moreau?”


    She nodded. “She was looking for Trace and found me instead.”


    Everything in this puzzle seems to return to Holly, he thought. “And you became friends?”


    “More than friends, and less,” she said. “I know that doesn’t make much sense.” She shrugged. “I went to work for her.”


    Bourne frowned. He felt like a miner inching along a tunnel without lights, but nevertheless knowing by instinct which way to turn. “What was she doing?”


    Chrissie gave a little embarrassed laugh. “She was what she euphemistically called a stocker. Now and again she traveled to Mexico for two or three weeks at a time. At a client’s request, she’d stock a narcorrancho. Narcorranchos are shell estates owned by the Mexican drug lords out in the desert somewhere, usually in the north, in Sonora, but sometimes in a more southerly state like Sinaloa. Apart from a caretaker and maybe a guard or two, no one lives in them full-time.


    “Anyway, she took me to Mexico City, to the after-hours clubs, the brothels, where she chose from a list she kept updated weekly, like a calendar or a day planner. We took the girls to whichever narcorrancho was owned by the current client. There were only a handful of Mexicans there when we arrived, some peons, and heavily armed soldiers who sneered at us even while they drooled over the girls. My job was to spruce up the interior and settle the girls in their various bedrooms. The peons did the heavy lifting.


    “Gradually, the cars would come—Lincoln Town Cars, Chevy Suburbans, Mercedeses, all with blacked-out windows, wallowing under their armor plating. The security forces would set up a strict perimeter as if we were in an army bivouac during wartime. Then the provisioners would arrive with fresh meat, fruit, cases of beer, crates of tequila, and, of course, mountains of cocaine. The barbecuing of beef and the spit-roasting of whole pigs and lambs would begin. Salsa and disco music blared louder and louder. The roasters stank of sweat and beer so you couldn’t let them near you. Then the bosses arrived with their bodyguards and it was like the Day of the Dead, a festival beyond all festivals.”


    Bourne’s mind was racing at a pace that dizzied even him. “One of Holly’s clients was Gustavo Moreno, wasn’t it?”


    “Gustavo Moreno was her best client,” Chrissie said.


    Yes, Bourne thought, it had to be. Another missing piece of the puzzle.


    “He spent more than any of the others. He loved to party all night long. The later it got, the louder and wilder the partying.”


    “You were a long way from Oxford, Professor.”


    She nodded. “A long way from civilization, too. But then so was Holly. She lived a double life. She said she’d had plenty of practice growing up in Morocco because her family was very strict, very religious, devout, even. A woman had few rights, a girl even fewer. Apparently her father broke away from the rest of the family—which was led by his brother, Holly’s uncle. According to Holly, they had a terrible falling-out. He took her and her mother away to Bali, a place that was the opposite of their village in the High Atlas Mountains. She told no one else about her secret life in Mexico.”


    Untrue, he thought. She told me, or I found out, somehow. Which must be how the laptop ended up in Gustavo Moreno’s hands. I must have given it to him. But why? In this puzzle, he thought, there’s always another blank to fill in, another question to answer.


    Chrissie turned to him. “I take it you knew Holly.”


    When he didn’t reply, she said, “You must be shocked by what I’ve just told you.”


    “I’m sorry you lied to me.”


    “We lied to each other.” Chrissie couldn’t keep an edge of bitterness out of her voice.


    “I have too much experience in lying.” He had a feeling that he’d asked Holly to take him to Mexico on one of her trips. Or had he coerced her into it?


    “Why did you quit?” he said.


    “You could say that I had an epiphany in the Sonoran Desert. It’s not surprising we hooked up. She and I were both running away from our former lives, from who we were. Or, rather, we had lost our way in our lives, we no longer knew who we were or who we wanted to be. We were intent on rejecting who we were expected to be.” She stared down at her reddened hands as if she didn’t recognize them. “I had thought that the life I’d left—the cloistered sanctuary of Oxford—wasn’t real. But after a time I realized that it was Holly’s life that wasn’t real.”


    The sky had lightened further. Birds called from the treetops, and a slight wind brought the smell of damp earth, of living things.


    “One night, very late, I wandered into a spare room, or that’s what I thought. And there was Holly on top of Gustavo Moreno, grinding away. I watched for a moment, as if they were two strangers acting in a porno. Then I thought, Fuck, that’s Holly. You could say that I woke up.” She shook her head. “But I don’t think Holly ever did.”


    Bourne didn’t think so, either. Sad, but true. Holly had been many things to many people, none of them the same. Those multiple identities had allowed her to burrow deeper into herself, to hide from everyone, when it was her uncle he was certain she feared most.


    At that moment Scarlett poked her head out and said, “Hey, you two, we have visitors.”


    Inside, both Ottavio Moreno and Peter Marks stood in the living room, eyeing each other warily.


    “What the hell is this?” Bourne said.


    “Here is Ottavio Moreno, the man who knifed Diego Hererra,” Marks said to Bourne. “And you’re protecting him?”


    “It’s a long story, Peter,” Bourne said. “I’ll explain it in the car on the way to—”


    Marks turned to Moreno. “You’re the brother of Gustavo Moreno, the Colombian drug lord.”


    “I am,” Ottavio Moreno said.


    “And the godson of Don Fernando Hererra, the father of the man you knifed to death.”


    When Moreno said nothing, Marks continued. “I’ve just come from Don Fernando. He’s heartsick, as you can imagine. Or maybe you can’t. In any event, he doesn’t think you murdered his son. The police, on the other hand, are certain you did.” Without waiting for a reply, he whirled on Bourne. “How the hell could you let this happen?”


    Then Ottavio Moreno made a tactical mistake. “I think you’d better calm down,” he said. He should have kept his mouth shut, but possibly he’d been stung by Marks’s words as well as his tone.


    “Don’t tell me what to do,” Marks said heatedly.


    Bourne had half a mind to let the two men come to blows, if only to relieve the built-up tension of the last couple of hours, but there was Chrissie and her family to think of, so he stepped in between the two. Gripping Marks at the elbow, he steered him out the front door, where they could talk without being overheard. Before he could say a word, though, Moreno came storming out.


    He headed straight for Marks, but before he was halfway there a shot from the trees stopped him in his tracks. Even as he staggered backward, even as the second shot took part of his skull off, Bourne had flung himself behind Moreno’s Opel. As Marks followed him, another shot cracked through the stillness of early morning.


    Marks stumbled and fell.


    



    Boris Karpov accompanied Viktor Cherkesov into the construction site on ulitsa Varvarka. They passed through a gap in the chain-link fence and descended via a ramp into the dead zone. Cherkesov kept them going until they were deep in the heart of the morass of rusting steel girders and cracked concrete blocks; evil-looking weeds sprouted everywhere like tufts of hair on a giant’s back.


    Cherkesov stopped them as they approached the bashed-in side of a derelict truck, which had been stripped of tires, electronics, and engine. It was canted over to one side like a ship on its way to the bottom of the sea. The truck was green, but someone had artistically covered it with obscene graffiti in silver spray paint.


    Cherkesov’s mouth twitched in an imitation of a smile as he turned away from contemplating the graffiti.


    “Now, Boris Illyich, please be kind enough to tell me the gist of your impromptu meeting with President Imov.”


    Karpov, seeing no other recourse, obliged him. Cherkesov did not interrupt him once, but listened thoughtfully as Karpov outlined what he had learned about Bukin and those moles under his command. When he was finished, Cherkesov nodded. He produced a Tokarev TT pistol but didn’t aim it at Karpov, at least not exactly.


    “Now, Boris Illyich, the question for me is what to do next. First, what shall I do with you? Shall I shoot you and leave you to rot here?” He seemed to spend some time contemplating this option. “Well, to be honest, that would do me no good. By going directly to Imov you have made yourself invulnerable. If you are killed or disappear Imov will initiate a full-scale investigation, which will sooner rather than later wind up at my doorstep. As you can imagine, this would inconvenience me greatly.”


    “I think it would do more than inconvenience you, Viktor Delyagovich,” Karpov said without inflection. “It would be the beginning of your end and the triumph of Nikolai Patrushev, your bitterest enemy.”


    “These days, I have bigger fish to fry than Nikolai Patrushev.” Cherkesov said this softly, contemplatively, as if he had forgotten that Karpov was there at all. Then, all at once, he snapped out of it, his eyes refocusing on the colonel. “So killing you is out, which is fortunate, Boris Illyich, because I like you. More to the point, I admire your tenacity as well as your intelligence. Which is why I won’t even bother to bribe you.” He grunted, a sort of laugh gone bad. “You might be the last honest man in Russian intelligence.” He waved the Tokarev. “So where does that leave us?”


    “Stalemate,” Karpov offered.


    “No, no, no. Stalemate is good for no one, especially you and me, especially at this moment in time. You gave Imov the evidence against Bukin, Imov gave you an assignment. We both have no choice but for you to carry it out.”


    “That would be suicide for you,” Karpov pointed out.


    “Only if I stay on as head of FSB-2,” Cherkesov said.


    Karpov shook his head. “I don’t understand.”


    Cherkesov had a miniature two-way radio to his ear. “Come down now,” he said to whoever was on the other end of the line.


    There was a smirk on his face that Karpov had never seen before. He took a step toward the colonel and, in a moment, gestured. “Look who’s coming, Boris Illyich.”


    Karpov turned and saw Melor Bukin picking his way through the rubble.


    “Now,” Cherkesov said, slapping the Tokarev into Karpov’s hand, “do your duty.”


    Karpov held the Tokarev behind his back as Melor Bukin approached them. He wondered what Cherkesov had told him, because Bukin was totally relaxed and unsuspecting. His eyes opened wide when Karpov brought out the Tokarev and aimed it at him.


    “Viktor Delyagovich, what is the meaning of this?” he said.


    Karpov shot him in the right knee, and he went down like a smokestack being demolished.


    “What are you doing?” he cried as he clutched his ruined knee. “Are you mad?”


    Karpov advanced on him. “I know about your treachery and so does President Imov. Who are the other moles inside FSB-2?”


    Bukin stared up at him wide-eyed. “What, what? Moles? I don’t know what you’re talking about.”


    Karpov calmly and deliberately blew his left kneecap to smithereens. Bukin screamed and writhed on the ground like a worm.


    “Answer me!” Karpov commanded.


    Bukin’s eyes were bloodshot. He was pale and trembling in shock and agony. “Boris Illyich, doesn’t our history mean anything? I’m your mentor, I was instrumental in bringing you into FSB-2.”


    Karpov loomed over him. “All the more reason that I be the one to clean your dirty house.”


    “But, but, but,” Bukin sputtered, “I was just following orders.” He pointed at Cherkesov. “His orders.”


    “How easily he lies,” Cherkesov said.


    “No, Boris Illyich, it’s the truth, I swear.”


    Karpov squatted by Bukin’s side. “I know how we can solve this problem.”


    “I need a fucking hospital,” Bukin moaned. “I’m bleeding to death.”


    “Tell me the names of the moles,” Karpov said. “Then I’ll take care of you.”


    Bukin’s bloodshot eyes darted between him and Cherkesov.


    “Forget him,” Karpov said. “I’m the one standing between you and bleeding out here in this cesspit.”


    Bukin swallowed heavily, then gave up the names of three men inside FSB-2.


    “Thank you,” Karpov said. He stood up and shot Bukin between the eyes.


    Then he turned to Cherkesov and said, “What’s to stop me from killing you or taking you in?”


    “You may be incorruptible, Boris Illyich, but you know which side of the bread is buttered, or will be.” Cherkesov took out a cigarette and lit up. He did not once look at his fallen lieutenant. “I can clear the way for you to become head of the FSB-2.”


    “So can President Imov.”


    “True enough.” Cherkesov nodded. “But Imov can’t guarantee that one of the other commanders won’t drop polonium into your tea or slip a stiletto between your ribs one night.”


    Karpov knew very well that Cherkesov still had the power to identify and sweep away any of his potential enemies inside FSB-2. He was the only one who could clear Karpov’s path.


    “Let me get this straight,” he said. “You’re proposing that I take your job?”


    “Yes.”


    “And what of you? Imov will want your head.”


    “Of course he will, but he’ll have to find me first.”


    “You’ll go into hiding, become a fugitive?” Karpov shook his head. “I don’t see that future for you.”


    “Neither do I, Boris Illyich. I am going to the seat of a higher power.”


    “Higher than the FSB?”


    “Higher than the Kremlin.”


    Karpov frowned. “And what would that be?”


    Cherkesov’s eyes glittered. “Tell me, Boris Illyich, have you ever heard of Severus Domna?”

  


  
    CHAPTER 22

  


  
    Marks grabbed hisleft thigh, grimacing in pain. The unseen sniper continued to pepper the area. Bourne darted out, took hold of Marks, and dragged him to safety.


    “Keep your head down, Peter.”


    “Tell that to your pal Moreno,” Marks said. “My fucking head is down.”


    “You’re welcome.” Bourne inspected the wound, determining that the bullet hadn’t severed an artery. Then he ripped a sleeve off Marks’s shirt and used it as a tourniquet, tying it around his thigh above the wound.


    “I’m not going to forget this,” Marks said.


    “No, only I do that,” Bourne said with such a sardonic edge that Marks had to laugh, albeit drily.


    Bourne edged around the front of the Opel. He breathed easily and deeply as he scanned the thick line of trees. He’d been up in one of them not so very long ago, and he used his eidetic memory, honed by his Treadstone training, to reconstruct the best possible places for a sniper to secrete himself. By the way both Ottavio Moreno and Marks fell he had a clear idea of where the shooter must be. He put himself in the sniper’s head: Where would he put himself that both had a clear view of the front door and was deeply sheltered?


    He heard Chrissie calling, and from the level of anxiety in her voice realized that she must have been shouting to him for some time. Crawling back to the other end of the Opel, he called, “I’m okay. Stay inside until I come get you.”


    Scuttling back to the taillights, he sprinted out of cover, hurling himself into the tree line. A volley of shots smacked into the Opel’s front end. From the beginning of the attack, he’d counted the shots. After the last flurry, he’d calculated that the sniper needed time to reload. A couple of seconds was all he needed to reach the protection of the trees. Now he went hunting.


    In among the pines and oaks, perpetual shadows clung to the thick jigsaw of branches. Here and there, light filtered through in tiny diamonds, winking and glittering as the wind stirred the woods. Bourne, in a semi-crouch, picked his way through the underbrush, taking care not to crunch down on twigs or pinecones. He made no sound. Every five or six paces he stopped, watching and listening as a fox or a stoat will, alert for both prey and enemies.


    He caught sight of a small flash of black-and-brown, blurred, winking out almost before it had a chance to register. He headed toward it. Briefly he considered taking to the trees, but was concerned that dislodged debris would give away his position. At some point he changed direction, veering away, circling to come upon the sniper from the side. As he continued, he repeatedly checked behind and above him for any sign of the sniper.


    The glint of metal up ahead pushed him onward at a more rapid pace. Peering out from behind the bole of an oak, he could see the right shoulder and hip of the sniper. He knelt behind a dense patch of underbrush, then scuttled around behind him. A narrow gap between two pines afforded him an excellent view of the front door and driveway. Bourne caught a glimpse of Ottavio Moreno on the ground in a pool of blood. Marks was hidden behind the flank of Moreno’s Opel. Bourne supposed the sniper was waiting for someone to move. He seemed bent on shooting to death everyone who ventured outside the house. Was he NSA, CI, or a soldier of Severus Domna? Only one way to find out.


    Bourne approached slowly and cautiously, but at the last moment the sniper must have sensed him because he drove the wooden stock of his Dragunov SVD back into Bourne’s midsection. Then he whirled, swinging the barrel of the Dragunov against Bourne’s shoulder. He was a slim, flat-faced man with small black eyes and a pushed-in nose.


    He battered Bourne to his knees and then, with another blow of the Dragunov, onto his back. He pressed the rifle’s muzzle against Bourne’s heart.


    “Don’t move, don’t say a word,” he said. “Just hand over the ring.”


    “What ring?”


    The sniper swung the muzzle of the Dragunov into Bourne’s jaw, drawing blood. But at the same instant Bourne smashed the sole of his shoe into the man’s knee. It bent inward, the bones cracked, and the sniper gasped. Bourne was rolling away even as the sniper squeezed off a shot. The bullet plowed into the ground where Bourne had been lying, splitting an old, rotting board full of long carpenter’s nails.


    From one knee, the sniper began to wield the Dragunov like a club, swinging it back and forth to keep Bourne at bay while he caught his breath. Finally, with a concerted effort, he staggered to his feet. That was when Bourne lowered his shoulder and drove it into him. They went down. At once, the sniper tried to maneuver Bourne onto the nails sticking wickedly out of the board. Bourne twisted away, and now the two of them struggled for possession of the Dragunov. Until Bourne lifted an elbow, jamming it into the sniper’s Adam’s apple. He began to choke and Bourne drove a fist into the side of his head. The sniper’s body went limp.


    Bourne checked his hands but found no ring. Then he went through his pockets. His name was Farid Lever, according to his French passport, but that told Bourne nothing. The passport could be real or a fake, he had no time to scrutinize it. Lever, or whoever the hell he was, had on him five thousand British pounds, two thousand euros, and a set of car keys.


    Emptying the Dragunov’s magazine, he flung the rifle into the woods then slapped the sniper back into consciousness.


    “Who are you?” Bourne said. “Who do you work for?”


    The black eyes looked up at him impassively. Reaching down, Bourne squeezed the sniper’s ruined knee. His eyes opened wide and he gasped, but not another sound came out of his mouth. It soon would, Bourne vowed. This was a man who had shot two people, one of them dead. Prying open the sniper’s mouth, he shoved his fist in. The man gagged, arching up. He tried to twist away, to move his head from side to side, but Bourne kept a firm grip on him. As his hands came up, Bourne slapped them down and pressed harder, pushing his fist in deeper.


    The sniper’s eyes began to water, he coughed and gagged again. Then his gorge rose up uncontrollably and he tried to vomit, but there was nowhere for it to go. He began to asphyxiate. Terror flooded his face, and he nodded as vigorously as he was able.


    The moment Bourne extracted his fist, the sniper rolled over on his side and vomited, his eyes tearing, his nose running. His body shook all over. Bourne took him by the shoulders and turned him onto his back. His face was a mess; he looked like a kid who’d gotten the worst of a street fight.


    “Now,” Bourne said. “Who are you and who do you work for?”


    “Fa… Fa… Farid Lever.” Understandably, he was having trouble speaking.


    Bourne held up the French passport. “One more lie and this gets stuffed down your throat, and I promise you I won’t pull it out.”


    The sniper swallowed, wincing at the sour taste in his mouth. “Farid Kazmi. I belong to Jalal Essai.”


    Bourne took a shot in the dimness. “Severus Domna?”


    “He was.” Kazmi had to stop either to regain his breath or to get more saliva in his mouth. “I need water. Do you have any water?”


    “Those two men you shot needed water, too. One of them is dead, the other isn’t, but neither is getting any,” Bourne said. “Continue. Jalal Essai…”


    “Jalal was a member of Severus Domna. He has broken away from them.”


    “That’s a very dangerous course. He must have a damn good reason.”


    “The ring.”


    “Why?”


    Kazmi’s tongue came out, trying to moisten his dry lips. “It belongs to him. For years he thought it was lost, but now he knows that his brother stole it from him years ago. You have it.”


    So Jalal Essai is Holly’s dreaded uncle, Bourne thought. The puzzle was at last taking shape. Holly the hedonist on one side, and her uncle Jalal the religious extremist on the other. What if Holly’s father had left Morocco to protect her from his brother, who would surely have clamped down on Holly’s natural tendencies, stifled her, killed her, in a manner of speaking? And then, after his death, who had stood between Holly and her uncle? But in a blinding flash of memory he knew: It was him. Holly had somehow recruited him to protect her from Jalal Essai. He had done that, but the curious relationship among Holly, Tracy, Perlis, and Diego Hererra—a relationship she had failed to tell him about—had undone her. Perlis had found out about the ring from her and had killed her to get it.


    “I was to get the ring at all costs,” Kazmi said, bringing Bourne back into the present.


    “No matter how many lives it took.”


    Kazmi nodded, wincing with pain. “No matter how many.” Something lurked in those black eyes. “Jalal will get it, too.”


    “What makes you say that?”


    A look of serenity bloomed on Kazmi’s face and Bourne lunged for his mouth. But it was too late. His molars had ground open a fake tooth, and the cyanide inside was already shutting down his systems.


    Bourne sat back on his haunches. When Kazmi had breathed his last, he rose and headed back toward the house.


    Peter Marks lay on the ground, keeping as still as possible. Moving only caused a further loss of blood. Though well trained, he had never before been wounded in the field, or anywhere else, had never even experienced an accident like falling off a ladder or missing a stair tread. He lay as if dead, hearing his breath sawing in and out of his mouth, feeling the blood pulsing in his leg as if it had developed a second heart, but a heart that was malevolent, black as night, a heart that was close to death, or in whose chambers death had inveigled itself like a thief.


    Marks felt his life was about to be stolen from him prematurely, as it had been from his sister. How close he felt to her at this moment, as if at the last instant he had snatched her from the doomed plane, holding her close while they soared through the clouds. This abrupt awareness of the tenuousness of his own life did not frighten him so much as change his perspective. He lay, helpless and bleeding, and watched an ant struggle with a freshly fallen leaf, a new leaf, a luminous green, until moments ago bursting with life. The leaf was clearly too big for the ant, but the insect was undeterred, tugging and pulling, dragging the recalcitrant leaf over pebbles and roots, the huge impediments of its world. Marks loved that ant. It refused to give up no matter how difficult its life had become. It persevered. It abided. This, too, Marks resolved to do. He resolved to look out for himself and for the people he cared about—Soraya, for instance—in a way that he could not have imagined, let alone foreseen, before he had been shot.


    And so he lay for some time, hearing nothing but the occasional soughing of the wind through the woods. Which was why, when he heard Chrissie’s voice calling, he said, “This is Peter Marks. I’ve been hit in the leg. Moreno’s dead, and Adam went after the sniper.”


    “I’m coming out to get you.”


    “Stay where you are,” he shouted back. Dragging himself forward, he struggled to sit with his back against the Opel. “The area isn’t secure.”


    But a moment later she appeared at his side, crouched down behind the safety of the car’s bullet-ridden flank.


    “Stupid move,” he said.


    “You’re welcome.”


    It was the second time someone had said that to him today and he didn’t like it. In fact, he didn’t like much of anything in his life at the moment, and he became momentarily disoriented, wondering how in the world he had allowed himself to get into this sorry state. He loved no one and so far as he knew no one loved him, not currently, anyway. He supposed his parents had loved him in their gruff overriding way, and surely his sister had. But who else? His latest girlfriend had lasted six months, just about par for the course, before she got fed up with his long hours and inattention, and walked out. Friends? A few. But like Soraya, he used them or they used him. He felt suddenly sick to his stomach and shuddered.


    “You’re going into shock,” Chrissie said, understanding him better than he could imagine. “We’d better get you into the house and warmed up.”


    She helped him to stand, balanced on his good leg. He put his arm around her, and she helped him toward the house. He moved shakily and, stumbling over a rock or a root, almost sent them both tumbling over.


    Christ on a crutch, he thought wildly, I’m full of self-pity today, and was even more thoroughly disgusted with himself than he had been a moment ago.


    Her father, who had emerged from the house, rushed to Marks’s other side and helped her with her burden. The old man kicked the door shut when they were inside.


    



    Bourne came upon the woman almost without warning. She was half buried in crisp, dead leaves. Her face was turned away from him, eyes closed. Her long hair was streaked with blood, but from the way she lay, it was impossible to tell whether she was dead or alive. A neighbor out walking, it had been her bad luck to stumble upon Kazmi. Beneath the fall of leaves, he could make out bits and pieces of her red-and-black-checked flannel shirt, jeans, and hiking boots. Leaves appeared to have been kicked over her with considerable haste.


    He needed to return to Peter Marks and to the people in the house, but he couldn’t bypass the woman until he found out whether she was alive and, if so, how badly she was injured. Creeping closer, he put a hand out to find the pulse in her carotid artery.


    Her eyes snapped open, her hand rose up, clutching a hunting knife by its handle. The point stabbed out toward his chest and, as he moved, sliced through his shirt and across the skin covering his breastbone. She sat up, coming after him. Leaves fell away from her like freshly turned earth from an animated corpse. Bourne grasped her wrist, redirecting the knife away from him, but she had a second knife in her other hand. Struggling with her, he saw it very late, and took the point on the bone of his shoulder.


    She was well trained and surprisingly strong. She scissored her legs, catching his right ankle, taking him off balance. He fell backward and she was on him. He had control of one wrist, but the knife blade scythed in to slit his throat. Using the carpenter’s nail like a push dagger, he slapped his hand against the side of her neck, puncturing her carotid artery.


    A fountain of blood arced out, pulsing with each slackening beat of her heart. The woman toppled over into the leaves that had covered her. She looked up at him with Kazmi’s enigmatic smile, that smile that made him believe that Jalal Essai wasn’t finished with him, that had put him on alert, that had caused him to keep the carpenter’s nail hidden in his left hand. Were Kazmi and the woman working together? Had she been his backup? It seemed so to him, a diabolical scheme that made of Jalal Essai a formidable enemy with whom he had a difficult and shadowed past, a man who doubtless nursed a blood grudge against him.


    



    As Chrissie and her father sat Marks down in a chair, they heard rifle shots. Chrissie gave a little gasp and ran to the door, pulling it open against her father’s shouted warning. Still in the shadows of the doorway, she peered out past the driveway and the Opel to the woods beyond, but she could see nothing, even though she strained with every ounce of her strength to penetrate the foliage, to spot a sign that Bourne was still alive. What if he was wounded and needed help?


    She had already made up her mind to go after him, as she imagined Tracy would have done in the same circumstances, when she saw him emerging through the branches. Before she could take a step, someone flashed past her, down the steps.


    “Scarlett!”


    Scarlett raced down the driveway, skirted the dead man, passing around the trunk of the car, and flung herself into Bourne’s arms.


    “This is real blood, your blood,” she said a bit out of breath, “but I can help you.”


    Bourne was about to brush her gently away, but her obvious concern changed his mind. She genuinely wanted to help, and he couldn’t take that away from her. He knelt down beside her so that she could check his cuts and bruises.


    “I’ll get bandages from Granddad’s kit.” But she made no move to leave him, digging in the dirt with her fingers as children will when they’re embarrassed or at a loss for words. Then she put her face up to his. “Are you all right?”


    He smiled. “Imagine tripping over a rock.”


    “Just scratches and bruises?”


    “That’s all.”


    “That’s good then. I—” She held something up for him to see. “I found this just now. Does it belong to Mr. Marks? This is where he was lying.”


    Bourne took it and rubbed the dirt off. It was a Severus Domna ring. Where had it come from?


    “I’ll ask Mr. Marks when we get inside.” He pocketed the ring.


    At that moment Chrissie came up, out of breath not only from the all-out sprint but also from the terror of having her daughter exposed to more danger.


    “Scarlett,” she said.


    Bourne saw that she was prepared to scold her daughter until she glimpsed her examining Bourne’s superficial wounds with absolute concentration and she, like Bourne, shut her mouth to allow this mini-drama to play out.


    “If you let me put bandages on your cuts,” Scarlett said, “you’ll be fine.”


    “Then let’s go inside, Dr. Lincoln.”


    Scarlett giggled. Bourne stood up, and the three of them returned in silence to the house, where Bourne went directly to where they had sat Marks. Chrissie’s father was tending him with materials from an astonishingly well-stocked first-aid kit. Marks’s eyes were closed, his head back. Bourne guessed the professor had administered a sedative.


    “The first-aid kit’s from the trunk of Dad’s car,” Chrissie said as Scarlett rummaged around for bandages and Mercurochrome. “He’s been a hunter all his life.”


    Bourne sat cross-legged on the rug while Scarlett ministered to him.


    “The wound’s a clean one,” Professor Atherton said of his own patient. “Bullet went clear through, so the chance of infection is low, especially now that I’ve cleaned it out.” He took the Mercurochrome from Scarlett, applied it to two squares of sterile gauze, placed the gauze over the entrance and exit wounds, then expertly wrapped the whole in surgical tape. “Seen much worse in my day,” he said. “The only problem now is to make sure he rests and gets some fluids in him as soon as possible. He’s lost a lot of blood, though not nearly as much as if he didn’t have the tourniquet on.”


    Finished, he looked up from his patient to see Bourne. “You sure look like crap, whatever-the-hell-your-name-is.”


    “Professor, I need to ask you a question.”


    The old man snorted. “Is that all you do, son, ask questions?” He put a hand on the arm of Marks’s chair and levered himself up to a standing position. “Well, you can ask me anything you like, doesn’t mean I’ll answer you.”


    Bourne stood as well. “Did Tracy have a brother?”


    “What?”


    Chrissie frowned. “Adam, I already told you that Tracy was my only—”


    Bourne held up his hand. “I’m not asking your father whether you and your sister had a brother. I’m asking if Tracy had a brother.”


    A malevolent expression gathered on Professor Atherton’s face. “Bugger’n’blast, son, in days gone by I’d’ve boxed your ears for saying something so bloody-minded.”


    “You didn’t answer the question. Did Tracy have a brother?”


    The professor’s expression darkened further. “You mean a half brother.”


    Chrissie took a step toward the two men, who were now faced off like street fighters about to settle a grudge. “Adam, why are you—?”


    “Don’t get all gutted up over nothing.” Her father waved away her protest. And then to Bourne: “You’re asking me if I had sexual relations with another woman and something came of it?”


    “That’s right.”


    “Never did,” Professor Atherton said. “I loved the girls’ mother and I’ve been faithful to her for longer than I care to remember.” He shook his head. “I think you’ve made rather a hash of this.”


    Bourne was unfazed. “Tracy worked for a dangerous man. I had to ask myself why because it seemed doubtful that she would work for him willingly. Then Chrissie provided a partial answer. Tracy told this man she had a brother who was in trouble.”


    At once Professor Atherton’s demeanor altered radically. All color drained out of his face; he might have fallen if Chrissie hadn’t stepped to his side to support him. With some difficulty she got him to sit down in the chair opposite Marks.


    “Dad?” She knelt beside him, his clammy hand in hers. “What is this? Is there a brother I don’t know about?”


    The old man kept shaking his head. “I had no idea she knew,” he mumbled as if to himself. “How the bloody hell did she find out?”


    “So it’s true.” Chrissie shot Bourne a glance, then redirected her attention to her father. “Why didn’t you and Mum tell us?”


    Professor Atherton sighed deeply, then passed a hand across his sweating brow. He looked at his daughter blankly, as if he didn’t recognize her, or he was expecting to see someone else.


    “I don’t want to talk about it.”


    “But you must.” She seemed to rise up, stiffening her spine, and she leaned in toward him as if to lend her words more weight. “You have no choice now, Dad. You have to tell me about him.”


    Her father remained silent, impassive now, as if free of a fever that had gripped him.


    “What’s his name?” she implored. “Can’t you tell me that much?”


    Her father’s eyes would not meet hers. “He had no name.”


    Chrissie sat back, as if he had slapped her across the face. “I don’t understand.”


    “And why would you?” Professor Atherton said. “Your brother was born dead.”

  


  
    CHAPTER 23

  


  
    Jalal Essai wasa marked man and he knew it. As he sat on a bridge chair he’d opened up in his darkened bedroom, he considered these factors: Breaking with Severus Domna had not been an easy decision—or rather, while the decision had been easy, the actual implementation had been difficult. But then it was always difficult, Essai thought, deliberately putting oneself in harm’s way. He had not acted on his decision until he had worked out the methods of implementation, drawing up a list in his mind of all the possible paths he could take, then eliminating them one by one until he reached the one with the fewest objections, the most acceptable level of risk, and the best odds of success. This methodical approach was how he arrived at every decision: The process was the most logical. Also, it had the added benefit of calming his mind, not unlike his prayers to Allah, or contemplating a Zen koan. The empty mind fills itself with possibilities unavailable to others.


    So he sat, absolutely still, within the darkness of his apartment, the blackness of his bedroom where all the blinds were drawn against nighttime’s streetlights and the passing headlights of the occasional car or truck. Night, and the threat of night. Night was to him what a cup of espresso was to others, a calm and satisfying state of reflection. He could navigate his way through darkness, even nightmares, because Allah had blessed with the light of the true believer.


    It was 3 AM. He knew what was coming, which was why he had chosen not to run. A runner makes an excellent target as he leaves his own territory. He stumbles—and he dies. Essai did not intend to stumble. Instead he had prepared his bedroom for the inevitable, and he was willing—content even—to remain in place until the enemy showed his face.


    He heard the sound first. A tiny scratching, as if of mice, from the living room, in the direction of the front door. The sound very quickly ceased, but he knew the enemy must have picked the lock on his door, because someone was in the apartment. Still, he did not move. There was no reason to move. He cast his gaze on the bed, where a lump under the covers revealed to his enemy’s eyes the presence of a sleeping body.


    The quality of the darkness changed, deepening, becoming thicker, dense with the pulse of another human being. Essai’s focus narrowed even more. His enemy, now in the kill zone, bent over the bed.


    Essai felt the motion as a stirring of the air as his enemy drew out a dagger and plunged it into the figure sleeping in the bed. At once the plastic skin punctured, spraying the would-be killer with a geyser of battery acid with which Essai had filled the inflatable sex toy.


    His enemy reacted in predictable fashion by falling backward, limbs pinwheeling. On the floor he tried and failed to wipe the acid off his face, neck, and chest. This action only served to smear the acid over more of his face, neck, and chest. He gasped, but because the acid was eating his lips and tongue he could not get out any words or even a scream. A nightmare scenario for him, Essai thought, as he rose from the chair at last.


    Kneeling over the enemy—the man Severus Domna had sent to kill him for his disloyalty—he smiled the smile of the just, the righteous in Allah’s beneficent eyes, and putting a forefinger against his lips he whispered, “Shhhhh,” so low that only he and his enemy could hear.


    Then he took up the assassin’s dagger and picked his way to the doorway into the hall. Pressing himself against the wall, he waited, emptying his mind of expectation. Into this divine emptiness came the most probable route the second man would take. He knew there was a second man, just as he knew his assassin would not use a pistol to kill him, because these were the two major methods of operation Severus Domna employed: stealth and backup. Methods he himself had used in going after Jason Bourne and the ring.


    A diagonal shadow falling across the width of the hall bore out his thesis. Now he knew where the second assassin was, or rather had been, because he was on the move. His compatriot had had enough time to effect the kill, and now he was closing the gap between them to determine if anything was amiss.


    Something certainly was amiss, a fact confirmed to him as the dagger, thrown with great accuracy by Essai, penetrated his chest between two ribs and pierced his heart. He fell heavily, like a wildebeest taken down by a lion. Essai approached him, knelt, and determined there was no pulse, no life left. Then he returned to his bedroom, where the first assassin was writhing on the floor with ever-more-uncoordinated movements.


    Snapping on a lamp, he studied the man’s face. He did not recognize him, but then he didn’t expect to. Severus Domna would not have sent anyone he could identify on sight. Squatting down beside the man, he said, “My friend, I pity you. I pity you because I have chosen not to end your life and therefore your suffering. Instead, I will leave you as you are.”


    Pulling out a cell phone burner, he dialed a local number.


    “Yes?” Benjamin El-Arian said.


    “Delivery for you to pick up,” Essai said.


    “You must be mistaken. I didn’t order anything.”


    Essai put the cell to the assassin’s mouth, and he made sounds like a cow in distress.


    “Who is this?”


    Something had changed in El-Arian’s voice, a febrile element that Essai, the cell to his ear again, was able to catch.


    “I estimate you have thirty minutes before your assassin dies. His life is in your hands.”


    Essai closed the cell and, standing, ground it to bits beneath his heel.


    Then he addressed the assassin for the last time: “You will tell Benjamin El-Arian what happened here, and then he will deal with you as he sees fit. Tell him that the same fate awaits anyone he sends after me. That’s all you need to do now. His time—and yours—is over.”


    



    Moira, standing on the starboard side of the yacht, watched the exchange of infrared signals through the night glasses the captain had handed her moments before. She could see the cigarette boat lying to as the yacht came up on it. Moving her field of vision slightly, she saw two figures in the cigarette besides the signaler. A man and a woman. The man was almost certainly Arkadin, but who was the woman and why would he have someone else on board? Berengária had told her Arkadin came out to meet her boats with just a mate, an old Mexican named El Heraldo.


    The captain continued to keep the yacht’s engines idling as it slid through the black waves on its own momentum. Now Moira could make out Arkadin’s face, and beside him was—Soraya Moore!


    She almost dropped the night glasses overboard. What the hell? she thought. For every plan there was a wrench that could jam up the works. Here was hers.


    The quiet lapping of the water was all she heard as the cigarette came up alongside the yacht. A crewman tossed down a rope ladder; another manned the winch. Meanwhile two other crewmen were busy hauling up the cargo from belowdecks. Berengária had explained the routine in detail. A crate was loaded into the net to be winched down to the cigarette so Arkadin could inspect the contents.


    As this was happening, Moira leaned over the rail, peering down at the people in the cigarette. Soraya saw her first, her mouth forming an O of silent surprise.


    What the hell? she mouthed up to Moira, who had to laugh. They’d both had the same reaction on seeing each other.


    Then Arkadin caught sight of her. Frowning, he climbed the ladder. The moment he swung aboard the yacht he drew out a Glock 9mm and aimed it at her midsection.


    “Who the hell are you?” he said. “And what are you doing on board my boat?”


    “It’s not your boat, it belongs to Berengária,” Moira said in Spanish.


    Arkadin’s eyes narrowed. “And do you belong to Berengária also?”


    “I belong to no one,” Moira said, “but I am looking out for Berengária’s interests.” She had thought about the possible answers to his questions during the entire trip up the coast of Mexico. What it boiled down to was this: Arkadin was a man first, a homicidal criminal second.


    “Just like a woman to send a woman,” Arkadin said, as disdainful as Roberto Corellos.


    “Berengária is convinced you no longer trust her.”


    “This is true.”


    “Perhaps she no longer trusts you.”


    Arkadin gave her a dark look but said nothing.


    “This is a poor state of affairs,” Moira acknowledged. “And no way to run a business.”


    “And how does the woman who does not own you suggest we proceed?”


    “For a start, you might lower the Glock,” Moira observed.


    By this time Soraya had made her way up the ladder and now appeared, swinging her legs over the yacht’s brass railing. She seemed to size up the situation immediately, looking from Moira to Arkadin and back again.


    “Fuck you,” Arkadin said. “And fuck Berengária for sending you.”


    “If she had sent a man, the chances are good the two of you would have killed each other.”


    “I would have killed him, certainly,” Arkadin said.


    “So sending a man would not have been the smart thing to do.”


    Arkadin snorted. “Fuck, we’re not in the kitchen.” He shook his head in disbelief. “You’re not even armed.”


    “Therefore, you won’t shoot me,” Moira said. “Therefore, you will be willing to listen when I talk, when I negotiate, when I propose a way to go forward without suspicion on either side.”


    Arkadin watched her as a hawk watches a sparrow. Perhaps he no longer considered her a threat, or possibly what she said had gotten through to him. In any event, he lowered the Glock and tucked it away at the small of his back.


    Moira looked pointedly at Soraya. “But I won’t talk or negotiate or propose anything with someone unfamiliar. Berengária told me about you and your boatman, El Heraldo, but now I see this woman here. I don’t like surprises.”


    “That makes two of us.” Arkadin jerked his head in Soraya’s direction. “A new partner, on probation. She doesn’t work out, I put a hole in the back of her head.”


    “Just like that.”


    Arkadin walked to where Soraya stood and, cocking his thumb and forefinger as if they were a gun, he pressed its muzzle to the base of her skull. “Boom!” Then he turned and, smiling in the most charming manner, said, “So speak your mind.”


    “There are too many partners,” Moira said bluntly.


    This gave Arkadin pause. “For myself,” he said at length, “I don’t care for partners in the least.” He shrugged. “Unfortunately, they’re a part of doing business. But if Berengária wants out…”


    “We were thinking more of Corellos.”


    “She’s his lover.”


    “This is business,” Moira said. “What she did with Corellos was to keep the peace between them.” Now she shrugged. “What better weapon does she have?”


    Arkadin seemed to look at her in a new light. “Corellos is very powerful.”


    “Corellos is in prison.”


    “I doubt for much longer.”


    “Which is why,” Moira said, “we hit him now.”


    “Hit him?”


    “Kill, terminate, murder, call it what you like.”


    Arkadin paused a moment, then burst out laughing. “Where in the world did Berengária find you?”


    Moira, glancing at Soraya, took a not-so-wild guess, thinking: Pretty much the same place you found your new partner.


    



    Why would she do that?” Professor Atherton had his head in his hands. “Why would Tracy tell anyone that she had a brother?”


    “Especially when that put her in Arkadin’s debt,” Chrissie added.


    “She did more than mention her brother,” Bourne said. “She concocted an elaborate lie about him being alive and in debt over his head. It’s as if she wanted Arkadin to have something on her.”


    Chrissie shook her head. “But that doesn’t make sense.”


    It did, Bourne thought, if she had been sent to get close to Arkadin. To report on his deals and his whereabouts, for example. He was not, however, about to speculate with these people.


    “That question can wait,” he said. “After the shots in the woods, we need to get out of here.” He turned to Professor Atherton. “I can carry Marks, can you maneuver on your own?”


    The old man nodded curtly.


    Chrissie gestured. “I’ll help you, Dad.”


    “See to your daughter,” he said gruffly. “I can take care of myself.”


    Chrissie packed up the first-aid kit. She carried it out the front door, holding Scarlett’s hand. Bourne picked Marks up, sliding him up onto his shoulder.


    “Let’s go,” he said, herding the professor outside.


    Chrissie took him around to his car, which was parked out back. Bourne packed Marks into the rental, which was miraculously unscathed. Chrissie pulled her father’s car around, and Scarlett clambered in.


    Bourne approached her.


    “What happens now?” she asked.


    “You go back to your life.”


    “My life.” Her laugh was uneasy. “My life—and my family’s life—will never be the same.”


    “Maybe that’s a good thing.”


    She nodded.


    “In any case, I’m sorry.”


    “Don’t be.” She smiled wanly. “For a moment, I was Tracy, and now I know that I never wanted to be like her, I just thought I did.” She put a hand on his arm, briefly. “It was good she met you. You made her happy.”


    “For a night or two.”


    “More than many get in a lifetime.” Her hand dropped away. “Trace chose her life, it didn’t choose her.”


    Bourne nodded. Turning away, he peered into her car. When he tapped on the glass, Scarlett opened the window. He placed something in her hand and closed her fingers around it.


    “This is just between us,” Bourne said. “Don’t look at it until you’re home and alone.”


    She nodded solemnly.


    “Let’s go,” Chrissie said, not looking at Bourne.


    Scarlett raised her window. She said something Bourne couldn’t hear. He put his hand flat against the window. On the other side, Scarlett pressed her hand over his.


    



    Marks had left the key in the ignition and now Bourne started it up.


    A combination of the noise and vibration as Bourne came out of the driveway and turned onto the road woke Marks from his stupor.


    “Where the hell am I?” he mumbled thickly.


    “On your way to London.”


    Marks nodded in the manner of a drunk who is struggling to reacquaint himself with how the world works. “Fuck, my leg hurts.”


    “You were shot, you lost some blood, but you’ll be fine.”


    “Right.” Then something in his face changed and a shudder passed through him as if the memories of recent events had resurfaced. He turned to Bourne. “Listen, I’m sorry. I’ve acted like a shit.”


    Bourne said nothing as he continued to drive.


    “I was sent out to find you.”


    “I figured that out.”


    Marks rubbed his eyes with his knuckles in an effort to clear his head of the last cobwebs. “I work for Treadstone now.”


    Bourne pulled the car over to the side of the road. “Since when has Treadstone re-formed?”


    “Since Willard found a backer.”


    “And who might that be?”


    “Oliver Liss.”


    Bourne had to laugh. “Poor Willard. Out of the frying pan.”


    “That’s it exactly.” Marks’s tone was mournful. “The whole thing’s a total fuckup.”


    “And you’re part of the fuckup.”


    Marks sighed. “Actually, I’m hoping to be part of the solution.”


    “Really? And how would that work?”


    “Liss wants something you have—a ring.”


    Everyone wants the Dominion ring, Bourne thought, but he remained silent.


    “I was supposed to get it from you.”


    “I’d be curious to know how you were going to do that.”


    “To be honest, I don’t have a clue,” Marks said, “and I’m no longer interested in that.”


    Bourne was silent.


    Marks nodded. “You have a right to be skeptical. But I’m telling you the truth. Willard called just before I arrived at the house. He told me the mission had changed, that I was now to get you to Tineghir.”


    “In southeast Morocco.”


    “Ouarzazate, to be precise. Apparently, Arkadin is being brought there, too.”


    Bourne was silent for so long Marks felt compelled to say, “What are you thinking?”


    “That Oliver Liss is no longer calling the shots at Treadstone.”


    “What makes you say that?”


    “Liss would no more order you to get me to Ouarzazate than he would open a vein.” He looked at Marks. “No, Peter, something’s changed radically.”


    “I felt that myself, but what?” Marks took out his PDA and went on a number of government news sites. “Jesus,” he said at last, “Liss was taken into custody by the Department of Justice pending an investigation into his role in illegal Black River dealings.” He looked up. “But he was cleared of those charges weeks ago.”


    “I told you something’s radically changed,” Bourne said. “Willard is taking orders from another source.”


    “It has to be someone very high up the food chain to get the investigation reopened.”


    Bourne nodded. “And now you’re as much in the dark as I am. It looks like your boss sold you down the river without even a second’s thought.”


    “Frankly, this comes as no surprise.” Marks rubbed his leg. His pain-filled exhale was a whistle of protest.


    “There’s a doctor in London who’ll be discreet about the gunshot wound.” Bourne put the car in gear and, checking for traffic, pulled out onto the road. “Just so you know, Diego led me into a trap. There were enemies waiting for me at the club.”


    “Did Moreno have to kill him?”


    “We’ll never know now,” Bourne said. “But Ottavio saved my life back there. He didn’t deserve to be shot down like a dog.”


    “Which brings me to who the hell was firing at us.”


    Bourne told him about Severus Domna and Jalal Essai without going into detail about Holly.


    “I was attacked in London. I pulled an odd gold ring off the forefinger of my assailant’s right hand.” He fished around in his pockets. “Shit, I seem to have lost it.”


    “Scarlett found it. I gave it to her as a souvenir,” Bourne said. “Every member of Severus Domna carries one.”


    “So this is all about an old Treadstone mission.” Marks seemed to consider the implications for a moment. “Do you know why Alex Conklin wanted the laptop?”


    “No idea,” Bourne said, though he thought he did know now. Was there anyone besides Soraya and Moira he could trust? Though he knew Soraya and Peter were good friends he still didn’t know whether he could trust Marks.


    Marks shifted uncomfortably. “There’s something I need to tell you. I’m afraid I roped Soraya into joining Treadstone.”


    Bourne knew that Typhon could not run successfully without her, so he assumed that Danziger was systematically dismantling the old CI and remaking it in the image of Bud Halliday’s beloved NSA. Not that it was any of his concern. He hated and distrusted all espionage agencies. But he knew the good work that Typhon had accomplished under its original director, and later under Soraya. “What is Willard having her do?”


    “You won’t like this.”


    “Don’t let that stop you.”


    “Her mission is to get close to Leonid Arkadin and the laptop.”


    “The same laptop that Conklin had me steal from Jalal Essai?”


    “That’s right.”


    Bourne wanted to laugh, but then Marks would ask questions he wasn’t prepared to answer. Instead he said, “Was it your idea for Soraya to get close to Arkadin?”


    “No, it was Willard’s.”


    “Took him some time to come up with it?”


    “He told me about it the day after I recruited her.”


    “So chances are he had the assignment in mind for her when he asked you to recruit her.”


    Marks shrugged, as if he couldn’t see how it mattered.


    But it mattered very much to Bourne, who saw in Willard’s thinking a pattern. All the air went out of him. What if Soraya wasn’t the first female Treadstone had recruited to keep an eye on its first graduate? What if Tracy had been working for Treadstone? Everything fit. The only reason Tracy would lie, deliberately putting herself in Arkadin’s power, was so that he would hire her and keep her close, allowing her to pass on intel about both his whereabouts and his business ventures. A brilliant plan, which had worked until Tracy had been killed in Khartoum. Then Arkadin had vanished again. Willard needed a way to regain contact, so he had resorted to a tried-and-true Treadstone tactic. Arkadin used women like dish towels. They would be the last people he would suspect of keeping tabs on him.


    “Soraya found him, I take it.”


    “She’s with him now in Sonora and knows what to do,” Marks said. “Do you think she can get him to Tineghir?”


    “No,” Bourne said. “But I can.”


    “How?”


    Bourne smiled, remembering the entry in Noah Perlis’s notebook. “I’ll need to text her the information. She’ll know what to do with it.”


    They were in the outskirts of London now. Bourne got off the motorway at the next exit and pulled over in a side street. Marks handed him his PDA and recited Soraya’s number. Bourne punched it in, then pressed the SMS button, composed the text, and sent it.


    After returning Marks’s PDA, he resumed driving. “I don’t know how it’s happened,” he said, “but Severus Domna is running Willard and Treadstone.”


    “What makes you say that?”


    “Jalal Essai is Amazigh. He comes from the High Atlas Mountains.”


    “Ouarzazate.”


    “So is Willard taking orders from Essai or Severus Domna?”


    “For the moment it doesn’t matter,” Bourne said, “but my money’s on Severus Domna. I doubt Essai has the clout to get Justice to take Liss into custody.”


    “Because Essai has broken away from Severus Domna, right?”


    Bourne nodded. “Which makes the situation that much more interesting.” He made a left turn, then a right. They were now on a street of neat, white Georgian row houses. A Skye terrier, industriously sniffing at steps, led his master along the pavement. The doctor was three houses down. “It’s not often my enemies are at each other’s throats.”


    “I take it you’re going to Tineghir, despite the danger. That couldn’t have been an easy decision.”


    “You have your own tough decision to make,” Bourne said. “If you want to stay in this business, Peter, you’ll have to return to DC to take care of Willard. Otherwise, one way or another, he’ll wind up destroying you and Soraya.”

  


  
    CHAPTER 24

  


  
    Frederick Willard knew about the White Knights Lounge. He’d known about it for some time, ever since he had started compiling his own private dossier on Secretary of Defense Halliday. Bud Halliday possessed the kind of arrogance that all too often brings men of his lofty status down into the dust with the rest of the peons who painfully labor over their lives. These men—like Halliday—have become so inured to their power, they believe themselves above the law.


    Willard had witnessed Bud Halliday’s meetings with the Middle Eastern gentleman whom Willard had subsequently identified as Jalal Essai. This was information he’d had when he met with Benjamin El-Arian. He didn’t know whether El-Arian was aware of the liaison, but in any event he wasn’t about to tell him. Some information was meant to be shared only with the right person.


    And that person appeared now, right on time, flanked by his bodyguards like a Roman emperor.


    M. Errol Danziger came over to where Willard sat and slid into the ancient banquette. Its stained and ripped Naugahyde skin spoke of decades’ worth of benders.


    “This is a real shithole,” Danziger said. He looked like he wished he’d worn a full-body condom. “You’ve slid down in the world since you left us.”


    They were sitting in an anonymously named rheumatic bar-and-grill off one of the expressways that linked Washington with Virginia. Only pub-crawlers of a certain age and liver toxicity found it inviting; everyone else ignored it as the eyesore it was. The place stank of sour beer and months-old frying oil. It was impossible to say what colors its walls were painted. An old nondigital juke played Willie Nelson and John Mellencamp, but no one was dancing or, by the looks of them, listening. Someone at the end of the bar groaned.


    Willard rubbed his hands together. “What can I get you?”


    “Out of here,” Danziger said, trying not to breathe too deeply. “The sooner the better.”


    “No one we know or who’d recognize us would come within a country mile of this cesspit,” Willard said. “Can you think of a better place for us to meet?”


    Danziger made a disagreeable face. “Get on with it, man.”


    “You’ve got a problem,” Willard said without further preamble.


    “I’ve got a lot of problems, but they’re none of your business.”


    “Don’t be so hasty.”


    “Listen, you’re out of CI, which means you’re nobody. I agreed to this meet out of—I don’t know what—acknowledgment of your past services. But now I see it was a waste of time.”


    Willard, unruffled, would not be taken off topic. “This particular problem concerns your boss.”


    Danziger sat back as if trying to get as far away from Willard as the banquette would allow.


    Willard spread his hands. “Care to listen? If not, you’re free to leave.”


    “Go ahead.”


    “Bud Halliday has, shall we say, an off-the-reservation relationship with a man named Jalal Essai.”


    Danziger bristled. “Are you trying to blackmail—?”


    “Relax. Their relationship is strictly business.”


    “What’s that to me?”


    “Everything,” Willard said. “Essai is poison for him, and for you. He’s a member of a group known as Severus Domna.”


    “Never heard of it.”


    “Very few people have. But it was someone in Severus Domna who got Justice to take another look at Oliver Liss and incarcerate him while it’s investigating.”


    A drunk began to wail, trying to duet with Connie Francis. One of Danziger’s gorillas went over to him and shut him up.


    Danziger frowned. “Are you saying the US government takes orders from—what?—can I assume from this one name that Severus Domna is a Muslim organization?”


    “Severus Domna has members in virtually every country around the globe.”


    “Christian and Muslim?”


    “And, presumably, Jewish, Hindu, Jain, Buddhist, whatever other religion you’d care to name.”


    Danziger snorted. “Preposterous! It’s absurd to think of men from different religions agreeing on a day of the week to meet, let alone working together in a global organization. And for what?”


    “All I know is that its objectives are not our objectives.”


    Danziger reacted as if Willard had insulted him. “Our objectives? You’re a civilian now.” He made the word sound ugly and demeaning.


    “The head of Treadstone can hardly be classified as a civilian,” Willard said.


    “Treadstone, huh? Better to call it Headstone.” He laughed raucously. “You and Headstone are nothing to me. This meeting is terminated.”


    As he began to slide out of the banquette, Willard played his ace. “Working with a foreign group is treason, which is punishable by execution. Imagine the ignominy, if you live that long.”


    “What the hell does that mean?”


    “Imagine you in a world without Bud Halliday.”


    Danziger paused. For the first time since he walked in, he seemed unsure of himself.


    “Tell me this,” Willard continued, “why would I waste our time on nonsense, Director? What would I have to gain?”


    Danziger subsided back onto the banquette. “What do you have to gain by telling me this fairy tale?”


    “If you thought it was a fairy tale, I would be talking to myself.”


    “Frankly, I don’t know what to think,” Danziger said. “For the moment, however, I’m willing to listen.”


    “That’s all I ask,” Willard said. But, of course, it wasn’t. He wanted much more from Danziger, and now he knew he was going to get it.


    



    On the way back to the office, Karpov had his driver pull over. Out of sight of everyone, he vomited into a clump of tall grass. It wasn’t that he’d never killed anyone before. On the contrary, he’d shot a great many miscreants. What made his stomach rebel was the situation he was in, which felt like the underbelly of a rotting fish or the bottom of a sewer. There must be some way out of the coffin he found himself in. Unfortunately, he was caught between President Imov and Viktor Cherkesov. Imov was a problem all rising siloviks had to deal with, but now he was beholden to Cherkesov and he was certain that sooner or later Cherkesov would ask him for a favor that would curl his toes. Looking into the future, he could see those favors multiplying, taking a toll until they shredded him completely. Clever, clever Cherkesov! In giving him what he wanted, Cherkesov had found the one way around his, Karpov’s, incorruptibility. There was nothing to do but what good Russian soldiers had done for centuries: Put one foot in front of the other and move forward through the mounting muck.


    He told himself this was all in a good cause—getting rid of Maslov and the Kazanskaya was surely worth any inconvenience to him. But that was like saying I was only following orders, and depressed him further.


    He returned to the backseat of his car, brooding and murderous. Five minutes later his driver missed a turn.


    “Stop the car,” Karpov ordered.


    “Here?”


    “Right here.”


    His driver stared at him in the rearview mirror. “But the traffic—”


    “Just do as you’re told!”


    The driver stopped the car. Karpov got out, opened the driver’s door, and, reaching in, hauled the man out from behind the wheel. Unmindful of the honking horns and squealing brakes of the vehicles forced to detour around them, he bounced the driver’s head off the side of the car. The driver slid to his knees, and Karpov drove a knee into his chin. Teeth came flying out of the driver’s mouth. Karpov kicked him several times as he lay on the pavement, then he slid behind the wheel, slammed the door shut, and took off.


    I should have been an American, he thought as he wiped his lips over and over with the back of his hand. But he was a patriot, he loved Russia. It was a pity Russia didn’t love him back. Russia was a pitiless mistress, heartless and cruel. I should have been an American. Inventing a melody, he sang this phrase to himself as if it were a lullaby, and in fact it made him feel marginally better. He concentrated on bringing down Maslov and how he would reorganize FSB-2 when Imov named him director.


    His first order of business, however, was dealing with the three moles inside FSB-2. Armed with the names Bukin had vomited up, he parked the car in front of the nineteenth-century building housing FSB-2 and trotted up the steps. He knew the directorates that the moles worked in. On the way up in the elevator, he took out his pistol.


    He ordered the first mole out of his office. When the mole balked, Karpov brandished the pistol in his face. Siloviks all over the floor emerged from their dens, their secretaries and assistants picked their heads up from their mind-numbing paperwork to follow this unfolding drama. A crowd formed, which was all the better, as far as Karpov was concerned. With the first mole in tow, he went into the second mole’s office. He was on the phone, turned away from the door. As he was swinging back, Karpov shot him in the head. The first mole flinched as the victim flew backward, his arms wide, the phone flying, and slammed into the plate-glass window. The victim fell to the floor, leaving behind an interesting abstract pattern of blood and bits of brain and bone on the glass. As stunned siloviks crowded into the doorway, Karpov snapped photos with his cell phone.


    Pushing his way through the agitated throng, he frog-marched the now shivering first mole to his next stop, a floor up. By the time they appeared, news had spread and a crowd of siloviks greeted them in silent astonishment.


    As Karpov was dragging his charge toward the office of the third mole, Colonel Lemtov shouldered his way to the front of the group.


    “Colonel Karpov,” he shouted, “what is the meaning of this outrage?”


    “Get out of my way, Colonel. I won’t tell you twice.”


    “Who are you to—”


    “I’m an emissary of President Imov,” Karpov said. “Call his office, if you like. Better yet, call Cherkesov himself.”


    Then he used the mole to shove Colonel Lemtov aside. Dakaev, the third mole, was not in his office. Karpov was about to contact security when a terrified secretary informed him that her boss was chairing a meeting. She pointed out the conference room, and Karpov took his prisoner in there.


    Twelve men sat around a rectangular table. Dakaev was at the head of the table. Being a directorate chief, he would be more valuable alive than dead. Karpov shoved the first mole against the table. Everyone but Dakaev pushed back their chairs as far as they could. For his part, Dakaev sat as he had when Karpov barged in, hands clasped in front of him on the tabletop. Unlike Colonel Lemtov, he didn’t express outrage or appear confused. In fact, Karpov saw, he knew perfectly well what was happening.


    That would have to change. Karpov dragged the first mole along the table, scattering papers, pens, and glasses of water, until the man fetched up in front of Dakaev. Then, staring into Dakaev’s eyes, Karpov pressed the muzzle of his pistol into the back of the first mole’s head.


    “Please,” the prisoner said, urinating down his leg.


    Karpov squeezed the trigger. The first mole’s head slammed against the table, bounced up, and settled into a pool of his own blood. A Pollock-like pattern spattered across Dakaev’s suit, shirt, tie, and freshly shaven face.


    Karpov gestured with the pistol. “Get up.”


    Dakaev stood. “Are you going to shoot me, too?”


    “Eventually, perhaps.” Karpov grabbed him by his tie. “That will be entirely up to you.”


    “I understand,” Dakaev said. “I want immunity.”


    “Immunity? I’ll give you immunity.” Karpov slammed the barrel of the pistol against the side of his head.


    Dakaev reeled sideways, bouncing off a terrified silovik paralyzed in his chair. Karpov bent over Dakaev, who lay huddled half against the wall.


    “You’ll tell me everything you know about your work and your contacts—names, places, dates, every fucking thing, no matter how minute—then I’ll decide what to do with you.”


    He hauled Dakaev to his feet. “The rest of you, get back to whatever the hell you were doing.”


    Out on the floor he encountered absolute silence. Everyone stood like wooden soldiers, unmoving, afraid even to take a breath. Colonel Lemtov would not meet his eyes as he took the bleeding Dakaev over to the bank of elevators.


    They went down, past the basement, into the bowels of the building where the holding cells had been hewn out of the naked rock. It was cold and damp. The guards wore greatcoats and fur hats with fur earflaps, as if it were the dead of winter. When anyone spoke, his breath formed clouds in front of his face.


    Karpov took Dakaev to the last cell on the left. It contained a metal chair bolted to the raw concrete floor, an industrial-size stainless-steel sink, a toilet made of the same material, and a board projecting from one wall on which was a thin mattress. There was a large drain situated beneath the chair.


    “Tools of the trade,” Karpov said as he pushed Dakaev into the chair. “I admit to being a little rusty, but I’m sure that won’t make a difference to you.”


    “All this melodrama is unnecessary,” Dakaev said. “I have no allegiance, I’ll tell you whatever you want to know.”


    “Of that I have no doubt.” Karpov began to run the water in the sink. “On the other hand, a self-confessed man of no allegiance can hardly be trusted to tell the truth willingly.”


    “But I—”


    Karpov shoved the muzzle of the pistol into his mouth. “Listen to me, my agnostic friend. A man without allegiance to something or someone isn’t worth the beating heart inside him. Before I hear your confession, I will have to teach you the value of allegiance. When you leave here—unless you do so feet-first—you will be a loyal member of FSB-2. Never again will people like Dimitri Maslov be able to tempt you. You will be incorruptible.”


    Karpov kicked his prisoner out of the chair onto his hands and knees. Grabbing him by his collar, he bent him over the sink, which was now filled with ice-cold water.


    “Now we begin,” he said. And shoved Dakaev’s head under the water.


    



    Soraya watched Arkadin dancing with Moira, presumably to make her jealous. They were in one of Puerto Peñasco’s all-night cantinas, filled with shift workers coming and going from the nearby maquiladoras. A sad ranchera was bawling from a jukebox, luridly lit up like someone’s bad idea of the UFO in Close Encounters of the Third Kind.


    Soraya, nursing a black coffee, watched Arkadin’s hips moving as if they were filled with mercury. The man could dance! Then she pulled out her PDA and studied the texts from Peter Marks. The last one contained instructions on how to lure Arkadin to Tineghir. How did Peter come up with this intel?


    She had hidden her shock at seeing Moira behind her professional facade. The moment she had climbed aboard the yacht she’d felt the floor fall out from under her. The game had changed so radically that she had to play catch-up, and fast. Which was why she had hung on each word of the conversation between Moira and Arkadin not only for content but also for tonal nuance, any clue as to why Moira was actually here. What did she want from Arkadin? Surely the deal Moira was making with him was as bogus as her own.


    Outside, the night was very dark, without moonlight. Because of the cloud cover, only a wan halo of stars toward the crown of the sky was visible. Inside, the cantina stank of beer and body odor. The room was raucous with a desperation tinged by hopelessness and despair. She felt surrounded by people for whom tomorrow didn’t exist.


    She wished that she and Moira could talk to each other, if only for the briefest moment, but under Arkadin’s eye that was impossible. Even going to the ladies’ room at the same time would doubtless arouse his suspicion. She didn’t know Moira’s cell number, so texting her was out. There remained only a verbal conversation laced with coded messages. If they were on parallel paths, or even by chance the same one, it was essential they not get in each other’s way.


    Arkadin and Moira were dripping sweat when they returned to the table. Arkadin ordered beers for them, and another coffee for Soraya. Whatever might happen tomorrow, he was clearly enjoying being with the two women tonight.


    “Moira,” Soraya said, “do you know anything about the Middle East, or is your expertise strictly in the Americas?”


    “Mexico, Colombia, Bolivia, and to some extent Brazil are my territories.”


    “And you work alone?”


    “I have a company, but right now I’m on special assignment to Berengária Moreno.” Moira gestured with her chin. “And you?”


    “My own company, though there’s a conglomerate that’s looking for a hostile takeover.”


    “Multinational?”


    “Strictly American.”


    Moira nodded. “Import-export, you said?”


    Soraya stirred some sugar into her coffee. “That’s right.”


    “You might be able to use my, ah, expertise against hostile bidders.”


    “Thank you, but no.” Soraya sipped her coffee, then put the cup back in its saucer. “I have my own, ah, enforcers.”


    “What do you call a thought in a woman’s head?” Arkadin leaned forward, looking from one to the other. “A tourist!” He laughed so hard he almost choked on his beer. Then, noting their somber expressions, “Shit, lighten up, ladies, we’re here to have fun, not talk business.”


    Moira looked at him for a moment. “What do you get when you cross a Russian with a Vietnamese? A car thief that can’t drive.”


    Soraya laughed. “Now we’re having fun.”


    Arkadin smiled. “Have any more?”


    “Let’s see.” Moira drummed her fingers on the table. “How about this? Two Russians and a Mexican are in a car. Who’s driving? The police.”


    Arkadin laughed and shook his finger at Moira. “Where do you pick up these jokes?”


    “In prison,” Moira said. “Roberto Corellos loves making Russians the butt of jokes.”


    “Time to switch to tequila,” Arkadin said, signaling the waiter. “Bring a bottle,” he said to the young woman who came over. “Something fine. A reposado or añejo.”


    Instead of another ranchera, the jukebox began to play “Twenty-four Hours from Tulsa.” Gene Pitney’s high twang rang out over the laughter and shouts of the drunken patrons. But morning was coming, and with it a change in the clientele. As the night owls slowly staggered out, the night-shift people from the maquiladora drifted in, heads aching, tails dragging. There were fewer of them, as well, most of them stumbling home to fall into bed without taking off their clothes.


    Before the tequila got to the table, Arkadin had grabbed Moira’s hand and was swinging her onto the dance floor, which for the first time all night was larger than a postage stamp. He held her close while they swayed to the Burt Bacharach melody.


    “You’re something of a smart-ass,” he said, smiling like a shark.


    “It didn’t come easy,” she said.


    He laughed. “I can only imagine.”


    “Don’t bother.”


    Arkadin swung her around. “You’re wasting your time in South America. You should come to work for me.”


    “Before I set up Corellos’s murder?”


    “Let that be your last assignment.” He stuck his nose into the side of her neck and inhaled deeply. “How are you going to do it?”


    “I thought you said no business.”


    “Just this one bit, then it’s all fun. I swear.”


    “Corellos is addicted to women. I have a connection to his supplier. When is a man more vulnerable than after sex? I’ll find someone who’s good with a knife.”


    Arkadin pulled her hips harder into him. “I like it. Set it up right away.”


    “I want a bonus.”


    He nuzzled her neck, licked her sweat. “I’ll give you anything you want.”


    “Then I’m yours.”


    



    Karpov’s cell phone rang while he was in the process of reprogramming Dimitri Maslov’s mole. Dakaev was drowning, or more precisely, he believed he was drowning, which was, after all, the point. But ten minutes later, when Dakaev was back in his stainless-steel chair and Karpov was pouring tea into a glass, his cell rang again. This time he answered it. A familiar voice was on the other end of the line.


    “Jason!” Karpov cried. “How excellent to hear your voice.”


    “Are you busy?”


    Karpov glanced over at Dakaev, slumped over, his chin on his chest. He looked barely human, which was also the point. You couldn’t build something new without tearing down what had been there before.


    “Busy? Yes. But never too busy for you. What can I do for you?”


    “I assume you know Dimitri Maslov’s lieutenant, Vylacheslav Oserov.”


    “You assume correctly.”


    “Do you think you can find a way to get him somewhere?”


    “If you mean somewhere like hell, yes I can.”


    Bourne laughed in his ear. “I was thinking of something a little less terminal. A place, let us say, in Morocco.”


    Karpov took a sip of tea, which was in desperate need of sugar. “May I ask why you need Oserov in Morocco?”


    “He’s bait, Boris. I intend to catch Arkadin.”


    Karpov thought of his sojourn in Sonora, his deal with Arkadin, and added him to the list of President Imov and Viktor Cherkesov. He had promised Arkadin his chance at Oserov, but fuck that. I’m too old and too bloody-minded to owe so many dangerous people so much, he thought. One less is a step toward none.


    Then he looked over at Dakaev, the conduit to Dimitri Maslov and, therefore, Vylacheslav Oserov. After what he had just been through, he had no doubt that the prisoner would jump at the chance to do what Karpov asked of him.


    “Tell me in detail what you need done.” Listening, Karpov smiled contentedly. When Bourne was finished, he chuckled deeply. “Jason, my friend, what I wouldn’t give to be you!”


    



    Just after sunrise they were all sweaty enough to want to go into the water. At the convent, Arkadin gave Moira and Soraya oversize T-shirts. He was in surfer trunks that came down to his knees. His upper body and limbs were a museum of tattoos that, if interpreted correctly, traced his career in the grupperovka.


    The three of them waded through the surf, pulled and pushed by the waves rushing onto the golden sand. The sky was still pink, paling out to the color of butter. Gulls dipped and swooped over their heads and tiny fish nibbled at their feet and ankles. The water came up and slapped them in the face, making them laugh like children. The unalloyed joy of being let free in the ocean.


    Out beyond the surf line, Moira thought it odd that Arkadin kept diving for seashells rather than stare at her breasts through the wet T-shirt, especially after the way he’d been dancing with her at the cantina. She had found out little enough information about Soraya’s mission from the coded conversation Soraya had started and Arkadin had nipped off with his misogynistic joke.


    While Arkadin was still trolling for shells, she set off after Soraya to see if the two of them could speak briefly. Diving through an incoming wave, she began to swim out to where Soraya was drifting on her back, but something caught her left ankle, jerking her back.


    Jackknifing her body, she looked behind her. Arkadin had hold of her. She pushed back at him, palms against his chest, but he only drew her more closely to him. She rose up, breaking the surface, and found herself face-to-face with him.


    “What do you think you’re doing?” She scrubbed the sheeting water off her face. “I can’t stand properly.”


    He let her go immediately. “I’ve had enough and I’m hungry.”


    Moira turned and shouted to Soraya, who plunged down from her float and paddled over.


    “We’re going to breakfast,” Moira said.


    The two women waded out of the surf with Arkadin just behind them. They had reached the high-tide line, hillocks of dry sand ahead, when Arkadin bent over. Using the scythe-like edge of the seashell, he severed the tendons at the back of Moira’s left knee.

  


  
    CHAPTER 25

  


  
    The Village of Whitney, Oxfordshire, lay twelve miles west of Oxford, on the Windrush River. All that was missing were Hobbits and Orcs. Bourne drove out from London in a rental car. The afternoon was cool and dry with peeks of sun now and again through the rolling clouds. He hadn’t lied to Peter Marks; he had every intention of going to Tineghir. But first there was something he needed to do.


    Basil Bayswater lived in a thatch-roofed cottage straight out of a Tolkien novel. It had quirky round windows and flower shoots springing up in neat beds lining a white gravel walkway that led up to the front door. This door was thick and wooden, with a roaring brass lion’s-head knocker in its center. Bourne used it.


    Several moments later a man quite a bit younger than he had expected opened the door.


    “Yes? How may I help you?” He had long hair brushed straight back off his wide forehead, dark, watchful eyes, and a strong chin.


    “I’m looking for Basil Bayswater,” Bourne said.


    “You’re looking at him.”


    “I don’t think so,” Bourne said.


    “Ah, you must mean Professor Basil Bayswater. I’m afraid my father passed away three years ago.”


    



    Moira screamed as blood bloomed in the water like a stranded jellyfish. Arkadin caught her as she canted over.


    “My God,” Soraya cried, “what’ve you done?”


    Moira continued to scream, bent double, clutching her left leg.


    Arkadin, ignoring Soraya for the moment, bared his teeth at Moira. “Did you think I didn’t recognize you?”


    Something icy congealed in the pit of Moira’s stomach.


    “What do you mean?”


    “I saw you in Bali. You were with Bourne.”


    In her mind’s eye she saw the flight through the village of Tenganan, and then Bourne being shot by a sniper hidden in the forest.


    Her eyes opened wide.


    “Yeah, that was me.” He laughed, throwing the bloody seashell up in the air and catching it as if it were a ball. “You were with Bourne. You’re his lover. And now fate has brought you to me.”


    Soraya was both outraged and terrified. “What the hell is happening here?”


    “We’re about to find out.” Arkadin turned to her. “This is Jason Bourne’s lover, but perhaps the two of you know each other.”


    With a force of will, Soraya kept her panic down. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”


    “Okay, I’ll spell it out for you. I never bought your story, but I wasn’t going to send you away until I found out what you really wanted. I strongly suspect Willard sent you. He tried this trick on me once before with a woman named Tracy Atherton. He sent her to keep an eye on me, to report back on all my business dealings. And it worked. She was dead by the time I figured it out. But you I fingered from the get-go, because Willard is a creature of habits, especially ones that have worked for him.”


    “Let her go,” Soraya said, more agitated with each passing moment.


    “I might do that,” Arkadin said. “I might even let her live. But that’s entirely up to you.”


    Soraya walked over and took Moira away from him. Gently and slowly, she lowered her to the ground. Then she slid her wet shirt over her head and, winding it around Moira’s left thigh, pulled it as tight as she could and tied it. By that time Moira had passed out, from either the shock or the pain, or both.


    “It’s you I want,” Arkadin continued. “You’re the one talking about Khartoum, you’re the one who wants to get me there. You tell me who you are and what you know and I’ll consider lightening Moira’s punishment.”


    “We need to get her to the nearest hospital,” Soraya said. “This wound has to be cleaned out and disinfected as soon as possible.”


    “Again”—Arkadin spread his hands—“up to you.”


    Soraya looked down at the back of Moira’s knee. Dear God, she wondered, will she ever walk normally again? She knew the longer they waited to get Moira into the hands of a competent surgeon, the worse off she’d be. She’d seen tendons severed like this. They weren’t easy to repair, and who knew how badly the nerves were affected?


    She let out a long breath. “What do you want to know?”


    “For starters, who are you?”


    “Soraya Moore.”


    “The Soraya Moore, director of Typhon?”


    “Not anymore.” She stroked Moira’s damp hair. “Willard has resurrected Treadstone.”


    “No wonder he wants to keep an eye on me.


    What else?”


    “Plenty,” Soraya said. “I’ll tell you on the way to the hospital.”


    Arkadin loomed over her. “You’ll tell me now.”


    “You might as well kill us both right here.”


    Arkadin cursed her, but in the end he acceded to her demand. Hefting Moira in his arms, he carried her back to the convent. While he slid her into the backseat, Soraya went to get a shirt. She was rooting through Arkadin’s desk when he found her.


    “Fuck, no,” he said and, grabbing her wrist, dragged her outside.


    Half throwing her into the passenger’s seat of the car, he said, “I will kill you as soon as look at you.” Then he went around the front of the car, slid behind the wheel, and fired the ignition.


    “You’re right.” Soraya kept Moira’s leg elevated as they sped through the outskirts of Puerto Peñasco. “Willard wanted me to get close to you, to report on your whereabouts and your business dealings.”


    “And? I sense there’s something more.”


    “There is,” she said. She knew she had to sell this part perfectly. She no longer believed absolutely in her ability to outsmart him, but this much she needed to do. “Willard has become interested in a man I’m sure you know, because he works for Maslov: Vylacheslav Oserov.”


    Arkadin’s knuckles turned white on the steering wheel, but his voice betrayed nothing of what he must be feeling. “Why would Willard be interested in Oserov?”


    “I have no idea,” Soraya said. This much, at least, was true. “But I do know that yesterday a Treadstone agent ID’d Oserov in Marrakech. He tracked Oserov out into the Atlas Mountains, to a village called Tineghir.”


    They arrived at Santa Fe General, on Morua Avenue, but Arkadin made no move to get out of the car.


    “What was Oserov doing in Tineghir?”


    “Looking for a ring.”


    Arkadin shook his head. “Speak plainly.”


    “This particular ring somehow unlocks a hidden file on a laptop hard drive.” She looked at him. “I know, I don’t understand it, either.” All of this information had been in the last text message she had received from Peter. She opened the rear door. “Can we get Moira into the ER, please?”


    Arkadin got out of the car and slammed the door she had just opened. “I want more.”


    “I’ve told you all I know.”


    He stared into her face. “You see what happens to people who fuck with me.”


    “I’m not fucking with you,” Soraya said. “I’ve betrayed a trust, what more do you want from me?”


    “Everything,” he said. “I want everything.”


    They rushed Moira into the emergency room. While the personnel were hooking her up and taking her vitals, Soraya asked for the name of the best neurosurgeon in Sonora. She spoke idiomatic Spanish; furthermore, she looked Latina. These attributes opened doors for her. When she got the surgeon’s private number, she called him herself. His PA said he was unavailable until Soraya threatened to find the PA and wring his neck. The surgeon came on the line shortly thereafter. Soraya described Moira’s injury and told him where they were. He said considering a cash bonus of two thousand American dollars was involved, he’d be over immediately.


    “Let’s go,” Arkadin said the moment she disconnected.


    “I’m not leaving Moira.”


    “We have further business to discuss.”


    “Then we can discuss it here.”


    “Back at the convent.”


    “I’m not going to fuck you,” she said.


    “Thank God, fucking you would be like fucking a scorpion.”


    The irony of his comment made her laugh despite her worry and despair. She went to look for coffee, and he followed her.


    



    Bourne drove to Oxford as fast as he dared without attracting the attention of the police. The city was precisely as he had left it both times he had been there. The quiet streets, the quaint stores, the lifelong denizens going about their chores, the tearooms, the bookstores, all like a miniature created by an obsessive eighteenth-century academic. Driving its streets was like visiting the inside of a snow globe.


    Bourne parked near where Chrissie had left her Range Rover when they had come together, and he trotted up the steps of the Centre for the Study of Ancient Documents. Professor Liam Giles was also right where he had been when they had last been there, bent over his desk in his voluminous office. He looked up as Bourne entered, blinking owlishly, as if he didn’t recognize him. Bourne saw that it wasn’t Giles after all, but another man of Giles’s approximate build and age.


    “Where’s Professor Giles?”


    “On leave,” the man said.


    “I’m looking for him.”


    “So I gather. May I ask why?”


    “Where is he?”


    The man blinked his owlish blink. “Away.”


    Bourne had looked up Giles’s official bio on the way over, which was available on the Oxford University Web site.


    “It’s about his daughter.”


    The man behind Giles’s desk blinked. “Is she ill?”


    “I’m not at liberty to say. Where can I find Professor Giles?”


    “I don’t think—”


    “It’s urgent,” Bourne said. “A matter of life or death.”


    “Are you being deliberately melodramatic, sir?”


    Bourne showed the man the EMS credentials he’d lifted after the crash. “I’m quite serious.”


    “Dear me.” The man gestured. “He’s in the loo, at the moment. Battling the eel pie he ingested last night, I shouldn’t wonder.”


    



    The neurosurgeon was young, dark as an Indian, with the long, delicate fingers of a classical pianist. He had very delicate features, so he wasn’t, in fact, an Indian. But he was a hard-nosed businessman who would not proceed until Soraya had pressed a roll of bills into his hand. Then he rushed away from them, consulting with the ER doctors who had done the workup on Moira while he strode toward the OR.


    Soraya drank her shitty coffee without tasting it, but ten minutes later, while she paced the hallway uselessly, it began to burn a hole in her stomach, so when Arkadin suggested they get something to eat she agreed. They found a restaurant not far away from the hospital. Soraya checked to make sure it wasn’t colonized by insects before she sat down. They ordered their food, then sat and waited, sitting across from each other but looking elsewhere, or at least Soraya was.


    “I saw you without your top,” Arkadin said, “and I liked what I saw.”


    Soraya snapped into focus. “Fuck you.”


    “She was an enemy,” he said, referring to Moira. “What law is she protected by?”


    Soraya stared out the window at a street as unfamiliar to her as the dark side of the moon.


    The food came and Arkadin began to eat. Soraya watched a couple of young women with too much makeup and too little clothing on their way to work. Latinas showing off their bodies with such casualness still astonished her. Their culture was so far from hers. And yet she felt right in tune with the aura of sorrow here. Hopelessness she could understand. It had been the cultural lot of her gender from time immemorial, and was the major reason she had chosen the clandestine services where, despite the usual gender bias, she was able to assert herself in ways that made her feel good about herself. Now, for the first time, she saw those girls in their too-tight tops and too-short skirts in a different light. Those clothes were a way—perhaps their only way—to assert themselves in a culture that continually demeaned and devalued them.


    “If Moira dies, or if she can’t walk—”


    “Spare me the toothless threats,” he said, mopping up the last of his huevos rancheros.


    That was Arkadin’s business, she thought. No matter what he might think to the contrary, he was in the business of demeaning and devaluing women. That was the subtext in everything he said and did. He had no heart, no remorse, no guilt, no soul—nothing, in short, that defined and distinguished a human being. If he isn’t a human being, she thought with a kind of irrational terror, what is he?


    



    The men’s loo was five doors down from Professor Giles’s office. Giles was clearly being sick behind the closed door of one of the stalls. A sour stench had pervaded the room, and Bourne strode over to the window and shoved it open as far as it would go. A sticky breeze slowly stirred the stench as a witch will her bubbling pot.


    Bourne waited until the noises had subsided. “Professor Giles.”


    For some time, there was no answer. Then the stall door was wrenched open and Professor Giles, looking distinctly green around the gills, staggered out past Bourne. He bent over the sink, turned on the cold water, and buried his head beneath the flow.


    Bourne leaned against the wall, arms crossed over his chest. When Giles picked his head up, Bourne handed him a handful of paper towels. The professor took them without comment, wiping his face and hair. It was only as he threw the wadded towels into the trash that he appeared to recognize Bourne.


    At once his back stiffened and he stood up straight. “Ah, the prodigal returns,” he said in his most professorial tone.


    “Did you expect me?”


    “Not really. On the other hand, I’m hardly surprised to find you here.” He gave Bourne a wan smile. “Bad pennies continue to turn up.”


    “Professor, I’d like you to once again get in touch with your chess-playing colleague.”


    Giles frowned. “That may not be so easy. He’s reclusive and he doesn’t like answering questions.”


    I can imagine, Bourne thought. “Nevertheless, I’d like you to try.”


    “All right,” Giles said.


    “By the way, what’s his name?”


    Giles hesitated. “James.”


    “James what?”


    Another hesitation. “Weatherley.”


    “Not Basil Bayswater?”


    The professor turned away, facing the door.


    “What question do you want to put to him?”


    “I’d like him to describe the afterlife.”


    Giles, who had been headed for the door, paused, turning slowly back to Bourne. “I beg your pardon?”


    “Since Basil Bayswater’s son buried him three years ago,” Bourne said, “I would think he’d be in a perfect position to tell me what it’s like to be dead.”


    “I told you,” Giles said, somewhat sullenly, “his name is James Weatherley.”


    Bourne took him by the elbow. “Professor, no one believes that, not even you.” He moved Giles away from the door to the far end of the loo. “Now you’ll tell me why you lied to me.” When the professor remained silent, Bourne went on. “You never needed to call Bayswater for the translation of the engraving inside the ring, you already knew it.”


    “Yes, I suppose I did. Neither of us was truthful with the other.” He shrugged. “Well, what can you expect from life? Nothing is ever what it seems.”


    “You’re Severus Domna.”


    Giles’s smile had gained a bit more traction. “There’s no point denying it, now that you’re about to hand over the ring.”


    At that moment, as if he’d had his ear to the door, the man who had been behind the professor’s desk entered the loo. With the SIG Sauer in his hand he looked quite a bit less owlish. Immediately two more men, larger, muscular, armed with silenced pistols, came in just behind him. They fanned out, their weapons trained on Bourne.


    “As you can see,” Professor Giles said, “I haven’t given you a choice.”

  


  
    CHAPTER 26

  


  
    Vylacheslav Oserov was nursing not only his facial wounds but also a planet-size grudge against Arkadin, the man who had tormented him for years, and who was the cause of his hideous disfigurement in Bangalore. The chemical fire had eaten through layers of skin and into the flesh itself, which made recovery difficult and a return to normalcy impossible.


    For days after he returned to Moscow, he had been swathed in thick bandages through which seeped not only blood but a thick yellow fluid whose stench made him gag. He had refused all painkillers and when the physician, on Maslov’s orders, tried to inject him with a sedative, he broke the man’s arm and very nearly his neck.


    Every day, Oserov’s howls of pain could be heard all over the offices, even in the toilets, where the other men congregated for a brief respite. His cries of agony were so dreadful, like an animal being dismembered, they frightened and demoralized even Maslov’s hardened criminals. Maslov himself was forced to tie him to a column, like Odysseus to the mast, and tape his mouth shut in order to give him and his people some respite. By this time, Oserov had deep gouges on his temples, bloody like tribal scars, where in his agony he had dug his nails through the skin that had not been burned away.


    In a way, he had become an infant. Maslov couldn’t send him to a hospital or a clinic without awkward questions being asked, an FSB-2 investigation being initiated. So Maslov had tried to set him up at Oserov’s apartment, which was in a dreadful condition of disrepair, having been reclaimed, like an abandoned jungle temple, by insects and rodents alike. No one could be induced to stay there with Oserov, and Oserov could not be expected to survive there on his own. The office was the only option.


    Oserov could no longer look at himself. No vampire avoided mirrors more assiduously than he did. Also, he hated being seen in sunlight, any strong light, for that matter, behavior that gave rise to his new moniker among the Kazanskaya, Die Vampyr.


    He sat now brooding in Maslov’s offices, which by necessity were moved every week. In this room, which Maslov had designated his, the lights were out and the shades drawn against the daylight. One lamp across the room from where he slumped down cast a small circle of illumination across the scarred floorboards.


    The fiasco in Bangalore, his failure to kill Arkadin or, at least, gain the laptop for Maslov, had scarred him in more ways than one. His physical appearance had been compromised. Worse, he had lost the confidence of his boss. Without the Kazanskaya, Oserov was nothing. Without Maslov’s confidence, he was nothing within the Kazanskaya. For days now he had been racking his brains as to how to get back in Maslov’s good graces, how to restore the majesty of his position as field commander.


    No plan, however, had presented itself. It meant nothing to him that his mind, torn apart by the agony of his wounds, was scarcely able to put two coherent thoughts together. His only thought was of revenge against Arkadin, and to get for Maslov what he wanted most: that accursed laptop. Oserov didn’t know why his boss wanted it, and he didn’t care. His lot was to do or die, that’s how it had been ever since he had joined the Kazanskaya and that was how it would remain.


    But life was strange. For Oserov salvation came from an unexpected quarter. A call came through. So sunk in black thoughts was he that at first he refused to take it. Then his assistant told him that it had come in on a scrambled cell line, and he knew who it must be. Still, he resisted, thinking that at the moment he had neither the interest nor the patience for anything Yasha Dakaev had to report.


    Oserov’s assistant poked his head in the door, which he had strict orders never to do.


    “What?” Oserov barked.


    “He says it’s urgent,” his assistant told him, and quickly withdrew.


    “Goddammit,” Oserov muttered, and picked up the phone. “Yasha, this better be fucking good.”


    “It is.” Dakaev’s voice sounded flat and faraway, but then he was always having to find out-of-the-way nooks and crannies in the FSB-2’s offices to make his calls. “I have a line on Arkadin’s movements.”


    “At last!” Oserov sat up straight. He heart seemed to pump at full speed again.


    “According to the report that just came across my desk, he’s on his way to Morocco,” Dakaev said. “Ouarzazate, a village in the High Atlas Mountains called Tineghir, to be precise.”


    “What the fuck is he going to do in Buttfuck, Morocco?”


    “That I don’t know,” Dakaev said. “But our intel says he’s on his way.”


    This is my chance, Oserov thought, jumping up. If I don’t take it, I might as well eat my Tokarev. For the first time since that last night in Bangalore, he felt galvanized. His failure had paralyzed him, he had been gnawing at himself from the inside out. He’d become disoriented with shame and rage.


    He called his assistant in and gave him the particulars.


    “Get me the fuck out of here,” he ordered. “Book me on the first flight out of Moscow that’s heading in the right direction.”


    “Does Maslov know you’re off again?”


    “Does your wife know that your mistress’s name is Ivana Istvanskaya?”


    His assistant beat a hasty retreat.


    He turned away and started formulating a plan. Now that he’d been given a second chance, he vowed he would make the most of it.


    



    Bourne raised his hands. At the same time, he kicked Professor Giles in the small of the back. As Giles, arms flailing, stumbled toward the three gunmen, Bourne whirled, took a long stride toward the open window, and dived through it.


    He hit the ground running at full speed, but soon enough, as the adjoining university building loomed up, he was required to slow his pace to match that of Oxford’s denizens. Pulling off his black overcoat, he stuffed it in a trash bin. He looked for and found a knot of adults, professors most likely, walking from one building to the next, and slipped into their midst.


    Moments later he saw the two Severus Domna gunmen as they raced from the Centre. They immediately split up in a military-like formation.


    One of the men came toward him, but he hadn’t yet seen Bourne, who eeled his way to the opposite side of the knot. The professors were debating the merits of the right-wing German philosophers and, inevitably, the effect Nietzsche had on the Nazis, Hitler in particular.


    Unless he had a chance to get to Professor Giles alone, which he doubted, Bourne had no desire for another physical encounter with Severus Domna. The organization was like a Hydra: Lop off one head and two took its place.


    The gunman, who had hidden his weapon beneath his overcoat, approached the knot of professors, oblivious as they were locked in their philosophical ivory tower. Bourne presented the gunman with his anonymous back. The gunman would be looking for a man in a black overcoat. Bourne was happy to take any edge he could.


    The knot of professors trotted up the steps and, in elegant fashion, poured into the university building. Bourne, debating the finer points of Old German with a white-haired professor, stepped across the threshold.


    The gunman reacted as he glimpsed Bourne’s reflection in the glass pane of the open door. Taking the steps two at a time, he tried to shoulder his way through the knot of men who, though elderly, were certainly not passive, especially when it came to decorum and protocol. As one, they formed a living wall, pushing back at him in the manner of a phalanx of Roman soldiers advancing on the barbarian enemy. The gunman, taken aback, retreated.


    The pause gave Bourne the time he needed to slip away from the professors, down the corridor with its sounds of well-shod feet and hushed conversations bouncing off the polished marble floor. A line of square windows, high up, bestowed sunlight on the crowns of the students’ heads like a benediction. The wooden doors blurred by as Bourne made for the rear of the Centre. Bells sounded for the beginning of the four o’clock classes.


    He raced around a corner, into the short corridor leading to the rear door. But the Severus Domna gunman pushed through it. They were alone in the back corridor. The gunman had his overcoat draped over his right arm and hand, which held the silenced pistol. He aimed it at Bourne, who was still sprinting.


    Bourne went down, sliding on his backside along the marble floor as a shot whizzed by overhead. He barreled into the gunman with the soles of his shoes, knocking him over. The pistol flew out of his grip. Bourne rolled over, slammed his knee into the point of the gunman’s chin. His body went slack.


    Voices echoed down the corridor from just around the corner. Scrambling to his feet, Bourne scooped up the pistol, then dragged the gunman out the rear door, down the steps, and deposited him behind a thick boxwood hedge. He pocketed the pistol and continued along the university pathways at a normal pace. He passed fresh-faced students, laughing and chatting, and a dour professor, huffing as he scurried, late for his next lecture. Then Bourne was out onto St Giles’ Street. In typical English fashion, the afternoon had turned gloomy. A chill wind swept across the gutters and storefronts. Everyone was bent over, shoulders hunched, dashing like boats fleeing an oncoming storm. Bourne, blending in as he always did, hurried to his car.


    Go,” Moira said, when she was out of recovery and had gained full consciousness.


    Soraya shook her head. “I’m not leaving you.”


    “The worst has already happened,” Moira said quite rightly. “There’s nothing left here for you to do.”


    “You shouldn’t be alone,” Soraya insisted.


    “Neither should you. You’re still with Arkadin.”


    Soraya smiled, somewhat sadly, because everything Moira said was true. “Still and all—”


    “Still and all,” Moira said, “someone’s coming to look after me, someone who loves me.”


    Soraya was slightly taken aback. “Is it Jason? Is Jason coming for you?”


    Moira smiled. She had already drifted off to sleep.


    



    Soraya found Arkadin waiting for her. But first she needed to speak with the young neurosurgeon, who was, in his own way, optimistic in his prognosis.


    “The main thing in instances like these where nerves and tendons are involved is how quickly the patient receives medical attention.” He spoke formally, as if he were Catalan, rather than a Mexican. “In this respect, your friend is extremely fortunate.” He tipped his hand over, palm down. “However, the wound was ragged rather than clean. Plus, whatever she was cut with wasn’t clean. As a result, the procedure took longer, and was both more delicate and more complicated than it might otherwise have been. Again, fortunate that you called me. I don’t say this out of self-aggrandizement. It’s a matter of record, a fact. No one else could have managed the procedure without botching or missing something.”


    Soraya sighed with relief. “Then she’ll be fine.”


    “Naturally, she’ll be fine,” the neurosurgeon said. “With a proper course of rehab and physical therapy.”


    Something dark clutched at Soraya’s heart. “She’ll walk naturally, won’t she? I mean, without a limp.”


    The neurosurgeon shook his head. “In a child, the tendons are elastic enough that it might be possible. But in an adult that elasticity—or rather a good part of it—is gone. No, no, she’ll have a limp. How noticeable it will be depends entirely on the outcome of her rehab. And of course, her will to adapt.”


    Soraya thought for a moment. “She knows all this?”


    “She asked and I told her. It’s better that way, believe me. The mind needs more time to adapt than the body does.”


    “Can we get out of here now?” Arkadin said, after the neurosurgeon had vanished down the corridor.


    Shooting him a murderous look, Soraya brushed past him, striding through the bustling lobby and out onto the street. Puerto Peñasco looked as strange as a dream, as unfamiliar as if it were located in a Bhutanese valley. She looked at the people passing by as slowly as sleepwalkers. She saw their Aztec or Mixtec or Olmec features and thought of beating hearts carved from the chests of living sacrifices. She felt as if she were covered in congealed blood. She wanted to run, but felt paralyzed, rooted to the spot as if by the hands of all the sacrificial dead buried beneath the ground.


    Then she felt Arkadin close beside her and shuddered as if waking from one nightmare into another. She wondered how she could stand to be near him, to talk to him after what he’d done to Moira. If he had exhibited even an iota of remorse, she might have felt differently. But all he had said was, “She’s the enemy.” Which meant, of course, that she herself was also the enemy, that the same thing, or worse, could happen to her.


    Without a word being exchanged between them, he herded her back to his car, and soon enough they set off back to the convent.


    “What do you want from me now?” she asked him in a dull voice.


    “The same thing you want from me,” he said. “Destruction.”


    The moment they entered the convent, Arkadin began to pack. “While you were going through your hand-wringing, I made reservations for us.”


    “For us?”


    “Yes,” he said without missing a beat. “You and I are going to Tineghir.”


    “If I go anywhere with you I’ll be sick to my stomach.”


    He paused and turned to face her. “I think you’ll be useful to me when I get to Morocco, so I don’t want to kill you. But I will if you give me no other choice.” He went back to his methodical packing. “Unlike you, I know when to cut my losses.”


    It was at that moment that Soraya caught sight of the laptop, which, for her, had taken on a mythical significance. He was right, in his own way, she thought. As right as Moira had been. It was time to get past her personal abhorrence at his actions. It was time to return to acting like a professional. Time to cut her losses.


    “I’ve always wanted to see the High Atlas Mountains,” she said.


    “You see?” He tucked away the laptop. “That wasn’t so difficult, was it?”


    



    Jalal Essai, sitting in an anonymous car he had boosted early this morning, watched Willard emerge from the Monition Club. As Essai observed, he did not move as if he had been defeated by the receptionist, or had waited in vain to be seen by a member of the club. Rather, he descended the stairs as Fred Astaire might, lightly and trippingly, as if to music playing in his head. This jaunty attitude disturbed Essai. It also raised the hackles on the back of his neck, which was far worse.


    Essai, whose life was in constant jeopardy ever since his home had been invaded by Severus Domna, knew from being on the other side that a passive response, such as flight, would only result in his eventual death. The organization would come after him again and again, until someway, somehow, somewhere it succeeded in terminating his life. Under these extreme circumstances, there was only one way to stay alive.


    Willard turned a corner and stopped, looking to flag down a taxi. Essai pulled over to the curb and rolled down the passenger’s-side window.


    “Need a lift?” he said.


    Willard, startled, drew back as if affronted. “No, thank you,” he said, and returned to scanning the traffic for an empty cab.


    “Mr. Willard, please get into the car.”


    When Willard looked back, he saw the man holding a wicked-looking EAA 10mm Hunter Witness pistol, aimed at his face.


    “Come, come,” Essai said, “let’s not make a scene.”


    Willard opened the door and slid into the passenger’s seat without a word.


    “How, may I ask, are you going to drive this vehicle and at the same time keep me under control?”


    In answer, Essai slammed the barrel of the Hunter Witness against the side of Willard’s head just above his left ear. Willard sighed as his eyes rolled up. Essai leaned the unconscious body against the window and returned the pistol to its shoulder holster. Then he put the car in gear, waited for a gap, and slid out into traffic.


    He drove south through the district. At some invisible demarcation, the massive government buildings vanished, replaced by local businesses, cheap retail outlets, fast-food chains, storefront missions, and corner bars. Outside the bars, young men in hoodies loitered, exchanging small packets of dope for wads of bills. Old men sat on stoops, head in hands or leaning back against the gray stone steps, eyes half closed, heads nodding. Caucasians grew rare as hen’s teeth, then disappeared altogether. This was a different Washington, one tourists never saw. Congressmen, either. Patrol cars were few and far between. When one did appear, it rolled at speed, as if its occupants couldn’t wait to be elsewhere, anywhere but here.


    Essai pulled the car over in front of something that passed for a hotel. Its rooms went by the hour, and when he dragged Willard inside, supporting him, the whores assumed Willard was a drunk, passed out on his feet. They showed Essai their flyblown wares. He ignored them.


    He placed a doctor’s black bag on the scarred counter of the attendant’s foul-smelling cubbyhole and slid a twenty across. The attendant was whey-faced, slim as a twig, neither young nor old. He was watching porn on a portable TV.


    “What,” Essai said, “no concierge?”


    The attendant laughed but didn’t turn his glassy eyes from the TV screen. Without looking he unhooked a key from a pegboard and dropped it on the counter.


    “I don’t want to be disturbed,” Essai said.


    “Everyone wants the same thing.”


    He slid across another twenty, the attendant snapped it up, selected a different key, and said, “Second floor in the back. You could die in there and no one would know.”


    Essai took the key and the black bag.


    There was no elevator. Getting Willard up the stairs proved something of a chore, but Essai managed. A grime-laden window at the far end of the narrow hallway let in light that seemed both leaden and exhausted. A bare bulb burned halfway down, highlighting the constellations of obscene graffiti scrawled on the walls.


    The room looked like a jail cell. The bare-bones furnishings—a bed, a dresser with a drawer missing, a rocking chair—were either gray or colorless. The window looked out on an air shaft, where it was always nighttime. The room smelled strongly of carbolic and bleach. Essai did not want to think of what had gone on there in the past.


    Dumping Willard on the bed, he set down the doctor’s bag, opened it, and placed a number of items in a neat line on the stained coverlet. This bag and its contents were always with him, a habit that had been ingrained in him at an early age, when he had been in training to move to America, to insinuate himself into the lives of the people Severus Domna selected. He had no idea how the group came up with Bud Halliday’s name or how it suspected that he would rise so quickly into the firmament of American politics, but then he was used to Severus Domna’s uncanny prescience.


    Using a box cutter, he stripped off Willard’s clothes, then unwrapped a Depends and fitted it around his loins. He slapped Willard’s cheeks lightly enough to rouse him slowly out of his unconscious state. Before Willard was fully conscious, he elevated his head and shoulders, and tipped a bottle of castor oil down his throat. At first, Willard choked and gagged. Essai eased off, then fed the viscous liquid to him more slowly. Willard swallowed it all.


    Disposing of the bottle, Essai slapped Willard hard on one cheek, then the other, sending blood rushing into his head. Willard started awake, his eyes blinking rapidly. Then he looked around.


    “Where am I?” His voice was thick and furred.


    When his tongue ran around his lips, Essai reached for the roll of duct tape.


    “What’s this taste?”


    As Willard started to retch, Essai slapped a length of tape across his mouth.


    “If you vomit, you’ll suffocate. I advise you to clamp down on your gag reflex.”


    He sat on the chair, rocking slowly as Willard struggled to regain his equilibrium. When he saw his prisoner winning that battle, he said, “My name is Jalal Essai.” His eyes opened wide at Willard’s response. “Ah, I see you’ve heard of me. Good. That makes my job easier. You’ve just come from seeing Benjamin El-Arian. It was El-Arian, I warrant, who told you about me. He painted me as the villain, I have no doubt. Well, heroes and villains—it’s all in your point of view. El-Arian would deny this, but then he’s proved himself to be irresolute, like a reed blown first this way then that by shifting winds.”


    Essai rose, crossed to the bed, and ripped the tape off Willard’s mouth.


    “I know you’re wondering about that taste in your mouth.” He smiled. “You swallowed a bottle of castor oil.” He pointed. “Hence the diaper. Not long from now some very nasty stuff is going to be coming out of you. The diaper will help contain it, or at least some of it. I’m afraid there will be too much for it to absorb, and then…” He shrugged.


    “Whatever you want from me you won’t get.”


    “Bravo! That’s the spirit! But sadly for you, I’ve already gotten what I want. Like others El-Arian has dealt with or sent after me, you’ll be dumped on his doorstep. This procedure will continue until he ceases his actions and forgets about me.”


    “He’s not about to do that.”


    “Then he and I have a long road to travel.” Essai wadded up the tape and threw it away. He stuffed the roll back into the black bag. “You, however, have a significantly shorter road to travel.”


    “I don’t feel well.” Willard said this in a curious voice, as if he were a querulous child talking to himself.


    “No,” Essai said, stepping back from the bed, “I don’t suppose you do.”

  


  
    CHAPTER 27

  


  
    Night still layalong the macadam roads and concrete sidewalks the following morning when Bourne arrived at Heathrow Airport. It was drizzling and chilly, and he was happy to get out of London. His flight left at seven twenty-five and arrived in Marrakech at one fifteen, with a brief stopover in Madrid. There were no direct commercial flights.


    He was sitting in the only coffee shop open at that hour, its plastic chairs and tables wan in the fluorescent lights, sipping over-roasted coffee that tasted like ashes when Don Fernando Hererra appeared, walked over, and sat down without either invitation or greeting.


    “I’m sorry for your loss,” Bourne said.


    Don Fernando said nothing. Lost within his beautiful suit, he seemed to have aged since the last time Bourne had seen him, though only a week or so had passed. He was staring absently at a display of luggage in the window of a store across the concourse.


    “How did you find me?” Bourne said.


    “I suspected you were going to Marrakech.” Abruptly he turned to Bourne and said, “Why did you kill my son? He was only trying to help you as I asked him to do.”


    “I didn’t kill him, Don Fernando.” It was then Bourne felt the nick of the knife point on the inside of his thigh. “Do you think that’s wise?”


    “I have traveled far beyond wise, young man.” His eyes were pale, liquid, filled with anguish. “Now I am a father grieving for his dead son. That’s all I am, that’s all the life this old frame can muster.”


    “I would never harm Diego,” Bourne said. “I think you know that.”


    “There is no one else but you.” Don Hernando’s voice, though soft, was like a cry full of pain and suffering. “Betrayal, betrayal!” He shook his head. “The only other possibility is Ottavio Moreno. He’s my godson. He would never lay a hand on Diego.”


    Bourne sat very still, feeling a trickle of blood down his leg. He could end this at any moment, but he chose to let the situation play out because a violent end wouldn’t help him. He was extremely fond of Don Hererra; he couldn’t lift a finger against him. “And yet, it was Ottavio who knifed Diego,” he said.


    “Lies!” The old man was quivering. “What possible reason—?”


    “Severus Domna.”


    At once Don Hererra blinked. A tic started in his right cheek. “What’s that you say?”


    “You’ve heard of Severus Domna, I take it.”


    The old man nodded. “I’ve crossed swords with a few members over the years.”


    This interested Bourne greatly. Now he was doubly glad he had chosen not to act. “I have something Severus Domna wants,” Bourne said. “Its emissaries have followed me in London, Oxford—elsewhere here. Somehow one of them got to Diego. His assignment was to bring me to the Vesper Club, where they were waiting for me. Ottavio found out. He might have acted too hastily, but he was protecting me, I assure you.”


    “You and he know each other?”


    “We did,” Bourne said. “He died yesterday.”


    The old man’s face grew hard. “How?”


    “He was shot by a man employed by Jalal Essai.”


    Don Hererra’s head swung around. Life was beginning to bloom on his cheeks. “Essai?”


    “He wants the same thing Severus Domna wants.”


    “He’s no longer with the group?”


    “No.” Slowly Bourne became aware of the knife point being withdrawn.


    “My sincere apologies,” the old man said.


    “I know you must have been proud of Diego.”


    For a time, Don Hererra said nothing. Bourne waved down a waiter and ordered two coffees. When cup and saucer were set down in front of Don Hererra, the old man stirred in some sugar, then took a sip, wincing at the taste.


    “I can’t wait to get back to Sevilla.” His eyes engaged Bourne’s. “Before you go, there is something I must tell you. I used to hold Ottavio Moreno in my arms when I visited his mother. Her name is Tanirt and she lives in Tineghir.” He paused; his gaze was probing, and he was once again his old canny self. “That is where you’re headed, isn’t it?”


    Bourne nodded.


    “Be very careful, señor. Tineghir is the nexus of Severus Domna. Tineghir is where it was born, where it first flourished, due mostly to Jalal Essai’s family. But the Essais were split when Jalal’s brother turned his back on Severus Domna, uprooted his family, and moved to Bali.”


    That would be Holly’s father, Bourne thought.


    “Benjamin El-Arian, whose family coveted the Essais’ power, used the schism to gain influence. So far as I know, he has been the leader of Severus Domna for some years now.”


    “So it’s all-out war between Essai and El-Arian.”


    Don Fernando nodded. “From what I’ve been able to glean, Severus Domna doesn’t take kindly to members leaving the fold. Blood in, blood out.” He finished off his coffee. “But back to Tanirt. I’ve known her for a long time. She is, in many respects, the female I’ve been closest to most of my adult life, and that includes my late wife.”


    “I think I should know if she’s your mistress.”


    The old man smiled. “Tanirt is a special person, which you will discover for yourself when you speak with her.” He leaned forward. “Escúchame, señor, she is the first person you must see when you arrive in Morocco.” He scribbled a line on a scrap of paper. “Call her at this number when you arrive. She will be expecting you. Her advice will serve you well, there can be no doubt. She sees all sides of every situation.”


    “Am I to believe that she was Gustavo Moreno’s mistress, and now she’s yours?”


    “When you meet her you will understand,” Don Fernando said. “But this much I will say. Tanirt is no one’s mistress. She is who she is. It is not for any man to have her in that way. She is…” He looked away for a moment. “… wild.”


    



    Dimitri Maslov received the news that Colonel Boris Karpov was getting a haircut and shave at the Metropole barbershop with cautious optimism. Karpov, also a cautious man, never got his hair cut at the same place twice.


    Maslov summoned Oserov, but was informed that Oserov was AWOL, having left Moscow the day before. Maslov, seething, had had enough of Oserov. In fact, he’d kept him on this long only to piss off Arkadin, for whom he harbored both a father’s love and a spurned parent’s bitter hatred. But Oserov’s humiliating failure in Bangalore had sunk him fatally. He had become all but useless to Maslov, having acquired the stink of defeat.


    “Where did he go?” Maslov inquired of Oserov’s assistant. They were standing in the offices, surrounded by Maslov’s crew.


    “Tineghir.” The assistant coughed and licked his dry lips. “Morocco.”


    “Why did he go to Morocco?”


    “He… he didn’t tell me.”


    “Did you try to find out?”


    “How would I do that?”


    Maslov drew his custom-made Makarov and shot the assistant between the eyes. Then he turned a murderous gaze on each of his men, slowly. The ones closest to him stepped back a pace, as if struck by an invisible blow.


    “Anyone who thinks he can take a piss without my order, step forward.”


    No one moved.


    “Anyone who thinks he can disobey an order, step forward.”


    No one breathed.


    “Yevgeny.” He turned to a stocky man with a scar beneath one eye. “Arm yourself and your two best men. You’re coming with me.”


    Then he stalked back into his office, went to the cabinet behind his desk, and began to pick through weaponry. If the debacle in Bangalore had taught him anything it was that if you want to get something difficult done, do it yourself. Times had changed. He knew it, yet he hadn’t wanted to believe it. Everything was more difficult than it had been. The government had become aggressively hostile, the siloviks had run off the more pliable oligarchs, and good people were harder and harder to find. The easy money had been made. Now he had to claw and scratch for every dollar. He was working double the hours just to make the profit he’d earned ten years ago. It was enough to make you weep for lost youth. The fact of the matter is, he thought as he fitted a suppressor to the muzzle of his Makarov, it’s no fun being a criminal anymore. Now it’s work, pure and simple. He’d been reduced to the level of an apparatchik, and he hated it. This new reality was a bitter pill for him to swallow. He was exhausted from trying to keep his head above water. And then, to top it all off, Boris Karpov had become his personal bête noire.


    Well armed, he slammed the cabinet doors shut. Hefting his Makarov, he discovered a newfound vigor. After so many years behind a desk, it felt good to hit the streets, to take the law into his own hands, to shake it until it went limp and gave up. He felt ready to bite off its head.


    The Metropole barbershop was situated off the vast, marble-and-ormolu lobby of the Federated Moskva Hotel, an old and venerable establishment located between the Bolshoi Theater and Red Square. The building was so ornate, it seemed at any moment on the verge of imploding from the encrustations of cornices, balustrades, carved stone panels, massive lintels, and projecting parapets.


    The Metropole was set up with three old-fashioned barber’s chairs, behind which were a mirrored wall and the cabinets that contained the various implements of the trade: scissors, straight razors, shaving cream machines, tall glass jars of a blue liquid disinfectant, neatly folded towels, combs, brushes, electric hair clippers, canisters of talcum powder, and bottles of bracing aftershave.


    Currently all three chairs were occupied by clients over whom had been spread black nylon smocks that snapped at the neck. The two men at either end were getting their hair cut by barbers in the traditional Metropole white uniforms. The man in the middle, reclining on his chair with a hot towel wrapped around his face, was Boris Karpov. While his barber stropped a straight razor, Karpov whistled an old Russian folk melody he remembered from his childhood. In the background a dinosaur of a radio played a staticky news report, announcing the latest government initiative to combat growing unemployment. Two men, one young, one old, sat in wooden chairs on the other side of the shop, reading copies of Pravda while waiting their turn.


    Yevgeny’s men had reconnoitered the hotel lobby for ten minutes, assiduously checking for FSB-2 agents. Finding none, they signaled to their boss. Yevgeny, in a long winter overcoat similar to the ones his men wore, entered the Federated Moskva, along with a family led by an unsmiling Intourist guide. While the guide led the family to reception, he walked directly to the Metropole, assuring himself that Boris Karpov was, indeed, the man in the center chair getting his face scraped. As soon as the barber lifted the towel from Karpov’s face, Yevgeny turned and signaled to his man who was standing by the revolving door. This man, in turn, signaled Maslov, who got out of the black BMW parked in front of the hotel, went across the sidewalk, and up the steps.


    The moment he appeared through the revolving door, Yevgeny and his men went into action, just as had been planned. The two men stationed themselves on either side of the Metropole entrance. There was no other egress.


    Yevgeny walked in and, drawing his Makarov pistol, used the barrel to signal to the two men waiting to get the hell out. He swung the muzzle of the Makarov in the general direction of the clients getting their hair cut to keep them and their barbers from moving. He nodded and Maslov entered.


    “Karpov, Boris Karpov.” Maslov had his Makarov at the ready. “I understand you’re looking for me.”


    Karpov opened his eyes. His gaze rested on Maslov a moment. “Shit, this is awkward.”


    Maslov grinned wolfishly. “Only for you.”


    Karpov raised a hand from under his smock. The barber took the edge of the straight razor from his cheek and stepped back. Karpov looked from Maslov to Yevgeny to the two armed men who now appeared in the doorway.


    “This doesn’t look good for me, but if you’ll listen I think we can work a deal.”


    Maslov laughed. “Listen to this, the incorruptible Colonel Karpov begging for his life.”


    “I’m just being pragmatic,” Karpov said. “I’m soon to become the head of FSB-2, so why kill me? I’d be an excellent friend to have, don’t you agree?”


    “The only good friend,” Maslov said, “is a dead friend.”


    He took aim at Karpov, but before he could squeeze the trigger, an explosion blasted him backward off his feet. A hole had appeared in Karpov’s smock from the bullet he had fired. He threw off the smock at the same time as the two other clients—both FSB-2 undercover agents—fired through their smocks. Yevgeny’s two men went down. Yevgeny killed one of Karpov’s men before Karpov shot him three times in the chest.


    Karpov, his face still covered with shaving cream, walked over to where Maslov lay on the black-and-white tile floor.


    “How do you feel?” He aimed his pistol at Maslov’s face. “At the end of an era?”


    Without waiting for a reply, he squeezed the trigger.


    



    Moira opened her eyes after what seemed like days or weeks of sleep, and saw Berengária Moreno’s face.


    Berengária smiled, but it was a smile full of concern. “How do you feel?”


    “Like I’ve been hit by a train.” Her left leg was in a full cast, suspended by a sling-and-pulley system, so the lower half was above the level of her head.


    “You look beautiful, mami.” Berengária’s voice was light and breezy. She kissed Moira lightly on the mouth. “I have a private ambulance waiting downstairs to take us back to the hacienda. A full-time nurse and a physical therapist have already settled into their guest rooms.”


    “You didn’t have to do that.” It was a stupid thing to say. Luckily, Berengária had the good grace to ignore it.


    “You’ll have to get used to calling me Barbara.”


    “I know.”


    Then her tone changed, her voice softened, and she leaned close to Moira. “I was sure I’d never see you again.”


    “Which only goes to prove that there are no sure things in life.”


    Berengária laughed. “God knows.”


    “Barbara…”


    “Mami, please, I’ll be angry if you think I expect anything. I would do anything for you, including leaving you alone, if that’s your wish.”


    Moira put her hand against Barbara’s cheek. “Right now, all I want is to recover.” She sighed deeply. “Barbara, I want to be able to run again.”


    Barbara put her hand over Moira’s. “Then you’ll make it so. And I’ll help you, if that is your wish. If not…” She shrugged.


    “Thank you.”


    “Get better, mami. That’s how you’ll thank me.”


    Moira’s expression clouded over. “You know, I wasn’t lying to Arkadin. Corellos has to be dealt with, and the sooner the better.”


    “I know.” Barbara almost mouthed the words, so softly did she speak.


    “It will take some thought, but the problem will give me something to concentrate on besides my leg.”


    “I’m tempted to say just concentrate on getting better, but I know you’ll laugh in my face.”


    Moira’s expression darkened even further. “You’re in the wrong business, you know that, don’t you?”


    “It was my brother’s life.”


    “I’m tempted to say that it doesn’t have to be yours, but I know you’ll laugh in my face.”


    Barbara smiled ruefully. “God knows there’s no escaping family.” Absently, she stroked Moira’s cast. “My brother was good to me, he protected me, he looked out for me when others tried to take advantage of me.” She looked into Moira’s eyes. “He taught me to be tough. He taught me how to hold my head up in the world of men. Without him I don’t know where I’d be.”


    Moira thought about this for some time. One compelling reason to stay with Barbara was so she could convince her to leave her brother’s business behind, despite her perceived obligation to him. Moira hadn’t been in touch with her own family for years, didn’t even know whether her parents were still alive. She wondered if she cared. Her own brother was another matter entirely. She knew where he was, what he was doing, and with whom he associated. She was certain he knew nothing of her. They had severed ties in their early twenties. Unlike with her parents, she felt something for him, but it wasn’t good.


    She took a deep breath and exhaled the stale air of her past. “I’m healing faster than the surgeon had expected, and no one thinks more highly of his work than he does.”


    Barbara’s eyes twinkled. “Well, you know, nothing is as we expect.”


    This time, both women laughed together.


    



    Benjamin El-Arian sat behind his desk in his study. He was on the phone with Idir Syphax, the top-echelon member of Severus Domna in Tineghir. Syphax had confirmed that both Arkadin and Bourne were on their way to Morocco. El-Arian wanted to make certain that every detail he had worked out for their strategy was understood and in place. This was no time for surprises; he had no illusions concerning the nature of the two men.


    “Everything is prepared inside the house?”


    “Yes,” Idir said in his ear. “The system has been checked and rechecked. Most recently by me, as you requested. Once they’re in, they won’t be able to get out.”


    “We built a better rat trap.”


    A chuckle. “That’s the size of it.”


    Now El-Arian came to the most difficult question. “What about the woman?” He could not bring himself to utter Tanirt’s name.


    “We cannot touch her, of course. The men are terrified of her.”


    With good reason, El-Arian thought. “Leave her alone, then.”


    “I will pray to Allah,” Idir said.


    El-Arian was pleased. Pleased also that Willard had actually made good on his end of the bargain. He was about to add a comment when he heard the screech of a car taking off from outside his Georgetown brownstone. Because he was wearing a wireless headphone he was able to get up, walk across the carpet, and peer through the slats of the wooden shutters without breaking off the call.


    He saw a bundle lying awkwardly on his front steps, as if it had been dropped there. The cylindrical shape was wrapped up in an old carpet. He estimated the length to be somewhere between five and a half and six feet.


    While still talking into his mike, he went down the hall, opened his front door, and hauled the carpet into his foyer. He grunted; it was very heavy. The carpet was tied in three places with common twine. He went back to his desk, retrieved a folding knife from a drawer, and returned to the foyer. Squatting down, he severed the three lengths of twine and unrolled the carpet. This unleashed an unholy stench that caused him to jump back.


    When he saw the body, when he recognized it, when he realized that it was still alive, he cut short the call. Staring down at Frederick Willard, he thought, Allah preserve me, Jalal Essai has declared war on me. Unlike the deaths of the men he had sent to terminate Essai, this was a personal statement.


    Setting aside his natural revulsion, he bent over Willard. One eye would not open, and the other was so inflamed there was no white at all.


    “I will pray for you, my friend,” El-Arian said.


    “I have no interest in Allah or in God.” Willard’s dry, cracked lips scarcely moved, and something terrible must have been done to his throat or vocal cords because his voice was nearly unrecognizable. It sounded like a razor cutting through flesh. “The rest is darkness. There is no one left to trust.”


    El-Arian asked him a question, but the answer wasn’t forthcoming. Leaning forward, he touched the side of Willard’s neck. There was no pulse. El-Arian said a brief prayer, if not for the infidel, then for himself.

  


  



  



  BOOK FOUR


  
    CHAPTER 28

  


  
    You seem surprised,” Tanirt said.


    Bourne was surprised. He had been expecting a woman of Don Fernando’s age, possibly a decade younger. It was difficult to tell precisely, but Tanirt seemed to be in her late thirties. This was an illusion, surely. Assuming Ottavio actually was her son, she had to be at least fifty.


    “I came to Morocco with no expectations,” he said.


    “Liar.” Tanirt was dark-skinned and dark-haired, with a voluptuous figure that had lost none of its lush ripeness. She carried herself as if she were a princess or a queen, and her huge, liquid eyes seemed to take in everything at once.


    She studied him for a moment. “I see you. Your name is not Adam Stone,” she said with utter certainty.


    “Does that matter?”


    “Truth is the only thing that matters.”


    “My name is Bourne.”


    “Not the name you were born with, but the one you go by now.” She nodded, as if satisfied. “Please give me your hand, Bourne.”


    He had called her the moment he landed in Marrakech. As Don Fernando had promised, she was expecting him. She had given him directions on where to meet her: a sweets shop in the center of a market on the southern edge of the city. He had found the market without difficulty, parked, and proceeded on foot through the labyrinth of alleys lined with stalls and shops selling everything from incised leather goods to camel feed. The sweets shop was owned by a wizened Berber who seemed to recognize Bourne on sight. Smiling, he waved him into the interior, which smelled of caramel and roasted sesame seeds. The shop was dark and full of shadows. Nevertheless, Tanirt was illuminated, as if from within.


    Now he offered her his hand, palm up, and she took it. Tanirt looked up at him. She wore simple robes, belted at the waist. Nothing was exposed, and yet her sexuality, pulsing with life, seemed utterly revealed to him.


    She held his hand tenderly, her forefinger lightly tracing the lines on his palm and fingers. “You are a Capricorn, born on the last day of the year.”


    “Yes.” There was no way she could know that, and yet she did. A tingling began in Bourne’s toes, percolating up through his body, warming him, drawing him to her, as if she had established an energy link between them. Slightly disturbed, he thought about walking out of the shop, but didn’t.


    “You have…” She stopped short and put her hand over his, as if trying to block out her sudden vision.


    “What is it?” Bourne said.


    She looked up at him and at that moment he felt as if he could drown in those eyes. She had not let go of his hand. On the contrary, she held it tightly between her two palms. There was a magnetism about her that was both intensely exciting and intensely disquieting. He felt forces inside him tugging him this way and that, as if in fierce opposition.


    “Do you really want me to tell you?” Her voice was that of a trained contralto, deep and rich and sonorous. Even at low volume it seemed to pierce into every packed corner of the sweets shop.


    “You started this,” Bourne pointed out.


    She smiled, but there was nothing happy in it. “Come with me.”


    He followed her to the rear of the shop and out a narrow door. Once again in the labyrinthine heart of the market, he looked out at a bewildering array of goods and services: live cocks and velvet-winged bats in cages, cockatoos on bamboo perches, fat fish in tanks of seawater, a butchered lamb, skinned and bloody, hanging from a hook. A brown hen waddled by, squawking as if being strangled.


    “Here you see many things, many creatures, but as for people, only Amazighs, only Berbers.” Tanirt pointed south, into the High Atlas. “The town of Tineghir is centered within an eighteen-and-a-half-mile oasis at an altitude of more than five thousand feet, stretching across a relatively thin wedge of lush wadi between the High Atlas range to the north and the Anti-Atlas to the south.


    “It is a homogeneous place. Like the area around it, the town is inhabited by Amazighs. The Romans called us Mazices; the Greeks, Libyans. By whatever name, we are Berbers, indigenous to many parts of North Africa and the Nile Valley. The ancient Roman author Apuleius was actually Berber, as was Saint Augustine of Hippo. So was, of course, Septimius Severus, emperor of Rome. And it was a Berber, Abd ar-Rahman the First, who conquered southern Spain and established the Umayyad Caliphate in Córdoba, the heart of what he called al-Andalus, modern-day Andalusia.”


    She turned to him. “I tell you this so you may better understand what is to come. This is a place of history, of conquest, of great deeds and great men. It is also a place of great energy—a power spot, if you will. It is a nexus point.”


    She took his hand again. “Bourne, you are an enigma,” she said softly. “You have a long lifeline—an unusually long lifeline. And yet…”


    “What is it?”


    “And yet you will die here today or perhaps tomorrow, but certainly within the week.”


    



    All of Marrakech appeared to be a souk, all Moroccans vendors of something or other. Everything seemed to be bought and sold from the storefronts and marketplaces that lined the jammed streets and boulevards.


    Arkadin and Soraya had been observed upon their arrival, which he had expected, but no one approached them and they weren’t followed from the airport into the city. This did not reassure him. On the contrary, it made him even more wary. If the Severus Domna agents at the airport hadn’t followed them, it was because they had no need to. His conclusion was that the city, probably the entire Ouarzazate region, was swarming with them.


    Soraya confirmed that opinion when he voiced it. “It makes no sense you being here,” she said inside a taxi that smelled of stewed lentils, fried onions, and incense. “Why are you walking into such an obvious trap?”


    “Because I can.” Arkadin sat with his small suitcase on his lap. Inside was the laptop computer.


    “I don’t believe you.”


    “I don’t give a shit what you believe.”


    “Another lie, otherwise I wouldn’t be here with you now.”


    He looked at her, shaking his head. “Within ten minutes I could make you cry out, I could make you forget all your previous lovers.”


    “I’m charmed, truly.”


    “Mother Teresa, not Mata Hari.” He said this with a good measure of disgust, as if her chastity had made him lose respect for her, or at least devalue her.


    “Do you imagine I care what a piece of shit like you thinks of me.” It was not a question.


    They bounced around in the backseat for some time. Then he said, as if continuing the previous conversation, “You’re here as an insurance policy. You and Bourne have a connection. At the proper time, I mean to make the most of it.”


    Soraya, brooding, was silent for the remainder of the ride.


    



    In Marrakech, Arkadin took her along a warren of streets where Moroccans peered at her, licking their lips as if they were trying to measure the tenderness of her flesh. They were engulfed by the madhouse screeches of the jungle. At length, they entered a stuffy shop that stank of machine oil. A small, bald, mole-like man greeted Arkadin in the obsequious manner of an undertaker, rubbing his hands together and bowing continuously. At the rear of the shop was a small Persian carpet. Lifting this aside, he pulled on a thick metal ring, which opened a trapdoor. Switching on a small flashlight, the mole-man descended a metal spiral staircase. At the base, he flicked on a series of fluorescent coils set into a ceiling so low they were forced to stoop as they crab-walked across the polished floorboards. Unlike the shop above, dusty, packed willy-nilly with all manner of cartons, barrels, and crates, the basement was spotless. Along the walls, portable dehumidifiers hummed quietly alongside a row of air purifiers. The basement was divided into neat aisles sided by long, waist-high cabinets, each with three drawers, each one filled with every form of hand weaponry known to modern man. Every weapon was marked and tagged in meticulous fashion.


    “Well, since you know my stock,” the mole-man said, “I’ll leave you to make your choices. Bring what you want to buy upstairs, I’ll provide what ammunition you require, and we’ll settle the bill.”


    Arkadin nodded absently. He was consumed with passing from one drawer of the arsenal to another, calculating firepower, ease of use, rapidity of fire, and the practicality of weight and size of each weapon.


    When they were alone, he removed from a drawer what looked to Soraya like a searchlight with a large battery pack underneath it. Turning to her, he shook the searchlight. The battery pack opened and locked into place. The item was a folding machine gun.


    “I’ve never seen that before.” She was fascinated despite herself.


    “It’s a prototype, not on the market yet. It’s a Magpul FMG, takes standard nine-millimeter Glock ammo but spits it out a shitload faster than a pistol.” He ran his hand down the stubby barrel. “Nice, huh?”


    Soraya thought it was. She’d dearly like one for herself.


    Arkadin must have recognized the avidity of her gaze. “Here.”


    She took it from him, examined it expertly, broke it down, then put it back together.


    “Fucking ingenious.” Arkadin seemed in no hurry to take back the FMG. He seemed to be watching her, but, in fact, he was seeing something else, a scene from far away.


    



    In St. Petersburg he’d taken Tracy to her hotel room. She had not asked him to come up, but she hadn’t protested when he had. Inside, she put her handbag and key down on a table, walked across the carpet and into the bathroom. She closed the door but he didn’t hear the click of a lock.


    The river glittered in moonlight, black and thick and full of secrets, like an ancient serpent, always half asleep. It was stuffy in the room, so he went to the window and, unlatching it, opened it. A wind, thick as the river and smelling of it, swirled about the room. He turned, looked at the bed, and imagined Tracy there, her nakedness revealed by the moonlight.


    A tiny sound, like a sigh or a catch in the throat, caused him to turn around. The bathroom door, unlatched, had opened, and now another swirl of wind pushed it farther, so that a thin wedge of buttery light fell across the carpet. He entered the wedge of light, and his gaze penetrated into the bathroom. He saw Tracy’s back, or rather a slice of it, pale and unblemished. Lower was the swell of her buttocks and the deep crease between. The pulse of pleasure in his groin was so extreme it bordered on pain. There was that thing about her—his hatred and his dependence—that made him weak. He despised himself, but he could not help moving toward the door and pushing it farther open.


    The door, old and peeling, creaked, and Tracy peered at him over her shoulder. Her body was revealed to him in all its glory. She looked at him with a pity and loathing that brought an animal sound to his lips. Hurriedly, he pulled the door shut. When she emerged, he could not look at her. He heard her cross the room and close the window.


    “Where were you brought up?” she said.


    It was not a question, but a slap in the face. He could not answer her, and for that—for many things—he burned to kill her, to feel the cartilage in her throat rupture beneath the pressure of his fingers, to feel her blood running hotly in his hands. Yet he was bound to her, as she was bound to him. They were locked in hateful orbit, with no possibility of escape.


    But Tracy did escape, he thought now, into death. He missed her, hated himself for missing her. She was the only woman who had refused him. Up until now, that is. As his eyes refocused on Soraya folding up the FMG, he felt a premonitory shiver run through him. For a moment, he saw her skull, and she looked like death. Then everything snapped back into focus and he could breathe again.


    Unlike Tracy, her skin was burnished a golden bronze. Like Tracy, she had revealed herself to him when she stripped off the T-shirt he had loaned her to use as a tourniquet for Moira’s thigh. She had heavy breasts, the nipples dark and erect. He could see them now, beneath her top, see them as clearly as if she were still half naked.


    “It’s because you can’t have me,” Soraya said as if reading his mind.


    “On the contrary, I could have you right now.”


    “Rape me, you mean.”


    “Yes.”


    “If you were going to,” she said, turning her back on him, “you would have already.”


    He came up behind her and said, “Don’t tempt me.”


    She whirled around. “Your rage is toward men, not women.”


    He glared at her, unmoving.


    “You get off on killing men and seducing women. But rape? You’d no more consider raping a woman than I would.”


    His mind raced back to his hometown of Nizhny Tagil, where he had briefly become a member of Stas Kuzin’s gang, rounding up girls off the streets to stock Kuzin’s savage brothel. Night after night he’d heard the girls’ screams and cries as they were raped and beaten. In the end, he’d killed Kuzin and half his gang.


    “Rape is for animals,” he said in a thick voice. “I’m not an animal.”


    “That’s your life: the struggle to be a man, not an animal.”


    He looked away.


    “Did Treadstone do this to you?”


    He laughed. “Treadstone was the least of it. It was everything that happened before, everything I try to forget.”


    “Curious. For Bourne it’s just the opposite. His struggle is to remember.”


    “He’s lucky, then,” Arkadin snarled.


    “It’s a great pity you’re enemies.”


    “God made us enemies.” Arkadin took the weapon from her. “A god named Alexander Conklin.”


    



    Do you know how to die, Bourne?” Tanirt whispered.


    “You were born on Siwa’s day: the last day of the month, which is both the ending and the beginning. Do you understand? You are destined to die and be born again.” This was what Suparwita had told him only days ago in Bali.


    “I’ve died once,” he said, “and was reborn.”


    “Flesh, flesh, only flesh,” she muttered. And then: “This is different.”


    Tanirt said this with a force he felt through every fiber of his being. He leaned toward her, the promise of her thighs and her breasts drawing him into her orbit.


    He shook his head. “I don’t understand.”


    Her hands gripped him, pulling him even closer. “There is only one way to explain.” She turned and led him back into the sweets shop. In the far corner she pushed several fragrant bales out of the way, revealing a wooden staircase, full of dust and crystals of palm sugar. They ascended to an upper floor that was, or until recently had been, someone’s living quarters. The owner’s daughter, judging by the posters of film and rock stars on the walls. It was brighter up here, the windows bringing in blinding sunlight. But it was also as hot as a fever. Tanirt appeared unaffected.


    In the center of the floor she turned to him. “Tell me, Bourne, what do you believe in?”


    He did not answer.


    “The hand of God, fate, destiny? Any of those things?”


    “I believe in free will,” he said at last, “in the ability to make one’s own choices without interference, either by organizations or by fate, whatever you want to call it.”


    “In other words, you believe in chaos, because man doesn’t control anything in this universe.”


    “That would mean I’m helpless. I’m not.”


    “So neither Law nor Chaos.” She smiled. “Yours is a special path, the path between, where no one before you has gone.”


    “I’m not sure I’d put it that way.”


    “Of course you wouldn’t. You’re not a philosopher. How would you put it?”


    “Where is this going?” he said.


    “Always the soldier, the impatient soldier,” Tanirt said. “Death. It’s going toward the nature of your death.”


    “Death is the end of life,” Bourne said. “What else is there to know about its nature?”


    She went to one of the windows and opened it. “Tell me, please, how many of the enemy can you see?”


    Bourne stood beside her, feeling her intense warmth as if she were an engine that had been running at speed for a long time. From this lofty vantage point, he could see a fair number of streets and observe their occupants.


    “Somewhere between three and nine. It’s difficult to be precise,” he said after several minutes. “Which one will kill me?”


    “None of them.”


    “Then it will be Arkadin.”


    Tanirt cocked her head. “This man Arkadin will be the herald, but he won’t be the one who kills you.”


    Bourne turned to her. “Then who?”


    “Bourne, do you know who you are?”


    He had been with her long enough to know that he wasn’t expected to answer.


    “Something happened to you,” Tanirt said. “You were one person, now you’re two.”


    She put the flat of her hand on his chest and his heart seemed to skip a beat—or, more accurately, to race past it. He gave a little gasp.


    “These two people are incompatible—in every way incompatible. Therefore, there is a war inside you, a war that will lead to your death.”


    “Tanirt—”


    She raised the hand that had been on his chest, and he felt as if he had sunk into a bog.


    “The herald—this man Arkadin—will arrive in Tineghir with the one who will kill you. It is someone you know, perhaps very well. It is a woman.”


    “Moira? Is her name Moira?”


    Tanirt shook her head. “An Egyptian.”


    Soraya!


    “That… that doesn’t seem possible.”


    Tanirt smiled her enigmatic smile. “This is the conundrum, Bourne. One of you can’t believe it is possible. But the other one knows that it is possible.”


    For the first time in Bourne’s memory he felt truly helpless. “What am I to do?”


    Tanirt took his hand in hers. “How you react, what you do, will determine whether you live or die.”

  


  
    CHAPTER 29

  


  
    Happy Birthday,” M. Errol Danziger said when he reached Bud Halliday by phone.


    “My birthday was months ago,” the secretary of defense said. “What do you want?”


    “I’m waiting in my car downstairs.”


    “I’m busy.”


    “Not for this.”


    There was something in Danziger’s voice that stopped Halliday from blowing him off. Halliday called his assistant and told him to clear his calendar for the next hour. Then he grabbed his overcoat and took the stairs down. As he walked across the White House grounds, the guards and Secret Service agents nodded to him deferentially. He smiled at the ones he knew by name.


    Climbing into the back of Danziger’s car, he said, “This better be good.”


    “Trust me,” Danziger said. “It’s better than good.”


    Twenty minutes later the car pulled up at 1910 Massachusetts Avenue, SE. Danziger, who was sitting nearer the curb, stepped out and held the door open for his boss.


    “Building Twenty-seven?” Halliday said as he and Danziger trotted up the steps of one of the modern brick buildings in the General Health Campus complex. “Who died?” Building 27 housed the office of the district’s chief medical examiner.


    Danziger laughed. “A friend of yours.”


    They passed through two levels of security and took the oversize stainless-steel-clad elevator down to the basement. The elevator reeked of bleach and a sickly-sweet smell Halliday was loath to identify.


    They were expected. An assistant coroner, a slight, bespectacled man with a nose like a beak and a dour demeanor, nodded to them, guiding them through the cold room. He stopped three-quarters of the way down the bank of stainless-steel doors, opened one, and slid out a corpse on a tray. A sheet was pulled up over the face. At Danziger’s signal, the assistant coroner peeled back the sheet.


    “Mary, Mother of God,” Halliday said, “is that Frederick Willard?”


    “None other.” Danziger looked as if he was about to break into a jig of joy.


    Halliday took a step closer. He pulled out a small mirror and stuck it under Willard’s nostrils. “No breath.” He turned to the assistant coroner. “What the hell happened to him?”


    “Difficult to say at this time,” the man said. “So many things, so little time…”


    “The gist,” Halliday said shortly.


    “Torture.”


    Halliday had to laugh. He looked at Danziger. “Damn ironic, isn’t it?”


    “That’s how it struck me.”


    At that moment the secretary’s PDA buzzed. He drew it out and looked at it. He was needed at the White House.


    



    Rather than the Oval Office, the president was in the War Room three levels down below the West Wing. Vast computer screens ringed the room, in the center of which was an oval table outfitted with all the accoutrements of twelve virtual offices.


    When Bud Halliday arrived, the president was chairing a meeting with Hendricks, the national security adviser, and Brey and Findlay, the respective heads of the FBI and the Department of Homeland Security. From their grim expressions it was clear there was an emergency brewing.


    “Glad you could make it, Bud,” the president said, waving Halliday to a chair on the opposite side of the table.


    “What’s happened?” Halliday said.


    “Something’s come up,” Findlay said, “and we’d value your advice on how to proceed.”


    “A terrorist attack on one of our overseas bases?”


    “Rather closer to home.” Hendricks appeared to be taking point. Reversing a dossier in front of him, he slid it across the table to Halliday. He spread his hands. “Please.”


    Halliday opened the dossier and was confronted with a photo of Jalal Essai. He stayed very calm, was pleased to see that his hand was steady as it turned the onionskin pages of the file.


    When he was certain he had himself perfectly under control, he raised his gaze. “Why are we looking at this man?”


    “We have information linking him to the torture and murder of Frederick Willard.”


    “Evidence?”


    “As yet, no,” Findlay said.


    “But we have every indication that it will be forthcoming,” Hendricks said.


    “Do you want me to buy the bridge, too?” Halliday said caustically.


    “What’s disturbing, Mr. Secretary, is that this man Essai has flown beneath our radar, even though he represents a clear and present national security threat.” This from Findlay again.


    Halliday tapped the dossier. “There is intel here on Essai going back years. How could we not—?”


    “That’s the question we need answered, Bud,” the president said.


    Halliday cocked his head. “Well, I mean to say, where did this intel come from?”


    “Not from your farm, clearly,” Brey said.


    “Nor from yours,” Halliday shot back. He looked from one face to another. “You’re not thinking of pinning this oversight on my people.”


    “It wasn’t an oversight,” Findlay said. “At least, not an oversight on our part.”


    There was a strained silence in the room, which was finally broken by the president. “Bud, we thought you’d be more forthcoming.”


    “Shit, I didn’t,” Brey said.


    “When confronted by the evidence,” Hendricks added.


    “Evidence of what?” Halliday said. “There’s nothing I have to explain or apologize for.”


    “You all owe me a hundred dollars apiece,” Brey said with a smirk.


    Halliday glared at him with naked rage.


    Hendricks picked up the phone, spoke a few words into the receiver, then set it down.


    “For God’s sake, Bud,” the president said, “you’re making this damnably difficult.”


    “What is this?” Halliday stood up. “An inquisition?”


    “Well, you haven’t helped yourself.” There was deep sadness in the president’s voice. “Last chance.”


    Halliday, standing as rigid as a war veteran’s statue, ground his teeth in fury.


    Then the door to the War Room opened and in walked the twins, Michelle and Mandy. Their eyes were laughing. At him.


    Christ, he thought. Jesus Christ.


    “Be seated, Mr. Secretary.”


    The president’s voice had turned so full of suppressed anger and a sense of personal betrayal, it sent a shiver down Halliday’s spine. With a sinking heart, he did as he was ordered.


    Ahead of him stretched the long, humiliating road to disgrace and ruin. Listening to the tapes the twins had made of his conversations with Jalal Essai in the hideaway apartment, he wondered whether he had the courage to retreat to a quiet, private place and blow his brains out.


    



    Oserov arrived in Morocco with his face swathed in bandages. In Marrakech he found a shop where they made a wax impression and, from this template, a latex mask, white as starlight, that fit over his ruined face. Its terrible, cold stoicism belied the raging torment beneath, but he was grateful for the anonymity it afforded him. He bought a heavy black-and-brown-striped hooded thobe to conceal his head and the top part of his face. With it on, the hood cast the rest of his face in deep shadow.


    After a brief meal, which he wolfed down without tasting, he wasted no time renting a car and planning out his route. Then he set out for Tineghir.


    



    Idir Syphax went slowly and methodically through the house in central Tineghir. He moved from shadow to shadow like a wraith or a dream, soundlessly, light as air. Idir had been born and raised in the High Atlas region of Ouarzazate. He was used to winter’s cold and snow. He was known as the man who brings ice to the desert, which meant that he was special. Like Tanirt, the local Berbers were afraid of him.


    Idir was slim and well muscled, with a wide mouth of large white teeth and a nose like the prow of a ship. His head and neck were swathed in the traditional blue Berber scarf. He wore robes of a blue-and-white check.


    On the outside the house was identical to its neighbors. Inside, however, it was built like a fortress, the rooms a set of nesting boxes protecting, at its heart, the keep. The walls were constructed of solid concrete reinforced with steel rods; the heartwood doors had two-inch-thick metal cores, rendering them impervious to even semi-automatic fire. There were two separate electronic security systems to get through: motion detectors in the outer rooms and infrared heat detectors in the inner ones.


    Idir’s family had deep ties with the Etanas reaching back centuries. The Etanas had founded the Monition Club as a way for the Severus Domna to come together in various cities across the globe without attracting attention or using the group’s real name. To the outside world, the Monition Club was a philanthropic organization involved in the advancement of anthropology and ancient philosophies. It was a hermetically sealed world in which the sub-rosa members of the group could move, meet, compare work, and plan initiatives.


    Idir had had his own ideas about power and succession, but before he could act Benjamin El-Arian had moved into the power vacuum created when Jalal Essai’s brother had decamped. Now that Jalal Essai had shown his true colors, the Essai family was dead and buried as far as Severus Domna was concerned. His defection had occurred on El-Arian’s watch. Idir had already had several conversations with Marlon Etana, the organization’s top-ranking member in Europe. Together, he had told Etana, they were more than a match for Benjamin El-Arian. Etana wasn’t so sure, but then years in the West had made Etana cautious, timid, even, in Idir’s opinion. Not desirable traits in a leader. He had plans for Severus Domna—big plans—beyond the scope of anything El-Arian or Etana could conceive of. He had tried negotiations, reason, and, finally, appealing to the vanity and ego of the leaders. All to no avail. That left only the path of violence.


    Satisfied with his final inspection, he locked up the house and walked away. But not too far. The show was about to begin, and he had reserved for himself a front-row seat.


    



    The moment Arkadin had acted on his suspicions, the moment he had sliced through the tendons at the back of Moira’s knee, the idyll of his sojourn in Sonora was shattered. He saw it for the illusion it was. Not for him the slow pace and hot sun, the slinky dancers and the sad rancheras. His life led elsewhere. From that time forward he couldn’t wait to leave Mexico. He had been bitterly betrayed. Sonora had held up to him the mirror of his life, the life to which he was bound no matter how much he might long to leave it.


    In Morocco he was back in his element, a shark moving through deep and dangerous waters. But for thousands of years sharks have been bred to survive dark and dangerous waters. So, too, Leonid Arkadin.


    Armed and never more dangerous, he drove out of Marrakech with Soraya, a woman he found perplexingly complicated. Until he had been gulled by Tracy, he had been used to dominating women in every sense imaginable. Conveniently forgotten was his own mother, who had controlled him completely by keeping him locked in a closet where rats had eaten three of his toes before he fought back, first by ragefully biting off their heads, then by killing his mother. He despised her so thoroughly that he had expunged her from both his consciousness and his memory. What glimpses remained were scenes from a cheap and grainy film he had seen when young.


    And yet it had been his mother who had led him to view women through a particular lens. He flirted relentlessly. He felt only contempt for those who succumbed to his masculine charms. These he chewed up and threw away the moment he became bored with them. On those rare occasions when he encountered resistance—Tracy, Devra, the DJ he had met in Sevastopol, and now Soraya—he reacted differently, less surely, and doubt in himself had crept in like a fog, resulting in failure. He had failed to see through Tracy’s facade; he had failed to protect Devra. And with Soraya? He didn’t yet know, but he could not stop thinking about what she had said about his life being a struggle to be a man, not an animal. There was a time when he would have laughed at anyone who made such an accusation, but something had changed in him. For better or for worse he had become self-aware, and this self-awareness lent him the certainty that what she said wasn’t an accusation at all, but a statement of fact.


    All this went through his mind as he and Soraya drove to Tineghir. It had been chilly enough in Marrakech, but here in the snowbound High Atlas an icy wind knifed through the canyons, flooding the wadi with frozen air.


    “We’re coming to the end of the road,” he said.


    Soraya did not reply; she hadn’t said a word for the entire car ride.


    “Have you nothing more to say?”


    His tone was deliberately mocking, but she just smiled at him and looked out the window. This abrupt change in her demeanor disturbed him, but he was unsure what to do about it. He couldn’t seduce her and he couldn’t browbeat her. What was left?


    Then, out of the corner of his eye, he saw the tall figure—too tall to be Berber—in a black-and-brown-striped thobe. The hood shadowed his face, but as the car moved past, he could see that there was no disfigurement. The figure moved with Oserov’s gait, but how could it be him?


    “Soraya, do you see that man in the black-and-brown thobe?”


    She nodded.


    He stopped the car. “Get out here and approach him. Do whatever you have to do. I want you to find out if he’s Russian, and if he is, whether his name is Oserov. Vylacheslav Germanovich Oserov.”


    “And?”


    “I’ll be sitting right here, watching. If it’s Oserov, give me a signal,” he said, “so I can kill him.”


    She gave him an enigmatic smile. “I was wondering when I’d see it again.”


    “What?”


    “Your rage.”


    “You don’t know what Oserov has done; you don’t know what he’s capable of.”


    “It doesn’t matter.” She opened the car door and climbed out. “I’ve seen what you’re capable of.”


    



    Soraya carefully picked her way through the teeming street toward the tall man in the black-and-brown thobe. The key for her, she knew, was to remain calm and to keep her wits about her. Arkadin had outmaneuvered her once; she wasn’t going to get caught out like that again. There were a number of times during the drive to Tineghir when she had calculated she had a chance of escaping, but for two reasons she never made the move. The first was that she had no real confidence that she could elude Arkadin. The second, and more important, was that she had vowed to herself that she would not abandon Jason. He had saved her life more than once. No matter what malicious stories recirculated within CI about him, she knew she could count on him for anything and everything. Now that his life was in imminent danger, she would not run away and hide. More to the point, she had to do something to change Arkadin’s immediate trajectory.


    Approaching the man, she began to speak to him in Egyptian-inflected Arabic. At first, he ignored her. It was possible that in the street hubbub he did not hear her, or thought she was speaking to someone else. She moved around so that she stood squarely in front of him. She spoke to him again. He kept his head slightly lowered and did not respond.


    “I need some help. Do you understand English?” she said.


    When he shook his head, she shrugged, turned, and made to walk away. She whirled around and said in Russian, “I recognize you, Vylacheslav Germanovich.” His head came up. “Aren’t you a colleague of Leonid’s?”


    “You’re a friend of Arkadin’s?” His voice was thick and clotted, as if there were something in his throat he hadn’t completely swallowed. “Where is he?”


    “Right over there.” She pointed to the car. “Sitting behind the wheel.”


    Everything happened at once. Soraya backpedaled, Oserov swung around in a semi-crouch. Beneath the thobe he had concealed an AK-47 assault rifle. In one fluid motion he raised the AK-47, aimed it, and fired at the car. People, screaming, scattered in every direction. Oserov kept firing as he advanced across the street, drawing closer and closer to the car, shuddering on its shocks as it was sprayed with bullets.


    When he came abreast of the car, he stopped. He tried to open the driver’s door, but it was so distorted it would not budge. Cursing, he reversed the AK-47, using the butt to knock out what was left of the window. He peered inside. It was empty.


    Whirling, he leveled the AK-47 at Soraya. “Where is he? Where is Arkadin?”


    Soraya saw Arkadin slither out from beneath the car, rise up, and wrap his arm around Oserov’s neck. He pulled backward with such force that Oserov’s feet left the ground. Oserov tried to slam the rifle’s butt into Arkadin’s rib cage, but Arkadin eluded each attack. Oserov whipped his head back and forth in an attempt to keep Arkadin from gaining a stranglehold. As he did so, his mask began to slip; becoming aware of this, Arkadin ripped it off, revealing the swollen, hideously disfigured face beneath.


    Soraya crossed the now empty street, approaching the two antagonists with slow, deliberate steps. Oserov dropped the AK-47 and drew out a wicked-looking dirk. Soraya could see that it was out of Arkadin’s line of sight, he was unaware that Oserov was about to plunge it into his side.


    



    Arkadin, absorbed in his life-or-death struggle with his hated enemy, breathed in the stench of an open sewer and realized that it was coming from Oserov, as if the people he had murdered had clawed their way out of the ground, twining about him like deeply rooted vines. Oserov seemed to be rotting from the inside out. Arkadin pulled him tighter as Oserov continued to struggle, continued to try to find a way out of the vise he was in. But once engaged, neither of them would let go or relinquish a hold on the other, as if their epic struggle was of one person becoming two. Two people fighting for dominion, battling in the abyss of unthinking and unreasoning rage. The conflict was not only against Oserov’s crimes, but against Arkadin’s own inhuman past, a past he daily tried to shove out of his mind, to bury as deeply as he could. And yet, zombified, it kept rising from its grave.


    “That’s your life,” Soraya had said, “the struggle to be a man, not an animal.”


    Figures in his past had conspired to break him down, to reduce him to an animal. His one chance at being something more had arrived in the guise of Tracy Atherton. Tracy had taught him many things, but in the end she had betrayed him. He had wished her dead and now she was dead. Oserov, his enemy, embodied everyone and everything that had ever conspired against him, and now he had him, now he was slowly, inexorably squeezing the life out of him.


    His attention was suddenly drawn to a movement glimpsed from the corner of his eye. Soraya was sprinting the last fifteen feet that separated them. She struck Oserov a blow on his left wrist that paralyzed his hand. Arkadin saw the dirk as it fell at Oserov’s feet.


    For a frozen instant he stared into Soraya’s eyes. A secret, silent communication passed between them and then, in a flash, vanished, never to be spoken of or referred to aloud. Arkadin, his heart seething with a rage that had been building for years, slammed the heel of his hand against the side of Oserov’s head. The head jerked hard to the right, against the wall of Arkadin’s encircling arm. The vertebrae cracked, Oserov spasmed like an insane marionette. His fingernails clawed at Arkadin’s forearm, drawing rivulets of blood. He bellowed like a buffalo, and for an instant his strength was so great that he almost broke away.


    Then Arkadin cracked his neck again, harder this time, and whatever burst of energy was left in Oserov drained into the gutter. Oserov gave a terrible, soft cry. He tried to say something that seemed vitally important to him, but all that escaped his mouth was his tongue and a gout of blood.


    Still, Arkadin would not let him go. He continued to slam the side of his head as if the neck had not already sustained multiple fractures.


    “Arkadin,” Soraya said softly, “he’s dead.”


    He stared at her, the light of madness in his eyes. Her hands were on him, trying to pry Oserov away from him, but he could feel nothing. It was as if his nerve endings were locked within the last moments of the struggle, as if his will to destroy Oserov would not terminate, would not allow him to let go. And he thought: If I keep hold of him I’ll be able to kill him again and again.


    Gradually, however, the hurricane of emotion began to ebb. He felt Soraya’s hands on him. Then he heard her voice, repeating, “He’s dead,” and at last he unwound his arm. The corpse collapsed into a grotesque heap.


    He looked down at Oserov’s ruined face and felt neither triumph nor satisfaction. He felt nothing at all. Empty. There was nothing inside him, just the abyss growing darker and deeper.


    Punching a code on his cell phone, he walked to the rear of the car. He unlocked the trunk and took out the laptop in its protective case.


    Looking around, Soraya could see a number of men in their Berber robes. They had been watching from the shadows. The moment Oserov slid to the ground, they began to converge on the car.


    “It’s Severus Domna,” Soraya said. “They’re coming for us.”


    At that moment a car screeched to a halt beside them. Arkadin opened the rear door.


    “Get in,” he commanded, and she obeyed.


    Arkadin slid in beside her and the car took off. There were three men inside, all heavily armed. Arkadin spoke to them in rapid, idiomatic Russian, and Soraya remembered their exchange in Puerto Peñasco.


    “What do you want from me now?” she had asked Arkadin.


    And he had answered: “The same thing you want from me. Destruction.”


    Then she heard the words scorched earth and knew that he had come to Tineghir prepared to wage war.

  


  
    CHAPTER 30

  


  
    Bourne arrived in Tineghir armed with the knowledge Tanirt had given him. Inevitably, he was drawn to the crowd around the bullet-riddled car. The dead man was unrecognizable. Nevertheless, because of the severely burn-scarred face he knew it must be Oserov.


    There were no police around the body or, indeed, anywhere in the area. But there were plenty of Severus Domna soldiers, which in this area probably amounted to the same thing. No one had made a motion to do anything about the corpse. Flies buzzed in ever-increasing swarms, and the stench of death was beginning to spread like an airborne disease.


    Bourne passed the scene by, got out of his car several blocks away, and proceeded on foot. What Tanirt had said had changed his plan, and not, he felt, for the better. But he had no choice, she had made that quite clear.


    And so he looked up. The sky was the pale and abandoned color it often is at five in the morning, though it was now deep in the afternoon. Instead of heading toward the address he had been given, the Severus Domna house, he searched for a café or restaurant and, finding one, entered it. He sat down at a table facing the front and ordered a plate of couscous and whiskey berbere, which was mint tea. He waited with one leg crossed over the other, emptying his mind, thinking of Soraya and nothing else. The small glass had been placed before him, the fragrant tea poured from a height without a drop spilled when he saw the Russian glance in as he walked slowly by. It wasn’t Arkadin, but it was a Russian, Bourne could tell by his features and the way he used his eyes, which was neither Berber nor Muslim. This told him a number of things, none of them helpful.


    The couscous came, but he was without an appetite. Soraya entered the café first, but Arkadin wasn’t far behind. He expected Soraya to have a haunted look, but she didn’t, and Bourne wondered whether he had underestimated her. If so, it would be the day’s first positive sign.


    Soraya picked her way through the café and sat down without saying a word. For some moments Arkadin remained in the doorway, watching everything. Bourne began to eat his couscous with his right hand, which was the custom. His left hand lay in his lap.


    “How are you?” he said.


    “Fucked.”


    He gave her a thin smile. “How many men does he have with him?”


    She appeared surprised. “Three.”


    Arkadin came toward them. On the way, he picked up a chair from an adjacent table and sat down on it.


    “How’s the couscous?”


    “Not bad,” Bourne said. He pushed the plate across the table.


    Arkadin used the ends of the fingers of his right hand to taste the couscous. He nodded, licked off the oil, and wiped his fingers on the tabletop.


    Arkadin hunched forward. “We’ve been chasing each other a long time.”


    Bourne took the plate back. “And now here we are.”


    “Cozy as three bugs in a Moroccan carpet.”


    Bourne took up his fork. “It wouldn’t be a good idea to shoot with the gun you have aimed at me under the table.”


    A flicker passed across Arkadin’s face. “It’s not for you to decide, is it?”


    “That’s a matter of opinion. I have a Beretta 8000 loaded with .357 hollow-points aimed at your balls.”


    A black expression was erased by Arkadin’s harsh laugh. It sounded to Bourne as if he had never really learned how to laugh. “Bugs in a carpet indeed,” Arkadin said.


    “Besides,” Bourne said, “with me dead, you’ll never get out of that house alive.”


    “I think otherwise.”


    Bourne buried the tines of the fork in a mound of couscous. “Listen to me, Leonid, there are other forces at work here, forces neither you nor I can handle.”


    “I can handle anything. And I brought allies.”


    “The enemy of my enemy is my friend,” Bourne said, quoting an Arab proverb.


    Arkadin’s eyes narrowed. “What are you suggesting?”


    “We are the only two graduates of Treadstone. We were trained for situations like this. But the two of us are not exactly alike. Mirror images, perhaps.”


    “You’ve got ten seconds. Get to the fucking point.”


    “Together we can beat Severus Domna.”


    Arkadin snorted. “You’re out of your mind.”


    “Think about it. Severus Domna brought us here, it has prepared the house for us, and it believes that when we come together one of us will wind up killing the other.”


    “And?”


    “And then everything goes according to its plan.” Bourne waited a moment. “Our only chance is to do the unexpected.”


    “The enemy of my enemy is my friend.”


    Bourne nodded.


    “Until he’s not.”


    Arkadin placed the Magpul he had been holding onto the table, and Bourne set down the Beretta that Tanirt had given him.


    “We’re a team,” Bourne said. “The three of us.”


    Arkadin glanced briefly at Soraya. “Spit it out then.”


    “First and foremost,” Bourne said, “is a man named Idir Syphax.”


    



    The house crouched in the middle of the block, its flanks rubbing up against those of its neighbors. Night had fallen, swift and complete, like a hood thrown over a head. All around the valley the mountains were pitch black. A bitter wind, knifing through the town, hurried snow crystals or grains of sand across streets and down alleys. The light from the stars was hallucinatory.


    Idir Syphax was crouched on a rooftop across the street from the rear of the house. Flanking him were two Severus Domna sharpshooters, their Sako TRG-22 rifles aimed and ready. Idir watched the house as if waiting for his daughter to come home, as if feeling the danger of unknown places spreading its wings, as if the house itself were his child. And, in a way, it was. He had designed the house with advice from Tanirt. “I want to build a fortress,” he had told her. And she had said: “You cannot do better than to follow the plan of the Great Temple of Baal. It was the greatest fortress known to man.” After scrutinizing what she had drawn for him, he had agreed, and he himself had helped to build it. Every board, every nail, every length of rebar, every form of concrete bore the tattoo of his sweat. The house was invented not for people, but for a thing, an idea, an ideal, even; anyway, something intangible. In that sense it was a sacred place, as sacred as any mosque. It was the beginning of all things, and the end. Alpha and omega, a cosmos unto itself.


    Idir understood this but others in Severus Domna did not. For Benjamin El-Arian, the house was a Venus flytrap. For Marlon Etana, it was a means to an end. In any event, for them both, the house was a dead thing, a pack animal at best. It was not holy, it was not a gateway to the divine. They did not understand that Tanirt had chosen the spot, using the ancient incantation she possessed and he coveted. He had once asked her what language she was chanting. It was Ugaritic. She said it was spoken by the alchemists of King Solomon’s court, in what is now Syria. That was why she had placed the statue in the very center of the house, the space from which its holiness emanated. He’d had to have it smuggled in because any statues of this sort were strictly forbidden by sharia. And of course, neither Benjamin El-Arian nor Marlon Etana knew of its existence. They’d have had him burned alive as a heretic. But if Tanirt had taught him anything, it was that there were ancient forces—perhaps mysteries was a better term—that had preceded religion, any religion, even Judaism, which were all the inventions of mankind in attempts to come to terms with the terror of death. The origins of the mysteries, Tanirt had told him, were divine, which according to her had nothing to do with man’s conception of God. “Did Baal exist?” she had asked rhetorically. “I doubt it. But something did.”


    Save for the wind, the night was still. He knew they were coming, but he didn’t know from where. All attempts to follow them had ended in failure—a failure, he told himself, that was not unexpected. On the other hand, there had been attraction. Arkadin’s three men had been neutralized at the sacrifice of four of his own. These Russians were fierce warriors. Not that it mattered; Arkadin would not gain entrance no matter what he tried. All houses had vulnerabilities that could serve as points of entrance—sewers, for instance, or drains, or the place where the electrical lines came in. Because this house was not designed for people there were no sewers. Because there was no heating or cooling, no refrigerators or ovens to drain electricity, all the electrical systems ran off a giant generator in a shielded room within the house. There was, literally, no way into the house that wouldn’t set off the various alarms, which would in turn trip other security measures.


    His son, Badis, had wanted to come, but of course Idir wouldn’t hear of it. Badis still asked about Tanirt even though at eleven he was old enough to know better. Badis remembered only when Tanirt loved his father, or at least said she loved him. Now she engendered in Idir a bone-deep terror that invaded his nights, his very sleep, shattering it with unspeakable nightmares.


    It had all gone wrong when he had asked her to marry him and she had denied him.


    “Is it because you don’t believe I love you?” he had said.


    “I know you love me.”


    “It’s because of my son. You think that because I love Badis more than anything I can’t make you happy.”


    “It isn’t your son.”


    “Then what?”


    “If you have to ask,” she had said, “then you will never understand.”


    That’s when he had made his fatal mistake. He had confused her with other women. He had tried to coerce her, but the more he threatened her, the larger her stature seemed to grow, until she filled his entire living room, asphyxiating him with her presence. And, gasping, he had fled his own home.


    The sounds of the bolt-action Sakos brought his mind back into focus. He peered through the darkness. Was that a shadow flitting across the rooftop of the house? His sharpshooters thought so. In the hallucinatory moonlight there was a blur, then nothing. Utter stillness. And then, out of the corner of his eye, the shadow moved again. His heart leapt. His order for them to fire was already on his lips when from behind him he heard his name being called.


    He whirled to see Leonid Arkadin standing spread-legged, an odd-looking boxy weapon in his hand.


    “Surprise,” Arkadin said and promptly shot off two sharp bursts from the Magpul that took off the heads of the sharpshooters. They folded like marionettes.


    “You do not frighten me,” Idir said. His face and robes were soaked with the blood and brains of his men. “I have no fear of death.”


    “For yourself, perhaps.”


    Arkadin motioned with his head and the woman, Soraya Moore, appeared out of the shadows. Idir gasped. She herded Badis in front of her.


    “Papa!” Badis made a lunge toward his father, but Soraya caught him by the material at the back of his neck and jerked him back to her. “Papa! Papa!”


    A look of terrible despair crossed Idir’s dark face.


    “Idir,” Arkadin commanded, “throw your men over the parapet.”


    Idir looked at him for a moment, dumbstruck. “Why?”


    “So your men will know what happened up here, so they will fear the consequences of their actions.”


    Idir shook his head.


    Arkadin strode over to Badis and stuck the blunt barrel of the Magpul into his mouth. “I pull the trigger and even his own mother won’t recognize him.”


    Idir blanched, then glowered impotently. He bent and picked up one of the sharpshooters, but there was so much blood the corpse slipped out of his hands.


    Badis stared, wide-eyed and shivering.


    Gathering the corpse to him, Idir rolled it onto the parapet. When he dropped it over the edge, they heard the sound it made smacking against the street. Badis shuddered. Quickly now Idir dumped the second corpse down onto the street. Again that thick, almost viscous sound made Badis jump.


    Arkadin gestured. Soraya dragged the struggling boy to the edge of the roof and pushed his head over the side.


    Idir made a move toward his son, but Arkadin waggled the Magpul, shaking his head.


    “So you see death has many aspects,” Arkadin said, “and eventually fear comes to us all.”


    



    And so at last the knives came fully out of their sheaths. Bourne came down off the roof when he heard the two shots. And now, as he saw Arkadin push Idir Syphax along in front of him, he came to meet them. Bourne and Arkadin stared at each other as if they were opposing agents about to exchange prisoners at the edge of no-man’s-land.


    “Soraya?” Bourne said.


    “On the rooftop with the boy,” Arkadin said.


    “You didn’t hurt him?”


    Arkadin glanced at Idir, then shot Bourne a disgusted look. “If I’d had to, I would have.”


    “That wasn’t our deal.”


    “Our deal,” Arkadin said tersely, “was to get this job done.”


    Idir fidgeted in the tense silence, his eyes darting from one man to the other. “You two need to get your priorities straight.”


    Arkadin struck him across the face. “Shut the fuck up.”


    At length, Bourne handed Arkadin the laptop in its protective case. Then he took hold of Idir and said, “You’ll lead us inside. You’ll be the first through every barrier, electronic or otherwise.” He produced his cell phone. “I’m in constant touch with Soraya. Anything goes wrong…” He waggled the cell.


    “I understand.” Idir’s voice was dull, but his eyes burned with hatred and rage.


    He led them around to the front door, which he unlocked with a pair of keys. The moment they entered, he punched a code into a keypad set into the wall to the left of the door.


    Silence.


    A dog barked, unnaturally loud in the night, and in that highly charged atmosphere moonlight seemed to strike the house with the sound of sleet.


    Idir coughed and turned on the lights. “Motion detectors come first, then the infrareds.” He fumbled in his pocket and pulled out a small remote control. “I can turn them both off from here.”


    “Without the generator everything goes down,” Bourne said. “Take us to it.”


    But when Idir started in one direction, Bourne said, “Not that way.”


    A look of terror crossed Idir’s face. “You’ve been talking to Tanirt.” Breathing her name, he shuddered.


    “If you know the way,” Arkadin said irritably, “what the fuck do we need him for?”


    “He knows how to shut down the generator without it blowing the building to bits.”


    That sobering news shut Arkadin up for the moment. Idir reversed directions, taking them on a route that skirted the outer rooms. They came to the first motion detector, its red eye blank and dark.


    They passed it, Idir going first, as usual. They reached a door and Idir unlocked it. Another corridor unfolded like a fan, turning first this way, then that. Bourne was put in mind of the chambers of the great pyramids in Giza. Another door loomed before them. This, too, Idir unlocked. Another corridor, shorter this time and perfectly straight. They passed no doors. The walls were unadorned, stuccoed a neutral color that looked like flesh. The corridor ended at a third door, this one made of steel. They went through this. Ahead could be dimly seen a spiral staircase descending into darkness.


    “Turn on the lights,” Arkadin ordered.


    “There is no electricity down there,” Idir said. “Only torches.”


    Arkadin lunged at him but Bourne blocked his path.


    “Keep him away from me,” Idir said. “He’s a lunatic.”


    They started down the staircase, unwinding into the darkness. At the bottom Idir lit a reed torch. He handed this to Bourne and reached into a niche in the wall where a wrought-iron basket contained a clutch of torches. He lit a second one.


    “Where are the alarm systems?” Bourne asked.


    “Too many animals down here,” Idir said.


    Arkadin glanced around at the bare poured-concrete floor, which smelled of dust and dried droppings. “What kind of animals?”


    Idir pushed forward. In the flickering torchlight the lower level seemed immense. There was nothing to see but flames crackling in the darkness. The smoke thickened the airless atmosphere. All at once they found themselves in a narrow passage. Within forty paces it began to curve, and they followed it around to the right. Once again the walls were doorless, completely blank. The passage kept curving. It seemed to Bourne that they were in a spiral, moving in ever-narrowing concentric circles, and he guessed they were approaching the heart of the building. An unseen weight seemed to press down on them, making breathing difficult, as if they had plunged under a deep subterranean lake.


    At last, the corridor ended, opening out into a room roughly in the shape of a pentangle, inasmuch as it had five sides. There was a deep pulsing, like the thrum of a gigantic heart. It filled the room, the vibration stirring the thick air.


    “There it is.” Idir nodded toward what seemed like a chunky plinth in the center of the room. On it stood a black basalt statue of the ancient god Baal.


    Arkadin whirled on Idir. “What kind of crap is this?”


    Idir took a step toward Bourne. “The generator is under the statue.”


    Arkadin sneered. “All this idiotic mumbo-jumbo—”


    “The missing set of instructions is hidden inside the statue.”


    “Ah, that’s more like it.” As Arkadin picked his way toward the statue, Idir moved closer to Bourne.


    “It’s clear enough you hate each other,” he whispered. “He moves the statue and a fail-safe packet of C-Four affixed to the side of the generator is activated on a three-minute delay. Even I can’t stop it, but I can lead you out of here in plenty of time. Kill this animal so he won’t harm my son.”


    Arkadin was reaching out for the statue. Bourne could sense Idir holding his breath; he was ready to run. Bourne saw this moment clearly: It was the point in time that both Suparwita and Tanirt had somehow foreseen. It was the moment when his rage to revenge Tracy’s death could be sated. The moment when his two warring personalities would finally tear him apart from the inside out, the moment of his own death. Did he believe them? Was there no clear-cut moment in his life? Was everything infused with the unknown of the life he could not remember? He could turn away from the dangers to him, or he could master them. The choice he made now would stay with him, would change him forever. Would he betray Arkadin or Idir? And then he realized that there was no choice at all, his path lay clearly before him as if illuminated by the light of the full moon.


    Idir’s plea was clever, but it was irrelevant.


    “Leonid, stop!” Bourne called out. “Moving the statue will set off an explosion.”


    Arkadin’s outstretched arm froze, his fingertips inches from the statue. He turned his head. “That’s what this sonovabitch told you behind my back?”


    “Why did you do that?” Idir’s voice was full of despair.


    “Because you didn’t tell me how to turn off the generator.”


    Arkadin’s gaze shifted to Bourne. “Why is that so fucking important?”


    “Because,” Bourne said, “the generator controls a series of security measures that will stop us from ever leaving here.”


    Arkadin stalked over to Idir and backhanded the barrel of his Magpul across the Berber’s face. Idir spat out a tooth along with a thick gout of blood.


    “I’m done with you,” he said. “I’m now going to take you apart piece by piece. You’ll tell us what we want to know whether or not you want to. You aren’t afraid of death, but you have already shown me your fear. When I get out of here I’m going to throw Badis off that roof myself.”


    “No, no!” Idir cried, scuttling around to the side of the generator housing. “Here, here,” he muttered to himself. At the base of the plinth he depressed a stone, which slid out of the way. He threw a switch, and the throb of the generator ceased. “See? It’s off.” He stood up. “I’ve done what you asked. My life is nothing, but I beg you to spare my son’s life.”


    Arkadin, grinning, set the case on top of the plinth, unlocked it, and took out the laptop. “Now,” he said, as he fired up the computer, “the ring.”


    Idir crept closer to the plinth. He managed to tap his fingernail along the top of the computer before Arkadin delivered a heavy backhand blow that swatted him back on his heels.


    As Bourne was taking out the ring, Idir said, “It won’t do any good.”


    “Shut the fuck up,” Arkadin snapped.


    “Let him speak,” Bourne said. “Idir, what do you mean?”


    “That isn’t the right laptop.”


    “He’s a liar,” Arkadin said. “Look here—” He took the ring from Bourne and inserted it. “—it has the slot for the ring.”


    Idir’s laughter was tinged with hysteria, or with madness.


    As Arkadin slid the ring through the slot again and again, he tried in vain to bring up the ghost file on the partitioned hard drive.


    “You fools!” Idir could not stop laughing. “Someone has been fucking with you. I’m telling you it’s the wrong laptop.”


    With an inarticulate cry, Arkadin swung around.


    “Leonid, no!”


    Bourne leapt at him, too late to keep him from firing, but he ran full-tilt into Arkadin’s right shoulder. The spray of bullets went wide, but two bullets struck Idir’s chest and shoulder.


    Both torches were on the floor, crackling as they burned down. They were more than half finished. Bourne and Arkadin attacked each other with hands, feet, and knees. Arkadin, the Magpul in his right hand, hammered at Bourne, who was forced to raise his hands in front of his face in order to deflect the blows. Deep contusions, then ragged cuts broke out on his wrists from the force of the Magpul’s heavy barrel pounding him. He brought his knee up into Arkadin’s stomach, but it seemed to have little or no effect. At the next blow Bourne grabbed the barrel, but it raked down his palm, slicing it open. Arkadin turned the muzzle on Bourne, and Bourne slammed the heel of his bleeding hand into Arkadin’s nose. Blood flew as Arkadin’s head snapped back, the back of it banging off the floor. He squeezed off a short burst, the noise deafening in the space. Bourne struck him again, slamming his head to the right, where a blur of movement shot toward him.


    A large rat, terrified by the noise, leapt blindly at Arkadin’s face. Arkadin swung at it and missed. He rolled away, grabbed one of the torches, and thrust it out wildly. The rat leapt away, scrambling across Idir’s slumped body. The flames caught its tail, the rat screamed, and so did Idir, whose robes were now alight and burning with an acrid stench. Staggering to his feet, he slapped wildly at the flames with his good arm, but staggered, off balance, and fell against the plinth. His head struck the statue of Baal, knocking it off the generator housing. It shattered against the floor.


    Rising, Bourne ran toward Idir, but the greedy flames had already engulfed him, making it impossible to get close. The sickening stench of roasting meat, the bright burst of flames, and then an ominous ticking counting down the three minutes of life they had left.


    



    Arkadin swung his arm around and fired, but Bourne had moved behind Idir, and the burst of gunfire went wide. The flaming torch was fast guttering. Scooping up one of the torches, Bourne ran back into the doorway to the corridor. Under cover, he drew the Beretta. He was about to fire back when he glimpsed Arkadin on his hands and knees, scrabbling about in the rubble of the shattered statue. He picked out an SDS memory card, brushed it off, and, rising, stuck it into the appropriate slot of the laptop.


    “Leonid, leave it,” Bourne shouted. “The laptop is a fake.”


    When there was no response, Bourne called Arkadin’s name again, this time more urgently. “We have just over two minutes to find our way out of here.”


    “So Idir would have us believe.” Arkadin sounded distracted. “Why would he tell us the truth?”


    “He was terrified for the life of his son.”


    “In the land of the blind,” Arkadin shot back, “there is no incentive to tell the truth.”


    “Leonid, come on! Let it go! You’re wasting time.”


    There was no response. The moment Bourne showed his face in the pentangle, Arkadin fired at him. His torch sparking and sputtering near its end, Bourne sprinted back up the corridor the way they had come. Halfway along, the torch guttered and died. He threw it aside and kept on, his eidetic memory guiding him unerringly to the base of the spiral staircase.


    Now it was a matter of outrunning the clock. By his estimation, he had less than two minutes to get out of the house before the C-4 exploded. He reached the top of the staircase, but there was no light. The door was closed.


    Returning to the bottom of the stairs, he grabbed another torch, lit it, and sprinted back up to the top. Twenty seconds wasted. A minute and a half remaining. At the top of the staircase, he held the torch up to the door. It had no handle on this side. Not even a lock marred its smooth surface. But there must be a way out. Leaning in, he ran his fingertips around the edge where the door met the jamb. Nothing. On all fours he probed the lintel, found a small square that gave to the pressure of his fingertip. He jumped away as the door opened. Just over a minute left to find his way through the maze of concentric circles and out the front door.


    Along the curving corridor he went, fast as he could, holding the torch high. The electric lights had been extinguished when Idir had thrown the switch turning off the generator. Once he paused and thought he could hear footsteps echoing behind him, but he couldn’t be certain, and he pressed on, spiraling outward, ever outward toward the skin of the house.


    He went through the two open doors and was in what he was sure must be the last of the corridors. Thirty seconds to go. And then the front door was ahead of him. Reaching it, he hauled on the handle. The door wouldn’t budge. He battered on it, to no avail. Cursing under his breath, he turned back, staring down the windowless, doorless corridor. “Everything in the house is an illusion,” Tanirt had told him. “This is the most important advice I can give you.”


    Twenty seconds.


    As he passed close to the outer wall, air stirred at the side of his head. There were no vents, so where was it coming from? He ran his hand over the wall, which, he surmised, must be the outside wall of the house itself. Using his knuckles, he rapped on the wall, listening for an anomalous sound. Solid, solid. He moved farther back down the corridor.


    Fifteen seconds.


    And then the sound changed. Hollow. Standing back, he slammed the heel of his shoe into the wall. It went through. Again. Ten seconds. Not enough time. Thrusting the torch into the ragged hole, he set it afire. The flames ate up the paint and the board behind it. Dropping the torch, he covered his head with his arms and dived through.


    Glass shattered outward, and then he was rolling in the street, picking himself up and running, running. Behind him, the night seemed to catch fire. The house ballooned outward, the shock wave of the explosion lifting him off his feet, hurling him against the wall of the building across the street.


    At first he was struck deaf. He picked himself up, staggered against the wall, and shook his head. He heard screaming. Someone was screaming his name. He recognized Soraya’s voice, then saw her running toward him. Badis was nowhere to be seen.


    “Jason! Jason!” She ran up to him. “Are you all right?”


    He nodded but, examining him, she was already shrugging off her coat. Ripping off a sleeve of her shirt, she bound his bleeding hands.


    “Badis?”


    “I let him go when the house blew.” She looked up at him. “The father?”


    Bourne shook his head.


    “And Arkadin? I made a circuit of the building and didn’t see him.”


    Bourne looked back at the fierce blaze. “He refused to leave the notebook and the ring.”


    Soraya finished bandaging his hands, then they both watched what was left of the house being consumed by the fire. The street was deserted. There must have been hundreds of eyes watching the scene, but none of them was visible. No Severus Domna soldier appeared. Bourne saw why. Tanirt was standing at the other end of the street, a Mona Lisa smile on her lips.


    Soraya nodded. “I guess Arkadin finally got what he wanted.”


    Bourne thought that must, after all, be true.

  


  
    CHAPTER 31

  


  
    Didn’t I tell you,” Peter Marks said crossly, “that I didn’t want to see anyone.”


    It was a rebuke, not a question. Nevertheless, Elisa, the nurse who had been looking after him ever since he’d admitted himself to Walter Reed Army Medical Center, appeared unfazed. Marks lay in bed, his wounded leg bandaged and hurting like poison. He had refused all painkillers, which was his prerogative, but much to his annoyance his stoicism hadn’t endeared him to Elisa. This was a pity, Marks thought, because she was a looker as well as being whip-smart.


    “I think you might want to make an exception for this one.”


    “Unless it’s Shakira or Keira Knightley I’m not interested.”


    “Just because you’re privileged enough to wind up here doesn’t give you the right to act like a petulant child.”


    Marks cocked his head. “Yeah, why don’t you come over here and see what it’s like from my point of view?”


    “Only if you promise not to molest me,” she said with a sly smile.


    Marks laughed. “Okay, so who is it?” She had a gift of excavating him out of even his darkest mood.


    She came over and plumped up his pillow before elevating the top half of the bed. “I want you to sit up for me.”


    “Shall I beg, too?”


    “Now, that would be nice.” Her smile deepened. “Just make sure you don’t drool on me.”


    “I have so few pleasures here, don’t take that away from me.” He grimaced as he pushed himself farther up the bed. “Christ, my ass is sore.”


    She made a show of biting her lip. “You make it so easy for me I can’t bring myself to humiliate you even more.” She came over and, taking a brush from a side table, neatened his hair.


    “Who is it, for Christ’s sake?” Marks said. “The fucking president?”


    “Close.” Elisa went to the door. “It’s the defense secretary.”


    Good God, Marks thought. What can Bud Halliday want with me?


    But it was Chris Hendricks who walked through the door. Marks fairly goggled. “Where’s Halliday?”


    “Good morning to you, too, Mr. Marks.” Hendricks shook his hand, pulled over a chair, and without taking off his overcoat sat down beside the bed.


    “Sorry, sir, good morning,” Marks stammered. “I don’t… Congratulations are in order.”


    “That’s the spirit.” Hendricks smiled. “So, how are you feeling?”


    “I’ll be up and about in no time,” Marks said. “I’m getting the best of care.”


    “I have no doubt.” Hendricks placed one hand over the other in his lap. “Mr. Marks, time is short so I’ll cut right to the point. While you were overseas Bud Halliday tendered his resignation. Oliver Liss is incarcerated and, frankly, I don’t see him getting out anytime soon. Your immediate boss, Frederick Willard, is dead.”


    “Dead? My God, how?”


    “A topic for another day. Suffice it to say that with all this sudden upheaval, a power vacuum has formed at the top of the pyramid, or one of them, anyway.” Hendricks cleared his throat. “Like nature, the clandestine services abhor a vacuum. I have been following the systematic dismantling of CI, your old bailiwick, with something of a jaundiced eye. I like what your colleague did with Typhon. In this day and age, a black-ops organization manned by Muslims focused on the extremist Muslim world seems a rather elegant solution to our most pressing ongoing problem.


    “Unfortunately, Typhon belongs to CI. God alone knows how long it will take to right that ship and I don’t want to waste time.” He hunched forward. “Therefore, I’d like you to head up a revitalized Treadstone, which will take up Typhon’s mission. You will report directly to me and to the president.”


    Marks frowned deeply.


    “Is something the matter, Mr. Marks?”


    “Everything’s the matter. First off, how on earth did you hear about Treadstone? And second, if you’re as enamored of Typhon as you claim, why haven’t you contacted Soraya Moore, Typhon’s former director?”


    “Who said I haven’t?”


    “Did she turn you down?”


    “The relevant question,” Hendricks said, “is whether you’re interested.”


    “Of course I’m interested, but I want to know about Soraya.”


    “Mr. Marks, I trust you’re as impatient to get out of here as you are with your questions.” Hendricks rose, crossed to the door, and opened it. He nodded, and in walked Soraya.


    “Mr. Marks,” Secretary Hendricks said, “it’s my pleasure to introduce you to your co-director.” As Soraya approached the bed, he added, “I’m quite certain the two of you have many matters, organizational and otherwise, to discuss, so if you’ll excuse me.”


    Neither Marks nor Soraya paid him the least bit of attention as he stepped out of the room, closing the door softly behind him.


    



    Well, look who the wind blew in!” Deron stepped out of his doorway as Bourne came in. As soon as Bourne was inside, Deron gave him a huge hug. “Dammit, man, you’re worse than a will-o’-the-wisp, first I see you, then I don’t.”


    “That’s the idea, isn’t it?”


    Then he glanced down at Bourne’s bandaged hands. “What the fuck?”


    “I had a run-in with something that tried to eat me.”


    Deron laughed. “Well, you must be okay then. Come on in.” He led Bourne into his house in Northeast Washington. He was a tall, slim, handsome man with skin the color of light cocoa. He had a clipped British accent. “How about a drink or, better yet, something to eat?”


    “Sorry, old friend, no time. I’m flying out to London tonight.”


    “Well, then, I’ve got just the passport for you.”


    Bourne laughed. “Not this time. I’m here to pick up the package.”


    Deron turned and looked at him. “Ah, after all this time.”


    Bourne smiled. “I’ve finally found the proper home for it.”


    “Excellent. The homeless make me sad.” Deron took Bourne through the rambling house and into his enormous studio, fumey with oil paint and turpentine. There was a canvas on a wooden easel. “Take a look at my newest child,” he said before disappearing into another room.


    Bourne came around and took a look at the painting. It was almost finished—enough, anyway, to take his breath away. A woman in white, carrying a parasol against a burning sun, walked in high grass, while a young boy, possibly her son, looked on longingly. The depiction of the light was simply extraordinary. Bourne stepped in, peering closely at the brushstrokes, which matched perfectly those of Claude Monet, who had painted the original La Promenade in 1875.


    “What do you think?”


    Bourne turned. Deron had returned with a hard-sided attaché case. “Magnificent. Even better than the original.”


    Deron laughed. “Good God, man, I hope not!” He handed Bourne the case. “Here you are, safe and sound.”


    “Thanks, Deron.”


    “Hey, it was a challenge. I forge paintings and, for you, passports, visas, and the like. But a computer? To tell you the truth the composite housing was a bitch. I wasn’t sure I’d gotten it quite right.”


    “You did a great job.”


    “Another satisfied customer,” he said with a laugh.


    They began to drift back through the house.


    “How’s Kiki?”


    “As ever. She’s back in Africa for six weeks working to improve the locals’ lot. It’s lonely here without her.”


    “You two should get married.”


    “You’ll be the first to know, old man.” They were at the front door. He shook Bourne’s hand. “Ever get up to Oxford?”


    “As a matter of fact, yes.”


    “Give the Grand Old Dame my regards.”


    “I will.” Bourne opened the door. “Thanks for everything.”


    Deron waved away his words. “Godspeed, Jason.”


    



    Bourne, on the night flight to London, dreamed that he was back in Bali, at the top of Pura Lempuyang, peering through the gates that framed Mount Agung. In his dream he saw Holly Marie moving slowly from right to left. As she passed in front of the sacred mountain, Bourne began to run toward her and, as she was pushed, he caught her before she could fall down the steep, stone steps to her death. Holding her in his arms, he looked down on her face. It was Tracy’s face.


    Tracy shuddered and he saw the jagged shard of glass impaling her. Blood inundated her and ran over his hands and arms.


    “What’s happening, Jason? It’s not my time to die.”


    It wasn’t Tracy’s voice that echoed in his dream; it was Scarlett’s.


    



    London greeted him with an uncharacteristically brilliant, crisp, blue morning. Chrissie had insisted on picking him up at Heathrow. She was waiting for him just outside of security. She smiled as he kissed her on the cheek.


    “Baggage?”


    “Only what I’m carrying,” Bourne said.


    Linking arms with him, she said, “How very nice to see you again so soon. Scarlett was so excited when I told her. We’ll have lunch up at Oxford and then pick her up from school.”


    They walked to the car park and got into her battered Range Rover.


    “Old times,” she said, laughing.


    “How did Scarlett take the news about her aunt?”


    Chrissie sighed as she pulled out. “About as well as could be expected. She was a complete wreck for twenty-four hours. I couldn’t go near her.”


    “Children are resilient.”


    “That, at least, is a godsend.” After winding her way out of the airport, she got on the motorway.


    “Where is Tracy?”


    “We buried her in a very old cemetery just outside Oxford.”


    “I’d like to go straight there, if you don’t mind.”


    She gave him a quick look. “No, not at all.”


    The drive to Oxford was quick and silent, both Bourne and Chrissie lost in thought. In Oxford they stopped at a florist. At the cemetery, she turned in and parked the SUV. They got out and she led him through the ranks of headstones, some very old indeed, toward a spreading oak tree. A brisk wind was blowing from the east, ruffling her hair. She stood slightly back while Bourne approached Tracy’s grave.


    He stood for a moment, then lay the bouquet of white roses at the foot of the stone. He wanted to remember her as she had been the night before her death. He wanted to remember only their intimate moments. But for better or for worse, her death had been the most intimate of moments between them. He didn’t think he’d ever forget the sensation of her blood on his hands and arms, a crimson silk scarf being drawn across them. Her eyes looking up at him. He had so wanted to hold on to the life that was draining out of her. He heard her voice whispering in his ear and his vision clouded. His eyes burned with tears that welled but would not spill over. How he wished he could feel her breathing beside him.


    Then he felt Chrissie’s arm around him.


    Scarlett, breaking away from a gaggle of her schoolmates, ran into his arms. He picked her up and whirled her around.


    “I went to Aunt Tracy’s funeral,” Scarlett said with a child’s terrible gravity. “I wish I had known her better.”


    Bourne hugged her tight. Then they all got into the Range Rover and, at his request, drove over to Chrissie’s office at All Souls College, a large, square room with windows that overlooked the ancient college grounds. It smelled of old books and incense.


    While Bourne and Scarlett settled themselves on the sofa Chrissie used to grade papers, she made tea.


    “What do you have in the briefcase?” Scarlett asked.


    “You’ll see,” Bourne told her.


    Chrissie came over with the tea service on an antique black japanned tray. Bourne waited patiently while she poured the tea, but Scarlett squirmed until her mother offered her a sweet biscuit.


    “Now,” Chrissie said as she pulled up a chair, “what’s all this about?”


    Bourne placed the attaché case on his lap. “I have a birthday present for you.”


    Chrissie frowned. “My birthday is almost five months away.”


    “Consider this an early gift.” He unlocked the case, opened the snaps, and removed a laptop computer, which he placed on the table beside the tea service. “Come sit beside me,” he said.


    Chrissie rose and moved onto the sofa while Bourne opened the laptop and started it up. He had made sure to fully charge the battery on the flight over. Scarlett sat on the edge of the cushion to be closer to the screen.


    The screen swelled with images as the computer finished booting up.


    “Scarlett,” Bourne said, “do you have the ring I gave you?”


    “I keep it with me.” Scarlett dug it out. “Do I have to give it back?”


    Bourne laughed. “I gave it to you and I meant it.” He held out his hand. “Just for a moment.”


    He took the ring and inserted it in the slot that had been built for it. This was the laptop he had stolen from Jalal Essai, Holly’s uncle, at Alex Conklin’s behest. He hadn’t delivered it because he had discovered what it contained and determined that it was too important a find to be given over to Treadstone, or anyone in the clandestine services. Instead he had asked Deron to make a fake laptop. Accompanying Holly on one of her trips to Sonora to stock a narcorrancho, he had been introduced to Gustavo Moreno. Bourne had allowed the fake laptop to fall into the drug lord’s hands because having it eventually come to light in Moreno’s possession would keep any suspicion on Conklin’s part from falling on him.


    Similarly, he had switched the Solomon ring with the one Marks had taken off his London assailant. The fact that Scarlett had found Marks’s ring when Marks had been shot gave him a perfect cover for the switch. He had been correct to assume the Solomon ring would be far safer in her hands than in his own.


    The two pieces fit together perfectly. The mysterious inscription engraved on the inside of the ring unlocked the ghost file on the laptop’s hard drive, a PDF file, a perfect replica of an ancient Hebrew text.


    Chrissie hunched forward. “What is this? It looks like… directions?”


    “You recall the discussion we had with Professor Giles.”


    She glanced at him. “Funny you should mention him. A squad of MI6 came and took him away yesterday.”


    “I’m afraid I had something to do with that,” Bourne said. “The good professor was part of the group that made so much trouble for us.”


    “Do you mean—?” Her gaze returned to the ancient text. “Good Lord, Jason, you don’t mean to tell me—!”


    “According to this file,” Bourne said, “King Solomon’s gold is buried in Syria.”


    Chrissie’s excitement grew. “At Ugarit, somewhere on or around Mount Casius, where the god Baal was said to live.” She frowned as she came to the end of the text. “But where, exactly? The text is incomplete.”


    “True,” Bourne said, thinking of the SD card Arkadin had found in the shattered statue of Baal. “The last bit is lost. I’m sorry about that.”


    “No, don’t be.” She turned and hugged him tightly. “My God, what a fantastic gift.”


    “If it’s the truth, if you find King Solomon’s gold.”


    “No, in and of itself this text is invaluable. It provides a trove of research material that will help shed light on what’s fact and fiction about King Solomon’s court. I… I don’t know how to thank you.”


    Bourne smiled. “Give it as a gift to the university in your sister’s name.”


    “Why, I… Of course! What a wonderful idea! Now she’ll be closer to me, and a part of Oxford, too.”


    He felt the memory of Tracy settling around him with a contented sigh. He could think of her now in all her incarnations and not be swamped in sorrow.


    He put his arm around Scarlett. “You know, your aunt had a hand in this gift.”


    The girl looked up at him, her eyes wide. “She did?”


    Bourne nodded. “Let me tell you about it—and about how very courageous she was.”
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